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WHOEVER YOU WANT TO BE


Travelling for business is a thing of the past, now that you can hop into your Avatar, a perfect replica of yourself, on the other side of the planet, in the blink of an eye. Being in an Avatar is no different from real life—you can still see, hear, feel, taste, and smell everything, as if the Avatar was your real body.

When Theo, one of the programmers behind the breakthrough invention, realizes there is a glitch in the system that could allow hackers to take control of any Avatar they want, he can’t help but try it out for himself before fixing the problem.


CHAPTER 1
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Ihad a feeling people would abuse their Avatars ever since the day I was asked to help program the things. I was absolutely sure people would end up using them for everything besides their intended purpose, as soon as our bosses told us we were going to market early, before we’d even worked out most of the glitches. Of course no one was going to buy a thirty-thousand dollar Avatar just to go to business meetings. Give me a break...

That was the whole concept: the ability to be present anywhere in the world, with a replica body that you could control just like your own, except your real body stays back in the comfort of your own home, in bed, with a little helmet on your head. They were being advertised to big international companies, to save money on airfare, but as soon as the rest of the world caught wind of the invention, there was already people planning to buy themselves an Avatar for all of the wrong reasons. Before we launched, one of my co-workers even showed me a website devoted to Avatar orgy meet-ups. They say every invention finds its way into pornography eventually…

And of course, being able to control a different body, see through different eyes, feel through different skin, it was essentially bound to become a glorified sex toy. When I heard the Avatars would be completely ‘anatomically accurate’, I said to my co-worker, “Give it one year before these things are sold in sex toy stores.”

But I was wrong. The company I worked for, Bonham Industries, the company behind the Avatars, was strict in only selling the Avatars to major corporations, ensuring the replica humans didn’t end up in the hands of the perverts and the people who ran the Avatar orgy meet-up website. That website must have been disappointed when they failed to get their hands on the incredibly life-like robots.

Though I shouldn’t call them robots. They were essentially real humans, created in labs using stem cells and all that good stuff. They still needed to eat and drink and use the bathroom, just like regular people. Except when they weren’t being used, they just stood there, looking lifeless, blinking occasionally, without a thought in their heads. They weren’t conscious. That part of their brain was empty, waiting to be filled by their owner. The food and drink thing was easily mitigated with an IV feeding tube that stayed connected throughout the days they weren’t in use.

When you placed your order (once you were approved to place an order) you had to send in a DNA sample (a mouth swab or a strand of hair). They would use the sample to make your Avatar look just like you.

I have to say, I was shocked: a few years into their production and the Avatars really were just being used for business ventures. I even had one, that I got to use to attend meetings and conferences in Japan. Sometimes I would abuse my powers and take my unit out for sushi. Of course, eating sushi as an Avatar doesn’t make you any fuller than you were before, but my God, is there anything that tastes as good as authentic sushi?

One of my co-workers claimed he took his Avatar to a brothel and fucked a prostitute. He told me when we were out drinking at a bar one day. I didn’t believe him at first, because I knew for a fact Bonham Industries tracked all of the Avatars, to ensure they were only being used for their intended purposes. I helped design that very tracking software: a little chip that was implanted deep in each unit’s brain. “Before I took control of my Avatar, I went in and bypassed the tracking code,” he told me. Later, I made him show me how he did it, and sure enough, there was a very simple glitch that he’d found, that I’d missed, that made it very easy to switch off the tracking function without alerting Bonham Industries. As far as the tracking system could tell, the Avatar was just left standing in its hibernation unit.

I probably should have gone in the next day to fix the glitch, but I didn’t. I was curious to abuse the system myself just a little bit—just a wee, little, tiny bit, I swear. I’d always hated the feeling of stepping out onto the Tokyo streets, knowing I would get in huge trouble if I wandered too far away from the Bonham Industries building. There were restaurants I wanted to try out, culture I wanted to take in… And I would be lying if I said I wasn’t a little bit curious about the women. I certainly wouldn’t risk going to a brothel, like my co-worker had, but I would be interesting in seeing how I fared with Japanese women. I’d always had a bit of a thing for Asian ladies.

Besides, I’m not entirely sure how my co-worker went about paying for a lady at a brothel. I had a copy of my credit card with my Avatar—my real credit card, with my name on it. I suppose he could have simply taken cash out at an ATM, but with the insane amount of counterfeiting, who still takes cash anymore? Maybe brothels…

Before zipping over to Japan for a fun night out, I decided to look deeper into the code, and see if there were other glitches I might have missed. Turns out, there were plenty. This is what happens when you rush a product to market. I wondered if anyone else was aware of the glitches in the system. There was even one glaring flaw that would make it simple enough to hop into someone else’s Avatar. That could be potentially catastrophic, I thought. Can you imagine identity theft on that level?

I made note of all the glitches I’d found, intending to fix them all the next day, and then I slipped my helmet on and I lay on my back. With the press of a button, I was standing upright in a pod, in Japan, in my Avatar unit. My location tracking was turned off, thanks to my co-worker’s little glitch.


CHAPTER 2
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It’s frighteningly incredible how easy it is to be outgoing and confident in a different body, even if it is a replica of your own body, using your own name, paying for drinks with your own credit card. Somehow, it still feels like you’re not yourself, and I suppose technically, you’re not. When you go up to flirt with a woman, there’s a strange sensation of freedom, as if there are no consequences for your actions. I could have made a huge fool of myself, and gone home without a worry on my mind. Strange, because I still sometimes thought about humiliating encounters with women from my high-school years, over a decade ago.

But in an Avatar, it was different. It’s a lot like being on the internet, and not like you’re in the real world. Everything has an artificialness to it. You can say or do whatever you want, and feel secured by the mask of anonymity. I’d never been much of a flirt before, but after a few drinks, I felt like the king of that bar. I found myself a nice chick who spoke pretty good English and seemed genuinely interested in me. We talked for a while, I bought her a few drinks, and then we ended up back at her place.

I never told her I was using an Avatar. She didn’t need to know. Besides, it made no physical difference to her. To me, there was hardly a difference. Occasionally, because the software was still new and sometimes the server lagged, I would slip back into my real body for a few seconds before returning to my Avatar. She didn’t seem to notice.

Fucking her was fun. I felt like I could try out things I’d always been too nervous to try. I was like an animal, doing whatever I wanted without a single care for her. Of course I didn’t hurt her or anything, but I can’t promise everything we did was legal according to Japanese law. She seemed to enjoy it more than I was enjoying it, which is saying something because I was having a blast.

I tied her to the bed, wrists and ankles, on her stomach. I fucked her in the pussy for a bit, but then I got curious. I’d always wanted to try anal, but I’d always been too afraid to ask. Now, I didn’t feel afraid at all. I didn’t even ask, technically. I just told her I was going to fuck her in the asshole, and she didn’t protest. She squirmed a bit as I penetrated her backdoor, but after a few deep plunges, she seemed to be enjoying it. She even started moaning louder than I’d ever heard a girl moan, once my balls were slapping her in the ass.

I don’t know why, but I was surprised when I came, not because my Avatar was actually fully capable of producing cum, but because I felt everything—every little tremble and warm jolt of euphoria. It felt no different than fucking in my real body, despite the fact my real body was thousands of miles away.

Even the memory, the next day, was as clear as if the experience was completely real. Was the experience real, if it felt totally real, looked totally real, even tasted totally real? I don’t see why not, but that certainly opened a whole slew of philosophical debates.

I went back to Tokyo again that night. This time, I had a different plan. I wanted to really see how real the experiences were inside of the Avatars. During work that day, I’d thought a lot about the difference between real and artificial. If an experience as an Avatar is real, then is a dream real? A dream doesn’t happen in the physical universe, so I suppose not, but all of the sensations in a dream seem real, so who’s to say, really?

I thought I would see what a drug trip was like in an Avatar. I went to a sketchy bar in my Avatar body, and I found a man selling acid. I’d done acid a few times in college, so I knew more or less what to expect. Acid had a big effect on the senses, but what I was interested in was its effect on the consciousness. When someone takes a hit of acid, they perceive the world differently, and they process the world differently. You see things you’ve never noticed before—things that are really there, but have never stood out. On acid, you tend to have profound thoughts, and sometimes you can even solve problems that you weren’t able to solve before because the drug helps you think in new ways.

But what if my Avatar took the drug? Would it affect the way I thought? Would that mean my consciousness was really moving over to another body?

I took the drug, with a couple of girls I met at the same bar. They were just interested in the recreation of it. I wanted to test the limits of my Avatar’s capabilities.

The experience was no different from what I experienced in college. The visions were similar, the shapes and colours I saw brought back memories of drug-fuelled adventures, and the thoughts that came to me were some of the more profound (and occasionally completely outrageous) I’d ever had. I had a real drug trip. So my consciousness really was shifting over my Tokyo Avatar’s.

Best of all, when I transferred back over to my real body after the initial high wore off, I got to dodge the after-acid hangover that I remembered all too well. Incredible, I thought. I didn’t even know what to do with this new information I’d discovered. I felt like I needed to find a scientist to come and study the phenomenon, but there was so much I still wanted to know, and I didn’t want to expose the fact that I knew about so many little glitches in the system.

Moving consciousness was not necessarily a new phenomenon. A few years before, they’d created special cameras that people could access with VR helmets, where you could see into different parts of the world, and look around freely, as if you were really there. The Avatar was really just an upgrade from that. Some televisions even came with diffusers that diffused real smells into your home, taken right from the sets of cooking shows, or whatever you were watching. It wasn’t exactly the teleporting of consciousness, but it was the teleporting of senses.

During my drug trip, a strange thought occurred to me. It was while I was getting a blowjob from one of the girls I was with, who was extremely high herself, and very horny. She had her hand between her bare thighs, and she was rubbing her exposed clit. “I’m so wet,” she said, and I couldn’t help but wonder, ‘What does that feel like?’ What is it like to be horny as a woman? What does it feel like to be wet? What does it feel like to have an orgasm as a woman, or just sex in general? I watched her carefully when I penetrated her. I watched her head roll from side to side as she squirmed and moaned with a big smile on her face. It looked like absolute heaven, so much more than what you get as a man during sex: a lot of work and then a quick moment of pure bliss.

And then I got to thinking, how could I feel the same thing? Surely, with all the new sense replicating technology, there must be some way to imitate that feeling as a man, and really learn what it’s like… Then it hit me.

I remembered that glitch in the software, the one that made Avatars vulnerable to being hacked into. With a simple line of code, I could have hopped into any Avatar that I wanted to, including a female Avatar, as long as I could find the serial number, which wouldn’t be too hard seeing as I had access to the Bonham Industries databases.


CHAPTER 3
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There was a very pretty girl who worked one floor above me. Her name was Katelyn. She was a petite blonde, with small tits and big, shining eyes. She always reminded me of a movie star, but I could never put my finger on who. It had always bugged me.

I saw her at a bio-technologies convention in Tokyo once, the day after I’d seen her around the office, so I knew she had an Avatar, unless she hopped on a red-eye before the convention and then got back in just as much of a hurry, but that seemed unlikely, especially since Bonham Industries provided employees with Avatars for that very reason.

I will admit that I’d always wanted to see her naked, though that wasn’t much of a shocker. I think most of the guys in the office would have liked to see her naked. Most of the girls that worked at Bonham Industries weren’t exactly beauties. They were all boyish nerds, all with unflattering glasses and an unhealthy appetite for fast food. Some of the girls who worked downstairs in administration were okay—actually, there were a few hotties downstairs—but I knew none of them had Avatars. Why would they? Their job was to answer the phones. They didn’t need to be in Tokyo or Moscow or on the goddamned moon to answer the phones.

I thought for a while of how I could get her serial number. Serial numbers were tattooed on the back of each Avatar’s neck, but the Avatars were all stored in separate, locked rooms, so unless I knew where the key to her particular room was, going to Tokyo to get her serial number was out of the question.

It turned out, it was much easier than that. I was able to find a list of Avatar serial numbers and their owners in the Bonham Industries database. The first few numbers were blacked out as a security measure, but because there were so few Avatars in circulation, it was easy to determine the missing numbers by analysing the algorithm and deducting a solution. My college thesis was on complex algorithms, and the one being used by the Avatars was far from complex.

The only thing left to do was to go into my helmet’s software and change a single line of code, replacing my serial number with Katelyn’s. I felt a sense of warm pride as I flicked the helmet onto standby, and the little screen read in green letters, “All systems ready.” It only said that if it could establish a connection with the Avatar, which meant I had the right serial number (unless, by some wild fluke, I’d entered in the serial number of a totally different Avatar, which was astronomically unlikely).

Yet despite the green, reassuring text, I was afraid to press the button and enter into her body. What if it wasn’t as simple as swapping the serial number? What if I’d missed something, and the moment I pressed the button, my consciousness got lost in some ether and I couldn’t get it back? The anxiety sounds absurd, but if consciousness can travel thousands of miles in a millisecond, who’s to say it can’t get lost halfway?

My hand trembled as I reached for the button. Was it really worth the risk? Did I really want to experience being a woman that badly? And what—would I go and find a man to fuck me? How would I be able to go through with it? Even in Katelyn’s Avatar body, I would still have the consciousness of a straight male. I would still only be interested in women. Maybe I could find a nice lesbian to eat me out… Japan was, after all, filled with lesbians.

Before I had the guts to press the little button, I went back to my computer and I looked back into the coding. There were millions of lines of code—I would never be able to get through all of it, scanning for flaws. It was written by a team of one hundred programmers, in a unique coding language that I hardly understood. But I did scan through a couple hundred lines, and I couldn’t find any other changes that needed to be made in order to go to a different body.

I found myself back on my bed, on my back, with the helmet on my head. The thought of my Japanese date squirming in ecstasy as I fucked her came to the front of my mind. I would be missing out, I thought, if I didn’t give it a whirl. I’d be the only man alive who could say they’d experienced a female orgasm. I think every guy, at some point in their life, wonders what it would feel like to have your clit stimulated.

I took a deep breath, bit my tongue, and then I pressed the button. There was a flash of light. I felt my heart as it started to race, for just a second before I suddenly felt calm. I opened my eyes and I was staring at a white wall: I was in a pod room.

I looked down quickly, my eyes landing immediately on a naked female body: my body. The code change worked, I was in Katelyn’s Avatar. I ran my fingers down my skin, of course feeling my breasts first. Katelyn’s breasts were bigger than they looked in clothes, but she was just as fit. Even her Avatar seemed oddly fit, as if she put on her helmet just to exercise her Avatar.

I ran my fingers down, between my thighs, over my pussy. At first, it was a gentle touch, just skimming my plump lips. I expected more of a sensitive jolt, but it didn’t really feel like anything at all. Then, I went for a second pass, pressing down harder, slipping my finger between my pussy’s lips. As my fingertip ran down my length, I immediately felt my clit. Ladies weren’t kidding: it’s a sensitive little spot! It didn’t exactly feel like an incredible jolt of pleasure, but it was definitely sensitive—uncomfortably so, after a few strokes.

I looked around for a mirror. There was one in the closet, where Katelyn kept her Avatar’s wardrobe. Avatars had to be hibernated naked, so that the health scans (that I helped design), which happened once a night, could function efficiently. The Avatar health scan wasn’t much different from the regular health scan you get at a doctor’s office—just slower and more thorough, which was possible because the Avatar didn’t move at all when the scan was underway.

I felt a giddy excitement as I stepped through the room, feeling my tits bouncing slightly. Having no cock between my legs was certainly a strange sensation. It felt like there was something missing, even though I knew exactly what; it was still very strange.

I watched myself in the mirror as I grabbed and squeezed my tits. I felt naughty, as if I was doing something I wasn’t supposed to be doing (and I was doing something I wasn’t supposed to be doing, and seeing something I wasn’t supposed to be seeing). The naked body I was staring at was biologically identical to the real body of Katelyn, which meant I was seeing Katelyn naked. She looked good.

I opened her closer drawers. Everything was perfectly organized, and I wasn’t surprised, knowing how meticulous Katelyn was. I once borrowed a pen from her desk, and all of her pens were perfectly evenly spaced, and they looked as though they’d been polished. She claimed they hadn’t been, but I have my reservations.

Her top drawer was filled with panties, all identical white cotton panties. I was slightly disappointed that there wasn’t anything more exciting, like a lacy thong, or some crotchless lingerie, but putting on panties was exotic enough. Even though I was in the body of a woman, I still felt like I was indulging in some weird cross-dressing fantasy that I didn’t have.

Putting on a bra wasn’t as easy as I thought it would be. My first instinct was to put it on straight, but I quickly realized it was a pain to clip on, reaching around my back. Then I remembered how girls did it after I’d fucked them. They always put it on backwards, tied it up, and then spun it around. I tried it that way, and it worked fine.

I went through a few drawers and found nothing but boring blouses and business pant suits. Nothing had any spice to it.

And then in the next drawer, I found a number of dresses. My heart rate accelerated. Finally, I thought, something a little bit racy. I figured if I was going to go out as a woman, I might as well have fun with it, live on the edge just a little bit. Presumably, the dresses were reserved for functions and fancy business dinners. There was one dress that I thought was even a little bit too racy for any special functions or fancy dinners. It was red with a very short skirt and an open back. I tried it on.

I loved the way it felt against my bare skin. The fabric was impossibly soft, feeling like I was wearing nothing at all until I moved and could feel the light dress moving ever-so-slightly. I had to keep looking down to make sure the dress hadn’t slipped off—I don’t think I would have noticed if it had.

I looked in the mirror again, turning gently from side to side, watching the skirt of my dress floating as it swayed. A nervous excitement filled my body. I suddenly felt like I was taking overly-controlled breaths as I looked to the door, which would take me out into the real world, filled with real people. It was strange. In my regular Avatar, I never fought any nerves. It never felt like I was real, like there were any consequences. If you feel pain in your Avatar, you can always just jump back to your regular body until the pain subsides. If you fall off of a building, sure your Avatar will splat against the ground, but you will just wake up in your bed, as if nothing but a bad dream had happened.

Maybe it was because I was helming someone else’s identity—I was responsible for their reputation. That was one thing that wasn’t safe when you went out in your Avatar: your reputation. Avatars look just like their human counterparts. If you decide to rob a bank with your Avatar, it’s still your picture that ends up on the evening news. I don’t know why I cared less about my own reputation than I cared about Katelyn’s, but I did. I was terrified of running into someone she knew, or worse, being seen by one of our bosses, out on the town, where we technically weren’t supposed to be taking our Avatars.

Katelyn had a naturally beautiful face with big, shining eyes, but it seemed strange to go out on the town with a sexy red dress and not a flick of makeup. I found a very organized makeup kit in one of the drawers. I dug through it carefully, making sure to keep it just as organized as when I’d found it. I wasn’t sure what most of the stuff was for, so I stuck to what seemed straight forward enough, starting with eyeliner. I remembered watching my mother do her makeup, when I was very young. She would lean over the sink, with her face just inches from the mirror, and she would move very carefully with each little item. When she was out of the house one day, I got into her makeup kit and tried to see what I could do. I tried to mimic her usual routine, starting with the flesh-coloured cream, and then using the little black brush on my eyelashes. Then, I tried really hard (it took a few tries) to draw perfectly straight lines along my eyelids with the little black marker. I stepped back and was mesmerized by how big and bright my eyes were. I was quick to wash it all off before my mom got home.

Now, I was doing the same thing, with a little bit more finesse. I didn’t want to overdo it. I always cringed a little bit when I saw a woman with makeup as dense as a clown’s. I dated a girl once who loved to use a lot of blush, but I always thought it made her look like a cartoon character. For my night out in Katelyn’s Avatar, I wanted to look sexy, but I didn’t want to overdo it. I didn’t necessarily want a ton of attention drawn my way, seeing as I was going out in a town filled with Katelyn’s bosses and co-workers. I had nothing against Katelyn and I didn’t want her to get into any trouble. Besides: any trouble she got in was trouble for me. As soon as she claimed she never went out on the town, it wouldn’t be long before they started looking into the source code, and looking up who had the access and the knowhow to meddle with it.

It took a good thirty minutes, but in the end, I thought I’d done a pretty good job. I’d maybe gotten a little bit carried away with the eyeliner, drawing it on thick. I’d always liked girls with thick eyeliner. It gave a certain mysterious, sexy look that always got me going. Plus, it was popular in Japan, and when in Rome…

I found myself unable to open the door. I held my hand on the handle, my body tense and cold. I had the strangest fear in my head, that someone would look at me and recognize me—recognize my male self through Katelyn’s Avatar. It was, of course, impossible, but recognizing the impossibility didn’t seem to make the fear go away.

I took a series of long, deep breaths, and then I opened the door, revealing the long, empty hallway that led down to the busy streets of Tokyo.


CHAPTER 4
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People say that men and women think differently, and there has always been a lot of debate as to whether thought is part of consciousness, or if it’s something that happens inside of the brain. For the longest time, people wondered whether consciousness was something that existed inside of the brain, or if it was something that was more metaphysical or spiritual, if you subscribe to that train of thought. With the creation of Avatars, I think it’s safe to say that consciousness was proven to exist outside of the brain—maybe not proven, but one could make a strong case for the matter.

With my little experiment, I think I created a whole new debate. As a woman, I didn’t just feel different, but I was quickly realizing that I was thinking differently, too. I was incredibly conscious about the way I looked. At first, It thought it was just a consequence of trying to blend in, so I wouldn’t draw too much unwanted attention to the fact I was hijacking someone’s body. But then I started realizing it was much more than that. I wanted to look good. I checked myself out whenever possible, in every available reflection. I looked closely at myself to make sure my posture was good, my hair was perfect, my makeup was unflawed, and so on. I stopped at a bathroom (Avatars, for whatever strange reason, seem to need to use the bathroom much more than regular people), and found myself perfecting little strands of hair in the mirror.

I also noticed that I wasn’t getting distracted by every beautiful woman that passed me. It wasn’t until I made an effort to look at the people around me that I realized there were beautiful women in my vicinity. Usually, I wouldn’t have been able to help myself—I would be staring at every hint of cleavage, every big set of tits, every tight pair of yoga pants. But it seemed like I couldn’t notice those things unless I tried.

Instead, I found myself looking at flattering, cute outfits. I would see dresses that I imagined myself wearing, or shoes that made my legs weak. Shoes? Since when did I give a damn about shoes? There was one girl, sitting on a park bench, wearing a pair of black shoes with red soles. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t look away from the things! Even when the stranger was out of sight, it was all I could think about.

There was a calmness to my mind that I wasn’t used to. All of my thoughts seemed so clear and distinct, despite the fact I was still as nervous as hell. When something like a pair of nice shoes distracted me, my thoughts weren’t interrupted. As a man, when a set of perky, braless tits walked by, every thought in my head would come to an abrupt halt.

When I stopped outside of the bar I intended on hitting up, I suddenly didn’t want to go inside—not because I was nervous, but because it suddenly seemed like a nasty place, filled with gross, horny men. I wanted to go somewhere more classy, somewhere more elegant; maybe somewhere with nice curtains, and a nice, pleasant colour scheme…

I couldn’t believe myself.

I ended up at a nice, quiet bar a few blocks away. Instead of the old classic rock playlist, there was some soothing jazz coming through the overhead speakers. I took a seat at the bar, and had the strangest craving for something sweet. I ended up ordering a strawberry martini—something that would have made me gag as a man. But a girl a few seats down had ordered the same thing, and I thought it looked so delicious.

There was only one explanation to my experience as a woman: the male and female brain are very, very different. Otherwise, it seemed impossible that I was suddenly interested in the girliest things, wanting to drink girly drinks, admiring shoes and giving a shit about how my hair looked.

The most strange—and the most disturbing—change to my mental state was my sudden attraction to men. An American man entered the bar and I found myself staring at him whenever I had the opportunity. He was tall, with broad shoulders, and short brown hair. It wasn’t his physical stature or his face so much that made him so enticing, but it was the way he carried himself. He seemed so confident and so interesting. He ordered a drink with a smile on his face. He had a deep voice that made all of my thoughts seem to float away. My God, who knew a voice could be so sexy?

But I tried my best to resist the urge to stare at him, which was easier said than done. I didn’t like men—at least, I hadn’t liked men until I was in Katelyn’s Avatar. But the moment I saw the tall American man, I felt like a teenaged boy, obsessed with the cute new girl in class. I got a strange head rush of what I can only imagine was adrenaline, and I felt like I was floating, his face unable to leave my mind. Every time he opened his mouth to speak, my heart would jump in my chest. When I let my defences down, I would start fantasizing about him: him coming to sit next to me, him running his big hands down my sides, and so on. I loved how tall he was—there was something so alluring about his height.

As I was looking his way, he looked over at me. I should have looked away, but instead, I froze. He smiled, and then after a delay, I smiled back. God, he was handsome. He seemed to command the whole room’s energy, as if he was some kind of celebrity.

He got up with his drink and took the seat next to me. “American?” he asked.

I nodded stupidly. “Yeah,” I said.

He smiled. “My name is Dave. Nice to meet you,” he said. He made me feel weak in the best way possible. Everything about him was so much bigger than me, including his aura. I don’t know why, but I wanted him to dominate me so badly. I wanted him to hold me down and do whatever the hell he wanted to my body. I wanted to taste his big, hard—

I bit my tongue. My heart was racing. I was losing sight of myself. I was letting my new female emotions take over my own consciousness. Everything about what I was doing felt wrong, but unless I focussed as hard as I could on resisting, I was only floating further and further away from my sensibilities. But who could blame me? I was being chatted up by the most handsome man I’d ever seen! I felt like I could see through his dress shirt: his big pecs, his hard abs, his thick biceps. I wanted to reach out and feel his body, but at least I had good sense enough to resist doing that.

He bought me a drink. Every time he looked into my eyes, I slipped away further, slowly surrendering to him, and to Katelyn’s firing hormones. It must have been hormones. I’m sure if Katelyn had entered into my body, she would suddenly be attracted to women. It wasn’t like I was suddenly gay or something, right?

Besides, was this not the whole reason I went into Katelyn’s body? To experience the sexual pleasures of being a woman?

But if I experience those sexual pleasures with a man, would that mean I’d had a gay experience? Once I was back in my real body, with my real brain in my head, would I remember the incident and gag? As a woman now, did I look back on my previous encounters with women and gag? I couldn’t remember… I couldn’t take my attention away from Dave for long enough to bring back memories of my previous sexual partners.

When Dave complimented me, I felt incredible and somehow validated, as if my hour in the hibernation room, picking out an outfit and perfecting my hair and makeup was somehow worth it.

The drink was harder on me than I’d expected, making me lightheaded and warm all over. I thought at first the bartender had screwed up and maybe put a little too much liquor in, but then I started to think that maybe it was my body. Katelyn was a small girl—probably a lightweight when it came to drinking. In my nervousness, I’d slammed the drink quickly, and I could feel it flowing hot through my veins, working quickly into my system.

My second drink hit me even harder. After just a few sips, I realized drinking it was probably a bad idea, in terms of keeping myself sensible. But as Dave and I chatted, I kept finding my hand creeping towards the drink, bringing it up to my lips. By the time I realized what I was doing, it was too late. I would tell myself I would do a better job controlling myself, and then it would just happen again, and again.

Before I knew it, I was in his hotel room. I went up with him to “see his suite,” but we both knew perfectly well what that meant. I couldn’t remember what he’d said he did for a living, but it must have been lucrative. The suite was one of the biggest I’d ever seen in Tokyo, with enormous windows encircling the whole thing, looking down at the glowing Tokyo skyline.

He kissed me when I wasn’t expecting it (though I should have been expecting it, why else did we go up to his room?). I surrendered immediately, my heart racing fast. I wrapped my arms around him and held on tightly, finally getting my chance to feel his hard, chiselled body.

A dampness started to form in my panties. It already felt like we were fucking, a pulsing euphoria growing in my groin. So this is what it feels like, I thought, when girls are horny. It was so much different, so much more emotional. It wasn’t his physical touch that was driving me crazy, but the fact that he wanted to touch me. It sounds so strange to put into words, like something that just can’t be explained.

I was obsessed with his body, and he had a pretty good one. Before, I’d never understood why women liked hard bodies. Now, I got it completely. He felt so strong, so powerful, like he could do anything to me and I would be completely defenceless. I liked being completely defenceless. I got so wet when he threw me onto the bed and crawled over me, his huge presence consuming me entirely.

I could feel the bulge of his big dick through his pants. I rubbed myself against it, feeling it getting bigger and harder. I couldn’t wait to get it out, but I did my best to be patient—I wanted to play a little bit hard to get, though I’m sure he could feel the wetness of my panties as his fingers slipped down between my legs. I did nothing to stop him from rubbing my damp slit, over my panties. I even spread my legs for him, so he could get his whole, big hand in there. Fuck, it felt good, like every stroke of my cunt was its own little orgasm. I found myself melting deeper and deeper into his bed, my breath stuttering, my heart rate somehow increasing.

He seemed to get my dress off without any effort, and my bra came off before I even realized he’d reached around my back. I couldn’t tell if it was the liquor or the euphoria that was making me so naïve, but I didn’t care. Even when those thoughts started creeping in—that I might regret every second of this when I was back in my real, male body—I didn’t care. How many men could say they’ve experienced sex in the body of a real, biological woman? Zero, until now. I was the only one!

When he reached down for my panties, I was quick to raise my hips off of the mattress, so it would be as easy and painless as possible to get me naked and exposed, ready to be fucked. With each passing second, I was getting over the desire to play hard to get. I just wanted to be fucked, and fucked hard. I wanted to feel what it felt like to be stuffed and pumped, to have his hard dick rubbing against my clit. I wanted to feel what it felt like to have an orgasm as a woman, though I felt like I’d already had a few since being tossed on the bed like a glorified sex doll.

He slipped down his pants, letting his big, hard rod slip out. I reached down without wasting a second, wrapping my fingers around it, feeling his pulsing veins and his rigid ridges. He was so big, I wasn’t entirely sure it was going to fit—and I had a good feeling that it was going to hurt at first, but I was so desperate to be fucked that I didn’t even care. I stroked his length a few times and then lined his bulging tip up with my damp hole. “Fuck me,” I said with a soft sigh, as if it was all I was able to muster up.

He pushed in. I was right—it did hurt. But even once the pain kicked in, I didn’t want him to stop. It was incredible how sensitive my pussy was. I could feel him throbbing against my vaginal walls. I could feel every slight bump and ridge of his hard, manly cock as he slid in deep.

The sensation was completely consuming, totally overwhelming. At one moment I thought I was still in control, and then the next, I realized I had absolutely no control whatsoever. I was only able to thrust my hips upwards, to get more of him into me. I couldn’t even stop doing that, even when I tried. It was like my body wanted more of his cock, so it took away the controls. I was moaning, maybe even screaming, my head rolling from side to side.

In my state of pleasure, my eyes wanted to shut themselves, but I didn’t want to look away from his chest, his muscles flexing and bulging. It was a sight to behold! He was more of a man than I knew possible.

A wetness began to pool at my ass. It took me a moment to realize that I was squirting, warm fluid gushing out of my pussy, being pumped out of me by his big, thick cock.

I gripped the bed sheets tight and pulled them in towards me. I couldn’t hold back. I started screaming like an insane person, moaning as pulsing euphoria consumed me. “I’m going to come,” he said with a grunt.

“Come in me, baby,” I said, and then I felt his hot load filling me up, adding another notch onto the intense pleasure in my body. It took a good five minutes after he rolled off of me before I had enough control of my body to roll over. It was a strange feeling, laying on my back, feeling his warm creampie trickling out of my cunt, down the curve of my ass, into a small pool on the mattress. I stared blankly at the ceiling, the euphoria now beginning to subside. I wasn’t sure what I’d just done, whether I’d just experienced one of the greatest experiences of my life, or if I’d just made a huge mistake.


CHAPTER 5
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At first, I wasn’t sure what to think about my night as Katelyn. Then, as a few days went by, I started to regret it deeply, not because I was worried I’d done something ‘gay’, but because I wanted more, and I knew it was dangerous to keep slipping into someone else’s Avatar.

I tried to resist, but I ended up going in again as Katelyn, finding another man at a bar, going home with him, getting fucked senseless. The man I was with ended up getting Katelyn’s phone number when I was in the bathroom. “I’ll text you later,” he said when I was leaving.

“But you don’t have my number,” I said.

“I got it out of your phone,” he said.

My heart stuttered and I felt sick. I didn’t even realize that the little clutch I’d been carrying around that night had Katelyn’s phone in it. I snapped, and made my one-night stand delete my number. He became pale as I snatched the phone from his hands, to make sure that he really had removed the number.

I needed to be careful—what if Katelyn took her Avatar out and one of these guys recognized her? It wouldn’t take much confusion before there she complained to Bonham HQ and there was an investigation launched. I could get jail time—it was technically identity theft. I went online and checked what kind of sentence I could get for that: ten years. I wasn’t built for ten days in prison, never mind ten years.

But still, I couldn’t help myself. Though I decided it was too risky to go around Tokyo, where Bonham Industries’ head office was, using the Avatar of a Bonham Industries employee, so I cracked into the database and found a few serial numbers that belonged to women in other companies—companies that used Bonham Industries Avatars. I wrote the serial numbers down on a list and I took them home, intending to try out a few different ones.

I was essentially gambling. If someone was using their Avatar when I tried to connect, that could have been bad. It was anyone’s guess as to what could happen. Would someone get trapped in limbo? Me? Them? Both of us? Could it be deadly? Or would we both gain control of the Avatar, our combined consciousness blending into one, reading each other’s minds? I was hoping I wouldn’t have to find out, but that didn’t stop me from taking the risk.

The first serial number I tried belonged to an Ashley Carrington in London. I went into the code, swapped out the serial in my helmet’s programming, and then I pressed the button, jumping over to London. I was disappointed to find out that Ashley was a man—I suppose the name is unisex.

The second serial number I tried got me an older woman who was a bit thick, with terrible smoker’s lips. I decided not to take her out for a spin, knowing I wouldn’t be getting much bang for my buck. I always thought that was weird, that they didn’t fix flaws when creating Avatars. Why wouldn’t they make the poor woman’s Avatar thin? Why wouldn’t they give her more youthful lips?

I’d never been a smoker, but for the minute I was in the older woman’s Avatar, I was desperately craving a cigarette.

The third serial number I tried got me a cute little blonde, with a short bob and great legs. She was stationed in Paris. I’d always meant to visit Paris, so there was yet another reason to take her out for a spin.

The fact that I had no idea who the Avatar belonged to made it easier to cope with the stress of using someone else’s body. It was hard to understand the consequences when I didn’t even know what the consequences were. As far as I knew, her company allowed her to take her Avatar out wherever she wanted. If one of her bosses saw her on the streets, they might not even care. Besides, Paris is a big, dense place—the chance of being recognized is astronomically small (though I guess the same goes for Tokyo).

I got my hair all nice, my makeup perfect, and a great outfit picked out (she had way more options than Katelyn, which was nice). I spent the day wandering around Paris, taking in the sights, admiring the scenery. The town was even more beautiful than I’d imagined it to be. The old, rustic buildings were so vibrant, and the people were so full of energy. I could feel their warm auras as I passed them in the cobblestone streets.

I stopped for a coffee at a little café, and the cute, young man behind the counter gave me my coffee on the house. He smiled with red cheeks as he handed it to me. “You’re very pretty,” he said. I couldn’t help but blush, even though it wasn’t technically a compliment to me. It was a compliment to the woman who owned the Avatar. But still, I couldn’t help but feel flustered.

I felt the eyes of many watching me as I made my way down the streets. Being noticed was nice. It wasn’t something I was used to as a man. In fact, I couldn’t remember a single time in my life where people stopped and looked my way, just to admire the way I looked. It was refreshing, and I hated the thought that it wasn’t real—they weren’t looking at me, they were looking at the body I was taking out for a test-drive.

But what was the difference? What difference did it make if it wasn’t my body? It’s not like the girl who owned the thing had created the body—it was just something she was born with. It wasn’t some sort of accomplishment by any stretch of the imagination, unless you consider the fact that she kept herself thin and fit an accomplishment.

I wandered into a park and looked down at the water. There were flower petals floating downstream. As a man, I don’t think I would have been able to see the beauty in the sight of the shimmering water, carrying the pink petals slowly down the river. But being a woman, things just seemed to be more beautiful. Life seemed to be more vibrant.

I made my way up to the top of the Eiffel Tower and I looked down. It was as I was staring down at the city of Paris that I realized: I want to be a woman. It suddenly seemed so obvious, but the thought scared me. It seemed to just come out of nowhere, and it was a huge decision. I’d only spent a day and a few nights out as a woman. It was still so fresh and exciting. Once the novelty wore off, would I still want to be a woman?

I tried to push the thought away, knowing it was dangerous thinking. It was unnatural. I was put on the earth as a man and that was the way I was supposed to stay, right?

If people were meant to stay the way they were put on the earth, we would still be living in caves, beating our chests at sabre-toothed tigers, freezing to death during the long, cold winters. Things are meant to change and maybe people are meant to change, too.

But how could I even become a woman? Was such a thing even possible? Sure, I could get the surgery, take the hormones, and dress the part, but would that really make me a woman? Maybe to some people, but most people would just see a man in disguise. I didn’t exactly have the most feminine figure, or the most feminine face. Even with the hormones, I would probably have to shave twice a day to keep my five o’clock shadow from my face.

But what about with an Avatar? Could I not steal one and live in it forever?

I thought about it. Technically, there was nothing stopping someone from entering into an Avatar and remaining in it for any amount of time, as long as the original body stayed alive. What if I hooked my natural male body up to the hibernation pod, with the tubes all attached and the helmet on? All I would have to do is keep my old body hidden.

I looked at myself in a window reflection. The body I was in now—I could steal it, but that would make me a thief (though I suppose I already was one, technically). And I’m sure the girl who owned it didn’t want someone running around in a replica of her body. So where could I get a female Avatar of my own?

My eyes lit up as soon as the thought occurred to me. I could easily access the Bonham Industries databases and put in a fake order. I could even hack into the administrative system and mark the order as approved. All I would need is a DNA sample from the woman I wanted to become. Then, all I would have to do is sneak the Avatar out from the building and get it to wherever I wanted to live out my new, female life. Before hopping bodies, I could hack back into the system and scrub the order from the database, as if it never happened at all.

I looked around the Parisian streets at all the beautiful women. Getting a DNA sample would be easy enough. I just needed a single strand of hair. I could stop someone and tell them there was something stuck in their hair, pluck a single strand, and they would be none-the-wiser. My heart began to race as I looked around. I could become whoever I wanted to become.

But how was taking a stranger’s identity any different from just stealing the one I was in now? Sure, I could get away with it much easier, but that didn’t make it right—I would still be committing identity theft. Was there no way I could just become myself?

And then the thought occurred to me: I could just become myself. All I would have to do is upload my own DNA and change one Y-chromosome to an X-chromosome. Then, when they grew the body in the lab, they would get me, but as a woman. The Avatar would look like the twin sister I never had: similar features, but feminine. It would be me, if I was born a woman.

That very night, I went into the system and added in my order, putting in a fake female name—my new name. I put a few strands of hair into a vial and slipped it into the mail box, destined for Bonham Industries. When they got the vial in the mail, they would see my order in the system and no one would ask any questions. I knew I had a few days after they analysed the DNA sequence before they would start building the body: a few days for me to hack in and change my gender.

While I waited, I will admit that I took the cute, little blonde out around Paris again, stopping in at a few restaurants and cafés, watching the sunset over the old city skyline. I ended up meeting a guy at one of the cafés who took me back to his house after a nice, long conversation, and fucked me until I came all over his big, hard dick. I didn’t get much sleep that night, wanting to fuck again as soon as I was physically ready. I loved the feeling of being stuffed and plunged—the feeling of a big, rigid cock rubbing the walls of my tight pussy. I couldn’t wait to experience it with my own body.

I also learned that a woman can nearly orgasm by having her nipples sucked and her tits fondled just right. The guy that took me home had me moaning before his big erection was even inside of my warm, wet cunt.

Once I had my new Avatar, and before I even took it out from the big, heavy box it came in, I quit my job at Bonham Industries—not before scrubbing the entire history of my order, of course. If I was going to live my life as a woman, I wanted to have a completely fresh start. I couldn’t have been more excited.

My heart pounded ferociously against my ribcage as I opened the box, revealing the long, white pod that the Avatars came in. I hesitated before pressing the button on the side of the pod that would reveal what I would have looked like if I was born a woman: the body that was going to be mine for the rest of my life. I took a deep breath and pressed the button.

She was beautiful. When I saw her, I knew I’d made the right decision, and I knew something else as well: that I really was meant to be a woman, not a man. Maybe there was some glitch in the universal code when I was born. Or maybe I was supposed to live part of my life as a man, so I could truly appreciate being a woman when my opportunity finally came.

I laid my new Avatar down on my bed and then I stripped down, stepping into the hibernation pod myself. What I was doing had never been tried, as far as I knew, but theoretically, there was no reason it shouldn’t work. Avatars were, after all, physically identical to humans, minus the consciousness. So by placing my consciousness into my new Avatar’s body, did that not make her human? Did that not make my original, male body the Avatar?

I put on the helmet that came with the Avatar, and I didn’t hesitate in pressing the button which would mark the beginning of my new, exciting life.

THE END
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YOUR NEW PLAYTHING


Clark never wanted the Plaything that was accidentally delivered to his house. He wants nothing to do with the hyper-sexual, lab-created woman whose only objective is to pleasure the first person she sees out of hibernation. She was supposed to be delivered to someone else, in a different state—someone with a particularly long, throbbing fantasy. And now that the Plaything has been woken up, the company won’t take her back.


CHAPTER 1
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Clark wasn’t expecting any visitors that Saturday morning and it was exceptionally rare that anyone came to his house uninvited, seeing as he lived half an hour from town, off of a dirt road that most people didn’t even know existed. But still, the doorbell rang as Clark was sipping his morning coffee and reading his morning newspaper.

In ten years, he’d had less than five unexpected guests, and four of those five were concerning family emergencies. So naturally, when Clark heard his doorbell ring, a pit grew in his stomach. He carefully made his way to the front entry and peeked through the peephole. Standing on the other side of the door was a delivery man. ‘Strange,’ Clark thought, ‘I didn’t order anything.’

Clark wasn’t a believer in online shopping, or technology in general. He didn’t trust it, despite having been around since long before he was born. While the government claimed it didn’t use computer webcams and microphones to spy on its citizens, he didn’t believe them. “They’re up to something,” he always said, which is precisely why he refused to own a computer, and it was why he kept his phone turned off when he wasn’t using it—just in case the government was listening.

The delivery man rang the doorbell again.

Reluctantly, Clark answered. “Hello?” he said cautiously, scanning the delivery man for any inconsistencies. Anyone could, after all, go online and order a delivery man outfit. Next to the delivery man was a large box—only a bit shorter than Clark himself, and not much wider. The box was unmarked, save for the ‘this side up’ label and the word ‘Fragile,’ which was printed in large, bold letters all over the box. Also on the box was a large dark spot, as if the delivery guy had accidentally dropped it in a large puddle—though the spot looked to be dry, as if the accident had been a few days before and the box had time to dry out.

“Clark Fischer?” the delivery man asked.

“That’s me,” Clark said.

“I’ve got a package for you. Just sign here and it’s all yours.”

Clark was hesitant to take the pen. Was it a gift? And if so, from who? Looking at the box, which could have perfectly fit a human being, Clark couldn’t help but think of the old Trojan Horse myth. It was an amusing thought—of course Clark didn’t actually believe he would bring the box inside, open it, and have a human jump out at him. “What is it?” Clark asked.

A big grin came upon the delivery man’s face. “I don’t know,” he said, but he couldn’t have sounded less genuine—like he was lying and he thought it was pretty funny. Was he in on it—whatever it was? Or was Clark just being, as his sister had always put it, outrageously paranoid?

Clark signed for the package and the delivery guy returned to his truck, chuckling quietly to himself on the way. What was so damn funny?

Clark went to pull the box inside but was shocked by its weight. It must have weighed over a hundred pounds! What could someone have sent him that was so big and so heavy? That Trojan Horse image came back to his mind—the box did happen to weigh about the same as a human being.

He got the box into his kitchen and then he laid it down flat, paying close attention to the ‘this side up’ label. If it was some piece of art or some large vase, he would hate to ruin it. He retrieved a pair of box cutters and then returned to the mysterious box. But before he started cutting, he noticed the shipping label, which had an error on it: It was supposed to be shipped to a Clark Fischer in Springfield, Michigan. Clark lived in Springfield, Missouri. Coincidentally, Clark Fischer in Michigan had the same street address as the Clark who now held a pair of box cutters in his hand.

Unfortunately for Clark Fischer in Michigan, the return address had been badly smudged and was unreadable. There was no company info printed anywhere on the box, and Clark sure as hell wasn’t going to pay to have the massive box shipped to Michigan. Can you even imagine the shipping costs on a package that big and heavy? But if he could find a company phone number, perhaps he could have the package arranged to be picked up and properly delivered, at no expense to Clark. So he continued to cut the box open, hoping to find some company information inside.

The box was filled with packing peanuts, which were covering up yet another box, this one made from a strong, smooth, white plastic. Clark dug the packing peanuts out from the box, hoping to find a receipt or a brochure or something useful. He really didn’t feel comfortable opening up another man’s package, especially if it was valuable. Clark had some collectables himself, and he knew that out of their box, they were worthless.

There was a receipt in the box, but as his luck would have it, it was wet and smudged. The company info was all an illegible mess. The only part of the receipt Clark could make out was the price: $42,135. He had to read the number a second time, to make sure his brain hadn’t misplaced the comma. “Holy hell,” Clark said, his eyes widening. He looked to the plastic box. What in God’s name could be inside? It was too small to be a sports car or furniture, too big to be jewellery.

Clark sighed. This was going to be a lot of work, he thought. He would have to drive the package into town, drop it off at the delivery place, and hope they had the company info in their system—and with any luck, they would deal with it all. Just the thought of lugging the package into his truck was a serious nuisance.

There were few times in Clark’s life that he wished he owned a computer—this was one of those times. It would have been so much easier to get all of this nonsense sorted out with a computer; there was probably just some form he needed to fill out on a website, that would take less than a minute.

He turned on his phone and tried to remember which delivery company had dropped off the package. The delivery guy was wearing blue—which company wears blue? He tried USPS. They had no record of a delivery, so he tried UPS, getting the same response. He tried DHL, FedEx, ParcelForce, and then he finally gave up. “If Clark Fischer from Michigan wants his package so badly, he can get in contact with the delivery company.” He dragged the package to the garage, where he assumed it would wait until the delivery people came by to reclaim it.

But Clark couldn’t go more than an hour before the overwhelming curiosity started to get the better of him. What was in that box that was so big, so heavy, and worth so much? Would it really be such a big deal if he opened it and had a peek inside? After all, there might be some company info inside the inner-plastic box, so maybe it was for the best that he take a look…

Clark found himself in his garage, kneeling down next to the box.
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Clark opened the box slowly and then leapt back, falling to the ground as he grabbed his chest with his hand, his heart being sent aflutter. It was an understandable reaction, seeing as there was a corpse in the box. “Dear God!” he yelled, and then he scrambled up to his feet, taking a few more steps back away from the box.

That delivery man—was he actually some deranged murderer, dropping dead bodies off at people’s houses? Was it supposed to be some sort of mafia-esque threat? Was the person in the box someone Clark knew? He took a few steps closer to the box, which had closed as soon as he leapt back. His heart began pounding as he reached to open it again. At least this time he knew what kind of horrors were inside, so he was more or less emotionally prepared (as emotionally prepared as a person can be when finding a dead body in a box).

He threw the box open and jumped back again.

It was a woman—a young woman—maybe about ten years younger than Clark. She was surprisingly beautiful, dressed in a piece of skimpy, black lingerie and black high heels. Clark certainly didn’t recognize her—she was far more beautiful than anyone he’d ever met in his small town (and he’d lived there his whole life). He took a closer look—was it possibly a friend or family member’s daughter, now grown up, who he hadn’t seen in a while and thus, wouldn’t recognize? He didn’t think so, as far as he could tell. She looked more like a movie star—maybe some high-class escort that the deranged murderer picked up and killed—the poor girl. She was so young.

Clark turned to retrieve his phone, to call the police, and then he noticed something odd: she wasn’t pale and blue like you would expect from a dead body. In fact, she was quite vibrant, perhaps properly preserved and embalmed. Her skin was radiant and upon closer inspection—

“My God,” Clark said, his eyes growing wide. “Is she…” He took a closer look, and indeed she was: she was breathing, ever so slightly, as if comatose, or hibernating. Was she drugged?

Clark dropped to his knees and carefully grabbed the girl by the arms. “Miss,” he said. “Wake up. Are you okay? Miss?” he gave her a gentle shake, but she didn’t wake up. He checked the pulse on her wrist. He could hardly feel a thing, but there was something there. He checked the pulse on her neck, and then he felt a series of strange, subtle bumps. Upon closer inspection, there was a tattoo with a series of seemingly random numbers and letters, like a serial number. “What the hell?” he muttered.

Then he noticed the manual, tucked in a little compartment next to her body. He grabbed it. The front page read:

Your New Plaything

He flipped it open and started to read, his eyes growing wider and wider as he flipped the pages. “Enjoy your new, fully customized Plaything. Flip to page ten for instructions on waking up your Plaything, but before you wake her up, be sure to read through this manual carefully to ensure you have a clear understanding of how to satisfy all of your Plaything’s needs.”

Clark had to take a seat on the ground, so he wouldn’t fall over. His head was spinning. Was this manual suggesting the woman in the box was a robot? A clone? A real human-being that was grown in some science lab?

According to the manual, the Plaything was a real, living human, engineered to want nothing more than to please its owner. The Plaything, like any human, needed to be fed, needed water, needed to sleep, and was susceptible to all the mortal failings of human beings—if cut, a Plaything still bleeds like anyone else. The main difference between the Plaything and a human being was that the Plaything had what the manual called, ‘a limited consciousness.’

Your New Plaything was a subsidiary of a company called Your New Employee, which engineered humans who lacked consciousness, who were perfectly content working for no pay—essentially robot slaves, with organs instead of motherboards and wires. Unlike Your New Employee, Your New Plaything had ‘limited consciousness’, but Clark could find nothing in the owner’s manual defining ‘limited consciousness’. It seemed awfully vague, begging for plenty of moral debates. Reading the manual, Clark seemed to remember hearing about Your New Employee a couple of years back during a trip into town. He had gone to a McDonalds with exceptional service, which he commented on as he received his meal. “It’s because they use Your New Employees now,” another customer said to him, but until now, he had no idea what that meant—he assumed it was a new temp agency in town or something.

Were these Playthings popular? And what were they for? Sex? If they weren’t made for sex, Clark could only imagine that was what 99% of people were using them for, as was the fate of just about every other human invention.

The sleeping beauty was making Clark feel anxious, so he took the manual to his living room to continue reading. He found the whole concept fascinating and somewhat unbelievable, though he knew that there had been some tremendous scientific breakthroughs over the past couple of decades. It was only a matter of time before the blow-up sex doll was improved so much that it was indistinguishable from a real human—and that time had arrived. Clark still wasn’t entirely sure what the difference between the Plaything and a real human was; ‘Limited consciousness,’ whatever that meant.

To Clark, the whole thing was especially interesting seeing as he’d mastered in biological engineering in college—but that was nearly twenty years ago. He would have pursued a career in the field, but the competition was just too stiff. He couldn’t possibly keep up with some of the guys in his class, all of whom were certified geniuses. Clark went into the stock market instead, where he made quite a bit of money—enough to slip off of the grid and retire early to his little wooded acreage.

He found the section on Your New Plaything’s Health especially interesting. Supposedly, the Playthings were engineered to be immune to cancer and all known diseases and infections. The average lifespan of a Plaything was about the same as a human—close to one-hundred years, but they aged much slower. After one-hundred years, they would only appear to be about twenty-five years older. Incredible. The girl in the box looked to be about twenty—in one hundred years, she would appear to be forty-five. To Clark, that was immensely impressive.

His heart nearly stopped when he got to the section on Your Plaything’s Hibernation. The warning at the beginning of the chapter read: ‘If you leave your Plaything’s hibernation unit open for more than an hour, she may wake up on her own. Please ensure your Plaything’s hibernation unit remains closed until you are ready to bring her into the world.’

“Excuse me?” said a voice from behind Clark, as if on cue.

Clark jumped up from his seat, throwing the manual into the air as he shrieked in terror. He spun around to face the now-awake Plaything. Her eyes were heavy, as if she’d just been woken up from a deep sleep (and she had been). She reached her arms into the air, stretched, and yawned, showing off her perfect, lingerie-clad body. “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean to scare you,” the Plaything said, smiling.

“You—you’re awake,” Clark said.

“Yes I am. Is this your house? It’s beautiful,” she said.

“It is, but—I mean—there’s been a mistake. You were sent here by mistake. You were supposed to be sent to someone else. I’m trying to arrange to have you picked up, and…” The Plaything walked right up to Clark and she placed her gentle hands on his shoulders.

“You’re very handsome,” she said.

“Thank you, but you see, there’s been a mistake…” He lost his train of thought as the Plaything leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. Her lips were soft and warm, and even Clark had to admit, she was absolutely stunning—but that didn’t stop him from finding the whole thing reprehensible. How could they engineer living people solely for the sake of sex? Regardless of the limits of their consciousness, it wasn’t right—the government should have never allowed such a thing.

But it had been years since he’d kissed a woman, and he’d never even imagined kissing a woman who was the mere definition of beauty. So he hesitated before gently pushing her off of him. “I’m sorry, but this is very important—you don’t belong to me,” Clark said. Hearing his words aloud just reminded him of how ashamed the creator of the Playthings should be—no one, regardless of whether they are conscious or not, should belong to anyone. “I need to get you to your rightful… person.” He refused to use the word owner.

“But wouldn’t it be so much more fun if I just stayed here with you? Do you have a favourite meal? I can cook it for you,” she said. She looked Clark up and down and then bit her bottom lip playfully, as if he was the most perfect specimen she’d ever seen, and not the other way around. Clark’s heart skipped a beat. She was tempting, and he could see why someone might want to invest in a Plaything of their own. According to the manual, she lived to serve, and loved to please. If that was really true, if she really did love to cook meals and have sex and give back massages, would it be so bad to stop her from doing so? Clark loved painting in the evenings. If someone told him he wasn’t allowed to paint anymore, that wouldn’t be very fair, would it? Clark shook his head—it’s easy to justify something when it suits your convenience. Why do you think slavery went on for so long?

“Why don’t you go take a hot bath, get changed into something more comfortable, and then we can get acquainted, okay?” Clark said, standing tall. He was proud of his restraint, his discipline. He could have easily given in and had sex with her, told her to make him some dinner, but he knew it was wrong and morality should always come before pleasure and convenience.

The Plaything smiled and looked around. “Where is your bathtub?” she asked, and he pointed her in the right direction.


CHAPTER 3
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Clark tried calling the manufacturer. After being stuck on hold for nearly an hour, they told him to contact the delivery company. He told them he’d tried that, and then he got thrown into an endless customer service loop. “I’m sorry, you’re looking for the sales department,” one woman said to him. “No, no, you want customer service,” said another. “Ah, I think you’re looking for shipping and receiving. I’ll put you through,” said yet another. Shipping and receiving put him back in touch with the original taker of his call, who sent him back into the loop. He eventually got one employee who said, “They’ll probably just create a new Plaything and have it sent to the correct address.”

“So what do I do with this one?”

“I suppose you can just keep her. You said she’s awake? We can’t accept returns once the Plaything is awake, sir.”

“But she doesn’t belong to me!”

“Were you the first person she saw after she woke up?”

“Yes,” Clark said.

“Then she’s unfortunately useless to anyone else. It says right in the manual, the first person the Plaything sees becomes her owner. That unfortunately can’t be undone. Why don’t I put you through to shipping and receiving—maybe they can arrange to have her taken away from you.”

“Wait, wait! What will they do to her?”

There was a long silence, and then the man on the phone said, “I’m sorry, sir, I can’t disclose that information. Company policy.”

Clark didn’t bother waiting to be put through to shipping and receiving, and after the employee’s final remark, he wasn’t sure sending her back to the company was such a great idea. By the sounds of it, they would be putting her down. A chill ran down Clark’s spine. He couldn’t even begin to wrap his head around the manufacturer’s complete disregard for human life. He felt terribly sad for his Plaything—and guilty, seeing as he had essentially ruined her life. Clark couldn’t give her what she wanted, and according to the company, she could only be satisfied by Clark. How would she react when she found out Clark wasn’t interested in her, or would she even be able to comprehend such a thing? Could a Plaything have its heart broken? Could she feel emotions? The manual seemed to suggest that she was totally capable of feeling love and compassion, so certainly she could be emotionally hurt, like anyone else in the world capable of feeling love.

Clark turned off his phone. As he turned around, he saw her, standing topless in the doorway. She had nothing but a towel around her waist. “Is this comfortable enough for you?” she said. She was somehow even more beautiful with her long hair and her skin now wet. She cupped her breasts in her hands and squeezed them firmly, biting her lip as she did so.

When Clark woke up that morning in his isolated little country home, he had not expected to be in a position where he had to fight to turn down the most stunning woman he’d ever seen. She was so beautiful, he was rendered frozen at the sight of her. She started walking towards him.

She seemed much shorter, now that she was out of her high heels, walking barefoot. She stopped just a few inches shy of Clark and then she reached down, slipping her hand over his crotch. She began to rub his cock.

Clark’s mind was reduced to a messy fog. He wanted to stop her—having sex with a biologically engineered human was against everything he stood for, but my God was she beautiful, and she certainly knew how to rub a dick (was that somehow programmed into her?).

He knew that reasoning with her was hopeless. He couldn’t convince her not to be obsessed over him because that was just how she was engineered. He couldn’t flat out turn her down and explain he wasn’t interested because he didn’t want to find out whether he was capable of shattering a partially-conscious heart.

“I think we should take this slow,” he said, feeling very proud of this clever move. If he could convince her it was best to hold off for some time, he could buy himself some time to figure out a proper solution that met his needs and hers. Certainly the man on the phone wasn’t correct—there must be some way of ‘reprogramming’ her, resetting her love-at-first-sight quirk. But what could he do?

She pulled his belt away and dropped it on the floor. Clark tried to will himself to stop her, but he couldn’t do it. When in his life would he have another opportunity like this one—to sleep with a perfect ten out of ten? She sunk down to her knees, taking his pants with her. She gasped at the sight of his cock, licking her lips as if the mere sight of his manhood was pushing her towards an orgasm. She seemed so genuinely happy and elated. It would have been such a shame to put an end to her happiness.

She began to stroke his cock, licking it gently with the tip of her tongue. She giggled. “Wow, you’re big,” she said. “I didn’t think you’d be this big.” It was a strange comment that made Clark think. If she had the ability to be surprised, to have expectations, then certainly her level of consciousness was more than just ‘limited’. When she first saw Clark, she’d made an assumption about him, that his cock wouldn’t be as big as it was. Perhaps she just assumed everything was average until proven otherwise—but if that was the case, then were averages somehow programmed into her? Her cheeks turned red and her eyes became wide. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean it like that—I didn’t think you had a small cock, I just… I’m sorry.”

Even more interesting to Clark was the fact she was genuinely flustered, which meant she was capable of feeling humility.

She tightened her grip on his manhood and began to pump, working his shaft expertly, as if she was born to work a cock—technically, she was. She sunk the whole length of his member into her mouth, plunging his tip down her throat. Her mouth was warm and wet and it made Clark think, maybe keeping the Plaything wouldn’t be such a bad thing. Clark once had a vegetarian friend who would eat meat if a restaurant accidentally served it to him. “If I don’t eat it, they’ll just throw it out, and that would defeat the whole point of being a vegetarian,” the friend said to Clark. He remembered that very sentence now, as his accidentally delivered Plaything brought him closer to orgasm.

“Do you want to fuck?” the Plaything asked.

Clark’s heart trembled and beads of sweat began to form on his forehead. “Okay,” he said after some hesitation. As the kids liked to say: You only live once.

She stood up with a big grin on her face and she took her towel in her hands, dropping it to the floor, revealing a long, thick erection. “Do you want to be top or bottom?”

Clark jumped back, his heart nearly bursting out of his chest—much like when he discovered the Plaything in the box. “Jesus!” he cried.

His Plaything’s eyes grew wide. “What’s wrong?” she asked.

“You—You’ve got a… right there, between your legs!” he said.

She looked down to see what he was referring to. “A cock?” she said, as if it wasn’t the slightest bit unusual.

“Yes,” Clark said, taking yet another step back.

“So do you,” the Plaything said in a matter-of-fact voice. “Would you like to touch it?” She smirked and bit her bottom lip.

“Put your towel back on—and go put some clothes on. I changed my mind, I don’t want to have sex. Go—I’m serious.”

The Plaything stared at him with wide-eyes for a moment and then she said, “I can hide it, if you’d like. Would you like me to put on a pair of panties?”

“Just get dressed. I need to make some phone calls. Maybe go and watch some television or something.”

The Plaything turned and started towards the bedroom. She had a long look on her face—disappointed in herself for failing her only objective in life. She stopped in the doorway and looked back at Clark. “Is there anything I can do for you right now?” she asked.

“Not right now. Just make yourself comfortable.”

She turned around with the same sullen look on her face. She wasn’t interested in making herself comfortable. She was only interested in making Clark comfortable, and anyone—even someone with limited consciousness—could see that Clark was far from comfortable. But how could he be comfortable when he couldn’t help but feel partially responsible for ruining this poor girl’s life? Because of some greedy scientist, the poor girl would never experience the feeling of accomplishment in her life. She was born a freak, with a serious defect—even if they had sent her to the correct address, she would have still been rejected the moment the other Clark Fischer saw his Plaything’s big, hard dick.

Clark took a seat and thought for a good while about what he could do for the girl. Perhaps it would be more humane to have her returned to the factory and euthanized. The thought sent a chill down Clark’s spine, but what was the other option? Let her live for one hundred miserable years?

There was one hope for the girl that Clark could think of, though it seemed like a long shot. If he could find someone willing to adopt the Plaything—someone who was interested in everything she had to offer—and he could also find some way to reset her, then she might have a chance.


CHAPTER 4
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Clark made a trip to the public library, about a forty minute drive from his house, to use the public computers. There was an internet café a bit closer, but the computers at the internet café all had webcams attached to them, so Clark didn’t trust them. Besides, the library was quieter.

He was there to do some research, to see if anyone else had ever encountered the same issue—a mistaken Plaything delivery. As far as he could tell, he was the first. He looked around to make sure no one was behind him before searching ‘Your New Plaything came with penis’. He felt absolutely ridiculous performing the search.

The search brought him to the official Plaything customization page. He became quickly distracted by the page and all of the different customization options. On the left side of the screen were the options, and on the right was a 3D model that changed as you made your selections. The options were seemingly endless. Under eyes, you could choose: Brown, hazel, blue, green, amber, or silver eyes. There was also a ‘more options’ selection, which Clark clicked out of curiosity. It brought up a colour wheel and a subheading that read: “Want something more unique? Choose any colour! You can even choose a different colour for each eye.” The technology was absolutely breath-taking, but it gave Clark an increasingly familiar chill. No one should be able to play God like this—it’s just plain wrong.

Thankfully, there was no option to make your Plaything’s skin colour green—that would have been exceptionally cruel, Clark thought. It was bad enough you could make her eyes red if you wanted to.

He looked around himself again when he got down to the ‘intimate’ section, where you could select breast size and ‘vagina type’. He clicked on ‘vagina type’ to see what kind of absurd options were available, and there were plenty, including another ‘more options’ selection. Clark clicked to see what other options were available. Sure enough, giving your Plaything a cock and balls was an option. So maybe his Plaything wasn’t a defective unit—maybe this Clark Fischer in Michigan just had a special little fetish.

Clark navigated off of the customization website and then he tried to see whether or not he could find anything on the topic of ‘limited consciousness’. The results were overwhelming—apparently many other people had the same question: what the hell does it mean? Reading through some of the posts by others gave Clark some peace of mind, knowing that the whole world hadn’t completely lost its collective mind, that there were still sane, rational people on the planet who didn’t just accept vague terms as absolute facts. Unfortunately, there didn’t seem to be much of a consensus on what the term meant, or how the consciousness of the Playthings differed from regular human consciousness. Though the official statement by the company, in response to the backlash from human rights advocates, said that Playthings were incapable of forming original thoughts and ideas. Playthings don’t contemplate their actions. Instead, the Plaything acts entirely based on instinct, the same way an animal acts instinctually—except instead of having survival instincts, Playthings have what the company called ‘service instincts’.

One of the scientists with the company wrote a very long article explaining the science behind creating the Playthings, which Clark found absolutely fascinating. He printed the article out, intending to read it later. But the article was going to have to wait, because Clark had other priorities.

He had an idea: if Playthings were more or less biologically identical to regular humans, then would they not be susceptible to hypnosis? If Clark could find a hypnotist willing to try and reset his Plaything, then she might just have a chance after all. He looked up a few different psychologists specializing in hypnotism, and he took down their numbers. Before leaving the library, he put out an ad on a classifieds website. “Your New Plaything, free to good home.” He made sure to include, in bold letters, that the Plaything had a little extra between her thighs. He was hesitant to include his phone number with the advert, but the other option was to drive into town each day to check the replies, which would make for a coordinating nightmare. Unfortunately, he was just going to have to leave his phone turned on for a while.

As he pulled up to his house and got out of his truck, he instantly noticed the delicious aroma of garlic frying in butter. He didn’t think he was hungry until that very moment, and best of all, the smell was coming from his own home. He went inside, where the aroma was even more intense and mouth-watering. Standing in his kitchen, wearing nothing but an apron, was his Plaything. Like the rest of her body, her ass was absolutely perfect. It perked up as she stood up on her toes to get a pot down from the top cupboard.

It was a shame she didn’t have a pussy. Staring at her now, Clark wondered if things would have been different had she not had a cock. Would he have slept with her? Would he have let her stick around and been able to make her happy?

She turned around and her face lit up at the sight of him. “You’re home!” she said with a big smile. A pit formed in Clark’s gut. He’d never seen anyone or anything so excited to see him. Even his dog, which passed away a few years before, wouldn’t bother to get up when Clark came home from the store—unless Clark had a fresh, new bag of dog treats. “I’m making your favourite,” she said.

“What are you making?”

“Chicken pappardelle,” she said. “Want to taste it?” she scooped up a spoonful of the sauce and brought it to him, holding it up for him to taste. It smelled amazing, and it tasted even better. But how did she know he loved chicken pappardelle? He stared at her curiously for a moment and then his lips parted, but he couldn’t seem to figure out which words to use. Before he could ask, she answered. “I went through your recipe book and the chicken pappardelle was earmarked, and it looked like it had been used a number of times.” That explained it. For a girl who was completely obsessed with sex, she was surprisingly clever.

She was looking into Clark’s eyes now, and Clark was looking into hers. She had three little dots in one of her irises. On the Plaything customization website, there was no option for birthmarks. Did all Playthings have the eye freckles? Or was it possible the scientists didn’t have complete control over the Plaything’s outcomes?

“Do you know where you came from?” Clark asked.

“I was engineered in Huxley,” she said.

“Do you know what you are—why you were ‘engineered’?”

“I’m your Plaything, and I was engineered because you ordered me,” she said, smiling, putting her hands gently on Clark’s sides. She took a small step forward, pressing her soft tits up against Clark’s chest. “You know, the chicken still needs another thirty minutes. That’s plenty of time to have your way with me.”

“What’s your name?” Clark asked.

“You haven’t named me yet.”

“If you had to pick your own name, what would it be?” Clark thought it would be an interesting experiment, to see if she would be capable of choosing a name for herself—and if so, how would she choose it? Would it just be a name she’d heard at some point in her short existence? According to the Plaything manual, she’d spent six months being educated by robots—surely they used names in their educational examples, like when trying to teach the definition of the word ‘name’ itself. How could you define such a word without knowing any names? Unless, of course, the only name they ever heard was Plaything…

She smiled. “Pick my own name?” she said. She looked excited. A pink hue filled her cheeks and she looked around.

There were plenty of author names on book spines around Clark’s house, would she choose one of those? “What about Sienna?” she said.

“Why did you choose that name?” Clark asked. There were no books in Clark’s library by any author named Sienna. Nowhere in his whole house was the name Sienna written.

“Because I think it sounds cute but kind of feisty, like me,” she said with a smile.

“Why not a name like Harriet?” he said.

“You want me to be called Harriet? If you’d prefer Harriet, I can be Harriet,” she said, her eyes growing wide and her smile sinking down.

“No, no, I don’t want you to be called Harriet. I just want to know why not Harriet…” Even Clark wasn’t entirely sure what he was trying to say.

“Because Harriet sounds… I don’t know… Geeky. It’s very formal. I’m not a formal girl,” she said, wrapping her arms around Clark and looking up into his eyes with wonder. Clark found Sienna’s response intriguing. How could they suggest the Playthings weren’t able to form ideas or opinions, when clearly Sienna was perfectly capable of thinking for herself? A thought process went into choosing the name Sienna. She had reasons for picking the name, and reasons for not picking other names—and none of those reasons had anything to do with her ‘service instinct’ or any instinct for that matter. Had her response been, ‘I chose Sienna because I thought you would like it the most,’ that would have been a whole different case. More than likely, had she been thinking about Clark’s interests when she chose a name, she would have probably picked Ayn, seeing as Clark had a number of Ayn Rand books in his library.

As Clark stared into Sienna’s eyes and pondered the ethical implications of her name choice, she kissed him. And once again, he found himself succumbing to the softness of her warm lips. She gently slipped her tongue into his mouth, making him weak at the knees.

Clark forgot whatever it was he had been thinking about. He wrapped his arms around her naked body, running his hands up and down the soft skin of her back.

She slipped her hands down and made quick, subtle work of Clark’s belt and pants. He didn’t even notice her working away down there until he felt the cool breeze teasing his bare flesh, and then she started to rub his member, getting him hard.

He pulled her tighter against his body, and then he felt her bulge—a reminder that she wasn’t entirely human in the biblical sense. She was made in a lab, for someone else, to satisfy some transgender fetish. She only wanted Clark because of some technicality, because Clark was the only one around when she woke up.

She spun around and pressed her hands down on the counter, presenting her perfect tush. “I want you inside of me,” she said.

Clark stared at her for a moment, a wave of conflict washing over him. The fact that she had a cock didn’t make her a man. She was still born a woman—more or less. She was still insanely beautiful, and she was real. Sure, she was born in a lab, but it wasn’t like she was filled with wires and processors, and her skin wasn’t made from latex, and her breasts weren’t silicone moulds. She was a human, capable of having emotions—he’d seen her happy, he’d seen her sad, he’d seen her excited. So what was holding him back?

He took his erection in his hand and he stepped up to her, sliding it up between her butt cheeks. Without even penetrating her, she seemed to derive an intense pleasure from this, taking in a deep, elated inhale. “Fuck me,” she said, already sounding as though she was on the brink of orgasm.

Clark froze. His head was spinning. His ethical code seemed to be crumbling before his very eyes and he was allowing himself to justify it. And for what? For sex? It wasn’t his fault—Sienna was designed to be the absolute epitome of sex. She was engineered to seduce, to make men discard their morals and ethics. Giving in to lust would be letting the corporations win, letting evil triumph over good in the name of profits. Clark stepped back and pulled his pants back up. “Another time,” he said. She didn’t have to turn around for him to sense her disappointment.

Clark’s heart sunk into his gut. There was no winning. Fuck her and the corporations win, don’t fuck her and she loses. “I need to make some calls,” Clark said, and he took out his list of local hypnotists.
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Clark spoke to a few different hypnotherapists before he found one who thought there might be some hope in resetting Sienna. The hypnotherapist, Dr. Crown, specialized in PTSD, and had some experience working with Your New Employees after a workplace accident where a group of them witnessed an accidental death. An appointment was scheduled for a couple of days later.

That meant Clark needed to keep things with Sienna under control for a couple of days, and it also meant he needed to find her a new owner, for lack of a better term. Clark had no way of putting Sienna back into hibernation, so if the hypnosis is successful, the new owner needed to be there, to be the first person she saw when she came out of her trance.

Just a few hours after booking the hypnotherapist, Clark got a call from a potential new owner, who called himself Hank. Hank spoke slowly and breathed loudly into the phone. He seemed to be specifically interested in Sienna’s cock, asking Clark to describe it in great detail. He even asked Clark to go and measure it, which Clark refused to do. “She loves to cook, and she’s very good at it—and she gets flustered easily,” Clark explained.

“I don’t care about any of that,” Hank said. Realizing Hank was obviously just out looking for a sex toy, Clark felt a cold shiver run down his spine.

“You know you need to feed her and keep her clean and all that, right? She’s still a human being,” Clark said.

“Yeah, yeah. They make a special food for them, you know. It’s really cheap and you can buy it in bulk. It’s got all the nutrients they need. I tried it at my friend’s house—tastes like cardboard but they can’t tell the difference.” But unless Sienna was lying about loving the chicken pappardelle, Hank’s statement was wrong. After she finished her plate, she said, “This food is so good. I want to try everything in your recipe book. What can I cook for you tomorrow?”

Clark ended his call with Hank, without giving Hank any more information. Certainly, there must be someone out there who wanted to take Sienna, who wasn’t a complete scumbag. The phone didn’t ring again that night. Hopefully, Clark thought, more people would see the ad tomorrow. He was, after all, giving away a forty-two thousand dollar human away for absolutely free.

Clark made up a room for Sienna downstairs. It only took her about fifteen minutes before she came up to Clark’s room and asked if she could sleep with him. “I promise I won’t wake you up,” she said, standing in the doorway in nothing but a skimpy piece of red lingerie. There was a box of clothes in Sienna’s hibernation pod that Clark hadn’t looked into, but he was beginning to think it was filled with nothing but lingerie. Did the people over at Your New Plaything really think that was enough? Did they really assume people wouldn’t care to take their Playthings out of the house with them ever?

Clark was about to tell her to go back to her room, but he figured he’d broken her heart enough for one day. So instead, he gave her one of his old t-shirts and let her sleep in the bed with him. Before slipping into the bed, she gave him a tight hug and a kiss on the cheek. “Thank you so much,” she said with a big smile. As soon as Clark lay back down, Sienna snuggled back into him, nestling her bum against his crotch and her back against his chest. Her body was warm and soft. Clark hesitated, but after some deliberation, he put his arm over her; he knew it would make her happy.

She fell asleep quickly, and then she started to snore. Interesting, Clark thought. You would think they would eliminate snoring from the genetics—or maybe that was one of the things they were unable to control. Clark wondered just how much control they really had—or was it just with general aesthetic features?

Every few minutes, Sienna would wiggle her bum gently, snuggling herself further back into Clark’s body. The fact that she was grinding her butt against Clark’s cock, getting him hard, made it difficult to sleep. At one point, she even started to slide her butt up and down the length of Clark’s cock. Like a dog dreaming of chasing rabbits, she was probably dreaming of fucking. Clark did his best to ignore it, but his best was futile. It felt too nice, her warm cheeks cradling his member, sliding up and down. Her shirt had ridden up so much that it wasn’t even covering her tush, and she wasn’t wearing any panties (she took everything off when Clark gave her the t-shirt). The only separation between Clark’s manhood and her asshole was the thin fabric of Clark’s boxers.

Perhaps it was the testosterone swirling in Clark’s body, from the constant arousal throughout the day—Clark was beginning to feel weak. It was getting harder to convince himself not to fuck her. She wanted it so badly—so why was he denying her? Because he didn’t want to play into the hands of the corporations? And giving Sienna away to some pervert was so much better?

He pulled down his boxer shorts, letting his bare cock slip out and slide between Sienna’s soft cheeks. He let out a deep sigh, feeling as though he was surrendering to a fight he was never going to win. Sienna, still asleep, seemed to somehow sense that Clark’s bare cock was out. She slid her ass up, lining up the tip of Clark’s cock with her tight hole, and then slowly, she started to push down, taking the cock into her rear-end. Her tight anus was warm, and it puckered firmly over and over as Clark slid in deep.

He tried to convince himself to pull out, to roll over and force himself to sleep, but he just couldn’t. He wanted to have her so badly. He wanted to pump her little asshole until he came deep inside of her body.

Sienna let out a soft, adorable moan. She reached back and grabbed Clark’s hand. Clark couldn’t tell if she was awake or acting entirely in her sleep. She placed his hand on her bare, erect cock, closing his fingers around her girth for him. That should have been more than enough of a reality check for Clark to pull out and put an end to the act, but he couldn’t. He started to stroke her long, thick rod while he gently pumped her ass.

She turned her head over her shoulder, her eyes still closed as if she was really still asleep, and she kissed him. With his free hand, Clark began to fondle her chest. Her tits were the real marvel of science, perky and soft and perfect in every way.

Clark’s body began to tremble, being quickly overwhelmed by testosterone. “Oh God,” Sienna muttered gently, and then she let her head roll to the side. Clark kissed her neck. He could feel her cock throbbing in his hand. She was big—much bigger than him, even. He could barely reach his fingers around her immense girth. “Make me come, baby,” Sienna moaned.

“Yeah?” Clark said between deep, controlled breaths.

“Yeah, baby. Make me come. I want you to make me come.”

Clark started to thrust harder into her, slapping his pelvis against her soft tush. He grunted with each penetration, and pulled out fully, until the tip of his cock was just teasing the rim of her puckering hole. “Oh fuck, that feels good,” he said, each breath becoming quicker and quicker.

“Oh God, I’m coming,” she said, and then he felt her cock bulge and twitch. As he pulled his tight grip up to the tip of her cock, he got a blast of her warm cum in the palm of his hand, which he pulled down and spread along the length of her shaft as she continued to come. “Oh fuck, babe, just like that, just like that,” she said.

Clark’s head was spinning. She was so sexy, he could hardly fathom it—the way she squirmed so gently, the way she pushed her butt back into his body, he couldn’t take it anymore. He came with a loud, long grunt, filling her tight hole deeply with his warm load. She loved it—she loved every second of it, moaning and squirming with the biggest smile on her face.

Maybe she really did need to be with someone like Hank, someone who wanted a convenient sex toy. She loved sex, there was no question about it. She loved being pounded and stuffed and stroked. That was all Hank was looking for, and he would be able to give her far more sex than Clark could.

But what about the other stuff? What about the cooking and the conversations? Was Clark mistaken in thinking she actually cared about that stuff? Was that just her putting on an act to come off as more human? Maybe she was engineered to fake genuine human characteristics—maybe she couldn’t actually tell the difference between chicken pappardelle and the cardboard-tasting Plaything kibble.


CHAPTER 6
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The next day, Clark went to the library to see if he could find any more information regarding the Playthings’ level of consciousness. It seemed like a hopeless task, seeing as there was a whole slew of disinformation floating about on both sides, from the corporations defending their profits and from the protestors demanding the operation be shut down. Clark found one post by a man who claimed his Plaything was perfectly conscious, and even sometimes wanted to talk about philosophy.

There was an article written by a self-proclaimed whistle-blower, who claimed to have worked for Your New Plaything. He claimed that the company created perfectly conscious humans and then they performed a sort of chemical hypnosis to make them hypersexual, and to silence the part of their brain that thinks critically. Clark could find nothing online about the author of the article. It sounded absolutely horrendous—quite possibly written by one of the many protestors in an attempt to stir outrage—but what if it was true? What if the Playthings were just lab-bred humans trapped in their own bodies like helpless passengers?

On the contrary, Clark found plenty of articles defending the Playthings, disregarding what they called ‘all of the conspiracy theories’. Who knew who was right—Clark certainly didn’t know one way or another. He assumed, as someone who spent years studying biological engineering, that no scientist would allow any dark, horrible crimes to pass under his watch. And if the conspiracy was true, then there would have to be so many people in on it—and only one guy on one blog decided to blow the whistle?

Still, Clark couldn’t help but feel a little bit guilty. What if there was a soul trapped inside of Sienna—a helpless passenger—watching as her body whored itself out to him?

When Clark returned from his day in the town, Sienna was sitting comfortably on a sofa chair, reading a book from his library. “What are you reading?” Clark asked.

She showed him the book. “Moby Dick,” she said. “Have you read it?”

“I have. It’s an excellent book.”

“Don’t spoil it, I’ve hardly started,” she said, though based on where she placed the bookmark, she was surprisingly far into it. She put the book down on the coffee table and then sprung up to her feet. Once again, she was wearing nothing but skimpy lingerie. “What did you buy?”

Clark had a number of shopping bags with him. On his way home from the library, he stopped at the store to buy Sienna some more appropriate clothes. He figured dressing her up like a human being and not a sex toy would be more appropriate for the appointment with the hypnotherapist. He also figured, if she did have thoughts and feelings, that it would make her feel more appreciated, more human. He showed her the new clothes, and her face seemed to light up. “You bought all of this for me?” she said, her voice full of disbelief.

“That’s right. Try it on. I hope I got the right sizes.” First, she tried on a white sweater. It fit her perfectly, still showing off a good amount of her bust. Next, she tried on the jeans. They were maybe a bit tight, but she didn’t seem to mind. She kept checking out her rump in the window reflection. “These make my ass look great,” she said, reaching around back and grabbing her butt. She looked over at Clark. “Do you think they make me look sexy?” she asked.

“They’re a million times more appropriate than what you had before,” Clark said with a laugh.

“But do they turn you on?” she said with a smirk. “Do they make you want to fuck me?” She bit her lip. After seeing her reading the book, Clark had almost forgotten that Sienna was a professionally engineered sex toy.

“Sexy? Maybe a little bit,” Clark said. Sienna’s smile deflated. “But I think they make you look beautiful.”

Her cheeks turned red and her eyes glowed. “Really?” she said.

“Really. Why don’t you try on the rest, make sure it fits in case I need to take any of it back.”

“Thank you so much,” she said, kissing him on the cheek before dropping to her knees and sorting through her new wardrobe. It all fit surprisingly well (it helped that she was built like a mannequin). She looked especially gorgeous in the yellow dress Clark had picked out himself—which she especially liked because it still showed off a good amount of cleavage and plenty of her long, smooth legs.

“You can wear that to our appointment tomorrow,” Clark said, admiring Sienna in the dress.

“Our appointment?” she said, tilting her head slightly to the side.

Clark was hesitant to tell her about the appointment with the hypnotherapist, worried she might become upset or even hysterical. Telling her that she was going to be reprogrammed so she would fall in love with someone else was, without question, the ultimate rejection, the ultimate blow to her prime objective. “I’ve made an appointment with a special kind of doctor who will be able to look into your head and give me a better idea of how you think,” Clark said, exaggerating a little bit and fibbing a little bit more. “It would make me very happy to be able to understand you better.”

Sienna seemed to force a smile. “Oh. It sounds like fun,” she said. Her joy didn’t seem genuine, which seemed to contradict her whole reason of being: to make Clark happy. Wasn’t she supposed to be obsessed with the mere notion of making Clark happy? “What kind of doctor?” she asked.

As she asked, Clark realized she probably knew a lot more than he’d been giving her credit. She was able to learn language within six months, after all. And the bookmark sticking out from Moby Dick was already over a quarter-way through the epic novel. Her brain must have been extraordinarily developed. “A psychologist,” Clark said.

“What kind of psychologist,” Sienna asked. She was fiddling with her fingers nervously, pressing her lips thin as if she was afraid.

“A hypnotherapist, Sienna,” Clark said. “It’s really not a big deal.”

After a moment of silence, she forced another smile. “Oh, good. That should be fun.”

Clark bit down on his tongue in an attempt to quell the guilt that was beginning to fill his body. There still hadn’t been any new takers for Sienna, and unless he was willing to give her away to Hank, the hypnosis was useless. If she was just going to wake up and see him again, then it was all a waste of time and money.

“You look tense. Can I suck your dick?” Sienna asked. “I promise you’ll feel more relaxed,” she said.

“Maybe later,” Clark said. He had to resist the urge to say it. After all, he was going to make sure the hypnotherapist erased all of her memories before waking her up and sending her off with someone else. So what harm would an extra little blowjob do? Especially seeing as she wanted to perform one more than anything. Still, he stuck to his guns and refused the offer. “I’m going to do some yard work,” Clark said. “If you need me, I’ll be outside.”

“What would you like me to do?” Sienna asked.

“Just make yourself comfortable. Do whatever you’d like to do.”

Of course, what she wanted to do was spend all of her time with him, so that’s what she did. As Clark fired up his lawnmower, Sienna came out from the house with her book. She pulled a lawn chair up, facing Clark, and took a seat. She was wearing a very tiny bikini, which Clark hadn’t purchased for her (it must have been in her small selection of clothes).

To say she was a distraction was an understatement, but Clark didn’t mind. He had nothing pressing that needed to be done, and he found it refreshing, every time his eyes drifted over to her. She was like a piece of art that never got old—a perfect sculpture, a masterpiece, formed by one of the great artists. For a few minutes she had her left leg cross over the right, and then for a few minutes she would cross the right over the left. And in between, she would lay her legs out straight and Clark could see the bulge of her big cock stuffed in her tight bikini.

It was amazing how unabashed she was about her package, how normal she seemed to think it was. Or maybe it wasn’t so amazing. She’d never met another woman in her life, so perhaps as far as she knew, everyone had cocks—men and women. Or maybe she really did think that Clark was turned on by her long rod. It seemed like she was making a point of keeping her bulge exposed every time Clark did a pass with the lawnmower.

After finishing the front lawn, and before starting on the back, Clark took a seat on an empty lawn chair and took a big swig from a water bottle. It was a hot day and he was already dripping with sweat. Sienna came over and took a seat on his lap, straddling him, looking down at him. “Want to take a break?” she said.

He was constantly taken aback by how surreal she was—how magnificently beautiful she was, and how badly she wanted him. He wondered: if she saw another man—someone more attractive, more rich, more powerful—if she would fall for them and lose interest in Clark. This whole ‘obsession with the first man she sees’ thing hadn’t exactly been tested by Clark, and he only had the manual’s word to go off of. Maybe she just thought she loved him because he was the only man in the world.

Maybe she would even fall for this Hank guy. Maybe she would love the fact that he wanted to jump her bones at every given chance. Clark pushed that thought away. He liked to think that Sienna was better than that, that she had, deep down inside of her, a little bit of self-respect.

“I’ll make the next ten minutes the greatest ten minutes of your life, ever,” she said, and she began to grind her ass against Clark’s lap, getting him hard at a record speed. Clark placed his hands on her hips, once again feeling weak. The only thing harder than resisting her beauty and her sexual energy was rejecting her, seeing that look of disappointment on her face.

Plus, he’d already had sex with her once—so what was one more time?

Every time she came forward, he could feel her long rod and her heavy ball sack against his pelvis. The day before, he would have found the addition repulsive, but today was different. He was strangely fascinated by the warm bulge. He had the strangest instinct to reach down and feel it, rub it, make it big and hard. He resisted the temptation.

He couldn’t figure out where the temptation came from, nor could he figure out why he’d resisted. It wasn’t like she would care one way or the other, whether he got her off or if he just got himself off—in fact, she would probably have been happier to get off as well. And it wasn’t like she was going to tell his friends or anyone he knew about the details of their sexual encounters.

Sienna pulled down Clark’s pants, letting his hard cock flip up to feel the warm, midday air. Instead of taking off her bottoms, she simply moved aside the thin piece of fabric covering her asshole, and then she took Clark’s cock and lined it up. Clark couldn’t help but wonder if she was keeping her cock hidden, because she knew it made him feel uncomfortable, after his less than savoury reaction to it the day before.

She sunk down to his lap, taking his whole cock deep in her body. She placed her hands on his shoulders and then began to bounce up and down with a big smile on her elated face. “Oh shit, that feels good,” she said between sharp breaths.

Her ass made a loud slapping noise against Clark’s sweaty legs. He liked that so much that, with his hands on her hips, he brought her down harder with each penetration, making her ass slap even louder against his damp thighs.

After one particular bounce, her cock slipped out from her tiny bikini bottoms, semi-erect. She quickly reached down and tried to stuff it back in, but it had gotten too big to stay in the tiny bottoms. “I’m sorry,” she said, biting her lip as her cheeks turned red. This confirmed Clark’s theory: she was ashamed of her cock.

A guilt seeped into Clark’s mind. It wasn’t fair—she couldn’t help what she’d been given. She couldn’t help that she’d been delivered to the wrong address.

“I can turn around,” she said. “And I’ll hold it with my hand. You won’t see it, I promise.”

Instead of responding, Clark reached down and slipped his fingers around her big cock. He started to jerk her off. He wasn’t sure whether he was doing it out of impulse, or whether he was just doing it to make her feel better. When he saw the big smile cross her face, he was filled with a warmth that he hadn’t felt in a long time: the knowing that he was giving her exactly what she wanted. And for the first time since she’d come into existence, she was truly happy.

“I’m going to come,” she warned him, her eyes narrowing and her body becoming tense as she tried to hold back.

“Come on me,” Clark said, tilting her cock down, aiming it at his chest, as he continued to stroke it.

“Oh fuck!” she cried, and then she blasted his chest with her warm load.

Clark was quick to follow, especially once her anus started puckering fiercely as she succumbed to her orgasm. He came deep in her tush.
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The hypnotherapist arrived at two. He’d told Clark that, if successful, he should be done by three, so Clark had arranged for Hank to show up at three, to be there when Sienna snapped out of her gaze. It wasn’t an easy decision to make, but after seeing how happy Sienna was being fucked, he’d come to the conclusion that the best thing for her was someone to fuck her constantly and senselessly. Clark knew he would never be able to surrender his moral hang-ups with the whole engineered human business.

After the hypnotherapist arrived, he didn’t waste any time. “Let’s get started, shall we?” he said, sitting Sienna down across from him in Clark’s living room.

As they’d discussed before bringing Sienna into the room, Dr. Crown was to perform a “full reset.” Nothing of the like had ever been attempted before, and as far as either of them knew, it may not have even been possible. But it was worth a shot.

“What exactly will she remember?” Clark asked the doctor.

“Well, if it works, she should remember the English language. She should be able to associate words with objects, for instance, if she sees a rock, she should still know to call it a rock.”

“Will she remember me?” Clark asked.

The doctor thought for a moment. “She may remember your name and your face, but she won’t remember why, the same way she would remember that a rock is a rock, but she will have no idea why she knows it.”

“And the whole love-at-first-sight thing—that will all still work out?” Clark asked.

“Well, I did some research last night into the science behind that. It was very interesting, and I see no reason why it shouldn’t continue to work. It’s essentially an evolved trait that these Playthings have, similar to the way babies have evolved to recognize their mothers.”

Clark took one last look at Sienna, who had no idea she was about to be reset. They looked each other in the eyes. Sienna smiled. “I was thinking of making a lasagne for dinner. What do you think?” she said, completely naïve to her impending fate.

“That sounds just fine,” Clark said. He had to look away from her. The sight of her beautiful face hurt his chest and left a burning nausea in the pit of his stomach. “I’m going to stand outside. Be sure to listen to the doctor and answer all of his questions, okay?”

“Okay,” she said, smiling again, filling him with a crippling guilt. He turned around and went outside. The next time she would see him, he would be nothing more than a stranger with a name.

He stood outside and he kept his eye on his watch, watching the hour pass by slowly, one sluggish second at a time. He tried to think of anything besides Sienna, otherwise his eyes would begin to tear up. She’s going to be happier this way, he kept telling himself, but he wasn’t entirely sure he believed it—especially when Hank pulled up in an old pickup truck.

Hank was a larger man, a few years older than Clark. He was terribly sweaty and his clothes were filled with small holes and covered in old stains. The sight of the man made Clark want to run into the hypnosis session and scream, “Stop it all!” but he resisted that urge. Sadly, Sienna was designed just for men like Hank, men who wanted living sex toys instead of genuine relationships. “I’m Hank,” Hank said, shaking Clark’s hand.

His hand was clammy and surprisingly cold considering how sweaty he was. He had a big grin on his face that made Clark nervous.

“So where is she?” Hank asked.

“She’s just inside, seeing a doctor.”

“A doctor? She alright?”

“Just a check-up, to make sure she’s all healthy and ready to go home with you,” Clark said. He tried his best to force a smile, but it just didn’t seem possible. “She’ll be ready to go any minute now.”

Clark thought about asking Hank about himself, where he lived, what his house was like, what he did for a living—but he held back, deciding that he was probably better off not knowing. He was better of just assuming everything would be okay for Sienna.

The doctor came out. He took Clark aside, out of earshot from Hank. “I think the procedure was a success. She’ll wake up as soon as she hears three consecutive claps—and then we’ll see if it worked.”

Clark’s heart was suddenly racing. He knew he only had a couple of minutes left to decide whether he was doing the right thing or not, but his mind was in too much of a fog; he couldn’t collect a single thought. “Alright, let’s go inside,” Clark said.

The three men went into the house and they all stopped at the door to the living room. The doctor explained to Hank what he needed to do to wake Sienna up. “Sounds weird, but okay,” Hank said, and then he went into the room. Before clapping he looked back at Clark and the doctor with a grin. “She sure is sexy,” he said. He wiped the sweat from his forehead and took a deep breath.

He clapped three times.

Clark and the doctor stepped back, out of sight, just in case Sienna’s eyes found theirs before finding Hank’s. Clark’s heart was lost somewhere deep in the pit of his gut, burning away in his stomach acid.

“Hey beautiful,” said Hank.

“Hello,” Sienna said with a groggy voice. “What’s your name?”

“I’m Hank. I’m your new owner.” Hearing Hank say ‘owner’ stung. Clark wasn’t sure he could listen to the whole introduction. He needed to remove himself before the guilt became too overwhelming.

“I’m going to step outside,” Clark said to Dr. Crown.

But even the fresh air didn’t seem to help. He knew he’d made a regrettable decision, but there wasn’t much he could do now.

The front door opened. Hank and Sienna stepped out. Hank had a big, sweaty arm over her shoulder. Sienna looked around, as if she hadn’t seen the outside of Clark’s house before. “Is this your place? It’s beautiful,” she said.

“Nah, my place is about an hour away. Hope you don’t get carsick,” Hank said.

Sienna turned and looked at Clark, their eyes meeting. She stopped dead in her tracks and stared at Clark with a strange curiosity. “Is your name Clark?” she said after a long silence.

Clark’s heart skipped a beat. “It is,” he said.

“Why do I know that?” she asked.

“Clark’s been taking care of you for the last few days, baby, now c’mon, I’ve got some shit I need to get done at home.” Hank opened the passenger door and patted the passenger seat. “In you go.”

But Sienna didn’t move. She remained fixed in her position, staring at Clark.

“Darling, c’mon, I don’t have all day,” Hank said. “Let’s go to my house, you can meet my dog. You like dogs?”

“I don’t want to go,” she said, unable to look away from Clark. “I want to stay here.”

Hank’s face turned red. He looked at the doctor and then at Clark, and then he took a step closer to Sienna. “C’mon, baby,” he said in a low voice, “don’t you want to go to my place and have a little fun? We can fuck—I know you like fucking.”

“I don’t want to fuck. I want to stay here with Clark. Don’t make me go,” she said.

Hank took a deep breath. “She defective or something? What’s the matter with her?”

“I’m not sure,” Dr. Crown said, “It makes no sense… She should be attached to you, but she’s not. I don’t believe I did anything wrong… But it’s impossible. How can she forget you, but still be attached to you. It just doesn’t make any sense.”

“Go with Hank, Sienna,” Clark said.

“I don’t want to,” she said.

“It would make me happy.”

“I don’t care,” she said.

Clark had to bite his tongue to hide his smile. While Hank was getting increasingly frustrated and Dr. Crown was busy scratching his head, Clark was developing a theory: the hypnosis had removed the ‘limited’ from ‘limited consciousness’. There must have been something blocking a particular pathway in her brain that made her subservient that Dr. Crown had unintentionally lifted when he did his full reset.

Now, Sienna was making her own decisions, contradicting her prime directive. She was suddenly everything the manual said she was incapable of being: a real human being. The hypnosis was the key—the reverse lobotomy.

“Can I please stay here?” Sienna begged.

“No, get in the car,’ Hank said, grabbing her arm.

“Stop—I’ve changed my mind. She’s not for sale,” Clark said, stepping towards Hank and Sienna.

“You ain’t selling her, you’re giving her away for free,” Hank said.

“Well not anymore. Let go of her. I’m sorry for the inconvenience.”

Hank’s face was dark red. He looked like he wanted to throw down, but he surely knew fighting would accomplish nothing. Sienna didn’t want to go home with him and forcing her wasn’t going to change that. He got into his truck and drove off.

Dr. Crown was completely in awe of Sienna’s sudden change of temperament. He begged Clark to let him come back and study her for a few days, once he went and did some more research. Clark had no issue with it, but he directed the offer to Sienna. “It’s up to you,” he said.

“You’d like to study me?” she said.

“That’s right,” said Dr. Crown.

“Okay, as long as I can stay with Clark.”

Clark’s face became warm. He felt like he’d accomplished something big, like he’d solved a grand mystery that would make the world a better place and save countless Playthings and Employees. If his theory was correct, which Dr. Crown might be able to figure out, then the Playthings were fully conscious, their full potential being hindered by some adjustment they were performing in their labs.

And now that he knew Sienna was looking into his eyes with real love and not just some laboratory engineered love, he realized that he loved her, that he wanted to spend the rest of his life with her, regardless of how she was born or what she had between her legs. He was excited to start building a real relationship, one that didn’t just revolve around sex (though the sex didn’t hurt).

She wasn’t just his new Plaything anymore Now, she was so much more.

THE END


A BOY GETS PREGNANT
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A BOY GETS PREGNANT


Carson has a few problems: alcohol, drugs, and gambling to name a few. But his biggest problem is his bank account, so it’s hard for him to turn down the offer her gets from his wealthy brother-in-law, Timothy.

Timothy and Petra have spent years trying to get pregnant, but a rare condition has prevented Petra from carrying a pregnancy for more than a couple of weeks. Now, there’s a new medical procedure and Carson is the perfect candidate. Timothy is willing to pay Carson a lot of money, and all Carson has to do is receive a temporary organ transplant and then carry a baby for nine months.
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Ihad a strange feeling buzzing inside of me when my sister and her husband showed up at my doorstep. “Can we sit down to talk?” they both asked, almost in perfect sync, as if they’d practised that line at least a few times before walking up to my door.

“Why? What do you want to talk about?” I said, worried that someone died, or maybe they were going to ask me for money. Though I was always the one asking them for money—maybe they finally fell into hard times.

“We just want to chat,” Timothy said. He had a nervous smile on his face. He bit his lip and took a deep breath. Now I was starting to feel even more nervous.

“What’s this about?” I said, now starting to feel like it was some sort of intervention. Sure, I’d used the money I’d borrowed from them to buy liquor a few times, but there was no way they could know that. Timothy made so much money—the money they leant me was hardly a drop in the bucket. I doubt he even noticed the funds missing from his account most of the time.

“Let’s just sit down, Carson,” my sister said. I knew Petra’s nervous smile too well. Now, it was more nervous than ever.

“Is mom okay?” I said.

“Let’s just sit. Mom’s fine. Maybe you can make some coffee for everyone. You have coffee, right?”

I shrugged my shoulders, stepping aside to let my sister and her husband into my house.

I watched my sister closely. Now she was clenching her teeth together. The lines around her eyes and her lips looked more prominent than ever, as if she’d aged five years in as many months. I’d only seen them a few times in the past few years—when I was asking for money and when they invited me to their parties because they invited our other brothers and sisters.

So I made some coffee after scraping some of the old coffee sludge off of my coffee pot. I filled a few mugs with warm coffee—I only had two clean mugs, so I gave myself a used one that was only just used the night before for whiskey. Then I sat down to face Timothy and Petra, who were sitting shoulder to shoulder on my loveseat, clearly trying to avoid the stains on the armrests, which were years old now.

“What is it?” I asked.

They looked at each other with big, toothy smiles. Then they looked back at me. “Carson, we want to…” they said at the same time, cutting themselves off at the same time. They looked at each other again, as if to decide who would take the lead.

Then Timothy cleared his throat. “Carson, as you know, we’ve been trying to have a baby for years now.”

I shrugged my shoulders. Had they been trying? Did I know that? Maybe Petra had mentioned it once of twice. “Alright,” I said.

“We’ve gone through about nine hundred pregnancy tests, thousands of dollars worth of ovulation tests. We tried IVF, which put us out many thousands of dollars.”

I bit down on my tongue. It was starting to sound like he was just trying to rub his money in my face. But I was short on cash, so it didn’t seem like a good time to get in a fight with him. I’d gotten into a few fights with Timothy before, usually over money, and it was always at least a few months after a fight before Petra would cut me a cheque.

I wasn’t a bum. I wasn’t unemployed, and I wasn’t completely useless—I just had a few addictions: gambling, liquor, and sometimes cocaine if it was what my friends were into at the time. My job was on a contract basis, and sometimes that contract didn’t get renewed, so I had to sit around and wait. I didn’t have a wife and I didn’t have kids, so it’s not like I needed to make money. I was fine just getting by with whatever landed on my lap. And sure, some months my vices hit me harder than other months. I was only human.

“Well, last month we went to a specialist and we both got tested. It was very expensive. Ten thousand dollars for ten appointments.”

I bit down on my tongue. “Okay,” I said. “I get it. You’re rich. Is that what you came to tell me?” Though I had a feeling that this was their way of telling me that they had gone broke trying to get pregnant.

He laughed. “No, no. We’re fine. We’re just fine,” he said with a big, proud smirk.

“Good for you,” I said, forcing a smile. So he did just come to rub his money in my face, to let me know that he’d spent tens of thousands of dollars on nothing and he was still rich. I had a hundred bucks in my bank account, and it was the most I’d had in many weeks. “Good for you, Timothy.”

“Carson…” my sister said, looking down at her lap.

“What?” I said, feeling that hot rage boiling to the surface. Maybe I didn’t need money badly enough. Maybe taking a dig at Timothy was worth a few months of being flat broke. “Maybe that laser hair plug treatment Tim got a few years back made him infertile or whatever.” I looked at Timothy with a smirk. I knew that he hated being called ‘Tim’. He cringed every time I said it.

“I’m not infertile,” he said, biting his tongue.

“Carson, please. We just came to talk to you.”

“So what?” I said. “Are you pregnant then? Am I going to be an uncle? Is this your way of telling me that you’re not going to cut me cheques anymore? I didn’t ask for money—not recently. And I wasn’t going to ask you anytime soon.” It was a lie.” So I’m a bit offended that you thought you would beat me to the punch.”

“We’re not pregnant,” Petra said with a sigh. She shook her head.

“We need a favour,” said Timothy. “We found out that Petra’s actually been pregnant—a few times. Each time was a miscarriage, very early, as in the first couple of weeks. We always thought that the bleeding was just her getting her period, but I guess it was more than that.”

“Too much info,” I said, trying not to think of my sister bleeding. I tried not to gag. “Sorry to hear that. Not sure what I can do for you though.”

“Well, there’s something you can do,” Timothy said, looking down at his lap. “It’s not easy for us to ask you this.”

“It would mean the world to us,” Petra said.

“It really would,” said Timothy. “It would mean a lot, and we would pay you.”

“But it would mean no drinking—and no drugs,” Petra said, looking into my eyes for a brief moment.

“What is it?” I said. “And I don’t do drugs.” It was a lie. “And I hardly drink ever—maybe a beer twice a week.” Another lie.

“It’s a big favour,” Timothy said.

“It’s really big. But it has to be you—the doctor said so.”

“We hate to put this on you, but we really want to be parents,” Timothy said.

“Just tell me what it is already!” I said, unable to handle their stupid back and forth.

They both took deep breaths. “We need you to carry the baby for us.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. I couldn’t tell if they were serious. I was a man. I didn’t have a uterus or a vagina or any of the little bits needed to make a baby. Were they kidding with me? Was this some sort of weird prank? I stared at Timothy and then I stared at Petra. They both looked down at the ground, unable to look me in the eyes.

“Huh?” I said.

“We can have a baby,” Petra said, biting her lip. “But you would have to carry it.”

“It’s impossible,” I said. “I’m not an idiot. I know how pregnancy works—more or less. I mean, I don’t know everything about it, but I know damn well that it’s the woman who makes the baby.”

“Not necessarily,” Timothy said, standing up suddenly. He walked over to my window and looked out at my messy backyard. I watched him cringe at the sight of the empties that hadn’t been cleaned up just yet. I had some friends over a few weeks before, and we had a little bonfire in the backyard. “They have new technology. It’s actually quite amazing. They can put a woman’s uterus into a man’s body, along with her ovaries and a few other important pieces, to make sure that there is proper hormone stimulation. They implant the baby with a needle and then they take it out the same way they would with a C-section. It’s actually not terribly complicated. In fact, the success rate has been almost perfect since they started doing it a few years ago.”

“You have to be kidding me…” I said.

“We’re not kidding you,” Timothy said, turning to me. He leaned against my wall, making it groan as if it was about to fall over. “The big issue is that it needs to be Petra’s uterus that holds Petra’s egg. But Petra has a rare condition that’s actually in her heart. Her heart can’t handle the added stress of pregnancy, so her body rejects the embryo. But if someone else has Petra’s egg and her uterus, then everything should be fine—as long as they don’t have the same rare heart condition. It’s not genetic, so it’s highly unlikely that you would have it. The thing with a uterus transplant is, it needs to be a perfect match—and not just blood type. The doctor said that it only ever works with siblings. But they can make it work with a brother. They just snip a couple of things and move a few things around. They’ve quickly been perfecting this surgery over the past few years.”

“You have to be kidding me,” I said again.

“Carson, please just think about it. It’s our only chance.”

“Is it?” I said. “Why can’t you just find—what are they called—a concubine, or whatever. A surrogate—that’s what it’s called. You can make your baby in a lab and then the surrogate and grow it inside of her. Isn’t that what normal rich people do?”

“We aren’t rich,” Petra said.

Timothy shrugged his shoulders with a little grin, as if to suggest that they were rich, at least compared to me. “I wish it was that simple,” he said. “But Petra’s condition is actually a bit more complicated than it sounds. Her eggs are fragile—to put it simply. They can’t be taken out of her body and put back in. That’s what made the IVF not work. The second her eggs leave her body, that’s it—they’re done.”

“You seriously want me to tote your baby?” I said.

“Well, no,” Timothy said. “It’s not ideal, but if we want to have a baby that is exactly one half me and one half Petra, it seems to be the only way. We talked about adoption, and we talked about using my sperm to get another woman pregnant, so it would at least be half me—but this is what we want. We want a baby that is properly ours. And our doctor tells us that you’re our only option.”

“Please, Carson. It’s not as crazy as it sounds. The C-section would be completely painless. The initial surgery has minimal scarring.”

“Basically, all you’ll be left with are a few stretch marks,” Timothy said with a big smile. It almost seemed like he got a bit of pleasure out of this proposal.

“Nope,” I said. “Look back into adoption. I’m not interested.”

“Please, Carson,” my sister begged. Her eyes were starting to water. “I want to have a baby—I want to have my own baby. We’ll do anything. We’ll give you whatever you want. Please.”

“Well, not anything,” Timothy said, almost under his breath.

“Yes—anything,” Petra said, side-eyeing her husband. “We’ll pay you money. We’ve put almost one hundred thousand dollars into trying to get pregnant. I’m willing to pay you all that plus more if you can make this dream a reality.”

“Petra, we talked about this,” Timothy whispered.

“I don’t care!” Petra said, tearing up. “I want a baby. I want my baby.” A tear rolled down her cheek. I didn’t love seeing her cry. I hated to think that she was crying because of me—even though it wasn’t my fault that she couldn’t get pregnant. I didn’t understand her condition; it sounded awfully strange.

“We’ll pay you,” Timothy said through clenched teeth. “We’ll pay you… ninety thousand. That’s ten grand for each month you carry the baby.”

I opened my mouth to reject the offer, and then I thought about ninety thousand dollars. It was a lot of money—probably more money than I’d ever made in my life combined. It wasn’t so easy to turn that offer down. And it was just nine months and a couple of surgeries, which would apparently be painless.

“It means no drinking,” Timothy said.

“Timothy,” my sister said with wide eyes, glaring at her husband.

“What? It’s important,” he said. “We all know Carson drinks. You can’t drink when you’re pregnant. It’s serious.”

“I hardly drink. It’s not a problem,” I said, as if I was actually considering their offer. I paused for a moment. They were now both staring at men with wide eyes, waiting for my answer. I knew that I should have said no, but the thought of getting that much money was enticing. I knew that I could easily double it at the casino, and then I would have enough money to live for the better half of a decade—maybe more if I bet my money just right.

“Well?” Timothy said.

I bit down on my tongue and cracked a small grin.
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The surgery was six weeks later, after a number of consultations. Each consultation was the same: two or three hours of specialists using big, impossible to understand words for two hours before summing everything up quickly and simply in a few sentences. I had no idea why they couldn’t just jump right to the summary. I guess they just wanted to flaunt their expensive educations.

Timothy and Petra came to every consultation with me, and then they asked me the same stupid questions after each one. “Did you get all of that? Were you paying attention?”

“Yeah, yeah,” I would say, shaking my head. It was all pointless. They were going to do with me whatever they wanted to do, and I was just going to go along for the ride.

It all seemed like nonsense until the day of the surgery. I woke up with the full realisation that I was about to get my sister’s uterus put into my body, along with her ovaries. I didn’t really understand how they were going to fit it all in there, but they said something about snipping and reducing my intestine, or something like that. They promised it wouldn’t affect anything.

When I showed up at the hospital, I started trembling all over. My skin started turning cold and I could feel the panic setting in. Sure, they’d done a few success surgeries over the past few years, but it was still a new technique. There was a good chance that I would be the first failure. And was it really so simple? Could a man really carry a baby for nine months without any issues?

I should have had another shot of whiskey before leaving the house. I took two to cut the tension, but I probably needed three.

“Were you drinking?” Timothy asked when he met up with me in the doctor’s office.

“No, I wasn’t drinking,” I said, glaring at him with narrowed eyes.

“It just kind of smells like alcohol,” he said.

“It’s the sterilising wipes that I used before coming inside. They told me I need to be completely clean and germ free before the surgery.”

“Oh. Okay,” Timothy said. He looked just as nervous as me. His hands were shaking on his lap and he was practising deep breathing.

The doctor came in. “Are you ready?” he asked.

“Sure. Why not?” I said.

“And you’re sure you want to do this?” he’s said, as if there was a good reason for me not to do it.

“He’s sure,” Timothy said. So the nurses came in and they put me down on a bed. Suddenly there was a crowd standing around me.

“Count to ten,” a nurse said.

“Why?” I asked. She put a plastic cup over my mouth, attached to a long hose.

“Just do it,” she said. So I started counting. I got to three, and then everything was black.

When I woke up, there was a nurse hovering over me. This one had bright blonde hair and dark red lips. “Everything went perfectly,” she said. “The surgery is all done.”

I tried to sit up, but I didn’t have the energy.

“Just rest for a few hours. Then you can go home,” she said. I tried to speak, but my words were all jumbled up. I cleared my throat, and then a familiar hand gently pressed down on my chest.

I looked over and saw Petra with a smile on her face. “They said it went better than perfect. One of the most successful transplants they’ve done yet.”

I blinked a few times. It was ten minutes later when a doctor came into the room with a clipboard. He walked around for a few minutes before ending up at the side of the bed. “Carson,” he said. “You’ve done a very nice thing for your family today.”

“Am I pregnant?” I asked with a groggy voice. It was the first time I’d ever had a surgery, and the first time I’d ever been put under.

The doctor let out a small chuckle. “Pregnant?” he said. “No, no. You’re not pregnant. But you now have everything you need to get pregnant. It will be a few more weeks before we reach that point. For now, we need to let your new ovaries settle in. They will start to produce hormones in your body, which you will need to keep a baby alive inside of you. A few weeks at most, until that’s all balanced out. And, of course, we want to make sure your uterus heals perfectly in place. We’ll do a check up in three weeks, and then if everything looks good, we’ll go ahead with the impregnation.”

He scribbled a few things down on his pad and then left without saying anything else.

“Thank you so much,” Petra said, putting her hand on my shoulder. I thought about her money and then I smiled.

“My pleasure,” I said. It wasn’t so bad—and the worst part was already over. They wouldn’t have to put me under again, not even to take the baby out. So now I just needed to get poked by a needle and let a baby grow in me for nine months.

Timothy cut me my first cheque that evening. He handed it to me as I walked out of the hospital. “It’s the first ten thousand. Please don’t spend it on… anything bad. Just use it to take care of yourself. It’s important that you heal up properly. This surgery wasn’t cheap for us.”

“Yeah, sure, whatever,” I said, slipping the cheque into my pocket. I made him stop at a bank on the way to my house. He stood over my shoulder and groaned as I handed the cheque to the teller.

Then he brought me home. “We’ll check in on you in a few days, and then we’ll meet again at the hospital for your checked. You good?”

“I’m fine, Tim,” I said.

He made a thin smile. “Good. I’m glad,” he said. Then he went back to his car to be with his wife. I waved from my doorway, and then I went to my fridge and got myself a beer.

I wasn’t pregnant yet. I had three weeks to enjoy myself before it was time for baby making.
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The next day was rough, but only because the alcohol disagreed with the pain pills they gave me. I ended up with the worst hangover of my life. I threw up a few times and spent the day clutching my head, trying to make the pain go away. The day after that wasn’t so bad. I went a day without drinking, which was easy (because I wasn’t an alcoholic, despite what everyone seemed to think). My head cleared up and my body actually felt pretty good, aside from the odd cramp. I decided to have another drink on my third day of recovery, so my fourth day was once again spent in complete agony. I probably should have skipped the pain pills.

But by my sixth day of recovery, I felt pretty good. I was out of pain pills, so there was no longer anything in my body to disagree with the whiskey. I had a celebratory drink or two, and then I went for my first walk outside of the house. I had to take it easy. My insides felt funny: not painful, but different. I could tell that there was a new organ in there, and I could feel that an old organ or two had been reduced and moved around. But there was almost no scar at all from where they cut into me. I’m not sure how they did it, but I was almost completely healed already.

I decided to stop at a liquor store to buy some scotch. I never drank scotch because it was so expensive, but now I had some extra cash. I walked up to the counter with my big bottle, fresh from Scotland, and then I looked at the back of the cashier’s head as he sorted through receipts. I waited a long ten seconds before saying anything.

“Hey there, I’m ready to go now,” I said. “Whenever you’re ready.”

“One second, miss,” he said.

I paused for a moment. “What did you just say?” I said.

“I said I would be one second, miss,” he said, and then he turned around. His eyes turned wide and his face turned white. He stared at me for a long moment before smiling awkwardly. “I’m sorry, I thought you were a woman.” Now his cheeks were turning white.

“Why?” I said, narrowing my eyes.

“Your voice—it’s just a bit—I mean—never mind. I’m just tired. It’s been a long day.” He forced a terribly awkward smile. My stomach churned and I could feel my skin turning red.

“Just run this through, would you?” I said.

I took my scotch and I got out of there. Now my heart was fluttering. I felt terribly self conscious. Why did he think my voice sounded like a woman’s voice? I slipped into an alley and I pulled out my phone. I turned on my voice recorder and recorded myself saying a few random lines. Then I played the recording back.

And there was something different about my voice. It did seem a bit higher—and there was something else strangely feminine about it. Maybe it was just a repercussion of not sleeping well for almost a whole week. Maybe I wasn’t letting my body recover properly from my surgery. Maybe I should have been avoiding the liquor for a bit.

I decided to take the bus downtown, so I could continue my walk somewhere a bit more scenic. I got onto the bus, and then a beautiful blonde got on after me. She sat down a few seats ahead of me. She was wearing a dress with a deep V cut into it to show off her cleavage, and she wasn’t wearing a bra.

But my eyes were drawn to something peculiar: her shoes. She was wearing these amazing black leather heels, which kept her toes exposed. Her toes were painted a brilliant shade of red. And those shoes fit her just perfectly, and framed her feet so wonderfully.

Why the hell did I care about a woman’s shoes? I’d never noticed a pair of shoes on anyone before. But there was just something so appealing about her shoes! Maybe it was the way they complimented her long, smooth legs. Maybe it was the way they tied her outfit together perfectly: her dress had a thin leather strap that went around the waist that almost looked like it was cut from the same leather as the shoes.

But why was I noticing any of these small details? Why wasn’t I just staring at her tits like a normal dude?

I cleared my throat and forced myself to look away. I got off at the first downtown stop and was happy to get some fresh air into my lungs. I walked around for a bit, and then I started to feel nervous as I started to notice more pairs of shoes: shoes in shop windows and shoes on women’s feet. I found myself wondering how the shoes would look on my feet. My stomach groaned and I started to feel sick.

I remembered hearing stories of kidney transplant patients suddenly picking up the same hobbies as their donors, after their surgeries. They were crazy stories but now I was starting to believe them. My sister had always had a weird thing for shoes. Her shoe closet at her house was about the same size as my bedroom. Maybe I took that part of her when I took her uterus. I was almost tempted to ask her if she still had a fascination with shoes, or if that was gone now.

But it wasn’t just the shoes. I was noticing other things, like hair styles. There was a woman were perfectly curled hair that I couldn’t couldn’t stop staring at. Her highlights were spot on, and her bangs were so cute and cut just right. Why did I care? I’d never noticed a woman’s hair before.

I decided to go home. I told myself that I just needed more rest. I wasn’t giving my brain a chance to sort itself out after the surgery. I went home and I got a beer out of the fridge, and then I put on a hockey game.

But for the first time in my life, I found myself not caring about the hockey game. It seemed strangely pointless, even though it was a very important game for my team if they were going to have a chance at making the playoffs. I kept zoning out. I kept finding myself on my phone, surfing through Instagram, looking at pictures of cute outfits.

I suddenly threw my phone down on the couch, realising what I was doing. “Dude, you need to stop,” I said to myself. But now I could hear that slight feminine tone in my own voice. My heart started beating faster. I threw out my beer and I went to my bed. I forced my eyes closed and then it was two hours before I finally fell asleep. It was my first no-pills, no-alcohol sleep. I was convinced that I just needed rest: proper rest that wasn’t at all linked to any substances.

And I got that rest. I slept for fourteen hours, and then I woke up feeling strangely amazing. It was the best I’d felt in years. Maybe there was something to being completely sober. Maybe it was better to sleep with a clear head than a head filled with booze.

I got up and walked through my house as if I was walking on air. I made myself a pot of coffee. I looked at my mugs and then I found myself inspired to clean everything. I was tired of living in a dirty house. I started by scrubbing each and every mug, and then I spent the next seven hours scrubbing every other inch of my house. I filled all of my bins with trash, and then I took two loads of trash to the dump, which was fifteen minutes from my house. I found some old candles that had been left behind by the previous renter of the home; they were stashed away in the back of a cupboard. I decided to light them, to make the house smell nicer. I organised and rearranged things until it was almost midnight, and then I crawled into bed and went to sleep.

When I woke up, I saw that the candles were still burning. I blew them out, seeing as they were almost burned down to my counter. My house smelled like lavender and pachouli. It felt nice waking up in a clean, nice-smelling house.

Now it was time to clean myself up. I ran the shower hot and then I slipped in, naked. I let the hot water trickle down my body for a long thirty minutes, and then I decided it was time to shave my face for the first time in two months. I did it in the shower, so there would be less of a mess to clean up. I was careful and steady as I stripped away my facial hair. I even decided to do my chest while I was at it, and then I figured the hair around my cock was probably overdue. I worked around my shaft, and that’s when I noticed a small bandage that I hadn’t noticed before, underneath my ball sack. I gently lifted my balls up and felt the bandage with my fingers. There was a weird tingling as I ran my fingertips over it, so I decided to peel the bandage away, and that’s when I saw a hole going into my body. I paused and felt a strange lump forming in my throat.

Why did I have a hole? How deep did it go? What was it for? And why was it right where a pussy should be? It actually looked a bit like a pussy, with a pair of lips, but no clit. It was smaller than a pussy, looking almost like a cross between an asshole and a cunt.

I got out of the shower and ran to call the doctor. He didn’t pick up, so I called Petra. “What the hell is between my legs?!” I said.

“Carson just calm down,” she said.

“Calm down? There’s a fucking snatch under my balls!”

“It’s not a snatch. It’s just a hole,” she said.

“You knew about this and you didn’t tell me?” I said.

“Well that’s how they’re going to impregnate you, Carson,” she said.

“What? You told me it was going to be a needle!”

“They can’t do a needle. Semen is too thick.”

“Semen!?” I said.

“We didn’t tell you because we knew it would freak you out. It won’t be as gross as it sounds. It will be done by medical professionals.”

“What do you mean? They’re going to stick Tim’s cum in me?”

She was silent.

“Petra!?” I said.

“They’ll do it with a device, Carson,” she said. “Once an egg drops, they’ll insert the… stuff into you. You’ll become pregnant in a perfectly natural way. If we went the IVF route, it would not only be more expensive, but there would be a high chance of you getting twins, and your male hips wouldn’t have a chance of supporting twins.”

I heard her cough. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “Just having a tough time recovering from the surgery.” I’d forgotten that she also went under the knife. She was now without a few different body parts, and they were pumping her full of synthetic hormones while those body parts were on leave. It was probably hard on her body—but she seemed to think that it was all worth it for a baby.

I felt sick. I had a pussy under my ball sack, and it was there so that they could put my brother-in-law’s cum into my body. “I’m still getting a C-section, right?” I said.

“Oh yeah,” she said. “That part is definitely true.”

I was angry. Had I known that they would be giving me a pussy, I would have turned the offer down. Had I known that I would be getting Timothy’s cum inside of me, I would have never gone near that hospital. But now it seemed too late. Now I had the pussy hole and I had the uterus and everyone was counting on me. I couldn’t let them down, even though it seemed like they were all fine with letting me down. “I’m not happy about this,” I said, and then I hung up the phone.

Apparently Petra called Timothy and told her about my discontent. That night, they showed up at my house with big, fake smiles. Timothy handed me a cheque for five thousand dollars. “This is on top of the monthly payments,” he said through clenched teeth. “It’s just our way of saying thank you.”

I grabbed the cheque and glared into his eyes. I hated that they lied to me. I hated that they knew I had a pussy between my legs, even though it wasn’t really a pussy. The design with the lips was probably to keep bad stuff out of the hole. It probably just looked like a pussy because a pussy is well-designed for the task of accepting sperm while keeping the uterus clean.

I groaned as I thought about it. That night, I decided to have a drink. I wasn’t pregnant yet, so I cut loose. I drank until I blacked out.

And then in the morning, I noticed what I’d done while I was out.
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While I was drunk, I’d apparently used my face razor to shave my legs so that they were completely smooth. I don’t know why I did it. It was strange: the smooth skin and the bizarrely feminine looking legs. It didn’t help that I also shaved all around my cock, so even that area looked frighteningly feminine.

But that wasn’t the only thing that was making me feel awkward that next morning. Now, I had a pair of subtle lumps on my chest. Maybe I’d just been eating more than usual and the weight was going to my chest, or maybe the new hormones that my new ovaries were producing were giving me tits. I stood in front of the mirror and cupped them with both of my hands. I jiggled them. They were probably A-cups. And how big were they going to get? I called the doctor to ask. The secretary that picked up called me ma’am, making me feel embarrassed and silly. I didn’t correct her. It seemed too embarrassing to correct her.

“You will probably develop breast tissue over the next few months,” the doctor told me. “It’s normal. But it’s not permanent. Once we take the ovaries out, everything should go back to normal. We went over all of this in our consultation, Carson.”

“No you didn’t,” I said.

“We certainly did.”

I decided not to fight with the doctor. I hung up the phone and looked in the mirror again. Even my nipples appeared to be bigger and perkier. How was I going to go out in public? I didn’t think it would be too hard to hide a pregnant belly, but now I had a lot more than a belly to hide.

“Damn,” I groaned. I spent the next few hours tidying up my house from my night of drinking. I was finishing the dishes when there was a knock at my door. I went to answer it, but the person was gone. Now there was just a box on the doorstep. I brought it inside and opened it up. It was full of women’s clothing: dresses, skirts, short shorts, blouses, and a receipt for seven thousand dollars. My heart sunk into my stomach.

I ran to my computer and looked at my email. I saw that I made the purchase while I was drunk the night before.

“Fuck,” I said, looking over at the box. The website had a no return policy on most of the items, because it was apparently a discount outlet, which was hard to believe because the cheapest piece of clothing was two hundred dollars. Apparently I had expensive taste when I was drunk. I dragged the box into my closet. I figured I could give it to my sister, even though it was all probably a size too big for her.

But I was too embarrassed to message her. I had no idea how I was going to tell her that I acquired the haul. I had a feeling she would get some weird ideas into her head if I told her that I didn’t remember doing it—and I didn’t want her thinking that I was just wasting the money that they were giving me.

I went on with my day, but the strange feelings kept coming. I was answering emails on my computer one moment, and then the next moment I realised that I was surfing through some hairdresser’s Instagram page, admiring different feminine hairstyles as I ran my fingers through my own hair. My hair was getting shaggy, but it somehow felt softer than ever. Was that because of the hormones that my new ovaries were producing? I still couldn’t believe that I had ovaries in my body. I couldn’t think of anything more embarrassing than having ovaries—so I had to remind myself that they were temporary. I was just borrowing them.

I tossed and turned in bed that night. I had weird ideas in my head and they just wouldn’t go away, no matter how hard I tried to think of other things. I bit down hard on my tongue around midnight, and then I sat up. “Fine,” I said to myself. “Let’s just get this out of your system.”

I went to that box and pulled out a little dress and a pair of scrappy high heels. I put the outfit on and then I walked over to the mirror to do a few poses. I had no idea why I wanted to see how the clothes fit so badly, but that’s what I wanted. Maybe it was another one of those weird urges that came with my sister’s borrowed organs.

I looked kind of cute in the dress. I liked the way it swayed around me when I spun from side to side. I turned to the side and ran my fingers through my hair. I pushed my bum out and then I noticed the bust of my small tits. I ran my hands down my chest. My heart fluttered. Why did I like this? Why was this making me feel good?

I started to feel a cold sweat forming on my back. I pulled the dress off and shoved it back into the bag. I went back into my bed, but those weird feelings were still there. I remembered seeing a pretty piece of lace lingerie in that box, and now I really wanted to wear it. “Fine!” I said aloud to my nagging hormones. I went to the bag and grabbed the lingerie. It was a one-piece, hugging my body perfectly—though the little thong going up my butt crack was a tiny bit annoying. I kept the outfit on as I crawled back into bed. I felt stupid, but at least the weird urges were now settled, seemingly satisfied as long as I was dolled up. Though I now had makeup on my mind: another new urge that wasn’t welcomed. I reminded myself again that these weird feelings were just temporary: being borrowed along with the ovaries and the uterus.

The next morning was a slow one. I pulled myself out of bed after twenty long minutes of trying to build up the energy to do so. Then I dragged my feet through the house as I made my morning coffee. I felt a weird, hot sensation between my legs, but I ignored it, assuming it was just a part of the healing process.

There was a knock at my door. I took a bit sip of coffee that was probably too hot to drink, and then I walked to the door. I opened it.

It was Timothy. “What is it now?” I asked, rubbing the sleep from my eyes.

“Um,” he said, looking suddenly flustered and awkward, as if he wasn’t actually expecting me to answer the door. “I’m actually just checking in. Petra is feeling a bit down today and I think she’s a bit worried about you. I want to ease her mind.”

“Okay,” I said. “Let me guess, you’re both worried that I’m wasted from drinking all night.”

He forced a smile. “No—not at all,” he said. I didn’t believe him at all. “We just want to make sure you’re healing up okay. Obviously we want that uterus to take hold and work properly. And of course we want you to be healthy… physically, and mentally.”

I narrowed my eyes. It seemed like he was calling me an idiot. And it took a second to realise why he was giving me that red-cheeked look. I looked down and saw that I was still wearing the lingerie and nothing else. I felt my heart skip a beat. I quickly covered my crotch and my chest. My face was suddenly hot. “It—It’s not what it looks like,” I said.

“Okay,” he said. “I’m sure you have a very good reason. I didn’t even really notice the outfit, to be honest.”

We both stood awkwardly in silence. “Well I’m fine,” I said. “No need to worry about me. Maybe I’ll swing by later to check on Petra.”

“Okay,” he said.

“Don’t tell her about this,” I said. “It’s not what it looks like.” I closed the door and ran to the mirror, feeling stupider than ever. The lace outfit was mostly see-thru. My nipples were showing and so was my shaft and ball sack, all squished in the tight number. “Oh my God,” I muttered to myself. What an embarrassing blunder!

I went to use the potty before taking off the lingerie. I sat down, even though it was just pee. Before flushing, I noticed the redness in the toilet. I paused, terrified. It was blood. Did I pee blood? Did one of my new organs become unhinged? Did I need to see a doctor?

I was in a sudden state of panic. I ran outside and waved down Timothy before he pulled away. I was still in my lingerie. “Stop!” I yelled. He opened his window.

“What’s wrong, Carson?” he said.

“Take me to the hospital. Something’s wrong.” His face turned white. He remained still for a moment before opening his passenger door.

“Get in!”

We raced to the hospital. He was taking big, deep breaths, trying to calm himself down. If something went wrong inside of me, that was the end of his baby dream, and it would crush his wife beyond repair. “Everything will be fine,” he said after I told him about the blood. “You probably just popped a stitch.”

“It was a lot of blood,” I said.

“Just—don’t worry about it. It will be fine. It’s going to be fine. I’m sure it will be fine.” He took another big, deep breath. He didn’t even bother parking in the hospital parking lot. He pulled up to the door and we both rushed into the hospital. I didn’t want to die from internal bleeding. I also didn’t want to be responsible for ruining my sister’s dream.

Some nurses saw that we were panicked, and they probably saw the trickle of blood running down my thigh. They rushed over to us with a wheelchair and then they rushed us into a room before asking what was happening. Timothy did his best to explain the situation to the nurse, but the nurse had never heard of the new male-pregnancy procedure, so she had no idea what to do. Finally, Timothy said, “I’ll call our doctor! He’ll be here right away.” He pulled out his phone and made the call.

Twenty minutes later, Petra showed up, looking terrified. “What’s going on?” she said, holding her stomach as if she was having terrible cramps.

“He’s bleeding,” Timothy said. She looked at me, and then she looked down at my outfit.

“Why is he dressed like that?” she asked. She looked at Timothy, as if he would know the answer.

“I don’t know,” Timothy said.

“Carson?” Petra said.

“It’s not really relevant right now, is it?” I said, feeling humiliated and terrified at the same time.

Finally, the doctor came. He had me lay back, and then he used a few different tools to investigate the problem, looking up my hole before ordering an ultrasound to come into the room. It was a frightening few hours while doctor and nurses and ultrasound technicians buzzed through the room. The tension finally came to an end when the doctor said, “I know you’re all very freaked out right now, but this bleeding is great news. Carson is having his first period, and it’s happening much sooner than planned. Everything looks perfect and normal and healthy, so I’m thinking we can go ahead with the impregnation in two weeks from now.”

We all stared at the doctor in silence for a long moment. Then everyone looked at me.

“I—I’m having my period?” I said.

He nodded his head. “It’s good news, Carson,” he said.

It was good news, but somehow it felt so horribly humiliating. And it didn’t help that I was still in that lingerie.


CHAPTER 5
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The next two weeks were strange ones. I decided to quit my part time job, leaving me unemployed. But I was making way more from Timothy and Petra, it seemed silly to hang around that old gig. I wanted to focus on making their baby—and the extra time at home seemed better spent playing online poker. During my first few days at home, I actually managed to turn five grand into seven grand with a few online tournaments. Two grand was more than I would make in a month at my old job, so I chalked it up as a win.

After another drunk night, celebrating a poker victory, I woke up and found that my face was covered in makeup. A big plastic bag full of makeup sat on my kitchen counter. I vaguely remembered stumbling down the street and wandering into a drug store to make the purchase. I felt embarrassed once again—too embarrassed to go out for a few days, worried someone might recognise me. But the makeup actually came in handy. I had the great idea one day of getting myself dolled up for a poker tournament. The tournament required players to have their cameras turned on and pointed at their faces, so I pretended to be a girl and found that many men would fold for me (before sending me messages once they were eliminated, which I always ignored). It was a cheeky little strategy to give myself an advantage, and I knew that it would work because I’d seen guys in online poker tournaments bending over for female players before.

So I made a bit of extra cash, and I kind of liked the feeling of the soft fabrics against my skin. I used the extra cash to buy a few more bottles of nice scotch, which disappeared quickly during my little personal celebrations.

I woke up one morning to a knock at the door. I was groggy as I sat up. The person was knocking aggressively and constantly, and that knocking seemed to rattle around in my brain. “Hold on,” I groaned. I was still wearing a little black dress and my makeup was still done from the night before, but I didn’t really care. I’d already embarrassed myself enough times—it couldn’t get any worse. Plus this time I had a good excuse.

I answered the door and saw Timothy and Petra standing there. “What are you doing?” Timothy said. “We’re late for our appointment.”

“We are?” I said, rubbing my eyes, ruining my mascara.

“Why are you dressed like that?” Petra asked.

“It helps to win poker games,” I said with a grin.

“Gambling?” Timothy said. “I thought you were done with that.”

“No. You told me I couldn’t drink or do drugs. You said nothing about gambling.”

“We’re giving you a lot of money…”

“Timothy,” Petra said.

“Well we have to go or we’ll miss our appointment. Bring a change of clothes and change in the car.”

I grabbed a pair of jeans and a t-shirt and got into the back of their beautiful car. I meant to get changed, but instead I fell asleep during the ride. They shook me awake in the hospital parking lot.

“I’m tired,” I said.

“I don’t care,” Timothy said. “We paid a lot of money for this appointment and you aren’t missing it.”

“I need to get changed,” I said, sitting upright.

“There’s no time now. You had your chance.”

“Timothy, be nice,” Petra said.

Timothy sighed and forced a smile. I was apparently on his nerves. “Come on, Carson. Please.” I didn’t get changed, but I wasn’t too worried about people looking at me. I knew that I actually looked like a girl, in that dress, with my legs shaved and my shaggy hair styled to look like a short bob (I took some scissors to it a few nights before after my first few drinks). So the only people who were going to be giving me weird looks had already seen me at my worst. The dress was more appropriate than the lingerie that I was wearing during the last appointment.

“So what are we doing here?” I asked my sister.

“We’re going to check to see how far away from ovulation you are so we can book an appointment to do the impregnation.”

“Why do you keep calling it impregnation?” I asked. “It sounds gross, like you’re going to bend me over and screw me on a hospital bed.”

“Carson, don’t be gross,” Timothy said.

“It is what it is: impregnation. It’s not implantation because it’s not IVF. You are going to conceive naturally.”

“There’s nothing natural about this,” I said. Then the doctor came in. He said nothing as he prepared his tools. The ultrasound technician came in next. “Let’s get started. Take off your dress, please,” he said to me.

So I took off my dress, but I was wearing no bra, so my sister saw my breasts for the first time. They were closer to being B-cups now. I saw her look at them for a long moment before looking away with red cheeks.

“Yeah, yeah,” I said. “I have tits now. Get over it. You did this to me.”

“I didn’t even notice,” she said.

They ran the machine over my stomach. “Well look at that,” the doctor said. “Talk about perfect timing.”

“What is it?” Timothy asked, leaning forward.

“We have an egg in place,” he said. “See that tiny spec? I do believe that’s an egg. She’s ovulating.”

“He,” I said. “I’m still a he.”

“Right. Excuse me.”

“So do we need to book that impregnation appointment soon then?” Timothy asked.

“There’s no time for that. We need to do it now.”

“Now?” Timothy said.

The doctor nodded his head. “We need a sample as quickly as possible, and then we need to insert it—while it’s warm. The sperm do better in warm conditions, so we need to act quickly.”

The nurse brought over a little cup and handed it to Timothy. “You can go behind that curtain,” she said.

“What? How’s about another room?” he said.

The doctor shook his head. “We need to do the transfer fast—as in, within twenty seconds, before it cools off. There’s no time to get you from one room to another. The curtain will provide you with all the privacy you need.”

Timothy looked at his wife with wide eyes. She shrugged her shoulders. “Do you need my help?” she asked.

“Go help your husband,” the doctor said. “I will work with her to get her vagina ready for the impregnation.”

“Him,” I said, correcting the doctor. “I’m still a guy.”

“Sorry,” he said.

He got a long strip of mesh and wrapped it around my crotch, holding my cock and balls up so that my pussy was exposed—or hole, or whatever it medically was called.

“What’s happening?” I asked.

“This will be a bit awkward,” the doctor said. “But we need everything to… open up. Your vagina has a certain pH value, and that value changes during sex, from the stimulation. We want that pH to be just right for the impregnation, and your sister and brother-in-law don’t want to use any drugs or unnatural means to conceive their child.”

“What are you saying?” I said, feeling more awkward than ever.

“We need to stimulate your vagina. Ideally we’ll have you climax—that would give us the ideal pH.”

“Climax?” I said with wide eyes. “You’re going to make me climax?”

“We’ll use a tool,” he said. Then he retrieved a long white vibrator that looked like it was from a nearby sex store. “I know that it will seem awkward, but you need to relax if this is going to work. Just lay back. We’ll have the nurse do it for you—that should make you more… comfortable.”

The young blonde nurse stepped up, putting on her rubber gloves. She took the vibrator. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, regretting everything. I felt the tip press up to my hole. She gently pushed it into me. It was warm and lubricated. She pushed two inches in and then clicked on the vibration. I brought my knees up and gasped. It felt strange: buzzing inside of my body, in a hole I wasn’t supposed to have.

She gently pulled in and out. “Please just tell me what feels good,” she said. “We ideally want a climax.”

“O—Okay,” I said awkwardly. This wasn’t worth one-hundred grand. This was too humiliating. It didn’t help that I could hear my sister and her husband. “You can get it harder than that,” Petra whispered.

“It’s hard enough. Just do it.”

“Do what?” Petra asked. They were whispering but I could still hear everything.

“The thing I like.”

“I’m not doing that here.”

“Well how the hell am I supposed to come in here? This is so embarrassing.”

“You just have to do it.”

“Do the thing I like then.”

“Fine!” Petra said. “Is that better?”

Timothy took a deep breath. “Yeah, just like that.”

I tried to ignore them. I tried to focus on the buzzing in my hole. She pushed a bit deeper. “I need some direction,” the nurse said.

“I don’t know,” I said. “It feels fine.”

“Do you want it deeper?” she asked. Then she pushed it two more inches in. “Like this?”

It felt better. A jolt of warmth pulsed through me. “Okay. Sure,” I said.

“Deeper even? I can go deeper,” she said. She gave me a sample, and another blast of euphoria pulsed through me.

“Put it in all the way,” I whispered, hoping my sister and her husband wouldn’t hear. She pushed the long cock deep into my body. I groaned. It felt nice buzzing, but it really felt nice when it was moving. I was embarrassed to ask her to pump it, but if I was going to get off, then she was going to have to pump it. I didn’t want to have to do this every month for the next year. I wanted to get this over with. I wanted this to be the only awkward sodomizing that I had to go through.

“Pump it,” I whispered.

“Excuse me?” she said. “I can’t hear you.”

“I said pump it.” I bit down on my tongue. She began to slide it back and forth.

“Good,” I heard the doctor say. The nurse pulled out for a quick moment for the doctor’s inspection. He was bending over to check on my hole. “I can see everything relaxing there. Keep going.”

She pushed it back into me, making me gasp. I closed my eyes again, too afraid to accidentally make eye contact with the nurse.

“It can help if you stimulate your nipples,” the nurse said. “Try it.”

I felt stupid as I brought my hands to my breasts. I gently grabbed my nipples, which were bigger than ever before. I pinched them gently and began to roll them. Tingles pulsed through me. That vibrating dildo kept sliding in and out, making my knees rise up higher. I moaned a little bit, then I clutched the hospital bed sheet. It was such a strange feeling: a toy pushing in and out of a hole that I wasn’t even supposed to have.

But it felt nice. The vibration was getting stronger and stronger. Now I was moaning loudly. I could feel my cock stretching out, trying to bulge out from that mesh restraint. I squirmed and groaned, and then I felt a wet expulsion. I had a feeling I ‘squirted’ out of my hole, but I was too embarrassed to open my eyes.

“Okay, pull it out now,” the doctor said with a hurried tone of voice. I didn’t open my eyes until I felt something new push into my hole. Then I looked down and saw what looked like a turkey baster, full of cum.

I froze, still tingling with euphoria. The doctor squeezed the end and I felt the warm goo pour into my body. I gasped. I could feel it all over, inside of my puss, oozing around the baster and the doctor tried to simulate a real ejaculation, with many small blasts. “Let’s hope this takes,” he said. Timothy and Petra were both standing there. Then the most embarrassing thing happened: I came. I leaned my head back and let out a loud moan. The euphoria was too intense. My body trembled and then it relaxed into the bed. I pulled the bed sheet with both of my hands, and then I felt that baster pull out of me. “Do you have a wipe ready?” the doctor asked.

“Oh no, sorry,” the nurse said. I felt Timothy’s cum oozing out of me, trickling down my bum. I felt so embarrassed and disgusted, but still so euphoric at the same time. I had my brother-in-law’s cum in my body and now it was all over my ass too.

“Look away,” Timothy said to Petra, who was staring with wide eyes.

I tried to close my legs, but the nurse came right back to spread them, to wipe the mess away. “Go home and drink lots of fluids,” she said. “Let’s hope that this takes.”

“It better,” I said as my cheeks turned dark red.

“Indeed,” Timothy said, turning away from me. At least the humiliation was over—at least until they went to try again. I was once again left feeling regretful; had I known what I was in for, I would have never accepted that money.
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Iwas sure that the pregnancy didn’t take. After two weeks, I felt no different, and I was starting to dread the next attempt. Timothy and Petra came over every evening—just to ‘pop in’, but I knew that they were checking in to see if I was drinking. Each time they came over, I saw their eyes peering around my house, trying to spot hidden empties. And I noticed them driving by a few times late at night, cruising by the house slowly and peering into my windows.

So I made a point of drinking in the bathroom, from a bottle of whiskey that I kept underneath the vanity, behind a bunch of old shampoo bottles.

And then one day, Timothy came over and knocked on the door. It was almost dinnertime—much earlier than his usual visits. “What is it, Tim?” I said, getting frustrated with their paranoia. They paid me to do a job and I was doing the job. I did a bunch of research on my computer: alcohol doesn’t do anything to a baby during the first trimester—and it definitely doesn’t do anything during the first couple of weeks (not that I was pregnant anyway).

“I was just driving through the area—to meet a client—and I noticed your blinds are all closed.”

“So what?” I said. “I live on a busy street. I don’t like people looking in.”

I saw his gaze turn to my back window. Those curtains were also closed, even though they looked into a quiet backyard. “You don’t need to close all of your curtains,” he said. “I—uh—was doing some reading, and it said that sunlight is really good for you when you’re trying to get pregnant—and when you’re pregnant. It’s also great for your mood. You shouldn’t keep these curtains closed all day.”

“I’m getting plenty of sunlight, Timmy, don’t worry.”

He bit down on his tongue and smiled. “Well moonlight is good too,” he said. “Some people even believe that the moon is what allows a woman to get pregnant… Or a man.”

“That sounds like a bunch of nonsense, but I’ll keep it in mind,” I said. “Anything else?”

He shook his head. I knew that he just wanted me to open my blinds so he could spy on me, and make sure that I wasn’t getting hammered. Even now, I could see that he was leaning forward slightly, engaging his nostrils as he tried to smell whiskey on my breath.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ve got plans tonight, but it was nice chatting.” I closed the door, mostly because it was still too hard to make eye contact with Timothy. Every time I looked into his eyes, I remembered the feeling of his thick, warm cum oozing out from my body.

I wasn’t keeping the curtains closed so that Timothy and Petra wouldn’t see me drinking. I was keeping the curtains closed because I kept finding myself dolled up, and I knew that my sister and her husband were coming by once or twice a day when I wasn’t paying attention. I didn’t need them seeing me all dressed up. I didn’t want to be dressed up and I knew that they wouldn’t understand that it was just a consequence of the new hormones that were pumping through my body.

I was still winning more poker games than ever dressed like a girl, as long as I was playing on video tables. Men would sometimes send me big tips after games, and I had a few guys sending me regular tips, and all I had to do was send them flirty messages from time to time. It was an easy hustle—though a lot of my spare income was now being spent on clothes and makeup.

There was a strangely addicting quality to the girly outfits. They felt nice against my skin; it seemed unfair that women’s clothes used such soft fabrics, while men’s clothes were all apparently made from old burlap sacs. And there was something satisfying about a perfectly tight fit. Not to mention the feeling of fresh air flowing up a dancing skirt—it was nice.

And then sleeping in tight, sexy lingerie was nice too. I loved feeling sexy as I fell asleep, even though I knew it was completely crazy. At times I would forget that I wasn’t actually a girl; I would get so into character flirting with men at poker tables online that it was hard to break character when I was done. There was a whole day that I spent in makeup and a dress, just roaming around my house, just because I forgot to change back into my regular clothes after my morning poker tournament. It wasn’t until I went to put on my lingerie that I realised I’d spent the day as a woman.

I knew that it was just the hormones messing with me. I knew that some subconscious memories transferred over along with my sister’s uterus and ovaries.

It was a Saturday when I joined a big stakes poker game and lost everything that I’d made in the past month, plus more. My plan was to play a few safe hands and walk away with a quick thousand dollars or so. But I kept losing, even though I was getting good hands. I kept going back in, thinking I just needed one more hand to win it all back. Then I ran out of cash: fifteen grand lost in under an hour.

I closed my computer and suddenly felt sick. I was broke all over again, just because I lost control for less than an hour. I went to the bathroom and bent over the toilet. I heaved for a moment, and then I threw up. I couldn’t believe what I’d done.

I was going to need to be more careful. I couldn’t let Timothy know that I lost all the money—but somehow I needed to ask for more. He wasn’t planning on paying me again until I got pregnant, and that could take months. I was unemployed now, and I really needed more money.

I threw up again.

Then I went to my bedroom and cried into my pillow. I cried for an hour, and then I suddenly got a great idea. I quickly put on some fresh makeup and one of my sexier pieces of lingerie. I posed for a few cute photos, and then I fired them off to my usual online flirts, hoping to get a few bucks in return. It was only twenty minutes before one guy sent me a hundred bucks—enough to hop into another poker game. I was more careful this time, sitting there in my lingerie on video as the rounds went by. I got a few tips from horny men, and I won a few pots. By the end of that day I had five hundred bucks in my poker wallet. I felt a bit better and a lot more hopeful. I could live for a couple weeks off of five hundred bucks.

And then I went to the bathroom again to throw up. Maybe it was just the lingering nerves from losing everything that morning. I tried to reassure myself that I would make the money back, but I just kept throwing up, and then I would find myself in my bedroom, crying hysterically like I’d never cried before.

I decided to drink some whiskey to level myself out. I ended up passing out while on a Zoom call with a stranger I met on the internet. He kept sending me tips, so I agreed to do a sexy dance for him. It probably wasn’t very sexy, seeing as I could hardly keep myself upright. But he seemed to like my tits, which were almost C-cups now. He liked it when I gently pinched my nipples and pretended to have an orgasm. It wasn’t until the next morning that I realised he sent me nearly five hundred dollars in tips. I felt a bit like a prostitute but I didn’t care—I was surviving.

I threw up again that morning, but after that, the vomiting stopped and things went back to normal. Maybe it was just a stomach bug…

Two weeks later, it was time for another impregnation attempt. The doctor had the idea of trying out a new strategy that would ensure the sperm had a better chance at making it to the egg. He had me climb onto my hands and knees, and then Timothy went behind the curtain to jerk off while the nurse used a vibrating dildo to ‘prepare my vagina’. She pumped until I was moaning, and then the doctor swooped in with that turkey baster full of warm cum and he squished it into my body. This time he held the baster inside of me while the nurse massaged the tip of my erect penis. The theory was that if I remained in an orgasm state, my cervix would be more relaxed and the sperm would have an easier time travelling to the egg—at least that was my understanding. I didn’t have a clit, so rubbing the tip of my penis was apparently the best alternative.

It was embarrassing when I came ten seconds after the put the cum in me. The nurse gasped and let go of my cock. I closed my eyes and said, “I’m so sorry,” while my face turned dark red.

“Don’t be sorry,” the doctor said. “It’s a good sign. The more relaxed your body is, the better the chance of this working.”

But it didn’t work, so after another long month of losing poker games and drinking in my bathroom, I found myself in that office again. The doctor was pacing the room this time. “Where’s Petra?” he asked.

“She had to see her friend, out of town,” Timothy said.

“Well I think this is a matter that should be discussed with everyone,” the doctor said.

“Why? What’s wrong? What happened?” Timothy said. “Is it not going to work? Was all of this for nothing?”

The doctor shook his head. “Relax, Timothy,” the doctor said. “It’s going to work. We just need a more aggressive approach.”

Timothy took a deep breath and sat back down.

“Sperm loses energy fast. There’s only so much energy in each little swimmer—and that energy dissolves almost completely when exposed to cool air. Even the air in this room, which is warm, is too cool for sperm to remain effective. I think our problem is that the sperm is dying before reaching her egg.”

“His egg,” I said, correcting the doctor.

“Right. Excuse me. It’s a long journey for sperm to make, and usually that journey is made mostly by the burst of speed the sperm gets during ejaculation. By the time we’re putting your ejaculate into her body, most of the sperm has already died.”

“His body,” I said.

“Right. His body.”

“So what are you suggesting?” Timothy asked.

The doctor was silent for a moment. “Well, I can tell you how we’ve had success before, but it won’t sound preferable.”

“Just say it,” Timothy said.

“It would be best if you were to ejaculate into her body,” the doctor said.

“His body,” I said before the lump filled my throat completely.

“What?” Timothy said.

Now the room was silent. Everyone was white in the face—even the doctor. He cleared his throat and fixed his white coat. “It’s purely medical. Unless you want to attempt IVF—which I know that you don’t—this may be your best option. Now you can see why it would be best for Petra to be here.”

“She doesn’t need to be here,” Timothy said, standing up suddenly. He started pacing the room, taking deep breaths. He straightened his back. “There has to be another way.”

“Well, we can keep trying with the transfer, but I don’t think it’s going to work. Your sperm just aren’t fast enough. I think our best bet is deep penetration during ejaculation. It would cut the energy that the sperm need to have by a lot—ninety-five percent, at least.”

“This is crazy,” I said.

“Let’s just do it,” Timothy said.

“What?” I said, looking at him with wide eyes.

“Petra doesn’t have to know about this. No one needs to tell her. I’ll go behind that curtain and get it ready. The nurse can get you ready. Then we’ll do it quickly. It will be over in seconds.”

“I think that’s the best attitude,” said the doctor.

I felt sick. My head was spinning. I didn’t want Timothy inside of me. I didn’t want his penis anywhere near me—it was bad enough that they kept pouring his warm cum into my body. “Let’s do it,” said Timothy. He went behind the curtain, and then the nurse started getting ready, as if I consented.

“No way,” I said.

“It won’t be so bad,” the doctor said. “Please just place your legs in the stirrups and let the nurse prepare the rest.”

My heart was pounding ferociously. I tried to take a deep breath in. For some reason, I actually put my legs in the stirrups. She put on her rubbed glove and then started to rub around my hole with lubricated fingers. “You know the drill,” she said. “Tell me what feels good.”

“This is insane,” I managed to say, but everyone was ignoring me.

I closed my eyes. I felt that vibrator pushing gently into my hole. I felt the nurses fingers moved around my lips, parting me so that she could penetrate me deeper. I felt like I was about to throw up. I bit down hard on my tongue and turned my head to the side. Sadly, the vibrator felt nice—it always felt nice. It felt so nice that I ordered one online and had been using it—not just in my pussy hole but also in my asshole. It actually felt nicer in the asshole, and now I was tempted to tell the nurse that little fact. But I kept my mouth shut.

She pumped and twisted, until I managed to say, “That feels good.” She was hitting a nice spot, making my skin tingle.

I took a series of deep breaths. “Are you close to coming?” the nurse asked. “I think Timothy is almost ready.” And I was close to coming until she gave me that reminder. I groaned and squirmed.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“I’ll pump harder.” She grunted as she began to thrust fast and hard into my body. She used her free hand to grip the edge of the hospital bed. I let a moan slip. It felt good, but the dread was just growing stronger. Were we really not going to tell Petra about this?

“I’m ready,” I heard Timothy say with a strained voice.

“Come over,” the doctor said, even though I wasn’t coming. Maybe I didn’t need to come. Maybe with direct penetration, I only needed to be a bit soft in the cervical area.

I kept my eyes closed, not wanting to see Timothy. I felt the vibrator pull out, and then I felt Timothy’s warm aura. I refused to open my eyes. I gasped when I felt his warm, throbbing tip press up to my hole. “Oh God,” I heard him mutter.

“Put it in, Timothy,” the doctor said. I suddenly felt his thick cock penetrate my hole. I gasped and he groaned. I could feel him throbbing. I could feel his veins.

“Are you coming?” the doctor asked.

“Fuck,” Timothy said. “No—I lost it.”

“Try to come,” the doctor said.

So he started thrusting, sliding that slimy cock in and out, rubbing his pulsing veins along the walls of my pussy. It was a terrible feeling—especially terrible because it actually felt nice.

I started to moan even though I was trying hard not to.

“I can’t do it,” Timothy said, still straining.

“You have to,” said the doctor. “You need to try to ejaculate inside of her.”

He groaned. I clenched my pussy around his cock, and then he gasped. I felt his cock flutter and throb harder. “Shit,” he moaned. Then I let my eyes open. I saw that he had his eyes closed. I saw his abs, glistening as beads of sweat formed on his skin. I saw his mane of pubic hair, and I saw the base of his thick shaft every time he pulled back. I suddenly found myself mesmerised by his body. I knew that he spent a lot of time in the gym, but I never realised he was so muscular.

I felt his cock throb hard, and then I felt the blast: much stronger than the blast from the turkey baster. I gasped and grabbed the white sheet on that hospital bed. I felt each blast, each as strong as the one before it. I felt Timothy’s hands grabbing my hips, his fingernails digging into my skin. I stared up at his face as his head rolled from side to side.

“Hold it,” the doctor said. “Don’t pull out. Try to keep your erection deep inside of her body.”

I could feel the large mass of warm goo inside of me, wanting to pour out from my hole. I could still feel his cock twitching, still unloading cum as if he had an infinity supply. I couldn’t believe it: my brother-in-law was coming inside of me. We were technically having sex.

And to make matters even more humiliating, the euphoria from his warm load made me climax. I groaned and then my cock unexpectedly shot streaks of cum up my chest and abdomen. I reached down to squeeze my shaft in a stupid and failed attempt to stop the climax. Squeezing my shaft only made the cum shoot further, hitting me in the face.

“I’ll grab some towels,” the nurse said with a white face. The scene was even too shocking for her.

Timothy finally opened his eyes. He looked down at me and turned as white as the hospital bed sheet. He stepped back even though the doctor hadn’t given the order yet. The cum poured out of me as the final drop oozed out from my tip.

Timothy stared at me for a long moment before turning around in a snap. “We won’t tell Petra about this,” he said. “Let’s just pray that it worked.”

He pulled up his pants, and the act was over.

That night, I started throwing up again. I spent half of the night over the toilet, heaving and emptying the contents of my stomach. I assumed it was just the anxiety from having gay sex with my brother-in-law. And then I curiously decided to pee on one of the pregnancy tests that Petra had dropped off at my house.

It was an advanced test, designed to tell you how far along you are. And according to the test, I was already nine weeks pregnant. “Are you fucking kidding me?” I said aloud. I held the test up, and then I looked in the mirror. I was pregnant, and I’d been pregnant for a while. I don’t know why I didn’t think to pee on a stick before that moment. I just assumed the nausea was from the dread and anxiety. I assumed the missed periods were just part of my hormones straightening out.

I called the doctor. The next morning they got me in for an ultrasound. And on that screen I saw a very small baby, already with definable features, like arms, legs, and a head. It even did a little squirm while it was on the screen.

Timothy rushed into the room, having left work early when the doctor’s office called to tell him the ultrasound was happening. Petra rushed in after him. They both became silent as they stared at the screen. Then they looked at me and smiled. “We’re pregnant!” they said at the same time.

But they weren’t pregnant—I was pregnant. And maybe I should have been happy, but I could only think about the awkward sex with Timothy, and how it wasn’t at all necessary. I was already pregnant long before he stuck his throbbing erection into my body. The first batch of his warm cum was successful. The rest was just humiliation.


CHAPTER 7
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The next three weeks were brutal: I had the worst mood swings and some of the worst nausea of my life—worse than when I had food poisoning. The worst part about the sudden sickness was that I never saw it coming. I would be walking and then it would hit and I would have to bend over to throw up. A few minutes later, it was gone—though sometimes it didn’t go away for hours and there was no predicting it at all.

But once I was into my second trimester, the nausea suddenly went away. I was so relieved, though a bit anxious that it could come back at any moment. I now had a visible bump, and my breasts were approaching D-cups. My nipples were almost always erect, and they’d grown twice the size since I had my operation.

My hair was growing fast—seemingly an inch per week. I hadn’t gotten around to cutting it off, or maybe I just secretly didn’t want to cut it off because the long hair helped in convincing men to send me money online on that poker app. My suddenly large breasts helped too. I bought a few shirts that were low-cut, showing off tons of cleavage. Sometimes I even found myself staring at my cleavage, shocked that breasts could grow so big in such a short period of time. “They’re only going to get bigger,” the doctor said to me during a checkup.

“But they’ll go away once this is all done, right?” I asked.

He stared at me blankly for a moment. “I’m sure that we can arrange something.” And I was starting to realise that some of these changes might not be so temporary after all. It sounded like the doctor was suggesting a surgery to remove the breasts, and I’d seen the scars from similar surgeries that girls got when they wanted to become boys—and the scars weren’t ideal. I didn’t need everyone thinking that I was a female-to-male transgender whenever I took my shirt off.

The pregnancy came with an influx of hormones. I would find myself crying suddenly and for seemingly no reason. Then, some nights, I would become frighteningly horny. I would look down and see that my cock was fully erect and throbbing. It would stay that way until I dealt with it, squeezing it and stroking it—and it never took long.

But every time that horniness came, other urges came. I would find myself taking my vibrator and pressing it into my asshole. Some nights I would make myself come without even touching my cock: on my hands and knees, pumping my ass with my vibrator. I was too afraid to stick anything in my pussy, knowing that there was a baby growing up there.

At night, I was having strange dreams: terrifyingly vivid and realistic dreams. In one dream, Timothy showed up at my house. We had drinks together, and then I sucked his cock until he came in my mouth. The dream was so realistic that I woke up feeling like I could still taste his cum. And then I had another dream where I went to his house and got into his bed while Petra was sleeping next to him. I mounted him and bounced gently on his cock until he came deep in my asshole. But it was just a dream—even though I woke up with my own cum hardening to my pregnant stomach.

A surge of hormonal horniness came when I was at the grocery store one afternoon, sixteen weeks into my pregnancy. I now had a fairly large bump—bigger than the average sixteen week bump. Between the bump and my large breasts, it became impossible to be a man outside of the home, so I was going out as a woman, with makeup and a dress and big sunglasses in case someone tried to recognise me.

I was in the frozen goods isle when I saw a man staring at me. He was a young man—a few years younger than me. He smiled at me, and then my downstairs tingled for some unknown reason. I found myself mesmerised by him—even following him as he went to the next isle. I tried to get closer to him. I caught myself staring at his thick arm muscles as he reached for a can of beans.

He looked over at me. “Congratulations on the baby,” he said with a warm smile.

“Thank you,” I said, staring into his eyes, feeling strange and out of place—but unable to help myself.

“The dad must be excited,” he said.

“No dad,” I said. “It’s an IVF baby.”

“Oh, really?” he said.

I nodded my head. Then I continued to watch him as he reached for another can. His shirt lifted slightly, exposing the definition of his abs. My pussy tingled and started to become damp. I bit my lip and let a small whimper out from my mouth. He looked over at me again with another smile.

“Do you know where the bathroom is?” I asked.

“I think it’s just that way,” he said, pointing down the aisle.

“Can you show me—do you think?”

His eyes flashed and he paused. Then he smiled and showed me the way. “It’s right here,” he said opening the door for me.

“Come in,” I said.

He paused again, and then he went in. Once the door was closed, his hands were on the sides of my belly. He gently stroked before moving those hands up to my breasts. He squeezed, making me moan. I pulled away his belt and dropped to my knees.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. Why wasn’t I stopping myself? I wasn’t gay. I didn’t want to see or feel a cock—but for some reason I was aggressively trying to get it out. I reached into his fly and grabbed his warm meat. I caressed it before pulling it out, and then it went straight into my mouth. I needed to have it. I had to suck it. It felt so satisfying on my tongue, throbbing as it grew quickly.

He put his fingers in my hair while I sucked. “Try to be fast,” he whispered. “I don’t want them putting my groceries back.”

So I bobbed my head quickly. He was fully erect now; his tip pressed hard against the roof of my mouth. I bobbed and drooled and licked and tickled—and then he started moaning and clenching. I knew that he was close. I knew that I was going to get a mouthful of cum if I didn’t lean back—and that’s just what I wanted. I pressed my lips firmly around his girth and used my hand to squeeze his base. I felt the throb and the flutter, and then the splash of warm goo connected with the back of my throat. I gagged a little bit but I didn’t let go. I sucked hard, making sure to get all of the cum out from his horny erection.

I swallowed and then I let out a sigh of relief. He was looking down at me with dark red cheeks. “Can I get your number?” he asked.

I wiped my lips. “Sorry,” I said, shaking my head. “No can do. Thanks for that though.”

I got up, checked my makeup in the mirror, and then I continued shopping, satisfied for the moment. The regret and dread didn’t kick in until later that night. I couldn’t believe that I sucked a stranger’s cock in a supermarket—and it wasn’t just one of my super vivid dreams.

I thought the little bathroom romp would satisfy me, but it only put more ideas into my head. Now I wanted to feel a shaft inside of me. I wanted to find a man to plug my asshole. I even found myself searching through classifieds on dirty websites, seeing if I could possibly make a few bucks. I ended up finding a guy who was willing to pay a pregnant woman for anal sex. “Willing to pay top dollar,” his ad said.

I used a throwaway email address to reply to the ad. “I’m pregnant and possibly interested,” I wrote. “What’s top dollar?”

“How pregnant are you? Send a picture.”

I sent him a picture of my bump. He took twenty minutes to reply. “If you let me fuck you in the ass and then come on your belly, I’ll give you a thousand.”

My heart fluttered. I didn’t reply to his email—not that night. I still had plenty of money that I got from Timothy. I didn’t need to sink to that embarrassing level, even though I really wanted to feel a cock in my body.

The next night, he sent me a picture of his erection. It was bigger than I was expecting. “Fifteen hundred,” he wrote. “But only if you can take the whole thing. It’s eleven inches.”

So I went to my fridge. I had a cucumber. I measured it. It was fourteen inches. So I cut three inches off and then I held it against my pregnant belly. It was big: massive. My heart fluttered and I took the veggie to my room. I lubricated it and spent the next twenty minutes gently pushing it deeper and deeper into my body, until it was almost entirely inside of me. I groaned and trembled, and then I ended up coming all over my bedsheets before going over to my computer to respond to the horny man. “Two thousand and you can stick the whole thing in me and come on my belly,” I wrote.

“Deal,” he replied. “I’m free tomorrow night. Wear something cute.”


CHAPTER 8
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Iwas getting dolled up for my date the next night and my heart was pounding. I knew that I was doing something stupid. I knew that I was risking everything. What if I made the man angry? What if he hurt me—or the baby? What if he noticed my cock and decided to beat me to death?

My ball sack had shrivelled almost entirely, and my penis was much smaller than it was before my operation. It was easy to hide my package now, even in a thong. But I had something better than a thong: I had a pair of panties with a pre-cut pussy hole and a pre-cut anal hole. They were perfect for hiding my package, as long as they stayed on my body.

I was nailing my makeup. I looked so pretty, with long flicks of eyeliner and perfectly blended eye shadow. I had just the right amount of blush on, and my tits were now what I would call ‘large breasts’. They were perfectly jiggly and perky, squishing together to make the perfect cleavage. I was hot and excited to go out.

Then there was a knock at my door. I paused as a cold tingle crept through me. I looked towards the door. Timothy and Petra had been leaving me alone for the most part since the end of my first trimester. I’d only seen Timothy once, when he came to drop off a cheque, and I’d seen Petra twice—once for coffee, and once when she came over to borrow a cordless drill (I’m pretty sure it was just one of her little check-ins).

I approached the door slowly and looked through the peephole. They were both there: Timothy and Petra. I knew I couldn’t answer the door in my hoochie dress and glamorous makeup. But my lights were on and I had music playing. They surely knew that I was home, and I didn’t need them going around my house to try my back door. I couldn’t be caught like this—but I wasn’t about to wash off three hours of hard work.

So I just ran to the back door and locked it, then I ran to my bathroom and hid while they knocked a few more times. The knocking stopped, but I waited another ten minutes before slipping out from my hiding place. I went back to the peephole and peered out. They were gone and their car was gone too. I felt a wave of relief, but my nerves were still buzzing hard.

I was very careful slipping out of my house to head to my little car. I looked around me to make sure they weren’t hiding out, and then I drove off quickly, headed towards the hotel where I was going to get plugged by a complete stranger.

The reality really sunk in as I pulled up. I was now almost twenty weeks pregnant—almost halfway through my pregnancy. I was going to have a baby—but first I was going to have sex with a stranger in a hotel room. Nothing seemed real. It was too hard to believe. Just a few months ago, I was living a regular life: keeping to myself and doing what men are more or less expected to do. Now, I was sitting with a pregnant belly outside of a hotel where I would be a prostitute for the night.

A figure emerged from the front lobby doors. He looked around and then he looked at me. Our gazes locked for a long moment, and I knew that he was my date. He smiled and waved.

I was not expecting what I got. He was tall and surprisingly handsome. He was muscular but thin—and I’d been expecting a large man (which I was actually a bit excited about in a weird way). I got out from my car and he waved me over. I approached slowly, knowing I could still back out. I didn’t need his money. I’d been doing well with my online poker sessions. I was up a few thousand dollars since I lost everything, I was still getting tips from horny men.

But I wasn’t there for the money. That money was just a bonus. I wanted to feel him inside of me. I wanted to experience an evening of bliss: rubbing and sucking and ejaculating. I don’t know why I wanted it, but nothing could stop me.

“Let’s have a drink,” he said with a smile, without even a hello.

I shook my head. “Let’s just go to the room,” I said. I was nervous; a part of me just wanted to get it over with and another part of me wanted it to last forever. But I knew that I just needed to feel that satisfaction. I just needed to feel that warm goo across my belly and I would be able to sleep well for a night.

“If that’s what you want, that’s what you’ll get,” he said. He took my hand. He had a big hand. I thought for a moment about telling him that I was a male—but I knew that it would ruin everything. He didn’t have to know. I went to lengths to make sure he wouldn’t find out, so why would I consider ruining it? I hated being deceitful… though it was also thrilling at the same time.

We went up to the top floor where there was only a single room at the end of a short hallway. He punched in his keycard and opened the door for me. The room was beautiful, with an amazing view—but I wasn’t there to take in the sights. I turned to my date. I bit down on my tongue. “Do you have the money?” I asked.

He pointed to a dresser. There was a wad of cash sitting there. “You can count it, if you want.”

“I trust you,” I said. Then I looked down at his pants. I could make out the slight definition of his bulge. He had a big cock: eleven inches. I hadn’t forgotten the cucumber. I took a deep breath.

“Should we kiss?” he asked.

I shook my head. “Let’s skip that stuff.”

“Can I eat you out first?” he asked. His cheeks turned red. He clearly got off on pregnancy. I’d been doing a lot of reading on pregnancies, and apparently the discharges I’d been having were perfectly normal. I had a feeling that he wanted to taste it—and maybe I should have let him. But I couldn’t just let him stick his face between my legs; there was too much down there to give me away. So I shook my head. “Let me suck you. Take out your cock.”

He fished out his flaccid penis and I walked up and sunk down to my knees. The cock didn’t make me squeamish the way it would have a few months ago. It was large and mesmerising. I gripped it firmly and gently pulled back his foreskin. I could already feel it throbbing. I looked up at him. “Are you going to last long for me?” I asked.

“I’ll last as long as I can,” he said. “But you’re so hot—I don’t know how long I’ll make it. Can you pull your dress up, so I can see your bump?”

I took a deep breath. Pulling my dress up meant exposing my panties and the bulge of my cock. My cock was flattened down pretty well, but the thought of him looking between my legs still made me nervous. I gently pulled my skirt up, tugging up my tight dress, until my belly was exposed. He let out a whimper. I gently rubbed my belly. “Is this where you want to come?” I asked.

He nodded his head. Now his face was dark red. I bit my lip, smiled, and winked. Then I lifted up his nearly-erect cock and sunk it into my mouth. I bobbed my head a few times, and then he said, “Keep rubbing your belly.” So I kept rubbing my belly. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling of those thick veins on my tongue. It was nice—while it lasted, but it didn’t last long. “Oh God,” he groaned. I leaned back and looked up at him to make sure that he was okay. Then he grabbed the cock from me and pointed it down, just in time. He spewed cum down onto my belly. I gasped. “I’m sorry,” he said while still coming.

He had a big load spewing out from his big cock. I couldn’t believe it. I was crushed. I came all that way so I could feel it inside of me—not so I could be done in a matter of seconds.

“You can still have the money,” he said when he was finished. “I’m sorry I didn’t last. Just take the money.”

I looked down at my cum-covered tummy. Big globs trickled down towards my panties. “No,” I said. “Part of the deal was anal sex.”

“I know,” he said. “I’m sorry about that—but I guess it’s less work for you, right?”

“Lay down, on your back,” I said, feeling suddenly angry. “Do it.” I pointed at the large bed.

He paused for a moment. Then he walked over to the bed. “What is this for?” he said. His cock was slumping now.

“Lay down,” I said. He followed the order. I climbed up next to him and I grabbed that big cock. I started to pump it, trying to make it hard again.

He squirmed. “That doesn’t feel right,” he said.

“Too bad,” I said. “You made a deal.” I used both of my hands to pump it while he groaned and squirmed. I knew very well that getting jerked right after coming is a weird, and sometimes somewhat painful feeling. But I wasn’t about to leave with a messy stomach and no satisfaction in my tush. After a minute of pumping, he started getting hard. He was still squirming, but I didn’t care. I wanted what I wanted. I squeezed hard and pumped faster, until his eleven inches were standing upright. Then I spat on his tip and mounted his shaft.

“It doesn’t feel right,” he said. “What if we meet again tomorrow? Or you can stay the night and we can do it again in the morning.”

“Now,” I said, and then I sat down, feeling my anus stretching as his length sunk into my body. I groaned and fell forward, sinking my fingernails into his chest. “Shit,” I moaned.

He was still tense and clenching, uncomfortable, but I didn’t care. I started bouncing, taking more and more of his erection with each lift and fall. It wasn’t long before I had all of him inside of me, stretching me wide and plugging me deep. It felt nice—amazing even. I felt a discharge from my pussy, which he clearly felt too. He gasped and then his body finally relaxed. “Do you like that?” I asked.

He nodded his head. So I reached between my legs and wiped a bit of the sticky discharge with my fingertips. I brought it to his lips and made him lick it off. I suddenly felt his cock get harder inside of me. Then I giggle. “You really do like it,” I said. I wiped up more and made him lick it up. I kept bouncing, massaging the inside of my ass with his rugged cock. I used my hands to explore his sweaty muscles.

I bounced and bounced. Fifteen beautiful minutes went by. I was dripping sweat, but I didn’t want to stop bouncing. I grabbed my large breasts and squeezed them hard. His gaze was glued to me. “I’m going to come,” he said.

“Good,” I said. “Come in me.”

“I want to come on your belly,” he said.

“You already did,” I said, without stopping. I kept bouncing, feeling that rugged shaft rubbing inside of my body.

“I want to do it again,” he said. “Please. Quick! I’m coming now.” His voice was strained. So I sat up, letting his cock fall out of me. Then I sat on his thighs and pulled his cock towards my stomach—just in time. He blasted my stomach with long streaks of cum. His cum was much thicker this time, blasting in giant globs that trickled slowly towards my panties, which were doing a surprisingly good job of containing my erection. I rubbed the cum all over my skin, making myself glisten with his seed. He watched with glowing eyes. Then I bent over and sucked the last drop out from his tip, getting a taste of my own asshole as well.

I stood up. He was too exhausted to move, so he just followed me with his eyes. “That was amazing,” he said.

My heart was pounding. I enjoyed the romp a little bit too much. I wanted to make him hard again so I could ride his big shaft again—but I knew that was asking too much. He hardly got it up for the second round, so I knew my time was up. But I couldn’t stop staring at that limp erection, red from being squished in my anus for almost twenty beautiful minutes.

I was straight—at least I thought that I was straight. Now I was starting to worry. I liked girls, but I had the strangest craving for cock. I just didn’t feel satisfied. I wanted more—a lot more. I wanted to find another man to plug my back door. I wanted to feel a cumshot in my mouth. I wanted to feel a creampie in my ass. I wanted to rub along giant load of sperm all over my naked body. What was happening to me? Were these urges connected to my new hormones?

“I need to go,” I said.

“You don’t want to stay for a while?” he asked.

I shook my head. “I need to go.” I got out of there as quickly as I could, and I didn’t look back.
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He wasn’t my last fling. I started going to bars late at night, dolled up and dressed like a slut so that men would know that I was looking for action. At first I tried to hide my bump with big sweaters, but then I started to realise that men were more keen to take me to bed if they saw the big bump. It seemed to turn guys on—and some guys really seemed to like all of the fluids and creams that came out of my pussy during sex.

I had one awkward encounter with a very horny man. Luckily he was too drunk to realise what he was doing—but while he was fucking me in the ass, doggy-style, he reached around and started to rub my cock, probably thinking he was rubbing a pussy. I didn’t have any hands to stop him, so I just prayed that I would stay soft and my shaft in my panties would continue to feel like bulging pussy lips. But then I started getting hard. He was rubbing my erect shaft. I froze and waited for him to realise—but he never did. He even ended up making me cum. He got my cum on his fingers, and I told him that it was just a pregnancy expulsion. He was so turned on that he licked the cum off of his fingers. He wasn’t very smart—and that was probably for the best.

I don’t know why men were so turned on by my pregnancy. Maybe it was all the fluids or maybe it was just the extra hormones that were radiating off of my body. Maybe men are attracted to fertility—and what’s more fertile than a baby in the belly?

At thirty weeks, I started to feel the baby kicking. Reality sunk back in: I was going to have a baby. I knew that it wouldn’t hurt—Timothy and Petra had a detailed plan on how they were going to take the baby out, and it involved numbing my body completely. The plan was also to take out the uterus and ovaries during the same operation, so that I would be completely done with this very strange part of my life.

And that day was coming any day now. The baby would leave along with my hormones. My body would—for the most part—go back to normal. I would need another operation to have the breasts removed, and then another to fix some of the stretch marks and scars.

I was afraid—not to have the baby, but to not have it. I was terrified of my life going back to normal. I was enjoying my time as a woman. For eight months, I’d felt more comfortable than ever before. I liked being sexy. I liked turning heads. But I knew it wasn’t the way it was supposed to be. I knew that I only liked that feeling because of the hormones I wasn’t supposed to have. I kept reminding myself that I was only doing it for the money—and I had more money now than ever before. It had been over a month since I’d gone online to gamble. I hadn’t spent a dime on liquor since early in my first trimester. I hadn’t spent a dime on drugs since before I was pregnant. I was sober for the first time in my life, but when I was out in public, all dolled up, I felt higher than ever in the best way possible.

And I was starting to realise that it wasn’t even a sex thing. I would feel that high in the middle of the day as I sat at a cafe and sipped coffee. I just loved feeling cute and sexy. I loved the breeze under my skirt. I loved the way my long eyelashes fluttered when I blinked while wearing mascara. I didn’t want to lose my new identity.

I started dreading my appointments, knowing Timothy and Petra would be there, meaning I couldn’t show up as a girl. I hated putting on my male clothes—and the only time I ever wore those clothes now was when I was meeting with them.

As soon as our appointments were over, I would quickly get changed into my female guise and I would enjoy the rest of my day.

At thirty-four weeks, Petra showed up at my door. She knocked, but I was just doing my makeup, so I pretended not to be home. She knocked again and again, knocking for fifteen minutes straight. So I finally washed off my makeup, put on a t-shirt and a pair of jeans, and I answered the door, feeling a bit frustrated. “What is it?” I asked.

“Why did it take you so long to answer?” she asked, looking down at my belly to make sure it was still there.

“I was in a call,” I said, lying.

“What call?”

“It’s none of your business. It’s for a project I’m working on—if you really need to know.”

“It is my business,” she said. Her eyes were watery.

“How?”

“Because you never answer the door,” she said. “We knock every few days, and you never answer, even though we know you’re home most of the time. Are you doing drugs? Please tell me you aren’t doing drugs.”

“I’m not doing drugs!” I said.

Now she looked like she was going to cry. “This is probably going to be my only baby,” she said. “Please don’t do drugs. It’s only a few more weeks.”

“Petra, I’m not doing drugs,” I said, rolling my eyes. She looked so fragile and hurt. I hated seeing her in such a state. “The baby is fine.”

“So why don’t you answer? What are you hiding from us? I can’t take it anymore. I haven’t slept in weeks. I sit up all night worrying—about the baby, and about you. I didn’t want to put this on you, but we had no other choice.”

“The baby is fine. Can’t you just trust me?” I said.

She stared into my eyes. “I don’t know,” she said. “I don’t think I can. We know about the liquor under the bathroom sink. We found it back when you first got pregnant. Timothy wanted to confront you about it, but I told him to trust you. But now you keep your curtains closed. I know that you know we drive by—but how are we supposed to help it? That’s our baby in there.”

“Please just trust me,” I said.

“I can’t,” she said. “I’m sorry, but you have a track record that’s impossible to ignore. You have DUIs. You’ve been arrested for having drugs. You used to spend weeks in bed after partying. Timothy was driving downtown last week—coming home from a bar where he was meeting with a client. He said he saw your car parked downtown, near a place where people buy drugs.”

“Petra, relax,” I said. “I wasn’t buying drugs.” I knew I shouldn’t have parked there. It was indeed a place where people bought drugs, but I was there to see a man who had the perfect cock. I’d met him at a bar and I’d met up with him a few times—but we never drank alcohol together or did any drugs.

“I can’t relax. I can’t take it anymore. You took twenty minutes to answer the door just now. What were you doing? What are you hiding from us?”

I sighed. “You wouldn’t get it. You would just judge me even more—and that honestly seems impossible right now.”

“What can I say, Carson? You’ve made choices in your life that deserve to be judged. I can’t just forget about your past—no matter how hard I try. As far as I know, it’s not just your past.”

“I’ve been going out as a girl,” I said.

Then she suddenly became silent. Her eyes became wide. “What?” she said.

“I put on makeup and cute outfits and I go out. Okay? It’s embarrassing and I didn’t want you to know. When you showed up just now, I was almost done doing my makeup. I know—I know. It’s humiliating. It’s not something men are supposed to do. And I’m pretty sure it has something to do with all the hormones, but I can’t help it. Now you know. Now you know why I was wearing lingerie that day. I had a feeling that you thought I was just wasted on drugs, but I’d been dressing up. Happy now?”

She kept staring at me with those wide eyes. “You’re going out as a girl?”

“Yeah,” I said. “And I like it. Just go ahead and laugh—get it out of your system. I haven’t had a drink in months and I haven’t touched drugs since this whole thing started. I even stopped gambling recently. I get everything I need from going out in cute outfits.”

“W—What do you do when you go out?” she asked.

“Lots of stuff. Everything. I get coffee, I’ve gone to a few dance bars—not to drink, just to dance. Sometimes I just walk around. Sometimes I meet up with guys. Maybe I’m gay or bisexual or something—I don’t know.”

“That’s why you haven’t been answering the door?” she said.

“That’s why. And the worst part is that I like it. I don’t want it to end—and that just makes me want this to end even more. I don’t want these urges. I don’t want to feel like a weirdo. I liked being normal.” A sudden pain made me bend over. “Shit.” I grabbed at my stomach.

“What is it?” Petra said. Her face suddenly turned white.

“I don’t know. It hurts.” I had to sit down on the step.

She crouched down next to me and put her hand on my shoulder. “Where does it hurt?”

“Everywhere,” I said. It was a horrible cramp. I’d had a few over the past couple of days, but this one was particularly horrible. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. It was two minutes later when the cramp went away.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“I think I’m fine,” I said.

“Let’s go inside and make you a tea. I’ll see if I can’t get the doctor on the phone. We can ask if he thinks you should go in to be checked out.” So we went inside. I sat down and Petra put on tea. While she was waiting for the tea to boil, she sauntered over to my bedroom and pushed open the door. She poked her head in.

“Checking out my drug stash?” I asked.

She went into my room and then came out with the little black dress I planned on wearing that day. “This really is cute,” she said.

“It’s a bit small on me now, with my bump, but I was still going to wear it,” I said.

“I think it could look cute on you.”

I caught myself smiling—then the pain returned. I bent over and groaned loudly. “Ouch! It hurts so bad.” She rushed over and sat next to me again. “Is it the same pain?”

I nodded my head.

“Oh my God. I hope it’s not a miscarriage. We need to get you to the hospital.”

“Okay,” I said. I couldn’t speak anymore after that—the pain was too intense. She helped me over to her car. The pain went away once I was settled in the passenger seat, but it came back when we were a few minutes away from the house. Now it was brutally intense, nearly making me scream. She put her hand on my back and gently rubbed.

“It’ll be okay,” she said.

Nurses met us in front of the hospital. They put me in a wheelchair and rushed us to the elevator. They took us straight to the maternity ward and started hooking me up to their machines. The doctor came into the room and looked at a squiggly graph. He nodded his head and turned to the nurses. “Looks like you’ve been in labour for at least a day already,” he said. “This baby is coming out now.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. The baby was coming early. The pains I’d been feeling—and trying mostly to ignore—were contractions, and now the baby was apparently right there. The doctor peeled apart the lips of my pussy and said that he could see the baby’s head.

“Are you going to put me under?” I asked.

“For what?” he said.

“The C-section,” I said.

“It’s too late for that. The baby is already pushing through your cervix. You need to start pushing.”

I stared in horror at the doctor. There were fifteen people in the room, all buzzing around. “Start pushing,” said one of the nurses. “Push with your contraction.”

The next fifteen minutes were painful, exhausting, and messy. The doctor unintentionally embarrassed me at one point by saying, “It looks like you’ve been having sex. It’s helped to soften your cervix in a great way.” Petra looked over at me, but I was too afraid to look back at her.

The baby came with one last, intense push. I could feel everything stretching in ways that no man should be stretched. Luckily the baby was small—even for its age, coming in at just four pounds and four ounces. There wasn’t too much damage done between my legs.

I watched as my sister held her baby. Its name was Sofia. She cried and then a minute later it latched onto Petra’s boob. Timothy came running into the room, smiling and crying. He hugged his wife. It was a nice moment—though nobody warned me about the gross stuff that came after birthing a child. The nurses took a couple of hours to clean me up properly.

“We’ll have to schedule another date to remove the uterus and the ovaries,” the doctor said when he came to check in on us. “We’ll get those back into Petra’s body, and everything will be back to normal.”

“Thank you, doctor,” Petra said.

“Well wait,” I said, biting down on my tongue. “This is maybe a crazy idea.” And it really did seem crazy, especially after enduring the worst pain of my life. It still hurt down there—but the pain seemed worth it. “What if they want another baby? What if Sofia wants a sibling?”

Timothy and Petra both looked at me with bright, wide eyes. “You would do that?” Timothy said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Give me a few months to recover, and then maybe we can talk about it.” I smiled. Petra bit her lip and teared up.

And to be honest, I was just excited to hold onto those hormone-producing ovaries for a little bit longer. I loved what they were doing to my body and I wanted to see how much more I could get out of them.

“That sounds like a great idea,” said Timothy. So I got to hold onto Petra’s female pieces. I was going to need them, because Petra turned out to be a great mom—and she deserved a big family.

THE END
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DIRTY TEXTING WITH HER


Cal needs a new phone, but he can’t afford one, so he’s forced to turn to classifieds listings in hopes of finding something that will work until he can get his finances under control. Thankfully, he comes across an ad: someone looking to get rid of their phone, along with the remainder of their plan. The offer seems too good to be true.

So Cal buys the phone off of a guy he meets in a dark parking lot. The phone seems to be working fine, meeting all of Cal’s needs. Then, a few days later, he gets a text message: a spicy picture from a fit young woman. Cal is tempted to tell the girl she has the wrong number, but ultimately, he succumbs to the temptation of stringing her along in hopes of getting some more pictures. The next thing he knows, he’s texting the girl every day, completely oblivious to the reality of who she really is.


CHAPTER 1
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Iwas on my way to work when I dropped my phone. I’d dropped the thing a million times before, but for some reason, this was the time that it decides to explode into a thousand little pieces. And I would have gathered all those little pieces had half of them not fallen down onto the subway tracks.

“Shitty,” a young man said, without standing up from his comfortable seat on the bench.

I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders. “I needed a new one anyway,” I said, trying to save as much face as possible. There were at least a dozen people staring at me, so I had to keep that forced smile on my face for a long time. I felt like an idiot. Sure, the phone was old, but I didn’t want to have to get a new one. I couldn’t afford a new one. I couldn’t even afford an old one. All of my files were on that phone: all of my photos and my notes and my contacts. I probably should have climbed down onto the tracks to grab the bigger part of the phone, which certainly had all of that vital information on it—but the thought of doing it in front of everyone was just too embarrassing. I just wanted to pretend like I didn’t care.

After work that afternoon, I went to the phone store to look at my options. I was relieved by the signs in the window: get your next phone absolutely FREE! It seemed too good to be true, and it was. After waiting for an hour to get a meeting with a salesman, I found out that the phone was only free when you signed up for a two-year plan, costing $150.00 per month. I didn’t have that kind of money. “Is there a cheaper option?” I asked. And there was a cheaper option: a $30.00 per month plan, but then the phone was full price, almost two thousand bucks. I didn’t have two thousand bucks or even one thousand bucks. I had one hundred dollars in my bank account.

“What about financing? Do you guys do financing?” I asked.

He gave me a form and I filled it out. He took it to the back and then I waited for what felt like another hour. Now, it was getting dark outside. Now, my whole day was being wasted on this ridiculous phone fiasco. Finally, the man came back. “We’re closing in ten minutes,” he said.

“What about the phone?” I said.

“Oh, sorry,” he said. “You weren’t approved for financing. Didn’t I tell you that already? We ran your information through the credit office, and they turned you down.”

“But—But I need a phone,” I said, forcing another smile, trying to look like I wasn’t that put off by the rejection. But really, I was horribly embarrassed. The minimum-wage phone salesman was looking at me with a pitiful look.

All of my old high school friends were now respectable men. They all had good careers, wives, children, homes, cars—and a few of them even had country club memberships and swimming pools. Not me. I had nothing. I was a temp at an office, being paid one dollar more than minimum wage (and paying 15% of my income to the temp agency). I took the bus to work with a fake bus pass that I made in Photoshop. I lived in a leaky apartment on the unsavory end of town. And my credit was apparently terrible.

“So what are my options here?” I asked.

“You can get our cheapest plan and find an old phone to use,” he said. “My deal—I mean—my friend gets used phones on Craigslist for like ten bucks.” He used his long, pointy fingers to push back his shaggy hair.

“I can do that?” I said. “I can just buy a used phone and you can activate it?”

“Yeah. We have a fifty-dollar activation fee though, and you have to pay two months upfront for our entry plan.” I did the math quickly in my head, then I forced another embarrassed smile.

“Okay, I’ll think about that,” I said, and then I went home. I felt defeated. An embarrassing nausea boiled in my gut. I couldn’t even afford their cheapest plan, which didn’t even come with a phone. I didn’t have one hundred and ten dollars to activate a phone and pay the first two months. I had one hundred dollars, and I needed it for rent, and to pay for my heat.

When I got home, I crashed on my couch. I buried my face into my pillow and exhaled deeply, expelling as much of that humiliation from my body as possible. After five minutes of staring into my pillow, I took a deep breath and surfaced. Maybe I didn’t need a phone. Maybe I could just use my laptop whenever I had internet access. It’s not like people need phones. I made it through the first sixteen years of my life without a cellphone. My parents didn’t have cellphones until they were in their fifties.

It wasn’t even an hour before I was missing my phone. I wanted to message my best friend, Jonesy, but he didn’t have a Facebook. I sent him an e-mail. “Want to grab a drink? I’ve had a long day,” I wrote, but he didn’t reply—probably because he only checked his email once each day, in the morning before work.

So I waited.

I felt strangely bored, like I had absolutely nothing to do. I was used to sitting and surfing the web on my phone. I tried to do the same thing with my computer, but somehow it wasn’t the same. I squirmed and groaned and realized that I probably had a phone addiction, like so many people my age. And I probably could have battled my way through my boredom, but my addiction got the better of me. I ended up on Craigslist, looking at cheap phones. I figured I could ask friends to borrow money. I would pay them back. I just needed a phone. I really needed a phone.

‘MUST PAY CASH: take over my phone plan,’ said one posting. I clicked it. ‘Need money for an emergency bill. Carrier charges one-hundred to cancel plan—seems like a waste. Take my phone and take over my plan. Plan is $35.00 a month, 2 GB of data. $100.00 obo.’

I stared at the advertisement for a long time, trying to weigh the pros and cons. Was it some sort of scam, or was it a legit offer? I had a hundred bucks. I could afford the phone, and then I would have the man’s plan. Sure, I would have to make the payments, but that was something I could worry about later.

It was a newer phone, with three cameras, in seemingly perfect condition. Hell, it was a better phone than the one that came with the expensive plan at the phone store, and it was a lot nicer than the phone I accidentally smashed all over the subway station. “Is this still available?” I asked in an email.

And the fellow replied quickly. “Yes. Can you pick it up now? I’m only taking cash.”

I took a deep breath. “Would you take eighty for it?”

There was a short delay, and then he replied. “You can make the payments, right? I don’t want my credit getting fucked over.”

“Sure, no problem,” I said.

“We can transfer the payments to your card when we meet,” he said. “Do you know the Canadian Tire on 14th? There’s a big parking lot. We can meet there in thirty minutes.”

So I sprung to my feet. I put on my shoes and rushed out the door to catch the bus to 14th street. I was nervous. I didn’t like the idea of meeting a stranger. This person knew that I was coming with cash. What if this was a robbery? What if they were just easily luring me to a dark, empty place?

I felt like I had no other options. I wanted to have a phone. Being phoneless in 2021 was a terrible feeling, almost as if I wasn’t actually a part of society. I felt disconnected and lost. I felt like a part of me was missing. I hated that I felt that way. I would never admit it out loud to any of my friends—and definitely not to my parents—but it was the way that I felt, and I wanted to feel normal again.

I reached the Canadian Tire a few minutes before our meeting time, after stopping at a gas station ATM. The parking lot had two levels. The lower level was desolate, so I found the cold cement stairwell and I climbed up to the second level. Now, flickering white lights washed out the sky above me. There were a few cars parked in the large space, but they all appeared to be empty. I sauntered closer to the parked cars and peered into the windows, just to make sure there wasn’t a short fellow waiting inside of one.

I must have looked like a common thief, looking for loose change or phone charging cables. I stuffed my hands into my pockets and I wandered into the middle of the parking lot. Then I waited. With each passing minute, I felt more foolish—and more terrified. It was a truly desolate place: the perfect place to mug someone.

I clutched my cash in my pocket. It was all I had—almost every single dollar I had to my name.

Then, bright headlights struck my back, sending my long shadow streaking across the parking lot. I turned around and covered my eyes. An old sedan was creeping towards me. It was a rusty unit, squeaking as the worn tires struck every little bump on the relatively smooth pavement. I stepped aside, just in case it was someone who needed by. Then the sedan stopped, twenty feet away from me.

There were two people in the car, but I could only see their silhouettes. They were staring at me, sizing me up, assessing whether or not I was a risk. It was a long minute before the passenger door opened and one of the men stepped out. “Cal?” he called out.

“That’s me,” I said, looking back at the stairwell door, just in case I needed to make a run for it. My heart was pounding. Why couldn’t I just meet the guy at his house?

He stepped towards me, standing in front of his headlights now. Now, he was just a black figure, wearing a baseball cap, which was pushed down to almost cover his eyes. As he got closer, my heart rate increased. I took a series of deep breaths, clutching that money in my pocket. Now, I was ready to throw the money at him if it would mean him leaving me alone.

He reached into his pocket as if he was reached for a gun. I became tense all over, bending my knees slightly as if I was about to spring into the air like a cartoon kangaroo. I was ready to flee, ready to run for my life. Then he pulled out the phone. It was shining, in mint condition. “Here it is. You have the cash, right?” he said.

I stared at that phone for a long moment. “Does it work?” I asked.

“Of course it works,” he said, tapping the screen to make it light up. Then he reached into his other pocket and pulled out the charging cable, also in mint condition. “The cash.”

So I quickly pulled out the eighty dollars: four crisp bills, fresh from the ATM. I held my hand out and he took the money, putting his phone into my hand.

“Thanks,” I said, and then I turned around to leave.

“Wait,” he said.

I turned back around and looked at his face: a dark shadow before his own headlights. I blinked a few times and then his face started revealing itself through the darkness. He was a normal-looking guy: brown eyes, brown hair, thick eyebrows, small nose. He actually looked a bit familiar, but I couldn’t quite place him.

“We need to set up the payments,” he said.

“Right,” I said. My heart relaxed slightly.

“The page is open there,” he said. “All you have to do is put in your credit card info and press submit.”

“Cool. Thanks,” I said.

“Do it,” he said. “I want to see you do it before you take the phone.”

A cool shiver zapped through my body. “Oh. Okay,” I said. So I pulled out my credit card. He turned away.

“Tell me when you’ve put in your number. I just need to see the confirmation.”

I punched in my number. I was terrified it was going to be declined. I don’t think I could take another humiliating credit rejection. So I breathed deeply, filled out the info, and then I said, “I’m going to press submit now.” He turned around and looked at the screen as it loaded. A spinning circle appeared on the screen. We both leaned in as the new page loaded.

‘Your payment info has been updated,’ the new page said, and then I let out a sigh of relief.

“Alright, man,” he said. “The phone’s all yours. Enjoy.” And then I noticed something familiar about his voice. Maybe he was just one of those people: an everyman face with an everyman voice. I didn’t think too much into it.

He walked back to his car and I turned around. Now, I was clutching that phone firmly. I didn’t want to drop it. It didn’t have a case and it seemed so fragile, with the entire frontside of the phone being a screen. I kept that phone clutched in my pocket until I was seated safely on the bus. Then, I started to make it my own, changing the background image, adding familiar apps, and so on. The seller had already deleted all of his messages and photos, so it felt like I was getting a brand-new phone for almost nothing. It was a small victory to end a rough day.

I still had twenty bucks left in my bank account, so the next day, I spent that money on a decent phone case, giving me a little bit more peace of mind.


CHAPTER 2
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It took a few days to get all of my old contacts logged in correctly. I had to message friends on Facebook and through email. Some friends were quicker to reply. Some didn’t reply right away; I knew that there were going to be some that would take weeks. It wasn’t a perfectly ideal situation, but I felt like I’d won in a small way. I could have left that phone store with a lousy plan and a cheap flip phone, and it would have cost me more than I spent on this big, shiny new device.

I was at work, sitting at my desk, when my phone buzzed. I assumed it was one of my friends confirming my new phone number. So without even looking down at the phone, I swiped it open and then I slowly turned my head down.

Then, I gasped and shoved the phone away before anyone saw the screen. My heart was suddenly rattling against my ribcage. On my phone’s screen was a picture of a pair of naked female legs, covered in what appeared to be cum.

I looked around the office to make sure nobody saw my screen. I didn’t even have a cubicle, just a desk that was ten feet from another desk. My office neighbor looked up at me and I forced a smile. “Almost lunchtime, eh?” I said with a nervous laugh.

She smiled and went back to work—at least I think she smiled. It was always hard to tell with those masks. Her mask was black and it covered her entire face from her cheekbones down. And maybe she couldn’t see my own smile through my mask—not that it made any difference.

I slipped my phone into my pocket and tried not to think of the image. I felt my phone buzz again. This time, I got up to use the bathroom, and I didn’t check the phone until I was in a stall. The new buzz was a message: ‘Remember this? Don’t you miss me?’

I stared at the picture of the long, smooth legs, streaked with thick cum. Apparently, I bought the phone off of a player. Now, his girlfriend was texting me—or maybe she was just his booty call. I started typing out a reply. I wrote ‘Sorry, but you have the wrong number.’ But she didn’t really have the wrong number, she just didn’t realize that her boy no longer had his phone. So I tried writing out another message, which I also didn’t send. ‘I just bought this phone. New owner.’ I tried a few different variations, but they all seemed awkward. I didn’t want to embarrass the girl, and I didn’t want to throw the guy who sold me the phone under the bus. I didn’t want to send some angry chick after him. Maybe he didn’t want the girl to track him down.

But what was I supposed to say? How could I reply to this girl? How could I let her down properly without getting the phone seller in trouble?

I thought about it some more, and suddenly felt an easing. The girl had no idea who I was, so it’s not like I would have to feel embarrassed by messaging her back, however I decided to message her. And if she went after the guy who sold me the phone, that didn’t matter either, because he had no idea who I was. Sure, he knew my first name and he had my email, but that wasn’t enough to track me down and give me what for. Thankfully, we just met in a parking lot.

But the realization that I was free of consequences however I chose to reply introduced a new possibility: leading the girl on. Maybe I could just play along with the message and make her think that I was the original owner of the phone. Maybe I could get her to send me a picture of her tits or her pussy. My heart raced at the thought. I felt naughty thinking about it. It seemed so wrong—but I was bored. Maybe it could be fun. Maybe I could just string her along a little bit.

So I messaged her back. “Of course I remember,” I wrote. My hands were trembling when I pressed send. Then my heart raced faster than ever as I stared at my screen, awaiting a reply.

The reply didn’t come right away. I was back at my desk and digging through emails when my phone finally vibrated again. I sat upright and nearly gasped. I could feel beads of sweat tickling my forehead. I looked around with a fabricated smile on my face. Maybe this wasn’t something to be done at work. Maybe I was being reckless. I needed that job, and I would certainly be fired if I was caught looking at sexy photos on my phone while on the job.

I reached into my pocket and clutched my phone. I looked up, across the office at Jill, the beautiful blonde who was always wearing tiny dresses to work. I’d always fantasized about asking her on a date, but I’d never mustered up the courage. I was convinced that she was out of my league. Now, I was just making sure that she wasn’t looking at me as I reached for my phone. I pulled it out, then a man tapped on my shoulder. I nearly screamed as I spun around, quickly turning my phone over onto my lap.

“Hey,” the man said. He worked in the basement, sorting through office mail. I saw him once each week. He was a friendly guy, but a bit chatty for my liking. And for some reason, he always wanted to chat with me and nobody else. Maybe I seemed more inviting than my neighbors. Maybe he knew that I was new and he was newer as well.

“H—Hi,” I said, straightening myself and forcing a smile onto my face.

“Working hard?” he said with a small laugh.

“Always,” I said.

He handed me my mail: a single letter that wasn’t at all important. “Thanks,” I said.

“Get up to anything on the weekend?” he asked, leaning his elbow onto my desk. When I first met him, I assumed that he was gay. He always singled me out, and he never talked to any of the girls in the office. But the more and more I saw him, the more I realized that he was probably just looking for a friend. Now, I couldn’t remember his name. I knew it started with a B. Bobby? Brian? Bill? No—but it was something like that.

“Nothing interesting,” I said. “You know—with covid. Still just waiting for everything to open back up.”

“I hear that,” he said. He looked right into my eyes, and then I reconsidered that possibility: was he gay? Was he trying to hit on me? “Well, when the bars finally open again, we should grab a drink and watch a game.” Again, it was hard to know if he was hitting on me. Was he asking me on a date, or did he just think that I was a prime friend candidate? The day I met him I was wearing a Boston Bruins hat. I’d seen him with a Dallas Stars hat, so maybe he just picked me out because he assumed we had common interests.

“Sure,” I said with a hesitant smile. He walked away and I opened my letter. It was just the office monthly report. I skimmed it quickly and then I went back to work. I decided not to open my phone again—not until it was my break and I was sure that I was in a private area.

“Do you miss me?” the new message read. And now, the girl was sending me a mirror selfie. She was clad in pink lingerie, pushing her fingers between her legs as if she was rubbing her pussy while thinking about me—or I should say, about the guy who previously owned the phone.

My heart fluttered. The girl had a nice body: smooth curves, long legs, smooth skin. Her bust wasn’t very big, but I had always been into girls with smaller breasts for whatever reason. “You look hot,” I wrote back. Once again, my heart pounded into my chest. I felt like I was taking a big risk. What if the guy who sold me the phone found out that I was texting his girl? What if he tracked me down using my email?

My palms were sweaty now and even my jaw was trembling slightly. I had to put my phone down for a moment. I took a sip of cool water and then I took a deep breath.

My phone vibrated again. I looked at the screen. “How badly do you want to fuck me right now?” she asked. And now, she was sending a close up of her crotch, still with her hand pressed between her thighs, hiding the bulge of her pussy in her tight pink lacy outfit.

“If I was there now, I would fuck your brains out,” I wrote with trembling fingers. I took another deep breath, looking around the break room to ensure that I was alone. Now, my cock was beginning to throb. The excitement was starting to arouse me. I bit down on the edge of my tongue to calm myself down. Then I watched my phone’s screen as she typed out a new message.

“I can’t wait until I’m back in town,” she wrote. Then she sent a picture of a long dildo, which was the same shade of pink as her lingerie. “Until then, at least I have this.”

“That looks like fun,” I wrote. “Is it new?”

“You got it for me. Don’t you remember?” she wrote. It was a minute later when she sent a photo of her lips, with the tip of the dildo on her tongue. She still hadn’t sent a picture of her face. I had no idea what she looked like. But she was wearing dark red lipstick, and there were lipstick imprints on the dildo tip, telling me that the lipstick was put on freshly for that snap.

“Oh, it’s that one,” I said. My heart skipped a beat. “Of course I remember.” I looked around once more. I had to reach down to stuff my erection between my legs, so it wouldn’t create an embarrassing bulge. “I’m glad to see it’s still treating you well.”

“I always think of you whenever I’m stuffing myself with it,” she wrote. “Send a picture of your hard cock. I want to see it.”

My heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. I felt dizzy. I looked around the room with dark red cheeks. I cleared my throat and then I casually sauntered over to the bathroom at the far end of the hallway, so I could have more privacy.

I slipped into one of the stalls. I took a deep breath and wiped my forehead with my sleeve. I was getting too carried away with this girl. But what could I do? This girl was now expecting a picture of a cock. And the thought of sending her one made my body tremble with terror and exhilaration. A very naughty part of me wanted to send her the photos, maybe just to satisfy my boredom.

I unzipped my fly and slipped out my erection. I let out a sigh of relief as the air-conditioned breeze tickled my shaft. I took my camera and aimed it down, framing in the whole length of my throbbing cock. I used my hand to hold my cock firmly in place. I snapped the photo. Then I bit my tongue and held my breath. I had to close my eyes to press send, and then I instantly regretted it. Now, a stranger had a photo of my erect cock. And she wasn’t just a stranger: she was a stranger with my phone number. She was a stranger who knew the guy who sold me the phone, and that guy knew my email address. Surely, that was enough information to track me down.

Oh God—what had I done? Why was I allowing myself to play along with this? Why was I endangering my reputation over a bit of office excitement? I felt so stupid. I was such a tremendous fool. I bit hard on my tongue and shook my head.

Then, she started typing back a message. I waited with my pounding heart. My phone trembled in my hand. I gripped it hard so it wouldn’t slip out from my sweaty palm. Then she replied. “I forgot how big your cock was, baby,” she wrote. “Stroke it for me. Send me a video of you stroking it.” Then she sent me a picture of her body: once again cutting off her face as she clutched her left breast with her left hand. She was standing in front of the bathroom mirror, leaning her weight onto one leg, pronouncing her curves in the sexiest way.

“Use that dildo for me,” I wrote.

It was a minute later when she wrote. “It feels so good inside of me.” But there was no picture.

“I want to see,” I wrote.

And now there was a long silence. One minute went by, and then two minutes went by. I was really starting to sweat now, feeling increasingly stupid with my erection out in that bathroom stall. Why wasn’t she replying? What did I say? Was she catching on that I wasn’t the original owner of the phone? My stomach groaned. I was starting to feel sick. This excitement wasn’t worth the risk. I should have never replied to her. I should have just said, ‘Sorry, you have the wrong number.’ I needed to stop—I knew I needed to stop, yet I was still standing with my cock out in a bathroom stall.

Finally, my phone buzzed. It was a closeup of her bum with that big dildo pushing into her asshole: just the tip. I gasped at the photo. “In the ass, just like you like it,” she wrote with a winking emoji.

I covered my mouth with my hand. I couldn’t believe that I had convinced a girl to put a dildo into her own asshole.

“Now send that video of you stroking it,” she wrote.

Now I had to live up to my end of the bargain. I held my phone carefully, up high, and then I grabbed my cock and started to slowly pump myself. I filmed about twenty seconds before pressing send. Once again, that regret swirled into me. I was just sending her more evidence to use against me: more material to humiliate me with.

“I love your big dick,” she wrote. “I want to see it come. Come for me baby.”

“Push that toy deeper into your body,” I wrote, trying to get a little extra for my efforts. And then there was another long silence. Minutes ticked by and that nervous regret started seeping back in. Finally, the photo came: another closeup of her ass, this time with five inches of dildo pressed into it. “Now come for me,” she wrote.

I stared at the picture and pumped my cock. Once I felt the tingling, I turned on my phone’s camera and started recording. I’d never sent a girl a video of me coming before. I’d never even sent a girl a picture of my cock before. I felt so vulnerable. I was treading into uncharted territory. But I liked it; I liked the excitement. I was having so much fun, even though I was already dreading the consequences.

I groaned. I felt the euphoria surging through my cock. I tried not to let out a yelp, but a small one may have gotten through. Then, cum blasted against the stall door. My hand trembled, but I kept the phone still. I managed to capture the whole thing on camera: every single giant blast of thick goo. I even filmed it oozing down the stall door.

And then, once the euphoria had left my body, I stood motionless, watching the white cum dripping off the stall door, onto the bathroom floor. A surge of embarrassment blasted through me. I hadn’t hit send yet, and maybe it was best that I didn’t. Maybe I’d already sent enough humiliating content into the world for the day.

But she was waiting. I couldn’t just keep her waiting. She did, after all, stick a dildo five inches into her asshole for me. With a dark red face, I pressed send.

“Oh my God,” she wrote. “That was so hot.”

“Send another picture of you. I want to see your pretty face,” I wrote. I wanted to see the face of the girl I was flirting with. I wanted to get a glimpse of the beauty who stuck the plastic cock into her ass for me.

“Can’t now. Late for work!” she wrote. “Thanks for the fun.”

“My pleasure,” I replied. I felt strangely unsatisfied. I wanted to know what she looked like—but I had a feeling I would hear from her again.


CHAPTER 3
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Iwanted to tell my friends about the girl, but I didn’t know how to do it. I wasn’t sure how to tell my buddies that I convinced a hot girl to anally penetrate herself without also telling them that I jerked myself off in the office bathroom. I had to keep the girl a secret, for more reasons than one. I also didn’t want to admit that I was deceiving a girl. It wasn’t exactly something to be proud of, even though it was something that I was proud of.

I let a couple of days go by. I wanted to text the girl back, but I didn’t want her thinking that I was desperate. I didn’t want to ruin what could have been a fun, ongoing thing.

It was three days later when she reached out to me. It was the evening. “Hey sexy,” she wrote. “What are you doing right now?”

I was on my way home from work, on the subway. I felt my face turning red, even though she hadn’t sent any pictures yet. I kept my phone tucked between my legs where nobody could see it, just in case she decided to send a sudden inappropriate photo. “Just heading home,” I said.

“Driving?” she asked.

“Train,” I said.

“Is it busy?” she asked.

“Normally busy for rush hour,” I replied.

“Can anyone see your screen?” she asked. And I knew that she was wanting to send me a photo.

“Lots of people—if they wanted to,” I wrote back. And I thought that would stop her from sending a photo, but I was wrong. She ended up sending a photo of her on her bed, wearing a white satin nightie with black lace embellishments. It was a sexy outfit, hardly covering her legs. I could see her red thong, and then bulge of her pussy. I quickly flipped my screen over and became tense as I noticed the people sitting next to me looking over curiously. Maybe they caught a glimpse of flesh tone, or maybe it was just in my head.

I smiled nervously. Then I felt my phone buzzing. I used one hand to cup the screen and the other to hold the phone. “Did I get you in trouble?” she asked, with the inclusion of an angel emoji.

I had to type carefully, as that image was still on the screen. “People are going to think I’m a pervert.”

“Or maybe they’ll just think you have a hot girlfriend,” she said with a winking emoji. I paused for a moment, feeling a wave of nervousness. Was she the guy’s girlfriend? I’d assumed she was just a horny one-night-stand, but now I wasn’t so sure. Maybe this was her way of asking to be upgraded to girlfriend-status. Maybe I needed to stop toying with this relationship. I didn’t want to be responsible for ruining them.

I had the sudden urge to come clean—but I wanted to get one last bit of fun out of it before I did. “I really want to see your beautiful face,” I wrote.

“Why?” she wrote a minute later. “You know what I look like. If you want to see a picture of my face, go to my Facebook page.”

I thought for a long moment. Then I tried searching her number on Facebook, hoping to find her page so I could see her face—and her name. But nothing came up. I searched her number on Google, but nothing came up. Of course, I couldn’t tell her that I didn’t have her on Facebook, because she certainly was under the assumption that I was her Facebook friend. And what did that say about the relationship that I was endangering? If the guy had her on Facebook, then she was probably a little bit more than a booty call.

“I just want to see your face now,” I said. “I miss your face. I’ve looked through those old photos a million times.” I thought that I was being pretty clever, even though I knew I was taking a big gamble.

“Why don’t you send me a photo of your face?” she said.

My heart rattled against my ribcage. I felt my skin turning white. Maybe I pushed too hard. Maybe this was the end of my flirting fun. “Maybe later,” I said, unable to think of any excuse. “Once I’m home.”

“Why not now?” she wrote.

“There’s so many people around,” I said.

“Who cares about them?” she said.

My heart was racing faster. “I’ll send you a picture of me if you send me a picture of you.”

“I’m heading out for my shift,” she said.

“So? I want to see your pretty eyes.”

There was a silence: a stalemate. She was probably starting to catch on. I couldn’t send her a photo and there was no way this whole scenario would continue without me sending one.

I waited five long minutes. Then I waited ten minutes. I arrived at my stop. I thought about texting her back to ask her if I’d offended her. But I didn’t want to seem desperate. I didn’t want to seem like a creep. So I just walked to my apartment. I got into my place, used the bathroom, and put on the tea. Then, my phone buzzed. I picked it up quickly. It was a photo.

She was wearing a mask, but it was a photo of her face. She was outside, next to a big blue building with white windowsills. Her eyelashes were thick and long. Her skin was smooth and perfect. Her hair looked so soft: blonde and thick, waving down to her shoulders. Her black mask covered her lips, but somehow, I could tell that she had thick, kissable lips.

“You look so beautiful,” I said. And she really did look surprisingly stunning. I didn’t know why I was expecting less. Maybe because she seemed so available. She was so open to sending lewd images, and that was usually something only desperate girls did. But why was this girl desperate? Why did this beautiful woman feel the need to send saucy pictures of herself for validation?

“Now it’s your turn,” she wrote.

I had to send her something. I squirmed and paced around my apartment, looking for some sort of solution to my problem. Then I saw my own face mask. I put it on, along with a baseball cap. I put on a pair of sunglasses. Was it too much? Was she going to call me out for being a sneaky loser? I went outside, to justify the mask, and then I snapped a selfie. My heart pounded with terror. This was an all-or-nothing moment, and I had a feeling I was about to lose it all.

I pressed send. Then I waited.

“Quit being cheeky,” she replied. “I want to see your handsome brown eyes.”

I felt a bit of relief, because I also had brown eyes. Maybe she wouldn’t recognize me. Maybe I looked a little bit like the guy who sold me the phone. So I took off my sunglasses. Now I was really risking everything. If this picture failed me, she could easily go and post it online, asking, ‘Does anyone know this scam artist?’ Maybe the police would get involved. Maybe I would be charged with identity theft.

“Cute,” she replied. “You look younger today.”

I let out the biggest sigh of relief. Maybe my rouse wasn’t over. Maybe I could get more out of her.

“Have a good night at work,” I wrote.

“Thanks, sweetie,” she wrote. “We’ll talk later.”

My heart fluttered back up into the top of my chest. I felt light—weightless. Maybe I had a bit of a crush on this girl. My mind was starting to come up with strategies to turn this texting game into something real. Maybe I could find a way to come clean without scaring her off. Maybe we could laugh about the mistaken identity together. Maybe this would end up being a real relationship. Maybe I was flirting with my future wife.

I looked at the photo of her face again. I zoomed in on her eyes and let out a small sigh. She was prettier than any of the girls that I’d dated before her. She had big, shining eyes. Her eyelashes seemed to flutter in that still image. She had a few cute freckles on her cheekbones.

I looked back at the older photos: pictures of her butthole, with that dildo inside of her. I looked at the photos of her smooth body, posing on the bed and in front of the mirror. I stared at her smooth skin and nearly salivated thinking about her.

And I thought about her until I was drifting off to sleep that night.

Then my phone buzzed. I sat up and rubbed my eyes, looking around my room as I awoke from my dream. I turned and saw my glowing phone on the nightstand, hooked into its charger. I reached for it and held it closer to my face. Now, I was waiting for my eyes to adjust. “Are you awake?” she asked.

It was another moment before I noticed the time: 2:15 AM. I had to be up in four hours for work.

“I am now,” I said, typing slowly as my groggy fingers came to life.

There was a long silence. I sat and stared at my screen, waiting for her to reply. Did I need to say something first? Was she waiting for me to jumpstart the conversation? Then, I suddenly received an image: a picture of her in a small black dress. Her hair was straightened and she was wearing strappy black heels. She looked like she was just coming home from a nightclub.

And a strange part of me suddenly became jealous. I didn’t like the idea of her being out at a club, surrounded by single men. I didn’t want her to ditch me for someone else, even though she wasn’t even with me, and she was in a different town.

“Looking good,” I said.

In the photo, she was using her hand to casually cover the bottom half of her face, showing only her eyes and forehead—but I could tell that she was smiling. “Do you like my dress?” she asked.

“It’s hot,” I said.

“Thanks,” she replied.

“It’s a hot dress, but I think you’d be hotter with it off.”

She sent another photo with the straps of her dress off of her shoulders. Now, the dress was nearly exposing her breasts, about to fall to the floor.

“I wish you were here right now,” she wrote.

“Same,” I said, staring at that photo with glowing eyes. I was quickly waking up. I had a feeling that I wasn’t going to be falling back asleep.

She sent another photo, taken from her face’s POV, looking down her body. Now she was in a bra and panties, with her fingers pressed between her thighs. “I’m thinking about you,” she wrote. “Are you thinking about me?”

“Hell yeah,” I said.

“Prove it,” she said.

It took my tired brain a moment to realize that she was asking for a picture of my cock—which was easy. I flicked on my lamp and I tugged down my boxers. I was already almost erect; I just needed a couple of firm tugs. I groaned and then I let go of my cock once it was throbbing and rock hard. I framed it up with my phone’s camera, and then I snapped a shot.

“How badly do you want me right now?” she asked, sending another photo, this time of her in the mirror again, laying on her stomach, with her hand in front of her lips again. She seemed to be a bit insecure about her mouth—or maybe her jaw or chin or something. She seemed to think that she was prettier with it covered. How bad could it be? The rest of her face was so hot. Her body was insanely beautiful. I found myself gripping my cock and stroking, just staring at her figure.

“I want you badly. I can’t wait until you’re back,” I said. Now, I wasn’t even thinking about the guy she thought she was messaging. I’d forgotten all about him. I was already in the process of fading him out, and fading myself in. I even thought about telling her now. “Grab that dildo.”

“You’re naughty,” she wrote. Then she sent a picture of the dildo.

“Suck it, like you would suck me,” I wrote. “Send a video.”

And I was shocked when I actually got the video: a ten second clip of her bobbing her head on that dildo, pressing it through her lips. Now I could see her jaw and chin and mouth. Everything looked normal. Her eyelashes fluttered near the end of the video, as she attempted to deep-throat the toy.

“You’re so hot,” I wrote back.

“I want you to come on yourself,” she wrote.

I paused for a long moment. I didn’t like the idea of spraying myself with my own substance, but I wanted to make her happy. I wanted to give her what she wanted—and she was giving me what I wanted. So maybe I could use it as a bargaining chip. Maybe I could make her do something naughty in return for me.

“I can do that for you,” I wrote. “If you get that whole cock inside of you. I want another video.” I sent a little devil emoji with the message.

She sent a blushing emoji back. Then two minutes later, I got the video: her phone was propped up and filming her backside. She had the dildo standing upright and her panties pulled to the side, exposing her asshole. She sat down slowly on it, letting out soft little whimpers as it pushed into her body. I watched her cute toes curling and I watched as her back curled. Once the whole toy was in her, she let out a louder sigh: a cute sound that made my cock flutter before hardening in a towering upright position.

“Shit,” I whispered. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. She was so hot, and so dirty. I wanted to have her so badly. I hated that I was pretending to be someone else. I hated that I would probably never have her in the same room with me—with my actual cock inside of her tight asshole.

I sent her a video back, of me stroking my long cock with a clenched fist. This time, I didn’t hesitate before pressing send, and I didn’t feel that nervous dread. Now, I was locked into the act. I was swept away with these new feelings of lust. I just wanted to see more of her.

“Bounce on that cock,” I wrote. And then I got the video of her bouncing up and down, with the phone still propped up behind her. She did an impressive job of getting the entire thing inside of her, and then rising up so high that the tip was just teasing her rim. I watched as she cupped her breasts and squeezed, bouncing faster and faster. Then the video ended.

“Now send me your cumshot—on your chest, or your face if you can come hard enough.”

I didn’t love the idea of coming on my own face, but I wanted to make her happy. I rolled onto my back and propped up my bum so that my cock was aiming down my body. I squeezed hard and pumped. I propped the phone up to take a video, cutting off at my chin. I was careful not to lower myself down, so my face would end up in the video. I pumped hard and fast. I groaned and squirmed, and then my cock unloaded, blasting my chest and face with hot streaks of white cum. I’d never blasted my own face before, so the sensation caught me off-guard. It was a lot warmer than I was expecting. It felt heavy, and it dribbled slowly down the sides of my face. The final few shots pooled on my stomach. I felt a bit embarrassed, but happy to be satisfying the beautiful girl who thought that I was someone else.

I sent the video, and she replied by saying, “You look good covered in cum.”

“You look better,” I said.

“When I’m back in town, you’ll have to cover me in your hot cum,” she said.

“My pleasure,” I replied. “Send another picture of your pretty face.”

And this time, I got a picture of the whole face: no fingers or masks blocking any part of her face. She looked happy, with rosy cheeks and cute freckles.

“Goodnight, beautiful,” I said.

“Goodnight,” she said.

I put my phone down, but I didn’t fall back asleep. How could I sleep, able to watch those videos over and over? She was so stunning. I was falling for her. I needed to be with her. I needed to find a way to convince her not to hate me for deceiving her.

And I knew that I needed to come cleaner sooner rather than later. I knew that my chances worsened with every passing day. So I promised myself that I would message her the next day, and tell her the truth: I would tell her that I wasn’t who she thought I was. It was a big risk, but it was my only chance of getting her.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwas surprised when she sent another photo of herself before noon. Her texting was becoming more frequent. Maybe she wasn’t used to her partner being so receptive. Maybe I was doing something right. Apparently, she was thinking about me—or maybe she was just thinking about the guy she thought she was texting. The latest picture was of her in a cute floral dress, with exposed shoulders and puffy sleeves. It was a short dress, covering the bare minimum amount of leg. She had her makeup done beautifully, as if she was going to some red-carpet event. “Rate me,” she said.

“Ten,” I replied.

She sent a kissy emoji back to me. I tried to build up the courage to come clean with her. I spent a good hour pacing and writing out different messages. I sent none of them. The message needed to be perfect. I didn’t want to lose her.

Then my phone buzzed. She’d sent a video. It was a closeup of her face and she was looking right into the camera. Her eyelashes fluttered like a dancing butterfly. “I wish you were here with me, baby,” she said softly. Her voice was cute, but peculiar. I listened to it over and over and imagined that I was in the room with her. I felt like I could smell her: a sweet and floral perfume. God, I wanted to be with her so badly. Now, writing the perfect coming-clean message was more important than ever. I simply could not lose her.

But I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t risk losing the good thing that I had going. It didn’t help that she sent a photo of her bare chest, with her forearm across her small breasts. “I want you inside of me,” she whispered in the next video message. I was dizzy with lust. I couldn’t get her out from my mind. “Tell me how I should fuck myself,” she said.

“I want you to finger your pussy for me,” I said in a text back. I loved the feeling of my racing heart: that excitement that just wouldn’t fade away.

“Give me something dirtier,” she replied a minute later.

“Fuck your pussy with that dildo,” I said back.

“Dirtier,” she said.

My heart raced faster. I grinned from ear-to-ear as my face turned dark red. And then, in the background of her last video, I noticed a golf bag next to the window. Also on the window were little figurines: a row of ten movie-themed figures. I thought for a long moment. “Fuck yourself with a golf club,” I said.

She sent a grinning emoji back. Then, ten minutes later, she sent the video: her on her back, using two hands to hold the golf club against her anus. She twisted and groaned as the handle of the club penetrated her asshole, while her panties kept her pussy covered carefully. She gasped when the club went in, then the video ended. “That’s all I get?” I asked.

“I can’t send more than thirty seconds,” she said.

Then I had an idea: a scary idea, but the reward seemed worth the risk. I took a deep breath, and then I called her on FaceTime with my curtains closed and my lights turned off. I had a baseball cap on my head as I sat in a dark corner. The phone range for a long time. My heart raced faster than ever, making me worried that I was going to have a heart attack.

Then, she answered. She held the phone away from her, tilted down at her body, not showing much of her face at all. “Hey,” she whispered.

“Hey,” I said in a soft, deeper voice. I tried hard to remember what the guy sounded like who sold me the phone. He had a normal voice from what I could remember.

“What’s up?” she said.

“I just wanted to, uh, watch you,” I said. Much of that texting confidence disappeared with a face-to-face call. Now, I felt vulnerable, and I could tell that she was feeling vulnerable too.

She grinned and bit her lip. It was quiet for a few moments. “What do you want to watch me do?” she asked.

I took a deep breath. “Fuck yourself,” I said.

“With what?” she asked.

“I don’t know. The golf club,” I said.

She smiled and bit her lip harder. “I’m nervous,” she said.

“Don’t be,” I replied.

She set the phone down against something and then she crawled back to the wall. She looked at the camera with a shy face. She was beautiful—though her room was also dark, with the curtains closed. I watched her chest heave as she took a deep breath. Now, she was wearing a bra. She must have put it on before answering the phone. Maybe she was shy about her small breasts. I still hadn’t seen them—so it must have been a self-conscious issue. I figured I could find an appropriate moment to tell her that I liked small breasts.

She gripped the golf club and pulled her knees up to her chest. “Is this what you want?” she asked, using one hand to hide the bulge of her pussy.

“Yeah,” I said. “Put it in as deep as you can.”

She sucked the handle for a moment, getting it wet, and then she used that one hand to cram the club into her asshole. It took a moment to penetrate. She gasped and then she pushed it deeper, groaning louder and louder, until about ten inches of steel was inside of her body.

She pulled the club out. “That’s all I can do,” she said with a small, nervous laugh.

“That was amazing,” I said. “What about a ball?”

She turned a shade of red and then she froze, as if the suggestion was scary. I thought about taking it back, but I wanted to see if she would do it. She went to the golf bag and took out a ball. She used a nearby cloth to give it a good wipe, making sure it was clean. Then she came close to the camera and put the ball into her mouth. She opened her mouth to show it to me before rolling it around on her tongue, getting it lubricated.

Next, she placed the ball on the ground. She squatted over it and took a deep breath, still covering her pussy bulge with her hand. She lowered down. Her eyes were shut tight. She moaned and squirmed and then she sat down suddenly as the ball went into her asshole.

I grinned. She was such a slut: obsessed with anal and not even interested in her pussy. But I wanted to see her pussy. I’d always liked a nice pussy, but the anal play was fun too. I’d never been with a girl who liked to do anal. I’d asked a few girls before if they would partake in some anal fun, but I was always rejected.

She leaned back and puckered her anus, showing me a hint of white: the ball inside of her body. “Damn,” I said, biting down on my lip. “Think you can get another one in there?”

She grabbed another ball and groaned as she sat down on it. “Oh God,” she moaned as the ball penetrated her hole. Now she had two balls inside of her.

“Now push them out,” I said, buzzing with excitement. She leaned onto her back and took a deep breath. She pushed hard and her anus began to open. Suddenly, a ball fell out. Her anus puckered shut and tight for a moment before starting to open again.

My cock was rock-hard. I grabbed it and squeezed it tight. I was more aroused than I’d ever been in my life. My heart was pounding faster than any heart should pound.

She pushed and moaned. The ball started to push out. Then suddenly, something else fell out: not out of her asshole, but out of her panties. She didn’t notice; her eyes were closed and she was deeply focused on getting that golf ball out from her asshole. But hanging from the side of her panties was a semi-erect cock.

I froze, staring at it, trying to decide if it was real or if it was some sort of prank.

Then the ball came out and her anus closed firmly. She opened her eyes with a grin, and then she noticed her wardrobe malfunction. Maybe she noticed my white face first. It was hard to know. She stuffed herself back in, leaned forward, and ended the call with panic on her face.

I remained still, unsure of what to think or how to process what I saw. Did the girl I’d been texting have a cock? Was she actually a boy? Was she trans?

My stomach churned. I stared at my phone screen. I saw that she was writing a message, and then that glowing ellipses went away. “What the fuck?” I whispered to myself. I waited for a message from her, but none came. I got up and paced around my apartment, suddenly filled with fear and dread. I needed some sort of explanation. I wanted her to text me and tell me that it was just a gag. I would have believed her. There was no way that she was actually a man. Her body was too perfect. Her curves were too smooth and her face was too cute. How could she be a man—or even a transgender? It simply made no sense.

I felt sick. My head was spinning. I looked back through all of the videos and pictures and simply couldn’t understand how she could be a man.

It was an hour later when my phone buzzed.
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Iwasn’t sure how to reply to the message on my screen. “Why haven’t you messaged me?” she asked.

I didn’t know what to say, so I just stared for a long time at the message. Then she sent another. “Aren’t you going to send me a picture of you?”

Did she not know that he cock fell out while she was expelling those golf balls? I thought about deleting the conversation from my phone and blocking her number—but I didn’t want to make her mad. She had pictures of me, after all. She had photos and videos of me doing embarrassing things. I needed to think of something to say, to put an end to this ‘relationship’ without any feelings being hurt. “Sorry,” I replied. “Did I see what I thought I saw?”

“What?” she said.

Did she really not know? She stuffed it into her panties! Was she playing dumb? “You have a cock?” I wrote.

It was a long minute before she answered. “Of course I do. You knew that,” she said. My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t know that, of course, but maybe the original phone owner knew it. “Why are you being weird about it all of a sudden?”

I was shocked into silence for a long moment. “I guess I just forgot,” I replied, feeling confused and dumb at the same time. “You’re so feminine that I forgot about that.” It was a dumb excuse. And now, I had no idea how I was going to transition into dumping her. Or maybe I didn’t need to dump her—maybe this was my chance to come clean to her. Maybe coming clean was the perfect out. I could tell her I wasn’t her boyfriend, and then I wouldn’t be endangering her relationship.

“Are you going to send me a photo of you?” she asked.

“I have to tell you something,” I said. “I’m not who you think I am.” I pressed send and then I closed my eyes. I hated to think that the week of fun was now coming to an end. I hated to think of how optimistic I was about a possible relationship just an hour before—and now I was going back to my normal, lonely, single life.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“I bought this phone off of a guy a few weeks ago,” I said. “I don’t actually know who you are. I’m sorry. But you’re very beautiful, so it was hard to tell you. I wanted to tell you multiple times, but it never felt right. I hope this doesn’t make you feel uncomfortable.”

There was a long silence. “So what’s your name?” she asked.

“It’s Cal,” I said. I thought about giving her a fake name, so she wouldn’t try to track me down. But it seemed pointless. I knew she could track down her boyfriend and her boyfriend would tell her that my name was Cal. I had to be honest with her if I wanted to keep her from unleashing whatever wrath she was capable of unleashing on me.

“My name is Heidi,” she said.

“I hope I didn’t ruin things with your boyfriend,” I said.

“He’s not my boyfriend. He was just a guy,” she replied. It seemed like a weird message, especially since she referred to herself at one point as a ‘girlfriend’. But maybe that was just her trying to elevate her own status, and now she was realizing that she was only whatever she was back when she first messaged me.

“So sorry about everything. I won’t bother you anymore,” I wrote. And she didn’t reply… not that day.

And she didn’t reply the next day. I thought about deleting all the old videos and pictures. I felt strangely good about coming clean, but I wasn’t ready to forget about how much fun I had with her. Our back-and-forth texting was exhilarating. For that whole week, it was the only thing I looked forward to. Now, I felt strangely empty. I felt like I was missing something, even though just a month earlier it wasn’t something I had at all.

I found myself on Tinder, trying to find a girl who could take her place. But it wasn’t so simple. I just couldn’t find that same sexual energy with any of the girls on Tinder. They all wanted to talk about mundane things. They all wanted pointless compliments. I didn’t mind giving out compliments, but with Heidi, I never felt like I had to force compliments. She was so easy to compliment. Her face was so pretty and her body was so perfect. It was still hard to believe that she was born a man, seeing as she was hotter than any of the girls I was matching with on Tinder.

My phone buzzed one night, and I assumed it was one of my Tinder matches. I wasn’t terribly excited about it, so it was a minute or two before I got around to picking up my phone to check the message. But it wasn’t a Tinder girl; it was Heidi. I almost gasped and lit up, perking upright. She was sending me a photo of an outfit: a tight satin jumper that perfectly framed her curves. “What do you think of my new jumper?” she asked.

It looked so good. Now, she wasn’t trying to hide that bulge with her hand. I almost didn’t even mind the bulge. It didn’t take away from the beauty of the image: she still had her cute face and her curves and she was still radiating with that sexual energy.

“You look cute,” I said after deliberating for a long while as to whether or not to reply.

“You think so?” she said.

“Yeah,” I said. But why was she messaging me? Did she forget that I wasn’t her boyfriend—or her booty call, or whatever?

“What do you think about the choker? Yes or no?” she sent another photo with a black lace choker around her neck.

My heart fluttered. “It looks good,” I said. “Hot.”

She sent a picture of her face. “Do you like the way I did my makeup?” she asked. Her lips were a beautiful deep read: plump and glistening. Her eyes were big, surrounded by perfect flicks of eyeliner.

“You look really good,” I said. I was still nervous about saying too much to her. I didn’t know who she was or what her intentions were. She had those photos and videos of me, and with a bit of effort, she could find out who I was.

“I was thinking of wearing it to work, but it’s probably too racy,” she said.

We started chatting. She told me a bit about her work and then she asked me what I did. Suddenly, we were having a conversation. An hour went by, and we were still messaging each other by the minute. Another hour went by. Now we were talking about where we went to school. Then, I typed out a message and froze before sending it. A chill ran through my spine as I stared at the screen, terrified of pressing send. But I pressed send after a minute of gathering some courage. “Do you have a boyfriend?” I asked.

“No,” she said.

“And the guy who sold me this phone,” I said, “what’s his deal?”

“It’s complicated. I don’t really talk to him anymore,” she said.

Then there was a silent. It seemed like we’d reached an awkward point in our conversation. But she sent that awkwardness away by sending me another picture. In the photo, she was holding that dildo to her lips. “Should I have a bit of fun before work?” she asked.

“Only if I can watch,” I said.

Then she called me on FaceTime. I took a deep breath before answering. Then, I answered, with no mask to cover my face and no darkness to obscure my visage. She could see me and I could see her. I blushed and she blushed. “Just sit back and watch,” she said softly with her cute voice.

“Sounds good,” I said. And then I watched as she pushed that dildo into her butthole, with her panties and jumper pulled to the side. She pushed it deeper and deeper and moaned the cutest sound. Maybe I was falling for her. Maybe I had feelings for her that I’d never had for a girl before. I liked seeing her smile, and it hurt me deep inside when she looked sad or hurt. And I couldn’t think of anything better than watching her with that dildo, even if some other guy bought it for her.

I watched as she pumped herself, moaning louder and louder. Her eyes closed and her head tilted back. She reached her free hand back to hold herself up, uncovering her bulge, which was now erect. I found myself staring at it. She had a big cock, and it was now throbbing against the satin of her jumper. I was pretty sure that I could even see her pulsing veins through that thin fabric.

She pumped and pumped, moaning louder and louder, until she suddenly came. A big wet spot began to form at the tip of her erection. Without touching her cock, she’d managed to ejaculate. Her cheeks turned dark red and she quickly covered that spot with her hand.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“Don’t be. It was hot,” I said.

She smiled and pressed her lips into a thin smile. “So when will you be back in town?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said, looking away suddenly. Her face turned the darkest shade of red, and then she grabbed her phone. “I should get ready for work.”

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

“Bye, Cal,” she said, and then she hung up.

My nerves were tingling. I felt great. I felt full and complete. I couldn’t get her out of my mind. I wanted to see her badly, but I had a feeling that she possibly just wanted to keep me as her little phone secret. Why else did she get so weird when I asked her when she would be back in town?

The thought of her was the only thought in my head. I couldn’t stop thinking about that dildo sliding in and out. God, it was so hot! Now, my cock was rock hard. I needed to deal with it, so I went to the bathroom with my phone. I opened up a picture of her and I started stroking myself. I swiped to one of the videos and kept stroking. Then, I was just about to unload when I stopped suddenly, noticing something in one of the early photos she sent me: the picture of her with the mask, standing in front of that blue building.

I knew that blue building, with the white windowsills. It wasn’t far from where I worked. And she’d sent that photo after telling me that she was out of town. So was she really out of town, or was she just telling me that because she didn’t want to meet me?

My heart raced.

Then I considered another possibility. Maybe she was lying to me about being out of town because she was afraid that I wouldn’t like her if I saw her face-to-face. Maybe she was trying to build up the confidence, or maybe she thought that I would try to hurt her emotionally somehow, because she was transgender.

I had to prove to her that I was better than that. I had to prove to her that she had nothing to be afraid of. I knew that I would still like her if I met her face-to-face. I knew that I wanted to be with her, whether or not she was trans. Maybe I could help to build up her confidence by showing her that she was beautiful and that I liked her as more than just a sexting partner.


CHAPTER 6
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After work the next day (and after messaging with her again all night as she picked out her outfit for the next day), I went down to that blue building. I opened up that photo on my phone and then I looked up at the building. It was, without a doubt, the same exact building. The details were exactly the same. The little trees out front were in the same exact line, with the same pink ribbons tied around them. I used my phone to find the exact spot where she stood when she took that picture, and then I looked around.

A part of me felt like a total creep, tracking her down like a stalker, but I felt like I had something to tell her that I just couldn’t tell her with a text message.

So I kept looking around, looking for some sort of clue. I looked at my phone again, at that picture, and figured out which direction she was walking when she snapped the photo. I decided that her apartment must be in the opposite direction, since she was walking to work when she snapped the shot. Then I spotted a bench nearby. I figured I could wait and possibly catch her as she left for work. She usually left for work in the evenings, and now it was the beginning of the evening. So I waited. I waited for a long time. An hour went by. I was tempted to text her, to ask her to send me an update. Maybe I could ask her when she was going to head out to work.

But I didn’t want to come off too much like a stalker. I had to play it cool. I still had a lot to process in my head. I still had to make some tough decisions. What if she did appear before me? What if she was seriously open to the idea of a relationship? Was that something that I really wanted? Could we have a real relationship that would exist beyond the screens of our phones?

I took a deep breath of cool air into my lungs. What if she didn’t look the way she looked in the videos and pictures? What if I didn’t have a full grasp on her character? What if she was a full-blown catfish? What if this whole thing was just a setup? What if this was a scam that started the moment the man handed me that phone in that Canadian Tire parking lot?

I looked down at my phone. I read through the old messages. I looked at the old pictures. If it was a scam, it was an intricate one. And what was the scam exactly? Were they going to use those photos that I sent as blackmail? Is that why she didn’t react negatively when I told her the truth of who I was? Is that why she didn’t notice that I was a different person when I first sent her a picture of my obscured face?

I looked up from my phone as a woman stepped out from the apartment building across the road. I knew immediately that it was her, even though I could only see a sliver of her between the parked cars. She looked left and then she looked right, lingering for a moment as if she had no idea where she was going. She looked nervous and tense, like someone about to rob a bank. I watched as her chest heaved when she took a deep breath of air into her lungs.

I stood up. She was beautiful—just as beautiful as the girl in the photos and the videos. She was even more beautiful: radiating a warm, amazing energy. She was beaming. Her eyes flashed, even from across the road. She gently pulled down on her skirt, making sure it wasn’t riding up, and then she started walking.

I stepped forward. I couldn’t believe my eyes. I couldn’t believe that she was real. I couldn’t believe she was so beautiful. “Heidi!” I called out. Then she stopped suddenly. She looked around for a moment, and then her gaze found me. Her face turned white as our eyes locked.

She looked afraid. Why was she afraid? Was I catching her in the act? In the act of what? What was she up to? Why did she look so frantic and nervous? Was she not excited to see me? Was I not supposed to be seeing her? Was she afraid that I’d tracked her down?

Suddenly, that nervous expression turned into a small smile. She reached up and covered her lips with the palm of her hand. I couldn’t help but return the smile. I jogged across the road to be closer to her: to feel the warmth of her amazing glow. Our eyes stayed connected. I felt connected to her in another way—maybe spiritually, like I was being pulled by some invisible grasp towards her.

“Cal,” she said softly, sounding as though she was in disbelief. “W—What are you doing here?”

“I looked at your photo and recognized this place,” I said. “I work nearby, so I just came by to see if it really was the same place.” I stared into her eyes. She was so pretty. She smelled so nice. “Are you off to work?” I asked.

She kept staring into my eyes. It was a long moment before she said, “No. I’m just—just going out for a walk. I have nothing tonight.”

“Can I walk with you?” I asked. My body was buzzing with electricity. I felt strangely high: overwhelmed with joy and excitement. I still hardly knew her. I knew I still had a lot to learn, but somehow, I knew that we were a match. I knew that I was meant to be with her. Sure, there was a lot that needed figured out, but we would get there together.

I took her hand. She curled her fingers around mine and blushed as she smiled. “You’re very beautiful,” I said.

“Thanks,” she said, looking away sheepishly. We walked in silence for a minute, and then she confessed.

“I was never out of town,” she said. “I was just—afraid to see you face-to-face.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “I understand. What do you think now that I’m here?”

“I’m happy,” she said, and then her cheeks turned a darker shade of red. We kept walking, and we started talking. The conversation flowed so naturally. It wasn’t long before we were talking about movies and music, and it wasn’t long after that before we were talking about dreams and aspirations. She wanted to be a songwriter, and she wanted to live on a farm. “That sounds wonderful,” I said.

We stopped in a park and sat on a bench. I couldn’t help but notice that she kept tugging on her skirt, as if it was riding up on her. She seemed tense, and very worried about her outfit. She wouldn’t look at me for long without looking away, as if she was worried I was going to notice something on her face. But she looked beautiful.

Then, I put my hand on her shoulder and I smiled. “Just relax,” I said. “You look great.”

She looked into my eyes and smiled. She took a deep breath. “This is just really new for me,” she said.

“We can take it at your pace,” I said. “I’m here for you—whatever you need.”

“Really?” she said. “Even though I’m…”

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m locked in. I like you. I like you a lot, and I want to see where this goes. I’ve had more fun texting you than ever before. I dream about talking to you. I hope I’m not coming off as a creep—I’m not trying to be creepy. I’m just trying to tell you the truth. When I first started messaging you, it was just for the thrill of it. Now, you’re all I think about. I need to have you in my life and I’m willing to make sacrifices if I have to. I can wait if you’re not quite ready. We can go at your speed.” I smiled again and her body seemed to melt slightly into the bench. She gripped my hand firmly and then she looked around. Her gaze stopped at a nearby public bathroom. The sun was setting now and the park was quickly becoming desolate.

“Come with me,” she said softly, standing up. She pulled me gently towards that bathroom.

I laughed nervously. “Where are we going?” I asked.

“Just come,” she said. We went to that bathroom. She looked around before opening the door, and then she pulled me inside. She locked the door behind her and then she turned to me with a fire raging in her eyes. She smiled, still with that red nervousness on her cheeks. “Well?” she said.

“Well?” I said back, feeling suddenly vulnerable in a way I’d never been.

“If you want me, in real life, prove it,” she said.

She stared into my eyes. It was almost as if she was trying to call my bluff, to see what I would do to her if I could do anything. She wanted to know if our relationship would be the same as it was when we were behind our screens.

So I stepped forward. I placed my surprisingly calm hands on her hips and then I leaned in and kissed her on the lips. It didn’t matter that she was trans. I was happy to kiss her, happy to caress her soft body, happy to allow her to push herself up against my erection. She really pushed hard into it, mashing her body against it, moaning as if it was inside of her. She looked into my eyes, looking fragile and a bit afraid—but full of excitement at the same time.

I cupped her breasts with my hands and squeezed. There wasn’t much to squeeze, but I didn’t mind her flat chest. I pulled one hand down to the skirt of her dress. I pulled it up, and then I cupped her package. She was throbbing. She bit hard on her bottom lip and let out another soft moan.

“You want me to prove that I like you?” I asked.

She nodded her head slowly, still with those worried eyes and red cheeks. I smiled and sunk to my knees. I used my fingertip to pull her panties aside, letting her big piece of meat fall out. Then I took it, pulled back her foreskin, and I pushed her cock into my mouth. I sucked her in that public bathroom. I sucked her until she was rock-hard, and a squirt of pre-cum sprayed across my tongue. I swallowed it and looked up into her eyes. I didn’t even mind that she had a big cock. There was something special about it—something that made her so much more unique and exciting. I gave her a quick little tug with my clenched fist, and then I stood up.

“Believe me now?” I said.

She nodded her head. She went to her knees next and sucked me off, getting me wet. Then, she stood up and turned around. She placed her hands down on the counter and I moved up close. I ran my fingers over her tight asshole, making her moan again. I used one finger to press into her, getting her a little bit ready for the bigger penetration that was coming up. She moaned; God, how I loved the sound of that moan.

I used both of my hands to pull her butt cheeks apart, and then I mashed my hard cock deep into her butthole. Luckily, she was still gaping a bit from the last time she played with a dildo (or maybe something else). I slid in and she groaned deeply. I felt her anal walls clutching my shaft, and then I started pumping her fiercely. I rocked her body, making her soft curves jiggle all over. She moaned and then she screamed, and then I pumped her full of my cum. I pumped her so full that cum was squishing out of her hole before I even pulled out.

But that wasn’t the end of our fun. She spun me around. “Now you bend over,” she said with a devilish grin. I took a deep breath. It was new territory for me, but I wanted to make her happy. I wanted to satisfy her however she wanted to be satisfied. I was ready to make sacrifices, and I was open to the possibility of enjoying it.

I felt her hard, warm tip press against my hole. I took a deep breath. Her fingernails gently dug into my hips. Then she began to push. I clenched for a moment, then I managed to force my anus to relax. She penetrated me suddenly, making me gasp. I gripped the counter firmly. She gently rubbed my butt with her hands, as if to console me. I laughed nervously, then she laughed. We were having fun. This was more than just sex.

She pushed deeper, making me gasp again. I felt her throbbing inside of me. I felt her thick tip pushing deep into my body. I closed my eyes for a moment and then I opened my eyes to look into the mirror, so I could see her, so I could remember why I was doing this. And now, I had no doubts and no reservations. I let her push deep into me, and then I allowed her to hump me, penetrating me over and over, stretching my anus wide. My legs wobbled and trembled and I basked in the cute sounds that escaped her mouth: moans and grunts and whimpers. Then I noticed that she was trembling. I saw her legs beginning to buckle. I watched as her eyes nearly rolled up into her head. Then I felt the swelling and the pulsing.

She came inside of me, filling my deep cavity with hot, gooey semen. It felt good. I moaned and collapsed on the counter, submitting to the euphoria.

I didn’t just like Heidi. I loved her. And I could tell by the way that she was looking at me that she loved me too. It didn’t need to be said aloud, even though I desperately wanted to say it.

I bit my tongue and smiled. She smiled back. Then she pulled out and I felt her gooey cream rushing out of me. I gasped before it splattered on the floor.

She gave me a hand to help me upright. “That was fun,” she said, blushing.

“It was amazing,” I said. “So if you don’t work tonight, then should we go back to your place?”

She looked down at her feet suddenly. “We can go back to my place,” she said. “That sounds really nice. We can make some hot chocolate and we can watch a movie or two, with a blanket on the couch. Then—if you’re able—you can stay the night.”

We started walking to her place. It was a beautiful, calm walk. And then she suddenly turned quiet. She took a deep breath and looked up into my eyes. “You don’t know everything about me.”

“And you don’t know everything about me,” I said. “We’ll figure it out together.”

She nodded slowly and looked back at her feet. “There’s something you need to know about me before we go ahead with this.”

“What is it?” I asked.

And deep down, I knew that it didn’t really matter, as long as she was healthy. My mind didn’t even turn to anxiety. I didn’t even find myself worrying and going through all of the terrible possibilities. I just knew that, whatever it was, we would make it work—and that’s all that mattered.

TO BE CONTINUED…
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DIRTY TEXTING WITH HIM


Dougie needs money. Brayden, Dougie’s scam-artist friend, is happy to let Dougie in on his next scheme, as long as Dougie doesn’t mind getting his hands a bit dirty. It’s a blackmail scheme that involves selling a used phone to an oblivious buyer, dressing up like a girl and flirting with the guy, and then using any exchanged photos to extort money from him. Brayden’s done it dozens of times before with his ex-girlfriend as a partner, and Dougie is about the right size for the lingerie that Kiera left behind.

It’s supposed to be a simple operation, but things get complicated when Dougie finds himself getting a bit carried away with his end of the deal.


CHAPTER 1
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‘MUST PAY CASH: take over my phone plan,’ Brayden wrote as the headline of his ad. We both stared at the screen. Then he looked at me. “That seems legit, right?” he said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. You’re the one who has done this before,” I said. I didn’t like this plan at all. It seemed too extravagant. It seemed too unrealistic. Brayden was so convinced that someone would take the bait, and that we wouldn’t be out a five-hundred-dollar phone for nothing. “What did you write for the headline of your last one?” I asked.

“I can’t remember, Dougie,” Brayden said, rolling his eyes. He had a smirk on his face, as if this was funny—as if committing fraud was something to be taken lightly.

“Why don’t we just sell the phone. We got a good deal on it. We can sell it and split the profits,” I said, starting to regret this whole scheme.

“Don’t be a chicken,” he said, shaking his head, still with that big smirk on his face. “Just trust me. Someone will take the bait and we’ll each make an easy thousand bucks or two.”

I wanted that money. I needed that money, and I needed it fast.

Now, Brayden was staring into my eyes. “Why are you so afraid? This was all your idea,” he said.

“No, it wasn’t,” I said.

“Yes, it was,” he said, rolling his eyes again. “You told me that you wanted help coming up with some cash.”

“I didn’t suggest ripping off a stranger!” I said.

“But you didn’t oppose the idea, and now here you are. So are we doing this or not? Because if you don’t want to do it, I’ll just sell the phone and keep the profit.”

“No, no,” I said, and then I took a deep breath. “I’ll do it. I want to do it.” So we wrote the rest of the classified ad out. ‘Need money for an emergency bill. Carrier charges one-hundred to cancel plan—seems like a waste. Take my phone and take over my plan. Plan is $35.00 a month, 2 GB of data. $100.00 obo.’

“A hundred bucks?” I said to Brayden. “Maybe do, like, two-hundred.”

“We’ll make the money later. This first payment is unsubstantial, really.”

My stomach groaned. That dread was quickly setting in. I didn’t want to be a criminal. I didn’t want to rob a man—but I really did need that money.

“Look in the mirror, Dougie,” said Brayden. “Take a long look in the mirror. Think about what that doctor told you. Now take a deep breath. Do you wish that the government would pay for those pills for you?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Well, you know if the government pays for the pills, that actually means the taxpayer pays for the pills. They collect tax money against the will of the people. So if you think of it, this isn’t really much different—it’s just skipping a few steps.”

“In that case, robbing a bank is morally right,” I said.

Brayden rolled his eyes one last time. “We doing this or not?”

I looked into the mirror again. I was six inches shorter than the average man, and about fifty pounds lighter. I still didn’t have a single whisker on my face—and not a single hair on my chest. I always assumed that I was just a late bloomer, but then that doctor told me otherwise. I was cursed with a lousy pair of balls—not producing enough testosterone to properly facilitate puberty… or something like that. I could hardly hear the doctor when he was talking, when he was telling me that I needed to spent five hundred bucks a month on hormone pills so that I could be a proper man. And I desperately wanted those pills. I was so tired of being mistaken for a girl. Even when I cut my hair short: as short as I could cut it, waitresses would still say ‘Hey ma’am,’ when approaching me from behind.

“Just publish the ad,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue.

I watched him press ‘publish’. My stomach churned with horror, but I wasn’t stopping him. I was apparently fine with the scam.

“Relax, buddy,” said Brayden, putting a hand on my shoulder. “It’s a small price to pay for your masculinity.” The comment put my mind at ease, strangely.

“Now what?” I said, forcing a smile.

“Any minute, someone will message us for the phone,” he said.

And he wasn’t wrong. Within minutes, there were emails coming in. “Can I please have the phone?” the first girl asked. “I’ll take it!” said an older man. “Would you consider twenty dollars?” said a very old man. But Brayden was just deleting the messages.

“What’s wrong with those ones?” I asked.

“None of those guys will take the bait,” he said. “Definitely not the girl. We need the right guy.” Brayden was like a fed behind his computer screen, quickly searching the email addresses as they came in, finding the people on Facebook and Instagram: learning details about them that they certainly had no idea someone could learn from a simple email search. “We just need the right guy…” he said.

We got fifteen emails before the golden one came in. Brayden punched the email address into his search bar and then he pulled up the Facebook page. Then he gasped. “What is it?” I asked.

“I know this guy,” he said. “He works at my office.”

“He does?” I said.

“He works upstairs. I think he’s a temp,” he said. “He’s perfect! He’s not at all confident—doesn’t even make eye-contact for more than two seconds. He’s in an entry-level position, even though he’s got to be close to thirty. He sits across from this smoking hot girl, and I’ve seen him looking at her, but I’m positive he’s never talked to her. He’s too soft.”

“But you work with him,” I said. “Don’t you think it’s a bad idea to use him? I mean—once we start… you know—blackmailing him—he’ll know who you are.”

“No he won’t,” Brayden said with a strange amount of confidence. “Like I said, he’s hardly ever looked into my eyes before. I see him once a week—maybe twice. Besides, he won’t know that the original phone owner is behind the scam. He’ll be way too overwhelmed to figure any of that out. Just trust me. This is our guy. Betting on him is better than betting on Tom Brady to win the Superbowl.”

“O—Okay,” I said. And then I watched as Brayden messaged him.

‘Yes. Can you pick it up now? I’m only taking cash,’ Brayden wrote

‘Would you take eighty for it?’ Cal, the potential buyer replied.

‘You can make the payments, right? I don’t want my credit getting fucked over.’ Brayden looked at me with a smile before pressing send.

‘Sure, no problem,’ Cal replied.

‘We can transfer the payments to your card when we meet,’ Brayden said. ‘Do you know the Canadian Tire on 14th? There’s a big parking lot. We can meet there in thirty minutes.’

‘Sounds good,’ said Cal.

“Alright,” Brayden said looking at me, with a big grin on his face. “And just like that, the wheels are in motion.”

“And you’re sure we won’t go to jail for this or anything?” I said, feeling smaller and weaker than ever before. We got into Brayden’s car. It took a moment to start up; he had to turn the key a few times before the engine finally engaged and there was a loud thump, making me jump. But Brayden was used to the crappy car’s frightening noises. “Let’s go meet this guy.”

We stopped a block away from the Canadian Tire and sat. We were ten minutes early. I looked down at my hands and noticed that they were physically trembling. “Relax,” Brayden said without even looking at me. “I’ve done this before. You don’t have to worry about a thing.”

So we waited. The minutes passed by like hours. My heart fell deeper and deeper into the pit of my stomach. I felt regret for something I hadn’t even done yet, yet I wasn’t stopping myself from doing it.

“Is that him?” Brayden said, suddenly in a hushed voice. I was surprised to see him sink low into his seat, as if he was afraid of getting caught. I followed cue, sinking low, so I could barely see over the dash. There was a man walking across the street, nervously looking around. He went to the lower level of the parking lot before darting towards the stairs with his hands buried in his pockets. “It’s him. Let’s go.”

I took a deep breath. I felt hot. I tried to control myself by taking deep breaths. “It’s going to be fine,” I whispered to myself.

“I need you to relax, Dougie. You’re getting me all stressed out,” said Brayden. We drove through the lower parking lot to the ramp. It was a steep ramp, making Brayden’s car groan loudly, as if it was about to fall apart. Then we came around the top bend and saw him standing with his back to us. “You’ll go and do the exchange,” said Brayden, suddenly white in the face.

“What?” I said sharply. “No—You said you would do it. I don’t want to do it.”

Brayden turned and looked at me with big, frightened eyes. Maybe this wasn’t as safe as he originally made me think. “He might recognize me,” he said.

“You said he wouldn’t. Why are you changing your mind all of a sudden?” I said.

He stared into my eyes for a long moment. “What exactly are you doing then? I bought the phone and the plan, I did the emailing, I’m doing the exchange… So what exactly are you contributing to this? What’s stopping me from just keeping the whole payout for myself?”

“You didn’t tell me I had to do anything,” I said softly.

“Are you serious? You thought you could just sit next to me for a night and cash in? Bullshit. Whatever, Dougie. You just sit here. I’ll do everything and you can just sit here. You’ll get your half and I guess we’ll just—I don’t know—call it a birthday present for you.” He was frustrated and turning red now. But when we first started talking about this plan, he said with his own words: “You won’t have to do a thing.”

I knew he was just worked up. I knew he would calm himself down once the deal was done. I could find a way to help out. There was still more to be done.

“Okay, he’s looking at us,” Brayden said. “Here goes nothing. God, I hope this works.” Brayden grabbed a baseball cap from the back seat and pressed it onto his head. Then he stepped out of the car, closing the door behind him.

I couldn’t hear them. I could only see them. Cal, the buyer, was glowing white in our headlights, trying to cover his eyes while Brayden made the deal. That bright light was probably saving Brayden more than he realized. Every time Cal turned to me, I turned my face away, looking out the window, terrified he would be able to identify me to the police.

What was taking so long? Why were they still talking? What were they doing now on the phone? Why wasn’t he making the deal quick? Why was Brayden giving Cal’s eyes an opportunity to adjust to the bright light? I was tempted to honk. I was tempted to lean out the window and yell at Brayden to abort the mission. This seemed so outrageous—and so terribly illegal. I didn’t want to go to jail. People thought I had the body of a teenaged girl—I would never survive in jail.

Finally, Brayden turned around. He walked towards the car, carrying a wad of cash. My heart fluttered up into my chest. I perked up and smiled. It wasn’t even a quarter of what Brayden spent on the phone that he’d just given away, but it was still cash: a pretty reminder of why I was part of this devious scheme.

Brayden got into the car. “Let’s get the hell out of here,” he said under his breath. His hands were trembling.

“Everything’s good?” I asked.

“Everything’s fine. I just don’t want to stay here for another minute,” he said. He put the car into drive and did a slow turn, heading back to the ramp so we could leave.

“Now what?” I said.

“Now we wait a few days. Here,” he said, handing me the cash. “You can have that. Go buy your first bottle of pills.”

My heart swelled. I still had the doctor’s prescription in my pocket. Now I actually had the cash to get the first batch filled. I could start taking those hormone pills, so my body could start to produce a proper amount of testosterone.

So the next day, I went to the pharmacy and handed the pharmacist the prescription. He stared at it for a long time before looking at me. “Okay. It will be about an hour,” he said. So I went for a walk around the neighborhood. I used the cash to buy myself a coffee. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d bought myself a coffee—or anything. I’d been living month-to-month, two months behind on rent, hardly able to afford ramen noodles for dinner. I was one more late rent payment away from having to move back in with my parents—and I definitely did not want to move back in with my parents.

My dad would make me sell my guitar and the rest of my music gear. He would scorn me for having bought the music gear in the first place. He would make me work for his company. My dreams of becoming a songwriter would be flushed out the window.

During my walk, I came upon a music store. I went inside and stared for a long time at a small recording device. It was exactly what I needed, and it was on sale for seventy-four dollars. I wanted it badly. It had an XLR input and a ¼-inch input, so I could record guitar and vocals.

“That’s the best deal you’ll ever see for that particular unit,” the salesman said to me. “Sale ends tonight. Arcade Fire used the same module to record their last single.”

“I know,” I said, staring at it with glowing eyes.

“It does an amazing job at capturing vocals—especially female vocals. There’s just something about the way that it processes high tones—” He turned to look at me and then he suddenly realized that he wasn’t talking to a girl. “Uh,” he said awkwardly. “But it’s great for male vocals too.” His cheeks turned red.

I was used to being mistaken from behind, so I wasn’t too embarrassed. I was thin and short. My neck was especially thin, and I’d learned over the years that the trick to looking masculine is broadening the neck. The testosterone was supposed to help with that.

But now, I had to decide: did I want the pills or did I want the recording device. I really wanted to record some singles to put out into the world. I had so many songs already written and ready to be recorded. And now, the device was perfectly in my budget: I had exactly enough after buying that coffee. But then what about the hormone pills? Could I pick up the pills another day? Would they be there waiting for me?

“I’ll take it,” I said with a nervous buzzing that went all the way down to my fingertips.

The man took it to the counter and I paid with cash. “Final sale, by the way,” he said to me. “All on-sale items are final sale. That’s not a problem, right?”

“That’s fine,” I said. I took my device and then I skipped the pharmacy on my way back to my little apartment. I felt like I was taking a big risk, but I knew that we were going to be making a lot of money off of that Cal guy soon, even though it didn’t seem like he had much money.

But Brayden was positive that it didn’t matter if he had money or not; Brayden even said that it didn’t matter if Cal had absolutely no money at all. “He’ll find the money, one way or another. They always do.”

And I felt bad, of course, for Cal. It wasn’t right to rip a guy off—especially if he was broke and just trying to get his life together. But it was hard to see the negatives now that I had a fancy new recording device. I spent the entire next day in my living room, recording little riffs onto my computer and then cutting them into little songs. I felt in my element. I was happy—until it came time to record my vocals. I always sang when I was by myself, and I’d always assumed that I was pretty good. But now, as I listened to my own recordings, I was quickly realizing that I maybe wasn’t so good. Maybe I sounded a bit too feminine. I needed to deepen my voice, or people would assume that I was a female vocalist; that’s not what I wanted.

So I knew that I needed those pills, more than ever. The pharmacist had left a few messages on my phone, telling me the pills were ready. But I didn’t have any cash to pay for them. I sent Brayden a text message. “Are we ready to move onto the next step yet with Cal?” I asked.

“Don’t text message about it!” he wrote back. “Delete the message on your phone now, and I’ll head over to your place.”

And he was at my apartment within ten minutes. He knocked at my door. When I opened the door, he looked into my eyes with a scornful look. “What?” I said.

“You should know better than to text me like that,” he said. He had a black backpack on his back.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t think about it. It’s not like I said anything incriminating.”

“You said his name. From now on, if you want to send me a message about him, we’ll call him the mockingbird.”

I felt a bit dumb referring to Cal as ‘the mockingbird’, as if we were in some sort of spy thriller, but if it made Brayden more comfortable, then I was game. “So, uh, when do we move onto the next stage in the plan?”

“Tomorrow. Kiera is going to come over here while I’m at work, and you’re going to work with her.”

“Just me and Kiera?” I said. Kiera was Brayden’s girlfriend. She was a pretty girl: blonde, thin, big, fake lips. She had that basic ‘slutty’ look—or maybe she just dressed like a slut, often wearing fishnets as if they were proper leggings.

“Is that a problem?” Brayden asked?

I shook my head. “Why don’t we do it when you’re here?” I asked.

“Because I know where he will be tomorrow: at work. If he’s at work, then I can watch him. I can see his reactions. This gives us a big advantage. You and me can communicate through text.” Brayden reached into his pocket and pulled out another nice phone. “This is for communicating with Cal,” he said. “It’s a burner phone. We can sell it in a couple of weeks to the next guy, and do it all over again.”

“Okay,” I said, taking the phone.

“So tomorrow, Kiera will come over here, put on some lingerie, and then you’ll take some pictures of her. Send the best one to Cal—without showing her face or any of her tattoos—and then we’ll play it from there.”

My heart was already racing and we were still twenty-four hours away from showtime. “And Kiera’s okay with all of this?” I said.

“Why wouldn’t she be? She’s going to take a cut too.”

“Okay,” I said.

Then Brayden’s eyes narrowed. A grin grew on his face. “You afraid of being around my girlfriend while she’s in lingerie?”

He put his backpack down on the table. Then he let out a sigh, as if the bag had been extremely heavy. “This is the ‘kit’,” he said.

“The kit?” I said.

“Everything Kiera will need to get ready. She’s going to be coming here right after she’s done work. The timing lines up perfectly.” He unzipped the bag and showed me the contents. There was lingerie, makeup, and sex toys.

“And you’re sure this will work?” I asked.

He sighed and rolled his eyes. “You need to trust me for once in your life, Dougie.” There was a little chirp. Brayden reached into his pocket and pulled out his personal phone. He stared at the screen. “I have to make a call,” he said with a groan. He walked over to my kitchenette with his phone to his ear. “Hey,” he said to the person on the other end. “What’s going on?” There was a silence. “Well why the fuck do you think I told you not to do that? What were you thinking? Of course I’m mad. It’s almost like you are incapable of listening… Our anniversary? You want to make this about our anniversary? That was three months ago, Kiera. You can’t keep holding that over my head! Oh my God, one fucking time. It was one time, and it meant nothing. You know it. You’re not so perfect… Yes, I’m talking about Todd.”

Brayden was often fighting with Kiera. I knew that he didn’t like me listening, but it didn’t help that my apartment was smaller than three-hundred square feet. I had nowhere to go, so I pretended to busy myself with my own phone, flicking mindlessly through Instagram pictures while Brayden bickered with his girlfriend.

“Let’s talk about this later. I don’t want to talk about this… Oh good, she hung up on me. What a fucking…” He turned to me and took a deep breath. “Sorry about that. Trouble in paradise.”

“It’s fine,” I said.

“So, where was I? Right—Kiera will come by, get dolled up, and you’ll take a few pictures of her. I’m hoping Cal replies right away so we can get a lot done in a short period of time. Sometimes guys take days to reply. I have a feeling Cal will be quick to respond.”

“And what if he just says ‘wrong number’?” I asked.

Brayden stared at me for a few moments. “Nobody’s ever said that before,” he said. “But I guess if he does, we’ll figure something out.” He looked into my eyes and laughed. “Dougie—if you’re this nervous, why don’t you go play nine holes—on me.” He motioned towards my golf bag, which was propped up next to the window. He reached into his pocket and pulled out thirty dollars, which was the exact amount needed to book nine holes at the crappy course down the street.

“Maybe,” I said, taking the money.

“Do it. You need to relax. You’re no good to me if you’re this stressed out.”

Brayden took off a few minutes later, leaving me with that bag of lingerie and makeup and sex toys. I stared at it for a long moment. My skin crawled, and then I looked around my apartment. What if this operation went sideways? What if the police were able to look at the photos and determine that it was my apartment? Did I need to put some sheets up on the walls? Did I need to take down my movie posters?

I looked over at my golf bag. I was tempted to keep that thirty bucks for other things, but I really did need to focus my mind elsewhere for at least a couple of hours.


CHAPTER 2
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Brayden came by my apartment right before he took off for work. He was just checking in on me, to make sure that I was awake and ready for the day. It was a big day: the day we conned Cal. The plan was simple, but also somehow very complicated, with lots of room for error (though Brayden didn’t seem to think so). I would take photos of Kiera to seduce Cal into sending a picture of his cock and his face. They had to be together in one shot. Then, we would threaten to send the picture to his work and family, unless he was willing to send us at least five thousand dollars. It was a scheme that Brayden claimed to have done many times before, though it was hard to believe, seeing as Brayden was almost as broke as me… Though he threw his money around like it was worthless, so maybe that had something to do with it.

My heart was pounding. Brayden was going to text me when he got to work, to let me know that he had eyes on Cal. Kiera would be over at any minute, to get herself dolled up. She was just coming off her night shift at work, so Brayden warned me that there was a good chance she would be grumpy.

I was ready. I had the house all tidied up, with my personal things stashed away, to ensure they wouldn’t end up in any photo backgrounds.

I paced around my apartment, waiting for Kiera to arrive. I tried to count down the seconds in my head, thinking it would distract me from the awkward nothingness that came before the big scheme. But I must have been counting fast, because it seemed like hours were passing, but nobody was showing up.

“Is she ready? Cal’s here. It’ll be lunch in one hour,” Brayden said in a text message.

My heart skipped a beat. I rushed to the window and looked out at the street. Kiera wasn’t there. “She hasn’t showed up yet,” I said.

“What do you mean, she hasn’t showed up yet?” Brayden said. I felt like I could feel the anger radiating off of his text message. “You didn’t think to mention that to me?”

“I’m sorry,” I replied, unsure of what else to say.

“Fuck,” he said simply, and then there was a silence. It was a long silence, lasting ten, fifteen, twenty minutes. I kept pacing around my apartment with my pounding heart. Why wasn’t he answering? What was I supposed to do?

Then, he finally replied. “You’ll have to do it,” he said.

“Do what?” I asked.

“Take the picture. Just do it.”

“But she’s not here,” I said.

“Not of her! Take the picture of yourself.”

“Is Cal gay?” I said, scratching at the side of my face. What was he on about? Why was he telling me to do it? What was going on with Kiera?

“No, you moron,” he said. “Put on the lingerie, go shave your legs, and snap a picture. Just send him a picture of your lower half. He won’t know the difference.”

“What?” I said.

“And mix some water and flour together. Make it look like cum. Put it on your legs,” he said. “Say something like, ‘Remember this?’”

“You’re kidding with me, right?” I said.

“Do it, Dougie! Kiera’s out. It’s just me and you now. We’ll split the five thousand between us. Please don’t let me down now. I’ve got a lot invested in this already.” And I really didn’t want to disappoint Brayden. He scared me sometimes, but he was my best friend. He’d been there for me when I needed help. He was in the hospital every day after my car accident. Even my own parents only came to visit me once. Brayden paid for my rent on the month that I was facing eviction. He never charged me interest when he gave me a loan, and he never gave me any deadlines. Maybe he wasn’t perfect, but I wasn’t perfect either. And I owed him. Thanks to Brayden, I had that recording device. Thanks to Brayden, I played nine holes just the day before. Hell, Brayden even bought me the clubs after mine were stolen out of the trunk of my old car.

So I went into that bag and I pulled out a pink lace one-piece. It looked tight, and it smelled like the perfume of the last girl that wore it. I felt awkward and uncomfortable holding it. I could think of so many ways this could go wrong. What if the tables turned around on me? What if Cal ended up blackmailing me? I didn’t want pictures of me in drag getting out!

And I definitely didn’t want to shave my legs. I already struggled enough with looking like a chick. I already had a female figure. My leg hair was one of few masculine traits that I could tout. But now, I was taking off my pants, desperate not to disappoint Cal. I put my pants down on the bathroom floor and then I grabbed my razor. The only reason I owned the razor was because I read online that if you shave your face enough, facial hair will start growing. So for almost six months, I would run that razor on my cheeks, trying to stimulate hair growth. Nothing ever grew, except for maybe a few microscopic blonde hairs. I really needed those testosterone pills.

I ran a hot bath and then I dipped my legs in. With careful strokes, I stripped away my leg hair, leaving my hairs smooth and soft. I groaned at the sight of them. I wanted to believe that they weren’t feminine, but it was obvious that they were.

I groaned. I felt so stupid, wriggling into that tight pink outfit. Now, I was starting to worry about showing these photos to Brayden once he was done work. He was going to want to see the pictures that I was sending Cal. He was going to want to know what I was saying. It all seemed so embarrassing—but I really wanted that money, so I forced myself to awkwardly carry on.

I pushed my cock firmly between my legs, but there was still an obvious bulge. I tried to reposition myself a few different ways, to keep that bulge down—but it was hard. I had a big cock, and no makeup was going to help me with that.

I went to my kitchen and poured some flour into a cup. I mixed in some water, until I had a cum-like goop. Then, I used a spoon to streak the fake cum on my legs. I got onto my bed and stretched my legs out. I snapped about fifteen photos before I got one that looked convincing. I stared at that photo for a long time before typing in that phone number: the number of Cal’s new phone.

My fingers were trembling. Was this really worth a few thousand bucks? Did I really want to steal someone’s money? I looked up. In front of me was a mirror. Now, I was looking at myself, and it was an awkward sight: my shaved legs, my petite body fitting perfectly into that pink lingerie. God, I really looked like a girl. Sure, my face was at least more-or-less masculine, but that’s all I had left. Even my scruffy hair was looking a bit like a girl’s pixie cut.

I needed those pills. I needed some help if I was ever going to be able to find myself a girlfriend. I hated the way girls looked at me now: with pity. Occasionally, a girl would call me ‘cute’, as if I was a hamster or a puppy dog. I didn’t want to be cute. I wanted to be handsome. I wanted to be hot and muscular. I wanted girls to notice me for the right reasons.

So I pressed send on the photo, along with the message, ‘Remember this? Don’t you miss me?’ I watched as the little blue bar filled out, and then my phone dinged once the message was sent. Now, there was no turning back.

It was only a minute later when my phone buzzed. It was a message from Brayden. “He got the message. His reaction was priceless. He almost peed his pants. I’m going to go and talk to him, just to make sure he doesn’t recognize me. I’ll keep you posted.”

So I sat and waited, looking again at the picture that I sent to Cal: a shot of my bare legs, smeared with fake cum. Now, that cum was starting to harden to my legs, so I went to the bathroom and washed it off.

“Of course I remember,” Cal said in a reply.

I was about to take off the lingerie, then Brayden phoned. “I’m dying to see the picture you sent him,” he said.

“It was just a picture of my legs, with the flour, like you said,” I said. I still felt dumb, but I felt like I was closer to having money in my bank account, so I couldn’t be too upset.

“Well, he’s sweating. His face is dark red. Has he messaged you back? I just talked to him. He has no idea it was me in the parking lot.”

“Nothing yet,” I said. I don’t know why I didn’t tell Brayden that Cal actually did reply. For some reason, the thought of admitting that Cal replied was too embarrassing. I wanted to wait until I had what we needed from Cal, and then I could tell Brayden; then we could celebrate. I didn’t want to get Brayden’s hopes up—not yet.

“As soon as he replies, send another picture,” Brayden said. “Keep him going. Don’t kill the momentum. He’s all hot and excited now. Let’s not lose the window.”

“Okay,” I said. I took a deep breath. Then, Brayden went back to work. Now, it was time to take another shot. I went to the mirror and readjusted my pink lingerie. With my legs cleaned up, I straightened the camera, aiming it down so my face wasn’t in the shot. I posed a few different ways. Then I caught myself laughing nervously. My legs actually looked pretty good: better than just ordinary feminine legs. They had a model quality to them. They were so long and smooth, like they belonged on some magazine cover. I turned around to look at my backside. My butt was probably my most feminine asset—which I’d never realized before. It was perky and round and a little bit bouncy. I let another small nervous laugh slip before turning around to get back to business. I couldn’t get distracted. I had to stay on task. If I played my cards right, there was a chance that I could get that dick picture before the end of the day.

I got a good picture, cutting off above my collarbone. I had no tits in the shot, but I decided that my ‘character’ could just be a flat-chested girl. I knew lots of girls without tits, so I wasn’t about to stuff socks down my top. It was easier to simply be flat-chested.

I sent the photo and waited nervously. I spent a good minute staring at that photo, making sure there weren’t any little clues in the shot as to who I was. Cal didn’t know me, but I wanted to keep it that way.

“You look hot,” he replied. And strangely, I caught myself smirking. I wiped that smile off of my face and remembered that I was doing business. I didn’t like being confused for a girl, but this was different. Now, getting a few thousand bucks relied on looking like a girl. And it seemed like the scheme was working.

“How badly do you want to fuck me right now?” I wrote, and then I took a closeup shot of my crotch, with my hands between my legs, as if I was rubbing my pussy with my fingertips. It was a good picture. I knew that I had feminine hands because a number of women had told me as much in the past.

“If I was there now, I would fuck your brains out,” he wrote back moments later. I grinned. The plan was actually working. I couldn’t believe it. I thought Brayden was insane when he told me that every guy replies obliviously. How could men be so gullible? Would I do the same thing if I received a message from a strange woman?

“I can’t wait until I’m back in town,” I said, setting the stage for some on-going long-distance photo sharing.

I took the biggest dildo out from that bag and placed it down on my bed. I framed it up with my phone’s camera, and I snapped a photo. I laughed as I pressed send. “Until then, at least I have this.”

“That looks like fun,” he wrote. “Is it new?”

I decided to mess with him a bit—to get him a bit flustered, and to get his defenses down. I was useless when it came to flirting with women, but I felt like I knew what men wanted—probably because I was a man. I knew how to tease men because I knew how I wanted to be teased. I knew how to making a man’s heart race, because I knew what I wanted with a woman. “You got it for me. Don’t you remember?” I wrote.

Then I had a peculiar idea. A tube of red lipstick had rolled out from the bag, and now it was sitting by my foot, begging to be used. And it seemed like a good opportunity for another photo. I grabbed it and carefully smeared some red onto my lips. I pressed my lips together, and then I brought that dildo to the edge of my bottom lip, holding the phone out to perfectly frame the lower part of my face. It was a sexy photo—sure to get his heart pounding. I made sure to get a few lipstick marks down the dildo, to make sure it looked like I’d been sucking it.

“Oh, it’s that one. Of course I remember,” he said. And then I giggled to myself. It was kind of fun, messing with him. It was fun having power over someone. I wasn’t used to having power. I wasn’t used to anyone caring about what I had to say or how I looked. It’s not like I was enjoying his compliments—but I was enjoying the process of making him sweat.

Now, I was waiting to hear from Brayden, but Brayden wasn’t saying anything. Was he still watching him, or did he have to go back to work?

“I’m glad to see it’s still treating you well,” he said in another message. Now I was straining to think of what to send next. How could I move the process along? I really wanted to get that photo. I wanted to be able to message Brayden with good news. I wanted Brayden to celebrate. I wanted him to think that I was the best business partner he’d ever had. I didn’t want to let him down.

“I always think of you whenever I’m stuffing myself with it. Send a picture of your hard cock. I want to see it,” I wrote. Now, my heart was pounding. Was I moving too quickly? Should I have buttered him up a little bit more first?

My stomach churned. What if I’d ruined everything? I held my phone tightly. My palms were sweaty now. I thought about writing him back, to take back the request. But it was too late—I didn’t want to come off as crazy or weird. I just had to wait. Now, there was nothing to do but wait.

There was a long silence. Five minutes went by—then ten minutes. I thought about texting Brayden, to get an update, but I didn’t want Brayden thinking that I’d messed up. I really had messed up. I shouldn’t have pushed too hard. I should have waited. I should have spent at least an hour buttering him up before asking for the picture.

Then, my phone buzzed. I looked down, expecting a message along the lines of, ‘No way!’ But instead, there was a photo of a big, erect cock on my screen. I gasped and then I covered my mouth with the palm of my hand. His cock was big and veiny. His tip was swollen and dense, like a clenched fist. I don’t know why I stared at it for so long. I couldn’t believe he’d actually sent it.

And it was especially insane to think that he was erect for me. The pictures that I sent him made him hard. I had successfully aroused a man. And how was I supposed to feel about that? What was I supposed to think about myself now? Was this the final confirmation that I really did look like a girl? Was this the final confirmation that I really did need those testosterone pills?

“I forgot how big your cock was, baby. Stroke it for me. Send me a video of you stroking it,” I wrote with a pounding heart. What was the jail sentence for fraud? Blackmail?

I sent him another photo of myself, in front of that mirror. This time, I reached up and squeezed my right pec as if it was my tit. I squeezed hard and did a cute girly pose, still in that tight lingerie.

I thought I had him. Then, he took me by surprise. “Use that dildo for me,” he wrote.

My heart stopped for a moment. I felt my face turning white. How could I navigate this issue? I couldn’t use the dildo because I didn’t have a pussy. I stared at the toy for a moment. How could I get him to keep sending me what I wanted without giving him what he wanted? Maybe I should have never introduced the dildo. Maybe that was just setting myself up for failure.

“It feels so good inside of me,” I wrote, without sending a photo.

“I want to see,” he said. Now, it was starting to feel like he was in control. I suddenly was afraid of disappointing him, as if the whole scheme would be ruined if he felt taking advantage of… and that was probably the truth. I had to be careful. I had to figure out a way to give him what he wanted.

I had to think, and I had to think fast. How quickly could I find a photo of a pink dildo inside of a pussy? But it had to match the other photos: lighting, framing, pink lingerie… It was too difficult. It couldn’t be done.

But there was one other option… I never said anything about a pussy.

I looked down at the dildo, regretting my choice of grabbing the biggest one in the bag. I groaned. But I couldn’t let Brayden down. I needed to give Cal what he wanted so we could get what we needed. I flipped myself onto my back and I pulled my knees to my chest. I used my fingertip to pry my lingerie out from my butt crack.

I pressed that dildo into my butthole, groaning as it stretching my hole. I only stuffed a single inch in; that was more than enough. With a straining groan, I reached out my phone and snapped a photo. In the photo, the dildo looked a bit deeper than it actually was. It was impossible to tell that I had a cock and balls instead of a pussy, so I sent the photo, along with the message: “In the ass, just like you like it.” I Even added a winking emoji. “Now send that video of you stroking it.”

And he actually sent it: a video of his clenched fist stroking up and down his long, veiny shaft. I still couldn’t believe how hard he was for me. I still couldn’t believe that I was able to make a man so aroused. It seemed impossible. That erection made me so insecure about myself, but at the same time, I couldn’t help but smirk slightly, as if it was a sort of accomplishment.

“I love your big dick,” I wrote. “I want to see it come. Come for me baby.”

“Push that toy deeper into your body,” he wrote.

I groaned. I took a deep breath. I’d never been penetrated before, and it was never something that I wanted. But now, I was so close to getting exactly what I needed. Now, Brayden was going to love me. So I took the dildo with two hands and I began to push it into my asshole. I strained and groaned and rolled my head from side to side, feeling the thick plastic stretching out my anus. I clenched hard, and then I managed to relax, pushing it even deeper. It didn’t hurt, but it felt weird and unnatural. I tried to adjust my hips, trying to find a more comfortable angle. Then I turned my head and looked into the mirror.

It was a strange sight: my body clad in lingerie, red lipstick on my lips, and an extra-long dildo halfway into my asshole. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I couldn’t believe what I was currently doing for money. But I needed that money.

So I took my phone and I snapped a photo. “Now come for me,” I wrote.

It was a long minute before my phone buzzed again, this time with a video. I watched that video with parted lips and wide eyes. It was a bit shaky, and I could hear him moaning softly as he pumped his cock. His cock was so big—I still couldn’t get over it. He squeezed it firmly with his fist and pumped fast. Then, he suddenly paused, groaned, and then his cock sprayed the wall in front of him with thick goo. I gasped and covered my mouth, letting a small giggle slip.

Now, I hadn’t just made a man hard—I’d made a man come. And I had it on video.

I must have been quite irresistible, if he was willing to make himself so vulnerable just to make me happy. Maybe I was hotter than I realized. Maybe I made a better woman than I ever thought before. “Oh my God. That was so hot,” I wrote.

“Send another picture of you. I want to see your pretty face,” he said.

“Can’t now. Late for work. Thanks for the fun,” I said quickly with a racing heart. It was a panic message. But I knew that there was no way I could send a shot of my face. There was no way I could make that risk.

“My pleasure,” he replied.

And now, I almost had everything I needed. I just needed to get a photo of his face, and then I could stop messaging him.

For now, I just wanted to get out of that lingerie and that lipstick.
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Brayden came over after work, wanting to see what I’d accomplished. I felt awkward showing him the phone, even though I’d gone through and deleted all of the photos of myself using the dildo, and the messages of him asking for the dildo.

Brayden shielded his eyes as he watched the video of Cal ejaculating onto the wall. “Gross,” he said. And I tried not to blush, remembering that the cumshot was with me in mind. “I can’t believe he just sent that to you on day one. It usually takes a week to get to this point. Good job.” Brayden gave me a pat on the back.

And I felt bad for Cal. I felt like I was breaching some sort of privacy agreement, by showing Brayden his pictures and his video. Cal didn’t do anything to deserve what we were doing to him. But it’s a tough world, and you can’t have any sympathy for the weak.

“Wait to see if he reaches out to you over the next few days. If you haven’t heard anything by Friday, send him a message. We just need that face picture to move forward.”

“Alright,” I said.

And I have to admit that I was surprised when Cal didn’t reach out over the next few days. It was hard to believe that he could have been so aroused by me, but for some reason he wasn’t motivated to hit me up again after our initial cyber fling.

On Friday, I sent Brayden a message. “Should we message him today?” I asked.

“Nah,” Brayden said. “Keep him waiting. Let the anticipation grow.” And the anticipation was growing—for me. I hated waiting. I felt like we were wasting out on a good opportunity. I felt like we needed to pounce while I was still fresh in Cal’s mind. I found myself squirming and biting down on my tongue. Maybe I could just secretly reach out to Cal. Maybe I could get that face picture without Brayden knowing, and then I could emerge as a sort of hero.

I grabbed that backpack and searched around through my options. I found an adorable white satin nightie, with black lace embellishments. I went to the bathroom to give my legs a quick shave, and then I slipped into that white slip. It was a perfect fit. I ran my fingers down my satin body and looked into the mirror. My cock was making an obvious bulge, so I grabbed a pair of red panties from the bag: something to hold my cock in place without ruining the outfit. I felt awkward, getting all dressed up in my apartment. But it was for a good cause (at least for me).

I spent a good fifteen minutes posing in the mirror. Then I decided to put on a touch of lipstick, just in case my lips entered into a shot. I smeared a bit of red onto my lips, and then I noticed the other makeup supplies. Maybe—just to be safe—I could put on a bit more makeup. So I grabbed the concealer, which was exactly the right tone for my skin, and I grabbed the brow filler. I worked for the next hour, dolling myself up, making myself pretty, making every little detail on my face and body feminine. I worked on my posture a little bit. I tried out different poses. I tried a few different smiles.

It was so surreal, seeing myself as a woman. I still looked like myself—perfectly recognizable—but I was also a perfectly convincing woman. It made no sense at all. And it should have been a huge blow to my ego, yet for some reason, I just found myself smiling and blushing as if I didn’t care. I was starting to worry about my sanity. I didn’t like the places my brain was going.

I had to remind myself that I was just conning a guy out of a few thousand dollars. This wasn’t some sort of new hobby. This wasn’t a new lifestyle choice. I grabbed my phone and navigated over to my chat with Cal. “Hey sexy, what are you doing right now?” I asked.

I saw that he read the message. There was a minute of pause, then he replied. “Just heading home.”

“Driving?” I asked.

“Train.”

“Is it busy?”

“Normally busy for rush hour,” he said. And he was chatting with me: a good sign. He hadn’t forgotten about me. He hadn’t come to his senses and blocked my number from his phone.

“Can anyone see your screen?” I asked.

“Lots of people—if they wanted to,” he said.

I had a cheeky smile on my face now. I wanted to make him sweat. I wanted to make him tingle all over. I knew if I could get him blushing, I could get him thinking about me. I just needed to give him a little push: a little bit of excitement, just enough that he would want to send me a photo.

So I sent him a picture, striking the sexiest pose I could muster: legs spread open as I lay on my side in that cute lingerie. I tried not to cover my cock this time, pushing it between my legs to make it look like a pussy bulge. I inspected the photo for a long moment before sending it, ensuring that there were no unfortunate slips.

I waited with eager anticipation for him to reply. “People are going to think I’m a pervert,” he said finally.

I found myself giggling and blushing. I could just somehow tell that I had his heart racing—and maybe I was even going to give him a hard-on on the subway. “Or maybe they’ll just think you have a hot girlfriend,” I said, teasing him. My strategy was simply to make him think that we were already on boyfriend-girlfriend relations in our fictional relationship.

I waited for a reply. Now, it was taking forever. Did I offend him? Did I scare him away? Maybe the girlfriend line was a bit too much—maybe it flicked on his moral compass, and now he was worried that he was ruining some relationship. My heart was racing fast. I looked over at the mirror, at myself. I took a moment to adjust my nightie.

“I really want to see your beautiful face,” he finally wrote.

And once again, my heart plunged into my stomach. It was starting to seem obvious that he wasn’t going to send me a photo of his face—not without a sacrifice. And was I ready to make that sacrifice?

I walked over to the mirror. I had makeup on my face now, but was it enough? Did I look enough like a woman to pass? Did I look recognizable? Would a photo of my makeup-clad face be enough for the police to identify me? “Why?” I wrote back a minute later. “You know what I look like. If you want to see a picture of my face, go to my Facebook page.” My fingers were trembling as I typed it out. I was so close to getting what I needed: so close to getting thousands of dollars from the shmuck.

But was he really a shmuck? He seemed nice enough. He wasn’t too pushy. He was really just a normal guy. And, for some reason, the fact that he found me so attractive only made me feel worse. He was smitten by me, and I was just taking advantage of him. But I couldn’t stop now. I had to get what I needed from him.

“I just want to see your face now,” he said. “I miss your face. I’ve looked through those old photos a million times.”

I groaned loudly and rolled my head in a big circle. He wasn’t going to let it go. I needed to give him what he wanted, so I could get what I wanted.

But how was I going to get him to send me a photo of his face? He couldn’t send one without compromising his identity—and he wasn’t going to do that. Somehow, I needed to make him know that I knew he wasn’t my ‘boyfriend’. I had to get him to come clean, and maybe the only way to do that was to make him ‘fall’ for me. Could I make a man fall for me? Could I catfish him into revealing his true self to me? I had to try. I’d come so far already.

I probably should have done more planning before embarking on this journey. I probably should have thought my actions through before diving into texting him. A plan would have gone a long way. But I didn’t feel hopeless yet.

“Why don’t you send me a photo of your face?” I asked, trying one last time to make him slip for me. Maybe he would come clean with a photo.

“Maybe later,” he said. “Once I’m home.”

I rolled my eyes. I knew he wasn’t going to send it, so I needed to figure out a way to make him fall for me. I needed him to want me so badly that he was willing to out himself for a real chance at me. Could I do it? Could I woo a man to that extent?

“Why not now?” I asked, biting down on the edge of my tongue.

“There’s so many people around,” he said.

“Who cares about them?”

“I’ll send you a picture of me if you send me a picture of you,” he said. My skin tingled all over. Was he bluffing? Was he really willing to send me what I needed? And was it worth the gamble? What if he was onto me? What if he was now trying to get a photo of me to send to the cops?

A full-blown panic set in. My hands trembled and my skin turned cold as I considered the frightening possibility. He was pushing hard for a photo of my face. He was onto me. I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t let my life go to waste over the chance at a few thousand dollars.

“I’m heading out for my shift,” I said, bailing on the trade offer.

“So? I want to see your pretty eyes,” he said.

I put my phone down. This was too much for me. Brayden was foolish to do this regularly. It was only a matter of time before he was caught. And to make the matter worse, I was using my own phone! Surely my phone number was enough to track me down—at least as far as the police are concerned.

But I hadn’t done anything illegal yet. I hadn’t blackmailed him yet. Even if he tracked me down, he would just think that I was some crossdresser who liked to tease men. There’s nothing illegal about crossdressing or teasing men.

I walked over to the mirror and looked at myself. Then, I thought about that money. I couldn’t just toss away the opportunity entirely. Maybe I could make myself a little more unrecognizable. Maybe I could make myself look a little more convincing. And maybe—just maybe—I could make myself look somewhat irresistible. Maybe I could make myself look pretty enough that he would want to have me in his life. If he wanted to have me, he would have to come clean. He would have to admit that he wasn’t my ‘boyfriend’. It was a good idea, at least in my head.

So I grabbed the makeup. I started working. I made my eyeliner a little bit longer and thicker. I curled my eyelashes and made them a bit fuller. I filled out my brows, and then I made my lips a bit glossier. Then, I went to use a bit of contouring, making the shape of my face just a bit different: enough that I wouldn’t be recognized at a glance, at the very least. I spent fifteen minutes in front of that mirror, touching myself up. Then I remembered that there was a wig in that backpack, so I fetched it.

It was blonde, and a bit longer than shoulder-length. I put it on my head and spent a few minutes primping it and tossing it with my fingers, until it looked natural. It was a nice wig: likely made with real human hair.

Finally, I felt good about the way I looked. I looked pretty. Hell—I looked sexy. I caught myself posing like a model, feeling strangely high. Was I having fun? Was I proud of myself? Or was I just excited about the idea of earing a few thousand bucks?

I went to snap a photo, and then I felt a cold tingle rushing through me. Maybe this was a bad idea. Maybe my original hesitation was warranted. I grabbed my face mask and put it on. It seemed like a shame to cover my plump, glossy lips, but it was probably safer to keep my face covered somewhat, to make myself less identifiable. Plus, with covid, I had a good excuse.

I put on a tank top and a pair of shorts, and then I went outside of my apartment to take the photo. The bright sunlight helped to expose my good features.

And it wasn’t until I holding out the phone and snapping the photo that I realized I’d gone out into public dressed as a woman.
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Ipaused. My bones were suddenly frozen. I looked around and saw that there were other people on the street, going about their business. A man turned and looked at me. My heart nearly exploded in my chest.

He smiled, and I just remained frozen. Why the hell did I leave my apartment like this? What if one of my neighbors saw me? I looked around slowly, feeling a crushing pressure. My legs began to wobble and beads of sweat began to tickle the back of my neck. I needed to get back into my apartment before someone saw me. This was crazy. This was absolutely absurd.

I snapped a photo and then I darted back to my apartment. And in my state of panic, I sent the photo without reviewing it much. I couldn’t focus. My only priority was getting back into the safety of my apartment.

I felt so humiliated. People saw me. People looked at me while I was dolled up. But strangely, nobody laughed or pointed at me. Nobody even seemed to be able to tell that I wasn’t actually a girl. And maybe that made the experience even more embarrassing. I really did pass as a woman. I really could go out into public without anyone realizing I was actually a man. Would testosterone pills even help me? Was I doomed to look like a woman for the rest of my life?

“You look so beautiful,” Cal said in a text message. And strangely, the message caught me completely off-guard. Beautiful? I looked back at the picture. I stared at my own face. Was I beautiful? I certainly had never been ‘beautiful’ as a man. Nobody ever called me handsome or sexy. A couple girls in high school told me that I looked cute… But that was more of a jab than a compliment. Now, I was ‘beautiful’ as a woman. Why did that one little word make me blush all over? Why did I feel so warm and flustered? Why was I covered my smile with the palm of my hand?

“Now it’s your turn,” I said, trying to swallow the strange feelings that were swelling inside of me. I didn’t want these feelings. I didn’t want to enjoy this moment. I was in this for the money, and nothing else.

It was five minutes later when he sent a photo: wearing a baseball cap, sunglasses, and a face mask. It was essentially a picture of his nose.

“Quit being cheeky,” I wrote. “I want to see your handsome brown eyes.” I knew that he had brown eyes from when we looked at his Facebook profile. I figured if I made him think my ‘boyfriend’ had brown eyes, that he could get away with showing me his eyes.

I was shocked when the photo came in: a picture of his face. Sure, he was wearing a mask, but his eyes were out. My heart flew up and rattled against my ribcage. Finally, I had what I needed: a picture of his face. I nearly screamed out with joy. Finally, I would be able to get the money I needed for those pills.

“Cute. You look younger today,” I wrote, knowing I had to say something.

“Have a good night at work,” he said.

“Thanks, sweetie. We’ll talk later,” I said, and then I tossed my phone onto my counter and fell back onto my couch. It was a major victory. Now, I had pictures and videos of him jerking off, and I had a photo of his face, all sent from the same phone number. We had everything we needed.

I thought about calling Brayden, to let him know the good news. But then I hesitated. Maybe Brayden could wait. Maybe I needed to give myself another day or two to really think about this. Maybe that picture of Cal’s eyes wasn’t quite enough to blackmail him with. Maybe I needed to get more. Or maybe I needed to give myself another day to realize I didn’t want to threaten to ruin a man’s life so I could make a few thousand bucks.

I had a hard time relaxing that evening. I sat up and thought about everything. I was all cleaned up now, and sitting in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. I felt weird and uncomfortable—maybe about the whole scheme, or maybe about something else.

I got up and walked around, unable to focus on my television, which was playing some home renovation show. I felt so strange; was I sick? I didn’t feel sick. But I did feel empty. Something was missing.

I stopped in front of the mirror and looked at myself. I felt like I didn’t recognize myself. I looked so… boring. I seemed so lifeless and plain. I ran my fingers through my hair. I tried to force a smile onto my face. Were those pills really going to help me? Was that really what I needed?

I turned around to look at my profile. The problem wasn’t that I was thin, it was that I was lacking in confidence. Mick Jagger was thin in his prime. So was Robert Plant. Those guys had no problems with women. I had the same body as many famous male models—and they weren’t taking testosterone pills to compensate for anything.

Maybe there was another problem. Maybe I needed to figure myself out in another way.

I looked to the side and saw that bag sitting there. Then, I curiously approached it, to see what else was inside of it. I looked at the clock. It was 1:15 AM. I should have been asleep, but I was overwhelmed with a peculiar curiosity.

I pulled out a small black dress. It was a cute little dress. Would I ever get a chance to wear it? Now that I had everything I needed from Cal, I no longer needed to put on the clothes. Brayden would probably be picking up that bag soon, unless he wanted me to get dolled up for another blackmail scheme with another poor shmuck.

I took off my jeans and my t-shirt, and then I slipped into the dress. Instantly, I felt a rush. It wasn’t a rush I was expecting, or one that I can really explain. It was hot and fast, tingling and energetic. I suddenly felt like I just finished pounding back a Redbull, but there was a strange warmth as well, even though my apartment was cool and draughty. I took a deep breath in. I walked over to the mirror and posed. There was a smile on my face.

Did I like wearing the little outfits? Did I get a kick out of this?

I grabbed the makeup and worked on dolling my face up. I brushed on some blush, penned on some eyeliner, curled on some mascara. I spent forty minutes in front of that mirror, making myself beautiful. I liked being beautiful. It was a nice change from what I was used to: being bland and boring.

I grabbed a straightening iron (which I originally thought was a sex toy). I used it to flatten my hair, giving me more of a ‘clubbing’ look. I turned my head from side to side, letting the soft hair brush my exposed shoulders. The satin of the dress felt so nice and cute. I put on some strappy heels. I took my razor to freshen my shave—and this time, I got rid of the hair around my crotch. Now, I was smooth all over, just like a young woman.

A strange whimper escaped my lips. I touched myself, rubbing my hands up and down. I closed my eyes and got lost in the moment. I felt right. Everything felt good. I liked the way the soft fabrics hugged my skin. I liked the feeling of the soft hair on my shoulders. I even liked my bare legs rubbing together, smooth and hairless.

I grabbed my phone and aimed it at the mirror. I snapped a photo and stared at the photo for a long moment. Then, I messaged Cal. “Are you awake?” I asked.

It was a minute later when he said, “I am now.”

I sent him the photo. I wanted him to see it. I wanted him to call me beautiful again, though I had no idea what that’s what I wanted. I bit hard on my tongue and waited for his reply. “Looking good,” he finally said. But it wasn’t enough. I wanted to look better than ‘good’.

“Do you like my dress?” I asked.

“It’s hot,” he said.

“Thanks,” I said.

“It’s a hot dress, but I think you’d be hotter with it off.”

I grinned and bit down gently on my bottom lip. I pushed the straps off of my dress and looked in the mirror again. I liked the way I looked. Maybe I would have been better off being born as a woman. I sent another photo. “I wish you were here right now,” I said. I don’t know why I said it.

“Same,” he said.

I spent a minute admiring myself in the mirror, feeling like I was truly losing my mind. Then I wriggled the dress off and got onto my bed. I took my phone and put it under my chin to take a photo of my body, from my own perspective: clad only in a bra and panties. “I’m thinking about you. Are you thinking about me?” I just wanted him to compliment me. I wanted to be told that I looked good. I wanted someone to verify what I was seeing in the mirror, and what I was starting to believe was true.

“Hell yeah,” he said.

“Prove it,” I said, desperate for that validation.

He suddenly sent a photo of his erect cock. I gasped. It wasn’t what I was expecting, but strangely, it felt good. Anyone can come up with words—but he was erect. He couldn’t just force himself to get an erection in ten seconds. That erection was for me, and it was exactly the validation I was looking for. It was a still image, but I swear I could see it throbbing.

“How badly do you want me?” I asked. I snapped a photo: a full-frame photo, from head to toe, using the mirror. I used my hand to cover my mouth.

“I want you badly. I can’t wait until you’re back,” he said. “Grab that dildo.”

I felt my cheeks turning red. I felt that hot rush intensifying. I felt tingling all over. “You’re naughty,” I wrote. I sent him a picture of the pink dildo.

“Suck it like you would suck me. Send a video,” he said.

I don’t know why I did it, but I did it. I wasn’t even expecting anything in return. I just wanted to turn him on. I loved that powerful feeling of keeping him aroused and thinking about me. It was nice to know someone was thinking about me, even if those thoughts were sexual. I sucked that big dildo, holding the phone out to show my face. I couldn’t believe I was sending him a video of my face. Was I compromising our plan? Was this a big mistake? Why couldn’t I help myself?

“You’re so hot,” he said.

I tried to recompose myself. I couldn’t let myself get carried away, threatening our operation. I still planned on blackmailing him. I took a deep breath.

“I want you to come on yourself,” I said.

“I can do that for you,” he said. “If you get that whole cock inside of you. I want another video.”

I replied with a blushing emoji. Then I took the dildo. My blood was pumping fast. I knew I was playing a dangerous game, but I liked it. I set up the camera. I pulled my panties to the side and then I crammed the head of that dildo into my asshole. “Shit,” I moaned. I paused for a moment, taking a deep breath. It was a big toy. But I wanted to make him come. I wanted to please him.

I pushed the toy into myself using two hands. I groaned and watched as the toy disappeared into my body, one inch at a time. I squirmed and groaned, and then finally, my fists were pressed into my butt cheeks. The whole toy was inside of me: ten inches of pink dildo, pushed deep into my body.

I sent the video with blushing cheeks, and he replied with a video of his own: him stroking his long cock. There was a brief moment in the video that I could see the bottom of his face. He probably didn’t even realize it before pressing send. I smiled—it was more that I could use against him.

“Bounce on that cock,” he wrote.

So I propped up the phone and I stood the dildo up, with it still in my ass. I bounced up and down, slowly, letting the thick ribs on the long shaft massage my anal cavity. I grabbed my tits and squeezed. I moaned. I started bouncing faster and faster. Then my phone chirped, letting me know I’d reached the maximum file size.

“Now send me your cumshot,” I said. “On your chest, or your face if you can come hard enough.”

It was two minutes later when I received the video of him jerking himself with a firm fist. He jerked faster and faster until cum was spraying his torso and chin. I giggled, and then I blushed. That cum was for me—and there was a lot of it. He really did like me. He really did think that I was sexy. It felt good. I wanted to stay in that moment, and resonate in that vindicated feeling.

“You look good covered in cum,” I said.

“You look better.”

“When I’m back in town, you’ll have to cover me in your hot cum.” Now, I had an erection of my own. My cock was throbbing, but I had no idea why. I was tingling all over with excitement. Was I gay? Did I like flirting with men? Did I kind of like looking at Cal’s big, throbbing cock?

“My pleasure,” he said. “Send another picture of your pretty face.”

I sent him a photo, covering nothing. I don’t know why I did it; maybe I just wanted him to see how pretty I was.

“Goodnight, beautiful,” he said. I loved it when he called me beautiful.

“Goodnight,” I said.

I fell onto my bed and let out a loud moan. I felt so satisfied, but I had no clue why. Something inside of me had changed—or maybe it was just something that had always been there, and now it was emerging. I didn’t like it, even though I couldn’t get enough of it.
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The next morning I woke up to the sound of banging. I sat up slowly, rubbing my eyes. It was loud and right against my bedroom wall. I went out into the hallway and walked to my neighbor’s door, which was open. “What are you doing in there?” I called. Then the banging stopped. My landlord emerged.

“Replacing the drywall,” he said. “There was a leak. The tenant is out of town.” Then he looked me up and down with a strange look. Was I still in my makeup? Had I gone to sleep in my nightie? I looked down and then I felt my face turning white.

“Are you Dougie’s girlfriend?” he asked.

I nodded my head slowly and then I took a few steps back. I felt my face turning dark red. I paused for a moment before turning around and retreating back into my room. I felt so insane and humiliated. My landlord saw me dolled up. Did he really think that I was a girl, or was he just trying to be polite? I buried my face into my pillow and suffered through the loud banging for the next hour.

Then it suddenly stopped. I went to my window and looked out. My landlord was sitting in his car now, eating a sandwich.

All cleaned up and in proper clothes, I went out of my apartment, planning on going out for a walk, to walk off some of the embarrassment from being seen as a girl. Then, I noticed that the door was left open in the apartment next to mine. The tenant that was out of town was a girl: a college-aged chick who was always wearing cute dresses. I’d always wanted to ask her out on a date, but I always assumed that she was out of my league. Now, I knew that her apartment was empty and I couldn’t help myself. I went inside, peeking around nervously. I went to her bedroom and opened her closet door. My heart was racing. She must have had a thousand dresses in that closet.

I quickly grabbed about ten, pressing them firmly to my body. Then, as quickly as I could, I retreated back to my room. I locked my door and then I spread the dresses out on my bed so I could inspect them. I wasn’t proud to be a thief, but I was thrilled to have new outfits to wear.

I picked out a floral dress with puffy sleeves. It was a short dress, but it felt just right on my body. I rushed over to my makeup and got myself dolled up. It was only noon when I was ready to snap a picture—so that’s what I did, and I sent it to Cal. “Rate me,” I said.

“Ten,” he replied. I blushed, and sent him a kissy emoji.

I felt so good and so proud of myself. I spent the next twenty minutes back in front of the mirror, staring at myself, trying to figure out how I could take my look even further.

Then, I found myself speaking aloud, subconsciously practicing my voice. I tried a number of different inflections, and then I started recording myself, to hear how good I sounded. I tried one take where I said, “I wish you were here with me, baby.” I listened back and thought it sounded pretty good. And I knew I had Cal to let me know just how hot I sounded, so I sent him the video.

As I was about to try on another dress, I had a sexy little thought cross my brain. I found myself posing topless, wearing only panties. I put my arm across my chest and tried to determine if I looked feminine, even without clothes. I snapped a picture and sent it to Cal, to see what he would think, even though I hadn’t heard back from the last video. For some weird reason, I wasn’t feeling nervous about what I was sending him. I was getting more and more comfortable, sending him pictures and videos. And I felt like he was helping me get more and more comfortable with this new little hobby of mine. Maybe it wasn’t a hobby. Maybe ‘fetish’ was a better word to use.

I saw the dildo on the ground. I remembered using it on myself the day before, for Cal. I remembered the tingling euphoria as it stretched out my asshole, massaging the inside of my bum. Maybe I wanted to do that again. Maybe I wanted to see how good that could feel.

“Tell me how I should fuck myself?” I said.

“I want you to finger your pussy for me,” he said. And just like that, I remembered that I didn’t have a pussy. I remembered that I had to be careful with what I said and with what I sent to him. I still needed to blackmail him. I couldn’t forget the whole purpose of this operation.

“Give me something dirtier,” I said.

“Fuck your pussy with that dildo,” he said.

I rolled my eyes. “Dirtier,” I said.

There was a moment of silence. Then, he said, “Fuck yourself with a golf club.”

My heart stopped. I looked back and saw my golf clubs. Had those been in all the pictures? Had I shown too much of my apartment? I really had to be more careful with what I was sending him.

But the excitement of the idea overpowered the terror of being caught. I went and picked out a club. I tingled all over before settling down onto the ground. I set up my phone’s camera and then I worked to get the handle of the club into my asshole.

I twisted and groaned, then I spat on the handle and tried again. It was starting to push in, but it was thicker than what I was used to. It hurt a little bit, but I had a feeling it would feel good once it was inside of me, so I kept pushing.

Then I heard my phone chirp, letting me know the recording was over. “That’s all I get?” he asked.

“I can’t send more than thirty seconds,” I said, feeling a bit frustrated. I wanted to put on a show for him, but I had to be careful.

I thought for a moment. Then I grabbed the golf club again and started pressing it into myself. Maybe I could send another video once the action was underway. Suddenly, my phone started to ring. It was. FaceTime call, from Cal. I gasped. I sprung to my feet, feeling nervous. I rushed through my apartment, turning off lights and closing curtains. I put on a bra. I checked my makeup. Then, for some insane reason, I answered the call.

I felt a lump growing in my throat. I could see his face now, obscured mostly in shadows. He was wearing a baseball cap, but I could make out the major details of his face. Was this him coming out? Was this my chance to say something like, ‘Hey, you’re not my boyfriend!’ I just stared at him for what felt like forty minutes of pure terror. Then finally, he said, “Hey.”

“What’s up?” I was using that female voice that I’d practiced.

“I just wanted to, uh, watch you,” he said. He was also using a soft voice. He was keeping the volume of his voice low so that it wasn’t recognizable. But sure, if I had been expecting someone else, I would be able to tell that I wasn’t talking to that person. Maybe he was crazier than I realized.

I grinned and bit down on my lip. “What do you want to watch me do?” I said, trying to fight back the lump in my throat. I felt more vulnerable now than ever. The entire operation was in jeopardy. If I gave him ammunition to use against me, there was no way I could blackmail him.

“Fuck yourself,” he said. His voice was almost a whisper.

“With what?” I asked.

“I don’t know. The golf club,” he said with a big, nervous grin.

“I’m nervous,” I said with a little laugh.

“Don’t be,” he said.

I put the phone down gently. I felt like my body was weightless. My head was spinning. I felt hot: fifteen degrees hotter than I actually was. I gently wiped my forehead with my wrist, and then I grabbed that golf club. I sat down and used the tip of my finger to pull my panties aside. I wanted to make him happy. I wanted to feel that club inside of me. So I kept going.

I went onto my back, with my knees to my chest. “Is this what you want?” I asked softly.

“Yeah. Put it in as deep as you can,” he said.

First, I sucked on the handle of the club, getting it wet. I was going to need as much wetness as possible. My asshole could only take so much.

I began to cram the blunt handle of the club into my body. I squirmed and groaned. It felt good in a weird way. I bit hard on my tongue and rolled my head from side to side. “Oh my…” I said, and then the lump became too big to push words past.

Once the club was inside of me, I whimpered. I pulled my knees closer to my chest. I pulled the club deeper and deeper into my body, until it felt like it was pressing into my lungs. My body convulsed suddenly and unexpectedly. Another uncontrollable whimper escaped my lips. Then I pulled the club out of my body suddenly. “That’s all I can do,” I said, laughing nervously.

“That was amazing,” he said. “What about a ball?”

I could feel myself turning red. He wanted me to put a golf ball in my ass? I looked back at my golf bag. My heart buzzed and my stomach groaned, but I wanted to make him happy. So I retrieved a ball from my bag. I wiped it with a cloth. Then I put it into my mouth, getting it wet, even though my gaping asshole was still wet from the saliva on the golf club.

I showed him the ball in my mouth, then I put it on the ground. I squatted over it and took a deep breath, opening up my hips by parting my knees. I couldn’t believe I was going to do this. I closed my eyes. I sat down on the ball. I felt it parting my rectum, but I kept sitting. Then I felt it push inside of me suddenly, and I gasped.

I leaned onto my back and spread my legs wide. I puckered for him—for the camera—trying to show him the ball inside of my asshole. I had no idea if he could see it, so I reached down and felt my hole with my fingertip, and I could feel the hard surface of the ball poking out.

“Damn. Think you can get another one in there?” he asked.

My heart fluttered. I wanted to do it. I felt so naughty and so sexy. I was having fun. He wanted to see me, and I wanted to make him happy. Why did I like this so much? Why was I allowing myself to partake in this humiliation? I grabbed another ball and went through the same process, wiping it, sucking it, and then sitting down on it.

“Now push them out,” he said with a big grin.

I looked at the screen and saw that he was clutching his cock, stroking it gently. He was horny. He liked watching me, and I liked putting on the show. So I kept going. I rolled onto my back and started pushing, expelling that first ball from my body. I closed my eyes. My body was overwhelmed with a sudden tingling: a pleasant, dirty feeling. I moaned and then I giggled.

I pushed hard and one of the balls fell out of me. My butthole puckered. I gave my body a moment before trying again. I pushed and pushed, groaning until the next ball fell out. Then I giggled and sat up, looking down to see the balls that were previously inside of my body.

He was staring at the screen with a petrified look, as if he had seen something that wasn’t right. Did the showing offend him? Was it not exactly what he wanted? I looked down at the balls again, and that’s when I noticed that my cock was out, half erect and pointing straight out. I gasped and became frozen with terror. I reached forward and grabbed the phone, ending the call.

I sat in my dark apartment for a long moment: many minutes without moving. Dread consumed me. I had ruined everything by letting my cock fall out. I should have never taken his call. I should have left him alone after I got that picture of his eyes. Why did I let myself get carried away? How was I going to explain this whole thing to Brayden?


CHAPTER 6
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Ispent a good thirty minutes trying to look up how to delete photos off of someone else’s phone. I figured there must be some way to ‘undo’ the photos that I sent to Cal—but, of course, there was no way. The photos and videos were on his phone. I had his photos and videos too, so I was able to relax slightly, knowing he wouldn’t dare to release my videos and pictures.

But he didn’t know who I was. I had to keep reminding myself that—even though I was worried that he could figure it out somehow, using my phone number. I tried to search my own phone number online, but found nothing linking it to me. But I’m sure the police could easily take my phone number and track me down.

Now, Cal wasn’t messaging me. He wasn’t mentioning anything about the wardrobe malfunction. Was he disgusted? Was he going through and deleting all of the pictures and videos? Was he blocking my number from his phone? Was the scheme over?

I had to text him. I had to try to undo the damage I’d done… somehow. I had no idea what I was going to do, but I needed to keep that line of communication open, so that we could carry out our blackmail scheme. “Why haven’t you messaged me?” I wrote. My fingers were trembling. I had a horrible dread churning in my stomach. I didn’t feel right. I felt hopeless and stupid. I wasn’t expecting a reply. My phone told me that he read the message, but he wasn’t answering. Was he going to answer?

My panic was growing. I had to fix this—but I didn’t know how to do it. “Aren’t you going to send me a picture of you?” I asked, trying my hardest to pretend like the slip never happened. Maybe he didn’t see it. Maybe he thought he saw something, but he didn’t actually see it. Maybe I could pretend like it was a prank—like it was something I did all the time, as a joke.

“Sorry. Did I see what I thought I saw?” he wrote.

No, he definitely saw it. But maybe I could make him think it was a joke.

“What?” I said.

“You have a cock?” he said.

And then I had another idea. What if I made him think that I was transgender? What if I made him think that I’d already been open about it with my ‘boyfriend’? I had what I needed from him, but maybe this was an opportunity to get more. Maybe, now that he no longer desired me, he would come clean and send me a real picture of his face. A proper face photo would be so much more useful than the masked picture that I was planning on using. “Of course I do,” I said. “You knew that. Why are you being weird about it all of a sudden?”

“I guess I just forgot,” he said. It was a silly reply. But I was just happy he was still messaging. He hadn’t blocked my number just yet. “You’re so feminine that I forgot about that.”

The message resonated strangely with me. I hated reading it. My whole life, people had been calling me ‘feminine’. But now, it somehow felt like a compliment. I found myself smiling and blushing, as if I’d accomplished something. It was nice to know that my hard work had paid off, and it was nice to know that my feminine features were finally finding some use.

“Are you going to send me a photo of you?” I asked. I wanted that photo. I wanted to go to Brayden with everything we could possibly need.

“I have to tell you something. I’m not who you think I am,” he said. I nearly gasped aloud. I stood up and stared at my phone with shining eyes. I had him where I wanted him. I nearly squealed like a piglet. “What do you mean?” I wrote, playing dumb.

“I bought this phone off of a guy a few weeks ago,” he said. “I don’t actually know who you are. I’m sorry. But you’re very beautiful, so it was hard to tell you. I wanted to tell you multiple times, but it never felt right. I hope this doesn’t make you feel uncomfortable.”

“So what’s your name?” I asked.

“It’s Cal,” he said.

“My name is Heidi,” I said, giving him a fake name in an attempt to calm his nerves. I just needed him to relax. If he could relax, he would certainly send me that photo.

“I hope I didn’t ruin things with your boyfriend,” he said.

“He’s not my boyfriend,” I replied. “He was just a guy.”

“So sorry about everything. I won’t bother you anymore.” I stared at his message, trying to think of a way to reply. I went back through the old photos, trying to decide whether or not I needed anything else from him. Did I really need a full-face photo? Would he really see the masked photo that we had and think that he didn’t need to play along with our extortion game?

There was a knock at my door, making me jump. I had a feeling I knew who it was: my landlord. Did someone spot me stealing my neighbor’s clothes? Was he coming to chew me out? I crept up to the door and put my eye against the peephole, just as the person knocked again. This time, I let out a small squeal.

Brayden was standing on the other side of the door. He hadn’t texted, or buzzed to be let in. The landlord must have had the front door open, so Brayden just walked in. “Open up, Dougie! It’s me! I know you’re standing at the door. I can see your shadow.” He was looking down at the floor. The door was about an inch from the floor, so he was probably not lying to me.

I groaned. I was all dolled up, but it would take me fifteen minutes to get cleaned up, and I knew he wasn’t going to wait. So I reluctantly opened the door and he stormed in. It was a moment before he turned to look at me.

“I’ve been on the phone all day with Kiera. I can’t believe she just left town…” Finally, he noticed me and paused. He nearly jumped at the sight of me. “Dougie?”

“I was just getting another picture ready to send Cal,” I said.

Brayden stared at me for a long time. His eyes moved up and down my body. Then he blinked a few times. “Holy crap, I hardly recognized you. You’re all… dressed up.”

“I was going to send a picture.”

He kept staring at me. Then he let out a laugh. “So you’re still messaging Cal, huh?”

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

“He hasn’t reached out to you? Usually it’s the guys who do the reaching out. It’s always a good idea to wait until they reach out, because that means they’re feeling horny. And when guys are feeling horny… Well, you know. We do dumb shit when we’re horny.”

“Right,” I said.

“So he hasn’t messaged you?” Brayden asked.

I paused for a moment. I didn’t want him looking at my phone. I didn’t want him to see everything I’d already sent to Cal. “No. Not yet,” I said.

“Weird,” Brayden said, looking at me suspiciously. Then his gaze drifted down my body. “Where did you get that dress? That wasn’t in the bag.”

“A—A girl left it here,” I said.

Then he grinned. “Oh. Nice,” he said. “Was she hot?”

I forced a smile onto my face and I shrugged my shoulders.

Then, Brayden’s eyes narrowed slightly, as if he suspected something. My heart rate was rising by the second. I kept that forced smile on my face. “So, uh, if you don’t think we should message him, I should get myself cleaned up.”

“No, don’t do that,” he said. “I only have a few minutes. Just wait until I’m gone.” He kept staring at me, and then he suddenly turned away and started meandering through my apartment. “But we do need to think of a plan. If he’s not going to message us back, then we will have to message him. But we have to wait for the right moment to do it, and we have to send him the right thing.”

“Sure,” I said, following Brayden from a distance, worried he was going to find things in my apartment that I hadn’t put away. I was almost certain that the pink dildo was on my bed, or maybe on my bedside table.

Brayden looked back at me with a small smirk. “Maybe we should get the pictures done now, since you’re all dolled up. You look nice, by the way.”

I could tell that it was a jab and not a compliment, but I smiled to be safe.

“We have to turn him on,” Brayden said. “If he’s not going to feel horny enough to reach out to us, we need to make him horny.”

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

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

I felt a stutter in my heart. I cleared my throat.

“I’m not suggesting!” he said suddenly, looking red in the cheeks. “I’m just saying, we have to turn this guy on.”

I cleared my throat again. “How do we do that?” I said.

He thought for a moment, meandering again. He scratched at his chin. “See—the problem is that you’re not a girl, so we can’t just send him your tits or your pussy. We could send him a shot of your butthole—but maybe he’s not into that. And I just don’t know if buttholes have the same seductive charm as a nice, wet pussy. Know what I mean?”

“Sure,” I said awkwardly.

“I have an idea, but—you might not like it. It’s not gay, it’s just business,” he said.

“Business?” I said.

He nodded his head, looking at me now with a serious look. “It’s a sacrifice for both of us, but I bet you it would work.”

“W—What is it?” I said.

“Your hand around my cock,” he said. “I would be hard, of course—so I would have to watch some porn or something first. You would just have to curl your fingers around it for a second—long enough to get the photo. Look—I can see your face turning white. Like I said, it’s not a gay thing. It’s just business. Think of the money, Dougie. I think we could get, like, ten thousand out of this guy. I just have a feeling that he’s got some rich parents or something.”

“M—My hand on your…” I said. My throat felt like it was swelling up. The taste of copper was annoying my tongue. I tried to take a deep breath in.

“It’s just for a picture. I would hold the phone out enough to see your body and your hand and my cock. Like, maybe a POV type of shot. You would be on your knees, as if you were about to suck me. If we send the guy the picture, he’ll surely want more.”

“Can’t you just send him a picture of you and Kiera?” I said.

Brayden rolled his eyes and scoffed as if it was a ridiculous idea. “You already sent him a photo of you in lingerie. He knows what you look like, Dougie. Don’t be an idiot. We can do it really fast. I’ll even go scrub my cock in your bathroom, so you don’t get any cooties. Maybe you can go clean your hands too. And look—your makeup is all done and I don’t even recognize you, so we can get your face in the shot.” He laughed suddenly and perked up. “And when we tell him that he’s been jerking off to pictures of a guy! We’ll be able to get twice as much from him. Maybe twenty grand. Think about it, Dougie: twenty-thousand dollars, in your bank account. That’s all the pills you will ever need. That’s a new guitar. That’s a new computer to do your recording on. Think about it.”

“O—Okay,” I said. And maybe it wasn’t a terrible idea. Brayden was, after all, the expert. He’d done this before. I just wanted to make him happy. And he was right: I only had to touch his cock for a few seconds: enough to get the picture.

“Okay. Let’s do it, and then we’ll never talk about it again. We’re doing this for money—don’t forget that, Dougie.” He went over to my bathroom. “Go wash your hands. This will be clean and harmless for everyone.”

I heard him running my shower. I walked over to my sink. My vision was blurred slightly as my heart raced faster and faster. I was starting to feel sick. I didn’t want to pass out—not now—not in a dress. I didn’t want paramedics dragging my dolled-up body out of that apartment building; I wouldn’t be able to survive that humiliation.

I watched the water run over my hands. It seemed like a long moment, but somehow so short. Suddenly, he was behind me, tapping on my shoulder. “I think your hands are clean enough,” he said.

I looked back at him with parted lips and wide eyes.

“Let’s do this fast. Get down on your knees,” he said. So I sunk down to my knees, following his orders without even thinking about what he was telling me to do. Then he reached into his pants. His fly was already open. With a tug, he pulled out his erect cock. It stood tall, streaked with red veins.

I gasped. He was big. Now, his swollen tip was hovering inches from my face.

“Pass me your phone,” he said.

I was frozen for a moment, staring at that cock. I couldn’t believe he wanted me to touch it. I couldn’t believe that I was actually going to touch it.

I opened up the camera app on my phone and then I passed it to him. My trembling finger accidentally pressed the record button. “I think it’s recording,” he said. “It is. How do I stop it? How do I flip the camera? There it is. We need to get you a new phone.” He laughed nervously. His cheeks were dark red. “Okay, grab it and I’ll snap a photo.”

I took a deep breath. Then I raised up my hand. I brought it next to his throbbing cock. He was so hard. How did he get so hard so fast? How long was he in the bathroom for? How long was I zoned out at the sink for?

“Grab it, Dougie. It’s not going to hurt you. Just pretend you’re grabbing my arm.”

“Keep my face out of the shot,” I said.

“Fine. Whatever. Just grab it.”

I bit hard on my tongue and then I grabbed it, curling my fingers around it. It was so warm and so hard, like grabbing a piece of pipe that had been left in an oven. I gasped.

“Okay good,” he said with a small groan. “Now I’ll take the shot. Squeeze it tighter. It hardly looks like you’re even touching it. Tighter—tighter than that.” I squeezed him hard, making the tip of his cock a shade of red. I heard him snap the photo. “Okay, wait. Let’s get a few extra, just while we have everything set up. Maybe we can get a small video.”

“A video?” I said. My voice was hardly a whisper now. I was touching a man’s cock. I was touching Brayden’s cock. I could feel it throbbing into the palm of my hand. It was still so hard. How was he so hard? Was he aroused by me? Even if he had been watching porn in my bathroom—surely, he would be softening by now, right?

“Stroke it for a moment. Just for the video,” he said.

So I started pulling up and down, watching as his foreskin tugged over and off of his big tip. He let out another groan. “Just like that,” he said. “Don’t stop.” He was throbbing hard now, and I swear he was getting harder. Was I making him harder? I looked up into his eyes and saw that his cheeks were so red that they were almost purple. His eyes flashed and I looked away suddenly.

He let out a loud groan. “Don’t stop,” he said.

“I think that’s enough,” I said.

“We need to make sure we have enough to send him,” he said. “I hate to do this, but just put it in your mouth—just for one second. We’ll get a quick cock sucking photo—and maybe a quick video. Trust me—this will work. This will make him send us what we need.”

And in all the pandemonium, I’d forgotten that we already had what we needed. I was just doing what he said because I was afraid of him. I was afraid of what he was capable of. I didn’t want to get on his backside, and I didn’t want to disappoint him.

So I closed my eyes and leaned in, opening my mouth. I groaned and then I felt his warm tip pushing onto my tongue. I tried not to make a sound. I tried not to cringe. I was expecting a flavor, or a gag reflex. But strangely, there was none.

“Close your lips around it,” he said with a deep voice.

I did it. I closed my lips around his cock.

“Relax your face,” he said. I could tell that my face was tense. I took a deep breath in through my nose, then I let out the tension with my exhale. I heard him snap a photo. “Just one second. Suck—or make it look like you’re sucking. It’s just business, remember. This isn’t gay.”

I gently pushed my face forward and then I drew it back. I felt his pumping veins against my tongue and then I felt his tip press into the inside of my cheek. I took another deep breath in and out from my nose. I relaxed a bit more.

“Suck it, baby,” he said.

Why was he calling me baby? Was he recording a video? Was he in character? I tried not to think too much into it.

“Pump it with your fist,” he said. “Stroke me and suck me at the same time.”

I was pretty sure he was recording a video. We’d come this far. He was still getting harder somehow. I could feel his shaft swelling up. Was he going to come? Was I going to make him come? That tingling sensation crept into my whole body. I tried not to smirk. I felt wrong, but I also felt strangely vindicated. I really must have been hot. He wouldn’t be so hard if I wasn’t hot. So I must have been hot. I must have been sexy. My mouth must have felt good: like the mouth of a proper, hot slut.

I tickled his tip with the tip of my tongue and made him groan. I closed my eyes and tried to relax. Then, the image of Cal came into my head.

I imagined Cal was before me, pushing his cock into my mouth. I imagined Cal above me, groaning as his cock throbbed. I sucked harder and pumped faster.

“Don’t stop,” he said.

I bobbed my head deep, getting him far down my throat. I squeezed him hard with my fist, and I explored his whole shaft with my tongue—and then he suddenly burst.

A shot of cum splattered against the roof of my mouth. I paused and I gasped. Another shot got the inside of my cheek, then I pulled my head back—which turned out to be a mistake. Now, he was coming on my face, recording the whole thing.

I leaned back, and that’s when the incident got even more embarrassing. Apparently, sucking his cock had made me hard. My erection had slipped out from my little dress, and now, his cum shot down and landed right on my cock. I was too petrified to move as he sprayed my face and body. It was just supposed to be a quick photo session—and now Brayden was ejaculating all over me.

I looked at his hand. He was still recording everything. I felt so vulnerable so suddenly. I reached out and snatched the phone and stopped the recording. “That’s enough,” I said. I stood up and I spat out his cum. “You asshole!” I said.

His face was white. “Don’t ever tell anyone about that!” he snapped.

“Apologize to me,” I said.

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

“Are you insane?” I said.

He came closer to me and stuck his finger into my face. “Don’t you dare ever tell anyone about that. After you send Cal those pictures, delete them from your phone. We’re never talking about this again.” His face was dark red now. Steam was practically billowing out from his ears.

He pushed his big cock back into his pants and then he marched over to my door. “I’m serious. That wasn’t gay. It was just—just business.”

“I know,” I said. My skin tingled cold. He left, and then I turned to the mirror, seeing my face and dress covered in dripping cum. I lifted up my dress and looked at my cock, which was now slumping. A big glob of cum was running down it, about to drip onto the floor.

A terrible humiliation filled my body, but there was something else: a strange sense of excitement.


CHAPTER 7
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Three days later, after receiving my cheque from the government, I was walking down the street when I spotted a cute jumper in the window of a store. It had been a few days since I’d gotten myself dolled up. I was convinced that if I just stopped doing it, the urges to put on women’s clothing and makeup would go away. And they had gone away somewhat—until that moment.

Now, I couldn’t stop looking at that jumper. I had to own it. I had to feel it on my skin, hugging my curves. And I had to see it on me along with some makeup, and my wig.

So I bought it, telling the cashier that it was for my ‘girlfriend’. I took it home and put it on. I put on some makeup and my wig and that pair of strappy heels. I felt great. I felt renewed and inspired. I couldn’t get the smile off of my face. I wanted to go outside so everyone could see how good I looked—but I knew that was a terrible idea.

So I just hung around in my apartment for the day, lounging in my jumper. I watched some TV, but I was more focused on my reflection in the screen whenever the screen was dark.

I felt so natural, and so feminine. Why did I like this so much? Why did I enjoy being a girl?

That night, I decided that I needed to show someone how cute I was, so I sent a photo to Cal. “What do you think of my new jumper?” I asked. I knew he would reply, and I knew that he would like it.

“You look cute,” he said only seconds later.

“You think so?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he said.

It wasn’t the only thing I bought that day. I also picked up a lace choker, which I now had around my throat. “What do you think about the choker?” I asked. “Yes or no?”

“It looks good. Hot,” he said.

I sent him another photo of my face. “Do you like the way I did my makeup?”

“You look really good,” he said. I was beaming now. I was reveling in his compliments. Was I fishing for compliments? Maybe—but it didn’t matter much. I knew that they were genuine. I knew that he meant what he was saying. If he didn’t think I was hot, he would have deleted my number from his phone, and he would have ghosted me or blocked me.

“I was thinking of wearing it to work, but it’s probably too racy,” I said.

“I think it would be fine, as long as you don’t mind men ogling you all day,” he said.

“I like it when you ogle me,” I said, biting down on the corner of my lip.

“I’m definitely ogling you now.”

“You probably say that to all the girls,” I said.

“I don’t,” he said. “Believe me.”

“You strike me as a player. I bet you’re a player,” I said.

He sent a laughing emoji. “I’m not a player—far from it. I’m just a guy who’s struggling to get by. At least I can look forward to getting pictures of you from time to time.”

My heart swelled, and then my stomach filled with a guilt. I didn’t want to blackmail him. I didn’t want to ruin his life. But I knew it was a matter of days now before Brayden wanted to execute the blackmail portion of the plan. He was already texting me, asking how the process was going. He was under the impression that I’d sent Cal the pictures and videos of the cock sucking, but I never sent them. I couldn’t stand the idea of sending them to Cal, breaking his heart. I already had what Brayden wanted. But now, I wasn’t sure I could give Brayden what he wanted.

I kept chatting with Cal. We started talking about everything from high school to hobbies to family. Then, he took me by surprise by asking, “Do you have a boyfriend?”

“No,” I said.

“And the guy who sold me this phone—what’s his deal?” he asked.

“It’s complicated. I don’t really talk to him anymore,” I lied.

There was a small silence—but it was longer than any silence we’d had in over an hour. I felt awkward, but I wanted to bring the life back to our little relationship. I reached and grabbed the dildo. I put it to my lips and licked it gently, taking a picture. “Should I have a bit of fun before work?”

“Only if I can watch,” he said.

My skin buzzed. I took a deep breath in, and then I checked myself in the mirror. I called him on FaceTime. Now, he wasn’t covering his face. I could have easily taken a screenshot or two, but I didn’t. Instead, I said, “Just sit back and watch.”

“Sounds good,” he said. I rolled onto my back and I pushed the dildo deep into my butthole.

I pumped myself, slowly at first, but then I got more and more excited. I grabbed the dildo with two hands and pumped fast, pushing deep. The tip of the dildo was pressing perfectly against my sweet spot, making me moan. I bit down on my tongue and let out a soft whimper. I pushed the dildo in deeper.

I could feel myself getting erect, but now I didn’t care—and he didn’t seem to care either. He kept watching me, even though there was a giant bulge growing against the satin of my jumper. It was pulsing hard, for him. I loved that he was watching me. I loved that he desired me. I liked being sexy. I didn’t want to go back to being a man. I didn’t want to take those testosterone pills.

I pumped faster and faster and faster. There was an amazing tingling between my legs. It was growing stronger and stronger. I screamed out, and then I felt a gushing between my legs. It was wet and warm. I looked down and saw the big wet spot on my new jumper. I made myself come. I gasped. “I’m sorry,” I said, embarrassed.

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

“I don’t know,” I said. “I should get ready for work.” A peculiar guilt was consuming me. I couldn’t blackmail Cal. I couldn’t ruin his life and steal his family’s money. I just couldn’t do it. But what would I tell Brayden? I couldn’t pay him back for the phone. I couldn’t just tell him there was no more plan, even though we’d already taken the lewd photos of me sucking his cock.

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

“Bye, Cal,” I said, and I hung up the phone. Then, I cried.

I felt terrible. I hated what I was doing to him. He texted me later that day, and I thought about blocking his number and deleting everything I’d sent him, and everything he’d sent me. I thought about dumping the phone into the trash and moving to another city, just to try to escape my guilt.

“Have we gotten what we need yet?” Brayden asked me in a text message.

“Working on it. I’m close,” I said. The guilt was truly overwhelming.

I kept stringing Brayden along, making him think I was getting closer and closer. But I could tell that he was getting impatient by the way he kept messaging me—every day, and then every few hours. He was getting fed up. He was going broke and he needed the payout.

“Send me what you have,” he said to me. “Send me screenshots of all the messages. Surely, we have something we can use.”

“There’s nothing,” I said.

“Send it to me,” he said.

“No,” I said. I felt my eyes swelling with tears. I thought about deleting everything—wiping my phone completely. But I knew that wouldn’t go over well. I needed to think of a way to make everyone happy: Brayden, Cal, and myself. I just had to think.

“I’m coming over,” he said.

“Don’t,” I said. “I’m not even home.”

“Where are you?” he said.

“I’m out. I won’t be home until late.”

“I’ll see you later then.”

I had to leave my apartment, even though I had nowhere to go. I needed fresh air. I needed to get away, just for an hour. I was dolled up. I thought about getting changed, but I hated the idea of putting on jeans and a t-shirt, and taking off my wig. I felt like me in that outfit: that little skirt and that black crop top. That’s how I wanted to be, and maybe it was now time to be myself in public.

So I went out, in that skirt, in that makeup, and in that wig. I stepped out of my building and felt the fresh air against my shaved skin. I left my phone behind. I didn’t want anything to do with it. I needed some space from it: from all of the text messaging. I was nervous—almost trembling with fear—but I felt right. I knew I was doing the right thing. I knew I was taking a step in the right direction.

I looked around, feeling vulnerable and alone. I took a deep breath of cool air into my lungs, and then I started walking. That’s when I heard his voice: “Heidi!”

I froze and turned. I saw him standing across the road: Cal, with wide, bright eyes and parted lips, as if he couldn’t believe he was seeing me. I couldn’t believe I was seeing him. How had he found me? Why did he track me down? Or was this just a coincidence?

He came towards me. I thought about running back to my apartment. I thought about packing a bag and leaving town. Now, he was close to me. My lips parted wider, and then I said, “Cal. W—What are you doing here?”

“I looked at your photo and recognized this place,” he said. “I work nearby, so I just came by to see if it really was the same place. Are you off to work?”

“No,” I said, in a state of complete disbelief. “I’m just—just going out for a walk. I have nothing tonight.”

“Can I walk with you?” he asked.

I nodded my head slowly. We started walking. He reached down and took my hand, making my body freeze for a moment. Then, I suddenly relaxed. I no longer felt alone. Sure, I felt afraid and vulnerable and confused, but I wasn’t alone.

“You’re very beautiful,” he said. His compliment made my heart melt.

“Thanks,” I said.

We walked further. Everything seemed brighter. Everything was quickly starting to feel just right. This was the way things were supposed to be. “I was never out of town,” I admitted. “I was just…” I nearly admitted to him that I was conning him. “I was afraid to see you face-to-face.”

“It’s fine,” he said. “I understand. What do you think now that I’m here?”

“I’m happy,” I said with a smile. I felt myself blushing, so I looked away quickly. We kept walking. He squeezed my hand tighter, and then I found myself telling him true stories about me: stories from my childhood, about my family, about where I went to school. If I really was going to con him, then I was giving him way too much information to use against me. But I couldn’t help it. I felt comfortable with him. I felt safe with him. Somehow, I knew that he would never try to hurt me. I knew that he was going to take care of me if I would let him. But what about the con? What about the blackmail scheme? What was I going to tell Brayden?

Cal kept staring into my eyes. I was terrified that he was getting too good of a look at me. He was getting too much information to take to the police.

I didn’t want to blackmail him anymore. Now, I was trying to think of a way out of this whole scheme. But Brayden wasn’t going to back down so easily. I needed to come up with something to say to Brayden—some way for him to spare Cal.

“Just relax,” Cal said, putting his hand on my shoulder. “You look great.”

I cleared my throat and took a deep breath. It was hard, looking into his eyes, knowing that Brayden was going to try to ruin his life, with or without me. “This is just really new for me,” I said.

“We can take it at your pace. I’m here for you. Whatever you need.”

“Really?” I said. Could I believe him? Did he actually like me, even though I wasn’t actually a woman? Did he think that I was a legitimate trans woman? Did he think that I was always in girl-mode?

Was I a legitimate trans woman? Was this how I wanted to be for the rest of my life? I felt so natural and so comfortable. Maybe this was for the best. Maybe this was how I wanted to live, and maybe his support was exactly what I needed to take the plunge. “Even though I’m…”

“Yeah,” He said, cutting me off. “I’m locked in. I like you. I like you a lot, and I want to see where this goes. I’ve had more fun texting you than ever before. I dream about talking to you. I hope I’m not coming off as a creep—I’m not trying to be creepy. I’m just trying to tell you the truth. When I first started messaging you, it was just for the thrill of it. Now, you’re all I think about. I need to have you in my life and I’m willing to make sacrifices if I have to. I can wait if you’re not quite ready. We can go at your speed.”

My heart swelled. I had the urge to kiss him. I had the urge to throw my arms around him. But I stayed still. I stared into his eyes, trying to decide if he was being truly honest with me.

But I had to have him. I had to reward him for being so kind to me. “Come with me,” I said. I stood up and grabbed his arm.

“Where are we going?” he asked.

“Just come,” I said. I took him over to the public bathroom that was nearby. The park was quiet and there were no people around, so I knew we could have some fun without getting caught. My heart was racing. I was entering new territory, but strangely, I wasn’t afraid. Cal was essentially a stranger, but he didn’t feel like one at all. I felt like I’d known him for years. I felt like I knew more about him than I knew about most of my friends—Brayden included.

“If you want me, in real life, prove it,” I said to him, with the door locked.

He put his hands on my hips and he kissed me. A surge of hot energy rushed through me. I couldn’t stop myself from smiling. I couldn’t believe I was kissing a man—and enjoying it! It made no sense, but somehow it felt so natural. How could I be attracted to women as a man, and then attracted to men when I was a woman?

He pushed himself against me. I felt his erection in his pants, and that stiff rod made me realize that he wasn’t lying: he really liked me.

He cupped my breasts and squeezed. I moaned. He reached down and squeezed my cock and balls together in one firm grip. I moaned again. I looked into his eyes and then I whimpered. “You want me to prove that I like you?” he asked.

I nodded my head. I was afraid, but excited. I wanted to feel him dominating me—and I wanted to feel his lust for me.

He dropped down to his knees. I became tense for a moment as he pulled down my panties, letting my semi-erect cock flip out. He gripped it firmly, making me squirm with elation. Then he leaned forward and sucked me in that public bathroom. He bobbed his head back and forth until I was rock hard, and then he kept sucking until the tingling in the tip of my cock was intense.

I nearly came in his mouth. He stood up. “Believe me now?” he asked.

I nodded my head. So I returned the favor, dropping down to my knees and sucking him off. I got his entire erection into my mouth, and I must have been on my knees for ten minutes, bobbing my head and reveling in the blissful moment. I loved sucking his cock. I loved feeling his veins throbbing against my tongue. I loved his big tip pressing against the inside of my cheek. I didn’t want to stop sucking him, but I also didn’t want to make him come—not yet. I wanted to feel him inside of me.

So I stood up and turned around, bending over for him. He used his hands to spread my butt cheeks open. He grazed my asshole with his fingertips. He pushed a finger into me, nearly making me squeal. I whimpered instead, biting down on my bottom lip.

He penetrated me. I gasped. I felt every inch of him sliding into my body. I clenched hard, but that didn’t stop him. He kept pushing deeper and deeper, stretching out my insides. He was so warm—so much warmer than the dildo that I’d been playing with. I’d never felt anything like it. Another whimper escaped my lips. I groaned. “That feels so good,” I whispered.

He caressed my ass and pushed in deeper, until his pelvis was against my tush and I could feel his tip somewhere near my lungs. Then he pulled back and started thrusting, fucking me like an animal, pumping me until my body was numb and my legs were trembling and on the verge of buckling.

The pleasure was intense, unlike anything I’d ever felt before. I loved the sound of his pelvis slapping against my ass. I loved the way my whole soft body jiggled whenever he struck me. An intense euphoria was growing between my legs. I kept looking down to make sure I wasn’t coming.

Then, I heard him groan. I tensed up when I felt his cock swelling. I knew what was coming, but I had no idea what it would feel like.

He came. I felt the wet gushing inside of me, filling me deeply. My legs trembled violently, but he held me up. Then he pulled out of me, sending that thick cum rushing down towards my rectum.

I turned and looked into his eyes. His eyes were glowing. I wanted him to feel the amazing pleasure that I just felt. I wanted to share the experience with him. So I turned him around. “Now you bend over,” I said.

He bent over with a bit of reluctance. I reached back and used my fingers to grab some of the cum leaking out from my ass. I used that cum as lubricant, spreading it up and down my cock before pressing my tip against his hole.

I pushed into him and his body perked up. I held him as tightly as I could with both of my hands, pushing deep into his body. I pushed deeper and deeper, and then I began pumping him the way he pumped me. And I think he liked it. He was moaning and puckering along the length of my shaft. I came inside of his ass (I didn’t last quite as long as he lasted inside of me).

After I pulled out, he turned around and looked into my eyes. I could tell that he loved me by the way his bright eyes were looking into mine. I smiled and he smiled. “That was fun,” I said.

“It was amazing,” he said.

We agreed to go back to my place, to watch some movies and drink some hot chocolate. I was so swept up in the moment that I didn’t even stop to ask for the time, and I’d completely forgotten that Brayden was coming over to carry out the evil plan of extorting Cal out of thousands of dollars.

It wasn’t until we were halfway back to my apartment that it dawned on me. I felt a cold tension enter my body. I looked over at Cal. He was smiling, oblivious. “You don’t know everything about me,” I said.

“And you don’t know everything about me,” he said. “We’ll figure it out together.”

“There’s something you need to know about me before we go ahead with this.”

“What is it?” he asked.

I looked away from him. I didn’t want to lose him, but I had to tell him. I couldn’t start this bond off with lies. I needed to come clean. I needed to risk everything for the chance at a long-lasting, honest engagement. “I’m not trans,” I said. “I mean—maybe I am now, but I wasn’t. A week ago—I was just a guy, and not a good guy. I was a bad guy, and maybe I’m still a bad guy—or a bad girl.”

He laughed and shook his head, still oblivious to what I was about to tell him. “It’s fine. Nobody is perfect,” he said to me.

“No—I was cheating you. Me and my friend—we were tricking you. We were blackmailing you. And now… He’s…”

“He’s what?” he said, suddenly looking a bit pale. The reality was finally hitting him. He was suddenly realizing that the truth wasn’t so peachy after all.

“He still wants to blackmail you, using the pictures you sent me,” I said. “That was the plan. We sold you that phone. Brayden—he does this to lots of people. It’s how he makes his money.”

Now, I was watching as his face turned from a shade of white to a shade of green.

“But I don’t want to do it,” I said. “I never really wanted to do it. He convinced me to do it. I’m not going to let him walk all over me anymore. I owe him money. I’ll pay him for the phone and I’ll pay him back for everything he gave me. I’ll be in debt to him. But I promise I won’t let him destroy you. I’ll make this right. I don’t know how I’ll do it—but I’ll make it right.”

Now, my apartment building was a block away. There was a chance that Brayden was inside. I was terrified of facing him, but I was happy to have Cal with me. Somehow, I knew that Cal would help; his presence alone was enough to give me strength I didn’t know I had.

As we approached the building, I looked around for Brayden. I couldn’t see him anywhere. He wasn’t waiting outside, which meant we had some time to go over everything. Cal hadn’t left me yet. He was still by my side. He looked a bit shocked and his skin was a bit pale—but he was still there. He hadn’t run away on me yet.

I wanted to tell him that Brayden would be coming over, but I was afraid of his reaction. I was afraid he would run away. I just needed to get into the apartment so I could delete everything off of my phone. If those photos and videos stopped existing, then there was nothing Brayden could do. Cal would be free, and then I would just have to deal with Brayden. The thought of being on Brayden’s bad side horrified me. I had no idea what he was capable of. I’d seen him angry before, with others, and I didn’t like it.

But maybe Brayden would understand. Maybe I could figure out a way to pay him back, and we could part ways on neutral terms.

“So tell me about this Brayden guy,” Cal said as we walked into my apartment building. We went up to my apartment. I opened the door and moved aside so Cal could go in first.

“Where should I start?” I said.

“Where should you start?” another voice said. I looked up and gasped, seeing Brayden in my apartment. In his hand was my phone. He had a blank look on his face, making my skin tingle all over.

TO BE CONTINUED…
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DIRTY TEXTING IN LOVE


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

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

DIRTY TEXTING IN LOVE is the conclusion to the three-part DIRTY TEXTING series. Pick up DIRTY TEXTING WITH HER to start the series!
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Ihad a few jobs going at the same time, and they were all going seamlessly—except for one.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Maybe I had a problem…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Right,” Dougie said.

“So he hasn’t messaged you?” I asked.

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

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

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

“Oh. Nice. Was she hot?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

“Sure,” Dougie said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My heart was racing now—racing faster than ever. I had bad ideas flooding into my head, and I had no idea why. I couldn’t stop myself. I felt like I was suddenly possessed by some other entity; I no longer had control. It felt like I was trapped inside my own body, watching as my body engaged in the most regrettable action of my entire life.
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Iconvinced him to grab my cock for a photo. At least I told him it was just for a photo. I kept telling myself that he was going to like it, and that he was going to go along with it. I could see the fear on his face, but there was something else there too: an excitement. He was blushing; his cheeks were dark red and his eyes were flashing. Once his fingers were curled around my cock, I swear I heard a whimper slip out from his plump, girly lips.

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

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

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

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

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

“A video?” she said softly.

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

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

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

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

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

“I think that’s enough,” she said.

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

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

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

She followed the command.

“Relax your face,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you insane?” he said.

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

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

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

I went home and I took a long, hard look in the mirror. I was afraid, and it showed. My skin was pale and my eyes were sunken. I looked like a drug addict who hadn’t slept in a week. My heart was still pounding, and the memory of what I’d just done was overwhelming, taking over my brain and stopping me from conjuring up any other thoughts.
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Icouldn’t stop thinking about Dougie, dolled up and beautiful. I felt like my brain was melting inside of my skull. I didn’t want to think about him—not the thoughts that I was having. But the thoughts wouldn’t go away, and with them came new thoughts: unwelcomed and increasingly terrifying.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re very beautiful,” I said.

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

“We should go grab a coffee,” I said.

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

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

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

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

“Picture on my email?” she said.

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

“No. What is it?” she said.

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

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

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

“Thanks for the phone,” she said.

“My pleasure!” I called out.

Once she was out of sight, I jumped up like a teenaged girl seeing her favorite boy band in person. Now, I was really starting to think that there was something wrong with me. I was really starting to think that I’d snapped.
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The Steaming Mug was a small joint with only a few tables. The place smelled like burnt coffee and old leather: a questionable combination, especially since it was just down the road from the recycling depot.

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

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

“How does your body feel?” I asked.

“Good,” she said.

“Well it looks great,” I said.

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

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

“Alena,” she said.

“That’s a lovely name,” I said.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Like poker?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Now, her face was turning pale.

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

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

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

“I should get going,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

“And my credit card info?” she said.

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

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

“It’s Brayden,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I like it,” I said with a groan.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let go,” she said.

“No,” I said.

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

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

“I—I know,” I said.

“Do you know?” she said.

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

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

“I’m sorry,” I said.

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


CHAPTER 5
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Iwas still thinking about Dougie the next day. I wanted to see her again, dolled up and pretty. Then, I remembered that I took those pictures and videos on her phone. If she had indeed sent them to Cal, then they would be on Cal’s phone, which meant that I could access them remotely using the hacking software that I had installed on his phone.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m sorry,” Dougie said to Cal.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Working on it. I’m close,” she said.

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

“There’s nothing,” she said.

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

“No,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y—You?” he said.

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

“I told you I was coming by,” I said.

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

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

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

“Yes,” I said.

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

“How can you do that?” he asked.

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

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

“I know,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She suddenly looked worried.

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

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

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

I smiled. I felt a big wave of relief.

“So what about the scams?” Dougie asked.

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

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

I nodded my head.

“What are you going to do?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded my head with a small smile.

THE END


SIDE EFFECTS
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SIDE EFFECTS


Eldrid has spent the past eight years in a wheelchair, struggling to come to terms with his lower body paralysis. He lost so much in that car accident, but now he has an opportunity to have it all back in the form of a new drug trial: ten pills to be taken over ten days, designed to repair the spinal cord. Eldrid can’t sign up fast enough.

But the drug has serious side effects. After the first day, two men who took the first pill are hospitalized, so Dr. Lafontaine decides to end the trial for everyone. But after that first pill, Eldrid has feeling in his toes. He can’t let the amazing chance slip away, so he starts taking the pills behind his doctor’s back: one pill each day. And each day, more feeling comes back to his body. But something else is happening: certain body parts are beginning to shrink, and some soft lumps are beginning to form.
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It wasn’t a big pill: smaller than the muscle relaxants I often took to soothe the pain in my right shoulder. It didn’t look particularly miraculous: blue like a Viagra, and round like an Aspirin. But I was supposedly looking at modern day miracle drug: a drug that would put me back on my feet for the first time in eight years, for the first time since that cement truck rammed me from the side, leaving me in a hospital for three months while I underwent surgery after surgery.

They told me I would never walk again: talk about a hard pill to swallow. I was working as a carpenter at the time, spending my free time running and training for a big national marathon. So when I learned that I would be stuck in a chair for the rest of my life, I was obviously disturbed and shocked. It took many months to accept my fate. It was a surprisingly long time before I accepted that I no longer had any feeling beyond my waist. It took even longer to accept that my penis would never be erect again, which mean no ejaculation, no sex, and probably no pretty girlfriends.

My therapist (the one the hospital assigned to me) made a suggestion that put me in an even deeper funk. “How’s about, when you meet a girl, you allow her to sleep with other men? That way you get a girlfriend and she’ll still get to satisfy her female cravings.” I stopped seeing that therapist after that particular visit, but those words never left my head. She was basically telling me that the only way I’d ever find love was if I became a cuckold—not something I ever wanted to be.

A year after the accident, I started finding new hobbies. I stopped crying as much, coming to terms with my new disability. I joined a wheelchair hockey league, but it wasn’t the same as my old hockey league. I kept trying to convince myself that it wasn’t worse: just different. But I always knew that it was worse. There is sadly a reason people don’t tune in by the millions to watch the wheelchair hockey league playoffs.

The worst part of the disability was the kindness: everyone treating me as if I needed help, talking to me as if I was a child who needed soothing. The worst was a woman on the train one afternoon. I could feel her staring at me the whole time, and then I finally looked over at her. She smiled and said, “You inspire me.” I nearly gagged before shuddering all over. I didn’t actually inspire her—she was just trying to make herself feel like a better person. How exactly did I inspire her? What did she go out and do after seeing me on the train?

I hated it: every free drink I got, every door that was held for me, every ‘you inspire me’ comment that reached my ears: I just wanted to be treated like a normal person. I didn’t need to be reminded every five minutes that I was stuck in a chair!

No—the phony treatment wasn’t actually the worst part. The worst part was definitely the inability to get off. I had no feeling down there, but I was horny all the time. For the longest time I tried to avoid pornography—or even just pictures of beautiful women—but it didn’t help. The horniness was overwhelming, making me squirm as images of naked women flashed in my brain. I actually found a bit of relief in watching porn: just a tiny bit. I would watch for over an hour, trying to give my horny brain its fill so I could move onto other things. It was eighteen months after the accident when I finally met a woman who wanted to go home with me. She was drunk at a bar, and she whispered into my ear, “Your chair makes me so horny.” It wasn’t until we were back at my place that I explained I couldn’t get it up. She was drunk enough to give it a try, grinding her naked hole on my flaccid member for about fifteen minutes before giving up. She even tried squishing my flaccid member into her damp slit. She actually managed to get it inside for a moment, but then it fell out. She mashed it back in a few times before getting frustrated.

Then she sat on my lap and I fingered her while she dribbled onto my legs and my chair. I insisted on moving to the bed, but she didn’t want to leave that chair.

I will admit: it was nice touching a girl’s downstairs region. I liked getting my fingers wet with her warm juice. But it just wasn’t the same: just like watching an hour of porn—I was left tingling and unsatisfied, wishing I could have just ejaculated into her hot tunnel, or even on her fake, perky tits.

There were a few more girls, but none of them stuck around for long. One girl wanted to be my girlfriend, and we gave it a shot for almost six months. She even bought a strap-on that she would tie around my waist. She would bounce on it until she came, but even for her it wasn’t the same. At the end of the six months, I found out that she was seeing another guy on the side. I didn’t say anything, remembering what the therapist suggested. She left on her own, giving me some bull excuse about our personalities not meshing. I was tempted to tell her that I knew about the other guy, but it seemed pointless.

I decided to stop dating for a while: until I figured out what exactly I could offer a woman, and what a woman could offer me. I understood that sex wasn’t all there was to a relationship, but it certainly seemed important enough to make or break the deal. Maybe I needed to find some asexual girl, or a handicapped chick who could relate more to me.

I was just about to accept that my situation meant no more sex, and then I got a call from the doctor who treated me right after my accident. “Hi, Eldrid? This is Doctor Lafontaine. I’m just calling to see if you might be interested in trying out this new drug. It’s still in trial stages and we’re not quite sure about the side effects it has on humans just yet, but I think it could be the miracle you and so many others like you have been waiting for.”

“I’m listening,” I said.

And then he explained what the drug did. I sat in wide-eyed astonishment, feeling like I was having a dream that I would soon awake from. It sounded too good to be true—and maybe it was, seeing as they didn’t yet know the side effects. Or maybe luck was shining down on me for the first time in many years.


CHAPTER 2
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Iswallowed the pill: one of ten that I would have to take over the next couple of weeks. Each pill was labelled one-through-ten. They were all chemically different, so it was important to take the correct pill on the correct day. Dr. Lafontaine told me that each pill would make me sore and drowsy, and he was correct: that soreness set in almost instantly. The drowsiness came about an hour later, and it was welcomed. I crawled into bed and went to sleep, but even asleep I felt sore, which was curious.

Dr. Lafontaine called me the next morning, waking me up. I looked at the clock before answering the call, to see that I’d been asleep for eighteen hours. “Whoa,” I said before clicking the answer button. “I’m calling to check in. How are you feeling?”

“Woozy,” I said.

“I’m glad to hear your voice. I’d like for you to come and see me before taking the second pill. It’s very important.”

“I’m free this afternoon,” I said, scratching the back of my neck. My skin was ultra-sensitive, almost burning as I scratched. I stretched out my arms and was almost paralyzed from the surge of pain that zipped through me.

“No. You need to come in now so I can assess you. It’s very important.”

So I groaned and crawled into my chair. Normally I would have showered and shaved and put on some decent clothes, but now I was worried. Dr. Lafontaine sounded concerned on the phone, and I couldn’t help but think it had something to do with the blood test they made me take the week before. Did I have cancer or something? Was I about to find out that I was dying?

I made it to his office in less than thirty minutes. He was awaiting me at the door. His face was white, but his body seemed to relax at the sight of me. “You’re okay,” he said with a sigh of relief.

“I’m fine. Why?”

He shook his head. “Two of the patients who started the trial yesterday—they’ve been hospitalized, in critical condition.”

“Jesus,” I said. “Because of the drug?”

He nodded his head. “We aren’t entirely sure, but it would seem that way.” He took a deep breath. “I can’t help but think it’s just too much change in the body, too quickly. We’re going to stop the trial. Do not take the rest of those pills. Hopefully we can get the funding to reassess the drug, and then we can resume the trial in five years—maybe ten.”

“Ten years,” I said, suddenly feeling choked up. My gut turned. I wanted to cry. I felt like I was right back in that hospital bed, finding out that I would be paralyzed for life all over again. It wasn’t fair. They dangled a morsel of hope in front of me, and then they pulled it away.

“That’s just the way these things are sometimes,” he said. “I’m just glad that you’re okay. Rest for the next few days, and call me if you’re feeling peculiar: any pain, and soreness, any discomfort—anything.”

I nodded my head and I went back home, biting the edge of my tongue in an attempt to stop myself from crying. It had been a long time since I last cried about my condition. I wanted to scream. I wanted to smash everything I could get my hands on. I wanted to curse Dr. Lafontaine. But I did nothing. Instead, I just found myself in my living room, staring awkwardly at the black screen of my television, staring at my own hazy reflection, wishing I could go back in time and never get into that car.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. And then I felt something: a tingle at the end of my foot. I hardly noticed it at first, and then I became super aware of it: the first feeling I’d had below my waist in eight years. I gasped and looked down. Then I focussed hard and managed to make my big toe wiggle slightly. My lips fell open and a whimper came out.

I had feeling! Just a tiny spec of feeling in a single toe, but it was still feeling! I bit my lip, catching myself smiling. And then I remembered what Dr. Lafontaine originally explained to me before giving me the ten pills. “By the time you take the tenth pill, you should have complete control of your body again. It may take many weeks or even months before you are able to relearn to walk, but physically, you should be fully functioning before I meet with you again in two weeks.” Of course that was before he told me to stop taking the drugs.

And now, I couldn’t help but wonder if the drug would really work. I didn’t have much faith when he first gave me the ten pills. I had even less faith that morning, when he told me that two people were nearly killed because of the pills. But now I found myself wondering if it was worth the risk. I survived the first pill with only a bit of pain, nausea, and wooziness. Maybe I could survive nine more pills and then I could have my body back.

Or even just a few more pills, so I could get my penis working again. I could live with the chair, but I wasn’t so sure I could live with the limp pecker between my legs—not for another eight years.

I went to my bathroom and I found that pill sheet. I popped out the pill labelled ‘2’. Then I held it up. A terrifying dread pulsed through me, making my legs tremble. I took a deep breath, remembering Dr. Lafontaine’s orders to stop taking the pills. Then I put the pill on my tongue and swallowed, closing my eyes as a combination of excitement and regret swelled inside of me. I was gambling everything, but I had everything to gain. Maybe I would wake up with more feeling in my legs, or maybe I wouldn’t wake up at all.

The soreness came hard, making me wince and moan. I got onto my bed and curled myself up under the covers. That soreness became worse and worse, particularly in my back. I bit down hard on my tongue to stop myself from howling out in pain. Then the drowsiness took hold and I drifted off. As my eyes closed, I knew there was a chance they would never open again.
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Iwoke up.

I wasn’t dead. The morning light was brighter than usual. I looked at my clock, waiting a moment for my eyes to adjust before seeing that it wasn’t the morning at all. It was 4:00 PM, twenty-two hours after I dozed off. The grogginess was intense. My muscles continued to ache. It took me a few minutes to sit up and a few more minutes to fumble into my chair. I went to the kitchen to make a coffee, and to take a few Aspirin pills, to help with the throbbing pain in my muscles. Then I noticed that tingling in my foot again. But this time it was in both of my feet. I looked down with a bright smile on my face. I focussed hard until all of my toes managed to curl downwards.

Then I shouted out with joy and excitement. I had no idea if the effects would be permanent, or if it was just a temporary effect from the drug being in my system. But I couldn’t quite see how it could be temporary. The doctor explained to me that the pill would work to heal the damage to my spinal cord. So if it was healing my spinal cord, then didn’t that mean the effects should be permanent?

I spent the next hour staring at my feet, wiggling and curling my toes until I could do it without having to focus too hard. I didn’t think too much about the possibility of death when I swallowed the third pill around noon. I was so excited that I forgot about the horrible soreness that came with each pill. I nearly regretted taking the pill when that pain came back, this time even aching in my feet, where I hadn’t had feeling in eight years.

I groaned and then I even screamed as a horrible tightness clenched at the bottom of my spine. “Ouch!” I cried. This time, it was three long hours before the drowsiness took over and swept me to sleep. But by the next morning, it was all worth it. I could move my feet. I could twirl them in circles and point them up and down and side-to-side. I could even feel tingling down my legs, though I didn’t have the strength to move my legs—probably from the atrophy of eight years. I gently rubbed my hands down my thighs, feeling a slight tingle.

Then I got a call from Dr. Lafontaine. “Are you still feeling well?” he asked.

“I’m feeling fine,” I said.

“And you threw out the trial drugs, right? I don’t want you taking one by accident, thinking it’s a Tylenol.”

“I tossed them when I got home from your office,” I lied. I couldn’t stop smiling and biting my tongue. A part of me wanted to tell him about my working body. I wanted to brag, knowing that he was a critical member of the drug research team. It was his victory too—but I knew I couldn’t say anything. I couldn’t risk having him showing up at my flat to throw my pills in the trash. I needed those pills. I needed to see this trial through to the end, even though I had strict orders to stop.

“Okay. And you promise you’ll tell me of any side effects that come up—even if you don’t think they’re from that one pill you took?”

“I’ll let you know,” I said. Then I hung up, excited to take the next pill: pill number four.

I was ready for the pain, already in my bed and under the covers. It came hard, as expected—but still taking me by surprise with its intensity. I squirmed, cried, groaned, and then I blacked out until the next morning. And once again, I had more feeling. Now I could feel my fingers gliding on the skin of my thighs. I was able to lift my feet slightly off the ground. I spent a couple of hours trying to extend my leg out, but the muscle strength just wasn’t there.

And then I felt a new tingle: right between my legs. I carefully pulled down my pants and looked at my member. I hesitated, and then I reached down, slipping my fingers underneath it. It hadn’t moved in eight years. Now, I could feel my fingers under it. My skin was still ultra-sensitive and my muscles were sore, so I didn’t get too carried away—but I did pull back my foreskin before feeling a curious throbbing in my shaft. I gasped and then I took a deep breath in. I gently used the tip of my finger to massage the underside of my tip, creating an intense tingling through my whole manhood.

Then the throbbing became more intense. My length began to extend. My foreskin pulled itself back, revealing my bulbous tip. With each little pulse, it stood up higher and higher. It didn’t make it all the way up, but it was almost hard—almost erect—almost able to perform.

I squeezed it and began to jerk it, and then the pain came back. I was getting carried away, so I let go, even though I wanted to jerk myself off so badly. Instead of experimenting any more, I took my fifth pill and went through my usual afternoon of screaming out in pain. It was all worth it. Each near-death episode I faced with each pill was worth all of these feelings I forgot were possible.

When I woke up the next morning, I had even more feeling in my lower half. I was able to extend my legs with some straining. I was able to scrunch all of my toes. I could feel my own touch everywhere. And my manhood was able to stand upright after just a minute of looking at pictures of beautiful, naked women on the Internet.

I stared at my erection for a long time. It was my first real erection in eight years, and it was amazing—but there was something strange about it. It seemed a lot smaller than I remembered. My ball sack was especially tiny, hardly the size of golf ball. Maybe my muscles weren’t the only victims of atrophy. Maybe my package needed a few weeks or months to return to normal.

I was about to take my sixth pill when I remembered something else that Dr. Lafontaine told me before I started the trial. “After the fifth pill, the soreness should go away. Pills six through ten are designed to target different parts of your body.” So did that mean that my spine was healed now? What other parts of my body was he referring to? I was tempted to call him, to tell him of my success, just so I could ask him what was going to happen now. I also remembered him telling me, “We will have another conference before you take your sixth pill.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Pills six through ten are very different. The consumption instructions are very different. For instance, you need to take each pill with at least a full glass of water. But we’ll go over all the instructions when we get there.” Now, I was wishing I had those instructions. I didn’t want to do something wrong and ruin all of my progress. But I couldn’t just stop taking the pills. I was now in an awkward position, tempted to make the call but terrified my miraculous recovery would come to an end. I stared at that pill with the 6 imprinted on it. I took a deep breath, and then I filled a glass of water.

I could only hope that I wasn’t missing too much vital information. I swallowed the pill along with the water. I waited for the pain to come, but it never came. Instead, I could feel things gargling and shifting inside of me, as if I was coming down with some bad food poisoning. I went through different stages of nausea, nearly vomiting a few times—and then puking my guts out for five minutes before feeling perfectly fine. I was a bit worried that I puked up the pill before it could work completely. Maybe that was part of the conference I never had: being told to take an anti-nausea pill an hour before taking my sixth pill.

And then I became strangely dizzy. Colours were suddenly very vivid. Lights were warm and enticing. I felt like I was on ecstasy, which I hadn’t done since I was in high school. I crawled onto my bed and rolled onto my back. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath in.

Then, strange images flashed through my mind: sexual images of men dominating women. I had a clear mental image of a long, thick shaft plunging in and out of a wet, sloppy hole. But it wasn’t the trickling hole that had me mesmerized: it was the veiny shaft, throbbing as it went in and out, stretching the girl wide. I moaned gently, suddenly with an erection of my own. I reached down and squeezed it, sending pulses of warm euphoria through my body. I started stroking, feeling my whole manhood with my tight fingers. It was only a matter of seconds before warm come was unloading on my stomach and chest. I groaned again, closing my eyes as more questionable images flashed through my brain.

I could feel the hormones in my body: strange pulses in my brain, in my stomach, between my legs, and even in my heart. I felt drunk, spinning in fast circles. That nausea came back. I rolled over and puked over the side of my bed. Then I blacked out and didn’t come to until the morning.

I sat up slowly, peeling my chest off the sheets. My own dried come was a bit painful coming off of my skin, like an old Band-Aid. “Ouch,” I said. And then I strained to extend my legs. I strained to flex the muscles in my thighs. The feeling was still there, and the muscles were more responsive than the day before. I was still alive, and I was still on the road to recovery. That excitement was still tingling within me, swelling in my chest as the lingering euphoria from the peculiar sixth pill.

Pills seven and eight were the same: a wild trip, a bit similar to ecstasy, and a bit similar to LSD. With each pill, I became ridiculously horny, conjuring up erotic images in my brain before succumbing to the urge to masturbate. After taking the eighth pill, self-stimulation was the only activity on my mind. I must have stroked myself off six times in just a few hours, coating myself with my own come before grabbing my shaft again, beating off another time. It was fun and pleasurable and exciting, but there was an unfortunate side effect: my manhood was shrinking. My whole package was becoming smaller and smaller, as if it was being sucked into my body.

My shaft was only a few inches long now when it was erect, and hardly an inch when it was flaccid. My ball sack was hardly the size of a cherry tomato. And it was right before I took my ninth (and second last) pill when I noticed another strange side effect: my body hair was falling off! The little bit that was left (on my arms and legs) was turning blonde and thinning out. I rolled myself into the shower and watched the drain as little dark hairs streamed down, swirling around to be lost forever. Luckily the hair on my head didn’t wash away, nor did the hair of my eyebrows or my eyelashes. A lot of my pubic hair left me. Without the hair, I looked strangely feminine. It didn’t help that it had been eight months since my last haircut. I stopped getting regular haircuts when I realized I was never going to have sex again. The idea of keeping myself good-looking seemed pointless. Now, I was wondering if it was time to book a hair appointment. I brushed my shaggy hair back and rolled myself to the mirror.

For the first time in eight years, I tried to stand up, clutching the sides of my locked chair firmly. I grunted and strained, trying to let my legs do most of the work. They wobbled and ached, and for a moment I was standing up. And then I sat down hard with a loud sigh. It was a step in the right direction. I tried again a number of times, managing to stand up for as long as eight seconds.

I smiled, biting hard on the edge of my tongue.

I took my ninth pill, which was the wildest ride yet. My vision went blurry and I ended up falling off my bed and squirming on the floor as strange dreams fluttered through my awake mind. The trip was much more intense than the LSD adventures I had in high school. I saw weird creatures in my mind, and then I had a dream that I was walking around my flat—though I wasn’t so sure that it was a dream. My spine tingled, and then my shaft ejaculated in my boxers, even though I didn’t touch it.

In the morning, I could stand. I wobbled a bit, and had to hold the edge of the counter after a minute—but I could stand. It was the most blissful morning in as long as I could remember. I tried walking, and I actually got a few steps in before having to grab another counter. I could feel everything, as my ability to stand and walk had never left me. The pills really did fix my body.

But there was a problem: my shaft and ball sack were now gone. There was now a shallow hole where my member was, and my ball sack was just the skin now, empty and hanging slightly, almost looking like the lips of a woman’s downstairs because of the way it seemed to circle around the hole where my member was.

I was terrified, shocked into stillness and silence for a long moment before I was able to whimper. I had my legs back, but my manhood was gone. Did I do something wrong, or was this one of the weird side effects Doctor Lafontaine was talking about? I wanted to call him. I needed help. I knew I couldn’t go to the hospital—they wouldn’t know what to do. The damage was probably already done.

When I pulled the hole apart gently, I could make out the tip of what was my penis. Now, it was just a little lump: sensitive to the touch. But when I peed, that’s not where the pee came out of. My mind was swirling with terror and anxiety. I had no idea what was happening. At least nothing hurt. At least I could still urinate. But now the thought of having intercourse was a ridiculous one. Wasn’t that the whole reason I underwent this trial? Was this really the price I had to pay to have my legs back?

I couldn’t just stop taking the pills. I only had one left, and I’d already risked my life nine times. So I took that last pill. I went on one last wild ride, ending with me blacking out on my kitchen floor. I slept for a long twenty-four hours. When I woke up, my body was numb for a good ten minutes. I wasn’t able to even roll over, with my face against the cold tile floor. But when the tingling returned, I was finally able to sit up, staring across the room at my chair. I stood up slowly, wobbling slightly as my muscles were still weak. But I was upright, and I wasn’t about to fall down. I reached my arms into the air and gently stretched out my back. I ran my hands down my body, feeling my thighs and my bum and my shins and my feet. I felt strangely freed, with a whole world of possibilities now looking very possible. Maybe I could start training for that marathon again. I could become the first person to go from being completely paralyzed from the waist down to completing a marathon!

Maybe I could get my carpentry job back, now that I could actually function on a worksite. Maybe I would start playing hockey again (non contact, just to be safe). Maybe I could find a plethora of new hobbies, just so I could enjoy this rediscovered freedom.

I grabbed the waistband of my underwear and I pulled the band outwards, to see if my manhood was still gone. It was still gone, and that hole was still there. But now the hole looked a bit different. The skin around it wasn’t just loose—now it was plump, like real vaginal lips. The hole inside was strangely damp, and what was once the tip of my member now looked an awful lot like a clitoris. I gently pressed my fingertip into the hole. It was a weird sensation.

I went to the shower, for the first time without my chair. I held tightly onto the rails while I showered, standing up under the water for the first time in eight years. It felt good, though it was hard to focus on the achievement with the distraction of the vagina between my legs. Because that’s what it looked like: a vagina. It had the lips and the clitoris and the velvety, wet depths. It was deeper than the day before. I didn’t know how deep because I was too afraid to press my whole finger into it. I got half of a finger in before chickening out.

And I wouldn’t have been so sure that it was a puss if it wasn’t for the soft lumps that were now on my chest. Even my nipples were bigger and perkier than ever before. I grabbed the lumps with both hands and squeezed. It had been a long time since I’d felt a pair of breasts, but these certainly felt similar.

I went to the mirror and looked at my face. The skin on my chin and cheeks and neck was so smooth, even though I hadn’t shaved in almost two whole weeks. Usually I had stubble after one night. So where was the stubble? Why couldn’t I grow facial hair? Would it come back?

I stepped far back from the mirror. I was looking at an able-bodied person, which made me want to smile. But that smile wouldn’t come, because I was also looking at what any sane person would call a woman.


CHAPTER 4
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Igot dressed for the first time without being stuck in my chair. I wanted to go out, though I had nowhere to go. My plan was to do a simple walk around the block. I had a pair of crutches in my closet, which I planned on using, but I couldn’t seem to get that far, unable to decide on an outfit.

They were the same outfits I’d been wearing for years, but now they seemed odd—not quite fitting right. I couldn’t get my jeans over my hips comfortably, and then my shirts seemed too bulky on my shoulders, making me look petite. I must have tried a dozen shirts before realizing my shoulders had changed—probably from the pills—or maybe they just seemed different now that I was standing. It was impossible to know for sure. A short that had been too tight on me for many years was the only shirt that now felt at all comfortable. As for my lower half, I had to dig out an old pair of running shorts.

I fetched the crutches from the closet, not fully needing them, but I wanted to have them close in case I lost feeling in my legs while I was a block from my flat.

I felt like I was seeing the world from a whole new perspective, even though that perspective was only a few feet higher than what I was used to. Even the elevator in my building seemed totally foreign to me from higher up.

I had to keep my weight near the front of my feet. When I bore weight on the heels of my feet, my shins were tense up and I would wobble. It wasn’t much of a problem, except for the fact that my hair kept falling in front of my eyes. Luckily I had a hair elastic in my pocket, so I tied my hair into a bun.

As I walked outside, no heads turned towards me. I was so used to people looking at me, with pity on their faces. I was so used to people going wide around me, terrified of getting in my way. But now, I was just a guy with crutches. As far as they knew, I just had a sprained ankle—not a guy worth pitying. It was nice, feeling more-or-less invisible for the first time in public in eight years. I took a deep breath of fresh air into my lungs, and then I started to walk. I hardly needed the crutches, which seemed amazing considering my legs hadn’t been used in years. Though there were moments when I tried walking without them and I nearly fell to the ground after a few seconds. Maybe I was using the crutches more than I thought…

I reached a street corner and decided I would cross. I waited for the light to turn green, then a man bumped into me from the side. “Oh, I’m sorry, ma’am,” he said.

I looked over at him, so he could see that I wasn’t a ma’am. But he didn’t apologize. He just smiled, nodded his head, and then went on with his day. Now my heart was sent aflutter. Did I really look like a woman to the guy? Sure, I had my hair tied into a bun, which maybe looked a bit feminine, but I wasn’t a woman!

I looked in the next window reflection that was available to me. Maybe I looked a bit feminine. My lips did seem a bit more plump than usual. My eyes maybe seemed a bit bigger, thanks to my eyelashes, which were almost certainly darker. But now I was feeling embarrassed. Did everyone think that I was a girl? I looked down at my chest. I suppose there was a bit of a bust from my soft lumps—that unfortunate side effect of the drug. And maybe my hips were wider. And I suppose my legs were mostly bare now in my shorts, and all of my leg hair had either turned clear or fallen off completely.

I bit down on my tongue and turned around. Now my heart was racing with a new anxiety. I didn’t want people thinking that I was a girl. I didn’t want that kind of embarrassment in my life. At least when I was in my chair, people knew that I was a man. I still had the occasional girl hitting on me, wanting to ‘ride me’, usually as a fetish.

And how was I supposed to find a girl now, looking like a girl apparently myself? Not to mention the fact that I had a puss between my thighs, instead of a pole for girls to ride on… Maybe I did need to contact Dr. Lafontaine. Maybe these side effects could be reversed. Maybe I’d done something wrong with the last half of my pills. I couldn’t help but think now that I should have been given anti-nausea pills along with hormone blockers, to stop my wiener from shrivelling up along with my sack.

I stayed inside for the rest of the day, but I wasn’t safe from my anxiety in my apartment. As I sat on my bed, thoughts began to run through my head: images of naked men and hard erections. Those thoughts made my body tingle. I heard myself whimper as I imagined running my fingers over a man’s sweaty, hard abs.

Then I had the urge to touch myself. I carefully took off my shorts and stared at the void between my thighs, where my member once was. I reached down and gently pressed my fingers to it, rubbing in small circles until my fingers parted my lips and made contact with my damp passage. I felt that little bean, which was once the tip of my manhood. I rubbed it and made myself moan. Then I rubbed it faster and harder, making my knees rise up as bursts of warm pleasure jolted through me. I took a deep breath in and I allowed my head to fall back.

Now I was using my other hand to press to fingers into the hole, still rubbing that little bean. I pushed those fingers deep, until I had no more length to push. Just how deep was the hole? I began to finger myself. It felt good. Warm fluid trickled out of me; it was clear and a bit thick and sticky to the touch. I kept fingering myself, making more fluid dribble out.

I bit down hard on my tongue. Then I let out a loud groan as a gush of warm juice squished out of me. I could feel it on my thighs: a peculiar and unfamiliar sensation. I giggled as the muscles in my body tensed up. Then I turned my head and saw myself in the mirror, with my fingers between my thighs. I watched as my face turned red and then I quickly pulled my hands away. I sat up, cleared my throat, and then I got up to head to the bathroom, to wash myself up.


CHAPTER 5
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Icalled the doctor’s office the next day. I’d taken all of the pills, so I knew Dr. Lafontaine could no longer do anything to stop me from going through with the experimental trial. I figured it was time to confess what I’d done. Maybe my results would be of some use to him. Maybe he could study me. And then, maybe I could ask him some questions, and see if the disappearance of my shaft was a reversible side effect.

“Hello, Doctor Lafontaine’s office.” the girly receptionist said.

“Hello. I was hoping to make an appointment to see Doctor Lafontaine. Will he be in at all today?”

“Yes, ma’am. He’ll be in. Can I ask what this is regarding?”

I paused. Ma’am? Why was she calling me ma’am? She couldn’t see me. She couldn’t see my bust or my hairless legs or my strangely narrowed shoulders or my widened hips.

“Ma’am?” the woman said.

I cleared my throat. “Uh. It’s about a recent trial that I was on,” I said.

“Okay, ma’am. And what’s your name?” she said.

Now my nerves were tingling and my heart was racing. She kept calling me ma’am! Was my voice not normal? Had it changed over the past two weeks without me noticing?

My body was still changing slightly each day: small changes, like the lumps on my chest getting bigger, the thin blonde hairs on my arms and legs getting thinner and blonder. I swear my hips were even wider now, and my throat did feel funny. But I was no longer taking a daily pill, so I couldn’t help but think that there was something else happening. Maybe it had to do with the disappearance of my testicles. I assumed they had just receded into my body, but now I was starting to think that they were gone, no longer producing testosterone—or maybe they’d changed somehow to start producing estrogen instead. The changes all seemed to be hormonal, as if I was a girl going through puberty.

“Can I call you right back?” I said.

“Don’t you want to set up an appointment, ma’am?” she said.

“I’ll call back.” I hung up the phone. Then I opened up my voice recorder app and I started speaking—a bit hurried at first, and then I took a deep breath and tried to speak calmly. I recorded ten minutes of ranting and then I played the recording back. The sound of my voice made my skin crawl. I was listening to a woman. There was still a slight male twang in there, but it was hard to make out, and I had a feeling it would soon be gone.

I went to my bathroom and looked in the mirror. My lashes seemed even longer. My breasts were perkier. My cheekbones even seemed higher. It was obvious now: I was turning into a woman. There were just too many coincidences piling up on top of one another. I needed to face the reality: those pills turned me into a woman.

But could I be upset? They gave me my legs back. I could walk again. I could feel sexual pleasure between my legs. I wouldn’t have to survive on disability cheques any more; now I could go out and get a real job and I could live comfortably. Still, the reality of my situation made my stomach ache. I had to sit down and take a deep breath. I stared at myself for a long time in the mirror. The longer I stared, the less I recognized myself. The longer I stared, the more I saw the woman that I was becoming and the harder it became to see the man I once was.

My wheelchair was in the corner, having gone days now without being used. I couldn’t be upset. It was just going to be an adjustment. Making big adjustments was something that I was used to doing. I knew it was going to take some time, but after a while, everything would seem normal. Hell, after a few years of having no use of my legs, that seemed normal.

I wanted to go for a walk. I spent another twenty minutes trying on old clothes, feeling awkward in shirts that were terribly unflattering, and pants that were tight in some spots and unfortunately loose in others. I dug through my closet until I found an outfit that had been left behind by my ex, years ago: an outfit that I saved, thinking I might one day get back together with her; thinking she would one day show up at my flat looking for those old clothes. I would let her in and then we would start talking.

But now, it seemed like the only outfit that would fit properly: a long pink skirt and a tight white sweater. She wore it to my house with a change of clothes stashed in her purse. She changed before we went out to see a movie. Now, I was pulling that white sweater over my body. I squirmed into the pink skirt and carefully did up the buttons.

I looked surprisingly cute. And a weird part of me was happy that I looked like a girl. It was better than looking like something in between a man and a woman. It was a horrible feeling, having people looking at you with uncertain faces, not sure if they were looking at a boy or a girl. Now it was obvious: I was going out as a woman, to avoid awkward encounter, and to blend in better. Or maybe I was just starting to lose my mind—it was hard to know for sure. I felt like my whole sense of reality had been washed away over the course of a few weeks. Nothing seemed impossible any more; a giraffe could have flown over my apartment building, and it wouldn’t have been the strangest experience of the month.
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Iwent to a bar. I was hoping it would be busy, so I could blend in as much as possible—but it was surprisingly quiet. A few couples sat in booths and a few regulars sat at the bar, sipping their usual drinks. I found a spot at the end of the bar, where the light was especially dim.

I caught my own reflection, which was shocking and jarring: still something I hadn’t gotten used to. But I seemed to be the only one who thought so. No one looked over at me for more than a quick glance. Had I been in my chair, I would have been the centre of attention. I had to admit: it was a nice feeling, even though I could feel a slight draft creeping up my skirt and teasing the hole where my manhood once was. I tried tugging my skirt down, stuffing part of it between my thighs, but it didn’t seem to make much of a difference.

The bartender looked at me with a warm smile. He was a younger guy—maybe a few years younger than me, and far too handsome to be working at a crappy bar on the edge of town. I assumed he was just paying his way through college. Maybe the bar owner was trying to make the place appeal more to women by hiring him. “What can I get you?” he asked.

His shirt was tight on his thick muscles. I ordered a beer. As he reached for a glass, I saw his muscles flex, stretching the shirt enough to show off the definition of his workout routine. I gently bit down on my bottom lip, squirming a little bit in my seat. And then I looked up and saw that he was staring at me. “I asked you how your day is going,” he said.

And then I shook my head, snapping out of my strange daze. Was I ogling him? Why? I’d never been interested in men before. I wasn’t gay. I loved women. In fact, the biggest shock of losing feeling in the lower half of my body was when I realized I would no longer be able to ram a woman’s wet hole while she moaned senselessly.

“My day?” I said softly, not wanting my male voice to suddenly return and humiliate me. “It’s going well. How’s your day going?”

He smiled and nodded his head. “It’s going great.” He slid my beer to me. It was a tall glass with plenty of head. I sipped it gently. It had a strong taste to it, even though it was my usual brand. I figured it was just a wonky batch, but nothing to worry about. But then I got halfway through the drink and I started feeling a buzz. I wobbled slightly in my chair, and then I caught myself giggling at a stupid ad that came on the television. Was I already drunk? Half a beer was enough? Was the beer spiked with hard bourbon, or was this another repercussion of being a girl? Maybe it was just two weeks of having little to eat catching up with me. Even since I’d stopped taking the pills, my appetite had been lessened: partly because I just couldn’t stuff as much in as I could before, and partly because I couldn’t help but worry about my figure—a feeling I’d never felt before.

I couldn’t stop catching my own reflection in the mirror behind the bar. It was tormenting me: frightening me one moment, and then luring me in the next moment. I looked good—surprisingly cute—but I didn’t want to look cute. I didn’t want to be pretty or hot or cute or even breath-taking. I wanted to be a man again. I wanted to be myself.

I looked away from the mirror and saw a man staring in my direction. He wasn’t exactly the male model that the bartender was: a bit thick, balding on the top of his head, with thick dark hair on his arms. His beard was dense, with patches of grey, even though he didn’t appear to be much older than me. He smiled, showing off a missing tooth. Normally, the sight of the man would have intimidated me. He looked like a bruiser, like a man who worked long hours for a living, working with his hands. He seemed like the kind of man that could easily pin me down, with a thick, rugged member that would stretch my virgin lips wide.

I looked away as a whimper slipped out from my lips. What kinds of thoughts were going through my mind? Was it just the liquor? Did the ten pills change the chemistry of my brain? Were these the same thoughts that crawled through the minds of women?

He was not a handsome man, but I couldn’t stop thinking about him. He was so manly, so rugged, and so crass. I kept looking back at him, to see if he was still looking my way. When he wasn’t looking, I took the opportunity to look down at his body: the body of a well-fed Russian oil worker. I wanted him to drag me off to the bathroom. I wanted him to pound my wet slit with his meaty shaft, pinning me to the tile floor. I whimpered again, taking a long sip from my beer.

Now I was feeling dizzy. I went to take another sip, but my beer was empty. “Another?” the bartender asked. I nodded my head, and the beer was suddenly set before me. I started sipping it mindlessly, gazing around the room at the different men. None of them were traditionally handsome save for the bartender—yet strangely, the bartender was the only man in the joint that I didn’t want to drop to my knees for.

I looked to my side and saw that the portly man was now sitting next to me. “London,” he said.

I nodded my head. “Is it nice? I’ve always wanted to go,” I said.

He smiled, showing off that hole where his tooth once was. “It’s my name. Though I’ve never been. My parents had never been either. I guess they just liked the name.” His voice was deep and raspy, making my mind flutter even faster. I stared into his eyes, and then I found myself following the lines of his face with my gaze. I looked down his body, getting a whiff of his musk. My heart was pounding. My downstairs was tingling. I looked around the bar. The place was even emptier now: the couples were gone and only a couple of regulars remained at the other end of the long bar, sipping their beers and watching the hockey game on the television.

No one was looking and I couldn’t help myself. I reached down and put my hand on London’s crotch. I pressed my fingers deep until I felt the contour of his shaft, and then I started to massage. “I’m sorry,” I said, but I didn’t stop.

His eyes were wide. He let out a chuckle and then a grunt. “I’m not going to stop you if that’s what you want.”

“Okay. Thanks,” I said. I kept clenching and caressing, feeling it growing. I couldn’t believe it was growing! I couldn’t believe I was making it move. It didn’t take much, and some old bar maid could have probably accomplished the same thing just as quickly—but to me, it was an accomplishment. I smiled, getting a firm grip of his girth. I stroked it up and down, making him wince and groan. He began looking around.

“You want to go to the bathroom or something?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No,” I said. “No one’s looking.” I reached my fingers down the front of his pants and I found that erection. I slipped my fingers around it and gripped it firmly. He took a sharp breath in, and then I began to beat his rugged stick. It was just as I imagined: long, thick, and bumpy, as if it had its own set of muscles. I could feel all of his veins throbbing as he got bigger and bigger. I squeezed him tighter and pumped faster. He grabbed the edge of the bar and began to mumble profanities between nervous chuckles. He continued to look around, to make sure no one was looking.

Luckily, the bartender was out having a smoke. The hockey game was in overtime, so the men at the other end of the bar couldn’t be bothered to look away. “Come in your pants,” I whispered. “I want to feel it running down my fingers.”

“Oh God,” he groaned. His face was red. I clenched hard and pumped fast. He squirmed, nearly falling off his stool, and then I felt the hot rushes of thick come pouring down my fingers. I pulled my hand up, squeezing each blast out while his legs trembled.

“Does that feel good?” I asked, staring into his eyes.

He nodded his head as his eyes began to uncross. “Yeah,” he said.

“Good,” I said. “It felt good for me too.” And that’s when I realized I had my free hand between my legs and under my skirt. I’d been touching myself: massaging my little bean while I pumped his long shaft.

I stood up, wiping his come onto a napkin. I put ten dollars down on the bar and then I cleared my throat, wobbling a little bit. “I should get going.” All at once, an intense nervousness crept up on me. I realized what I did: I jerked a man off, and I liked it. I still had his come on my fingers, no matter how hard I tried to wipe it onto my sweater—I could still smell the bitter tinge of his product. And why did I do it? Where did these urges come from? How could I get rid of them?

I wanted to call Doctor Lafontaine. I wanted to know what was happening to me. But I was terrified of how he would react to me telling him that I disobeyed his orders. Or maybe I was terrified of him telling me that I’d done irreversible damage to my body. At least if I never reached out to him, I would always have the hope that my manhood would return to me and my breasts would suck back into my chest. Though now, that was starting to seem like wishful thinking.
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Iwalked to the doctor’s office the next day, but I didn’t go inside. I thought that I would go in, and then I saw Dr. Lafontaine through the window and my body tensed up with a terrible nervousness. It didn’t help that I was wearing my little girly outfit again, but it was the only outfit that fit my changing body. And once again, my body had undergone a number of small changes overnight. I was losing muscle mass in my torso and arms—maybe because I wasn’t pushing myself anymore, though I couldn’t imagine those changes would happen quite so quickly. The hormones were likely causing my muscle mass to deteriorate—maybe my body was using the broken down muscle mass to create breast tissue and more hormones. Maybe the bone mass of my shoulders was converting into bone mass in my hips.

I was easily tired—which I was sure was a lingering side effect of the drug I took for ten straight days. I would wake up in the early afternoon, and then I would usually fall asleep before 8:30 PM. My body probably needed the sleep as it was working overdrive to change.

I remembered something Doctor Lafontaine told me about the drug before I agreed to go on the trial. He told me that they derived the drug from frog DNA. I couldn’t help but think about the movie, Jurassic Park, where they used frog DNA to bring the dinosaurs back to life. And in that movie, the dinosaurs change gender, supposedly because of something to do with the frog DNA. I didn’t pay too much attention to that movie when I saw it on VHS years before, but now I couldn’t help but think that my body was changing like a frog. At least I wasn’t changing into a frog… And can’t some frogs regrow missing limbs, the way certain lizards can regrow amputated tails?

I wanted to ask the doctor, but I was terrified of him seeing me like this. Even in the few weeks that had gone by, my hair had grown almost six additional inches. My hair was now over my shoulders, looking softer than ever.

Next to the doctor’s office was a pharmacy, and in the pharmacy was a makeup department. I looked at the makeup posters from outside the window. And then I stared at my own reflection, wondering what I would look like with a bit of makeup. Maybe before I talked to Dr. Lafontaine about becoming a man again, I could see my potential as a woman. My heart fluttered and I felt myself blushing.

I wandered into the store and I looked down the long isles of makeup supplies. I stepped slowly, taking it all in. I liked that smell: the mix of beauty products mingling in the air. “Excuse me,” a young woman said beside me. I looked over. “Want to try out this new eyeliner? We just got it in.” She held a little tube out to me. But I didn’t know what to do with it.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’ve never worn eyeliner.”

“What? Really?” she said. “You really should. You have bright eyes—it would be the perfect way to accentuate them.”

“Really?” I said softly, feeling embarrassed and a little bit excited.

“Sit down. I’ll show you.” So I sat down and I closed my eyes. She gently ran the little marker along my eyelids. “Hmm,” she said. “Would you mind if I put a bit of shadow on you? Maybe a touch of mascara—though your lashes are naturally dark.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess not,” I said. So she did a few extra things, brushing my eyelids and then gently rolling my eyelashes.

“Okay. You can open your eyes.”

I opened my eyes and then I froze. In the mirror was a stunning girl with big, flashing eyes. I opened my mouth and then I caught myself smiling. I had to bite down on my lip to stop myself from giggling like a lunatic.

“Cute, right?” she said. “All this stuff is on sale. I can even throw in a lip-gloss, if you’re interested.”

With dark red cheeks, I bought it all. I even bought a little bag to store it in. I hurried back home, now with a head of new ideas. I passed the doctor’s office without even considering making a visit. As soon as I was home, I went online and found myself filling shopping carts with clothes: skirts, blouses, sweaters, bodysuits, dresses, stockings, and even a few pieces of lingerie. I was blushing hard, teeming with excitement and a little bit of terror. I was draining my bank account on women’s clothing. A month before, such a notion would have been absolutely absurd and unbelievable. Yet there I was, investing in a whole new wardrobe and a whole new personality.

I even ordered everything for express delivery, so it would be at my doorstep within a matter of days. And thankfully, it all came by the weekend.

The clothes weren’t all that arrived by the weekend. My breasts grew a full cup size in those few days. My Adam’s apple receded completely, disappearing into my throat. Now my voice was soft and high-pitched and unmistakably feminine. My bum was starting to develop a bit of mass—maybe from the hormones or maybe from all the walking I’d been doing. I was curvy, fitting all of my clothes perfectly. In fact, I was starting to worry that my body would continue to change and I would no longer fit anything properly, and then I would be forced to buy a whole new wardrobe.

I had my whole weekend plotted out. I’d made a list of all the things I always wanted to do when I was stuck in my chair, but couldn’t. The list was long, containing everything from the local dog park (which wasn’t wheelchair friendly) to all of the new clubs that had opened since my car accident. I knew it would be impossible to get to everything, especially since it took me a couple of hours each morning to perfect my makeup and to choose an outfit from all of the options I ordered for myself.

I was just about to head out, dressed in a cute pair of high-waisted jeans and a white racerback top, when my doorbell rang. I assumed it was another delivery—one of the many pieces of clothing I’d ordered, so I didn’t even bother to look through the peephole before pulling the door open.

Standing on my doorstep was Dr. Lafontaine. I froze, suddenly feeling a coldness rushing through my nerves. My lips parted, but he didn’t react. He just looked up into my eyes and said, “I’m sorry. Isn’t this Eldrid’s residence?” He looked down at a slip of paper. “I think this is the right unit.” He looked back up at me. “Is Eldrid in?”

I wanted to tell him that he had the wrong place, but I couldn’t move. I knew he was going to realize who I was at any moment—whether I sent him away or not. And now, I could see him figuring it out. I watched as his eyes widened and his lips parted. “Please tell me you didn’t…” he said quietly.

“I—I’m sorry,” I said. I was caught. I should have told him he had the wrong place right away. I should have closed the door in his face before he had a chance to figure me out. Now it was too late. But what could he do to me? It’s not like I broke the law. It’s not like he could suck the miracle out of me and send me back to my wheelchair. So why was I so nervous?

“You’re lucky to be alive,” he said. And then he looked down at my legs. “But look—you’re walking! My God, the pills actually worked. Why didn’t you come talk to me? Why did you take the medicine without supervision? Don’t you know what you’ve done?” He was saying it as though I’d just consumed a glass of poison, but he had a smirk on his face. Maybe he couldn’t help it. He was looking at a modern-day miracle: a once paralyzed man, now standing on two feet.

“I’m sorry,” I said again.

“We need to talk. Can we go inside?”

So I led him to my kitchen, though I still didn’t have any chairs—just my wheelchair and a box that I’d been sitting on for the past few weeks. I pulled up the wheelchair and he took a seat on the box. “Eldrid. This is very serious. You weren’t supposed to take those last five pills without a consultation first.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Quit apologizing. It makes no difference to me. Those last five pills were supposed to be taken with a number of other pills. One particular prescription is to make sure your heart doesn’t stop—so I can’t tell you how lucky you are to be alive.”

I nodded my head, feeling that chill through my nerves again.

“Another prescription was to stop your body from changing. That drug you took—it’s a powerful drug. One of the most powerful drugs I’ve ever worked with. Tell me exactly: what’s changed?”

I cleared my throat and bit my lip. “I don’t know. I—I think I’m a girl now. I don’t know how it happened, but my penis just shrank away—my testicles too. And every morning when I wake up, I feel different.”

“Your testicles didn’t go away. They turned into large ovaries, and now they’re overproducing hormones that are putting you through a late puberty. It’s a good thing that I found you. In a few months, the overproduction would have become a problem—maybe even a lethal one. We need to get you on blockers until we can reduce the size of your new ovaries.”

“Can’t we just make them into testicles again?” I asked.

And then he stared into my eyes with a wide, nervous gaze. His cheeks were red. He shook his head slowly. “That would be impossible at this point.” It was exactly what I didn’t want to hear: I was stuck as a woman. I would never be a man again.

“You’re just kidding, right?” I asked.

He stared at me for another long moment. “Eldrid—look at yourself. Do you think that I’m kidding? You’ve made a big mistake.”

“I wanted my legs back,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue. “After that first pill, I could move my toe. I had hope for the first time in eight years—you gave it to me. Did you really think that I would just toss those pills in the garbage?”

“I wish you would have come to me,” he said.

“I know what you would have said. I was willing to take the risk. Now what’s done is done.”

He nodded his head. “It’s true. What’s done is done.” And then my own words sunk in: it was all permanent. I was a woman now. In a few months, I would be fully female from a sped-up female puberty.

“Well at least you can study me,” I said.

He shook his head. “Not really,” he said. “If the medical board finds out about you, I could lose my job—along with the rest of the research team. I wish we could study you—we would certainly learn a lot—but it sadly doesn’t work like that.”

I felt a cold defeat seeping into me. Was it really worth it? Was losing my male identity worth the return of my legs?

“Just tell me: does everything work? When we tested the drug on monkeys, the results were incredible. One of the new females even became pregnant, and the expert biologist we hired couldn’t tell that the monkey was ever male.”

I nodded my head slowly. “It all works.”

“Fascinating,” he said. “I have so many other questions I want to ask, but I don’t know where to start.”

“Maybe I can ask one,” I said.

“Sure,” he said, leaning closer.

“When I see men now, I get all tingly. I start thinking of being… being dominated. At night, when I close my eyes, I imagine men on top of me, having sex with me, and then I start to… dribble. But I’m not gay—I’ve never had thoughts like that before.”

He laughed. “You’re correct. You’re not gay. You’re a straight woman. We don’t know why it happens, but the drug produces an absurd amount of estrogen and progesterone as it targets the neurons in the brain and the cells of the spinal cord. We think it has something to do with the way a woman is able to build a baby inside of her, using only her body’s own resources. Just like the way a baby’s spine grows in the womb, the drug is able to use that same energy to create new cells in the existing body.”

I nodded my head slowly, not entirely understanding. The only fact that was truly setting in was the fact that I was now a female—and apparently a real one, possibly with a working uterus. Again, it seemed impossible, but it somehow didn’t seem like the most insane thing to happen over the past month.

“So what do I do now?” I asked.

“I’ll give you a year’s worth of hormone blockers, which you’ll start taking in six weeks from now. After one year, your ovaries should be down to the size of a normal pair, producing a normal amount of estrogen.”

“And then what?” I asked. My throat was suddenly feeling dry and scratchy.

“And then you’re a woman—a fully able-bodied woman.” He tried to smile, but I could tell that it was hard news for him to deliver: bad news that he wasn’t expecting to deliver when he showed up at my door.

And why did he show up at my door? What was he there to see? I stared into his eyes for a long moment as the harsh reality tried to settle in my stomach. “Is there anything else?”

He shook his head. “No. I think that’s it. I guess I should be going so you can go on with your day.” He began to stand up.

“Wait,” I said. He paused.

“What is it?”

“Why are you here? Why’d you come to my house—and on a Saturday of all days?”

He paused again, staring into my eyes, looking curiously guilty. “Excuse me?” he said.

And then a new reality began to swirl in my stomach: a much more terrifying reality. This wasn’t an accident. There probably never were any other patients who became sick after taking that first pill. “You did this to me,” I said. And then I watched as his face became pale.
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He had no response. He remained silent with that guilty look on his face. “Why did you do it?” I asked. “Why did you set me up? Of course you knew I was going to take those pills. You knew that I was desperate. You knew that I would be willing to risk my life to have my legs back—we even talked about it in your office before you told me about the trial.”

“Eldrid, I think you should calm down. You’re just tired,” he said.

I shook my head. “I’m not tired,” I said. “I feel better than ever. Just admit it: you knew I would take those pills when you gave them to me. I mean—why would you give me the second five pills if I was supposed to have a consultation before taking them? You wanted me to take the pills on my own—but why?”

He shifted his tongue in his mouth. “I knew you wouldn’t take them if you knew the side effects, and if I lied to you about the side effects, I would lose my licence,” he said, looking down at the ground as he confessed. “We tried finding volunteers willing to undergo the treatment, knowing about the sexual reassignment side effects. It’s complicated. We haven’t been able to properly study the drug because that little side effect scares everyone away. And legally, we have to disclose that side effect before giving our patients the green light to take the medication. I thought of a workaround: prescribe the medicine, schedule a midpoint consultation before you started taking the sexual reassigning doses, and then tell you to stop, knowing you would continue to take the drugs. We’ve had a team following you for the past few weeks. We’ve been studying your changes secretly—it’s a private company. We can’t legally use our findings to bring the pills to the market, but we can use our findings to conduct more precise research—legal research, which will speed up the time it takes to make it to the market. It’s just business, Eldrid.”

“You used me?” I said. “You turned me into a girl, and you didn’t tell me?”

He stared deep into my eyes. “We gave you back your legs.”

“You took away my manhood!” I said.

He shook his head. “No, the car accident did that,” he said. “I’m sorry, Eldrid. But you would have declined the treatment when we told you about the side effects—everyone does. Now, you’re helping us to save millions of people from their paralysis. We’re working on ways to get rid of that side effect, but it’s impossible without patients like yourself.”

“I—I don’t know what to say,” I said. And was he right: was my manhood gone after the car accident? Was it not better to have something that worked between my legs instead of a broken relic of a life long gone? Would I have said no to the treatment, knowing it would turn me into a woman? I probably would have said no. Even now, the thought of being a woman was terrifying. It was exciting too—but I couldn’t have predicted that. I couldn’t have known that I would have looked forward to trying on outfits, or trying out new makeup styles. How could I have known?

“It will take some time for you to come to terms with this,” he said. “But believe me: in a few years, you will be happier than ever before. You’ve been given a gift. Just take the gift.”

I nodded my head slowly, trying to swallow the thick pill he was feeding me.

“Now, Eldrid, I want to examine you. I’d like to inspect your body, to make sure everything is taking shape naturally.”

I nodded my head again, my gaze inward, my heart pounding.

“Please take off your clothes—underwear too. And tell me, Eldrid—do you like wearing women’s clothing? You can be honest. Most of our patients find that it becomes satisfying once they’ve taken all ten pills.”

I shrugged my shoulders as I began to take off my top. “I guess I have been enjoying it,” I said.

“Any other peculiar sensations? Attraction to men? A new obsession with shoes? These things are all normal.”

I nodded my head. “I can’t stop thinking about… sex with men.” I felt my cheeks turning red. I dropped my shirt down and then I reached back to unclip my bra, letting my perky breasts drop down.

“Wow,” he said. “You’ve progressed phenomenally in a short period of time. I’m just going to feel for any lumps. One issue with the speediness of the changes is the possibility of tumours.” He reached out and grabbed both of my breasts. He began to squeeze and fondle them, sending curious pulses through my body—and one particularly strong pulse down between my legs. I bit down on my bottom lip. “These feel fine. I can’t feel any lumps. That’s a great sign.” He continued to squeeze, working around my nipples. A light whimper escaped my lips.

“Doctor?” I said.

“Yes?”

“When I said that I can’t stop thinking about sex with men—I really mean it.”

He nodded his head. “It’s normal. You have a high amount of estrogen and progesterone in your system. You’re going to feel intense emotions.”

I bit down on my tongue, not sure how to tell him that it was almost the only thing I could focus on for more than ten seconds. He gave my breasts a final squeeze before removing his hands. “Perfect,” he said. Then he began to feel my body, running his hands down my hips. “Let’s get you out from your panties.”

I awkwardly grabbed my panties and, with a deep breath, I slid them down. He put on a pair of rubber gloves, which he got from his inner coat pocket. He had me lay back before spreading my legs. “Nice,” he said, looking directly down my damp hole. “This is all perfect. Just relax for a moment while I take a look.” He reached his hands in and gently spread my lips. He leaned in close, taking a small flashlight out from his pocket. He scanned my velvety depths. “It all looks good. I’m just going to feel for any abnormalities. You might feel a pressure here.” He gently pressed two fingers into my slit. I gasped. I felt more than a pressure: I felt a gigantic pulse of pleasure. I squeezed my knees together. “Try to relax,” he said. “Does it hurt?”

I shook my head. “No. It—It feels so good.”

“Oh,” he said awkwardly. His cheeks turned red. “This will only take a minute.” He began to feel his fingers around inside of me. He took them out for a moment to inspect my clitoris, gently nudging it and making my body quiver with euphoria. Then his fingers went back in and I let out a moan. “I’m sorry. It will only take a moment,” he said again, his face turning redder. I tried to clench it back, but it was no use: a warm gush of fluid spilled out of me. “Oh my,” he said.

“I’m so sorry,” I said.

“It’s fine. It’s natural. It’s just the hormones in your system.”

“Can you please finger me,” I said—my voice hardly a whimper.

“Excuse me?” he said with wide eyes.

“I’m so sorry—but you have to. I need it so badly.” I was squirming, pulsing all over with euphoria. I’d never felt so horny, shaking because I desperately needed to be fingered.

He cleared his throat and bit down on his bottom lip. “Well, I suppose I can—just to make sure everything is functioning properly.” He began to pump his fingers in and out, making more fluid gush out. “You’re producing a lot of fluid. That’s not exactly normal, but I don’t think it’s a concern. Some girls just… squirt more than others.” He let out a nervous laugh, still pumping my deep hole.

“Put a third finger in me,” I said.

He hesitated, and then he started pumping me with three long fingers. I moaned, letting my head fall back. It felt so good. My knees rose up and my bum lifted up.

He took a deep breath. “It’s actually remarkable. I—I’ve been doing this for years, but this is the first time I’ve really felt the vaginal cavity of a reassigned patient. It feels remarkably natural. And everything works, just like a biological vagina.”

“Just shut up and screw me,” I said, whimpering again. “Take it out and screw me.” I pointed to his crotch. I could see that he wanted it: I could see the erect bulge in his slacks. He hesitated again, biting his lip. He knew that I was once a man—not too long ago—but he could see now that I was a horny woman. He was a man. No man can easily turn down a naked, horny woman with her legs spread wide.

He nodded his head suddenly. “Okay, fine,” he said. He began fumbling with his belt. His hand were shaking. He was excited and nervous, just like me. I reached down and rubbed my wet lips while he got his erection out from his pants. Then he climbed on top of me. I wrapped my arms around him, reaching one hand down for his bum. He jammed his tip into my quivering slit. I gasped, clenching his butt with my fingers. “Do it,” I demanded. Then he penetrated me deeply, making more fluid gush out.

He groaned. “It feels so… real—and so good,” he said. I clenched my walls around his shaft, making him groan again. “It functions just like the biological thing.”

“Just shut up and stuff me,” I said. He began to thrust in and out of my wet hole. I relaxed my back on the ground. More juice squirted out from my depths. Apparently I was a real squirter. I didn’t mind—he seemed to think it was hot, and I liked the feeling of the moisture on my legs: a reminder that my legs worked and had feeling. I groaned loudly as I felt his shaft beginning to bloat. I couldn’t wait to feel his warm come inside of my body. I couldn’t wait to set out into the world, to carve out my new life as a woman. Accepting the drug’s side effect was a lot easier than Dr. Lafontaine thought it would be. He suggested years, but it was hard to think it would take years with euphoria like that surging through me.

THE END
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GOING THROUGH CHANGES


Kenny is having a bad year and he doesn’t think it can get any worse—and then his parents pass away. Suddenly, he finds himself living on the other side of the country with Fey, an aunt that he only met once when he was very little. She’s a bit of a hippy, living alone in the middle of nowhere, with no Internet or cell service.

Life isn’t much better with Aunt Fey, at least at first. But it’s only a few weeks before Kenny starts to notice strange changes to his body. His hips are widening, his skin is softening, and a pair of subtle lumps are starting to form on his chest. If he didn’t know any better, he would think that he’s going through some sort of female puberty! But even that doesn’t really explain his sudden desire to try on the cute outfits he finds around Aunt Fey’s house.


CHAPTER 1
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Iwasn’t having my best year. In fact, I think it’s safe to say that I was having my worst year.

It was my last year of high school and it certainly started off terribly. I showed up for my first day of class and saw all of my friends for the first time since June. They were all three inches taller and probably thirty pounds heavier. They’d spent the summer in the gym packing on muscle, hoping it would help them with the ladies in their last year of school. I would have done the same, but my family dragged me across the country for a family reunion, and then my dad made me get a job flipping burgers. And unlike my friends, I didn’t get a growth spurt. It didn’t help that I was already a few inches shorter than all of the guys in my grade. Now I was shorter than most of the girls, too.

But I decided I wouldn’t let it get to me. I did my best to embrace my smallness. I was even planning on dressing up like leprechaun for St. Patrick’s Day.

My friends suddenly didn’t want to hang out with me. They all made the school’s sports teams. I tried out for a few but got cut almost immediately. So I tried to find new friends. I joined the chess club and the drama club, but even those guys didn’t want to hang out with me because I sucked at acting and I sucked at chess. So I ended up as the chess team’s referee and the drama club’s lighting guy. There were only two lights, so it was an easy gig.

My year continued to go downhill. My parents didn’t have a ton of money, so they urged me to keep working my burger-flipping job. So I would leave school as soon as the bell rang and then I would work until about eight at night. All of that money went to my parents. It wasn’t until around Christmas that I realized they were spending it all on drugs, and I only found out when the coroner told me the cause of death. “They both died of a fentanyl overdose,” he said as I sat in the hallway and cried. I had to admit: they did a pretty good job of hiding their drug addiction until they died.

I ended up moving in with one of my teachers, because none of my old friends offered to take me in, and I was too afraid to ask. I slept on a pullout couch for the next two months as my grades slipped. I was surprised to find out that the school’s teachers weren’t willing to be lenient with my grades. They still expected me to show up for all of my tests, though studying was terribly difficult when the only thing on my mind was the fact that I was technically an orphan. “If you don’t get your grades up, you’re going to have to come back next year to redo your classes,” my teacher said to me. My stomach turned. I still couldn’t believe that they weren’t cutting me a break.

So I think it’s safe to say that I was having the worst year of my life. I was excited when the calendar turned over to 2019, hoping it would be the end of my troubles. But my troubles were just getting started.

I came home from school one afternoon and saw my aunt in the kitchen with the teacher who was putting me up. She rose to her feet and smiled when she saw me. “Kenny—so nice to see you. It seems like it’s been so long.” And it had been a long time—over ten years. I couldn’t even remember her name at first. It was a few minutes before I remembered that she was Aunt Fey.

“Your Aunt Fey is going to be taking you home today. She’ll be your new legal guardian.”

“But I thought you lived way over on Vancouver Island,” I said.

“I do. That’s where we’re going,” she said with a big smile, as if that was something I was supposed to be excited about. I nearly cried in front of her, and then it occurred to me that a change of scenery might be a good thing. It’s not like I had any real friends in Toronto anyway. So I got into Aunt Fey’s car, where my suitcase was already sitting, and then we started the long eight-day drive towards the West Coast. It was a silent drive for the most part. She tried holding conversation with me at first, but then she gave up when she realized we had absolutely nothing in common. “You’ll like The Island,” she would say a few times a day, as if she was trying to convince herself more than she was trying to convince me.

We slept in motels along the way. They were the cheapest motels Aunt Fey could find, all infested with bikers, truckers, and bugs. Aunt Fey would wear the same clothes day after day, as if she only brought the one outfit. And that’s about all I knew about her: that she was a hippy back in the day. It’s the only thing my mom ever told me about Aunt Fey. “She ran away from home when I was ten,” my mom told me. “To go live on a commune. She was just sixteen. It was ten years before we saw her again. She came to live with us after the cops raided her commune. Apparently it was actually a cult or something. Fey’s always been a bit weird like that though.”

We were on the ferry, leaving Vancouver, when I finally asked Aunt Fey. “Is it true that you were in a cult?” I was worried that I was being taken to that same cult now.

She laughed. “That depends on what you call a cult,” she said. And I took that to mean ‘yes’. “You’re going to like The Island,” she said again, as if I would believe her this time. I already hated the damp air. My clothes felt wet, even though I hadn’t gone near water. My back was terribly sore from sleeping on crappy motel beds. I hoped that my bed in her place would be nicer than the motel beds.

“So where do you even live on The Island? Nanaimo? Victoria?”

“Somewhere in the middle,” she said with a little smile. And it was true. We had to drive for another two hours after the ferry to get to her little house on the west coast of the island. It was a very small house, with just two small bedrooms and a living room with a small kitchenette. One side of her property was heavily wooded and the other side was a surprisingly pretty ocean view. “This is it—your new home,” she said. My room was small—hardly big enough to fit the twin sized bed that was stuffed into it. I wondered how she got that bed through the shockingly narrow doorway.

Every single floorboard in the house creaked. There was nowhere in the house where a draught couldn’t be felt. I pulled out my phone and saw that I had no reception. “Is there a landline?” I asked.

“No landline. The nearest reception is half an hour away. There’s no Internet, but with all this nature, you don’t need the Internet.”

I had one hobby: playing video games. The only real friends I had were people I’d met playing League of Legends. I’d never met them in person, but we would talk on Discord, sometimes for hours, even when we weren’t playing the game. Now, I had no way of communicating with them. “Where will I go to school?”

“It’s a three kilometre hike to the highway. There’s a bus that will pick you up, and then it’s an hour ride to school. Don’t worry—I got all of that figured out for you.”

My stomach turned. “A three kilometre hike and then an hour bus ride? I have to do that twice a day? Are you nuts?”

“The fresh air will be good for you,” she said with her warm smile, which was starting to feel a bit condescending.

But I was still hopeful that life would turn around for me in British Columbia. I went to my first day of school excited to meet the people who would be my new friends. But none of the guys wanted to hang out with me. It was too late into the year—pointless to take on a new friend, with just five months left before graduation.

I was shocked when a few girls approached me and asked if I wanted to hang out with them. I was willing to take anything I could get, so I spent most of lunchtime with them, until one of the girls said, “It’s so cool that we have a gay guy in our school now.” My heart fluttered down into my stomach the moment I realized she was talking about me. Apparently the rumour had already been spread around the whole school—in just a matter of hours. Everyone thought that I was gay.

“I’m not gay,” I said. “I like girls. I’ll even prove it right now if you want to go find an empty classroom with me.”

She gasped with disgust, and then I was asked to leave the table. I’m not sure why I said it. Maybe I was just finally fed up with being pushed around. I was tired of having nowhere to fit in, and ready to just accept that I would probably spent the rest of the school year alone.

The bullying continued over the next couple of days. Someone spray-painted ‘FAGGOT’ on my locker, and then a few kids jumped me as I was leaving school. They gave me a black eye. So the next day, I decided not to go to school. I hiked out to the bus stop and then I stood and watched as the bus went by. Then I started walking in the other direction, towards the small town where I hoped to get a bit of Internet, so I could get onto Discord and connect with my gamer friends.

I wasn’t just skipping the day, I was dropping out. I was done with trying. Maybe I could do online courses in a few years, if there was even a course I wanted to take in college. But until my body started developing like the other guys’, I wasn’t going anywhere near school. And I was starting to think that was never going to happen. The body I had was the body that I would be stuck with forever.

At least that’s what I thought…


CHAPTER 2
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Aunt Fey didn’t work. She was living her life comfortably, though I couldn’t figure out how. “What did you used to do for work?” I asked her one afternoon.

“I’ve never had a conventional job in my life,” she said as if it was something she was proud of.

“So you were a hooker,” I said.

She laughed. “No. I’ve never done that.”

“Then how did you buy this place?”

“It wasn’t expensive. Fifteen years ago, when I bought it, it was only about sixty grand. I had the mortgage paid off in about six years. Now I just pay the taxes.”

“So how do you get money for the taxes? And what about food and your heating bill? And the gas you put into your car. You must have spent four hundred bucks on gas going to Ontario and back to get me.”

“I do a bit of consulting from time to time,” she said. And it was obvious she wasn’t going to tell me how she made a living, so I could only assume that she was secretly an occasional prostitute. She was a pretty lady, in her fifties but still fit and tight, with long blonde hair and big eyes. She had a sort of erotic confidence in her demeanour—the same kind of confidence I imagined a high-class escort would have. And she was always going into town for a few hours, coming home with no groceries.

I didn’t bother asking what kind of consulting she was doing, because I knew I wouldn’t believe her answer.

“So how is school going?” she asked. I was surprised that she hadn’t heard that I hadn’t been showing up. Then again, she didn’t have a phone, so I suppose the school had no way of contacting her. All she could do was take my word when I said, “It’s going fine.”

“Have you met any girls you like?” she asked. I thought it was a strange and forward follow up question.

“BC girls really aren’t my type,” I said.

She laughed. “BC girls are the best girls in the world. You should give them a try.”

“They’re kind of mean,” I said. “I didn’t come here to find a girlfriend. I just want to finish school so I can go back to Toronto.”

“Just give it time. You’ll warm up to things here.” And she had a big smirk on her face, as if she just told a joke that flew right over my head. “I have to run into town. Do you need anything while I’m out?”

“No,” I said. I was happy that she was going, so that I could be alone for a while. I hadn’t masturbated in over a week, which I’m pretty sure was a world record as far as eighteen-year-old boys goes. I waited until I couldn’t hear the rumble of her engine before I rushed over to the bathroom and got undressed. I started rubbing my cock, getting it hard, but something was missing. I was used to jerking off to porn. Had I known that Aunt Fey didn’t have Internet, I would have made a point of downloading some porn movies to my computer—so I didn’t have anything. But I couldn’t help but wonder if she had something.

She was a free-spirited chick. Surely there was something in that house that could make my masturbation session a little bit better. I snuck into her room and started exploring her drawers. I wasn’t surprised when I found a whole drawer filled with lacy lingerie. I dug through the lingerie, hoping to find anything—a magazine, a DVD, or even just a pack of naughty playing cards. But there was nothing. So I kept searching.

In her nightstand, I found a long purple dildo. I shuddered at the sight of it, knowing that it had been in my aunt’s snatch. I carefully nudged it aside so I could look deeper in the drawer. Underneath I found more lingerie and a few more little sex toys. I was becoming increasingly positive that my aunt was a prostitute. Hell, she was probably out with a client now.

I found what I was looking for: a book of sex poses. The same couple acted out all of the poses on each page. The resolution was good and the woman in the pictures was sexy. And the guy had a big, thick cock, which was a nice touch. It was the ‘tit job’ page that ended up doing the trick for me. I aimed my cock to the side as I quickly jerked myself, so that I would get any of my goo on the pages. It only took about forty seconds to get off, and a minute later, I had the book back in its place in that nightstand. I felt a bit better, but I was still dreading the next five months that I was stuck living with my aunt.

It was only an hour later when I decided to jerk off again. I had nothing else to do, even though it was a nice day out. I couldn’t figure out what Aunt Fey was expecting me to do when she said, “Go out and enjoy nature.” What was there to enjoy? You’ve climbed one tree; you’ve climbed them all. I had to hike twice a day every weekday, so I wasn’t about to leave the house to go for a pointless hike, and I wasn’t big into swimming—and even if I was, I had to walk an hour to get to the nearest swimming-safe area, seeing as the waves were too aggressive near Aunt Fey’s waterfront house. So there was really only one thing to do to pass the time: jerk off.

Though I did spend some time searching through the house, digging through Aunt Fey’s closet, hoping to find something to pass the time. I was even willing to play a board game by myself like a complete lunatic—but she didn’t even have any board games. She just had clothes—lots and lots of clothes, and lots and lots of makeup and lotions and creams.

So what did she do to pass the time, aside from seeing ‘consulting’ clients from time to time? There weren’t even books around to read. The only books in the house were my school textbooks, which I was almost bored enough to read.

Aunt Fey still wasn’t home when the sun went down that evening. My boredom was beginning to reach new levels. It was Sunday, which meant I had to get up early in the morning so that I could pretend to go to school. But a part of me was legitimately considering going to school, just so that I would have something to do. I wanted the homework to pass the time. Maybe I could just avoid interacting with everyone except for my teachers. I could slip in late and leave early. Or I could just bum around town, trying to avoid being seen by Aunt Fey. I couldn’t decide which option sounded less boring.


CHAPTER 3
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There was one positive about living with Aunt Fey: she was always up early, and she always made me breakfast. And it wasn’t like the breakfast that my mom would make me, before she started using drugs. Aunt Fey didn’t just whip up a bowl of stale cereal. She made eggs and bacon and toast. Sometimes she made waffles or pancakes or French toast. Sometimes there was fruit salad, and there was always fresh coffee and biscuits.

I always looked forward to her coffee. It was the best coffee I’d ever had in my life. It wasn’t too strong and it was rich in flavour—never burnt, never cold. Sometimes I would have three or four cups before heading off to school—or heading off to pretend school. That Monday morning I took a thermos with me as I made my long hike towards the small town.

There was a little café in town that had a working Internet connection. It wasn’t a great connection—not good enough to play League of Legends, but it was good enough that I could text chat with my friends on Discord. Though all of my Discord friends were in school, so all I could do was send them messages and then I would have to wait until the next day before I got a reply, so our conversations were slow. They all missed me in the game. “We don’t win as much without you,” one of my friends said. It was sad to hear, but there wasn’t anything I could do about it.

I was sitting in that café when a guy walked in and ordered a coffee at the counter. I found myself staring at him curiously. He was a few years older than me, with an even stubble beard on his cheeks and chin. As he reached to grab his black coffee, I noticed his arms were thick and muscular. I could even see the veins in his arms.

Then I noticed he was staring at me with a lowered brow. I looked away quickly, my heart pounding. I couldn’t figure out why I was staring at him in the first place—and I really couldn’t figure out why my heart was pounding. After a minute, I didn’t think much of it. Then another strange thing happened.

A pretty woman took a seat at a table next to me. She was a few years older than me and way out of my league, but she still looked up at me and smiled. I returned the smile, even though I usually darted my eyes away from any woman who looked my way. Then, as she looked down at the book in her hands, my gaze wandered down to her feet. She was wearing a pair of black open-toed heels. Her toenails were painted red and looked super cute. But it was the heels that had me strangely mesmerized. I was taking note of their shape, how they framed her foot. They made her legs look somehow longer and smoother. I loved the way they kept her toes pointed, as if she was a foot model. But the heel part seemed so thin—how did it not snap underneath her weight? She was only one hundred and ten pounds at most, but I couldn’t image that thin heel holding more than thirty pounds.

She was looking at me again. This time I darted my gaze away, my heart stuttering. I felt like I’d been caught staring down her top, even though I’d only been staring at her feet. Since when did I care about women’s shoes? Why did I find those feet so mesmerizing?

I didn’t think much of it. I hadn’t slept much that night, so I figured I was just seeing the symptoms of lack of sleep. I’d probably just zoned out, and my gaze just happened to be on that man and subsequently those heels as I zoned out. It wasn’t something to think too hard about.

When I got home, Aunt Fey was gone, along with her car. There was a note on the little kitchen table. “I’ll be out until late. There’s dinner in the fridge—you just need to heat it up.” I looked in the fridge and saw the impressive casserole. But it wasn’t dinnertime yet. I still had a few hours to kill, and then I would have a few hours to kill once dinner was over. So once again, I found myself with nothing to do. So I got undressed and I fetched that book from Aunt Fey’s nightstand.

I flipped through the pages until I found a page that made my heart stutter. And that page surprised me. It was the ‘wraparound handjob’ page, with a picture of the naked man’s front and the woman standing behind him, with his big cock in her hand. I don’t know why I found the image so arousing—there was hardly even a girl in the picture, unless you count the sliver of her face over his shoulder, or her hand. But the image got me hard. I stared at that massive cock while I jerked myself off. I imagined those pretty fingers sliding up and down, covered in shining lubricant. I imagined the tip of his cock getting redder and redder until it finally erupted cum into the air. Then my own cock erupted cum into the air.

And a cold tingling washed over me. Did I just jerk off to a picture of a dude? Was I thinking about the guy as I stroked cum out the tip of my penis? What was wrong with me? Can lack of sleep make a person temporarily gay? I took a long shower and tried to forget about what I’d done. I worked hard to convince myself that I had really gotten off to the image of the girl lingering over the man’s shoulder. She did have an especially sexy expression in that shot—so maybe it was true. Maybe I wasn’t suddenly turning gay.

I heated up some dinner and then went straight to bed, hoping my female lust would return to me in the morning. I was already looking to my first steaming cup of Aunt Fey’s delicious coffee.


CHAPTER 4
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Ihad a few strange moments throughout the next couple of weeks, finding myself zoned out while staring at men, women’s shoes, women’s clothes, and even a little bottle of white nail polish on a drug store shelf—I was shocked when I got home that evening and found that little bottle of nail polish in my pocket. I remembered grabbing it and slipping it into my pocket—but I thought that was just a daydream and not reality. What was I going to do with a bottle of white nail polish?

It occurred to me one afternoon, while I sat in my usual café corner drinking from the thermos I snuck in under my coat, that these strange mental symptoms I was suffering were likely due to the death of my parents. I still hadn’t gone through a real grieving stage. Maybe I was still in denial. Maybe my brain was having some strange overload while trying to cope with the trauma of losing both of my parents in the same day. But did that really explain my sudden fixation with high heels?

Aunt Fey had lots of high heels—a whole closet full. Her little house wouldn’t have been so small if it wasn’t filled with closets. All of those closets could have easily combined to make a couple of bedrooms—or at least a sizeable second bathroom. Aunt Fey designed the house herself, and that was no surprise. It was completely non-functional and it would be impossible to sell. It catered only to her own needs, and apparently her only need was the need to store lots of dresses, shoes, and lingerie. Even her single bathroom was mostly just cupboards and drawers filled with makeup. She had a wardrobe like Paris Hilton. If she wanted to be a socialite so badly, why did she live so far from the city? Surely that was a pain in the ass, driving all the way to town every time she wanted to show off her expensive wardrobe…

Though I never saw her getting dolled up. She only ever wore a little bit of makeup, and after living with her for six weeks, I never saw her put on one of her hundred dresses even once. So what was the point? Was she just a hoarder of fancy clothes?

I was jerking off in the bathroom with that same book of sex positions when I heard gravel crunching under heavy tires. I quickly closed the book and pulled up my pants. I peeked out the bathroom window and saw an unfamiliar red SUV. I hid the book under the sink and carefully approached the door. Aunt Fey didn’t have a peephole on her door, probably because she never had any guests. There wasn’t even a window facing out at the doorstep, so I couldn’t see who was coming up to the door.

There was a knock. My cock was still half-erect, bulging out from my pants. I reached down and stuffed it up into my waistband, tugging down my shirt to make sure it covered my reddened tip. Then I took a deep breath and managed to answer the door before the second knock.

I recognized the man on the doorstep, but it took me a moment to realize how I recognized him. He was the gym teacher at the local high school—the one I was supposed to be attending. “Kenny,” he said without even a friendly smile.

“What’s up?” I said.

“You’ve missed twenty straight gym classes. Half of your gym grade is based on attendance. I don’t want to have to fail you so tell me: what’s going on?”

“I’ve been sick,” I said. I faked a cough. “The doctors still don’t know what’s wrong with me. I might even be contagious.” I coughed again.

“Cut it out,” he said. “Have you been going to school at all?”

I felt a cold breeze. The cold breezes on the Island felt especially cold because of the humidity from the ocean. I still wasn’t used to that piercing dampness, even though it was technically much warmer than the weather in Toronto. “Sometimes,” I said.

“Sometimes? Like when?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders.

“If you’re thinking of dropping out, I can tell you right now: that’s a bad idea. You’ll regret it for the rest of your life. If you think school’s bad, just wait until you have to flip burgers for forty years, with some eighteen year old manager screaming in your ear that you aren’t doing it fast enough.”

I looked down and saw that he was still wearing his little gym shorts, which were so tight that the bulge of his package was apparent. It seemed highly inappropriate, seeing as he taught mostly children. I looked away quickly. “I don’t fit in there. I’ll retake the courses online. It’s not a big deal,” I said.

He laughed and shook his head. “Do you have any idea how hard it is to get your GED online? You’ve got six courses—that could cost you thousands of dollars and take you years, assuming you’re capable of teaching yourself all the material. There’s a reason we have schools with teachers who spend years in college. It’s not meant to be something you can just figure out on the Internet.”

“Whatever. I can do what I want,” I said, feeling like I was being attacked. I wanted him to go away. I didn’t want to be reminded that I was going to fail. He was looking at me as if I didn’t know how horrible flipping burgers was—he had no idea that I’d already done it for months. I knew how awful it was. I knew what it was like to have some pimply-faced manager screaming in my ear. I hated it. I was glad to be away from it.

And maybe he had a point. Maybe I didn’t want to do that for the rest of my life. Maybe it would be nice to have some other options. But what could I do? I couldn’t just show up for school and have everyone mocking me.

He was staring into my eyes, as if he was trying to figure out my hand in a game of poker. “What’s wrong, son?” he said. “The kids pick on you?”

My heart fluttered. “So what if they do?” I said.

“I was picked on in high school too. It sucked. But look—I’m going to give you a secret—a little trick that will make you immune for the rest of the school year. It might not win you any friends, but it will keep the bullies far, far away from you. Come back to school and go to the receptionist in the office. Tell her that you’re coming out as gay, or bi, or trans, or whatever the kids are doing these days. The school has a zero tolerance policy on homophobia. If someone even looks at you the wrong way, even outside of school, they could face expulsion. It’s an immunity I wish I had back in high school.”

“You’re gay?” I asked.

He shook his head quickly. “No, of course not. I’m married with kids. But I would have lied for the immunity. Just come back to school and finish your courses. You’ll be glad that you did.” He turned around and started heading for his car, leaving me standing in the doorway with a fluttering heart.

It wasn’t a bad idea. I didn’t know anyone in the school and I didn’t care if they gossiped about me behind my back because they would never see me again or even hear from me once I was back in Toronto—which would hopefully be in just a few months. Maybe I would go back to flipping burgers, but at least with my diploma I could quickly be promoted to manager. At least it wouldn’t seem like I was at a dead-end, even if I didn’t know what I wanted to do.

I didn’t go back to school the next day, but I thought about it. I found myself toying with the idea of going back. Maybe I could come up with a new name. I wondered if anyone would remember me from the short period of time that I was there almost two months before. If I told the receptionist that I was gay, I could also tell her that I was going by Kyle now, or Roger—anything but Kenny, so that my name wouldn’t be forever tied to the new gay kid at the school.

But I wasn’t gay. The thought of coming out as gay made my heart ache. I didn’t want people thinking I was gay, even though I knew they couldn’t make fun of me to my face. Though maybe people would just be nicer to me if they thought I was gay. Those girls invited me to eat lunch with them strictly because they thought that I was a homosexual. I could put on a pair of fake glasses and wear a baseball cap to school every day. I could sit in the far back corner and get by with the minimum amount of work. I didn’t exist to anyone in that school now, and I would cease to exist in a few months, after graduation. So what did I have to lose? I could do anything—be anyone.

I felt a warmth glowing in my chest. I could be anyone. Why was that thought so appealing? Why did that get me so excited? For the next few months, I could live without social repercussions. I was essentially leasing a temporary identity that I could do anything with—like a rental car that wasn’t rented under my own name. I could crash it as much as I wanted, as long as I didn’t hurt myself too badly.

I was sitting in the café, sipping from my thermos, trying to think of a name, when a woman walked in. She was wearing a short white dress, with little frilly cuffs that sat gracefully on her upper arms. She had beautiful curly hair and bright, stunning eyes. I loved the way she had her makeup done, with long flicks of eyeliner and a bit of pink blush on her cheekbones. And her shoes were to die for: white, to match her dress, with little gold buckles on the many little straps. The woman was exactly what I wished I could be. Right down to the small details, she was dressed how I would have dressed if I were a woman.

A cold dread suddenly filled my gut. I looked away and shook my head. What the hell kind of thoughts were running through my mind? Why was I admiring a woman’s wardrobe and wishing I were her? Since when did I want to be a woman? Since when did I have deranged thoughts like that?

I took my thermos and started my long hike home. Now I needed the fresh air, and I needed to be far, far away from that pretty woman. I didn’t like what she was doing to my brain. I didn’t like that I was slowly losing control over my own thoughts.


CHAPTER 5
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It was that same afternoon when I noticed my breasts for the first time.

I was getting undressed to get into the shower when I caught my reflection in the mirror and saw that my flat boyish chest was no longer flat. I had two subtle lumps, which jiggled slightly when I hopped up and down. At first I assumed they were man-boobs—from Aunt Fey’s butter-rich cooking—but I didn’t have fat anywhere else on my body. And my nipples seemed to be larger and perkier. I cupped my subtle lumps. They were soft. I’d never felt a woman’s breasts before, but I imagined they felt something like this.

A nausea began to swirl in my gut. I let go and shook my head quickly. “They’re just man-boobs,” I said to myself. And that’s probably all they were.

Though when I got out of the shower and went to put on a pair of shorts instead of the jeans I’d been wearing all week, I noticed something different: my hips were suddenly wider. I could hardly squeeze into my shorts, and once I had them on my body, they looked strange: stretched out at the hips, making them look baggy around my thighs. They were unflattering, even though they’d been my go-to shorts for two years.

I took them off and then stood in front of the mirror, completely naked. I couldn’t help but notice that my ball sack was smaller, and my cock was a bit smaller as well. I reached down and cupped my whole package. It fit neatly into the palm of a single hand. Had I always been able to do that? Was my body going through changes? For years I’d been expecting a growth spurt, but this was the opposite of what I thought that I would get. I thought I would get taller. I thought my cock would grow an extra inch or two. I thought my shoulders would get wider—not my hips!

My heart was suddenly racing. What if there was something wrong? What if my body was producing the wrong hormones? What if I was actually born with both girl and boy parts, and my parents never told me? I saw that on an episode of Grey’s Anatomy—some girl finds out that she was actually a boy. Apparently it’s a real thing and happens all the time. Maybe that would explain some of the strange things I’d been noticing lately. Maybe that would explain the smaller frame I’d always had.

I didn’t go to school the next day. Instead, I walked to town, sipping my coffee from my thermos, and then I walked back to the house. I didn’t even go into the café. It was a long, pointless walk, and I only made the walk because I was hoping that the fresh air would force some of the strange thoughts and urges out from my head. But the thoughts and urges were still there when I got back to the house. Aunt Fey was gone, out for the day as she usually was. So I decided to try on some of her clothes.

But before getting dressed up, I got into the shower and shaved my legs and crotch and armpits. I knew I would look stupid in all of those skirts and dresses if I had hair all over my legs and armpits. As for the crotch—I was just curious to see how I would look clean-shaven. I kind of liked the look.

I started my dress up session with a pink satin dress. It was soft and light and I could hardly feel it on my body. I liked the way it made my bum look, especially once I had my feet stuffed into a pair of black strappy heels. The heels fit surprisingly well. Apparently Aunt Fey and I had roughly the same sized feet.

I did a few walks around the house, feeling the light dress dancing on my skin. I could even feel my soft chest lumps bouncing up and down with each heeled step. When I was getting changed into my second dress, I took a moment to check the lumps out in the mirror. Maybe I was going crazy, but they looked even bigger today, as if they’d grown a few ounces overnight. Is that even possible?

The second dress was a blue floral dress. It extended down to my calves in the back but only my thighs in the front. I loved the way it swayed when I spun from side to side. And I really loved the way the deep cut down the chest made it look like I had real cleavage. The fabric was so soft that my nipples were obvious bulges. I ran my fingers through my hair, wishing my hair were long, so I could curl it and feel it cascading down my shoulders.

With the blue dress, I wore a pair of brown heels, which were a bit beachy, with braided straps. They were comfortable and easy to walk in. I set up my phone on a table to take a few pictures as I made a few poses. Then, as I admired the photos of myself, my stomach turned. I was looking at pictures of myself wearing women’s clothing and women’s high heels. My legs were shining, hairless—and worst of all: I actually kind of looked like a chick in the pictures, even with my short hair and makeup-free face.

I quickly deleted the pictures and got undressed. “What the hell are you doing?” I said aloud many times as I got Aunt Fey’s room back to the way I found it. I looked at the time and realized I’d been playing dress up for nearly three hours already. Maybe I really was losing my mind. But even if I was losing my mind, that didn’t explain the wide hips and the sudden existence of breasts on my chest—if that was what they were.

I was a man—I’d always been a man, even if I’d never been good at manly things like sports or cars or construction. I was still a guy. I couldn’t let this sissy crap take over my life.

Though now I was starting to toy with the idea of going to school as a girl in my head. Would everyone make fun of me? Maybe behind closed doors, but not to my face. Like the gym teacher said: I would be immune if I showed up as a transgender. And then I could spend the next few months dolled up, trying out different makeup styles and wearing different outfits. Maybe those girls would even accept me as a friend, the way they did when they thought that I was gay. Maybe, for the first time in a long time, I could have some friends. The idea brought a smile to my face, but it also brought a churning dread into my gut.

I was actually considering the preposterous idea—or was it an amazing idea? My heart was pounding and I found myself looking once again inside of Aunt Fey’s large closet. I found a plaid skirt and a cute grey sweater. The outfit went perfectly with a tiny pair of black flats. It was the perfect schoolgirl outfit—sure to get the attention of at least a few boys.

My heart stuttered again. Why did I care about getting the attention of boys? Why wasn’t I rejecting this idea like it was some terminal disease? Why did I feel so strangely excited? Maybe because I knew no one knew me. I could make up a new name and then cease to exist five minutes after graduation. As I looked into that closet, I was looking at complete freedom: a life I could do whatever I wanted with, with no repercussions. Maybe it wasn’t such a terrible idea after all.


CHAPTER 6
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Ididn’t go to school the next day—I still had a few things left to get ready. For starters, I didn’t know how to do my makeup. I had access to a lifetime supply in Aunt Fey’s cupboards and drawers, but I had no idea what any of it was for. And then there was the issue of my hair. Sure, my hair was starting to get shaggy, but it wasn’t feminine. I was going to need a wig.

So I took off for town when Aunt Fey thought I was taking off for school, which was my usual routine. I got to town earlier than usual—apparently I was moving quickly as the excitement tingled through my body. I started my trip at the café, getting my seat in the far back corner. The Internet was slow, but it was good enough to get a few YouTube makeup tutorials loaded up. Once the videos were buffered and good to go, I made my way down to the town’s main strip. I was hoping to find a wig store that was willing to cut me a deal, seeing as I only had forty bucks to my name. But I couldn’t find any wig stores. I guess those aren’t really a thing in small towns.

But I did find a clothing store with a number of mannequins in the front window. One of them had a long, straight strawberry blonde wig. The mannequin reminded me a bit of Taylor Swift, whom I always thought was sexy. So I made that plastic humanoid my target. I casually strolled into the store. It was all women’s clothing, so I quickly felt out of place. The cashier was a young woman with her focus down at her phone. “If you need a hand with anything, just ask,” she said without looking up.

I had to move quickly—but not too quickly. I couldn’t draw any suspicion. I moved towards that window and looked back at the cashier. She was still staring down at her phone. I stepped up onto the windowsill. The mannequin’s pretty hair was within reach. Looked back at the cashier again. Then, I quickly reached my hand out and snatched that hair. It slipped easily off of her head. I stuffed it inside of my coat and then looked back again. She was still surfing the net on her phone.

I walked towards the counter. “Do you sell hiking boots? My girlfriend asked me to pick her up a pair while I was in town.”

She looked up at me slowly. “Hiking boots?” she said. “No—we don’t sell those.”

“Okay. Thanks for your time,” I said. And then I got out of that store quickly, jogging down the street before she realized that mannequin was missing its hairdo.

I ended up running home, cutting the hour and a half hike down to just thirty minutes. I was exhausted when I ran through Aunt Fey’s front door, but I was too excited to take a break to catch my breath. I went straight to Aunt Fey’s room, fetched that schoolgirl outfit, and then I went into the bathroom and started getting undressed. I pulled on that white blouse and then I buttoned up that plaid skirt. I pulled a pair of white stockings up my legs and then I carefully buckled up all of the little straps of those black flats. Next, the wig went into my head. It was a surprisingly snug fit. The bangs hung perfectly over my eyebrows. The colour of the hair wasn’t too different from my natural hair, so it blended nicely with the bit of hair on my sideburns. I shook my head from side to side, watching the hair dance, teasing my shoulders just the way I wanted it to.

I hated that I had three hours of makeup tutorials lined up. I wished they were quicker, so I could get to doing my makeup sooner. I wanted to see the finished product badly, but I knew I had to be patient. Still, I followed along with the tutorials, drawing on eyeliner along with the instructors, and then brushing blush onto my cheeks. I could see the look quickly coming together, and with a bit of instruction and guidance, it was an easy look to pull off. I especially liked the red lipstick, which made my lips look plump and kissable.

I did a little spin in front of the mirror, and then I caught myself smiling. Maybe I shouldn’t have been smiling, knowing that I was cross-dressing and getting myself ready to potentially humiliate myself in front of hundreds of people my own age—but I couldn’t help but feel excited over how pretty I looked. I’d never looked pretty before. I’d never even looked handsome. My whole life, I’d always felt average at best. I’d always felt underwhelming and invisible. But now I felt strangely confident. I knew that I would steal the attention of a few guys before word got around that I was really a guy—if word even did get around.

Maybe I could get through the next few months without anyone realizing my reality. Maybe I would fit in perfectly and have everyone fooled. Hell, maybe I would even like it. Maybe this new feminine guise could be my new me.

A cold shudder ran through my body. Now my mind was getting carried away. I was once again having thoughts that didn’t belong in my head. I was just doing this so that I could pass school without being bullied. I just wanted to avoid a lifetime of flipping burgers—and that’s it. Once I had my diploma in my hands, I would be going right back to being Kenny—where I belonged—back in Toronto. Maybe I would even get that growth-spurt I’d been waiting for by then.

I got myself washed up before the sun started to set. I didn’t want Aunt Fey to see me all dolled up in her clothes and makeup. I kept that schoolgirl outfit stashed under my bed, in my schoolbag. I still wasn’t sure how I was going to get changed in the morning if Aunt Fey was there. I could get my outfit on in the woods on my way to the bus stop—but what about my makeup? Would I have to bring along a mirror and all of the supplies, and hope that Aunt Fey didn’t notice anything missing?

Before she got home that evening, I found a little makeup mirror, so I stashed that in my bag as well. I grabbed the makeup supplies that I needed, and then I spent the next hour practising my voice, right up until Aunt Fey was pulling up in the driveway. I knew it would take a few days before I had the voice nailed down, but I knew that if I missed any more school, I wouldn’t be passing. I already had a ton of catching up to do, so I was just going to have to be especially quiet for my first few days back. That was something I was used to: being quiet in the back of the class.


CHAPTER 7
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Icouldn’t sleep that night. It was almost 1:00 AM and the house was dark and silent, but my mind was busy and loud. I was running through all of the possible nightmares that I could be facing if I really went into that school dressed like a chick. What if word got around to my friends back in Toronto somehow? What if someone posted my picture online in an attempt to publically humiliate me? What if the kids didn’t really care about the zero-tolerance rule, and everyone just made fun of me to my face? They couldn’t expel the whole school, could they?

I carefully got up around 1:30 AM and got that schoolgirl outfit out from my bag. I took off my pyjamas and was about to put the blouse and skirt on when I noticed my chest lumps were bigger once again. They really were growing, and they really were starting to look just like tits. I cupped them and squeezed them. Was I going to need a bra soon? Would everyone in the school think that I was a slut, with my nipples pressing against my blouse? It was too late to raid Aunt Fey’s bedroom for a bra, so I was just going to have to take my chances.

I quietly put the outfit on, along with the wig, and then I laid myself down on the bed. I liked the way the outfit felt. They use softer fabrics for women’s clothes—it’s not really fair. I crossed my legs, rubbing my clean-shaven thighs together. I put my hands behind my head, feeling my soft hair through my fingers. Even alone, without a mirror or a camera, I still felt sexy in the little outfit. And why was it possible that I could feel sexy? Surely that was some sort of faulty wiring in my brain. Men aren’t supposed to feel sexy. Men aren’t supposed to grow breasts either.

I closed my eyes and tried to think of some potentially positive scenarios. I imagined guys ogling me, and girls wanting to hang out with me. I imagined myself sitting with one of those blonde chicks, painting our toenails together while gossiping about boys. I imagined one of the football jocks hitting on me, putting his arm over my shoulders, whispering into my ear as his stubble tickled the side of my face. I imagined myself sneaking into an empty classroom with him. I imagined him bending me over and eating out my asshole before sticking his throbbing erection into my body. I imagined him pumping me until cum was dripping out the tip of my cock.

Then I opened my eyes and saw that my plaid skirt was standing up. My cock had escaped my panties and was now throbbing and begging to be jerked off. Was that going to be a problem? What if I got an erection in the middle of class? A little pair of panties wasn’t going to save me the way a tight pair of boxer briefs and jeans could. If the class saw my skirt standing up the way it was now, then I would surely be doomed.

Thankfully, I was alone in my bedroom. I could do whatever I wanted and no one could see me. So I reached down and started stroking myself. Then I looked over at the tall candle on my nightstand. I suddenly had a naughty idea in my head—an idea that would accompany my little fantasy, in which the football jock is fucking me in the ass in the empty classroom. I reached over and grabbed the candle. I gently sucked on the base, getting it lubricated with my saliva. Then, I reached it down and pressed it between my butt cheeks. I used my free hand to hold my panties to the side. Then, with a bit of cramming and squirming, I got that candle pressed into my asshole. I gasped but managed not to make too much noise.

I took a deep breath and started plunging it in and out. I closed my eyes and pictured myself bent over a classroom desk. I could practically feel his throbbing veins inside of me. I could practically feel his shaft swelling up as he held back his warm, wet orgasm. I gripped the edge of my bed. I was fucking myself quickly, plunging that candle down as saliva squished out from my tight hole.

I had my free hand on my cock. I was jerking myself off quickly, but in my mind, the jock was jerking me off. He hand his big, muscular hand wrapped around my shaft and he was pumping ferociously, desperate to see the steamers of cum shooting out from my cock. And I was close. He was about to get what he wanted. I tried holding back, but the cock in my ass just felt too good. I ended up coming, blasting my load into the air. One shot hit my lips, the next few got my blouse, and then the last few got my skirt. I was covered in my hot load.

I sat up quickly. “Shit!” I muttered under my breath. It was the only outfit I had. I grabbed handfuls of tissues and started scrubbing the cum away. “Shit, shit, shit,” I said. I managed to get the cum out from the skirt with a little bit of water from my drinking glass. I could still feel the dried cum on my blouse, but I couldn’t see it. I just hoped that it would be invisible to everyone else as well.

I finally fell asleep around 4:00 AM, which wasn’t ideal, seeing as my alarm was set for 5:30 AM, so that I would have time to get myself dolled up out in those woods before my bus came. Thankfully, Aunt Fey had a pot of her amazing coffee ready for me when I crawled out of bed. For breakfast I only had time to eat a single piece of toast, which seemed like more than enough. It was the coffee that I really needed.

I took a full thermos with me on my hike towards the bus stop. I walked for fifteen minutes before I slipped off the road and found a private spot in the woods where I could get myself ready. I started with the outfit, then the wig, and then I spent the next thirty minutes perfecting my makeup. I would have liked to spend more time, but I was already behind schedule. If I missed my bus, then there would be no school and this whole exhausting morning would have been a giant waste of time.

Thankfully, doing my makeup was easier now that I had a little bit of experience. I was satisfied with what I came up with in those thirty minutes. I slipped back onto the road and continued towards the bus stop. I was all alone, on a back road way out in the woods, but I still felt more exposed than ever. Every little sound made me jump. Whenever a car zipped by, my joints became stiff and I found myself turning my face away, worried the driver would recognize me and mock me. My skin felt cold and beads of cold sweat were already forming on the back of my neck. How was I going to get through a whole school day with this anxiety?

I was walking up to that bus stop just as the bus was coming around the bend. I closed my eyes and made a prayer, even though I wasn’t religious. I bit down on my tongue, and then when I opened my eyes, the bus was in front of me, with its door open. The bus driver was staring at me. “Getting on?” she said.

I managed to force a smile. I took one step onto the bus and then I looked back at all of the students. None of them were looking at me—all preoccupied with their phones and their conversations. “We’re behind schedule, missy, so get to your seat,” the bus driver said. My heart leapt when she said ‘missy’. Did she really think that I looked like a girl, or was she just being condescending? I looked at her. She wasn’t making any strange faces or snickers or grins.

One of the nearby male students looked up at me. I looked at him and then he looked away quickly. Could he tell that I was actually a boy? Or did I make him shy because I was pretty in my little getup? My heart was still racing. I took the nearest seat, next to the potentially shy young man. I looked at him again. He wasn’t looking over at me, but his cheeks were dark red.

“Hi,” I said in my best girly voice. I was surprised that I had enough confidence to even look at the kid, never mind talk to him.

He looked at me with a big, awkward smile. “Hi,” he said.

“I’m Kendra,” I said.

“Danny—I mean Dan,” he said. And his face became redder. He really was flustered. Was he attracted to me?

A couple of guys my age got on the bus at the next stop. As they stepped down the isle, one of them noticed me. His gaze connected with mine, and then he looked down my body. “Hi,” I said, and then he snapped his gaze back up to my eyes. “Hey,” he said with an increasingly familiar flustered look on his face.

I found myself sitting with a smirk on my face. I suddenly wasn’t feeling so vulnerable anymore, even though my legs were still exposed and there was still only a tiny bit of soft fabric between my cock and everyone on that bus. I felt strangely excited and flattered. I was starting to feel like this whole transgender thing was a pretty good idea after all. Maybe the next few months wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe they would even be kind of fun.


CHAPTER 8
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School wasn’t nearly as horrifically awkward as I thought it was going to be. There was only a single gut turning moment, shortly after I arrived.

Before going to my first class, I needed to make sure to buy my immunity, and to make sure my teachers didn’t think a complete stranger was strolling into their classes. So I went to the office and found myself waiting in a line to see the receptionist. I recognized the girl directly ahead of me in the line. She was one of the blonde girls who took me in when they thought I was gay, and then rejected me when they realized they were wrong. She looked back at me, right into my eyes, making my heart skip a beat, and then she smiled before looking forward again.

Behind me was a guy who looked to be my age. He was dressed for gym class, showing off his arms with the sleeves of his gym t-shirt rolled up to his shoulders. His arms were surprisingly toned and hard not to notice. He smiled at me when I looked back at him.

I was just waiting for the moment everyone in the line realized who I really was. I was preparing myself for the snickering and the whispering—but it never happened. I just kept getting warm smiles from everyone who came and went as I slowly made my way to the front of the line.

“How can I help you?” the receptionist asked.

I leaned over her counter, feeling my skirt riding up—probably showing off my tush to the boy behind me. I could almost feel his gaze drifting down and tickling the soft skin of my shaved bum. “I just want to make sure that the school knows that I’ve changed my name,” I said—my voice was hardly a whisper.

“Changed your name?” the receptionist asked with her regular-volume voice. A cold chill crept down my spine.

“Yes. I’ve changed it to Kendra—Kendra Johnson,” I said.

“Kendra Johnson? What was it before?” she asked.

My gut flopped and churned as my legs began to feel weak. I was tempted to look back at the line of people staring at me—who were all probably just as confused as the receptionist. I bit down on my tongue and tried to swallow the lump that had formed in my throat. My skirt suddenly felt terribly short and my shirt felt awfully tight. “Do you have the attendance for Mr. Jenkins’s class?” I asked.

She slipped a clipboard out from a plastic tray. I reached out and grabbed it from her. Then, I pointed at my name on the list. She leaned forward and squinted. “Jessica Johansson?” she asked.

“No—the one below it,” I said.

She leaned forward even further and squinted her eyes even more. Then I watched as her eyes widened. She slowly looked up at me. And then she looked down at my body with her lips slightly parted. “You’re—You’re actually…” She swallowed her words before they came out. She was probably afraid of being fired for being transphobic. She made a big, forced smile and nodded her head quickly. “Okay. Perfect. I’ll let your teachers know, and I’ll have the attendance changed by tomorrow.” Her face was dark red and her gaze was now glued down to her desk. “Who’s next?” she called out awkwardly. So I skirted away, off to my first class. I got a seat at the back of the room. I only got one strange look, and it was from the teacher, right after he got off the phone with the receptionist. He stared at me for a long moment and then he looked away abruptly.

“Um, class, we—uh—have a new student with us today,” he said. “Kendra, sitting in the back there. I very much hope that everyone can be kind to her. It’s—uh—not easy to start at a new school.”

Everyone turned to look at me. Some students waved, some said hello, and others smiled warmly. I was surprised. The welcoming was much different than what I got as Kenny. People seemed more receptive towards a new girl than they did a new boy—and maybe that was just the reality of 2019. Girls were in vogue. Girls could do no bad and boys could do no good. I had to admit: it felt nice to be welcomed with open arms.

Before the end of class, I had three different boys offer to help me with catching up. I even had one boy offer to do my homework for me. “I was new last year,” he said. “I know how hard it can be.”

As I was leaving the classroom, one of the blondes came up to me. “If you want, you can hang out with me and my friends during lunch.” It was the second time she’d offered, but she had no idea. No one had any idea that they’d seen me before, and no one had any idea that I wasn’t really a girl. And was that because my disguise was so spot-on? Or was it because I actually looked like a girl? I still hadn’t ruled out the possibility that I was really a girl—a girl born with an accidental cock. Maybe I was finally going through female puberty and I was finally learning the truth about myself.

I had gym class after lunch. I didn’t think it was going to be an issue, until I walked into the gymnasium and the teacher said, “Go get changed into your uniform.”

I turned around and found myself facing the changing rooms. I nearly stepped into the men’s room when I remembered that I was now a woman. I was expected to go into the women’s room. But I was afraid for a number of reasons. First of all, I couldn’t let anyone see me naked, unless I wanted everyone to know the truth about me. And second of all, I’d never seen a naked girl in real life before. I’d never seen a bare set of tits or an exposed pussy, unless you count pornography. My heart stuttered and fluttered down into my gut. What other choice did I have?

I carefully slipped into the changing room. And the timing couldn’t have been worse—or maybe it couldn’t have been better. There wasn’t a girl in the room with a shirt on, and there were very few girls wearing bras. I was surrounded by tits. I felt my face turning dark red. I quickly looked at the ground and made my way straight to the corner of the room. I noticed a few girls turning to look at me as I skirted by. “Hey new girl,” said one chick. I looked up and smiled. Her tits were perfect: perky with erect nipples that shot straight forward. The girl next to her had cone tits, which stood up impressively. I suddenly felt a throbbing between my legs. No eighteen-year-old boy should be exposed to a room full of young women and exposed tits. No penis can possibly remain flaccid under the circumstances.

So once I was in my corner, I made sure to keep my back to everyone. I slipped my outfit out from my bag. I started by slipping my gym shorts on underneath my skirt. Then I pulled the skirt off and stuffed it into my bag. Next, it was time to change my shirt. I pulled off my blouse and then I felt a tapping on my bare shoulder. I quickly covered my chest and looked back.

A cute brunette was standing behind me. She was wearing a lacy pink bra and matching pink panties. “Hey—you’re the new girl, right?”

I nodded my head quickly. I was too exposed. What if she noticed my Adam’s apple? Would she become furious? Would the girls murder me for being in their change room? What if they found out my truth in a few days? Surely they wouldn’t be okay with me having seen them all naked. Surely they would make me pay…

“I just wanted to let you know—Mr. Greenwald, the gym teacher, is a bit of a perv. He gives girls better marks if they show more skin. I don’t know if he knows that he does it. It’s kind of a running joke around here—but I’m assuming you want a better grade, right?”

I nodded my head, slowly processing what she was saying to me.

“Here. Put your shirt on,” she said, handing me my own shirt. I had to expose my small tits in order to get the shirt onto my body. The girl didn’t seem to care that my tits were so small. She reached down and grabbed the base of my shirt once it was on my body. She tied it into a cute knot at my sternum. Then she sunk to her knees and rolled up the cuffs of my already short shorts. Her fingers were awfully close to touching my cock, which was still throbbing and possibly starting to grow. But she didn’t notice. “You probably think this is silly, but it’s worth it. If you get an A+ in gym, it will pull your average up quite a bit. It’s one of the little advantages to being a girl. C’mon—we’re going to be late for class. Tie your hair up. Do you have an elastic? Want to borrow one? Here—c’mon.” She turned around and started jogging to the door. That’s when I noticed that she had her shorts rolled up so short that her bum was poking out and bouncing gloriously right before my eyes. I admired how sexy she was. I wanted to be that sexy. I wanted to flaunt my perfect ass in front of everyone.

I got a little taste of that amazing feeling during gym class. We took turns running laps around the gymnasium: guys first, then girls. While we were running, the guys watched with glowing eyes. Who could blame them? Half of the girls had their shirts tied up and their shorts hiked up, practically making them into panties. We were giving them a free show—and many of them were staring right at me. I tried to fight back the smile, but it was hard, especially after one of the boys whistled at me as I ran by. I was having fun and I felt strangely free. No one knew who I really was, and I really felt like I could do anything I wanted. I could say anything I wanted without having to face any real repercussions. In a way, I was living every young man’s dream.


CHAPTER 9
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Igot changed back into my male clothes at that same spot in the woods, about thirty yards from the road. I used a couple dozen makeup wipes on my face, making sure I got every last little bit of mascara off of my eyelashes. And then I stared at myself closely in my little makeup mirror before continuing on towards Aunt Fey’s house. I’d managed to get all of the makeup off, but now my face was a shade of red from all of the rubbing.

Aunt Fey was home when I got home. She was sitting on the back deck, watching the waves crash against the shore. I tried to sneak into my room without her noticing, so I could get my outfit out from my bag so it wouldn’t get wrinkled—but she turned around and saw me just as I was reaching for the door handle. “How was school today?” she called out.

“It was fine,” I said.

“Come and sit with me for a minute. The weather is so perfect and the waves are so beautiful.”

I hesitated. Then I put my bag down and started towards the deck.

“There’s a fresh pot of coffee on, if you want,” she said before I reached that opened back door. I didn’t usually drink coffee that late in the day, but I couldn’t say no to a fresh cup. I got myself a steaming mug of coffee and then I joined Aunt Fey out on the deck. “So school was good?” she said.

The question took me by surprise. She never asked me how school went, so why was she asking today—the one day that I actually went to school? “It was okay,” I said. “It was just school.”

“Nothing interesting happen?” she asked. And then I noticed that she was grinning slightly. Did the teachers tell her about my name change? Did they somehow reach out to her? Or did she maybe notice her missing outfit? With all of the clothes in her house, how could she possibly notice a single skirt and blouse missing?

“Not really,” I said. And I realized that I forcing myself to speak in my natural masculine voice. After using nothing but my girly voice all day, it was hard to break. “Just another day of school.” I took a long sip from my coffee. And that’s when I noticed she wasn’t drinking any coffee.

“Are you having people over?” I asked.

“No. But I think I’m going to go out in a few minutes. I have some errands to run in town. I’ll probably be out until late, so don’t wait up for me.”

I sat with her for another five minutes, watching the water. I was excited for her to leave, so that I could try on more of her clothes. But I made a point of looking bored while she was there. I couldn’t help but notice that she never got herself a cup of coffee. Why did she make a fresh pot if she wasn’t going to have any? Did she just make it for me? Maybe she just liked the smell of it. I couldn’t remember ever seeing her with a cup of coffee in her hand. Did she ever drink coffee? Whenever I poured myself a cup, the pot was always full.

“I better get going,” she said. I watched as she got ready to go. I was half-expecting to catch her filling up a thermos, but she didn’t even do that. She just left, leaving that fresh pot of coffee on its little heating plate. I thought it was strange, but I didn’t think too much into it. It was just coffee, after all.

While Aunt Fey was out, I tried on four different dresses, four different pairs of heels, and some lingerie I found in a bottom drawer. The lingerie was tight, but it looked so amazingly cute on me—even though I didn’t have my makeup on. I found a long pair of white knit stockings with blue lace bands around the thighs. I put them on, along with a pair of white panties and a grey shirt, and I went to sleep in the outfit, with my bedroom door locked in case Aunt Fey decided to check in on me when she got home (which she’d never done before). I didn’t want to take any chances, but I did want to revel in my feminine persona for just a little bit longer. I don’t know why, but I just felt more comfortable in the feminine getup. It was all so soft and it made me feel so cute, even though there was nobody around.

It was the next morning when I found myself in front of the mirror in the bathroom, staring at my bare tits, trying to decide whether or not they looked bigger. They seemed to have more shape to them—they were more filled out, with deeper underside curves. They were even easier to grab—or maybe that was just in my head. But how could they be developing so quickly? Was female puberty just hitting me really hard?

I was late for school, missing my first two periods because I decided to go to the café before school. I had to do a bit of research on my computer, to see what was possibly happening to my body. I made a post on a medical website, with pictures of my chest, asking for some opinions on what could be happening. I was terrified by the answers. “This is either a troll post or someone has been slipping you lots of hormones,” said the first reply. “People don’t go through changes that quickly, unless they’re on serious hormone therapy.”

The answers were frustrating. No one on the Internet seemed to believe that the changes were happening suddenly even though I wasn’t taking any pills. They all thought that I was just making a prank post. My thread even ended up getting locked by the site’s moderators. So I went to school feeling annoyed and frustrated. But what if they were right? What if these changes were really impossible without taking hormones?

During my long walk towards my rural school, I tried to think of possible changes to my diet. I’d read online that there are lots of foods with hormones in them. Apparently milk has lots of estrogen in it—but I hardly drank any milk. In fact, I hardly drank anything at all, save for coffee.

My heart stuttered and I stopped. The changes started happening shortly after arriving at Aunt Fey’s house—shortly after I started drinking her coffee every morning and eating her food every day. Was she slipping me hormones? And if she was, why was she doing it?

The theory seemed preposterous, so I pushed it out from my head. There was no way that my aunt had been drugging me secretly for months. There must be some other answer. My ‘actually born a woman’ theory still seemed to be the most realistic, even though the Internet seemed to think that it was biologically impossible.

It was while I was changing into my gym outfit that I noticed my cock was once again smaller. It was hardly a bulge in my panties now, and my ball sack had shrivelled to half of its original size. It was no longer hard to hide, as long as I didn’t have an erection. I was starting to wonder if it would eventually disappear completely, or if it would turn itself into a pussy. The thought seemed impossible, but my body was apparently already achieving the impossible.

And it wasn’t just physical changes that I was going through. I was starting to feel different. I was starting to have new fantasies and new thoughts creeping into my brain. I was invited by my new blonde friends to watch the boys’ football practise after school. And while I sat in the stands and watched, I felt strange feelings that I’d never felt before. The team’s quarterback was so handsome, and he was probably twice my size. He looked over at me at one point and smiled. All of the girls started giggling and whispering, and I became completely silent—completely overwhelmed as my heart swirled in circles. But I wasn’t gay—was I? Was I becoming gay? Is it even considered gay if I really was turning into a woman?

I was confused to say the least. And I was terrified after the boys’ practise when one of my friends gave me a shove and said, “Go talk to him,” as if she knew that I was feeling a strange attraction towards a boy who I didn’t even know.

I felt my face turning a dark shade of red. He was standing on the side of field, drinking from his water bottle. My friends watched from a distance as I approached. “Hey,” I said. My voice was quiet and weak. But he still heard me. He looked over at me with a big, handsome smile. He took another swig from his water bottle. His sweaty muscles glistened as they caught the light.

“What’s up?” he said.

“You’re looking good out there,” I said. My heart was pounding, but I wasn’t sure why. Was it because I was nervous to talk to a cute boy? Or was it because I was nervous that he might figure out my true identity?

“Thanks. You’re looking good up there,” he said, motioning up at the stands. And I felt my cheeks turning redder. A part of me wished that I could have been like him back when I was a guy: handsome, charming, and confident. No girls ever walked up to me to flirt. No girls ever showed up at any of my after school activities, just to watch me. But another part of me felt strangely comfortable with this new role that I’d found myself in. It was fun being the girl in the stands. I liked being that girl that he looked up to between plays.

But I had to keep reminding myself that I wasn’t really a girl. I was only at that school to get my diploma, so that I wouldn’t have to flip burgers for the rest of my life. Why was I wasting time watching football practises? Why was I meandering onto the field to flirt with boys? What was the point of any of this? I should have been at home, finishing my homework and catching up on all of the content that I’d missed, but instead I was face to face with a guy who wasn’t even in any of my classes.

“Your name is Kendra, right?” he asked.

I nodded my head.

“You’re cute, Kendra,” he said.

I had to bite down on my tongue to stop myself from getting too excited. I managed to keep my cool. “Thanks,” I said.

“I’m having a little party this Friday. You should come. You can even bring some friends if you want.”

“Okay. That sounds like fun,” I said. And I was already excited to go through Aunt Fey’s closets to see what kind of party outfits she might be hiding. I already had some ideas based on what I knew she had. I definitely wanted to wear those black heels with the gold buckles—and maybe that black lace choker that I saw in that top corner drawer, with the rest of Aunt Fey’s costume jewellery.

“I’m Ben, by the way,” he said.

“Kendra,” I said.

He laughed. “Yeah, I know,” he said. And then I felt my cheeks turn an even darker and warmer shade of red. But he seemed to think it was cute.

My new friends were all excited for me, and they were especially excited that they were now invited to Ben’s party, where the whole football team would be on Friday night. “Kenny, you’re the best,” one of the girls said. My heart immediately plunged into my stomach.

My lips parted but I couldn’t muster up any words. I was caught. They knew—but how long had they known for? “W—What did you say?” I finally managed to ask.

“Kenny—you don’t mind if I call you that, do you? I think it sounds cute—better than Ken, and hotter than Kendra.” And then I realized she was just creating a nickname out of Kendra. The fact that it was my real name was just a coincidence. She didn’t know who I really was and she didn’t know that I was really a biological male. And thank God for that.

When I got home from school that afternoon, Aunt Fey was already out, but there was a fresh pot of coffee on the counter. I went to pour myself a cup, and then I remembered that Internet medical forum. I stared at the coffee pot and wondered if it was possible to slip hormones into hot coffee. I still couldn’t think of a single reason why Aunt Fey would do it, but I found myself searching through the kitchen regardless. I popped open the can of coffee grounds and then I searched through all of the cabinets. I felt relieved that I was finding nothing—and then, in the back of the fridge, I noticed a tinge of orange plastic. I reached back and pulled out three small bottles. I didn’t know what two of them were, but the third one said ‘CONTAINS ESTROGEN’ on it. My heart fluttered, but I managed to convince myself that it was just a coincidence. But what about the other two? I wrote down the names and then I started hiking towards town, even though it was late. I got to that café twenty minutes before it closed, which was enough time to look up the mystery drugs.

They were both hormone drugs, used in male to female HRT. I suddenly felt sick. I felt the colour drain from my face. Was it just a seriously massive coincidence? Or was Aunt Fey drugging me and turning me into a woman?

I didn’t drink a mug of coffee that evening, and I didn’t drink one the next morning either, even though Aunt Fey kept telling me that I looked tired. “You’ll be able to focus better at school if you have some coffee she said.” I didn’t even eat the pancakes she made for me. I just stared at them as my stomach turned. I was hungry, but I didn’t want to be drugged.

But what about my development? Would it just plateau if I stopped taking the hormones? Would my body return to normal? Was I stuck with a pair of small breasts forever? And what about all of the fun I was having as a woman? Was I deciding that I didn’t want that for the rest of my life?

My heart was a fluttering mess for the rest of that day. I had a terrible time trying to focus in class. I couldn’t stop thinking about my body’s changes. For the past week, while I thought that I was actually born a woman and turning into a proper lady, I’d entertained the idea of becoming a chick. I’d actually warmed to the idea of being pretty and wearing sexy clothes and getting attention from men. The thought of being a guy for the rest of my life wasn’t so enthralling. I didn’t like being invisible and I didn’t like being picked on. I liked having lots of friends and I liked turning heads everywhere I went. Was that so wrong?

It was wrong—because drugging a person without their consent is wrong, so all the results of said drugging are also wrong. I couldn’t continue being a woman. I had to be a man. But I still had to get through the school year, which was still another couple of months.

So that next morning, after Aunt Fey left to do whatever it was she did, I found myself standing with a mug of coffee in my hand. Maybe I could keep taking the hormones until the end of the school year. I could be a chick for a few more months, get it out of my system, and then I could go back to being a guy. The Internet seemed to think that there wouldn’t be too much permanent damage, as long as I didn’t take the hormones for more than a whole year—and a couple of months was much less than a whole year. So I downed a whole cup of coffee, and then I filled my large thermos before heading to my bedroom to get myself dolled up for class.

The coffee felt good inside of me, though I’m not sure if it was the caffeine or the hormones being welcomed back into my system.


CHAPTER 10
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Ben’s house wasn’t easy to get to without a ride. I didn’t want any of the girls picking me up from Aunt Fey’s house because I didn’t want anyone to know where I lived. I also couldn’t have them pick me up two miles from Aunt Fey’s house, on the middle of the highway, or they would almost certainly start to question where I lived and why I didn’t just ask to be picked up from my house. So I had to find my own way—which meant walking. And it was a long walk—roughly sixteen kilometers. It took me almost three hours. Luckily I brought a pair of sneakers which I wore until I was close. Then I changed into my heels and left the sneakers behind a log on the side of the road. I would need them to make the long trek back home.

I was tired by the time I got to the party, but I was excited for my first party as a woman. And it was technically my first party altogether, seeing as I was never invited to any parties as Kenny. I didn’t know what to expect. As I saw the house materializing in the distance, I could hear the thudding of the deep bass of the music. I was half-expecting to walk into a sort of wild Animal House party, so I was surprised when I saw that there were only half a dozen guys there and a couple of my girlfriends. Everyone was hanging out in the living room, on the couches. The music was booming in another room, but there was no one in that room. Some of the guys were smoking weed, which made the room foggy, like a cigar lounge.

“You came!” Ben said as he ushered me inside. He took my coat and then his eyes fell onto my body. “You look amazing.”

I loved being complimented. It occurred to me there in Ben’s living room that I’d never been genuinely complimented before. It was a nice feeling. It was nice to know that all of the effort I put into my makeup wasn’t for nothing—not to mention all of the effort I put into getting my outfit put together. I was wearing a tight white sweater and a tight black skirt, which was a bit stretchy and made to look like shiny leather. Underneath, I was wearing the sexiest black panties, though I didn’t bother with a bra, as I didn’t need the support for my small tits, and I kind of liked the way my nipples looked pressing against my tight top.

The other guys noticed me as well. I saw all of their eyes peering at me, admiring my body without restraint. They were already a bit drunk and a bit high, so their reservations were already gone. My girlfriends were looking at me as well. “Are you trying to make us look bad?” one of them said. I could feel the warmth in my cheeks as I blushed. I’d never felt so welcomed and wanted and included.

I took a seat on the edge of the couch. Ben took a seat next to me. I caught a whiff of his ritzy cologne. He came from money. His house was ten times the size of Aunt Fey’s house and it was filled with impressive original artwork. The ceilings were high—more than twenty feet high—and all of the windows looked out at an impressive ocean vista, which was hard to see now that it was almost completely dark outside.

“What do you want to drink?” one of the guys asked. Before I could answer there was a beer in my hand. “I hope it’s beer, because that’s all we have.” The other girls all had beers in their hands, so I went ahead and started drinking.

The party was quiet. The guys looked nervous, which surprised me because they were supposed to be the handsome ones. They were the guys that the girls wanted—the guys who could act like assholes and still get all the female attention they waned. But maybe even handsome guys aren’t immune from being flustered around girls.

One of the guys came out of the kitchen with a big bottle of vodka. “I found this in the freezer,” he said with a big smile on his face. “Let’s do shots.”

“Do you have shot glasses?” one of the guys asked.

“Uh—no,” he said looking around. “We’ll just drink from the bottle. A full mouthful is about a shot, so swallow once your mouth is full.” He started going around the room, starting with the girls. He held the bottle out and poured the vodka into the girls’ mouths. No one hesitated. And I could see that he was pouring much more than just a shot. I started to feel nervous as the alcohol came my way. I’d always been a lightweight and I’d never tried vodka before.

He put the bottle to my lips. I could taste the sweet tinge of lip-gloss, left behind by the other girls. I took a deep breath and then I tilted my head back and parted my lips. He must have poured nearly three shots into my mouth. I gulped it down while trying my best not to spit it up. It was seconds before I could feel it warming my whole body, making me tingle all over. I had to sit still for a moment while the immediate nausea passed. By the time I had myself gathered, the man was doing another lap around the room. It was clear that they were trying to get us girls drunk. I was shocked to see the other girls happily tilting their heads back. They were apparently desperate to impress the boys. The bottle came to me. “C’mon—one more shot. The bottle’s almost empty,” he said.

So I took the shot, which was more like another two shots. I easily had five ounces of vodka sloshing around in my stomach. I had to take another minute to gather myself—and then I remembered that I still had my beer. What was the worst that could happen? I could think of a few terrible scenarios: getting drunk and revealing my secret was a big one.

“Let’s play Beer Pong,” said one of the guys. He sprung to his feet and went to grab the necessary supplies. He had the dining room table converted into a Beer Pong table in a matter of minutes. “We’ll make teams of two.”

“I’ll take Kendra,” said Ben quickly. He looked at me with a smile. “Don’t worry—I’m the best at Beer Pong.”

We went first, facing off against two of Ben’s friends. I took a deep breath before making the first shot. I knew that if we won quickly, we would have to drink less beer. But if we lost, we would be eliminated and would have to drink less beer over a longer period of time. So I couldn’t decide if I wanted to miss on purpose or sink every shot I made.

I ended up missing, even though I tried to sink the shot. It turns out, sinking little balls in cups is hard when you’re in a pair of tall high heels, and when you’re already very drunk.

Somehow we ended up winning, but with only one cup left on our side—and I’m pretty sure I ended up drinking more than Ben. “Okay—Ben and Kendra against Stephanie and Lewis.” We were up again right away. Apparently we were supposed to keep playing until we lost, which could mean getting very, very drunk.

I would be lying if I said I remember how the next few games went. I remember winning against Stephanie, and then winning again against the next team, and then we lost. As I made my way back over to the couch, I nearly fell over. I could hardly walk in a straight line. I managed to sneak away at one point to get a big glass of water, which helped to sober me up a tiny bit—though fresh beers kept finding their way into my hands, and for some reason, I kept drinking.

And then the next thing I knew, we were all sitting in a circle on the floor. Empty beer cans were scattered about, and I wondered how many were mine. But I was feeling clear-headed, though still a bit dizzy. Ben was sitting next to me and there was a bottle on the floor. Spin the Bottle? Isn’t that a game for kids? “Okay, Stephanie—it’s your spin.”

The bottle spun and then landed on me. Was I supposed to kiss Stephanie? She looked into my eyes with a smile. I was frozen. She was pretty, with big eyes and long, soft hair. I wanted to kiss her—I was still attracted to women, even though the hormones were making me attracted to men as well. “Well?” she said.

“Well what?” I asked nervously.

“Truth or dare?” she said.

Everyone was looking at me. I nearly said truth, because it’s generally the safer option in Truth or Dare—but I had some truths that I wanted to keep secret. “Dare, I guess,” I said.

“Kiss Gloria on the lips—for five seconds,” Stephanie said quickly, as if she already had the dare picked out. I looked over at Gloria, who was blushing and batting her eyelashes. She was cute, too, with her short hair and her dark eyebrows. She had stunning legs and small tits, just like mine. I crawled over to her and she closed her eyes. We kissed. She had soft lips, and she was quick to give me a little bit of tongue. I wasn’t sure if that tongue was for me or for the guys watching. Someone whistled.

“Okay, now it’s your turn. Spin the bottle,” Stephanie said. So I gave the bottle a spin. It landed on one of the guys.

“Dare,” he said with a big grin. And everyone looked at me. Apparently it was my job to choose the dare.

“Um,” I said, trying to think. “Kiss him on the lips for five seconds,” I said, pointing to the guy next to him. Their faces turned dark red.

“No fair—I didn’t pick dare!” said the guy next to him.

“You have to do it—that’s the rules!” Stephanie said.

And then a moment later, the boys were kissing. There was no tongue—just clenched faces and red cheeks.

The alcohol surged through me again, making my head spin and making me lose track of time. Once the clarity returned, everyone was staring at me. “Well? Truth or dare?” someone asked. I looked down and saw that the bottle was pointed right at me.

“Dare,” I said again.

“Kiss me for ten seconds,” Ben said. Apparently Ben was the one who spun the bottle. I looked at him as my heart fluttered. He was looking handsome—but he was a boy, and I was a boy. I couldn’t kiss another boy! I wasn’t gay. I didn’t want to go through life knowing that I’d kissed another man on the mouth. But what other choice did I have? I was under pressure and the alcohol wasn’t allowing me to think of any other options. So I leaned over and closed my eyes. Suddenly our lips were pressed together. I could feel his hard stubble against my chin. His fingers slipped up onto the side of my face, and then his tongue gently penetrated my lips. I was kissing back, sucking on his mouth, letting myself go for just a moment.

And then I heard a voice. “He said ten seconds, not ten minutes!”

I pulled my head away. My mind was spinning. How long were we kissing for? Why did I feel so flustered and overwhelmed?

I reached down and gave the bottle a spin. It landed on a guy. “Take off all of your clothes and sit naked for the rest of the game.” Everyone laughed, and then he actually did it. He had a big dick and lots of body hair. The face of the girl next to him became the darkest possible shade of red as she looked down at his lap for a brief second.

The game was fun, though I wasn’t sure how much longer my heart could tolerate the vicious pounding it was enduring. It was only a minute later when the bottle was back on me—or maybe it was ten minutes. I had no concept of time. I was just trying not to black out, and I was trying to appear levelheaded. “Dare,” I said.

And then I looked up and saw that two of the guys were now naked, as well as one of the girls. There were more empty cans scattered about. Maybe far more than ten minutes had passed. This game was getting out of control, and I had a feeling that my dare was about to raise the bar.

“Fuck Ben,” said one of the girls.

Everyone giggled and then the room became silent. “Wait—are you serious?” I asked.

“Yeah. Do it in front of us.” And the room became silent again. “Or you can chicken out.”

All eyes were on me. The game had gone on for probably close to an hour and no one had chickened out yet. I didn’t want to be the first, but I also didn’t want to lose my virginity in front of a bunch of people I hardly knew—not to mention, I didn’t have a pussy to fuck him with. Though I did have an asshole, and I didn’t technically have to take off my skirt or my panties to fuck Ben. No one had to see what I was hiding. It could be done quickly—as long as I could take his cock in my ass. And I’d taken a number of toys in my ass over the past couple of weeks: toys I found in Aunt Fey’s bedroom (I cleaned them before using them, of course). I knew how good it felt to be penetrated, and I was a bit curious to know how it would feel to be penetrated by a real cock. But in front of people?

What difference did it make? After graduation, I would cease to exist. It wouldn’t matter if people judged me for fucking Ben at the party because there would be no me to judge. So I looked over at Ben. I took a deep breath and I tried to hide my trembling hands. “Lay on your back,” I said. There was an audible collective gasping in the room—shock that I was actually going through with it.

Ben’s face became white and his lips parted. He looked around and then he suddenly flattened himself down. A part of me was hoping that he would be the one to chicken out, so that I could get a new dare. But he was going through with it. I crawled on top of him and then I began to pull away his belt. He wasn’t stopping me. I could see his heart pounding against his ribcage, making his t-shirt bounce slightly. I unzipped his fly and then I tugged down his pants, along with his boxers, revealing his long, curved cock. There was another gasp in the room, and my voice might have been a part of it.

“She’s actually doing it,” someone whispered—as if I had another choice. I didn’t want to be the loser. I was finally fitting in and finally feeling accepted. I couldn’t lose that. I gently slipped my fingers under his cock. I began to stroke him gently. His cock was heavy and warm. I pulled back his foreskin then looked at his face. He had his eyes closed. His whole face was dark red.

The room was silent as that cock throbbed and grew in my hand. Ben took a long, deep breath. His chest rose up and then fell. His hands were trembling slightly, but he seemed to like what I was doing. I knew I wouldn’t be able to get him inside of me without some lubricant, so I was either going to have to spit on his cock or suck it. I looked down at it. It was thick and bulging and intimidating. I’d obviously never sucked a cock before. I’d never even thought about sucking a cock before—especially in front of people. But if I spat on it, what would everyone in the room think? I didn’t want them to know that I was going to put him in my ass. I didn’t even want Ben to know that. So I had to suck it. I bent down until his tip was right in front of my lips. I took another deep breath, closing my eyes, and then I stuck out my tongue. It touched his bulbous tip.

He let a soft moan out from his lips as I sunk him into my mouth. It wasn’t nearly as gross as I thought it would be. In fact, it wasn’t gross at all. In a weird way, it was kind of satisfying, feeling him throbbing inside of my mouth, getting bigger and bigger. He was getting erect for me and because of me. He thought that I was sexy. He was the star of the football team—the guy every girl wanted—and he was getting hard for me.

“Suck it, girl,” said one of my friends. I felt a feminine had touch my back. She started to rub, as if encouraging me and supporting me. It was nice in a weird way, though I didn’t love being reminded that I had an audience while I lost my virginity.

And I really was about to lose my virginity—to a man, while dressed like a girl. It wasn’t exactly the scenario I’d always imagined in my head. It certainly wasn’t an act I was ever going to forget—though I wasn’t sure if that was a good or bad thing.

I pulled my head up. A strand of warm saliva kept his cock connected with my lips. I looked into his eyes and he looked into mine. “You’re hot,” he said.

“Thanks,” I replied. Then I carefully straddled him, getting his cock perfectly in line with my asshole. I gently reached under my skirt and pulled aside my panties, just enough to expose my puckering hole, but not enough to release my package. I pointed his shaft up and then I sat down. I gasped as he entered into me. I bit down hard on my tongue, even though only half of his cock penetrated. The other half was just waiting to get inside—throbbing and pleading. I remained still, waiting for the shock to wear off before I sunk down any further. I could hear the girls and boys whispering. I looked down to make sure my skirt and still on properly, and then I felt to make sure my cock was still in my panties. Everything seemed fine—so I sunk down further.

I could feel every inch of him inside of me: throbbing and bulging, ready to fuck me, ready to fill me with his warm seed. I reached down and planted my hands on his ripped chest. I took a deep breath and then I started to bounce up and down, slapping my bum against his toned pelvis. I kept reaching down periodically to make sure my skirt was still on right, so I wasn’t showing too much off to the audience.

It felt good—too good. I started moaning and clenching all of the muscles in my body. Pulses of warm pleasure shocked through me, but I managed to stay upright. I could feel my cock hardening, but my panties were doing a great job of holding everything down.

Ben had his eyes closed. He was trying to control his breathing, but I could feel that he was getting closer and closer to his finale. I could feel his cock twitching and bloating and tensing up. His fingers were digging into my hips. “Fuck, that feels so good,” I groaned. “Fucking come in my little pussy.”

“Your pussy is so fucking tight,” he said through clenched teeth.

“I want your cum in me so badly.”

I loved that I could feel his veins throbbing. And I loved that I could feel the soft, tight fabric of my skirt against my skin, and my perky nipples rubbing against my tight top. I especially loved the feeling of my long hair bouncing and dancing on my shoulders. I felt so sexy and so good. This really was how I was meant to feel. I couldn’t help but think that everyone should feel this way—whether as a boy or a girl; it doesn’t really matter. How had I gone so long without feeling so lusted after and so pretty? I loved the way all of the guys were looking at me, wishing they were Ben. And the girls were wishing they were me. I never had that as Kenny. No one even noticed me as Kenny. Maybe I was meant to be Kendra.

“Oh fuck!” he groaned. And then he pushed me. He cock slipped out of me and I fell onto my back. He jumped up and planted his knees at my sides. He started violently jerking his cock as cum began to spew out in seemingly every direction, ruining my makeup and my top and even my hair. He groaned and squirmed and then he wiped his tip off on my chin before standing up. Then his face suddenly became red and he said, “Oh my God, I’m so sorry. I’ll go grab a towel. You can use my shower. My sister left a bunch of clothes here before she left for college—you can wear whatever you want. I’m seriously so sorry.”

I sat up slowly as cum dripped off of my chin. I felt a little bit humiliated as everyone stared at me, but I felt strangely accomplished and satisfied.

And then I felt even better once I saw his sister’s massive closet, packed with the sexiest little outfits. I ended up nabbing a few, stuffing them into one of her big purses. I took that purse home with me. If his sister ever noticed the outfits missing, she could have them back. But until then, I wanted to get some use out of them.

It was a long walk home, but the cool ocean air helped me sober up, so my hangover wasn’t so bad in the morning. When I got out of bed, Aunt Fey was already up and there was a pot of hot coffee on. I poured myself a cup, even though I knew it was tainted with hormones. I took a long sip and then I looked at Aunt Fey. “Good morning,” I said.

She looked back at me. “Had some fun last night?” she asked.

My heart suddenly skipped a beat. I looked over at a nearby mirror and saw that I was still in my makeup. I assumed I’d washed it off before bed, but apparently I’d just dreamed that.

I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. I felt so humiliated—even more humiliated than when Ben came all over my face in front of all of my friends. I didn’t know what to say. I was trying to think of some sort of excuse. “We—We were playing Truth or Dare,” I said as my face became warm.

She laughed. “Before or after you left for that party wearing my clothes?”

And now I had no excuses. I was caught. I would have to live with this embarrassment until I could afford to leave—months, maybe a whole year of utter humiliation. I felt sick. I wanted to run into my room and lock the door. I wanted to run away. It didn’t get too cold on the Island, even when it was raining. I could live out in the woods. I was eighteen—I didn’t have to stay with Aunt Fey. Maybe I could even move in with one of my friends. I could probably even get Ben to let me stay with him. His parents were out of town until August—that was more than enough time to graduate, get a job, and then find my own place.

“You’ve been drugging my coffee,” I said. “I know you’ve been doing it.”

“And you’ve been drinking it, even though you’ve known for some time now,” she said.

It took a moment before I came up with a reply. “But you still did it. Why did you do it?”

She smiled warmly. “Because you needed it. As soon as I saw you in that principal’s office in Toronto, I knew that you were struggling in the wrong body.”

“That’s not your choice to make,” I said.

“Maybe that’s true,” she said. “But by the time you found out, I can’t imagine there had been many changes. Those pills take years to really work.”

“But I’ve been having these thoughts and feelings—I never had them before. Those pills are messing with my head.”

“Those pills might make you feel a bit more emotional, but they aren’t going to change any thoughts in your head. All of your thoughts and feelings are still just your own. All those pills really can do is give you some breast mass and make your hips wider. Everything else is all you, kiddo.”

My heart stammered and fluttered into my gut. “That can’t be true,” I said.

“It’s true. Look—if you don’t want the pills anymore, I’ll stop giving them to you. Your body should go back to the way it was in a month or two—maybe even less than that. I suppose it’s up to you, even though, as your legal guardian, I technically know what’s best for you. I’ll throw them out right now.”

She went into the fridge and grabbed the three pill bottles. She walked them over to the trash and then I said, “Stop!” She looked at me with wide eyes. “Don’t throw them out,” I said. “I want them. Give them to me.” She walked over and handed them to me. She was smirking. “How many do I take?”

“One of each in the morning, and then one of this one again in the afternoon.”

I stuffed the pills into my pockets. “Okay. That sounds fine.” I took a seat as Aunt Fey looked back out at the ocean, as if the conversation never happened.

And maybe it was wrong of her to slip me the pills without my consent—but had she never done it, I would have never discovered that I really enjoyed being a girl. So was it really wrong? Did she maybe really know what was best for me?

I still had a lot left to get used to with my new life on the Island, but I knew that it wouldn’t be nearly as bad as I originally thought. In fact, I was now looking forward to having new experiences as Kendra. I had new friends who seemed to really like me, and every guy in the school ogled me every time I walked by. I had a feeling that was something that would never get old.

And I couldn’t wait to see what other changes my body had in store for me. My breasts were filling out more and more every day. The Internet said that my breasts would take two full years before they were how they would end up—so I had a feeling that I was going to be a large breasted girl, which was fine by me. I wasn’t expecting my hips to get as wide as they were getting. Even Aunt Fey’s skirts were no longer fitting. Thankfully she took me to the mall in Nanaimo to buy a few outfits of my own.

I couldn’t wait for my hair to grow out. I loved my wig and planned on styling my hair exactly the same—but it would take another year before it was long enough. I didn’t mind waiting though. It would take me about a year to perfect my makeup skills and to acquire a few more outfits. There was lots to look forward to, and I was excited to take it slow, so I could take it all in.

THE END
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SISSY TRIAL


Seth has always suffered from an annoying case of tinnitus, so he’s excited when he’s chosen to test a new drug. He’s even more excited when the drug actually works. For the first time in his life, he can hear the world the way it was meant to be heard.

But there’s a catch. It’s a brand new drug and the pharmaceutical representative won’t tell Seth what the side effects are. He’ll have to discover those on his own, and then he’ll have to decide if it’s still worth being free of tinnitus.

The first side effect Seth notices is the strangest interest in women’s shoes.


CHAPTER 1
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Tinnitus is one hell of a condition. Everyone gets it occasionally—that ringing in your ears, usually after you hear a loud sound or get a whack on the back of the head. Some people get it a lot: whenever they sit up too fast, whenever they look into bright lights. My tinnitus hadn’t relented in over five years, and it never got easier.

You’d think that the ringing would eventually subside, or maybe I would just get so used to hearing it that I would stop noticing it. But that wasn’t the case—I never stopped noticing it. My ears were constantly ringing as if I was constantly walking out of a Who concert, where I had front row tickets. Strangely enough, going to loud concerts or listening to loud music was the only thing that helped. But the music had to be super loud—loud enough to drown out that horrible ringing. My doctors all told me that this was a bad idea, that I was just going to make the tinnitus worse, but I needed the relief occasionally. The tinnitus was already starting to drive me mad.

I was kicked out of my apartment for having too many noise complaints. It wasn’t fair though. Sometimes when I was watching TV, I would unconsciously find myself turning up the volume, trying to drown out that ringing one little volume notch at a time. Sometimes I would forget that I had headphones blasting music into my ears while I was watching TV or talking to friends on the phone. I felt bad for my neighbours, but they didn’t have it nearly as bad as me—believe me.

I was only in my new apartment for a week when one of my neighbours came to my door and said, “Seth, if you don’t turn down that fucking music, I’m going to beat your head into the wall.” Sometimes headphones didn’t help. Sometimes the music had to be played through speakers, because the headphones would just trap that ringing inside of my ear, amplifying it the way gunshots are amplified in closed gun ranges. But neighbours never cared for my excuses, and I suppose I can’t blame them. Maybe hearing loud music constantly is just as bad as hearing a high-pitched ringing constantly.

I was ecstatic when a man came to my door one afternoon with a box of drugs and a form for me to sign. “Your doctor gave me your information. I work for Glosser Pharmaceuticals, and we need patients to test this new tinnitus drug.” I signed that form as quickly as I could, even though he mentioned there could be a small risk of heart failure and liver deterioration. “And by small chance, I mean about five percent.” He made a big smile, but I still signed that form and took the drugs. They were free, but more importantly, they gave me hope. I took my first dosage less than five minutes after the man was gone.

And then I sat there waiting for the ringing in my ears to stop. The ringing didn’t stop that day, but the information sheet said it could take up to a month. I had to take six pills a day. I even had to set an alarm in the middle of the night to take one of my dosages. And then, with my annoying tinnitus, it was always hard to fall back asleep—but it was worth the hope.

But at the end of the month, I had no results. Though I did have a new involuntary twitch in my left arm, an occasional headache at the back of my skull, and a nausea that seemed to randomly move from my gut to my throat and then back down again. The drug trial man came back to my door at the end of the month to document the side effects. He was disappointed to hear that the drug wasn’t working. “Take it for another two weeks. If it still does nothing, we’ll get you to stop the trial, and then maybe we’ll try something different.” So I finished out the trial, suffering through the headaches and the nausea and the occasional twitch. But the drug did nothing.

It was the day before Christmas Eve when the man came back with a new box and a new form to sign. This time, the possible side effects included suicidal thoughts, unexpected vomiting, and sudden death. “Sudden death, as in my heart might just stop?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “We don’t really know yet,” he said. “But it’s just a small chance.” He forced that same big smile. I still signed the form and took the drugs, though I had a bad feeling that I’d just signed up to be an autopsy cadaver, so they could figure out why their new drug was suddenly killing people. I took my first dose that night, and then I had the strangest dreams of my life. In one dream, I was a dinosaur. A bunch of hunters caught me and then they cooked and ate me alive. I was still alive when they fed my bones to their dogs. I can’t say that I’d ever had a stranger dream. The strangest part of the dream was probably the fact that I woke up with an erection.

My tinnitus didn’t go away. In fact, it got worse after just a few days. When I told my drug trial representative, he said, “Oh yeah, that’s one of the side effects.” So after another two weeks of torture, I stopped taking the drug.

“What’s next?” I asked. And then he looked at me with an unfortunate look.

“That’s all we’ve got for tinnitus for now. But maybe you’d be interested in trying out one of our other drugs. We could pay you a bit of money to do it.” And there was that smile again.

He didn’t tell me what the drug was for that he was giving me. He just told me to keep a careful journal of all of the symptoms that developed. I had no idea why I was taking the strange drug. He didn’t even tell me what it was made for. It could have been a cancer drug or maybe an HIV drug, or maybe even a drug for the common cold. I had dreams about spiders every single night that I was on that experimental trial. Though the spider dreams weren’t as bad as the occasional erectile dysfunction.

I picked a girl up at a bar on a Friday night and brought her back to my place. We kissed for a while before landing on my bed. Then she got my pants off and she started sucking my cock. It was only two minutes before she started getting frustrated. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Am I not pretty?” she said.

“What? No—you’re beautiful. Why would you say that?” I asked.

She looked down at my cock. It was limp, though it felt hard. I reached down and lifted it up. My heart skipped a beat. “It’s just this drug trial I’m on. It still works. It’s just… not getting hard today.” I tried to stroke it in a number of different ways, but it just wouldn’t get up. “I swear it still works.”

She tried sucking it again, using lots of pressure with her lips and tongue. She even tried massaging my tip between her teeth. It felt good, and I could feel that orgasm building up, but it just wouldn’t get hard.

Then, she found herself looking around the room. “I’ll be right back,” she said, springing up and running towards my kitchen. She came back with a cucumber from my fridge, still sealed in its tight plastic wrap. She handed it to me. “Fuck me with this,” she said. At least she was still willing to have some fun. At least she wasn’t storming out of my apartment with anger and sexual frustration.

I squirted some lubricant on the tip of the cucumber and then I pressed it into her pussy. She reached out and started to fondle my limp cock while I pumped her. It was fun, but not nearly as fun as a proper fuck. I would have liked to get my cock inside of her, just to feel that warm tightness of her wet walls. But her hand managed to do the job. As soon as I felt my orgasm coming, I quickly repositioned myself, so that my limp cock was pointed down on her face. And then I watched as globs of cum drooled down onto her lips and cheeks and forehead. She licked some of it up, swallowing it, and then I finished her off with the cucumber.

I never heard back from her. Either she didn’t believe me that the limp dick was just a temporary side effect, or our chemistry just wasn’t what I thought it was.

Regardless, I was happy with my drug trial rep came to my door and told me that I was done with that trial, and he now had a new one for tinnitus. “It’s worked in about thirty percent of patients so far,” he said. And then he made his big smile. “There are some strange side effects, though we can’t be sure they’re because of the drug. I won’t tell you what they are, because they may influence your experience.”

I signed for the trial and took my first pill right away. I was excited. There was a thirty percent chance that I was going to feel relief for the first time in my life.


CHAPTER 2
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Ididn’t get a lot of sleep that night. I never got a lot of sleep the first night of a drug trial. It was always a combination of excitement and terror, wondering if the drug would do what it was supposed to do, or if it would kill me at any given moment. I was waiting for the side effects to kick in, waiting to find out why my drug rep decided to keep the possible effects secret.

I finally fell asleep feeling no different than usual. When I woke up, I immediately pulled back the sheets to look at my body. I don’t know why, but I had the strangest anxious feeling that my cock was gone, or shrivelled up—but it was there. And for the first time in a number of weeks, it was big and erect. A wave of relief washed over me and I sat up on the edge of my bed. I looked towards my closet mirror. I looked normal. My skin was a healthy colour, and none of my hair had fallen out.

And that’s when I noticed the silence. My bedroom was completely silent. At first I was worried I’d lost my hearing, so I clapped my hands together. But I could hear my clap just fine. I reached up and felt my ears, and then I realized my tinnitus was gone. For the first time in nearly a decade, there wasn’t a horrible ringing in my ears!

I jumped up to my feet, tempted to scream out in joy. The drug worked! It took away the terrible high-pitched sound and there weren’t any side effects. Was I still dreaming? Would I wake up at any moment with a terrible sound buzzing in my ears? I pinched my arm and felt that glorious pain of reality. The drug was real and my tinnitus was gone.

I had a big smile on my face for the rest of the day. No matter how hard I tried, that smile just wouldn’t go away. Even my co-workers came up to me and said, “What’s with the big smile?” I just turned to them and said, “Am I smiling?” And still, I couldn’t put that smile away.

The world sounded so much more pleasant, so much cleaner, and so much happier. I could hear every little creak and groan of my co-workers’ office chairs. I could hear the cars buzzing by on the streets, thirty floors below. And from time to time, I could hear my heart pounding with excitement. I wondered if my co-workers could hear it too.

I wanted to call my drug rep to tell him the good news, but I didn’t have his number. I only ever talked to him when he randomly showed up at my door. In fact, I didn’t even know his name. He just showed up and disappeared at random, so I was going to have to wait to share the good news. I thought about telling my friends, but I knew they probably wouldn’t care. I thought about telling my parents, but I didn’t want them knowing that I’d been testing drugs for some big pharmaceutical company. So I kept the good news to myself.

I ended up staying up until 3:00 AM, staring at my ceiling, admiring the sounds of my apartment building: the subtle sound of the fighting couple above me, the careful clinking of my alcoholic neighbour’s glass, the quiet roar of race car engines: my other neighbour’s NASCAR recordings. But the sounds weren’t annoying like they should have been. They were freeing. I never knew my apartment building was so loud and vibrant. It was no wonder people were always coming by my apartment to tell me to turn my fucking music down.

I only got about four hours of sleep that night before my alarm went off in the morning. But I woke up feeling refreshed and ready for the day: ready to hear the world as it’s supposed to sound, the way I heard it many years ago, before I damaged my hearing for what I thought would be a lifetime.

I took a shower, got dressed, and then started towards work. I was ahead of schedule, so I decided to walk instead of cramming my body into a tiny bus with one hundred other people. It was a March morning and the air was still cold from the winter, but I didn’t mind. The occasional patch of morning sunlight between tall buildings was enough to keep my bones thawed and my spirits high. I was still high from the amazingly crisp sounds of the morning traffic.

I ended up stopped at a particularly long red light. A woman walked up next to me. Her beautifully floral perfume caught my attention. Then I noticed her long legs, which were as smooth as fresh butter, and her short black skirt, which looked to be brand new, without a little crease to be seen. Her feet looked perfect in her little black heels. Those heels were perfect: open toed, with lots of little straps and little gold buckles. Her toenails were painted a sexy red colour, which added the perfect colour contrast to her feet. But those nails could have been painted any colour and they would have looked good in those heels. I just couldn’t look away from those heels.

“Can I help you?” she said. I looked up and saw that she was looking into my eyes. Had I been staring?

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I just really like your shoes.”

And then that’s when I noticed she had a big rack. She was showing off lots of cleavage. And she had a sexy face, complete with lip injections and obviously fake eyelashes. Her eyes were a stunning shade of green—but those heels. I just couldn’t stop thinking about those heels. I found myself staring at them again.

“Do you do drag?” she asked.

The question almost knocked me off balance. “What did you just say?” I asked.

“I have a friend who does drag. He always stares at my shoes like that. Sorry—is that rude? I didn’t mean to offend you. I just thought…” She looked forward and saw that the light was green. “I need to get to work,” she said with red cheeks, and then she scurried off, leaving me with a strange feeling churning in my gut. Did she just ask me if I did drag—as in, was I a drag queen? It took a moment for me to shake off the disgusting thought of myself in women’s clothing, completely with a five o’clock shadow. I kept walking towards work. But for some strange reason, I couldn’t stop thinking about those heels.

I was only at work for an hour when I noticed the heels of Martha, the girl who worked in the cubicle next to me. They weren’t much different than the heels the girl on the street was wearing: with straps and buckles. But Martha’s heels weren’t open-toed. I much preferred the open-toed version. And Martha wore black pantyhose, which covered her whole legs. The heels would have looked better on bare legs as far as I was concerned.

I went to the bathroom and I stared at myself in the mirror. Then I slapped myself hard on the cheek. “What the hell is the matter with you, man?” I said to my reflection. Why the hell was I so distracted by women’s shoes? Since when did I care at all about women’s shoes? I ran the water cold and then I splashed a bit onto my face. And it worked. I didn’t think about heels again that day, though there was still a strange sensation lingering in my gut, reminding me that the thought of high heels had plagued my mind for the better half of that morning.

I quickly found myself impressed and distracted again by my crystal clear hearing. I even heard my buddy, Tony, walking up behind me. I turned around before he could tap me on the shoulder. “What’s up?” I asked.

He looked a bit surprised, but not enough to comment. “I’m leaving work early to get a drink. Want to come along?” he asked. So I packed up my things and I went down to the bar with him. There was a couple sitting at our usual table in the far corner of the establishment. “Sorry,” he said. “We’ll have to sit closer to the bar.”

“That’s fine,” I said. Usually it would have been an issue. It was a loud bar; between the ringing in my ears, the music, and the sound of the many televisions, straining to hear was a chore. But now, with the ringing gone, I could hear everything just fine. “I have my tinnitus under control,” I said. “At least for now. I’m on this new drug.”

“That’s great news,” he said, but he clearly didn’t care that much, as I expected. “Did you hear they’re going to be laying guys off? Head office wants to shrink our department by twenty percent before the end of the first quarter. But they only want to get rid of men, so that they can get their gender diversity numbers up—whatever that means.”

I’d heard the rumour, though I thought it was just a silly rumour started by one of the managers to get everyone working a bit harder, to get our first quarter numbers up. “Is it true?” I asked.

“I don’t know if it’s true. But did you notice Larry today?” asked Tony.

“Larry? I don’t think I noticed him.”

“He wasn’t in. That picture of the cat that he keeps on his desk—it’s not on his desk anymore. I think they cleared out his space before anyone came in this morning.”

An anxious nausea swirled in my gut. I hadn’t noticed the empty desk. But it was possible it was just a coincidence. Larry had been a terrible employee—it was just a matter of time before they laid him off. “Well my numbers are good,” I said. “I don’t think they’ll be firing me.”

“Well, right now, our department has twelve girls and thirteen guys—that’s about half and half. If they’re going to be getting rid of thirty percent of our department, that’s about sixty percent of the guys—probably seven or eight of us. Think about it. Do you think that you’re one of the top five guys on our floor?” His hands were trembling slightly, as if he was legitimately concerned. And was this an issue to be legitimately concerned about?

He drank his beer quickly and then he started on another, which he’d ordered before he was even finished his first. He was drinking like a man on a mission—like a man who really believed the end was nigh. I tried not to think about it, though I had to wonder: would I make the cut if cuts were really coming? Was I one of the better men in the department? And why were they only getting rid of men? Why did the company care whether it was men doing the work or women? Who were they trying to appease?

Tony went off to use the bathroom after squirming for ten minutes with his full bladder, leaving me alone at our table near the bar. I found myself listening to all of the different sounds, free from the high-pitched ringing of tinnitus I no longer had. It was such a glorious sensation—free from that horrible sound. Even the sound of the old man coughing at the bar was strangely appealing.

I could hear two women talking at a nearby table. They were chatting about a recent shopping spree. “I still can’t believe you got all of that makeup at the sale price,” said one woman to the other.

“Well when I realized they were willing to price match, I knew I couldn’t miss the opportunity. Besides, I really needed a new liquid eyeliner. Don’t these lines just look so perfect? Like—I could be on the cover of a magazine, not to brag or anything.”

“Those really are perfect lines. Is that the Stila? I need to get myself one of those. You just look so cute with those little flicks, by the way.”

And she really did look cute. She had dark flicks next to her eyes, giving her a sort of cat-eye look. The eyeliner made her eyes look big and flashy. I could see the blue in her eyes from two tables down. And then I noticed her looking at me. “Hi,” she said with an awkward wave. It took me a moment to realize she was waving at me.

I shook out from my daze. “Hi,” I said back, looking away suddenly. It was unlike me to stare at women. I was usually very shy, afraid of giving girls the wrong impression. But I wasn’t looking at this girl with lust or desire. I was admiring her makeup. And now, as I stared at the table, I couldn’t stop thinking about those cute flicks of eyeliner next to her eyes. I started thinking of all the different ways a woman can wear her eyeliner. I’d never thought of it before, but there really were so many different possibilities. Martha, at the office, always wore her eyeliner just on the far halves of her eyes. The lines got thicker as they moved outwards, and then they stopped at a point, just a few millimeters from the edge of her eye. It was a subtle effect, but it must have taken a lot of tedious effort in the morning. And then there was the girl who almost always rode on the same bus home as me: she wore her eyeliner on the tops and bottoms of her eyes, nice and thick, giving her a sort of grungy look—but the contrast made her eyes look so stunning.

“Earth to Seth,” said Tony. I looked up and saw that he was sitting across from me, staring into my eyes with one brow raised. “Tinnitus back or something?” he asked.

I forced a smile and shook my head. “No, I’m fine,” I said. And I could see those girls through my peripheral vision. I had to strain to keep my gaze away from them. But I had the strangest urge to look over at them and admire their makeup. I suddenly found it so interesting, how such small, tedious details could make such tremendous changes to a person’s appearance.

Our plate of appetizers came to the table: chicken wings, nachos, and poutine. The poutine tasted a bit weird, but I still felt the need to eat all of it because I paid for it.

Then I turned my attention to a TV above the bar. There was a woman reading off sports news. She had a cute look: minimalist, but every little detail was important. She had a small amount of red blush on her cheek bones, and a little bit of highlight down the middle of her nose, giving her nose a smaller, cuter sort of look. I loved how plump her lips looked, even though it was just an illusion created by the pink gloss—

“Are you sure you’re okay?” asked Tony. “Did I freak you out with the whole layoffs thing?”

I cleared my throat and forced my attention away from the TV screen. “Yeah, maybe,” I said, lying. To be honest, I’d forgotten all about the potential layoffs. “I should probably get home before rush hour traffic gets too bad.”

“Me too,” he said. So we finished our drinks, paid our tabs, and took off for the night. But I didn’t have an easy time relaxing once I was home. I could still feel that strange dread lingering inside of my gut—that dread that hadn’t fully gone away since I found myself staring at that woman’s shoes on the street corner. Maybe that dread was just a side effect from the new drug trial. I was still waiting for the strange side effects to kick in—maybe this was one of them. But then how could I explain the strange interest in women’s shoes and makeup?


CHAPTER 3
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Iwoke up the next morning with a nausea that brought me to my bathroom. I threw myself over the toilet bowl and emptied out the contents of my stomach. Finally, I was sure that I’d found the first side effect of the drug trial. I spent the next hour throwing up while trying to get myself ready for work. But at the end of that hour, I decided that there was no way I would be able to get to work.

So I just stayed in my bathroom for the rest of the morning, throwing up until there was nothing left to throw up. Then I was finally able to stand on my feet for more than five minutes. I found myself wondering what was worse: constant vomiting or ear-piercing tinnitus. I threw up again, and then I figured it might be a good idea to see a doctor before I end up puking my intensities out, or something gross.

I was pleasantly surprised when my doctor told me I had a bug. “Probably food poisoning.” It didn’t take me long to remember the poutine. I called up Tony and discovered that he was also ill with food poisoning. I felt a bit guilty, seeing as I was the one who ordered the French fry dish, but I was relieved to know that the illness wasn’t a side effect of the drug trial. I was still tinnitus free without any consequences.

The sickness started to dissipate by mid-afternoon. I got my appetite back and ended up eating two sandwiches, a bowl of soup, and three granola bars—and then I was still hungry for dinner. Once I finished dinner, I was still hungry. I started to wonder if the hunger was just because I’d missed breakfast and lunch, or if that was one of the strange side effects that my drug rep had alluded to. I could handle constant hunger any day over tinnitus. I went down to the pie shop on the street corner and I ate two pieces of key lime pie, and then I finally felt satisfied.

I slept like a heavy rock, my belly filled with food.

And then, once again, I woke up feeling great. It was Saturday morning and I had no issues, not even a teasing bout of tinnitus. The drug really was a miracle, with seemingly no side effects.

I tried to think of all of the things I could do with my new crisp hearing. I thought about going for a hike, so I could hear the pleasant sounds of nature: the rustling trees and singing birds. Then I thought about going for a drive down the countryside, so I could hear the whispering wind and lively livestock. But as fun as those ideas seemed in my head—I really needed a new pair of pants, as my old pair had holes in them.

So I got dressed and went off to the mall. I figured it would be relatively quiet there, since it was still the morning, but I was wrong. Apparently every store in the mall was having a big sale as part of some anniversary event, so it took ten minutes just to find a parking spot, and then it took twenty minutes to find a store that wasn’t packed shoulder-to-shoulder with people.

It was just like most of the other stores in the mall, with men’s clothing on one wall and women’s clothing on the other. All of the tables in-between were covered in women’s clothing and apparel, because the store wasn’t stupid and knew that women tend to buy more clothes than men. Near the back of the store, I found a selection of pants. I grabbed one pair off of the shelf in my size, and then I went into one of the little changing rooms at the back of the shop.

Because the store had been so busy all morning, the staff hadn’t gotten around to cleaning up the changing stalls. There was a stack of women’s clothing on the little bench. There was even a brand new pair of red lace panties on the top of the stack, even though there was a sign that said, ‘Please do not try on underwear.’

I got undressed, and then I found myself looking at the little stack of clothes. There was a green dress, a black bodysuit, a couple skirts, and two identical white blouses in different sizes. But it was the pair of red lacy panties that seemed to steal away all of my attention. I found myself staring at the little undergarment, strangely curious to know how it would feel on my body. I slipped out from my boxers and then I carefully stepped into the red panties. I pulled them up my legs, and then I found myself wishing I had a razor, so I could shave away my hair, so that I could see how I would properly look in the little panties.

They were tight, but not too tight. I actually liked the way the little lacy undies felt, holding my cock and ball sack firmly in place. And even with the body hair, I liked the way my legs looked, framed in a sexy way. I extended one leg forward and pointed my toes. If only I had red nail polish to match the panties…

Someone knocked on the door, making me perk up. I reached down and covered my crotch with both hands. Then I grabbed my t-shirt and yanked it down to cover every little bit of that red lace. “What is it?” I asked, worried that door would open, despite the lock that was turned.

“You’ve been in there a while. I’m just making sure you’re okay.”

“I’m fine,” I said. “I’m almost done.”

The woman walked away but my heart continued to pound uncomfortably into my ribcage. I took a deep breath and then I looked down at myself. I slipped my boxers over my panties and then I tried on the jeans. They fit just fine, so I bought them. I left that store with the panties on underneath everything.

I was going to leave the mall with my new jeans and my excited heart, and then a little skirt caught my attention in a window. It was green and plaid, much like the skirt the girls wore at the bar next to our office. It was short and cute and I wanted to try it on, even though the thought alone made my heart pound with panic. I took a deep breath and then casually sauntered into the store. Like the other stores, it had men’s clothes on one side and women’s clothes on the other side. I grabbed a few things from the men’s side, drifting closer and closer to that skirt that was on one of the middle tables. I waited until no one was looking and then I snatched it, stuffing it between pieces of clothing. Then I sauntered over to the changing rooms. I waited in line for a room while my heart continued to pound as if it was about to explode in my chest.

I slipped into a room and then I took a long, deep breath of air into my lungs. My face was hot and beads of sweat were tickling the back of my neck. Why was I so nervous? Why was I nabbing women’s clothing to try on, like some sort of twisted pervert?

I looked down at the skirt. I slipped out of my pants and boxers and then I slipped the skirt up, over my red panties. It felt strange: so light, almost like I was wearing nothing at all. And in a way, I wasn’t wearing anything at all. The skirt was covering me, but it was just hanging there. My legs were still exposed, even under the skirt. My heart was pounding even harder now, even though I was in the safety of a locked changing room.

It was a tiny skirt—tiny enough that I was able to bunch it up underneath my pants, along with my boxers and my panties. It looked a little bit like I had fat thighs, but I didn’t look strange enough to stop as I left the store. My heart nearly stopped entirely as I walked through the detectors at the front of the store. I was worried there was some hidden monitoring device on the skirt—but there wasn’t. I was free to go home with my stolen women’s clothing.

Though I wasn’t finished, so I didn’t go home. Now, I had panties and a skirt, but I still needed a top, and maybe a pair of stockings or some sort of accessory. I cruised around the mall looking for the perfect piece to go with my skirt, and then I spotted it in the window of a women’s department store. I nearly went in, but I managed to stop myself. “Are you insane?” I whispered to myself. So I didn’t go inside. I managed to turn myself around, and then I headed to my car so I could get home.

But the weird urges weren’t gone. I had my panties and my skirt, and now I wanted to see my legs without hair. The getup was pointless otherwise, right? So I got into the shower, ran the water hot, and I used my face razor to shave away all of my leg hair, leaving my legs smooth and soft, just like a woman’s. I used both of my hands to feel up and down my legs. It felt so nice, as if that was the way they were supposed to feel. I put my panties back on, and then I put on my skirt. I ended up taking pictures with my phone, and then I would stare at the pictures, trying to decide if I could tell they weren’t actually female legs.

There was a knock at my door, making me jump to my feet. I quickly pulled off the skirt, but I didn’t have time to change my underwear, so I just slipped my jeans over my panties before rushing over to answer the door. It was my neighbour, Cassidy. She was smiling at me. “Can I borrow a cup of flour by chance?” she asked. “I just ran out and I’ve already got the oven set for this batch of cookies.”

“Sure—of course. Help yourself.” I moved aside and realized my hands were trembling. I hid them behind my back and forced a big smile. “Just help yourself to whatever you need in the kitchen. The flour is on the bottom shelf of the pantry, right there. You got it.”

She looked at me curiously, as if she was trying not to laugh. “I just need a cup. I’ll bring you a few cookies once they’re done,” she said. She got her cup of flour, and then she walked by me and left with a cute, “Thank you!”

But once again, it was her outfit that I found myself admiring, and then thinking about once she was gone. She was wearing the cutest white, floral dress that extended down to her knees. She had white heels on, with black stockings that covered her legs—or maybe they were leggings. I especially loved the way her curly hair bounced as she pranced back towards her apartment so she could make cookies. But I wasn’t admiring her in a lustful way. In a weird way, I actually felt jealous.

I wanted to know how that felt, skipping freely in a swaying dress, feeling the bounce of tight locks on my head. I found myself on my computer, looking at different wigs. They were expensive—for good ones, anyway—but I just wanted to wear one, even just for five minutes. I put a wig into a cart and then I started filling out my credit card information. But I managed to stop myself, closing my eyes and saying, “What the hell is getting into you? Where is this nonsense coming from?”

I tried to think of what I could have done to make these strange feminine thoughts start emerging in my head. And that’s when I remembered the drug trial. I became frozen in my seat, a cold sweat suddenly bathing the back of my neck. Was it possible? Could a drug trial fill a man’s head with female thoughts? Was that the strange side effect that my drug rep had been alluding to?

No—it was impossible. No drug can make a man have a woman’s thoughts, unless the drug contained estrogen or some sort of female hormone. But even then, how was that possible? I tried searching for the drug online, even though my rep told me not to. I couldn’t find very much information on it—nothing I could understand, anyway. All of the articles written about it were written for scientists and doctors, with long words that were far outside of my vocabulary. But I did find a post on a lonely website, written by a very confused man.

“I really need help,” he said. “I’ve been taking these pills that my doctor gave me—I don’t know what they’re called—but I swear they’re turning me into a woman. I can’t stop taking them because they’re actually helping with my arthritis—I’ve got terrible arthritis that stops me from doing anything (and I’m a pianist). But each day, I feel more and more like a woman. Is that even possible, or is this insanity in my head? Have I gone crazy? Someone—anyone—please help!”

A knock at the door stole my attention. I quickly closed that browser window, worried the person at the door might see over my shoulder and be able to read the tiny letters from across the room. I knew it was a stretch, but the very last thing I wanted was for someone to think that I was turning into a woman. I wasn’t turning into a woman—I was just having weird thoughts that seemed to belong to a woman, or to a cross-dresser (and I was neither).

It was my neighbour, back with a big smile on her cute face. “The cookies are done. Would you like to come over to try one? They’re still warm.”

“Sure,” I said, slipping my shoes onto my feet. I was happy to have the distraction.

I’d never been inside of her apartment before. I was surprised by the pink walls and all of the pink appliances. Even her television was pink—I didn’t know you could get a pink television. “Do you want one or two?” she asked.

“One to start, I suppose,” I said. “I just had dinner before you knocked.”

She went into her very pink kitchen and grabbed a pink plate. The cookies were, of course, glazed with pink frosting. Though they did look good. She brought the cookie over to me and said, “Enjoy!” I took a bite and nearly burned the inside of my mouth. The cookies were fresh out of the oven. I opened my lips in an attempt to blow out the trapped steam. “Sorry. Are they still too hot? You can let it cool for a minute.”

I managed to swallow the steaming hot bite. Then I turned and looked around at her art on the walls, which was very modern: shapes and colours but seemingly no topics. “Cool place,” I said.

“Have you never been? Have we lived next door to one another for all these years, and you’ve never seen my apartment? That’s so strange. Though I suppose I only just saw yours earlier. Isn’t that crazy? Can I give you the tour? Oh—can I offer you a drink? I’ve got lots of beer that I’ll never drink. I don’t even like beer. It was left in my fridge. Won’t you have one?” She didn’t wait for my response before running to the fridge to grab a beer. It was a Bud Light. I accepted it, still grateful for the distraction from my feminine brain chemistry issues. Though as I cracked the beer, I couldn’t help but notice Cassidy had changed her outfit slightly. She was no longer wearing the tights under her dress. Now her legs were exposed. And she wasn’t wearing the white heels—now she was wearing black strappy heels, that weren’t too different from the strappy heels I saw on that street corner. They made her feet look so cute, and they exposed the pink nail polish that perfectly matched the shade on her walls.

I took a long sip from my beer, closing my eyes and trying to will away my strange desire to stare at her feet. “Over here is the bathroom,” Cassidy said. So I followed her to her pink bathroom.

“Your husband let you pain everything pink?” I asked with a chuckle. But I kind of liked it, even though it was overly feminine. There was something about it that seemed very cheerful and inviting. Or maybe that was just another one of my strange new female thoughts

“My boyfriend,” she said. “No—my ex-boyfriend. He let me paint everything a few weeks before we split up. He still hasn’t come for all of his stuff. That’s even his beer you’re drinking. But don’t worry—he won’t notice it missing. He’s a drunk. You could drink the whole case and he would probably think he did it himself before he left.”

I suddenly regretted mentioning her relationship status. I awkwardly followed her to the next room: the office. “I never really use this room. I was thinking of turning it into a shoe closet. I have so many shoes. You should see all of the shoes I have.” She laughed and my heart stuttered. A small part of me really did want to see all of the shoes that she had, but I fought that tingling idea away. “And then there’s the bedroom,” she said, opening the bedroom door.

The room was pink: walls, bed sheets, nightstands—everything. Even the lingerie that had been left draped on the bed was pink. Cassidy’s cheeks turned red and she scurried forward and snatched up the lingerie. “Sorry about that,” she said. “I thought that was put away.”

I smiled with red cheeks of my own. “I’m sure you look very pretty in it,” I said. Though I wasn’t sure why I said it. I didn’t mean to come onto her. I wasn’t trying to hit on her, or even feed her a compliment. I really don’t know what I thought. I cleared my throat and felt my cheeks becoming warmer. I parted my lips in an attempt to take the comment back, but I wasn’t sure how to do so. So I just took a long sip from my beer, nearly finishing it off.

Her face was dark red now too. “Thanks,” she said. “My ex never liked it. He thought it made me look slutty, and he hated that.” I just smiled and nodded my head and took the final sip from my beer. “Can I get you another one of those? I have lots. Seriously—drink all of it. I need the room in my fridge if I’m going to be doing this much baking. I’ll go get it for you.” She scurried by me with a strangely nervous scuttle, her chin pressed to her collarbone. She got the beer quickly and cracked it for me before I had a chance to decline the offer. But I needed the booze, so I took it and drank half of it when she wasn’t looking.

I was hoping the alcohol would settle my racing heart and my flickering mind. I couldn’t stop thinking about damn shoes—and that beautiful pink lingerie. I kept picturing myself in it, and I was even starting to think of ways I could snatch just one piece to bring back to my apartment. It wouldn’t be hard. All I would have to do is excuse myself for the bathroom and then slip into her bedroom along the way. I watched her put the lingerie away. I knew it was on the top left shelf inside of her closet.

But I pushed that thought away. My heart stammered, and I bit down hard on my tongue. When Cassidy went to use the bathroom, I whispered, “Get a hold of yourself,” aloud. I knew it was a perfect opportunity to run and nab something—if not the lingerie then maybe a pair of panties or a cute skirt, or maybe a pair of heels. I didn’t have any heels to complete my sissy outfit.

But I fought back that urge as well. I took a deep breath and finished my beer—my third beer. Or was it my fourth? I’d lost track of how many beers Cassidy had given to me. And I’d lost track of how long she’d been in the bathroom for. It had been a while. Maybe she was fixing up her makeup. Maybe she would be a while. Maybe it really was the universe telling me to go and nab something. I could easily stuff a pair of lingerie panties into my pocket. I rose to my feet and took another deep breath. Then I started to step down the hall. I turned the corner and saw her bedroom door. I stepped slowly, listening carefully for the bathroom door that was around the next corner. I was close—just a few more steps.

I reached for the handle and turned it carefully, so that the sound of the compacting spring wouldn’t alert her. I pushed the door slowly and I took a step into the bedroom. And then she spun around and gasped. I hopped back.

She was standing in the middle of her bedroom, looking at me with wide eyes. “What are you doing?” she asked, covered herself up with both of her arms.

“I’m sorry—I was just—I wanted to see your bedroom again. I—I just really liked the way you did it up. I didn’t know you were in here. I thought you were in the bathroom.” And that’s when I noticed that she was wearing that pink lingerie. And she really did look beautiful, with her smooth legs bare for me to see. The front of the teddy cut down to her sternum, showing off her entire cleavage, and the little number also left the sides of her boobs exposed. My heart skipped a beat. “You look really nice,” I said. “But what are you doing?”

Her face turned red. “I was going to try to seduce you,” she said awkwardly. “I don’t know why—I just thought that maybe it would be fun. I swear I didn’t bring you over to seduce you. It’s just—when you told me you thought that I would look good in the lingerie, well—I wanted to look good. I never heard stuff like that from my boyfriend—my ex-boyfriend. Would you please sleep with me?” She sounded slightly desperate. She was fragile, her ego shattered by this boyfriend who left her alone with her pink apartment. Maybe she was desperate for some validation—a reminder that she was a beautiful woman.

I walked into the room. I wasn’t terribly fond of the idea of sleeping with my next-door neighbour, but I was excited to have the opportunity to remind myself that I was still a man, with manly desires. I could still get it up for a pretty woman in lacy lingerie—and I was already getting it up. I could feel my cock throbbing in my new jeans. I stepped up to her and gently put my hands on her bare sides. Her skin was soft and warm, the way a woman’s skin should be. And it was nice to feel so much attraction towards a woman. I may have had a few rogue feminine thoughts in my head, but I was still a man.

I slid one hand up to gently cup her face. I tilted her head back and then I leaned in for a kiss. She was stiff and tense. My lips were probably the first she’d kissed since her boyfriend left her, and they were probably the first she’d kissed that weren’t his in God knows how long—maybe many years. Her lips were soft and they seemed to melt as soon as her body relaxed. She softly opened her mouth and allowed my tongue inside. She didn’t stop my hand from exploring her body, though she did tense up a number of times. She became especially tense when my hands slip up her breasts, catching a quick feel. She relaxes as soon as I had her tits comfortably in both hands, and I squeezed firmly. She even let a little reluctant moan slip out from her lips.

I walked her back into her pink bed, and then I laid her down onto her pink sheets. I stared down at her while I pulled off my shirt. Then I reached down for my belt buckle and paused. I remembered that I was wearing the red panties. My heart froze momentarily as a lump formed in my throat. “Is everything okay?” she asked.

It took a moment for me to break free from my paralysis. I looked into her eyes and slowly nodded my head. “Everything’s fine,” I said. “I just really like that painting on the wall there.”

She looked back at the painting and I pulled my pants and panties down in a single motion. Then I kicked the bottoms underneath her bed, so that there would be no chance of her catching a glimpse of the red lace that had been on my body for the better half of the day. She looked back at me and said, “It’s cute, isn’t it? I got it at the flea market.”

I crawled on top of her before she could notice the reddish indent where the panties had been on my body. I was no longer wearing the feminine undergarment, but the imprint was just as obvious. She looked down my chest at my cock. “You’re hard,” she said with glittering eyes.

“Of course I am,” I said. And then I wondered if her boyfriend could get hard as easily as me. Maybe he was on a drug trial of his own.

Cassidy reached down slowly and then she wrapped her fingers around my cock. She gasped, as if shocked to feel that it was real. “It really is hard,” she said, still sounding very surprised. She began to stroke it and massage it in her clenched fist. “And it’s warm.” She looked into my eyes. “Can I suck it? My ex never let me suck him. He thought it was gross.”

This ex-boyfriend sounded like a complete weirdo. I wasn’t going to say no to a blowjob. So I crawled up her body and then I planted my ass down on her chest. “Go ahead,” I said. She marvelled at the sight of my erection for a moment before pointing it down and letting it into her mouth. She sucked it with an elated moan, as if she was drinking water for the first time in two long days. She sucked hard and slurped harder. It was only a minute before she started bobbing her head quickly, pressing her lips down hard to arouse my tip, which was already throbbing. It felt good—too good. “If you aren’t careful, I’m going to come in your mouth,” I said.

She let a little giggle slip. “I kind of want to know what that’s like,” she said. “But I also want you to fuck my pussy.” So she spread her legs and let her head fall back onto her pillow. “I’m wet,” she said. And she wasn’t lying. I got back down between her legs, and saw that there was a wet spot on her pink bed sheets, and some warm, clear fluid dribbling down her soft bum cheeks, emanating from her pussy. I rubbed my cock in her rogue fluid before pressing it against her lips. She let out a moan, as if the touch alone was enough to bring her to the edge of an orgasm. I slid my cock up and down and then I got my tip lined up with her hole. I pressed in.

She was tight, but not tight enough to stop me from sliding in deep. She was warm—beautifully warm, and wet. Fluid squished out as I squished in, and then she moaned again. She reached down and began to rub her clit with two fingers. I watched those fingers move in tiny circles for a moment before starting to thrust in and out of her tight snatch. And then I felt a strange sensation buzzing inside of me: jealousy.

Fucking Cassidy felt good, but it looked like being fucked felt better. She looked so happy, and she was so sexy. I wanted to feel sexy like that. I wanted to lie on my back in lingerie while a throbbing erection slid in and out of me.

I took a sharp breath in, realizing what I had just fantasized about. No—I didn’t want an erection inside of me. I didn’t want an erection anywhere near me. Though it was fun to think about being sexy enough to give a man an erection. Surely that must be a nice feeling. I understood why her eyes were suddenly glistening when she saw my cock throbbing and standing tall.

I ran my hands up and down her smooth legs. And then I remembered that my legs were smooth too. My heart stuttered. How had she not noticed? Or did she notice, and she just didn’t say anything? My legs were now rubbing up against hers—surely she could feel that they were bare, like the legs of a woman. Or was she subconsciously having some sort of lesbian fantasy in her mind? Her eyes were closed, after all…

I closed my own eyes and found myself imagining a strange visual: myself as a woman, fucking Cassidy with a big strap-on. And as I had this strange visual pleasing my mind, I swear I could feel a tingling, as if the back of the strap-on was rubbing against my pussy. My legs began to tremble and I let out a long, intense moan. I imagined myself squirting: gushing warm fluid out from my pussy and down my legs. “Fuck!” I groaned, digging my nails into Cassidy’s sides. She gasped and then she suddenly pushed me back. I opened my eyes and looked down. I watched as cum spewed out from the tip of my cock, onto her pelvis—and then I watched as cum dribbled out from her pussy in a big glob.

“You were supposed to pull out!” she said. “I’m not on birth control.” She reached a finger into her pussy to pull out the rest of my cum. But my cock was still discharging. One blast even landed on the back of her hand that was pulling out my creampie. It took a moment for me to snap out from my daze.

“Sorry,” I said. I got off of her bed.

“You were supposed to come in my mouth—remember? It’s fine. We can do that another time, if you want. No pressure or anything.” She stood up and looked down at herself. She was covered in my white load. I couldn’t believe how much was on her. “I need to clean myself up. I’m just going to take a shower. Help yourself to another beer or even some more cookies.”

She walked carefully over to the bathroom, stepping slowly so that the cum wouldn’t drip onto her clean floors. And then I was left alone in her bedroom, with complete access to all of her cute little outfits. I opened the closet and saw that she had lots of lingerie—most of items even still had tags on them. I wondered if she would notice them missing. Surely she wouldn’t notice a single item missing. So I grabbed one of her many pink little outfits.

But that wasn’t enough. I also grabbed a pair of pink panties, a pair of white stockings, and then I found an old pair of black heels in the back of her closet. I snatched those too, along with a handful of tops that I didn’t even bother to inspect. I crept towards the front door and then I slipped on my shoes. “I’m heading back to my place. I’ll see you later!” I called out.

“Oh. Okay,” she said back from within the bathroom. “See you.”

I got out quickly, running across the hall and into my apartment. I brought the haul to my bedroom and hid it all deep in my closet. I was excited to try it all on, but I was also deeply confused as to why I grabbed it in the first place.


CHAPTER 4
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Imanaged to resist the urge to try the stolen lingerie on—until the next morning. I had no plans and it was an unseasonably cold day, complete with snow—a perfect day to stay inside and do nothing, which was exactly what I didn’t want.

But I could think of nothing to do. My crappy car didn’t have snow tires and I had no chores that needed doing, so I ended up in my bedroom, standing in front of my mirror while trying on lingerie. I looked pretty good in pink. I was surprised at how well the little outfit fit me. Even the stolen heels fit me with a bit of squeezing. They were only a single size too small for my feet (which were admittedly small for a man).

But even all dolled up, I didn’t feel satisfied. I knew that my body was shockingly feminine, but I wanted to see just how far I could push the look. There was a drug store attached to my apartment building. I put on some clothes over my lingerie and I went down. It was empty, save for the woman working at the counter and another woman working in the makeup department, which was where I needed to be. I casually walked up and down the isles, grabbing the odd random item. In my mind, I was concocting a lie to tell the employees, so they didn’t think I was buying myself some makeup.

Once I entered that makeup department, my heart started to pound. I held it together, casually looking down the isles. I took out my phone and pretended to be looking at a list from my made up wife. It was only a minute before the employee was at my side. “Can I help you find something?” she asked.

I turned and smiled. “Just picking up a few things for my wife. She’s out with our daughter,” I said before turning back to the shelves.

“Well what’s on that list? Maybe I can help you find what you’re looking for,” she said. My stomach turned. I didn’t actually have a list. My plan was just to grab a few things that sounded like necessities.

“Oh, that’s okay. I think I can find what I need.”

She stared at me for a moment, cracking a slight grin. My heart skipped a beat. Could she tell that I was lying? Did she know that I was buying makeup for myself?

“Well, I think your wife would really like this foundation. Every girl should have a good foundation. And then this eye-shadow is a must as well—it’s the one I’m using right now.” Her eye shadow did indeed look quite nice.

I cleared my throat. “I think those are on her list, actually,” I said, forcing a smile, trying to act as cool as possible. She couldn’t possibly know that I was shopping for myself. Surely husbands buy makeup for their wives all the time, right?

“And this liquid eyeliner is perfect. It’s brand new—I haven’t heard of one person not liking it yet. And then, if your wife needs lipstick, there’s this great package with five different shades. It’s a killer deal. Individually, these sell for thirty bucks each, but the whole package is only forty-five bucks. Oh, and then she’ll need some blush.” She kept handing me items faster than I could reply. But I didn’t mind. I wanted all of it. I could wait to get it up to my apartment to try it out.

She brought me over to the counter and then she charged almost three hundred dollars to my credit card. Then, I found myself locked in my apartment, in my bathroom, dolling up my face so that I would look as pretty as possible in my skimpy pink lingerie. It was actually kind of fun, seeing how tiny little details could make such a big difference. And it was fun seeing how a little bit of makeup could change me from a man into a woman.

I looked cute, but I still wasn’t satisfied, even after walking up and down my hallway in those tiny heels. I felt like I needed more, but I wasn’t sure how to get it. I wanted some sort of validation, but I wasn’t stupid enough to leave my apartment or start posting pictures on the Internet. I ended up sitting on my living room couch, staring at my own reflection in the window. I saw that I had a big smirk on my face. And how could I not? I really looked like a chick. What was stopping me from going out onto the streets? Maybe it would be interesting to see if I could turn a few heads and trick a few guys into thinking that I was the real deal.

That smile grew bigger, and then it went away suddenly as reality slapped me in the face. I wasn’t actually considering going out, was I? And I hadn’t really just spent nearly three hundred bucks on makeup, had I? Maybe I was losing my mind. Maybe that drug was eating away at my brain. At least my ears weren’t ringing… Was it worth it?

But the boredom of the snowy day caught back up with me, not even an hour later. I ended up on an online wig store. I ordered myself an adorable black wig: long and straight with cute bangs. It was made with real human hair, and it cost me another three hundred bucks. I knew I didn’t have the money to spare, but I still clicked that ‘checkout’ button anyway. I really was losing my mind, and I was apparently losing control of my body as well. It wasn’t even until I got the e-mail confirmation that I realized I’d ordered the wig express, to be delivered next day. And apparently I paid fifty bucks extra for that option.

I felt like an idiot, but a part of me was excited that I would soon have my wig. I spent the next three hours lounging around my apartment, watching television. I was in my lingerie and makeup, and I felt so peaceful. I got excited every time my screen went dark and I saw my reflection. And then I saw an ad on TV for a reality show about cross-dressers. The ad made my heart swirl down into my stomach.

All of the guys in the ad looked so pathetic. None of them really looked like chicks, but they were all convinced that they were hot. Was that me? Was I convinced that I looked hot, but in reality I was just a pathetic-looking loser?

I went to the mirror and stared at myself. I thought I looked good, but maybe that was just the drug. If the drug could make me want to put on women’s clothing, then it could make me think that I looked good. I probably looked ridiculous. If anyone saw me in public, they would probably laugh behind my back. If my parents saw me, they would probably disown me. If my friends saw me, they would probably stop being my friends. I needed to get out of that outfit and I needed to get myself cleaned up. So I took a shower and stuffed all of the girly clothes and makeup into the back of my closet. I threw an old jacket over all of it, so I wouldn’t see it and be tempted to put it on. I needed to get a hold of myself. I needed to realize that this feminization was just a side effect of the drug. And most side effects are temporary. Once I was used the drug, the sissy side effect would surely subside. And if it didn’t, maybe I was better off with the tinnitus. At least I wasn’t humiliating myself on a daily basis when my ears were ringing.

I put an action movie on my TV and then I glued myself to the couch, with a cold beer in my hand. I was a man and I needed to remember that. I couldn’t let myself forget it, no matter how hard the drug tried to push me towards that lingerie and makeup. I had to keep my sanity, no matter what.


CHAPTER 5
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The deliveryman came right to my door before I left for work the next morning. Someone must have let him out while heading out the front door. “I’ve got a package for a Seth. Is that you?” he asked, holding out the box that contained my very expensive wig, which I told myself I would return and keep off of my head.

“That’s me,” I said, taking the package and putting it down on my kitchen counter before taking off for work. Work was a welcomed distraction from the feminine urges pulsing through my brain—but it wasn’t a cure. I once again found myself staring over at Martha when she came into the office. I looked at her little pencil skirt and thought about how comfortable it must be. That morning, HR announced that they would no longer enforce the female dress code for the office. Martha didn’t seem phased by the announcement. I could tell that she liked wearing little skirts and tall heels. If I was a woman, I would have liked it too.

Men were always staring at her. Our bosses all adored her and obviously wanted to fuck her. I would have liked a bit of attention like that. I could only imagine that it was fun, getting up to get a coffee, just to have five faces following you, wishing they could be with you. It was sad to think that I would never know that simple sort of pleasure… Unless I came to work in my girly guise, and I really was convincing like I was fairly certain I was.

I would probably get a few weird looks at first. Maybe I would lose a few office friends—guys who didn’t want to associate with the weird office cross-dresser. But then, once they got over the weirdness of it all, maybe they would occasionally steal a glance. My ass was just as good as Martha’s after all—maybe it was even better. My legs were surely just as fine, if not better. I knew that my face was cute. At some point, the men would cave and admire me, even if just from behind. Maybe it would be fun…

Or maybe I was letting my head get filled with stupid, humiliating ideas. I knew I had to be careful. I knew that if I let that drug take over my mind completely, I would end up friendless, humiliated, and maybe even jobless. Or maybe it would save my ass. Maybe they wouldn’t be able to fire me if I suddenly identified as a woman. They were only firing men after all, right? Maybe I could tell my friends that I was just doing it to save my career—maybe they would even try to do the same thing.

My heart fluttered. Then I slapped myself on the cheek. I couldn’t allow myself to have these ideas! I was really considering it—and the consideration alone was humiliating enough.

Martha looked over at me. She smiled and I looked away quickly. I wondered how long I’d been staring: too long for sure. It was starting to become a problem. I knew that if I wasn’t careful, I would end up down in HR.

Before going out to lunch, I made a trip to the bathroom so that I could splash some cool water on my face. But I didn’t go to the nearby bathroom; I went to the one far down the hall, near the end of the floor that was being renovated. I needed to be alone. I needed to spend a good minute staring myself in the mirror, trying to pull the pieces of myself together. As I emerged from the bathroom, Martha was standing there, in her little pencil skirt and white blouse. I tried not to look down at her legs, which looked so cute in her tall heels.

“Hey Seth,” she said.

“Hi Martha,” I said.

“I can’t help but notice that you’ve been staring at me a lot lately,” she said. My stomach turned. Was she about to warn me not to look again? Was she going to give me one last chance before she ratted me out to HR, or to her husband? I couldn’t decide which was worse.

“I’m sorry. I—I’ve been tired. I haven’t been… in the best state of mind.”

“I’m assuming you heard that me and my husband are getting a divorce. I was hoping the news wouldn’t get around the office, but I guess it was inevitable.”

I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. I shrugged my shoulders. “That’s too bad, Martha. I’m sorry to hear that.”

“It’s for the best. We weren’t getting along. We’ve been sleeping in separate rooms for the past four months. It’s been hell, really. You won’t tell anyone, will you? Do you mind if I ask who told you? I’m not going to go and chew them out or anything—I’m just curious to know how you found out.”

“I, uh, can’t remember,” I said. It was better that I played along, rather than make her think that I was looking at her for another reason. I didn’t mind her thinking that I was attracted to her—at least that made me feel like I was still a man. The last thing I wanted was for her to know that I was actually admiring her shoe choice. “But again, I’m sorry to hear about the split.”

“And you promise you won’t tell anyone?” she said.

“Of course, Martha. It’s none of my business.”

She smiled and bit her lip. She looked back over her shoulder and then back at me. “I’ve been married for nine years. This is so embarrassing, but I’m actually kind of excited to be flirty again. I’m not even sure I remember how to do it.”

I smiled and nodded my head. I looked around for an exit, so I could get away from her before I did something stupid, like ask to try on her skirt. But she was blocking the only way out, unless I wanted to go back into the bathroom. “I’m sure you’ll do just fine. You’re a very beautiful woman.”

She laughed and her cheeks turned red. “I can’t remember the last time my husband told me I was beautiful. He always said that he didn’t need to say it—that it was implied. But it’s just so nice to hear sometimes—you know?”

I nodded my head. I did kind of know, because for the past few days, a part of me had wanted to hear those words. I wanted to feel beautiful, even though it seemed so ludicrous. She took a step towards me. “Please don’t make fun of me for this, but I’ve always wanted to have an affair. But I never wanted to cheat on my husband. I loved him—and I still love him—but I always just thought it would be so exciting to sleep with someone else in secret. And now, him and me are still technically together. Maybe—I don’t know—you could help me tick a box off of my bucket list.” She put her hand gently on my arm and held it there, as if she wasn’t sure what to do with it. It really had been a while since she’d been flirty with someone.

I awkwardly looked around, and then back down at Martha. She was pretty—a few years older than me, but still quite beautiful. She had big, round cheekbones, and cute lines around her eyes from smiling all the time. I gently brushed back a strand of her hair. My heart was racing. I couldn’t help but smile at the thought that my feminine urges were about to indirectly get me laid.

“You know I keep a vibrator in my desk?” she said. “Sometimes I put it in my pussy while I’m working. The other day, when you came up to my desk about that file, it was inside of me and I was trying to hold back my orgasm. My panties were wet for the rest of the day.”

“Show me,” I said. So we went together back to the office, which was empty as everyone was off for lunch. She opened her drawer and pulled out a long purple vibrator. She pressed a button and it started to gently hum. “It’s supposed to be one of the quietest ones you can get.” I stared at it with an excitement growing inside of me.

“I want to see you using it,” I said.

Her face became red and she looked around. She had a big smile on her face. “Oh my God, I feel so naughty,” she said as she gently lifted up her skirt. She turned it on and started rubbing it up and down her white cotton panties. I wanted to take those panties off of her and put them on me. I wanted to feel her dampness against my crotch as if it was my own. But I resisted the urge to do so. I just watched as she rubbed the dildo up and down, and eventually down the front of her panties. She let a little moan slip as her face turned an even darker shade of red.

“Show me your pussy,” I said.

She looked around again before pulling her panties down, revealing her clean-shaved snatch. I watched as she rubbed that dildo between her plump lips. “We’re going to get in trouble,” she whispered.

“No one will find us,” I said. I reached out and grabbed the dildo from her. Then I started to rub her pussy with it, using my other hand to feel her warm clit. She gasped and squirmed. She stumbled back, against her desk. I lifted her up and sat her down on that desk, and then I dropped down to my knees. I held the vibrator against her clit and then I went in with my mouth to eat her out. She was already wet, getting wetter fast. She grabbed my head tight and started to moan. She had a sweet taste to her, and she smelled amazing. I got my tongue deep inside of her and squirmed it around as she twitched and pressed her thighs in on me. I looked up and saw that she was looking around with dark red cheeks, worried someone would walk into the office and see us together. And with our lunch break just ten minutes from being over, that wasn’t an unrealistic anxiety to have.

“Just fuck me,” she said, almost whispering as she pushed my head back, out from her crotch. So I stood up, got my cock out, and then I turned her around and bent her over the desk. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, ready to be plugged by a cock that didn’t belong to her husband—the first cock that didn’t belong to her husband in nearly a decade. I pressed it into her. She let a little shriek out, and then she said, “Oh God!” I sunk in deep and then I started to pump her sweet pussy. It felt nice, especially when her vaginal walls started to clench my cock over and over, as if she was trying to suck me up inside of her.

I spread her butt cheeks wide so that I could see my cock clearly. I watched her squirm and moan, and then once again, I felt jealous. I wanted to be the one being dominated. I wanted to feel that incredible pleasure. I wanted a man to press down on my back, holding me down on a desk while he pumped my little hole.

Then I got an idea. I could see that vibrator resting on the desk. She had her eyes closed, so I snatched it quickly. She didn’t notice. I brought the toy around my back and I gently started to press it into my asshole. It took a moment to penetrate myself, but once it was in, it was in properly. I tried not to gasp. It was shockingly tight. It was thinner than a cock, so I had a hard time imagining how people took cocks in the ass. I was slow to push it in further. But after a minute or so, I had half of the thing inside of my asshole. I gently pressed the button on the base, making it vibrate.

And immediately, my legs started to tremble as a strong euphoria began to pulse through my body. “Fuck,” I groaned, nearly falling over. I held on tight to her hips and managed to continue pumping her dripping wet pussy. The vibrator was stimulating the perfect spot inside of me—what I assumed was my prostate. I gave it a little push, pushing it just a little bit harder against that sweet spot, making my legs tremble harder. I had to lean forward and put some of my weight on Martha, so that I wouldn’t topple over. I was biting down hard on my tongue, trying not to scream out in absolute pleasure.

I managed not to scream, but I didn’t manage to hold back my cumshot. I ended up filling her tight pussy with a massive load of hot cum. She wasn’t able to hold back her scream. She bellowed out while she reached around for something grab onto, knocking papers and stationary off of her desk. I quickly pulled that vibrator out from my ass and put it back down on the desk, before she had a chance to open her eyes. My asshole felt strangely empty and agape. I just hoped she planned on cleaning the sex toy before using it again.

I stumbled back and watched as the creampie fell out in thick globs, out from her gaping pussy. She was slow to peel herself off of her desk, but once she was upright, she was quick to get herself and her desk cleaned up. She looked at me and smiled with dark red cheeks. “That was exactly what I needed. Thank you,” she said with a professional sounding voice, as our co-workers started to trickle into the office.

“Thank you,” I said, turning around and heading back to my desk. I couldn’t help but wonder if a real man’s cock would feel any different from that vibrating dildo. A part of me was tempted to steal that vibrator while Martha was in the bathroom, so I could stick it up my ass while I worked, just to see if I could make myself come without touching myself. I resisted the temptation, reminding myself that my feminine urges (if that’s even what they were) would soon pass.

And if they didn’t pass, maybe I needed to stop the drug trial.


CHAPTER 6
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It was four days later when I started to think that my cock and ball sack were smaller. I stood in front of a mirror and held up my flaccid penis. It didn’t just look a little bit smaller—it appeared to be half the size. My heart fluttered. I started to massage it, getting the blood flowing to it. I figured I’d possibly slept on it funny, or maybe it was colder in my apartment than it felt. But even erect, it certainly seemed to be smaller. I was fairly certain that my cock could touch my belly button before. Now, it hardly rose up past my mane of pubic hair.

But that wasn’t the only thing I noticed while staring in the mirror. I’d always had a flat chest: not much muscle but no fat either. Now, there appeared to be too small lumps. I was able to push them up, and when I dropped them, they jiggled slightly—like small tits. A cold sweat started to form on the back of my neck. Maybe I was just putting on weight. Maybe my cock looked smaller because the rest of my body was bigger. Maybe the tits were just the early forming of man-boobs.

It was another two days later when I began to realize this wasn’t the case. My tits were now proper A-cups—maybe even bordering on B-cups. My nipples were larger and started to push out further than ever before. And my cock was even smaller, hardly larger than my pointer finger when erect. There was only one possible reason for the changes: the drug trial.

I ran over to the bottle of pills and I read the name on the label. I searched that name online and couldn’t find anything about any side effects. Had I been taking sex reassignment drugs? Was my male body turning into a female body?

I should have beer terrified. I should have been nauseous. But instead, I was curious. I wanted to see how I would look in one of my little outfits, now that I had real breasts. I went into the bathroom to shave my legs and do my makeup. Then, I put on a pair of panties, a little skirt, and a white blouse. The blouse felt tighter around my chest; without a bra, I could see my nipples trying to poke through the thin white fabric. I just a little bounce up and down, and I watched as my tits jiggled under that blouse.

I had no way of contacting my drug rep. I didn’t want to stop my trial, though I was afraid the changes my body was seeing were permanent. I couldn’t just stop the trial. I couldn’t just let that crippling tinnitus come back to haunt me. And a part of me was curious to see just how much my body would change if I continued the trial.

It wasn’t until I was fully dolled up that I started to notice the other changes: my skin appeared to be softer and less blotchy. My hips fit the skirt better, probably because they were wider. When I spoke aloud, my voice sounded softer; it was much easier to do a female voice. I even recorded myself speaking for a minute, just to see how convincing I sounded. And surprisingly, I sounded very convincing.

And then I found myself standing at my apartment door, with my hand on the handle. I was curious to see the rest of the world’s reaction. I knew that there might never be another opportunity—if I decided to stop taking that drug, my life would return to normal and my sissy days would be over. Though maybe that was for the best. Maybe I needed to stop before I embarrassed myself. I knew going out was a bad idea. What if I ran into someone I knew? What if one of my neighbours saw me? What if my brother saw me out on the street and told my parents and they disowned me?

But what if I went out and I actually turned some heads? What if I proved that I actually looked like a chick, and I wasn’t just losing my sanity?

I opened that door and stepped out slowly. I wobbled slightly in my stolen heels, and then I made my way to the elevator. My heart was pounding. I felt incredibly stupid but strangely free. I let out a sigh of relief when the elevator door opened and I saw that the elevator was empty. I didn’t see another person until I was out on the street, a block from my building. I didn’t recognize the person, but I still froze up, waiting to see their reaction. They didn’t even look at me as they walked by—though I wasn’t sure if that was a win or a lose. I kept walking, feeling a little bit more comfortable in my heels with each step.

I liked the feeling of the cool March breeze teasing up my skirt. I felt so naked, so I kept tugging down my skirt, worried it was riding up, showing off my tush to the world.

The streets were quiet that afternoon. Even the main drag was relatively silent as I continued my casual stroll.

I got my first look about ten minutes after leaving my apartment: I met eyes with a man across the street, and he smiled at me. I forced myself to continue walking, though I was tempted to freeze up. My heart skipped a beat and my mind started to spin in fast circles. Was that a mocking smile or a genuine smile? Could he tell that I wasn’t really a woman?

I got my second look a block later: another man with another smile. Men had never smiled at me before, so why were they smiling at me now? I looked back at the man and I saw that he was looking down at my tush. His eyes gazed up and he saw that I was looking back at him, so he looked away quickly. A little giggle slipped out through my lips. I felt flattered. Surely he wasn’t staring at my ass in a judging or mocking sort of way—right? Surely he genuinely believed that was a woman!

Now I had a stupid smile stuck on my face as I walked through the small downtown core. I was catching a new smile every couple of blocks. And it was becoming increasingly more obvious that the men thought that I was the real deal. I even caught a second guy staring at my butt. I couldn’t blame him. My skirt was short and it occasionally bounced high enough to show off the bottom curve of my rump.

I didn’t spend long outside—just long enough to fill me with a warmth, knowing that I wasn’t crazy—at least not crazy enough to think that I was something I wasn’t. Maybe I was crazy. Maybe dressing up like a girl is crazy—but at least I knew I looked the part. And now, the possibilities seemed endless. There was so much I wanted to do, so many experiences I wanted to experience.

But more than anything, I wanted to know the thrill of being dominated, the way I dominated my ditsy neighbour and my horny co-worker.

I quickly found myself on a hook-up website, designed mainly for horny men. As a woman, there was no fee to signup. I created a profile using nothing more than a selfie I took that afternoon, and within minutes I was getting messages from horny men in my area. My heart was pounding ferociously. Some of the men wanted to take me out on a date—others just wanted me to meet them for a quickie. I was quickly discovering how easy it is to get laid as a woman.

There was a handsome-enough man named Ken who asked me if I wanted to have a drink at his place. He had a firm jaw and big eyes. I didn’t feel any attraction towards him (or any man), but the thought of his big cock sliding into my asshole made my heart thump and my cock hard. Maybe I was insane after all.


CHAPTER 7
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Ididn’t park in front of Ken’s house. I parked two houses down, hoping he wouldn’t see my car as I rolled up. I still wasn’t sure I wanted to go through with it. I wanted to make sure I had an easy out.

I turned off my engine and I stared out at his large house. It was three stories tall with a small fountain out front. In his profile he mentioned that he was very wealthy—though I didn’t fully believe it until now. He also said that he was open to new adventures, but I was still surprised when he had no problem with the fact that I was ‘transitioning,’ even though I wasn’t—at least not in the way that transgender people transition. I suppose I was technically transitioning as a side effect of a drug trial that I was on, though I’m not sure that counts.

I took a deep breath. I could see a male silhouette moving from window to window inside of the house, waiting for my arrival. He could probably see my car and he probably knew it was me. My car was the only car worth less than eighty thousand dollars on the block—and mine was probably only worth five grand at the very most. I opened the door and stepped out, wobbling slightly in my heels, but only because my legs were trembling with nerves. I was fully comfortable walking in heels—it’s not the hardest skill to pick up, especially with a little bit of motivation.

All of the typical anxieties you would expect ran through my mind: what if he’s a serial killer? What if he has some sort of disease? What if he’s just setting me up to humiliate me? But it was almost just as scary to think that he may have been completely genuine, and I was about to walk into a stranger’s house to be fucked in the ass while dressed up like a slutty woman.

I had my pink lingerie on underneath my little dress. I was wearing a perfume sample that I sprayed on myself in the little drug store beneath my apartment. I’d spent that whole evening practising my voice, though I’m not sure any of those details mattered. Ken was just looking for a tight hole to fuck, and there was no tighter hole than mine.

I crept up to his door slowly. I could hear my own heart pounding—I still wasn’t used to hearing sounds so clearly. Even the sound of my nervous breath was distracting as I hovered my finger over the doorbell. I took a long, deep breath, and then I pulled my hand away. I could see my reflection in the tinted glass on his front door. I could see my feminine figure, and it terrified me. How did this happen? How had I fallen so far away from normalcy in such a short period of time? I needed to get out before I made a massive mistake. I needed to get home and I needed to get myself cleaned up, before I did something I would regret forever.

But before I could turn, the door opened. Ken stood in the doorway, looking down at me with a smile. He was so tall—I felt so weak in his presence. “Come on in,” he said with a deep voice as he stepped aside. I took a slow step into his house, feeling the warmth of his large fireplace on my exposed legs. “You look stunning. Can I get you a drink?” he asked.

“I’m okay,” I managed to say in a soft, weak voice. His presence was overwhelming. I felt like he could pick me up and snap me in half if he wanted to—and maybe that’s how most girls felt in the presence of men. It was a strangely arousing feeling, and it was exactly why I was in that house to begin with. But it still left me with fluttering butterflies in my stomach.

“Are you sure?” he said, grabbing a bottle of whiskey.

“Yes,” I said. I looked back to make sure the door was still in sight. I didn’t want to lose sight of that precious exit. I wanted the option to back out at any moment if I wanted to. I still couldn’t figure out how I ended up in that house. I couldn’t decide if it was my own conscious doing or if it was some sort of demonic possession. I remembered the series of events that led me there, but was I in control?

“I suppose you probably just want to get right down to business then?” he asked.

I was silent. My lips parted, but not words came out. Did I open my mouth to protest or was I about to agree? Why couldn’t I pull myself together?

He walked up to me and gently put his hands on my arms. “Did I already tell you how beautiful you are?” he said, and I honestly couldn’t even remember. It was nice to hear, leaving my heart with a warm buzzing, but that horrible anxiety refused to subside. Was this man just gay and I was a convenient way for him to have gay sex? Or was he actually interested in women, and he thought that I passed the test? His profile was listed as straight, and he reached out to me originally thinking that I was just a woman… So maybe he was really straight. Maybe this was just him exploring his sexuality. Or maybe fucking me was no different than fucking a biological woman in his mind.

He ran his hands up and down. He had big hands—big enough that his fingers could wrap around my arms. He brought one of those big hands up to my chin and he tilted up my face, so that I was looking into his big eyes. He had an even stubble beard, and his lips appeared to be a little bit dry. He wanted to kiss me, but I didn’t want him to kiss me. I knew the kiss wouldn’t feel right. I knew his lips wouldn’t feel like a woman’s, even if I closed my eyes and tried to picture a woman in my mind. I knew I would feel that stubble—and I was terrified that I would like it.

He leaned forward, slowly closing his eyes. I shut my eyes and took a deep breath, as if I was about to be plunged into water. I felt his nose nestle up to mine, and then I felt his lips press against mine. He kissed. I hesitated and then I kissed back, worried he would get angry if I didn’t. And I was right—it felt strange and unnatural. I’d kissed many women before, and this was nothing like that. He was in complete control. He even managed to open my mouth with a subtle move of his lips, and then his tongue was touching mine. I was frozen stiff, but he didn’t seem to mind. His hands moved from my arms to my sides. He moved those hands up and down and it wasn’t long before he was cupping my breasts. He squeezed, and I have to admit that it felt kind of nice—though that terror continued to linger in my gut.

It was a minute later when he leaned back and stared into my eyes. “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked.

I wasn’t able to reply, still frozen with confusion and fear. I didn’t know what I wanted. I knew that I didn’t want to lose my sanity, but I was afraid it was too late for that. I knew that I didn’t want to live the rest of my life knowing that I once let a man fuck me in the ass, but at the same time: I was still standing there, still allowing him to kiss me and fondle my body. I still had freewill. I could still turn around and leave that house at any moment, but I was just standing there. So maybe I did want it. Maybe that tingling in my stomach was actually excitement and not terror at all.

“I think so,” I managed to say.

He smiled. He took one of my hands with both of his hands. My hand looked so tiny compared to his. My whole body felt tiny as I stood before him. He pressed that hand to his chest. His chest was hard and thick with muscles. I couldn’t decide if I was slightly turned on or if he was pushing me closer towards that door that was still in my peripheral vision. He slid my hand down his rolling abs, across his pelvis, and onto the bulge between his thighs. He pressed my hand down hard, as if it would give my mind some assurance. I could feel his cock swelling and hardening. He was big—certainly much bigger than me, even before the pills started to shrink my manhood. I let a little whimper slip out from my lips. He smiled big. Then he leaned in and started kissing my neck.

He was no longer holding my hand between his legs, but I wasn’t pulling away. I kept my hand there, and I even started to gently massage that growing bulge. My heart pounded with excitement—he was growing for me! I was turning him on. And soon, he would be having an orgasm for me.

I found myself pulling away his belt and unzipping his fly. Then, after a blurry moment, his erection was in my hands. I could fit two whole hands around his long rod, and there was still room for a third if I’d had one. I started to pump it, watching his foreskin move back and forth. Then I felt pressure on my shoulders. He was pushing me down to my knees. I resisted for a moment, but my resistance wasn’t real and I knew it—he knew it too. I fell to my knees, and it was only a second before that throbbing erection was in my mouth. I sucked and bobbed my head and in that moment, I felt more like a woman than ever before.

I pulled my head back and watched his cock slap up against his abdomen. I looked up and realized he didn’t have a shirt on. He must have taken it off while I was sucking away. And it was an impressive sight: all of his muscles glistening with a touch of sweat: the sweat of excitement. A glob of saliva trickled down his shaft, onto his ball sack. He took his rod in his hand and he pressed it down against my forehead, as if to tease me with it. My heart skipped a beat as I realized just how big it was. It was almost too big to fit in my mouth—how the hell was I going to get it into my asshole?

I didn’t get too much time to worry about it. He pulled me up to my feet and he spun me around and bent me over his leather sofa. I took a deep breath and could feel my body shaking as my heart pounded into that Italian leather. He flipped up the skirt of my dress and then he tugged down my panties. He pushed one of his big hands between my legs and took a quick feel of my cock and balls. Then he spread my cheeks wide. “Look at that beautiful hole,” he said, his voice suddenly deeper than ever. He took a step forward and then he slapped his hard cock between my cheeks. He grinded himself up and down, using my own saliva to lubricate my little opening. “Fuck, you’re so sexy,” he said through clenched teeth. Then I felt his tip pressing against my hole. I knew it was going to hurt—at least at first. I just had to keep it together. It would all be over in a few minutes—ten at most. He couldn’t do any permanent damage—could he?

He didn’t ask me if I was ready. He didn’t even wait for me to calm down before he pushed himself inside of me: half of his cock at once, with no regard for my well-being. And I was right: it hurt. I gasped and then I bit down on his sofa, hoping it would stop me from screaming out loud; and it did. He let a long elated sigh out and then he started to push in further. He was already further in than Martha’s vibrator, and he still had a few inches to go. I dug my nails into the same leather cushion that I was biting. I clenched hard, but that didn’t stop him from powering through. He didn’t care for my discomfort, and that’s exactly what I wanted. I wanted him to use me like a little sex doll. I wanted him to pump me ruthlessly. I wanted him to fill me with his hot load. I wanted to feel it inside of me, and I wanted to feel it pouring down my legs.

He groaned as I clenched hard. I was surprised that I wasn’t cutting off circulation to his cock. He stayed rock-hard as he went deeper and deeper. I felt his large erection squashing my prostate, making my legs tremble. I still managed not to scream.

My own cock was suddenly rock hard and drooling warm pre-cum. I stared down at it, and could see Ken’s large ball sack swaying gently from side to side between my legs. He had his whole cock inside of me now: all nine inches of it, nearly pressing up against my sternum. I swear I could feel it in my belly, trying to push out the front of my stomach. It still hurt, but it felt amazing at the same time. I wasn’t sure what to do. I couldn’t move but I didn’t want to move. I nestled my butt back into his soft mane of pubic hair as he slapped my ass hard, leaving red handprints. Then he started to pump me.

“Oh God!” I screamed, suddenly losing all of the control I’d been trying so hard to hold onto. I gripped the couch tighter, and I nearly toppled over in my tiny heels. My heels even slid around on his slick marble floor, but I still managed to stay on my feet. “Oh God, it feels so good!” I groaned before biting the couch again.

I felt so embarrassed and humiliated. I was being fucked by a man—a complete stranger. I didn’t even know if his name really was Ken. It probably wasn’t. But I didn’t care. I just wanted more of his cock. I wanted to have more of him inside of me.

He pumped faster and harder. His slicked back hair was now rustled onto his forehead. Beads of sweat were rolling down his face and his hard muscles. His thick fingertips were holding me firmly in place. “Take it, slut,” he said. I loved the sound of him calling me a slut. I loved being a slut. I didn’t want the moment to end—but the end was inevitable.

I had no idea how long he fucked me for. It could have been an hour; it could have been one minute. I blanked out in my state of euphoria. I’m pretty sure my eyes even rolled into the back of my head. Once I came back to reality, the euphoria was too intense to handle. I screamed and shuddered and then I noticed the back of his couch was covered in my cum. He grunted and pushed in hard, and then I felt his hot load filling me up deep. “Shit!” I screamed. I was worried his huge load was going to make my insides burst. I’m not sure how they remained intact. He pulled out quickly and stumbled back, and I remained slumped over his couch. I stayed there while I felt that cum rolling through me and then out of me. It was a strangely pleasant feeling. I couldn’t believe I’d actually gone through with it.

And I was excited when I left and I felt no guilt or regret. In fact, I couldn’t stop thinking about the quick romp with Ken. I even masturbated to the thought of it later that night, with a cucumber shoved deep in my ass. I even found myself wondering if it had actually happened, or if it was a dream.
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It was early the next morning when someone knocked on my door. I pulled myself out of bed and then I started towards the door. But I stopped as I caught a glimpse of myself in a glass reflection. I was still wearing my wig and makeup, and I was still dressed in skimpy lingerie. “Give me a minute!” I called out, rushing into the bathroom to quickly clean myself up. I washed my face, pulled off my wig, and then I threw a towel around my naked body. The person knocked at my door again. “Just ten more seconds!” I called out. I scrubbed my face again, getting the last of the mascara out from my eyelashes.

Then I answered the door and saw my mysterious drug rep standing in my doorway. “Seth—nice to see you again,” he said. He looked me up and down with a curious look. “I have to ask—have you been taking those pills I gave to you?”

“I have—and they work,” I said. “I haven’t heard any ringing since I took the first pill. It’s a miracle.”

“And what about the side-effects. We’ve given the drug to sixty people now, and only a handful of them are still taking the drug. And they’ve all experienced… well—maybe you can tell me.” He looked down my body carefully, as if to check to see how my body had changed. His gaze stopped on my chest for a moment, which was only covered by a large towel.

I bit down on my bottom lip. “I don’t mind the changes,” I said. “In fact, the tinnitus being gone is kind of just a bonus, if you know what I mean.”

He nodded his head slowly. “Yes, that’s the same thing the other testers said—the ones who are still taking the drug. I suppose you’ve noticed the reduced size of your… you know.”

“Yes,” I said.

“And you don’t mind? What about the development of your… you know?” He looked at my chest.

“They’re coming along nicely,” I said, feeling my cheeks turning red.

He laughed nervously. “Yes, well, I thought you would be a good candidate. You certainly had the same features that the others have—the smaller build, the softer facial features. I’m glad to hear that the side-effects haven’t been too… jarring.”

“They were jarring at first. I don’t think I would have taken the first dose had you told me what it would do—but I’m glad I took it.”

“So you want to continue the trial?” he asked. I noticed he was holding a box. “It’s the same drug, but a bit stronger. You might notice the changes will happen faster now.”

I wanted to grab that box out from his hands. I couldn’t wait to start on the stronger drug. I couldn’t wait to see what was next in my sissy journey. And I couldn’t wait to feel another thick cock buried deep in my asshole.

THE END
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THE SISSY VIRUS


A probe that was sent into outer space has returned to earth, and a small team of scientists has been brought in to research the strange new virus that it has brought back with it. Among the crew is Dr. Robert Andrews, a researcher specializing in viruses and bacteria.

Just a few days into his research, Robert accidentally infects himself with the alien disease, and over the next couple of weeks, he begins to notice some changes: the shrinking of his manhood, the growing of breasts, and a peculiar attraction to well-endowed men.
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Robert Andrews was only called in when the situation was of the utmost seriousness. In fact, in the twenty years Robert had been a member of the government-sponsored American Biohazard Control Team, he’d never been called in at all, until that early April morning.

There were only five members in that government sponsored team, nicknamed the ABC’s—all top members in their respective fields. Robert had met the other members back when the group was started, back when Bill Clinton was still the president of the country (a country he hadn’t lived in for fifteen years). It was the only time Robert ever got to meet Bill Clinton. As far as Robert was concerned, Bill seemed like a bit of a weirdo. When the six of them were in private (Bill Clinton, Robert Andrews, and the four other team members), Bill started going off on some alien conspiracies, claiming he suspected his advisors weren’t telling him everything. “If there ever is an alien attack, it will be with a virus,” Bill Clinton said, and Robert did his best not to laugh. Robert didn’t believe in aliens—especially evil aliens, like in the old movies he used to watch late at night with his brother.

When the army officials came to pick Robert up from his home that early April morning, and they said that it was an important matter concerning the American Biohazard Control Team, Robert’s heart sank into his gut. Was there an alien threat? That was the first question he asked General Smith at the airstrip, before they got onto the plane destined for the secure, underground laboratory in Nevada. The general shook his head. “No, not exactly. We will brief you on everything once we’re at the lab.”

Robert wasn’t able to relax much on the fourteen-hour plane ride, knowing that whatever he was being sent to look at was serious—a threat to human life. The ABC protocol could only be enacted by the president himself, which meant he was about to be dealing with something a lot more deadly than the cold virus he’d been researching for the past decade at his quaint university laboratory. He wished he would have had some warning. He would have at the very least gotten his hair cut, and maybe he would have bought some new clothes. He worked alone at his lab, rarely disturbed by students or other researchers. Rather than wasting time getting his hair cut every few months, he just kept his long hair tied up behind his head, and rather than buying new clothes, he just kept his old, ratty ones covered up by his lab coat.

“You know, as part of the ABC Team, you really should live in the United States,” General Smith said.

“To be honest, I forgot I was part of the team fifteen years ago,” Robert said. He’d moved to Poland in 2005, where research grants were better and more plentiful—not to mention, the cost of research was far less, and access to specialty equipment was beyond easy.

As they flew over the Colorado mountain range, Robert couldn’t help but nervously wonder if he really was the best man for the job. He was put on the ABC team twenty years ago—surely there have been more qualified virus researchers since then. Seeing as the program dealt with matters of national security, shouldn’t they be updating their teams at least every decade?

The plane brought Robert and General Smith to an air force base, an hour drive away from the secret lab. They drove a jeep right up to the door of the base. “We’ll need to go through decontamination,” General Smith said. Decontamination consisted of six empty rooms. They spent over thirty minutes in each room, changing their clothes, showering, sitting in plumes of various gasses, showering again, and so on. By the time they were in the actual laboratory, fifty feet underground, Robert was exhausted and ready to go to sleep. He’d been awake for nearly twenty hours—but General Smith insisted that the briefing happen before Robert got some shuteye.

General Smith brought Robert into a large, white room, where the other four members of the team were hanging out. He hadn’t seen those guys since that day at the White House, twenty years before. Now, he didn’t recognize any of them, as if he’d never met them at all in his life. But they all looked up at him as if he was the most familiar face they’d ever seen. “Dr. Andrews finally decides to show up!” one of the men said, springing to his feet.

As he stepped up to greet Robert, Robert vaguely recognized the man. He was the youngest of the group, only eighteen when the team was put together. Robert remembered thinking he looked even younger that day at the White House, like he was a fourteen-year-old child, with clothes that were too baggy for his small body and a soft face that any grandmother would love to pinch. Now, he was tall and muscular, but he still had that unmistakable baby-face. “Leonard, right?” Robert said, taking his hand for a shake. Leonard was much taller than Robert, but most people, women included, were much taller than Robert. He’d always been short and thin, but he hadn’t cared the slightest bit since his high-school days.

“That’s right, Dr. Leonard Frank. Nice to see you again. We’ve got quite the discovery to show you.”

The other men stood up and re-introduced themselves, but within five minutes, Robert had forgotten all of their names. He had always been terrible with names. Most people had to remind him a good five times before their name stuck in his memory. Robert probably only remembered Leonard’s name because he’d introduced himself to Bill Clinton at least five times—his face was so red, and his mother was there with him, before they all went into the Oval Office for a private meeting. Or maybe Robert remembered him because of how impressive he was at such a young age, programming software that can quickly analyse molecular compounds, far more accurately than any existing software at the time. Come to think of it, Robert still used that software at his lab in Poland.

Along with General Smith, the team went into the next room over. The room was lined with cages, filled with mice, rabbits, and chimps. “So what was so important that I had to fly all the way from Poland?” Robert asked.

“We have a real-life alien, here in the lab,” Leonard said with a long grin on his face.

Robert felt his heart stutter. An alien? He looked around but could only see mice, bunnies, and monkeys—nothing that looked anything like an alien.

“The probe that just returned from Mars’s moon, Phobos, brought back a little surprise—take a look,” Leonard said, motioning towards a microscope. Robert took a look.

In the viewfinder, he could see them swimming around: little tiny red circles, with green dots in the middle. To a normal person, the little virus cells wouldn’t look all that interesting. To Robert, they were mind-blowing, unlike anything he’d ever seen before. They multiplied so quickly—each cell splitting every dozen seconds or so—and they moved so peculiarly, as if the little cells were hunting in packs, floating around until an unaffected cell was nearby and then they would lunge and attach themselves. It reminded him of HIV, but acting much, much quicker.

“The probe landed in a small field, which has been quarantined to the best of our abilities,” General Smith said, “but these guys tell me that no amount of quarantining can stop a virus that duplicates this quickly. It’s just a matter of time before the virus is picked up by animals and then, eventually, humans. Before that happens, we need to figure out what the virus does and how we can stop it. Leonard ran some scenarios through a simulation.”

“If we’re lucky, we’ve got two months before this is an epidemic—whatever it is,” Leonard said, his face suddenly very serious. The whole team looked at Robert as if he was their only hope, as if he would have something world-saving and profound to say now that he’d seen the virus for himself.

Robert had nothing to say. He was speechless. There had only been two viruses in history that had been successfully eradicated. It took many decades to come up with treatments for some of the nastier viruses, like HIV, and there were still viruses that had no functioning treatments. And they were hoping Robert could come up with something in a couple of months?
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Robert spent the next week with his eyes glued to a microscope, skipping lunch most days and skipping breakfast every day. The pressure was tremendous. They still didn’t know what the virus did to the host. They had ten chimps, twenty bunnies, and over one-hundred mice infected with the strain from the mysterious Martian moon. So far, none of them seemed to be acting any differently, even once their blood samples showed a complete takeover.

A week into the experiments, Robert realized the team had mislabelled the chimps’ cages, getting their genders wrong consistently. It wasn’t the biggest deal in the world, but it was still a mistake better left unmade. What if the virus had an effect on reproductive systems? What if it sterilized the host? In such cases, getting the animals’ genders correct was important. But Robert couldn’t blame his teammates, all of whom were taken by surprise when they were picked up by army officials at their homes, and all of whom were under a tremendous amount of pressure—possibly the future of humanity resting on their shoulders. It’s easy to make mistakes under that kind of pressure.

It’s also easy to make mistakes when you have to wear heavy contamination suits that cover the entire body. Robert’s plastic mask kept fogging up whenever he tried to get a close look at something, and the fingers of the gloves were a half-inch too long, and kept scrunching up every time he tried to pick anything up. He had to be exceptionally careful, seeing as he was dealing with potentially deadly virus samples.

Trying to collect samples using syringe needles was especially difficult in the suits. Robert held his breath every time he pulled a sample from a petri dish and brought it to one of the animals to infect. One little slip, and that needle would have no issue going through the contamination suit. And given how fast the virus multiplied under the microscope—one little prick was enough to be contaminated.

He went to infect one of the rabbits, who had its back turned to him, while narrating his every move into a voice recorder (which was how he kept his notes). He took a deep breath in. As he brought the needle down, his visor began to fog up. He should have stopped and waited for the fogginess to clear, but with just a few weeks left before a potential global catastrophe, he decided there was no time to wait. He pushed the needle down. The rabbit jumped up, startled, kicking back. The rabbit’s little paws pushed the needle back, spinning it around. Robert felt a prick in the palm of his hand.

His heart stopped for a moment. He dropped the needle and jumped back, looking down at his hand. Now his visor was really fogged up—he could see nothing. And the fog wasn’t going away as his breathing rate accelerated. Had he actually been pricked or was it just in his mind, his paranoia getting the better of him? There was no pain in the palm of his hand—maybe the needle didn’t actually break through the suit. And even if it did, it was just a tiny prick; the virus wouldn’t necessarily be able to transfer that quickly.

Heart now slamming rapidly into his ribcage, he made his way into the decontamination room. He needed to get out of his suit and inspect his hand. Once he got into the second decontamination room, he threw off his suit and raced into the shower, staring closely at his hand. There was a tiny red dot, but he wasn’t entirely sure it was from the needle, and as far as he could tell, it hadn’t broken skin. It could have just been a little rash, or maybe he’d poked his hand on the plane ride from Poland…

There was only one way to know for sure: a blood sample. But before a blood sample could prove anything, he needed to wait a full day. If he was infected with that fast-acting virus, within a day, he would be able to see it in abundance under the microscope. Until then, he had to wait—and the wait was torture, especially as he tried to play it cool around the others.

He shouldn’t have left the contamination zone until he was certain he didn’t have it. If he was infected, he could easily be spreading it to the others, putting their lives in danger as well as his own. He didn’t want that. But if he was infected, what would they do? Would they lock him up in the contamination zone until there was a cure—if there ever was a cure? He didn’t want that either.

Understandably, Robert didn’t sleep at all that night. He couldn’t go more than five minutes without flicking on the light and staring closely at the palm of his hand, at that tiny red dot, which could have been nothing at all, or it could have been certain death. It kind of looked like the small remnants of a pimple, or maybe a tiny bug bite—or maybe a mark from a penetrating needle…

When five in the morning rolled around, Robert realized he wasn’t going to get any sleep until he knew whether or not he was infected. So he got out of bed and quietly made his way through the facility to the lab where he took a quick blood sample. And sure enough, under the microscope, he could see the little red circles, quickly taking over every cell in his body. He was infected with the strange Martian virus. He ran to the bathroom and threw up.

It was hard to believe he had very long to live, considering how aggressive the virus was. All of the animals were still alive, and still in surprisingly good health, but that could change at any moment—and as far as anyone knew, the virus acted differently in humans than it did in other animals, just like with many other viruses.

Robert stared at himself in the mirror. His face was pale—likely just from the shock, and not from the infection. He tried to gather his composure, but it was easier said than done. He had so much he still wanted to do with his life. He’d never been married, he’d never had kids, he’d dedicated his whole life to his work, and now that his life was possibly reaching its end, he wondered if that was the right decision. Was he really that dedicated to his work, or was it just something he’d been good at, something to pay the bills, something to justify the life he never ended up having? Now, looking back at his life, it all seemed so meaningless. He’d spent nearly two decades researching the cold virus, trying to think of ways to eliminate the common cold—but who cares? The common cold is annoying, sure, but no one ever dies from it; it wasn’t worth a man’s lifetime to eradicate.

Robert considered removing himself from the equation—committing suicide. It was bad enough he’d gotten himself infected. He wouldn’t have been able to live with the guilt of getting others infected. But he couldn’t do it—he wouldn’t even know how to do it. But he had to do something—there were another six scientists arriving at the lab later that afternoon to assist with tests and experiments, which meant there would be eleven possible victims. That was a lot of potential blood to put on one man’s hands.

As he stood in the bathroom, staring at himself, he heard someone in the halls. He wasn’t the only one awake. His heart started to race. He needed to avoid any possible contact. Carefully, he poked his head out and made sure there was no one in sight. Then, he jogged across the hallway, into the decontamination room that led into the laboratory. If he was in the lab, in a contamination suit, he couldn’t possibly infect anyone else.

Leonard walked past the window and waved at Robert. Robert forced a smile and waved back. Leonard was walking to the shower room, with nothing but a towel around his waist. He was impressively built, his chest stacked and his arms bulging with muscles. He was surprisingly handsome for a scientist. Even his back, which Robert was now watching, was impressively defined. Robert shook his head and turned around—why was he so distracted by Leonard’s hard body? Since when had he even noticed another man’s muscles before? It must be some delusion from lack of sleep, he thought, and then he went to check on the animal test subjects.

He took blood samples from all of them, lining all of the samples up to be inspected under the microscope. The animals all seemed perfectly normal, which gave Robert a tiny bit of relief. If the virus hadn’t killed them right away, then there was a good chance it wasn’t going to kill him right away—though it was no guarantee.

A real wave of relief washed over him when he started to inspect the blood samples. The virus was almost completely gone in all of them. Where did it go? Did it just pass through their systems overnight? Were they possibly dealing with a harmless infection that only lasted a few days? Even though he had no definitive proof, Robert wasn’t just feeling relieved, he was feeling excited, as if he’d received a new lease on life—as if the whole world had just received a new lease on life. A virus as aggressive as that one could have easily wiped out all life on the face of the planet, but instead it was seemingly benign. But if it didn’t do any damage, then what exactly did it do?
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Over the next few days, Robert made sure to wake up a few hours before everyone else, going into the lab to run a few tests on himself, to make sure he wasn’t reacting negatively to the virus. He checked his heart rate, his blood pressure, his urine, and a small blood sample before his teammates’ morning alarms went off. As far as he could tell, the virus did nothing.

There were a few small differences that he’d been noticing, but he hadn’t attributed them to the virus. His skin and hair felt strangely soft, which he assumed was just a by-product of the warm humidity in the facility. On his fourth infected morning in the facility, as he looked in the mirror, he noticed his breasts were slightly larger—as if he was developing man-boobs—though he blamed that on his poor diet over the weeks spent in the lab. They were spoiled in that underground facility—the kitchen and all of the personal rooms were stuffed with junk food, and General Smith had brought in an incredible chef, so no one would have to waste any time cooking or preparing meals. Robert couldn’t help but notice a bit of weight in his butt, too.

But it was on his seventh day infected with the virus that he realized he hadn’t shaved in a few days—nearly six days, to be accurate. Usually he shaved once every two days, but now, he didn’t have a single hair on his face. Even the hair on his arms and legs seemed to have thinned out. He ran his fingers across his face. His skin was strangely smooth, not even a tiny bit of stubble. He stripped down and took a good look at his naked body in the mirror. His breasts had grown even more. He wasn’t putting weight on anywhere else, so could he really call them man-boobs?

He quickly noticed his cock appeared much smaller. The whole facility was temperature controlled at seventy-degrees, Fahrenheit, so he couldn’t blame shrinkage. Upon closer inspection, his ball sack was empty and it seemed to be shrinking—his testicles had receded back into his body. A panic he hadn’t felt in almost a week returned to him. His body was changing rapidly, there was no question about it.

When he returned to the lab and continued his experiments on a pair of rabbits, and he started speaking to his voice recorder, he noticed his voice was different: higher, softer. He tried clearing his throat and speaking again, but nothing changed. He couldn’t even realistically force his voice back to normal. He played the tape back. His voice sounded like that of a woman.

His heart started racing. He couldn’t think straight. He tried running a few more experiments, but he kept screwing up his samples, mixing up his notes, becoming tongue-tied, so he called it a day. He returned to his room and locked himself in, flicking the ‘do not disturb’ light on.

In the animals, the virus ran its course within about twelve days, which meant Robert only had four or five days left. But his body was changing quickly, and given the course of his changes thus far, he would be a full-blown female after the five remaining days, unless things started to revert back to normal as his antibodies started to fend off the virus. He looked at his cock again. In just a few hours, it seemed smaller, as if it was shrinking into his body. Hopefully those antibodies start working soon, he thought.

Luckily, all of the other scientists were too busy with their own experiments to notice Robert’s absence. He decided it would be best to let the virus run its course in the isolated safety of his own bedroom until he was back to normal.

He drank as much water as he could and he took a sleeping pill. In his years of research into the common cold, he’d discovered that the only way to speed up the healing process was by drinking plenty of fluids and getting lots of sleep. After countless very expensive drug trials, nothing had come close to the benefits of sleep and water.

But when Robert woke up in the morning, after sleeping for nearly eleven hours, things weren’t any better. They were much worse. He pulled the covers away as soon as he was awake. His penis was nearly gone entirely. On his chest were two C-cup breasts that had all the characteristics of real breast tissue, and there seemed to be a hole forming where his ball sack was receding: it was obviously the beginning of a fresh, new pussy. As he reached down to feel the forming slit, his hand trembled. How was it possible? How could a virus change the human physiology in just the span of a few days?

He waited nighttime before sneaking out from his room to go and check on his test subjects, to ensure they were still healthy and normal. None of Robert’s t-shirts would fit properly over his growing bust and his pants suddenly looked terribly unflattering, and even with his belt, they wouldn’t stay up, as if his hips had shrunk considerably. So he made a trip to the supply room where there were plenty of sterile clothing options. The selections were dated, and had been stored in that room since the 90’s, but Robert needed something until his body returned to normal.

All of the male clothes didn’t fit quite right on his body. The shirts were all too baggy (there were no sizes smaller than a medium, which would have fit Robert fine a week before), and the pants were way too big. Opening up a box of female clothes, Robert sighed. It wasn’t ideal, but it didn’t really matter. He just needed something he could wear around the facility at night, so he wasn’t naked (the decontamination rooms were cold because of gas requirements). Besides, he would be wearing a lab coat over whatever he picked out anyway.

He found a blue, knit tank-top top that fit just fine (and there were twenty replicas of the same shirt). His forming tits were plainly visible through the shirt, so he dug around for a bra, finding one at the bottom of the same box. There were a few pairs of full-legged pants, but nothing that fit him right. In one of the boxes, he found a skirt that he was reluctant to put on. He held it up to his body with a sigh. He had no other choices, so he put the skirt on. He checked himself out in the window reflection. He actually looked kind of cute in the outfit. He did a little spin, watching his skirt lift gently off of the ground.

He didn’t look half-bad as a woman. In fact, he couldn’t help but feel as though his new feminine features complimented his smaller stature.

He looked around to make sure no one was watching before doing a series of small hops, watching his tits bounce up and down. It was strangely fun. He cupped his tits and gave them a firm squeeze. They were sensitive, but it felt nice with the right amount of pressure. His nipples were so sensitive, they almost hurt to touch. He looked around again to make sure no one had been watching, and then he threw on his lab coat, covering up his feminine attire in the off chance someone woke up and decided to see what he was up to.

Once in the lab, he decided to check the labelled genders of all the infected rabbits and mice, and then he checked the animals themselves to see whether the genders were correct. The labels, which had been printed before the animals were infected, were consistently wrong. But it was no mistake—the virus changed the animals’ genders.

Robert couldn’t believe it was possible, even though he himself was living proof. There were men and women on the planet who would pay a lot of money for a virus like this, he thought to himself—assuming it could be contained and controlled. Sex reassignment operations would be a thing of the past, going under the knife would be totally redundant. All Robert needed to do was find away to make the virus controllable, and non-contagious.

And he needed to make sure it was reversible. He took samples from the animals, ensuring the virus was no longer in their systems, and then he re-infected them. In a week or so, he would know if the contagion could reverse itself, or if the animals were stuck with their new gender—if he was going to be stuck a woman for the rest of his life.


CHAPTER 4
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By the twelfth day of his infection, the virus had worked its way out from Robert’s system, but it didn’t take his femininity with it. He was left with a pair of tits and an extremely realistic vagina where his cock and balls used to be. He didn’t have the equipment or the knowledge to see whether his testicles were indeed still inside of his body, or if they’d somehow changed into ovaries. He had no way of knowing whether he was capable of becoming pregnant without impregnating himself, which was not an experiment he was about to undertake.

So whether or not the virus had made him a fully biological woman, he couldn’t be sure, but he certainly looked like a woman. Even the shape of his face had changed slightly: enough that he wasn’t sure others would easily recognize him. He had to look closely to recognize himself.

His tits had grown further, into D-cups, and his waist had shrunk further. His hourglass figure was actually quite adorable. There were plenty of women who would have killed for a figure like that—it was a shame it was wasted on him.

But unless he wanted to keep working strictly at night, doing his best to avoid the other scientists and General Smith (who had left for the Pentagon for a few weeks), he needed to come up with a disguise. He found himself back in the supply room, digging through boxes, seeing what he had at his disposal. He found a few more outfits that fit nicely, but he was going to need more than just outfits.

Two of the new scientists that had arrived were women; perhaps they had something he could use. He snuck into their bathrooms and dug through their things. One of the women had a large makeup kit. Robert stole a few things from the bottom of the kit, hoping she wouldn’t notice them missing. They looked unused: mascara, eye shadow, and eyeliner.

He crept back into his own bathroom and tried the makeup supplies out, needing a few trial runs before he was able to make himself look good. The makeup made a big difference, making him look even less recognizable, and even more feminine. For the first time outside of the shower, Robert let his long blonde hair down, letting it fall over his shoulders. And as he looked at himself in the mirror, he realized he wasn’t a him anymore. There was nothing male about him, aside from his male memories and possibly some internal organs (though he had yet to confirm that). Until he figured out whether he could be switched back, he needed to get used to being a her.

But what would she call herself? The first name that came to mind was Valerie. She spent a few minutes trying to think of other options, but Valerie kept popping back into her head, so Valerie it was—her new name, until further notice, was Valerie.

She figured she could tell the others she was Robert’s sister, which would explain the similar facial features, weight, and height. Valerie Andrews. If anyone asked, Robert had to fly home for personal matters for a couple of weeks. It’s not like anyone knew Robert didn’t have a sister who worked in the same field of study. Besides, she would continue to do her best to avoid the others, and avoid the possibility of being recognized, but at least now she could operate during the day, and she had the option to be out during regular hours.

She took her new clothes and her little stolen makeup kit to a new bedroom. She hid her male clothes neatly away in the supply room, at the bottom of a box in a far corner, where no one would ever think to look for them. Then, she took another look in the mirror. Now that the shock was starting to wear off, she could finally come to the reality that she was a woman, that the woman staring back at her in the mirror was her.

She watched herself as she felt her body, running her hands over her tits and then down her sides. Her skin was so incredibly soft, and her tits were so supple. She loved the way they felt when she gently bounced them, squeezed them, and fondled her nipples.

She slipped out from the tiny pair of panties she’d nabbed from the supply room, taking a closer look at her pussy. How was it scientifically possible, within just the span of a couple of weeks? She ran her finger down the length of her slit, sending a warm pulse through her body; it was tremendously sensitive. But how on earth was it possible?

Using both of her hands, she carefully spread open her pussy, gently touching the inside with the tips of her soft fingers. Another series of warm pulses were sent buzzing through her body. As far as Valerie could tell, there was nothing abnormal about the pussy—it was a biological replica—it was completely real. She sunk her finger down her tight hole, wondering how the hole was able to form, and was it just a hole, or was it really a vagina?

As she pulled her finger out, her knuckle gently grazed her clit, sending a powerful jolt through her body. Her eyes opened wide. It was unlike anything she’d ever felt—nothing on the male body is nearly that sensitive. She carefully tickled it, making her knees tremble. She had to take a seat on the edge of her bed. My God, she thought, this really is the real thing. Drawing small circles, she carefully rubbed her clit. Jolt after jolt filled her, culminating between her legs, filling her with a euphoric warmth. With her other hand, she gently stroked the length of her slit, slipping in deeper and deeper until her finger was in her hole. She was suddenly wet, dripping slightly on her bed sheets. Valerie ran her finger through the stray dribble. It wasn’t cum or any other bodily fluid a male could produce. And if it really was natural lubricant, then maybe she really was a full-blown female, quite possibly capable of having a period and becoming pregnant.

She continued to rub her clit, partially out of curiosity and partially because it felt amazing, the warm euphoric jolts becoming stronger and stronger, making her legs tremble. She sighed as she let her head fall back, her knees rising up. She continued rubbing her clit with one hand, penetrating herself over and over with the fingers of the other. As she closed her eyes, the image of a handsome man came to her mind. He was laying on his back, naked, with his big, hard erection in his hand. Staring right into Valerie’s eyes, he began to stroke his throbbing cock. His muscles were big and bulging—

Valerie stopped abruptly. Why was she fantasizing about a man? She didn’t like men—at least she never had before. Was that a by-product of the viral transformation? Did her brain change physiologically as well?

She reached down to rub herself again, but that image just came back, as if it refused to leave her mind. Too disturbed by the mental picture, she decided to call it quits and leave her lady-bits alone for the night. She had more important things to concern herself with, after all, like figuring out how to keep the virus from infecting the whole world, finding out whether there were damaging side-effects to the viral transformation, and whether it can be reversed or not.

But before she could get to the bottom of her big issues, she needed to sleep.


CHAPTER 5
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Valerie woke up to the red light of her alarm clock, blinking 12:00. There must have been a small power outage in the night, resetting all of the digital clocks. She looked around for her watch, and then realized she’d left it in her other room: in Robert’s room. With the clocks reset, there was no easy way of knowing what time it was; the only windows were up a long elevator and on the other side of multiple decontamination rooms. There was, however, a security camera at the facility’s main entrance, which could at least determine whether it was day or night.

Valerie slipped on her blue tank-top and a pair of panties and quickly walked down the hall to the security room and checked the camera’s feed. It appeared to be early morning, the sun just barely gracing the desert horizon. The facility was quiet—it must have still been early enough that everyone was still asleep. So assuming she had the place to herself, she made her way to the dining room to grab a quick bite to eat.

She froze momentarily as she entered the dining room. There were six people sitting at a table, all becoming silent and turning to look at her. She pulled the base of her tank-top down to cover her panties, her cheeks quickly turning red. “I’m sorry,” she said, feeling tremendously exposed. Among the group of scientists was Leonard. He looked at her curiously, his head tilted slightly.

“Can we help you find something or someone?” someone asked.

One of the men, an older fellow with grey-tinged hair, was checking Valerie’s body out. It was in that moment that she realized she wasn’t wearing her bra and her knit tank-top was see-thru, especially now that she was tugging it down and stretching it thin. “I’m okay, I just—I didn’t think anyone was awake.” She backed out of the room awkwardly, her face becoming even redder. Her first public act as a woman, and she’d practically shown everyone her tits. God, she felt stupid. She ran back to her room with her hands behind her back, covering her butt in case anyone was watching from behind.

Luckily, she still had her makeup on from the night before, and she was still hardly recognizable. She knew that any embarrassments she endured as a woman would be erased and nullified as soon as she transformed back into a man, assuming such a thing was even possible.

But still, the incident was so embarrassing, she couldn’t help but consider hiding out in her bedroom until her gender was reversed and things were back to normal. After giving the redness in her face a few minutes to flush out, she got properly dressed and decided to skip breakfast, heading for the lab to start work for the day.

Outside of the decontamination room, she ran into Leonard, who was walking in the other direction. “Hello again,” he said.

She couldn’t stop her face from turning red again, remembering the humiliating encounter in the dining room. “Hi,” she said softly. She tried her best not to make eye-contact. Her physiology was almost entirely unfamiliar, but her eyes were still the same. She didn’t know whether Leonard would be able to recognize her eyes, and she wasn’t interested in finding out. She did have very distinct hazel eyes with a thin blue ring around the edge of her irises.

“I’m Leonard,” he said, reaching out his hand.

Valerie had no choice but to look him in the eyes—it would have been rude not to, during a greeting. “Valerie,” she said.

“What’s your field of study?” Leonard asked.

“Microbiology. I’m filling in for Dr. Andrews. He had to go home to deal with some personal matters. I’m his sister.”

A smile came upon Leonard’s face, as if that was the clue that had been teasing him since he first saw Valerie in the dining room—that was why she looked so familiar. “Ah, I can see the resemblance. You aren’t twins, by any chance, are you?”

“No, but we got that a lot growing up,” Valerie said. She bit the edge of her tongue in an attempt to control her rapidly beating heart. It worked a little bit. As far as she could tell, Leonard seemed to believe everything she was saying, and now she didn’t have to worry so much about him picking out her familiarities. “I should be getting to work,” she said, turning towards the lab door.

Leonard opened the door for her. “By all means,” he said.

“It was nice meeting you,” Valerie said, looking over her shoulder with a smile.

“Well I hope you aren’t sick of me, because I’m coming into the lab myself.” He followed her into the decontamination room. Valerie’s heart sunk into her gut. The casual hallway encounter felt risky enough—now she had to spend thirty minutes in decontamination with Leonard? There was nothing to do in the decontamination rooms, so thirty minutes felt more like three hours. And to make matters worse, in order to get through decontamination, you need to strip down and shower before slipping into a contamination suit, and the shower area was big and open, and there was no male and female separation. Scientists don’t generally care about trivial matters, like seeing one another naked, and whoever had designed the shower room cared even less.

Leonard didn’t hesitate. With his back to Valerie, he pulled his shirt off and then slipped out from his pants, placing them in one of the storage bins. Valerie found herself frozen, staring at Leonard’s naked body, the tip of his long, flaccid cock dangling between his muscular thighs. She wondered why a scientist needed to be so fit and so buff, and she wondered why it was such a mesmerizing sight. He reached his arms in the air and stretched out, his many muscles flexing and bulging. He looked like a Greek god, like he was a statue that came to life.

Valerie spun around as Leonard began to turn. Her heart was racing. As Robert, she’d stripped down with others around in decontamination rooms many times, but this felt different. She felt suddenly vulnerable and overly exposed, even before she had her shirt off. She looked over her shoulder. Leonard was respectfully looking away from her, waiting patiently. They couldn’t get into the shower room until her clothes were sealed securely in a storage bin.

Carefully, she pulled her tank-top over her head and then she unclipped her bra, letting her perky tits hang loose. She reached down and undid the button of her skirt, letting the little skirt fall down to the floor. As she bent over to shimmy down her panties, she saw Leonard in the window reflection, staring at her perky butt, his cheeks a shade of rose. He bit the corner of his lip. He had no idea she could see him.

After a deep breath, she pulled the panties down, exposing her bare bum and her tight pussy. Valerie, as Robert, had been in many decontamination rooms with women before, and she’d never been tempted to stare at them, but then again, the women she’d shared decontamination showers with had never been quite as stunning as Valerie was now, with her thin, curvy frame, and her big, perky tits. Even when she caught her own reflection in a nearby window, she couldn’t help but stare for a moment, still surprised by how good she looked as a lady. And in Leonard’s defence, Valerie was taking every chance she could get to stare at Leonard’s chiselled, naked body.

Valerie and Leonard made their way into the shower room. They each went to opposite ends, out of mutual respect, and began showering, keeping their backs to one another. Valerie couldn’t help but throw the occasional glance Leonard’s way, watching the warm water running down his rigid muscles. At one point, he was turned towards her, his eyes closed as he washed his face. She could see the entirety of his cock—it was long and thick, and even flaccid it looked rigid and heavy. His abs were an impressive sight—He opened his eyes and Valerie looked away quickly.

As she ran her bar of soap between her legs, she felt a familiar warm buzz pulsing through her body. She still couldn’t believe how sensitive her pussy was, how good it felt to rub her clit. Just rubbing the soap off of her wet slit, she was starting to feel that familiar euphoria filling her body. Her nipples became hard. It’s a good thing women don’t show their arousal the way men do, by getting erections, she thought, otherwise this would be a very awkward shower session.

She looked up and realized she could see Leonard in the window reflection, his impressively-toned back to her. She watched him as he rubbed suds all over his hard body. Keeping a close eye on him, she began to rub her clit—this time for recreation and not for cleaning-sake—ready to pull her hand away at a moment’s notice. Her legs trembled slightly. Leonard was built just like the man from her previous fantasy. She wondered how big his cock was when he was hard, whether it would fit in her tight snatch, and how good it would feel to be plunged mercilessly. With muscles as big as his, he probably fucked hard and relentless.

She slipped two fingers into her warm pussy. Leonard bent over, picking up a dropped bar of soap. Muscles she’d never seen before on a man flexed sharply. God, he was handsome—why did a scientist need to be so handsome. She pushed her fingers deeper into her wet cunt. “Fuck,” she muttered gently under her breath. The trembling in her legs became stronger.

Leonard turned around and she pulled her fingers out quickly, running her hands casually down her legs as if she’d just been washing off suds. Her nipples were as hard as rocks, tingling, begging her to rub herself for just one more minute. She resisted, finishing up her shower and making her way into the next sector to put on her decontamination suit.

They sat together for twenty minutes in the temperature-controlled decontamination room as different gasses were filtered in and out, killing any bacteria on their bodies that the showers couldn’t kill. Valerie asked Leonard what he was doing in the lab, also asking (and pretending she didn’t already know) what Leonard’s field of study was.

“I’m just checking on some things,” he said. “I ran some data through my system, and I came across some irregularities. I have a theory that I know what the virus might be doing, but I can’t be sure until I see it with my own eyes.”

Valerie’s heart stuttered. He had a theory? What theory? If his theory ended up to be correct, then would he suspect that Valerie wasn’t who she seemed to be—that she was really the infected version of Robert? “What’s your theory?” Valerie asked.

“I’d rather not say, in case it’s wrong. I wouldn’t want to have you wasting any of your time looking into my crazy ideas. Besides, what my data is showing doesn’t seem biologically possible.” He was being too vague to know for sure, but it sure sounded like he was on the right track, Valerie thought. She forced a smile and then tried to change the subject.
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All of the animal test subjects that were infected a second time were starting to show signs that they were turning back into their natural genders. It was a major relief for Valerie, knowing that she could return to being Robert—though she was going to wait to make sure the re-infected animals all made the transition safely before re-infecting herself. Better safe than sorry.

While she was drawing blood samples from one of the rabbits, she noticed Leonard opening up one of the cages, taking a rabbit out, and checking out its genitalia. Valerie’s heart skipped a beat; why would he be checking out its genitalia unless he suspected the virus had something to do with gender swapping? “Very interesting,” Leonard said, putting the rabbit back.

“What’s that?” Valerie asked.

“Oh, nothing. I don’t want to say anything until I confirm the data,” Leonard said with a smile. “Thanks for sharing the lab with me this morning.” Leonard made his way back to the decontamination room.

At some point, Valerie thought, they were all going to need to find out, whether they found out themselves or whether Valerie broke the news to them. She was hoping to have made the full transition back to being Robert before she broke the news, so that no one would suspect anything was awry, but with Leonard close to finding out, she didn’t have that luxury.

And if Leonard broke the news, would everyone wonder where Robert went? Especially seeing as he was the one working with the animals, surely they would wonder why it wasn’t him that cracked the case first.

But Valerie had an idea. Once she was finished drawing and testing blood samples (including a blood sample of her own), she wrapped up her work and made her way into the decontamination room. She wasn’t proud of what she was about to do—delaying scientific research to serve her own personal problems—but it needed to be done, or else everyone might find out that she was knowingly infected, walking amongst them and potentially endangering their lives.

After changing out from her decontamination suit, showering, waiting through the series of gas plumes, and changing back into her skirt and her blue tank-top, she went to track Leonard down. She found him in an office at the far end of the facility, working alone, eyes glued to a computer screen. “Hey, do you have a minute?” she said.

Leonard smiled. “Sure, c’mon in,’ he said.

She entered the room. “I just thought I should let you know, that rabbit you were looking at—I didn’t realize until after you’d left—I had it in the wrong cage. I was running some tests and I got them mixed up. The rabbit you were actually looking at was R0088.” She’d memorized that serial number before leaving the lab, knowing it was the identifier of a rabbit of a different gender. Leonard repeated the number out loud and then looked at his computer screen, repeating the number again a few times until he located it on his screen.

“Ah,” he said, “that makes much more sense. We almost had a false alarm on our hands.” He smiled again, looking slightly disappointed, as if she’d just stomped on a week’s worth of work. “I guess it’s back to the drawing board,” he said.

“What was your theory, if you don’t mind my asking?” Valerie asked, stepping further into the room.

“Well, I spent some time looking through the data of R0078, the rabbit I thought I was looking at, and it looked like it had male DNA, even though it was labelled as a female. I didn’t really have a lot to go on—it takes a long time to search through the genetic sequence and find abnormalities like that. Had you not told me you mixed the rabbits up, I probably would have spent the next month looking through the DNA sequence of every other animal in the lab, looking to see if their genetics matched their labelled genders.”

Valerie’s plan had worked—Leonard was off her trail. He was slightly disappointed now, but she had a feeling he would feel more vindicated when she broke the news as Robert in a few weeks. Sure, he might be somewhat angry with Valerie, realizing her rabbit mix-up cost him the breakthrough, but Valerie would no longer exist, so it wouldn’t matter.

Leonard leaned back in his chair. He looked exhausted, as if he’d been up working for days. “Why don’t you take a break?” Valerie asked. “Take the rest of the day off.”

“Maybe,” he said, and then he looked back at his computer screen. “Ah, but there’s still so much to do.”

“You would be able to do it so much more efficiently if you were rested,” Valerie said. She needed to buy as much time as she could, which meant getting Leonard away from his computer for as long as possible. If he took the rest of the day off and remained out of sight, she could spend the afternoon moving around the animals, swapping their tags to hide their swapped genders. She walked around behind Leonard and placed her hands on his shoulders. She started to rub.

“Oh man, where were you two weeks ago?” he said, letting his body sink into his chair.

Rubbing his shoulders was like rubbing two hard stones. There couldn’t have been a single ounce of fat on his muscular body. She had to push down hard so he would feel anything. It didn’t help that her own muscle mass was much less since she’d turned into a woman. Everything felt heavier—even the decontamination suits felt uncomfortably heavy on her body.

She rubbed deep, reaching forward and rubbing as far down as his chest. She would have never admitted it, but she really just wanted to feel his pecs, see if they really felt as big and hard as they looked, and they did. As she rubbed up and down his shoulders and chest, she felt his perky nipples. He let out a long, elated sigh. “Maybe you’re right. Maybe I should take a break for a bit,” he said.

Standing over his shoulders, Valerie could see the bulge of his big cock between his legs. Oh, what she would have given to rub that, to feel it getting hard in her hands, throbbing warmly. She bit her lip, resisting the temptation to just reach down and rub it—resisting the temptation to even fantasize about it. She wasn’t trying to seduce Leonard, she was just trying to distract him.

But when he turned his head to look back at her, she couldn’t help herself: she kissed him, and he kissed back without a moment of hesitation. Her heart started racing with excitement. Her brain was screaming, ‘What the hell are you doing, you idiot?’ but her body wasn’t listening. Their tongues intertwined, and her hands began to explore his chest and abs, feeling out the edges of his thick, sharp muscles, her fingertips running through the deep gaps between his rigid abs.

He spun his chair around and plopped her down on his lap, reaching up and cupping her tits in his hands. She had big tits, but his big hands made them look surprisingly small. He squeezed firmly, eliciting a soft moan from the gender-swapped beauty. She knew she was acting out of line, but she couldn’t help herself, no matter how hard she tried to pull herself away. She wanted him so badly—even though there was a good chance he would find out her real identity once the news of the virus’ reality broke. But as she ran her hands down his impressive muscles, she decided she was willing to take the risk.

She reached down the front of his pants and slipped her fingers around the bare flesh of his meaty cock. She could feel it throbbing and growing. It was warm and already hard. She stroked it gently, tightening her grip until she had a strong hold on the impressive rod. They continued to kiss. After a minute, Leonard looked into her shining eyes and then lifted her up with ease, placing her down on the edge of his desk. He reached up her skirt and pulled her panties down with a swift tug, exposing her moist pussy. He ran his thumb up the length of her slit. His cheeks were red, and all of his muscles were bulging, as if testosterone was surging through his veins.

He dropped to his knees and nestled his face up between her thighs, pressing his nose into her soft pubic hair, and sliding his tongue up and down her plump lips. She had to grab tightly onto the edge of the desk to balance herself as pulses of warm euphoria surged through her body. “Oh shit,” she muttered as his tongue sunk in deeper, penetrating her slightly as it explored the inside of her warm cunt. “Just like that.”

He held her thighs firmly in place while he ate her out. The trembling euphoria was growing stronger and stronger, taking over her body. Clinging onto the edge of the desk was no longer enough. She started to squirm, reaching in every direction for something more secure to hold onto. She ended up sinking one of her hands into Leonard’s hair, her other hand firmly grasping his shoulder. “I’m going to come,” she said, biting down on her tongue. She tried to close her legs tightly together, but Leonard’s hold was too powerful.

With a little flick of her clit, she was coming, moaning uncontrollably. She leaned back and took a deep breath in, her breasts heaving.

Leonard slid back up, taking her and firmly flipping her over, pressing her chest down against his desk. She was too weak from the pulsing ecstasy to resist—not that she wanted to resist. She was completely content surrendering to his impressive strength and his huge cock.

What would he think if he found out he was actually fucking a man—his own colleague? Would he become angry? Enraged? Would he become violent? Valerie knew she was going to have to be careful with what she said from now on, around all of the scientists, and she was going to have to be careful with what she said once she was Robert again—which meant spending some time and creating a convincing alibi, to keep everyone as far away as possible from figuring her true self out.

Leonard pressed his long, hard cock up against her soaking-wet pussy. “Ready?” he asked as the bulging tip teased her damp hole.

“Fuck me,” she said.

He pushed in, stretching her tight cunt wide. “Oh God,” she moaned, her vision blurring for a moment as the euphoria was too overwhelming to handle. She found herself reaching for something to hold onto once again, this time reaching forward and gripping the far end of the desk, her fingers curling tightly around the wooden lip.

Leonard pounded her pussy with speed and force, grunting with every deep penetration. She was so wet; she could hear her own cunt gushing with each tight entry. After just a few seconds, she was coming again, every muscle in her body contracting momentarily as her pussy puckered against Leonard’s impressive cock. “Harder,” she demanded, and then she got what she demanded.

His muscular pelvis slapped hard against her ass. She could feel his hard rod bloating and becoming impossibly harder. “I’m going to come in your fucking pussy,” he said.

“Come inside of me, baby,” she said back, gripping the desk tighter.

He grunted loudly and pounded down hard, and then she felt it, his warm load filling her up deep. “Holy shit,” she said sharply before biting down on her tongue. His load was never-ending, seemingly filling her up until there was no space left to fill. When he pulled out, she felt the whole hot load rushing out of her, running onto the desk and down her legs. It took a moment before she had the energy to move.

“Damn, where were you two weeks ago?” Leonard said with a laugh, helping her up from the desk. She looked into his eyes. That was going to be hard to give up—the female orgasm. The male orgasm was absolutely nothing in comparison.
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Over the next few days, as she waited for the virus to leave the systems of her test subjects, she realized there was a lot she was going to miss about being a woman: the incredible sex, of course, but most of all, just the feeling of being sexy. Men, with the exception of a few male models and movie stars (and maybe Leonard, with his big muscles), don’t get to feel sexy. Women don’t obsess over men they see in the street, they don’t stare, they don’t compliment, they don’t buy men drinks in bars. It was nice, feeling sexy, even just in that isolated lab facility. The few men that were there were consistently so polite to Valerie, and she’d caught them a few times staring at her.

She found herself in the supply room once again, trying to find new clothes to wear. There was so much that looked so good on her. Looking at the male clothes in that supply room, the thought of changing back seemed depressing. The clothes all looked the same, standard shirts with limited options: short-sleeved, long-sleeved, or collared. Then you could wear pants or shorts. And that was it—that was being a man.

She looked at herself in the mirror, lifting up her shirt to check out her perky rack. She cupped her breasts and squeezed them. She couldn’t pinpoint why, but she loved having breasts. She loved the way they made her figure look, the way they sat so prominently on her chest. Staring at her breasts now, she thought: I don’t necessarily have to change back into Robert.

A chill ran down her spine. If she remained Valerie, what would she tell people? When they asked her what happened to Robert, what would she say? When they went looking for him, when another ABC protocol was launched, what would people do when they couldn’t find him? How long before they realized he was really Valerie?

She went back into the hallway with a pile of new clothes she was excited to try out, and then she stopped when she noticed Leonard staring at her. “Valerie?” he said. “Can I talk to you for a minute?” She could tell there was something off about him, something on his mind. She followed him into his office. He closed the door behind her. “I was analysing blood samples from the lab. I think my original theory is right—I think the virus is changing the genders of the subjects.”

Valerie’s heart sank into her gut. She forced a smile. “Really?”

“I think there was some mix-up. You see, I was looking at one sample from R0066, and it said that the rabbit was male and black. And yes, the rabbit was male, but it wasn’t black. I started looking at other tags, and I realized the tags were all wrong—someone mixed them all up. And then I was looking at one of your samples, and I realized it wasn’t from a rabbit at all… It was human—a human female.”

Valerie felt a lump in her throat. “Really?” she said.

“Most concerning of all is the fact there were traces of the virus in the bloodstream. Now, you’re the only woman who’s been in the lab as far as I know…” There was nothing she could think to say. She was caught. If he hadn’t figured out her true identity yet, he was about to. “I’m sorry if this is about to sound absolutely crazy, but you’re Robert Andrews, aren’t you?”

She nearly fell over, oxygen hardly reaching her brain. She tried to think of some excuse, some way to prove him wrong, but she had nothing except for, “I’m sorry.”

“You’ve known for a while, and you didn’t say anything. You risked infecting everyone by leaving that decontamination room—and me, when we…”

“The virus is harmless,” she said, “and the effects are reversible.”

“If they’re reversible, then why are you still—still a woman?” he said, keeping his voice low in case anyone was nearby.

She shrugged her shoulders. She’d known for days that the effects were easily reversed by re-contamination, but she held off on re-infecting herself. She told herself it was because she wanted to make sure it was safe, but she knew just fine that it was safe. She held off on re-infecting herself because she liked being a woman and she didn’t want to give it up. “I’m not contagious, and I haven’t been for a week already,” she said.

“So why are you still a woman?”

“Because I want to be, okay?” she said. Her eyes began to tear up. She felt so stupid and so embarrassed. She’d had the opportunity to put an end to an emergency of national security but she chose her own needs instead. “I’m going to go. I’m sorry for what I did—I couldn’t help myself, but that’s no excuse. Please don’t tell anyone—just tell them I got sick and had to leave.”

She started towards the door but Leonard stopped her, putting his hand on her side and turning her around. He looked down at her, inspecting her body. He shook his head. “You really are a woman. Your genetic code didn’t have a trace of male DNA anywhere in it… Incredible,” he said.

“I’ll leave all of my notes in my room for you to look over. I think the virus can easily be controlled with a simple—” Before she could finish her sentence, Leonard kissed her on the lips. It took a moment for her to compute what was happening before kissing back.

Leonard, like everyone in that facility, was a scientific mind. He didn’t let his emotions dictate his actions. He only cared about facts and statistics. And according to the biological facts, Valerie was a woman. Leonard didn’t care that she used to be a man, that her memories were still mostly from her male life. “You should come forward with your findings later,” Leonard said as he broke their kiss for a moment. “And then we can wrap things up here, and we can all go home.”

“Okay,” Valerie said.

“We can continue research at my lab in Houston—you and I,” he said, looking into her eyes.

Valerie never did re-infect herself with the virus. In fact, at Leonard’s lab in Houston, she was able to create an artificial antibody that stopped the virus from being able to work or spread. Once the antibody was in her system, there was no going back to being Robert—and she couldn’t have been happier, as if it was finally official, she was officially Valerie Andrews.

The virus and the antibody were then sold to a major pharmaceutical company, who packaged and sold it to people wishing to undergo sexual reassignment. First the patient was to take the virus, contained in a small pill, and then two weeks later, they took the antibody, finalizing the transition. It was considered one of the biggest medical breakthroughs in modern medicine, and it would have never come about had Valerie not accidentally infected herself with the sissy-virus in that laboratory.

THE END
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SISSY HYPNO


Kent is a regular ladies man, until he has his confidence rattled when a beautiful blonde mistakes him for a woman. Now he’s desperate to get his confidence back and he’s willing to do anything.

So when he overhears a conversation in a club about a series of tapes called ‘The Sissy Hypno Tapes’, he’s intrigued. Apparently very few men can listen to all of them without losing touch with their manhood. Kent downloads the tapes as soon as he’s home, ready to prove that he’s more of a man than all of the poor souls who lost themselves because of some silly recordings.


CHAPTER 1
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Kent was a man and he was very proud of that fact. He went running almost every morning, worked almost every day, and he always spent his Friday nights in bars, picking up women. Usually he was successful with his pickup attempts, but sometimes he ended up with cold drinks being splashed on his face. “Toxic masculinity,” was the term the angry women used—or sometimes they would call him a ‘misogynist’. Kent liked both—he liked to be reminded that he was a manly man. And he was sure that his manliness was indestructible.

Though he was missing a few manly features. Women were always telling him that he had the best eyelashes. “I would kill to have eyelashes like yours,” they would say—a sentence Kent squirmed at the mere thought of. Also, one time a guy slapped Kent on the ass in a bar, thinking he was a woman from behind. Kent ended up beating the man up—and smashing a chair on the man’s back—before being kicked out and banned from the bar. But unfortunately, Kent did have a slender build, and he wasn’t quite as tall as his friends.

Kent was a busy guy. He didn’t have time to go pump iron at the gym. He worked ten hours each day, sometimes more, and then he still had to make time for his morning runs and his bar hopping and the other hobbies that probably deserved more time than they got. He never understood how men could spend hours in the gym every day. Where did they find the time?

Kent was out with his friend, Andrew, when he saw a beautiful blonde standing at the street corner, waiting for the light to change. Andrew saw her at the same moment, and both men were stopped in their tracks. She looked familiar, though Kent couldn’t figure out why. She had long, smooth legs, which looked even longer thanks to her tiny skirt and tall heels. She wore a white crop top that would have been translucent under the right light—and Kent was praying for that light now. Her lips were plump but light, like a nice slab of Angel food cake, and her eyes were big like they belonged on some anime character. “Look at that,” Andrew said after a moment of complete silence.

“Look at that,” Kent replied.

“Think I’ll ever meet a girl like that?” Andrew asked as he scratched the hairs on his chin. Andrew was recently divorced and back on the hunt for a new partner. He’d asked Kent the same question about a dozen times over the past week, but never because of a girl like the blonde standing in front of them now.

“No,” Kent said bluntly. “Not unless you go meet this one right now.”

He looked over at Andrew and saw that his face was turning a dark shade of red. His body looked tense and uncomfortable, as if the mere suggestion of approaching the beauty was unheard of. “W—What?” Andrew said, stuttering like a terrified teenager.

“Go talk to her. I don’t see any rings on her fingers.”

“I’m probably not her type.”

“How could you know?” Kent said with a big smirk. He liked watching his friend squirm. He liked feeling like the cool one, the calm one, the one that didn’t become red at the sight of a beautiful woman. Kent knew women—he knew how to talk to them and he knew how to seduce them, and they were all the same: beautiful or not. This blonde may have been particularly beautiful, but she was still just a woman, still just an easy target. “Just go and say hi. If she rejects you, who cares?”

Andrew looked over at Kent. His face was dark red now. “Why don’t you go talk to her if you think you’re such a big man,” he said.

Kent was tempted to freeze up, but he fought back the urge. He had to stay loose and cool. He wanted to impress his friend and prove how macho he could be, even though Andrew already knew how macho Kent could be. Andrew had been there numerous times when Kent successfully wooed women at the bars. Kent had felt the hand of Andrew patting his back many times, and this time would be no different.

“Fine,” Kent said, straightening his back and puffing out his chest like a gorilla ready to find his mate. He took a deep breath and then started towards the stunning blonde. He took two steps and then a bus cruised by—and on that bus was a picture of the blonde, posing with almost nothing on her body. She was a model for a big perfume brand—that’s how Kent and Andrew knew her. A cold tingle crawled up Kent’s spine. Maybe this girl wouldn’t be quite as easy as the girls Kent normally hit on at the bars. Maybe this girl was different.

Kent bit his tongue and powered on. He couldn’t let anxiety take over. He was a man and he had to prove it—even though a TV commercial was now on repeat in his mind: the one where the beautiful blonde sprays the perfume on her mostly naked body as an incredibly well-built stud walks up behind her and kisses her on the neck. Kent was a good-looking guy, but he didn’t look quite like the man in that ad. And now, Kent was wondering if the beautiful blonde and that man fucked after that commercial shoot. She could easily get a man like that—the TV studios apparently seemed to think so. But that was all fake. The actor in that ad was probably a homosexual and not at all interested in the blonde. And all of those muscles weren’t built from working on the farm—they were from tedious hours in the gym. Muscles should be built through work, not through the gym; that’s what Kent thought, anyway.

Kent stepped up next to the beauty and brushed against her body. He was going to use one of his oldest and truest techniques to start a conversation: leading in with an apology and a smile. But his plan quickly fell apart as soon as the blonde said, in her thick Swedish accent, “Oh, excuse me, miss.” Kent’s heart skipped a beat and then he could feel the blood rushing into his cheeks. Did she just say miss? Did she think that Kent was a woman?

Kent looked into the woman’s eyes and then he watched as she pressed her fingers against her lips. “Oh, I’m sorry. I mean sir. Sorry about that.”

“I—I’m not a miss,” Kent said, though he wasn’t sure why he said it. He felt so stupid for letting those words slip off of his tongue. An awkward tingle rang through his whole body and then the light turned green. The woman started walking away, leaving Kent on the street corner with one of the worst feelings ever lingering in his gut.

And then he felt Andrew’s hand pat him on the back, this time out of pity. “Did I hear you tell that woman that you weren’t a woman?” he asked with a big grin in his voice.

“Screw you,” Kent said, his voice suddenly shaken. He’d been rejected before, many times, but he didn’t mind rejection. This wasn’t rejection. This was something so much more worse than rejection. Kent suddenly felt so small and weak.

Andrew laughed. “A little bit insecure about our masculinity, are we?”

Kent spun around and grabbed Andrew by his shirt collar. He pulled him in tight and took a deep breath. “Watch your fucking mouth,” Kent said through tightly clenched teeth. Andrew’s face was suddenly white.

“Sorry,” he said.

“Damn right you are,” said Kent as he let go. “I need a beer. Let’s get a beer.” Kent looked around until he spotted the closest pub. And then he started towards it without waiting for Andrew to agree. Andrew followed closely behind like a little dog with terrible separation anxiety.
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Andrew had his pity face on, and it wouldn’t go away. Kent kept trying to talk about other things, but that damned face just wouldn’t go away. “Can you wipe that depressing look off of your stupid face please?” Kent finally said after trying to talk about the football that was playing on the big screen across the bar.

“What face?” Andrew said.

“You know what face,” said Kent. “So she mistook me as a woman—she didn’t even look at me. She only saw me very briefly from behind. Get over it.”

“Whatever face you think you’re seeing is in your head. I think you just need to get over it. I was confused for a woman just the other day—that’s why I went and got this haircut,” Andrew said casually, as if being confused for a woman wasn’t that big of a deal. But it was a big deal—it was a huge deal, even if it was just because of a quick glimpse of the back of Kent’s head. What about the hundreds of people who drove past Kent every morning when he was out for his runs? Did they see him from behind and think he was a woman? Had any of them ever checked out his ass, thinking it was a woman’s ass? And when he walked to work—the men walking behind him—were they ever staring at his rear-end, thinking they were staring at a cute girl’s tush? “I don’t look like a woman,” Kent said.

“Of course you don’t. You just have a small frame. Lots of people have small frames—men and women. I mean, mostly women, but it’s not like it’s a feminine trait or anything. Women have long hair but some men have long hair too.”

Kent wanted to throw a punch over the table. He couldn’t tell if Andrew was picking on him or if he was just being his usual idiot self… Probably the latter, but that didn’t make it any less annoying. “I don’t have long hair,” said Kent.

“No, I know,” Andrew said.

“So what are you saying?”

Andrew sighed. “I’m saying you need to get over it. Be a little bit more secure about your masculinity. Don’t worry about what other people think.”

Kent bit down on his tongue—almost hard enough to draw blood. “I’m more secure about my masculinity than anyone you know. That’s what makes this so annoying. I’ve slept with nearly one hundred girls in my life—maybe more than a hundred. And lots of them were hotter than that blonde.” Kent was stretching the truth, but it was for a good cause. He’d slept with nearly one hundred girls, but he knew none of them were super-model-tier like the blonde on that street corner.

“I know,” said Andrew, nodding his head as he took a long sip from his beer. “So just laugh it off. It happens. Maybe she didn’t have her glasses on or something. Or, like you said, maybe she didn’t even look at you. Maybe she just says ‘miss’ to everyone.” And that urge to punch Andrew in the face came back and had to be repressed again.

“Maybe we should go out to a bar tonight, and I’ll show you how to pick up a beautiful woman—a hotter woman than that blonde chick,” Kent said, taking a long sip from his own beer, wishing it was twice as strong and twice as fast to enter into his bloodstream.

“Sure. Sounds good,” said Andrew with that voice full of pity. Kent tried to ignore it. He looked back up at the football game and tried to change the subject again.

They went their separate ways after their beer. Kent had to shower and shave and make sure he looked his best if he was going to prove to his friend that he could get any girl he wanted—and if he was going to prove that he was a manly man and not some pathetic sissy.

The plan was to meet up at Roxy at 10:00 PM. It was Friday night, which was the best night for picking up young, pretty girls. In his best clothes, Kent took a cab down to the busy bar and got himself into the line-up a few minutes early. He knew from years of experience that the lines got out of control after 10:00 PM, and he knew exactly how quickly a cab could get him from his house to the popular bar. And he got himself a good spot in line. A few minutes after he arrived, the line-up was already around the block.

Andrew was running late, which wasn’t unusual. Kent didn’t mind. He liked being alone at the bars. He always assumed he was more approachable when he was by himself.

And normally, Kent would have used that lonely time to check out the night’s selection of girls. Standing in line was always a good opportunity to make eye-contact with a few different girls, to get on their radars so that making a move would be easier later on. One time Kent even took a girl home before he got to the front of the line—it was easy to do when it was cold out. Girls, dressed in their skimpiest little outfits, are usually quick to hop on the opportunity to go someplace warm, even if that place is a man’s apartment. And the girls in bar line-ups at 10:00 PM are usually already a little bit drunk from pre-drinking with their friends.

But now, Kent was too afraid to look around. He was worried he would look back and see girls pointing and laughing at him because of his apparently feminine figure. He was afraid he would show his face and people would realize he was a man, and then they would all start laughing. So he kept his gaze down while his heart pounded. Why couldn’t he get over that blonde’s stupid little blunder? Why was he so hung up on the fact she called him ‘miss’? He knew he didn’t look like a miss. He’d picked up nearly one hundred girls in just a few years. Surely they weren’t all sleeping with him because they pitied him, or because they had lesbian fantasies that they were too afraid to act on. Girls liked Kent because he was unapologetically manly.

Twenty minutes went by and Andrew still was nowhere to be seen. Kent reached the front of the line. “By yourself?” the bouncer asked.

And Kent felt awkward when he said, “Just me.” The bouncer gave him a sad look and then he let him into the bar. But Kent knew he would rebound. He would shake off the pity, and soon, people would be looking at him with envy.

He went straight to the crowded bar. He knew he would have to fight his way to the bartender if he was going to get a drink, and that meant bumping into a few people. But what if he bumped into them and they called him ‘miss’? What if some guy decided to cop a feel of his ass while he was leaning over the bar? Kent moved up and down the long bar, trying to find an opening, hoping he wouldn’t have to fight for a spot—but there were no openings. He kept trying for nearly fifteen minutes before giving up.

And now, he felt vulnerable. No matter what direction he was facing, his back was facing a crowd. And would that crowd think he was a woman? Slowly, he migrated towards the corner of the bar, so he could ensure that his back was only facing a wall, so no one would mistake him for a female. It took a few minutes to make it to the corner, trying not to bump into anyone, and trying not to make eye contact with anyone who might be snickering at his apparently unfortunate figure.

His heart was pounding. He’d never been like this before: so vulnerable and self-conscious. He wished it would go away. He wished he could be his normal self. He would never pick up a girl with this lousy state of mind.

He found himself standing with all of the rejects: the guys who were too afraid to talk to girls and too afraid to fight their way to the bar. Kent could feel their negative energy radiating off of their slouched and quiet bodies. There were fifteen of them, but none of them spoke a word. None of them made eye contact. They all had their designated spots on the floor to stare at, and that’s where their gazes stayed. Why were they even at the bar? Were they there with friends? Were they hoping girls would approach them and fire up conversations?

Kent pulled out his phone and sent Andrew a text message. “Where the hell are you?” he asked. Then he stood with those beta males for the next fifteen minutes while he waited for a reply. The music in the bar seemed louder than usual. The girls seemed prettier—intimidatingly pretty. The men seemed more handsome—far more handsome than Kent, so how could Kent have any chance at all?

He knew it was all in his head. He knew the crowd was the same and the music was just set to its pre-programmed level. He knew he needed to just slap himself on the face and snap out from his funk, but he just couldn’t do it. That blonde Swedish model ruined his ego. Now he was just praying that the damage wasn’t permanent.

He couldn’t linger with those beta males for too long. He knew their terrible energy would soon seep into his bones and ruin him for good. So he started to move, around the bar, hoping to find some spark of inspiration—maybe he would make eye-contact with a pretty girl and she would smile and that would be the end of this terrible phase. That’s all he needed: one little smile from a pretty girl.

He forced his gaze up, off of the floor. Whenever a girl looked his way, he dated his gaze away, and then he forced his gaze back. He managed to make eye contact with a few girls, but he couldn’t manage to smile, so he got nothing in return. So far, his plight was a bust. But he kept trying.

He made his way back towards the bar. He scanned the crowd and his gaze met with a young blonde who happened to look a little bit like the blonde on the street corner. She gave Kent a nice little smile, and then Kent looked away quickly, his heart pounding. What if that smile wasn’t sincere? What if she was actually smiling while trying not to laugh at his small stature? Kent’s head was suddenly spinning. He was starting to hate himself and his body. Maybe he needed to start spending hours a day in the gym. Maybe he could cut down his hours at work and maybe he could stop going for runs. Surely no one would mistake him for a girl if he had big, thick tree trunk arms, and abs that pushed through whatever tight shirt he wore.

It wasn’t long before Kent found himself back in the corner of the bar, in the safe comfort of the men who couldn’t look up from the ground. At least they weren’t looking at him and judging him. At least he could understand how they felt.

And then Kent spotted two guys who seemed happy and confident. They were chatting with each other and laughing. One of the men had a body that wasn’t too different from Kent’s body: short and thin. But he didn’t seem to be having any self-confidence issues. So Kent cautiously approached the duo, hoping to get a taste of their energy so that he could pull himself out from his funk.

They were talking about football and manly things. Then the smaller man started talking about his job cutting down trees outside of town. “My brother finally dropped out of college,” said the larger of the two men. “He’s finally going to get a job working with his hands like a real man.” Kent kept his distance, but made sure he was close enough to overhear the macho conversation. It was nice, basking in a bit of manliness, refreshing his brain on what it meant to be a man.

“So your brother is over that phase, huh?” said the smaller man.

“I think so. He went through that whole deconditioning. It was pretty rough. I still can’t believe that’s a thing.”

“I wouldn’t believe it had you not told me about it. I had to look it up.”

“You didn’t try it, did you?”

“No—of course not. I’m not going to fuck with that mind trickery stuff. I’ve got a good thing going.”

“Good. Don’t try it. My brother thought he could beat it—thought he was man enough that it wouldn’t affect him.”

“I like to think that I’m man enough that it wouldn’t affect me, but I’m not about to risk it. I saw all of those pictures of the guys who tried and failed.”

“Good. Just stay away from it.”

And Kent was suddenly overwhelmed with curiosity. What were these guys talking about? What did this guy’s brother try that he had to go through some sort of strange deconditioning? So Kent stepped up and nudged himself into the conversation. “Excuse me. Sorry. I just overheard you guys talking, and I was wondering what you were talking about.” It felt good to hear his own voice. It felt good to be able to speak and overcome his awkward and unexpected shyness, even if it was just with two guys.

The two guys looked at Kent. “His brother,” said the man with Kent’s similar build, “tried to do that sissy hypno test thing, and it ended up screwing up his brain.”

Kent shook his head. “I don’t know what any of that means.”

The larger man piped up. “It’s this thing that’s going around. You’re supposed to put headphones on when you go to sleep and listen to this recording. You do it for a week, and if you still call yourself a man at the end of the week, then you’re a real man. But if you end up becoming a sissy, then you lose. Don’t try it though, man. I don’t know anything about you, but from what I’ve heard, everyone loses.”

Kent shook his head again. “I don’t get it. It’s just a recording?”

“It’s seven recordings. You listen to one each night, while you sleep. You haven’t heard of this?”

“No.”

“Look it up—it’s super fucked up. But don’t do it—whatever you do, don’t try it. You might think it’s funny, but it’s serious.”

So when Kent got home an hour later, he looked it up. He found a post about it on Reddit. The poster was calling it ‘The ultimate way to test your manliness’. And Kent was intrigued. He read through the post. Essentially, it was just seven five-hour long recordings of a woman’s voice. She apparently starts by talking about how much she likes shopping at the mall, and then the recordings get more and more intense. But the poster didn’t say how they got more intense. “But you’ll be asleep, and you won’t remember any of it.”

Kent downloaded the first five-hour recording and played a bit of it. It seemed harmless: literally just a girl with a British accent talking about how she likes trying on different pairs of shoes. “That’s it?” Kent said aloud. Then he found a website full of people who failed—and they were happy that they failed. “I’m so glad I did the test. I love my new sissy life.” They would post pictures of themselves all dolled up in women’s clothing and makeup. It was a terrifying sight—and Kent was sure that it was fake. There was no way a recording could turn a sane straight man into that. It must have been a farce. The site must have been fake—made by a bunch of kids as a joke. When Kent was a kid, kids would dare each other to go into a dark bathroom, look in the mirror, and say “Bloody Mary” three times. And everyone would chicken out. This was probably no different.

But then what were those guys talking about in the bar? The deconditioning websites were real. There was even a facility in New Hampshire that offered a ‘Ten Day Sissy Hypno Deconditioning Retreat’. And it certainly looked real. The site was full of pictures and testimonies. It seemed like too much work for a simple little gag.

So if it was real, was it really the ultimate test of one’s manliness? If Kent could listen to all seven recordings over the next week and still be happy as a straight, normal man, did that mean that he was truly a manly man, no matter what any Swedish models said to him on the street?

Kent grabbed a pair of headphones and went off to bed with his computer by his side. He was tired and pretty sure he would fall asleep immediately. He started the recording and then he closed his eyes. He figured he could just stop the test if he was feeling like it was actually affecting his mind. But he was positive that he would wake up in the morning feeling no different than how he felt right now. Hell, he might even wake up feeling better about his masculinity.

“My favourite store in the mall is Saks 5th Avenue. They have the cutest shoes, though I can’t afford any of them. I dated a rich guy a few years ago who would buy me whatever I wanted. He bought me the most adorable pair of Manolo Blahniks. They’re black with a red lining. Oh my God, you would drool if you saw them. They look so cute when I wear a little black skirt. I’m always catching guys staring at my legs.”

Kent laughed at the ridiculousness of the recording. And then, within two minutes of the mindless blabber, he was asleep.
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When he woke up, the recording was over. He sat up and pulled the headphones out from his ears and then he yawned and stretched out his arms. He felt better. Right away he remembered the incident on the street corner with the beautiful blonde Swedish woman, but now it didn’t seem like such a big deal. Andrew was probably right: she probably didn’t even look at him before saying it.

He stood up and looked down at his computer. He saw that the recording had reached its end, probably around 5:00 AM. He felt no different. He didn’t feel like he wanted to go to the mall to buy shoes, and he still wasn’t even sure what Manolo Blahniks even were. So he smiled, feeling like he’d successfully overcame the first of the sissy hypno challenges. He was one step closer to being a manly man in the eyes of all of the men who were terrified of these silly recordings. In fact, he was looking forward to the night so he could power through another recording and feel even more macho.

He had a smile on his face as he went to brush his teeth and shave and shower. In the shower, the pressure from the warm water made his cock hard, and it seemed like a good opportunity to rub one out before starting his Saturday, which he had free.

He closed his eyes and pictured that blonde Swedish babe, mostly naked, and glistening with warm, feminine sweat. In his imagination he stepped up behind her and gently cupped her soft breasts. If he couldn’t fuck her in real life, he could at least masturbate to the thought of her sucking his cock. So in his imagination, she sunk down to her knees and started to suck his long, throbbing erection. She was great with her tongue, slurping along his throbbing shaft, bobbing her head quickly, getting the tip of his cock down her throat without gagging.

She had a hand between her thighs. She was rubbing her clit in fast circles, moaning slightly as fluid began to dribble out of her, dripping off of her dangling labia.

Kent could feel his orgasm quickly approaching. He tightened his grip on his cock and started beating it faster. He took a deep breath in and then he let a long, relaxed breath of air out. “Suck it,” he whispered as he pumped faster and faster. “C’mon, suck it.”

The beauty bobbed her head fast in his mind. She pressed her lips firmly around his girth and spit began to dribble out the sides of her lips. Then she reached a hand around to Kent’s rear and she began to press a finger into his butthole. She pressed it in deep and then she began to thrust it in and out. It felt strangely nice, making Kent’s cock even harder—towering high and throbbing more intensely than ever before. “Shit,” Kent muttered, strangely aroused by the fun little addition.

She pressed her finger in to the knuckle and then Kent spewed warm cum into her mouth. He couldn’t hold on any longer. The euphoria was too great. His legs trembled and nearly buckled and a shot of warm pleasure shot up his spine. Then he opened his eyes and watched as the last strand of cum fell out from the tip of his dick onto the shower floor. And then he realized he had a finger up his own asshole. He pulled it out quickly. “What the fuck,” he said, rinsing it off and then scrubbing it with plenty of soap.

His heart stuttered and coughed as a possibility came into his mind: maybe it was because of the recording. He quickly shook away the thought. No tape can make a man subconsciously stick a finger into his butthole. It was just a fantasy that got away from him—just a little impulse that he failed to control because he was tired and still worked up from a busy workweek.

Though now there was a lingering dread in his gut. He couldn’t stop thinking: what if that was because of that tape?

He was just about to leave his house when that lingering dread became overwhelming. He had the urge to go and listen to that tape, to the later part of the tape that would have been playing while he was in a deep sleep. He scrubbed to the last minute of the five-hour recording and then he pressed play. “You look so cute in those heels. Your legs are perfect. Do you like it when I finger your little boy-pussy? I wish I had an ass like yours. Look at yourself in the mirror. Don’t you just look so cute? Oh my God, I’ve got my whole finger deep in your boy-pussy. I can feel you clenching. I bet I can make you come. Bend over just a little bit more—that’s it. Right there. Can you feel that? You’re so hard, and your cute little dick is drooling. Oops, I think your girlfriend is home from work! Better get undressed before she finds you like this. I’ll see you tomorrow, beautiful.”

Now his heart was pounding. Surely it was just a coincidence. Or maybe he subconsciously got the idea from the tape—that didn’t mean the tape made him do it. It was just a stupid recording of a woman’s voice, and nothing else.

Kent deleted the recording and he left to go get some breakfast and some coffee. More than anything, he needed coffee.

Andrew met up with him at their usual diner, Red’s Diner. He took a seat next to Kent and then let a long groan out. “Where were you last night?” he asked.

“Where was I?” Kent said. “Where the hell were you?”

“I was at the bar, waiting for you. I had like three drinks and then I finally gave up on waiting. I went and met up with Kyle and those guys.”

“I was at the bar all night. I don’t know what you’re on about,” said Kent.

Andrew shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “We must have just missed each other, I guess.”

“I sent you messages.”

“Oh yeah, I didn’t have my phone on me. It was dead, so I left it at home to charge. Sorry about that.” He checked his phone now. “Oh yeah, look at that. You did message me.” He laughed. I don’t know how we didn’t see each other.” But Kent knew why he didn’t see Andrew: because he spent most of the night staring at the ground, afraid to look up and meet eyes with anyone.

Two women came into the diner and sat down in the booth next to Andrew and Kent. Kent looked over and smiled at one of the women, and she smiled back. She was cute, with her blonde hair cut short and a black choker around her throat. Girls who wear chokers out to bars are always looking for sex. Girls who wear chokers out of the house on a Saturday morning are usually looking to be gang-banged and bukkaked. Kent looked down to check out the woman’s lower half. She was wearing a tiny black skirt and long black leggings. She looked cute with her little crop top and—

Kent looked away quickly when he realized he was looking at a man in women’s clothing. That choker was covering an Adam’s apple and that crop top was covering a padded bra. It was her shoulders that gave her away, and the muscle definition in her arms and her abdomen. Girls aren’t quite that rugged—even the ones who spend half their lives working out.

The ‘girl’ sitting across from the little blonde was also a man in disguise, much less convincing than the blonde. Her long brunette hair was obviously a wig, and her makeup wasn’t great. Though her body could have fooled most men—and it had fooled Kent for a moment.

Andrew looked over for a few seconds and then he looked back at Kent with a grin. “Cute blonde,” he said. “Think I’ll ever meet a girl like that?”

“It’s a man,” Kent hushed. He felt redness covering his face.

Andrew looked back over and then back at Kent, now with wide eyes. “What? What do you mean?”

“Look at the throat, and the shoulders.”

But Andrew didn’t have to look (though he did) because the girls started talking. And their voices gave them away more than their Adam’s apples ever could. “I just love that skirt on you,” said the brunette to the blonde.

“Oh, thanks,” said the blonde. “I got it at Aritzia. Isn’t it just so cute?”

“It’s adorable.”

Andrew’s face was white with embarrassment. He tried to smile it off, but the embarrassment was just too intense. Kent couldn’t help but laugh at his friend. Accidentally admitting to being attracted to a man was so much worse than being mistaken for a woman for a brief second.

“Why don’t we go and finish our coffees outside on the patio?” Andrew said. So Kent picked up his mug of coffee and followed his friend outside. The sun was warm but the morning air was still cold, so Kent held it coffee with both hands, close to his body. “This whole thing is just out of control,” he said.

“What thing?” Kent asked. “Transgenders?”

“They aren’t transgenders. At least I don’t think they are. Aren’t transgenders the ones who go out and get surgery and stuff? These guys aren’t getting surgeries. They’re just putting on clothes and makeup. They don’t have tits and they still have their dicks. They’re just sissies. I can’t believe people keep doing that dumb thing.”

“What thing?” Kent asked, suddenly intrigued. His heart was pounding, remembering that strange incident that morning when he stuck his finger into his asshole without even realizing it.

“That Sissy Hypno thing. Surely you’ve seen the posts online about it. Kyle said he was going to do it—just because Erick called him gay.”

Kent forced a smile and shrugged his shoulders. “Never heard of it,” he said, lying. Though he wasn’t sure why he was lying. Maybe he was worried that if he admitted to knowing about it, Andrew might catch on that he was trying it. “What is it?” he asked, pretending like he didn’t know any better.

“It’s these recordings that turn men into sissies. It makes you want to be a woman. Apparently it’s some freaky stuff that the military came up with for enemy POWs. The idea was to basically effeminate men so that they aren’t dangerous anymore. So when they release their terrorist prisoners, they can be sure they won’t go back into terrorism, or something like that. Because I guess effeminate men are less likely to go around killing people, or something like that. I would tell you to go and look it up, but I would be afraid you would actually try it, trying to prove something.” He laughed, not realizing he was right on the money.

Kent was doing it because he was trying to prove something. Though he wasn’t trying to prove anything to Andrew or anyone else—just himself. But he had to keep pretending like he didn’t know anything about it, especially now that he’d established the lie. If Andrew realized he had lied, he could potentially catch on, and Kent couldn’t have that. This sissy hypno test was for himself and himself only.

“So never mind that weird shit,” Kent said, changing the subject. “Tonight—are we going to find some girls or what?”

Andrew’s face lit up. “Oh, I know of a party, not too far from your house. It’s a big house party. Mostly college kids, maybe a few high school seniors. They’ve got a few kegs. Should be a good time.”

Kent smiled and nodded and was already looking forward to the distraction. After breakfast, Kent went out to the mall to buy some new clothes—something a bit more obviously masculine. He’d been wearing a lot of zip-up hoodies, which a lot of girls were wearing. He figured it would be a good idea to go out and buy something less gender neutral. He found a nice sweater at a vintage shop in the mall, and then he decided to pull the trigger on a nice gold watch he’d been meaning to buy. It was thick and bulky and very masculine. And then he went perusing down through the mall, on the lookout for anything that might catch his eye.

He decided to stop for a bite to eat. There was a line, but he didn’t mind waiting. He got into the line, and then suddenly he felt a nudge against his arm. “Hey man, you’re up,” said a man.

Kent was standing at the front of the line, with his attention turned towards the shoe store across the hallway. He was staring right at a pair of black heels on display in the window. But when did he even look over at the shoes, and how long had he been staring at them? What happened to the line-up of people in front of him? “Uh, I’ll just get a regular sandwich,” he said, still in a flustered state.

He checked the time. Ten minutes had passed in the blink of an eye. A cold sweat suddenly bathed the back of his neck as the barista handed him his sandwich. “That’ll be six-fifty-five,” she said. So he paid and then he got the hell out of that mall as quickly as he could.

And he managed to convince himself that it was just another coincidence. He probably wasn’t staring at those shoes. He was probably just staring blankly, thinking about the upcoming party, and those shoes happened to be in his line of sight. Just a coincidence—nothing else.

He went out for a run and then he took another shower. He made himself some dinner and then it was time to meet up with Andrew for the party. This time, Andrew had his phone on him, so coordinating a meet up was easy. They met just down the block. The loud music was audible, booming into the neighbouring houses. The party probably wouldn’t last long before the cops came to shut it down.

“You ready?” Andrew asked with a big smile on his face. Andrew loved house parties but hated bars. He seemed to think that house parties attracted a different type of person, but Kent was pretty sure the same people went to both. In fact, as he stood with Andrew on the street corner, he recognized a few people from the night before walking up to that booming house.

It was a fun night. Lots of Kent’s buddies showed up to the party, and it wasn’t long before a game of beer pong was underway. Kent lost track of Andrew for a while, and then he found him in the kitchen doing a keg stand. Fresh bottles of beer kept ending up in Kent’s hands, and he made sure to polish off all of them.

His confidence was back. He found himself chatting with girls—sometimes two or three at a time. He caught girls checking him out from across the party, smiling and probably wishing he would bring them upstairs for a quickie. But Kent wanted to make sure he was going to go home with the right girl—the best possible choice—the hottest at the party. He wanted a reminder that he still had what girls wanted. He was still the macho man that girls fantasized about at night when they played with their vibrators.

And he had his eyes on a pretty brunette, who couldn’t have been much older than nineteen. She had dark freckles and the cutest little nose. She looked at him and smiled with a little wave. Kent smiled back, and he felt good about the fact that he didn’t look away with shy anxiety, like he was doing the night before. Maybe his confidence really was back. Maybe that was just a temporary blip to his ego.

He decided to wait before approaching her, letting her get a drink or two more inside of her. Also, he didn’t want to look desperate. He wanted to play it cool, and he wanted her to think that he wasn’t just there for the potential sex. He was just there to have fun.

He found Andrew again in the basement, smoking pot with a bunch of black guys. “There’s a cutie upstairs that I’ve got my eyes on,” Kent said. But Andrew was too stoned to reply coherently. He just ended up laughing and then coughing and then smoking some more pot.

So Kent returned to the party by himself, now planning to find the girl so he could make his move. He looked for her in the living room, but she wasn’t there. Though a group of three girls did catch his attention. He recognized one from the diner that morning: the blonde with the choker who wasn’t really a girl at all. And the two girls with her now also weren’t girls at all. Kent was seeing a fresh new pair of sissies, probably the product of that strange sissy hypno. Was dressing up like a girl a new trend, or was Kent just noticing it more now after listening to that first tape? What the hell had gotten into these young men? Why were they doing this to themselves?

The blonde made eye contact with Kent, so Kent looked away quickly. That wasn’t a girl he wanted to be seen talking to, even if she only came up to say something along the lines of, ‘Weren’t you at the diner this morning?’ He didn’t want anything to do with feminized men or sissies or transgenders or any of it. He was a man and he liked it that way. That’s why he was listening to those dumb recordings: to prove it.

He found the cute brunette a few minutes later in the kitchen. He was already a bit drunk, so building up the courage to talk to her was easy. He stumbled up and tapped her on the shoulder and then he said, “Hi, I’m Kent. What’s your beautiful name?” He had a big smirk on his face. The girls around all laughed. The brunette’s face turned red.

“Cassie,” she said with a cute, shy voice. Kent found himself looking closely at her throat, making sure she wasn’t one of them. There was no lump to be seen, and her shoulders were nice and narrow and feminine.

“Sorry if I’m being forward, but I saw you from across the room and I just think you’re so beautiful. I hope that doesn’t make you feel uncomfortable.” He was almost yelling, making sure his voice was heard over the music.

“Thank you,” Cassie said. Her cheeks turned even redder.

“I really love your shoes. They’re super cute,” Kent said. And then he caught himself, unsure of where those words came from. He felt his face turn red with embarrassment.

She laughed. “Um, thank you,” she said. And she was probably put off by the compliment. No straight man should ever compliment a woman’s shoes. “I got them last week on sale. They’re usually five hundred bucks, but I got them for one-fifty.”

“Cool,” Kent said, trying to think of something else to talk about. “Do you like football? You strike me as the type of girl who likes football.”

She smiled. “Go Saints, Go!” she said before letting a little giggle slip. She had a cute giggle. Kent knew plenty about the Saints, so he pretended to be a Saints fan and they ended up talking for the next hour—first about football, then about other sports, then about college, and then about exes. It was around midnight when they found themselves upstairs in a locked bedroom, so they could chat more privately. But once that door was locked, it wasn’t chatting that they got up to. Kent kissed Cassie on the lips and Cassie wrapped her arms around Kent’s body.

She was petite and soft and warm. Her body was light. Kent easily lifted her up, placing the palms of his hands on her butt to hold up her weight. She squeezed her thighs against his waist and continued kissing him, even after they fell onto the bed together. Kent had no idea whose bed it was, but it was big and plump and covered in floral sheets. It was probably the parents of whoever was throwing the party—some poor couple away on vacation.

Kent quickly stripped his little brunette date. He squeezed her tits and sucked her nipples and then he sunk down even further to eat out her perfect little pussy. She was all shaved and smooth, with a few little red bumps of razor burn. She probably shaved right before the party, knowing sex was a strong possibility. Kent got his tongue in deep, making her squirm and moan. She became wet quickly, dribbling down her legs and his face. He kept licking away, making her wetter and warmer.

Then she flipped him over and did away with his belt and his jeans and his boxer shorts. She gasped at the sight of his large, erect penis. She carefully reached out for it and lifted it up with glowing eyes. “It’s so big,” she said, her voice shaken.

“Suck it,” he said. “You’ll like it.”

She grinned and then bit her lip. Her whole face was a shade of dark red. She leaned forward and opened her mouth and allowed the cock inside. She began to suck, bobbing her head slowly. It felt nice, though she was being a bit gentle for Kent’s preference. So Kent grabbed her head and started to push it down further, helping her pull back with each bob. He even reached down and tried pushing her jaw down, so that she was putting more pressure on his throbbing rod.

He closed his eyes and took a deep breath in. It felt good, and it was only feeling better and better with each passing moment. She had her hands on his thighs. He took one and he brought it around to his ass. He singled out one of her fingers and he began to press it against his hole. Then he stopped himself, his heart stuttering.

“Stop,” he said. So she stopped, looking up at him with warm saliva all over her lips.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

He forced a smile. “Nothing. Let’s get to it maybe, shall we?” He flipped her onto her back and then he rolled over her. “Are you on birth control?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she said.

“And you’re clean?”

“Yeah,” she said. So he took his wet cock and he pressed it into her wet pussy. She gasped loudly. That gasp made him smile bigger than he’d smiled in days. He loved watching her face as she went through so many different emotions: pain, elation, confusion, certainty, and so many more. She reached up and grabbed his sides and held on tight while he started to thrust his massive throbber in and out of her body. “Oh God,” she moaned.

He grabbed her tits and squeezed them tight, leaving dark red marks where his fingers were. Then he brought a hand up to her throat and strangled her—just enough to get her off, but not enough to make her pass out. She liked it. Girls always like it. She ended up squirting all over those floral bed sheets.

Then he closed his eyes as he felt the orgasm building up inside of him. He felt that amazing tingle at the tip of his cock, and it was getting intense fast. He came down harder and harder, listening to the sound of his pelvis slapping her bum. Then he felt a tingle growing deep inside of his body, somewhere below his gut and behind his pelvis. It was a new euphoria that he hadn’t felt before, but it was amazing. So he kept thrusting harder and harder, letting that amazing sensation take over his body. “Fuck, I’m going to come!” he said.

“Come inside of me,” she said with begging, glistening eyes.

He followed her command, filling up her tight hole with his hot load. She gasped and smiled and groaned and then she pushed her fingers even further up Kent’s asshole. And that’s when Kent looked down and snapped, “What the hell are you doing?”

“What?” she said with two fingers deep in Kent’s asshole, up to her knuckles.

“Pull those out!” he said.

So she pulled her fingers out. She looked frightened now, afraid of what Kent might do next. “You asked me to do it so I did it,” she said.

“What are you talking about?” he asked as he stood up. His cum started to drool out from her tight pussy hole.

“You said ‘finger my asshole’, so I did it. And it made you come. I thought that’s what you wanted. Did I do it wrong?”

Kent’s heart was pounding. Was she screwing with him? When did he say that? He didn’t remember saying it. He quickly grabbed his pants and pulled them up. “I have to get going.”

Cassie stared at him with confused and frightened eyes as he quickly got dressed and left. But she probably wasn’t nearly as confused as Kent was. Kent’s heart refused to stop pounding even after he got home from the party. He took his third shower of the day, even though he wasn’t dirty. He thought the warm water would bring some clarity into his head, but it didn’t. He still couldn’t figure out what had happened.

Though he had a bad feeling he knew exactly what was happening: that first sissy hypno tape had messed with his brain. It was the only way to explain all of the weird things that were happening to him.

But that couldn’t be it. Kent had a strong will. He wasn’t just some easily manipulated sheep like everyone else. He had solid morals that couldn’t be confused by a few hours of some British voice, and he was determined to prove it. So after his shower he downloaded that second five-hour recording. He put on his headphones and he got comfortable in his bed. And once again, he scoffed at the ridiculousness of the recording.

“We had fun last night, didn’t we?” the British woman said. “You looked so cute in that little skirt. And your face got so red—I still can’t believe how red your face got! But tonight I need your help with something. I left all of my makeup at a hotel in London, and Sephora is having a big sale. Maybe you can help me pick out some new makeup! I really need a good eyeliner. I want a liquid eyeliner—something so I can draw very thin lines. Maybe you even want to try it out for me. You would look so hot with a bit of eyeliner—don’t you think? You’ve got such pretty eyes. I would kill to have eyes like yours. And your eyelashes! You hardly even need mascara—though don’t you think you would look so cute with some mascara? Let’s go to the mall to see what we can find.”

And that’s about when Kent dozed off.


CHAPTER 4
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Kent sprung out from his bed as soon as he realized he was awake. He wrestled his headphones out from his ears and then he took a deep breath. His forehead was covered in sweat, though he wasn’t sure why. He pulled off the blankets to make sure everything was still normal. His heart relaxed a bit when he saw that he was still intact. And he was strangely relieved to see that he still had his pubic hair, though he wasn’t sure why he was relieved.

He was still a man. He still cringed at the thought of cocks and his cock still got hard at the thought of beautiful, naked women. No audio recordings could take Kent down. Words weren’t enough to screw up his brain.

As he was showering that morning, he felt a sense of comfort in the realization that all of the weird things that happened the day before were probably because of his anxiety towards the tape recordings, but not because of the tape recordings themselves. The tapes were probably just placebos: harmless, but the suggestion that they might do something might make a few guys go crazy. And the men who end up becoming full-blown sissies at the end of their seven-night trial—they were probably already sissies to begin with. They probably already wished they could go around in women’s clothing. It was the only explanation that Kent could wrap his mind around.

It was Sunday, his last day off before work. Kent had been invited to a football party at a friend’s house. He was asked to bring some beer and a snack to share with everyone, so his first stop that morning was the grocery store. He bought a twelve-pack of Bud Light, a large pack of chicken wings, and a bottle of buffalo wing sauce.

The party didn’t start until 11:00 AM, when the first game of the day kicked off, so Kent still had a couple of hours to kill. He decided to kill those hours at the dog park.

Kent didn’t have a dog—and he didn’t even like dogs very much—but the dog park was always his go-to place to go when he had time to kill. It was free and the park was always filled with beautiful, single women. Sure, most of them were psychotic women who thought their dogs were their children, but there were some sane cuties in the mix as well.

Kent always had the same excuse to tell girls when they asked where his dog was. “I was supposed to meet a girl here for this blind date, but she didn’t show up. So I just figured I would go for a walk and admire all the cute dogs while I was here.” It was the perfect line: establishing that he was single and establishing that he had something in common with the cute dog owners—even though it was technically a lie. He didn’t hate dogs, he just didn’t want one in his house, scratching up the cabinets and pissing all over the rug.

He used his line on a cute redhead who was walking two large German Shepherd dogs. He watched as her cheeks nearly became the same colour as her hair. She batted her long eyelashes and said, “She really stood you up?”

“I guess so,” Kent said, shrugging his shoulders, trying to look a little bit vulnerable but mostly unphased. He certainly didn’t want to look desperate. “Or maybe she saw me and ran away before I could see her.” He laughed.

And the redhead shook her head. “No—I’m sure something just came up. I can’t imagine any girl running away from you.” Her cheeks turned an even darker shade of red. “I mean—you’re very handsome. I think any girl would be happy to go on a date with you.”

Kent just smiled. “That’s very sweet of you to say.” He turned his attention to the woman’s large dogs. “I love your dogs. I’m a big German Shepherd guy.”

“They’re Malinois.”

“Aren’t they though?” Kent said, nodding his head. That must have been another word for smart or cute or something.

“No, that’s the name of the breed. They aren’t German Shepherds.”

“Oh,” Kent said. And now Kent’s cheeks were turning red. He forced a laugh. “If I’m going to be honest with you, I don’t really know a whole lot about dogs. I just love watching them play and bark and… all that dog stuff that they do.”

“So what kind of things are you into?” she asked.

And Kent had to think about it. He wanted to come up with an answer that would make her eyes glisten. He wanted to sweep her off of her feet. He loved watching her cheeks turn red and he wanted to do it again. Maybe he could even get her home before his football party started. Maybe he could get her to suck his cock and swallow his hot load. Maybe she would—

“That’s unusual,” she said.

Kent looked around. “What’s unusual?” he asked.

“What you just said. I’ve never heard of a guy being into that before.” She looked confused and even a little bit concerned.

“Into what?” Kent asked. The look on Kent’s face must have been even more contorted and confused.

“You just said you were really getting into makeup.”

“I did? No I didn’t,” Kent said. His heart started pounding and his hands started trembling. He took a deep breath in carefully. Was she screwing with him? Had he really told her he was getting into makeup?

“I don’t know, man. That’s just what you said. Are you okay?”

Kent nodded his head. There was a lump the size of a fist now in his throat and a cold sweat down the back of his neck. He bit down on his tongue and said, “I should be going.” He got out of that park as fast as he could without running and looking like a complete lunatic—he only looked like a bit of a lunatic.

Surely she was screwing with him. If he had said what she said he did, he would have noticed. He would have heard the words come out from his mouth, and he would have thought of the words before they came out. Words don’t just come out from someone’s mouth without them realizing it—unless he truly had lost his mind.

He was relieved to see all of his buddies outside of the football party house, having a cigarette before the first game’s kick-off. “Nice of you to show up!” Andrew called out as he waved Kent over. “You okay? Your face is super white.”

“Me? I’m fine. I just—didn’t get a ton of sleep last night,” Kent lied with a big smile. “And I skipped breakfast, so I’m looking forward to eating some nachos and chicken wings. Someone brought nachos, right?”

“Kyle did,” said Andrew. “Are you sure you’re okay though? You kind of look like a zombie—no offense.”

Kent nodded his head quickly. He couldn’t stop thinking about his encounter with the redhead. His heart hadn’t stopped pounding since those words apparently slipped off of his tongue. “I’ve actually been holding my piss for the last hour. Maybe I’ll go and use the bathroom.”

Kent got up to the upstairs bathroom, locked the door, and then stared at himself in the mirror. His face was in fact white, except for the circles of red on his cheeks. His eyes were dark and sunken, as if he had a terrible illness. He ran the sink cold and then splashed some water on his face. Then he kept his eyes closed and took a deep breath.

He knew he could stop. He didn’t have to listen to the other five tapes. He could stop after two, and the side effects would probably go away. He was still convinced the side-effects were just placebo effects, not actually from the tapes at all—so as long as he believed stopping would make him feel better, then it would work.

But if he stopped, what did that mean? If he cut himself off after just two nights, did that mean he wasn’t a real man? Did that mean he failed the test, like all of the trannies he’d seen over the past few days? He splashed some more water on his face.

“It’s just in your head,” he said aloud quietly. He was just the victim of the power of suggestion, and not the power of some random British woman’s voice.

In the mirror, Kent noticed something dangling on the back of the door: a red glimmer of lace hiding beneath a white housecoat. He turned around and uncovered a red bra and a matching pair of panties. He wasn’t surprised—Kyle’s house was always a mess. Kyle and his wife once had a bet to see who would eventually cave and do the stack of dishes in the kitchen. That stack remained there for three months while Kyle and his wife ate nothing but takeout. A couple of months later, they had a similar bet over the laundry. Kyle smelled like a wet sock for the better half of a year.

So Kent wasn’t surprised to see a pair of panties left dangling on the back of the bathroom door on that Sunday morning. Though he was surprised to find himself holding that panties in his hands, feeling the lace with his fingers. He brought the little garment up to his nose and he sniffed. They were basically clean, though he could smell a bit of pussy on the crotch. He didn’t mind—Kyle’s wife was a babe, even though she was a bit of a slob like her husband.

Kent looked around to make sure the blinds were closed and then he slipped his pants and boxers down. He carefully stepped into the red lacy panties and he pulled them up. They were tight on his cock, holding it in place firmly. He was used to boxers—not super tight lace. But in a weird way, it felt nice. He liked the way the tight lace rubbed against the tip of his cock. He liked the way it formed his figure in the mirror. He turned profile and admired his curves. And then he watched as his face turned white all over again. He was wearing a pair of panties—panties that belonged to his friend’s wife.

But instead of ripping them off, he found himself smirking. He felt strangely naughty. He kind of liked the way he felt with his heart beating fast. He liked that warm, fuzzy fluttering inside of his gut. Maybe it would be fun and exciting to wear the panties underneath his clothes for the rest of the party.

He slipped his boxers back over the panties and then he slipped his pants back on. He took a deep breath and then he re-joined his friends downstairs, just a minute after kick-off.

And he sat with a big smirk on his face for the next five hours. Every time he moved even just a little bit, he could feel that lace rubbing against his cock. It was during the second game’s halftime that he went up to the bathroom and jerked himself off into Kyle’s toilet. It only took a few firm strokes before streamers of white cum were splashing into that toilet bowl. And he ended up coming more than ever before—probably three times as much as he usually came. Hell, he could have filled half a pint glass with all of the cum that blasted out the tip of his throbbing erection.

He left the panties on for the rest of the afternoon. And it wasn’t until he was home that he pulled them off and flung them across the room. He stared at that small limp pile of lace as if it was a poisonous tarantula. He took a few heavy breaths and then he heard himself say, “What the fucking hell is wrong with me?” He looked down and saw that his cock was erect. It had pretty much been erect since he put the panties on, even after he finished masturbating.

And now he was curious to know what was on that second tape. What did that British woman whisper into his ear? He pulled open the tape on his computer and listened to that last few minutes. “Do you like wearing my panties? They’re so cute on you. Don’t they feel so nice? Don’t you just love the way they feel, hugging your little sissy cock? I bet you want to come in those little panties—fill them with your warm, sissy cum. Of course you do. Look at yourself in the mirror. Oh my God, you’re so cute. I still can’t believe how cute you are in that eyeliner. You would look even cuter with some warm cum dribbling down your face—but maybe we’ll save that for another time. For now, just enjoy this. Enjoy the simple pleasure of a snug pair of panties. And look in the mirror again at that sexy face. My God, you’re so hot. I bet I know a few guys who would bend you over and fuck you’re little boy pussy. Wouldn’t that feel nice?”

Kent turned the recording off before it reached the end. His heart was pounding ferociously now. But he was still convinced it was just a coincidence. It couldn’t be real. No recording can make a man put on women’s panties. Kent did that voluntarily, to satisfy a curiosity… But what curiosity was he trying to satisfy?

He splashed some more cool water on his face. “It’s just a coincidence,” he said to himself. And he was sure of it. It couldn’t be real. If the effects of that tape were real, then ghosts were probably real, and aliens, and Bigfoot… It was just impossible, and he was determined to prove it. He downloaded the third recording to his computer and he slipped on his headphones. Once he was comfortable in his bed, he pressed play.

“Hey again. Ready to have some more fun? There’s so much I want to do with you tonight, but first we need to get you back in your makeup. I’m thinking we’ll go for a cat eye look today—something sexy—something the boys will notice. I picked up the cutest highlight at the store today. It’s got these gold sparkles in it. I think you’ll love it. And I also picked up something else.” The girl in the recording let a cute giggle slip. “It’s lingerie—the naughty kind. The kind you only wear with boys you want inside of you. It’s even got a hole, right in the back, perfect for your boy pussy. What do you think? Want to try it on? It’s red, just like the panties you wore yesterday.”

Just a coincidence, Kent thought to himself. Though the coincidences were really starting to add up.


CHAPTER 5
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When Kent woke up the next morning, he was tempted to listen to the end of the recording, to hear what crazy nonsense the British woman talked about while he was sleeping. But he resisted the urge. He knew that if he listened, he would probably find himself feeling more susceptible to her suggestions.

He felt no different once again. He was nearly halfway through the tapes, and he was still confident that he was a man. He was still confident that he loved women and tits and pussies. In fact, he decided to jerk off to some high-definition lesbian pornography that morning, just to prove it. He got off in less than two minutes, while the girls were fingering each other under their skirts, before they were even fully undressed. And then he found himself with a big smile on his face, which lasted for a minute and then went away when he looked back down at his computer screen and saw that the lesbians were now naked with their big cocks hanging out. He didn’t just get off to lesbians—he got off to a couple of traps.

He shut down the video and closed his computer. It was just a coincidence. The title of the video didn’t suggest that it was trap porn, and the girls looked convincing. They didn’t look like men. Just another stupid coincidence…

Kent was happy that it was Monday, a workday. He needed the distraction. He was looking forward to staring at his bland computer screen all day. He knew the office blocked all pornographic websites, so he knew he wouldn’t end up on some weird cross-dressing fetish site.

He was also happy because there was only one girl on his floor at work, and always dressed in unflattering pantsuits, so he knew he wouldn’t end up ogling her shoes or her outfit or even her hair, seeing as her hair was always a frizzy mess. At work, he was safe from the temptations of feminization, not that he actually thought he was susceptible to the temptations of feminization.

But whatever was on that tape that he listened to that night—he knew it wasn’t going to hurt him at work. He knew he wouldn’t randomly stumble upon a pair of red lace panties at the office. He knew he wouldn’t get into a deep conversation with any cuties. It was a safe space.

He even locked his office door and closed his office blinds, so that he wouldn’t invite in any random conversations from co-workers. He was terrified of what he might say to someone—what words might end up slipping out from his lips. The last thing he wanted was to tell one of his co-workers that he loved to put on makeup, even though he’d never even held any makeup in his hands before. Or worse—what if he said something sexual to one of his bosses? What if he ended up telling his manager that he wanted to suck his cock?

He tried not to think about it. He didn’t want to think about what might happen. He just wanted to focus on his work and appreciate the distraction. A few times throughout the day he found himself looking back on every e-mail he sent and every document he wrote up, just to make sure he didn’t slip in any unintentional innuendos. He was terrified he would read an e-mail he sent to his boss and see that he wrote something along the lines of, ‘I’m a naughty girl and I’m hungry for cum.’ Luckily, nothing like that slipped into any of his work.

A big smile crossed his face when his alarm chirped, letting him know that his workday was done. He packed up his things and avoided human contact on his way down to the bus stop. Now, he was feeling confident that the sissy hypno tapes had failed. He’d conquered them mentally. Ten hours had flown by without any slips or embarrassments.

The bus pulled up and Kent found himself a nice spot near the back. It was at the next stop when a young blonde woman got on and sat just next to him. She looked over and smiled, making Kent’s heart tingle. “Hey,” he said with a casual nod. He could have gotten into a conversation with her. She seemed like she was hoping for at least a compliment—and she was definitely Kent’s type. She was petite and a bit curvy—not weighing more than one hundred and ten pounds.

She wore cute little open-toed flats on her feet. But it was the stockings all the way up to her thighs that made Kent’s head spin. He loved stockings on girls, especially when they wore short skirts with them, like the skirt the blonde was wearing now. Kent found himself wondering what wearing a skirt would feel like. He couldn’t even begin to imagine how freeing it would feel, with a tight pair of sexy panties underneath, holding his cock in place. He began to wonder how it would feel to run his fingers up his own smooth legs, and then he began to wonder how cute his cock would look if he shaved all of his pubic hair away.

When he got home, he ran a hot bath, lathered his body with shaving cream, and he shaved everything except for his eyebrows and the hair on his head. Then he ran his fingers up and down his smooth legs and he let a little whimper slip from his lips. His cock really did look cute, even when it became rock-hard a moment later. He went to the bedroom and retrieved those red panties he stole from Kyle’s house. He slipped them up his legs and he posed in the mirror. The panties couldn’t contain his throbbing erection, so he decided to jerk himself off. While he was pumping his cock, he reached around back and started to press two of his fingers into his asshole. It felt nice, but it wasn’t enough. He needed more. So he went and grabbed a cucumber from his fridge. He spat on the tip of it and then he brought it around back. It was still cold from the fridge, but he knew it wouldn’t be for long. His body was burning hot with beads of sweat forming all over.

The cucumber went in with a swift push. He slid it in deep and let a long groan out from his lips. He started pounding it up and down, stretching his tight hole wide. But it felt so good, even when there was a little bit of pain. He took his hand off of his cock and started using two hands to thrust the cucumber in and out. And it was only a minute later when his cock was blasting cum up into the air, just from the anal stimulation alone. He squirmed and yelled and smiled and blushed. Then he fell onto his side and began to catch his breath.

He was facing the mirror. He could see himself slumped on his side, naked, shaved, and panting. And he knew the sight should have filled him with shame, but he couldn’t help but smirk. There was no denying that it felt good. And there was no denying that his body looked good. He really did have the curves of a woman. It was strange that he needed to be hairless to be able to see it.

But his senses did eventually return to him. He looked down at the mess of cum on the floor and then he quickly got out of those panties. He looked down at his legs and wondered how he was going to explain his hairlessness to girls for the next couple of months while everything grew back. Though that was the least of his problems.

It was 8:00 PM and Kent hadn’t left the house. He was too afraid to leave the house, afraid to embarrass himself in public. At least when he had the urge to do embarrassing things in his apartment, he was in the safety of his apartment.

He had the strangest urge to go online and buy himself a skirt and a blouse and maybe some makeup and a pair of heels. But he fought that urge, knowing it was just a consequence of the stupid experimenting he’d been doing—not because of the tapes.

There was a knock at his door. He answered, and saw his female neighbour standing in his doorway. “What’s up?” he asked, holding his door slightly closed, even though there was nothing to hide in his apartment—at least he didn’t think there was anything to hide. But give his track record over the past few days, he couldn’t be sure that there wasn’t some embarrassing pair of panties dangling in his hallway—maybe something he put there during one of his weird blackouts. He looked back quickly and saw that the hallway was clear, but he still held that door mostly shut.

“My sink isn’t working,” she said.

Kent laughed. “Your husband is a plumber, isn’t he?”

“He’s out of town for his aunt’s funeral. I don’t know how to fix the sink.”

“What’s wrong with it?” Kent asked.

“I have no idea. Mike usually fixes that stuff.”

“I guess I can take a look.” So Kent grabbed his toolbox and he went over to his neighbour’s apartment.

“Sorry it’s such a mess. I haven’t had a chance to clean up,” she said. But it wasn’t really a mess. There were a few dishes on the counter and a couple of laundry bins in the middle of the kitchen, next to the washing machine, which also appeared to be broken.

“Does anything here work?” Kent asked.

“The fridge works.”

Kent got down and checked the pipes. They seemed fine, but there was a wet spot on the wall behind the pipes. Kent followed that wet spot down the kitchen cupboards, to the access panel next to the fridge. He popped it off and saw that water was leaking out from a pipe. It was probably much, much worse in the apartment below—and it was probably something that her husband could do a better job of fixing, or even the building manager, but her husband was gone and the building manager was off for the night. So Kent figured he would give it a shot.

He turned off her water and then he reached into the wall to try to reconnect the disconnected pipe. It was stiff, as if it had been disconnected for a few days. He gave it a hard tug and then managed to get it back lined up. Screwing the pipes together was difficult at his angle, but he managed to do it. Then he turned the water back on and said, “Do you want to try the sink now?”

But she didn’t reply.

“Hello? You there?” Kent asked.

“Sorry! I’m just getting changed! I’ll be out in a minute!” she called out from behind her closed bedroom door.

So Kent pulled himself out from under the sink and he gave the tap a try himself. It worked. He opened up his toolbox and went to toss his wrench in, and then he noticed a black skirt sitting at the top of his neighbour’s laundry bin. He stared at it for a moment before snatching it and shoving it into his toolbox. Then he saw the white stockings and his eyes lit up. He loved stockings. If he was going to try on a skirt, why not try on a cute pair of stockings as well? He stuffed the stockings into his box, and then he grabbed the long-sleeved crop-top that he knew would be the perfect match for the outfit, so he grabbed that as well. He closed his toolbox and then his neighbour appeared. “Is it all working?” she asked.

Kent nodded his head quickly. “It should be good—at least for now. Your husband will probably want to take a look at it when he’s back though. If you have any other issues, feel free to let me know!” He quickly scuttled to the door.

“Okay, thank you!” said the pretty neighbour. And it wasn’t until Kent was on his way out the door that he realized she’d gone and put on some skimpy nightwear—bordering on lingerie. Did she put it on for him? Was she hoping to cheat on her husband while he was at his aunt’s funeral? Kent paused, but then he decided to continue his escape. He’d slept with married women before—he never felt good about it, even though he knew he wasn’t the one to blame. In that moment, he would much rather hide in his apartment and try on that little outfit.

So that’s exactly what he did. He got undressed and then he put on his red panties, the white black skirt, the black stockings, and the black crop top. He ran to the mirror to see how he looked, and then he watched his face light up. The clothes fit perfectly and shaped his body in a flattering way.

Kent liked the way he looked—until that dread found its way back into his gut. He watched as his face turned white. He was currently standing in front of the mirror wearing a skirt and a crop-top and stockings. His legs and crotch and chest and armpits were shaved smooth, and this was now the third time he’d put on those red lacy panties. Or was it the fourth time? He’d lost track.

Maybe he shouldn’t download that fourth recording. Maybe he was better off stopping his feminization journey. He shouldn’t have ever started it in the first place. It wasn’t some masculinity challenge, it was just mental warfare. He’d voluntarily signed himself up to be a lab rat. Why did he have to prove anything to anyone, or even to himself? Why couldn’t he just be happy the way he was, without subjecting himself to mind-altering tests?

But he was already halfway. He couldn’t just stop now. If he stopped, that meant his worst fears were true: he wasn’t manly enough to survive some silly tapes. If he stopped the tapes now, then he was probably no better than those weirdoes at the diner, wearing their skimpy outfits and pretending to be women. That wouldn’t happen to Kent. Sure, there had been a few little side effects from the sissy hypno tapes, but he wasn’t going to turn into a full-blown sissy. He wasn’t even going to turn into a casual or occasional cross-dresser. He just needed to power through the rest of the week.

So he downloaded the next tape, put on his headphones, and he went to sleep. He laughed at the tape’s absurdity before dozing off. “Today I have something really fun planned. Don’t be afraid—you will enjoy it, no matter how scary you think it is,” said the British woman. “But first, let’s get pretty. I found the cutest crop-top at the store. It will look so good on you. I also got you a little toy. You’ll have to keep it hidden under your mattress. It’s only for when you’re feeling really naughty and there’s nobody around. I hope your walls are well insulated. Your neighbours wouldn’t call the cops if they heard you screaming, would they?”

It all seemed so outrageous. So why was he still listening to the dumb tapes?


CHAPTER 6
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When Kent woke up, he could feel something wet against his smooth left thigh. He reached down to feel, and he pulled his fingers back when he felt something sticky and cold. He threw off the blankets and rolled over. There was cum all over his bed sheets—not just one puddle, but three separate puddles, as if he came three different times in the night. One of the puddles was hardened, one was cold, and one was still warm, as if he just came twenty minutes before. He looked at his computer. It was still early—the recording probably only ended twenty minutes before.

“What the fuck?” he muttered to himself. Had he jerked himself off three different times in the night? Or were they all wet dreams?

A cold chill remained in his spine throughout his whole shower. What the hell was on that tape last night? What could that British woman have said to produce so much jizz? Maybe there was something to this whole sissy hypno thing. Maybe Kent was playing a game that really shouldn’t be touched by people who don’t want to lose their minds.

He went to work and locked himself in his office again. He did his best to stay away from his e-mail client, legitimately worried he would send off an e-mail that would leave him humiliated. He didn’t even leave his office for lunch. He didn’t mind the feeling of hunger churning in his gut—it was better than the potential embarrassment he knew he might receive if he went down and waiting in one of the lines for one of the food trucks. Being around people just wasn’t an option, until he knew what the hell was going on in his head—so he took a cab home when work was done.

Andrew called three times, but Kent didn’t pick up. Finally, Andrew left a message. “I know you have to work in the morning, but there’s this big party happening tonight. Miss February is going to be there! You know? From Playboy? I was invited and I have a plus one. Don’t miss this, buddy. You have to come!”

And Kent found himself squirming. He really couldn’t miss the party, but he really didn’t want the human exposure. Even if he went to the party and Miss February asked him to go up to a bedroom, he couldn’t do anything. He couldn’t risk the same embarrassment as the night before, when Cassie stuck her fingers up his asshole. He knew the sissy impulses had only gotten worse since then… But at the same time, how could he miss a party with a real Playboy Playmate?

He paced his apartment for a while, trying to talk himself out of wanting to go. But he couldn’t help but wonder: what could go wrong? If he had a weird urge, he could just fight it away. He hadn’t had one of his blackout moments since that conversation with the redhead, and even that wasn’t so bad. He just told her he liked makeup. It’s not like he told her he liked taking giant cocks in the ass—though what if he told that to Miss February?

He got dressed, in a nice dress shirt and slacks. Before he left his apartment, he checked down his pants to make sure he was wearing boxers and not lacy panties. He just had to be sure, to make sure he didn’t have one of his blackout moments while getting dressed.

He met up with Andrew down the block from the house. Andrew was teeming with excitement, practically skipping down the road towards the party. “Must be nice not having a job,” said Kent with a laugh.

“I have a job—it’s just… part-time.”

“How many hours did you work last week?” Kent asked.

“Six. Almost seven.”

“Not a job,” Kent said. “Just don’t expect me to stick around long. I have to be up early. I just want to be able to say that I was here.” The party wasn’t nearly as loud as the last one. The music wasn’t turned up terribly loud and the guests weren’t nearly as drunk. But Kent wished the party was just as loud and drunk, because maybe then no one would notice any potential little slips or embarrassments.

He went with Andrew to the kitchen to get a drink. Then it wasn’t long before he found himself mingling with the party guests and Andrew found himself outside smoking pot with some guys who probably weren’t invited. After a few drinks, Kent rediscovered his confidence. He found that people were drawn to him: men and women. Everyone wanted to talk to him, and everyone wanted to keep talking to him. They were all interested in his work and his hobbies. He spoke slowly and carefully, making sure to control each word out from his mouth. He figured as long as he was speaking slowly, he couldn’t accidentally blurt out some nonsense about lingerie or makeup.

Miss February really was at the party. She was much shorter than she looked in the magazine, and her hair was much shorter as well—though it was possible she’d gotten a hair cut. Her laugh could be heard throughout that party house. It was a bit of an obnoxious laugh, and always with the odd snort. But Kent thought it was pretty cute, and strangely addictive. He found himself laughing whenever he heard her laughing.

And then he had one of his blackout moments. This one was longer than any he’d ever had before. At one moment, he was in the kitchen getting a better. The next moment, he was out on the deck, chatting with Miss February. The drink in his hand was nearly empty, as if he’d been blacked out for nearly ten minutes. He felt the colour drain from his face. Miss February was laughing, covering her mouth so she wouldn’t spit up her drink. “My God, you’re funny,” she said. It didn’t help that she had a British accent, which didn’t sound too much different than the voice on that sissy hypno tape.

Kent had no idea what he’d said to her. But she was smiling and laughing and blushing, so maybe he said nothing harmful. Maybe everything was fine. “I hope you don’t mind me saying, but you’re really very beautiful,” Kent said.

She laughed again. “I know,” she said. “You just told me that.”

“Oh did I?” Kent said, blushing. “Well, it must be true then.”

She was grinning and gently biting her bottom lip. Kent knew what that meant. He knew she wanted a piece of him. He had no idea how buttered up she was, but he figured he should go for it regardless. He would regret not making a move on Miss February. So he leaned in and kissed her, and she actually kissed back. Her hands slipped around him and her fingernails gently dug into his skin. It felt good. She even slipped a bit of tongue into his mouth. She smelled magnificent, like flowers and fresh baking.

“There’s a room upstairs,” she said. Kent’s heart was pounding. He was about to go upstairs with Miss February, quite possibly one of the sexiest women on the planet. He took her by the hand and led her through the house. He felt all of the jealous gazes of party guests as they ran up the stairs, giggling with excitement. Once they were in the room, he made sure the door was locked before turning back to her for another kiss. “Are you really sure you want to do this?” she asked.

“Am I sure? I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life,” he said with a laugh. What sane man would turn down sex with a Playboy Playmate?

She pushed against his chest, pushing him down on the bed, and then she bent over and started undoing his belt. “You’re so naughty. I love it,” she said.

And Kent laughed. “Am I?” he said. She looked at him with wide eyes and nodded her head. “Alright,” he said.

She tugged down his pants and boxers. In the meantime, he took off his shirt, making himself fully naked. And then he remembered that he was clean shaved. He felt his cheeks turning dark red. Before he could say anything, Miss February said, “Wow, you really weren’t kidding.”

And he was slow to reply. “I wasn’t?” he said awkwardly.

She laughed as she stood up. She gently slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulders and let the whole garment fall to the floor, exposing her one-piece of lacy lingerie. Kent was fairly sure it was the same piece she wore in the magazine. His heart fluttered. He was expecting her to crawl on top of him in the sexy lingerie, but instead she took that off as well, exposing her perfect, perky tits and plump, hairless pussy. A whimper slipped out from his lips. He bit down on his tongue and prayed that he wouldn’t say anything that would ruin everything.

She tossed the one-piece at Kent. “Go ahead,” she said with a big smirk. She had the most beautiful naked body he’d ever seen.

“Go ahead, what?” he said.

“Put it on,” she said.

And then his heart skipped a beat. “What?”

“You said you wanted to wear my lingerie. There it is—try it on. I think it’ll look cute on you.”

His heart skipped a beat again, and then something worse started happening: his cock started to grown and harder. He couldn’t help it. The thought of putting on the lingerie made his heart rate spike. His whole body tingled. He tried to say something back, but he couldn’t muster up any words. He looked down at the lacy one-piece. It was so soft and sexy. He wanted it on his body so badly. And Miss February seemed to want it as well, so he couldn’t say no, could he? He sat up and started to slip the outfit onto his body. He liked the way it felt—no, he loved it. He bit down hard on his tongue in an attempt to suppress his big smile.

“You really do look cute. Hold on.” She spun around and then she started riffling through dresser drawers. “Ah ha! Here.” She came towards him with a little bag of makeup. “You just need a bit of eyeliner—maybe some mascara and a bit of blush.” She sat down next to him and told him to close his eyes. He didn’t resist. He couldn’t resist or even move. He was frozen with terror. He was apparently no longer in control of his impulses. His mind had gone astray. And his memory was starting to go with it.

He sat there and allowed Miss February to do his makeup for the next ten minutes. Then she stood up and looked down at him and said, “You’re so adorable!”

Kent looked over and saw himself in the mirror. She wasn’t wrong, though that only made him feel worse. That dread in his gut was overwhelming now, churning and gargling. He stood up slowly and turned to his side. He really looked like a chick. All he needed was a wig, and the illusion would have been complete.

Miss February took off her choker necklace and slung it around Kent’s throat. “This should help. There! That’s amazing.” She stepped back again and her face lit up. She was proud of her creation—or was it Kent’s creation?

“Now where’s this girls’ dildo?” she said, starting to dart around the room. “Every girl has a dildo.”

She ended up on her hands and knees, pulling out a large box from under the bed. And sure enough, that box was filled with sex toys: gags, dildos, bondage, whips, and a large object that appeared to be a folded up sex chair. Miss February dug through the box and then she pulled out a large strap-on dildo. The sight of it made Kent’s heart plunge into his stomach. “Just what you wanted!” she said. And had Kent told her that he wanted to be fucked by a strap-on? Did he say it during his ten-minute blackout, down on the deck?

He stuttered and then said, “I said that?”

She laughed. “Get on your stomach. This is going to be fun. And make sure you’re facing the mirror—it’s only fun if you can see yourself.”

And for some reason, Kent followed the command. He got on the bed, stomach down, facing the mirror. He looked into his own eyes, which he hardly recognized, and then he watched as the beautiful Miss February climbed up on top of him, with that strap-on strapped tightly to her body. It was black and probably ten inches long, making a nausea swirl deep inside of Kent’s body. “It might hurt a bit at first,” she said as she squirted plenty of lubricant onto the large cock. “This is going to be so much fun.” And still, Kent couldn’t get over how much she sounded like the girl in those recordings. Maybe that explained why he blacked out for so long.

He felt the tip of the cock press up between his cheeks, and then he felt her pushing down. She held his butt cheeks open with both hands, and it was only a moment later when she penetrated. He nearly screamed, but he didn’t want any attention turned towards that room. So he bit down on a pillow. She sunk deeper and deeper. He could feel the hard plastic ridges of the dildo’s fake veins. He could feel his asshole stretching, but it felt so good. He hated how it felt so good.

He started to moan and clench the bed sheets. He took a series of deep breaths. “It’s so tight,” she said behind him. “You’re such a filthy little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Kent replied. And strangely, the yes came out in a girly voice.

The cock pressed all the way up inside of him, nearly touching his sternum. And then she started to thrust back and forth. He couldn’t stop himself from moaning. He couldn’t believe how good it felt. He didn’t want it to end. He wanted more of her—he wanted that whole ten inches inside of him, plus more. “Call me a slut again,” he said.

“You’re a filthy fucking slut,” she said. “You just can’t get enough, can you, you little slut? You love it when I pound your little pussy, don’t you? You’re a slut and you like it.”

Kent’s head was spinning now. He was so aroused, trembling all over with euphoria. It was only ten seconds later when his cock started to unload on those bed sheets. “Fuck!” he screamed. Miss February giggled with her cute giggle, and then she even snorted a little bit. She slapped his ass, which he also loved, and then he begged her to keep calling him a slut. He had no idea why he liked it so much, but every time she said it his heart skipped a beat and a euphoria filled his body. He loved being fucked in the ass and slapped and called filthy names.

She reached around to feel his cock, and then she gasped. “Oh my God, you came?” she said.

“Yes,” he said with his cheeks turning red.

“Naughty girl. I want you to lick all of it up.” She pulled her thick cock out from his asshole and then he followed her command, crawling down to that big warm puddle. He licked it all up and swallowed it with a big grin on his face. Then she stuck her cock back into his tight hole while he was on his hands and knees and she continued to thrust. And two minutes later, his cock was unloading again with another large puddle of cum. She saw it happen this time, and she couldn’t stop herself from laughing. “Oh my God—you’re doing it again!” she said. “And you didn’t even touch your little cock!”

She reached down under his pelvis, scooped up the warm cum, and then she wiped it all over his hairless body, making him tremble with a warm euphoria. Why did he like this so much? Why was he so obsessed with this horrible level of humiliation? She pulled out and then he fell onto the bed, out of energy. She laughed and then she pulled her dress back onto her body. “I need to be going, but I had fun with you, you little slut.”

Kent didn’t have the energy to reply. She was gone for five minutes before he had the energy to even sit up.

And even though he was terribly humiliated and filled with dread, he still put on that fifth tape as soon as he was home and in his bed. Now, he couldn’t wait to see what would happen next. He couldn’t wait to feel the amazing euphoria that would come with another sissy hypno tape.
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Kent woke up with his heart pounding. He sprung up and threw off his blankets, and was surprised to see that there were no cum stains. But he did see that his body hair was starting to grow back as an even layer of stubble, so he made sure to shave up while he was in the shower. As he pulled his razor around his cock and pelvis, his cock suddenly started to become rock hard. He loved the way he looked with smooth, hairless skin. He put down the razor and held his feet close together, standing up straight and cute. His cock remained hard, but he wanted to see what it would look like out of the picture, so he awkwardly stuffed it between his thighs, along with his ball sack. It hurt a bit, being bent down while so hard, but it was worth the sight.

He reached around back, where the tip of his cock was just beneath his butthole, and then he started to rub: both his tip and his hole. It was only a minute before he was squirming, and another minute before he came backwards for the first time in his life. He didn’t even know such a thing was possible. He was shocked when he turned around and saw how much cum was dribbling down his shower wall. He was about to spray it off the wall when he got the naughty idea of licking it up. His heart began to race and then he sunk down to his knees, pressed his palms against the tile wall, and he took a big, long lick of his own product.

And then he realized he was running late for work, so he got dressed quickly, putting on his red panties instead of his usual boxer shorts. Before running out the door, he made sure to stuff his skimpy stolen outfit into his briefcase. He didn’t know what he planned on doing with it, and he knew bringing it out of the house with him could have only been a terrible idea, but he couldn’t resist the exciting urge. He held that briefcase close to him on the bus. His heart wouldn’t stop pounding. It was a miracle the men and women around him couldn’t hear that heart as it tried to slam through his ribcage.

Once again, he made sure his office door was closed and locked and his blinds were shut. Then, he slipped out from his pants and into his skirt and stockings. He didn’t get much work done, constantly staring down at her perfect legs, and then freezing up every time someone walked past his office door. His co-workers knew he was in there, and it was just a matter of time before one of them needed something. He was playing a dangerous game and he knew it all too well. It was around lunchtime when he had the sense to change back into his normal work attire (still with those panties under his slacks). He found himself in the mirror, splashing cold water on his face, trying to convince himself to pull his life back together.

His life was off the rails now. He was a slave to the naughty excitement of cross-dressing and sissification. He was starting to worry that he wouldn’t be able to save himself. He was no longer setting out to prove how manly he was, so why was he still listening to the tapes? Why was he getting dressed up in his office at work? Why couldn’t he stop himself?

After lunch, he navigated over to one of the popular online communities for sissy hypno recovery. Suddenly, he could relate to all of the posters. There were many people who only made it to the fifth tape. “I listened to that fifth tape a month ago and then I stopped, but I can’t make the urges go away,” complained one poster.

“They never go away. You need to learn to live with them and to control them,” replied a senior member of the website. Kent’s gut turned. He didn’t like what he was reading. He didn’t like the thought that he would be stuck this way forever.

“You could consider going all the way,” said another poster. “If you feel the urges are this strong after just five tapes, then you could just finish out the series and surrender to your sissy side.” Surprisingly, this was the advice of many of the men on the website. “Once you swallow the whole sissy pill, at least the agony goes away for most people. As long as your friends and family can handle your new lifestyle.”

“So there’s really no hope for going back?” asked the original poster.

“Sorry, friend. The urges do get more manageable over time though.”

Kent felt sick. He felt like he’d made a gigantic mistake—and he had. He’d done irreversible damage to his brain, voluntarily, because he was obsessed with the idea of proving his manliness. But it wasn’t his fault, was it? It’s not like he actually believed the tapes were real. He thought the posters on these websites were just roleplaying, adding to the lore of the silly sissy mythology. He thought this was all just a big rouse to entertain high school kids, and now he was essentially stuck with irreversible brain damage.

And he was stuck with the agony of knowing he was now a freak, a pervert, and a sexual deviant. He was stuck with the agony, unless he did what those posters were suggesting: swallow the whole sissy pill, go further down the rabbit hole, finish the last two tapes and become like the traps in the diner. They may have been freaks as far as Kent was concerned, but they were happy freaks. They didn’t appear to be suffering any agony. They were smiling and even flirting with strangers, as if they didn’t care what anyone around them thought. And it didn’t help that people like Andrew couldn’t even tell the difference.

Though maybe there were more than just those few traps at the diner and the few at the house party. Maybe they were everywhere and Kent couldn’t tell the difference. When Kent looked at himself in the mirror, he thought he really looked like a woman, especially after the Playboy Playmate did his makeup. All he really needed was a wig and a bit of makeup practice—maybe a bit of voice work and a decent wardrobe…

Kent had another blackout moment during his last hour at work. He looked up at the clock and saw that it was already time to go home, even though it seemed like he’d just looked up at his clock a moment later and it was only 3:00 PM. Then he looked down at his computer screen and saw, in big letters: ORDER COMPLETE. A chill crept down Kent’s spine. He opened up his e-mail and saw that he didn’t just have one unread e-receipt; there were ten separate e-receipts. He’d spent over a thousand dollars on dresses and skirts and shoes and lingerie and makeup. “Shit,” he mumbled. He clicked on the first e-mail and went to the website where he could manage his order. His plan was to cancel all of them, get his money back and pretend like it never happened. And then he saw the items that he ordered.

He froze and found himself staring at the cute little dresses. There was a little black bodycon dress that would actually look so cute on him. And in another order was a pair of strappy heels that would match the dress perfectly. Maybe he didn’t need to cancel the orders. Maybe having some outfits at his house was a good thing, so it would be easier to resist the urge of stealing clothes from his friends and neighbours. It was better that he kept his newfound obsessed within the walls of his own apartment. So he didn’t cancel anything.

But if he was going to keep the clothes and makeup, then he was going to need a wig. What was the point in spending over a thousand dollars on a wardrobe and makeup if he wasn’t going to go all the way? He looked up local wig stores on his phone and found that there was one conveniently on his way home from work. So he got off the bus a few stops early and he wandered into a shop called Best Wigs.

The store was surprisingly large, with too many options to consider. Kent walked through the room slowly, noticing the price tags hanging down from some of the hair bundles: five, six, even seven hundred dollars for some of the more realistic units. And of course Kent needed to get a realistic unit if he was going to commit to this crazy endeavour.

“Can I help you?” asked a feminine voice behind Kent. He spun around with a jump. He was on edge and had been on edge for days now. “Looking for a wig?” The storeowner was a tall, pretty woman with big, stunning eyes. She had a confident smile that beamed down on Kent, making him feel small.

“Um, yeah,” he said. “It’s, uh, for my wife.”

“Is she okay?” the storeowner asked.

Kent quickly nodded his head. “Yeah. She, uh, just got a bad haircut. The hairdresser screwed up and she ended up having to shave it all off. So she, uh, needs a wig.” He forced a smile. He knew it sounded far-fetched.

The storeowner was looking down, at Kent’s hands, which were awkwardly fumbling down at his waist. He thought she was looking at his nervously fidgeting fingers, and then he realized she was looking down at his lack of a wedding ring. He quickly buried his hands into his pockets, even though he already knew it was too late. So he just forced another smile as he felt his cheeks turning red.

“Does she want to be blonde, brunette, redhead—or something funky?” asked the store owner, who was now grinning. She knew. She could see right through Kent’s awkward demeanour. She probably got lots of cross-dressers into her store. Kent squirmed at the thought of being one of them, even though he was. He hated the term ‘cross-dresser’. It sounded so ugly and so freakish. Kent had always thought that cross-dressers were just mentally ill men. And maybe that’s exactly what Kent was, now with his blackouts and his powerful urges that he couldn’t always deny. “Well?” the store clerk asked.

“Maybe blonde,” Kent said with a quiet voice.

“Long or short?”

Kent scanned the options. There was already a wig that stood out to him. He kept looking around but his gaze kept travelling back to that one wig on the wall. It was long and blonde, with dark roots. It was straight with a bit of volume, and Kent was already imagining which outfits to pair it with. “That one,” he said, pointing at the wig.

“Do you want to try it on?” the clerk asked as she took the wig down from the wall.

“Sure,” Kent said. And then he froze up as he realized he’d just outed himself as a cross-dresser. “I mean—my head is about the same size as my wife’s head.” He felt warm blood rushing into his cheeks. He didn’t know why he was still bothering with his whole married farce. He knew the clerk was onto him. But he was just too embarrassed to reveal himself fully.

The pretty storeowner stepped around Kent and got the wig situated on top of his head. She adjusted it slightly, ruffling up the hair a bit to make it look realistic. Then she turned Kent towards the mirror and said, “I think it looks pretty good, don’t you?” she said.

Kent slowly nodded his head. The wig was perfect. It looked real. He reached up slowly and ran his fingers through the soft strands of hair. “Yeah,” he said, his voice nearly a whisper.

Even without a feminine outfit or a lick of makeup, he looked like a girl. It was amazing how much that wig changed his appearance. It changed the shape of his face and it even seemed to change the figure of his body—not that his figure wasn’t feminine to begin with. “How much?” he asked.

“It’s on sale. Four hundred and fifty,” she said. “Down from eight hundred. It’s a steal, really.”

“I’ll take it,” Kent said. And now he couldn’t wait for his new wardrobe to show up. He couldn’t wait to get dolled up. He was even starting to think about taking his feminine persona out of the house once he had all of the elements put together. Maybe he would go for a jaunt down at the dog park. Maybe he would take a ride on the bus, just to see if he could get a guy or two to look his way. Maybe he would go down to the bar and try to get a guy to buy him a drink. But what would he call himself? He was going to need a name for his new female persona…

“Are you okay?” the store clerk asked.

“Huh? Me? Yeah. I’m fine.” Kent was now standing at the checkout counter. He couldn’t remember how he got there. He must have blacked out again, but for how long? Had he said anything embarrassing? Had he done anything he was going to regret? He looked into the store clerk’s eyes and saw that she was smirking—or was it just her normal smile? He looked away quickly. “You don’t have a bathroom I could use, do you?” he asked. He didn’t need to use the bathroom, but he needed to splash some cold water on his face. Cold water was the only thing that seemed to stop the sissy urges from taking over completely. Cold water was the only thing ensuring Kent still had a little bit of sanity.

“We don’t but the store next door has—” She cut herself off. “Actually, if you don’t mind walking a couple of blocks, there’s a gas station just at the end of the road. The bathrooms are around back. If I were you, I would use the women’s bathroom. It’s much cleaner and much less busy.”

Kent stared at the woman for a moment, trying to figure out why she was suggesting a bathroom two blocks away, and why she was suggesting the women’s bathroom instead of the men’s bathroom. But he didn’t question it. He wanted to get out of that wig store and away from the woman who could see right through Kent’s anxious character. He made his way down the road to that gas station. It was a busy little gas station, with cars lined up nearly to the street.

Kent skirted around behind the station and then he spotted the bathrooms. He watched a man slip into the men’s bathroom. He looked around to make sure no one was watching before slipping into the women’s. And he was pleasantly surprised by how clean and spacious it was. He locked the door and went straight to the sink. He ran the water cold and then splashed it on his face. He took a deep breath and then he noticed a glimmer of red out of the corner of his eye.

‘Tap for a little bit of fun,’ was written on the wall with deep red lipstick. With the same lipstick, someone had drawn a long arrow pointing from those words to a hole in the wall, a hole that connected the two bathrooms. Kent’s heart skipped a beat.

Next to the sink was a little tube of red lipstick—probably the same that was used to write on the wall. Kent picked it up carefully and spun out the deep red pillar. He ran the tap again, rinsing off the tip of that red pillar. Then he brought it to his lips. His heart was pounding hard—so hard, he was worried it was going to explode inside of his chest. “What the hell are you doing?” he whispered to himself. But he couldn’t stop himself.

He reached into his briefcase and pulled out his new wig. He ripped off the tag and got it onto his head. He ruffled up the hair until it looked nice and natural on his head, then he slipped out from his dress shirt and put on the crop top he stole from his neighbour. And while he was at it, he took off his pants and put on his skirt—his stockings were still on underneath his slacks.

He did a little pose in the mirror, biting his lip in an attempt to contain his big, goofy smile. He looked cute, even without makeup. The lipstick was enough—though a bit of eyeliner and maybe some blush would have been nice too.

He heard someone enter the room next door. It was game time, time to have a little bit of fun, according to the wall. Kent walked over with his pounding heart and then he tapped on the wall. He squirmed and took a series of deep breaths, trying to calm his racing heart. He didn’t actually plan on doing anything if a cock slipped through that hole, did he? He wasn’t really going to suck off some stranger, or even touch another man’s penis. Just because he was having strange urges—it didn’t mean he was suddenly gay. Or was he suddenly gay? Were those tapes turning him gay?

A minute passed and no cock came through that hole. Maybe that hole was just a joke—surely it was just a joke. What man would be dumb enough to risk sticking his cock through a random hole in a gas station bathroom? There was nothing stopping some crazed psychopath from chopping a stray cock off—and there was nothing stopping a man from sucking off another man.

Kent tapped again, giving his heart another surge of energy. He kept his gaze glued to that hole. After a long silence, that hole became dark as if large figure had crossed behind it. Kent could hear a subtle rustling. And then a long, flaccid cock came through the opening. Kent nearly jumped back at the sight of it. It was thick and veiny and uncircumcised.

Kent’s lips parted and his heart fluttered down into his gut. Now what? He’d invited the cock through, but now he didn’t know what to do with it. There was a very vulnerable man on the other side of that wall, waiting for some action.

Kent slowly dropped down to his knees. He felt the cold bathroom floor with his bare skin, but he did like the feeling of the draft teasing up his skirt, tickling his bum and his barely covered cock.

He looked at the cock and couldn’t believe how thick it was. It must have belonged to a big guy. He reached up slowly and hovered his fingers around the man’s girth. He was terrified to touch it, but he knew he had to. He knew he would be left unsatisfied until he went through with it. So he closed his eyes and closed his hand into a fist around the soft, warm cock. His heart skipped a beat. He was doing it—he was touching a cock. And a moment later, he was gently pulling back the man’s foreskin, exposing his bulbous tip. It was only a few seconds before that cock was throbbing and growing in Kent’s grip—getting bigger and harder by the second.

And it was kind of fun, knowing that it was Kent’s sensual fingers that were making the man aroused, and soon he would be getting the man off too.

He tugged on the cock until it was hard, and then he watched as it throbbed magnificently. It was a strangely arousing sight, but only because Kent knew that erection was for him. But the man didn’t stick his cock through a dangerous hole just for a handjob. Kent needed to give the man more. So he took a deep breath, leaned forward, and opened his mouth. The cock slid onto his wet tongue. It didn’t taste like anything, which was nice because Kent was expecting the worst. In a weird way, it was even kind of satisfying, the way it slid back and forth. He could feel the veins throbbing. He could feel the whole cock bloating and twitching. And it was only a minute or two before he could feel it tensing up all over, getting ready to burst.

He slipped the cock out from his mouth and aimed it away. Then he watched as it spewed long strands of cum all over the bathroom floor. He heard the man on the other side groaning, and then the man’s lipstick-stained cock slipped back, leaving that hole empty. He got the lipstick washed off of his lips and his sissy outfit back into his briefcase, then he took off for home, hiding his face as he left the bathroom, just in case there was someone there waiting to see him. Thankfully, the coast was clear.

But that wasn’t the end of Kent’s sissy fun that afternoon. That night, he got dressed up again and he went about his normal routine. He cooked his dinner in that little skirt, and he even sat around and watched TV in his whole cute ensemble. When it was time for bed, he decided to sleep in his panties, with his headphones on his head and that sixth tape playing into his ears.

“Oh my God, look at you,” the British woman said in that recording. “I hardly recognized you. You look stunning. And how’s your voice sounding? Have you been practising? It will take a while to get it right, but don’t worry about that now. Now, we’re just going to have some fun. We still have a lot of work to do—but let’s not think of it as work. Let’s just think of it as fun, shall we?”

Kent dozed off quickly that night. There was something hypnotic about the British woman’s voice. It had the strangest ability to make Kent fall right to sleep. Even sleeping pills didn’t work that quickly.


CHAPTER 8
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Kent woke up with the worst dread trembling inside of his gut. He jumped out of bed and rushed over to the mirror and he stared at himself. His eyes were heavy and his skin was flushed. “What are you doing to yourself?” he said before slapping himself on the cheek. “Pull yourself out of this. You’re just one recording away.” And it was true—if Kent could stop himself from becoming a full-blown sissy in just the next twenty-four hours, then his original goal would be a success. Sure, there were some speed bumps along the way. He’d spent almost two thousand dollars on women’s clothing, makeup, shoes, and a wig. He’d sucked a cock in a gas station bathroom. He’d allowed a Playboy Playmate to fuck him in the ass with a giant strap-on—but those were just speed bumps. He could still come out the other end as a man, unlike all of those poor souls on those sissy websites, and those trannies in the diner.

He just had to get through one more tape. So he went back to that support group online community and read through some posts. He found a few made by people who only reached that sixth tape. “I’m too afraid to listen to the last one. I don’t want to lose myself,” said one poster. And surprisingly, many people replied saying they only reached that sixth tape. Apparently, on their sixth day, something happened that was too much for them. But none of them were brave enough to say what. They just kept saying “the incident”, and everyone seemed to know exactly what they were talking about. But Kent had no idea, and he was terrified of having ‘the incident’ happen while he was at work.

So he called in sick, taking one of his few sick days. He made a large pot of coffee and spent the morning at his kitchen table, drinking cup after cup. He had nothing else to do. There was lots he wanted to do outside, but he was set on remaining inside for the day. Under no circumstances would he leave his apartment.

At least that’s what he thought, until noon rolled around and there was a knock at his door. He carefully crept up to the peephole and looked out. His female neighbour was standing there. Kent wasn’t going to answer it, but she knocked again, and then again. What if she knew he stole her clothes? What if her next stop was at my building manager’s door, to get the key to get into Kent’s apartment and take back what was hers?

So Kent opened the door. “Hey,” he said, forcing a big smile. He was ready to dive back into his apartment if one of his weird urges came upon him. He held the door firmly.

“My pipes are all weird again and my husband still isn’t back. The building manager isn’t answering his door, and I heard your TV playing so I knew you were home. You don’t think you could come and help me, do you?” She looked desperate. Her eyes were glowing and her smile was irresistible.

“Just let me grab my tools,” Kent said. He was hardly breaking his own rule. He still wasn’t leaving his apartment building, and he wasn’t even leaving his own floor. He could be done and back in his apartment in a matter of minutes, before any impulses took over.

He sauntered into her place and headed straight for that sink. “Same problem?” he asked.

And then he heard his neighbour’s voice from the other room. “Same problem,” she said.

Kent got down and popped open the access panel. He looked in and saw that the same pipe was loose. Though it seemed impossible. A pipe can’t just pop loose so easily. Kent had screwed that pipe in firmly, and no amount of water pressure can unscrew a pipe in a matter of days. So Kent reached in with his wrench and he made it as tight as possible. He tested the sink and everything worked just fine, but he had a feeling that he wasn’t really there to fix her pipe.

He looked over when he heard her stepping up behind him, and he saw that she’d quickly gotten changed into a skimpy lingerie bodysuit. It was lace and clear. He could see her perky nipples trying to poke free from the tight garment. He opened his mouth to say something, but he didn’t know what to say. “Well?” she said.

“W—Well what?” Kent managed to stutter.

“Are you going to fuck me or not?” Her face was red and her eyes were shimmering, as if she was trying not to cry. Kent wasn’t sure what was happening. Why did she want to fuck him so badly? Was she just bored?

“I shouldn’t,” he said. “I should be getting back to my apartment.”

“Please fuck me,” she said. “My husband is always home but he won’t fuck me. He’s going to be back in a few hours and I don’t know when he’s leaving again. I need to be fucked. Please just fuck my little pussy. I’m begging you.” She came up to Kent and put her hands on her sides. She was squirming—literally unable to contain herself. She reached down and cupped Kent’s cock. She squeezed and massaged gently. “I’ll do anything,” she said.

Kent was about to reject her, even though she was beautiful and wet—and then he suddenly say her as his solution. He was attracted to her. He wanted to fuck her. And maybe a good fucking was all he needed in order to get his head straight, to remember that he was really a man and not some sissy. So he put his hands on her sides and he spun her around. He put a hand on her back and bent her over her own kitchen counter. She let a moan slip out from her lips. She was already halfway to having an orgasm, just from being touched by a man. Poor girl probably wasn’t lying—her plumber husband probably never fucked her.

Kent reached down and pulled away the thin strip of lace covering her pussy, revealing her plump, wet lips. The sight made Kent’s heart stutter—and he loved that stutter. He was still a man. He still loved women. Those tapes hadn’t corrupted his mind completely—not yet. He ran his fingers over those damp lips and then he tugged down his pants, letting his semi-erect cock fling out. He grabbed it and pressed it against her warm pussy. She let another moan slip out as she began to push her bum back, grinding herself along his hardening shaft.

Kent had the biggest smile on his face. There was still hope. He could still be the man he knew that he was. Though as he looked down at his pretty neighbour, he couldn’t help but wonder how that lingerie would look on him—and those heels; he’s still never worn a pair of heels before. He couldn’t wait for his shipment to come in the mail, so he could see how perfect his own legs would look with a cute pair of—

“Well? Are you going to fuck me or not?” she asked, still squirming, still desperate for his cock.

He was hard now, though not entirely because of her—but that didn’t matter. He was still going to fuck her and he was still going to come inside of her and he was still going to prove to himself that he was still a sane, straight man. He mashed his tip between her plump lips and then he pushed inside of her. She gasped and clenched and trembled and moaned. He squeezed her butt cheeks with both hands and spread them wide so he could watch his cock travelling deeper and deeper into her body.

He suddenly had the urge to ask her to reach around and stick her fingers into his asshole, but he resisted the urge. He bit down hard on his tongue and started thrusting. He had the urge to ask if he could put on her bodysuit, or maybe she would be interested in fucking him with the handle of his screwdriver—he resisted those urges as well, pumping her harder and faster. He just needed to come—he needed to get the fucking over with before one of these urges manifested into reality.

So he closed his eyes and focussed as hard as he could. He loved the way her wet pussy felt, clenching along his hard shaft. He loved the way fluid was dribbling down her thighs. He loved the sounds of her moaning, and he even loved the sounds of air escaping her pussy when he pulled his cock mostly out before plunging back down. And more than anything, he loved that he loved all of those things. He was still a man.

He dug his fingernails into her skin and then he thrusted himself forward with a heavy grunt. His cum filled up her tight snatch and she screamed out as she reached her long-awaited orgasm. More fluid gushed out of her and then Kent stumbled back to watch his creampie ooze out from her cunt. “I should be going,” he said before she was even able to pull herself off of the counter. She looked back at him with glowing eyes. “Whenever my husband is gone, can I count on you to come over?” she asked.

Kent shrugged his shoulders. “Why doesn’t your husband want to fuck you?” he asked.

“Because he always just wants me to fuck him. He makes me put on this stupid strap-on, and when I ask him to fuck me, he can’t get it up. So sometimes I ask him to put on the strap-on, but it’s just not the same. He even likes to wear my lingerie. I mean—he looks good in it, but I still have needs, you know?”

Kent forced a smile. His heart stuttered. And then he turned to leave. Maybe there were sissies everywhere. Maybe there was a couple of them on every floor of Kent’s apartment building. Maybe every second guy on the street was a secret sissy. Maybe it wasn’t such a terrible thing. Maybe Kent didn’t need to feel so ashamed, as if he was some freak of nature. At least he wasn’t like his neighbour’s husband. At least he could still find satisfaction in satisfying a woman.

He stayed locked up in his flat for the rest of the day. He ended up taking a sleeping pill around 8:00 PM, not that he needed it. Once he hit play on that final recording, he fell right asleep. He didn’t register the British woman’s first few words.


CHAPTER 9
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Kent woke up to the loud screeching of his apartment’s buzzer. It took him a moment to realize he was no longer asleep and no longer dreaming. He pulled himself up as the buzzer rang again. He stumbled over to the unit on his wall and pressed the button. “What is it?” he said with a groggy voice. And then he noticed the clock on the wall that read 2:45 PM. He’d been asleep for almost eighteen hours—how did a single over-the-counter sleeping pill do that?

“I’ve got a few packages here for you—I need a signature,” said the man who was standing downstairs at the front door. “Mind hurrying up?”

“I’ll be right down,” Kent said. He went down in his pyjamas, rubbing the sleep out from his eyes as the slow elevator made its way down to the lobby. He was still in a daze, still unsure of how he managed to sleep for so long. Was it because of the sleeping pill? Or was it because of the tape.

He’d forgotten about the tape—the final sissy hypno tape. He was finished with the experiment. He was done the ultimate manliness test, and he’d passed. At least he was pretty sure he’d passed. He wasn’t currently fantasizing about sleeping with men or wishing he was wearing women’s clothing. The thought of a beautiful naked woman still got his heart racing.

He answered the front door of his apartment building with a big smile on his face. “Hey—you’ve got some packages for me?” he said. He had no idea what the packages were—he figured they had something to do with work. When he thought of work now, his gut turned. He was supposed to be at work. In fact, he was only an hour away from the end of his workday. Hopefully his boss just assumed he was still sick.

“Sign this,” the deliveryman said, thrusting a clipboard forward. Kent signed the paperwork and then he saw the large stack of boxes sitting next to the door. “Enjoy,” the deliveryman said as he turned and walked away. It took three trips back and forth to the elevator to get it loaded, and then it took three trips from the elevator to his apartment to get everything inside. He grabbed a box cutter from his toolbox and opened the first box.

Inside that first box was the black dress that he ordered, as well as a few other dresses and a skirt and a couple of tops. In another box was four pairs of cute high heels. In another box he found more dresses, and then in another box he found leggings and panties and lingerie. The smaller (and heavier) of the boxes was filled with makeup supplies. His eyes lit up as he looked down at the haul and an excitement filled his body. It would take a whole week just to try everything on, and he couldn’t wait to get started.

He grabbed that black dress and held it up to his body. Then he grabbed that box of makeup supplies and started towards the bathroom, to get started. But he only made it a few steps before he paused, his heart suddenly trembling. He looked down at the dress, which he knew was going to look so cute on him. “Just stop,” he said to himself. It wasn’t too late to return it—everything was still packaged, still with tags. He could get his money back, and more importantly, he could keep the last bit of his sanity.

If he went into that bathroom, then the sissy tapes won. If he got himself all dolled up and beautiful, then he didn’t survive the seven tapes. He would have become exactly what he was trying not to become: an emasculated sissy.

But he didn’t want to return the clothes. He wanted to wear them. He wanted to go out to the cafes and parks and bars in the little outfits. He wanted to feel the gazes of gawking men, and for once in his life, he wanted to know what it felt like to be ‘sexy’. Was it so wrong?

He still wanted to be a man. He wasn’t like those traps in the diner—he didn’t want to become a woman and stay a woman and be nothing but a woman. He knew that he was biologically male. He knew that there were people in the world who wouldn’t accept him in a skirt and a pair of black strappy heels. And he knew there would be plenty of times where he just wanted to be a man: at work, visiting family, at football parties, and so on.

He looked at the dress again, now with a head filled with confusion. He knew he couldn’t be both a man and a woman. He knew he couldn’t even technically be a woman, as far as biology was concerned. But maybe he could be a trap from time to time. Was that so outrageous? It would essentially be a hobby. He didn’t have to tell people about it—or maybe he would tell people about it. Who cares what other people think? He had friends who played Dungeons & Dragons—lots of people made fun of them, but was it wrong to play the game? Of course not. Different people like different things, and different people are raised to accept different things.

A smile crossed Kent’s face as he realized something: he was still a man. For quite possibly the first time in his life, he was confident in who he was. If some blonde Swedish woman accidentally called him a woman on the streets, it wouldn’t phase him. In fact, now he might think of it as a sort of compliment.

So he was successful with his experiment. He did prove to himself that he was a man, and he was more sure of that now than ever before: he was a man who was no longer afraid of being seen as a sissy or some closeted transgender. He was just human, like everyone else.

He went into that bathroom and put on that makeup and he tried on that dress. He looked stunning, especially once that blonde wig was on his head. He put on a pair of heels and then he stood in front of his mirror for a while, admiring his awesome figure and his beautiful face. He knew he was convincing and he knew he was going to turn heads. He couldn’t wait to get out onto the streets, to start experiencing life as a pretty trap.

But first, he was curious: what was on that last tape? What were the final words of that British woman? He went to his computer and pressed play on that final minute of recording. “Look at you now,” she said with her thick British accent. “Look at how beautiful you are. Look at how confident you are. You were born to wear that dress. Your legs were made for those heels. You’re perfect. You’re going to turn so many heads. And look how happy you are. Look at that smile! That smile is worth everything, don’t you think?”

And Kent really was smiling. He couldn’t help it—he really was happy. He couldn’t wait to step out that door and start his new life: the improved version of his old life.

THE END


THE SISSY PILL
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THE SISSY PILL


Troy has been having some issues in the bedroom, ever since he discovered his first love had a little extra between the thighs. Now, he can’t get it up, no matter how hard he tries. So he’s excited when he gets the chance to test a new drug that’s supposed to help with unfortunate impotence.

The drug works! Troy can finally get off, but only under certain circumstances. And with each dose of that trial pill, those circumstances become more and more extreme.


CHAPTER 1
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She was the hottest girl that had ever shown interest in me, and she was in my dorm room, already stripping down. And shockingly, she wasn’t even drunk.

My heart was pounding ferociously because I knew I had to preform. She was a popular girl: a senior member of one of the biggest sororities on campus, and a major member of the school’s student counsel. But most importantly of all, she was friends with some of the hottest girls at the university.

I knew that I needed to relax. My doctor told me that my performance issues were most likely related to my anxiety—which was a bit of a Catch-22, seeing as I got most of my anxiety from my performance issues.

The last girl I was with, I wasn’t able to get it up. She tried sucking me for nearly half an hour—and it was probably the most horrible half an hour of my life, even though it felt nice. My cock just wouldn’t get up, so I ended up eating her out for a while. She didn’t have an orgasm. Her mind was probably too busy thinking that there was something atrociously wrong with her. But there was nothing wrong with her (well, maybe she could have dropped fifteen pounds). The problem was me.

Then there was the girl before her, who managed to get me up for a couple of minutes—just long enough that I was able to get inside of her. But as soon as I started pumping, my cock went soft and the pumping started to hurt.

Now, I had taken a Viagra pill. I bought it on the Internet, and I had it stashed away in my nightstand for this exact occasion. But it wasn’t working yet. It didn’t help that I didn’t take it until we were already in my dorm room, and my beautiful date was moving so quickly. I remembered reading that Viagra takes half an hour to work, so if I couldn’t get it up naturally, I was going to need to distract her for thirty minutes.

I walked up to her, put my arms around her, and then I kissed her, hoping we could make out for a while. But that little make out session didn’t last long. After fifteen seconds, she pulled away and started to sink down, carefully placing her knees down on my dorm room floor. She unzipped my fly with a big grin on her face. I closed my eyes and tried to will away that anxiety, so my cock could flourish and become erect for her to suck. I hated being a twenty-two-year-old with erectile dysfunction. Maybe that Viagra would kick in at the perfect moment. How long had it been now? Four minutes?

“Why don’t I eat you out first?” I said with a nervous laugh.

She looked up at me and giggled. “I don’t like being eaten out. I like sucking cock.” She looked back towards my crotch and then her fingers slipped into my fly. I fought back the urge to mutter the word ‘shit’. I closed my eyes again and tried once more to will away that anxiety. I knew it was just a mental issue. I knew that I was capable of getting an erection. I got a few each month, though never when I actually wanted one.

That anxiety was starting to interfere with my masturbation sessions. The moment I would open up a pornography video on my computer, my heart would start to pound the way it was pounding now. My stomach would fill with a peculiar nausea, and I would suddenly be thinking about the horribly humiliating times I wasn’t able to get it up with girls. Maybe I just needed to see a hypnotist, so I could have my mind wiped.

This whole problem started when I lost my virginity.

I was seventeen and drunk at my first house party. It was late, and there was a girl from another school with her eye on me. I hadn’t noticed her at all that night, until the party was starting to die down. Most of my friends were already either passed out or fucking girls in locked rooms. So after another shot of vodka, I gathered the courage to talk to the girl. She told me that she was a virgin, so I told her the same thing. We decided in our state of inebriation that we would go to a bedroom together to fool around, and lose our virginities together.

I was already hard the moment we stepped into the bedroom. She sunk to her knees and I pulled out my cock. She sucked me for a couple of minutes—and my God, was she good at sucking cock. I had to pinch my arm hard to stop myself from coming in her mouth.

I asked if I could go down on her, but she told me she didn’t want that. We made out, and then she suddenly jumped onto the bed and flipped herself onto her stomach. “Let’s do it,” she said, taking me by surprise, cutting the foreplay off abruptly.

I went to pull down her panties, but she stopped me. “Do you have a condom?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “Aren’t you on the pill?”

She shook her head. “Maybe just put it in my butt, just to be safe.” And my seventeen-year-old self didn’t hesitate. My friends were always bragging about having sex, but how many of them could say that they got to fuck a chick in the ass? She reached back and pulled her panties gently to the side, just enough to expose her tight butthole. “Just be gentle,” she said.

So I mounted her and I jammed my throbbing erection into her asshole. It didn’t take me long to come—maybe two minutes at the very most. I filled her tush with hot cum, and then I pulled out. She put her panties back over her hole, and then I watched as a dark spot formed on her panties, where my cum was oozing out.

“Can I eat out your pussy so that you can get off too?” I asked.

She stared at me with wide, guilty eyes. Dread churned in my gut. Did I do something wrong? “I’m so sorry. I—I should have told you before, but I was too afraid. I’m trans.” It took a moment for that admission to sink in. My body became cold and my heart fluttered.

“You’re what?” I asked.

“Trans. I used to be a man. But now I’m a woman. I’m getting my final surgery in six months from now.”

My head was spinning in fast circles. I bit down on my tongue and tried hard to process the information I was hearing. “Trans?” I said. “Final surgery?”

She nodded her head, still with those big, guilty eyes. “I’ll be getting implants, and they’ll be removing my… you know.”

I stared into her eyes for a long moment, trying to decide if she was bluffing. “You have a dick?” I asked.

She nodded her head.

“Is that why you wanted it in the ass?” I said. That nausea was building in my gut. I had a bad feeling that I was about to vomit. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue. I could feel my face turning white.

Then, the girl proved herself. She quickly showed me her semi-erect cock. “You don’t really mind, do you?” she said. “I’m a girl now—I really am. Once I get my surgery, you won’t even be able to tell the difference. We can go out. You don’t really care that I’m trans, do you?”

I bit my tongue hard and forced the most awkward smile of my life. “I don’t care that you’re trans,” I said. I knew a guy who was kicked out of the school for using the word ‘tranny’, so I knew the dangers of being ‘transphobic’. I knew that I was expected not to care whether she used to be a man or a woman—but I did care. I felt sick. I wanted to get in a time machine and go back an hour. I wanted to grab her by the throat and demand that she never tell anyone about this. But instead, I just awkwardly put my clothes on and I left without saying anything.

Ever since then, my cock seemingly refused to stand for anyone, as if it was afraid of being betrayed again. And honestly, I never found myself with a girl that I was totally sure about. I never forgot what that trans girl said to me: ‘Once I get my surgery, you won’t even be able to tell the difference.’ I thought about that line now as I stared at the blonde babe from the popular sorority.

She had my limp cock in her mouth and she was bobbing her head quickly, trying to get me aroused. She even stopped to use her hand for a minute, pumping me quickly and squeezing hard. It felt good, but I just couldn’t get it up. I couldn’t stop thinking about that slight possibility that she might actually be a man.

“What’s wrong?” she said.

I could feel that my face was red. “Show my your pussy,” I said.

“Why?” she asked.

“Just show me your pussy.”

She stared at me for a moment, and then she stood up and lifted up her skirt. She pulled aside her panties, showing off her tight slit (and her impressive bush). “Happy?” she asked.

I reached out and gently ran my fingers up her length. Her pussy certainly felt real—but I had no idea what the doctors were capable of. I looked up he whole body, which was curvy and soft. She had no Adam’s apple, narrow shoulders, and soft features on her face—but so did the trans chick who took my virginity. Her voice was soft and feminine, and her feet were petite and cute.

“What is it?” she asked me.

I shook my head. “I’m just admiring your body,” I said.

“Well get your dick hard and admire it from the inside,” she said. She turned around and bent over my bed. She reached back with one hand and pulled her butt cheek to the side, making her holes spread wide. I knew that she was a woman—currently and previously—so why couldn’t I battle through the anxiety? Why was my cock still apprehensive? Why wasn’t that damned Viagra working?

I walked towards my date. I gently rubbed her soft bum and then I pressed my flaccid cock between her butt cheeks. Her body was warm. I gently thrust my cock up and down, hoping some friction would get my blood flowing properly. This went on for the next three minutes, until I heard her let out a sigh of frustration.

“Don’t you think I’m pretty?” she asked.

“You’re very pretty. It’s just—I just can’t get it up.”

“Is that a problem you have or something?” she said. And I couldn’t tell her the truth—I couldn’t have the whole school finding out about my embarrassing dilemma.

“No. I don’t know what’s wrong. I think I’m just nervous. Just give it a minute—maybe two minutes. I’ll get it up—just hold on.”

She sighed again. “Just put it in me,” she said.

“What?”

“Put your limp dick in me. Give me something for Christ sakes.”

I hesitated, and then I followed her command. I used a healthy dab of lube to make my cock as slippery as a fish in KY Jelly. Then I began to mash my limp cock into her wet hole. She used both of her hands to spread her hole wide. It wasn’t easy. My cock kept folding and bending to the side as if it didn’t want to go in. I had to use both of my hand to cram it in. But after a couple of minutes, I was inside of her. I could feel her warm vaginal walls against my soft penis. She started to rock back and forth. I tried to thrust, but it was hard. My cock kept trying to slip out from her tight hole, so I had to remain close to her.

We fucked for the next twenty minutes. My cock remained flaccid, leaving me with the most humiliating feeling lingering in my gut. But even though I couldn’t get it hard, I somehow ended up coming. My limp cock coughed cum into her hole, and then she rolled over and looked down at my pathetic crotch.

“I think I just had too much to drink. Whisky Dick—isn’t that what they call it?”

“I think Jell-O Dick is more accurate,” she said. She left without saying anything else. I didn’t blame her—it was probably humiliating for her as well. And now I could only hope that she wouldn’t run around the campus telling all of the other girls that my cock didn’t work properly.


CHAPTER 2
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Iwas in class the next day when a group of students came into our classroom and said, “Would anyone here be interested in earning a bit of a side income over the next couple of months?”

A few hands hesitantly went up. I’m sure every student in that classroom (myself included) was interested in earning some extra income, but we all knew that income came at a price. There was a research program on our campus that was always developing experimental drugs, and they were always looking for students willing to test the drugs so that they could apply for patents. They’d interrupted many classes before, never saying what the drug they were testing was supposed to do. Their rate was always the same: fifty bucks per week. And occasionally, students ended up in the hospital because of radically unexpected side effects.

And there was always one student in every classroom that asked, “What’s the drug for?”

“We can’t say exactly what it’s for, but we need people to test the drug and report any side effects,” the leader of the little medical group said.

“How much are you paying?”

“It’s fifty dollars per week if you take one pill each day.”

All of the hands went down. It wasn’t nearly enough money to justify the potential damage. So the students shuffled out of our classroom and went along to the next one. Our professor resumed his lecture.

I went out to have a cigarette after class. I walked over to my usual spot and then I reached into my pocket for my lighter, but I couldn’t find it. I must have left it in my dorm room, so I started walking along the university, hoping to find someone with a lighter. Then, I turned around the corner and saw that same group of medical students. One of them was smoking a cigarette.

“One person. We went to fifteen classes and we found one single person. What a gigantic waste of time,” one student said to the other.

“Get used to it. This is always how it goes. And chances are, that one guy probably won’t even show up tomorrow to get his prescription. And then you get the guys who pretend to take the pills, but they actually spit them out in the hallway. You’re still a first year—just wait until you’ve been through a dozen of these trials.”

The first year student took a long drag from his cigarette. I thought about asking him if I could borrow his lighter, but then I hesitated when he said, “Does the world really even need another boner pill?”

I stopped for a moment, and then I slipped behind the wall to my left, still in earshot but no longer visible. The team continued to chat. “Does it need another boner pill? No. Will the government keep giving us money to test out new boner pills? Yes.”

“I mean—at what point is Viagra good enough?”

“This is different than Viagra,” said one of the senior students in a dull, scholastic voice. “Viagra stimulates blood flow. This pill addresses ED in the brain. Viagra is temporary. This will hopefully be a permanent solution for patients with chronic erectile dysfunction.”

“If you can’t be bothered to take a Viagra once a week or so, then maybe you shouldn’t be having sex—that’s all I’m saying.”

I slipped away and managed to find someone else with a lighter. While I smoked my cigarette, I thought about what the medical students were talking about: a pill to cure erectile dysfunction. Would it work for me? Did I even have erectile dysfunction, or was my doctor correct: did I just suffer from an unfortunately debilitating anxiety?

I couldn’t stop thinking about that drug trial. I was in my literature class later that day when the same group of students came into the classroom, cutting off the professor to recruit volunteers for their new drug. A few hands went up, and then someone asked about the pay, and then all of the hands went down. “Nobody?” the younger student asked, keeping an impressive smile on his face.

Then I bit down on my tongue and held up my hand. “I’ll do it,” I said. My heart was pounding nearly as hard as it did when I was with a woman in my dorm room.

The student’s face lit up. He stared at me for a moment and then he walked up the isle with a clipboard and a pen. All of the students in the class were staring at me now, probably thinking that I was a crazy person. I wasn’t sure if my face was dark red or ghost-white, but I’m certain it was nowhere in between. He held the clipboard out towards me, so I could fill out my information. I took the board and the pen and I wrote down everything he needed. “Can you be at our clinic tomorrow at 8:00 AM?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “Sounds good.”

For a minute after the little team was gone, my fellow students continued to stare at me. Only a psychopath would test out a mystery drug for a couple hundred bucks (paid out over a couple of months). Maybe I was a psychopath—or maybe I was just desperate to never have another humiliating episode with a pretty girl.

I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night. It was around midnight when I thought I would try to masturbate, to see if I even really needed a pill. I opened up some porn on my computer and I watched for the next twenty minutes, gently rubbing between my legs to stimulate some blood flow. But my cock wasn’t in the mood to get up. I kept thinking about that pill, making my heart tremble. Maybe my doctor was right—maybe I just needed to take some anxiety medicine. Maybe I needed to stop myself before taking some mystery drug that could end up screwing up my body for life.

Or maybe I just needed to bite my lip and take a step into the unknown.


CHAPTER 3
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Iwas one of five students in that little clinic at 8:00 AM the next morning. I was struggling to keep my eyes open, as I only slept for a couple hours the night before. The others looked to be in the same boat: rubbing their eyes, yawning—though I’m sure their circumstances were different. They were probably up partying, drinking, and playing video games.

A student in a white overcoat came into the room. He had five little plastic bags, and there was a pill in each bag. “ Okay, everyone. The trial is very simple. You come here at 8:00 AM every morning and take one pill. Starting tomorrow, we’ll have you write down all of the side effects you think that you might be experiencing. Simple, right?” He handed a baggie out to everyone. I stared at the little green pill in the bag. It seemed harmless enough. It was so small—how could such a small pill possibly cause any damage? “Well? Go ahead. Take your pill.”

Everyone opened their little baggies. Some of the men in that room hesitated more than others. The man to my left quickly tossed the pill into his mouth and swallowed. Then he showed the student in the white coat his tongue before standing up to leave. I had a feeling this wasn’t his first paid drug trial.

The man to my right was hesitant. He stared at the pill on the tip of his finger. He took a number of deep breaths before closing his eyes and straining every muscle in his body. I had a feeling he was just desperate for the money. “Open your mouth and show me your tongue,” the head student said. So the man next to me opened his mouth. “Show me under your tongue as well. Okay, good. You can go. We’ll see you in the morning.”

One of the other men tried to slip away without being seen. The head student ran and stopped him. “Did you take your pill?” he asked.

“Yep.”

“Show me your mouth,” he said. So the man opened his mouth. Then the student looked down and said, “Open up your hand.”

The man was slow to react. He sighed and then opened up his hand, revealing a little green pill.

“You can either take it or we’ll find someone else,” the white-clad student said firmly. So the man put the pill on his tongue and swallowed it with a loud gulp. He showed the student his tongue, and then he went on his way.

Now I was the only one left in the room. I was still staring at the little pill in the bag, wondering if it was really going to do anything. I knew how these trials worked. I knew that they gave a placebo to some people, and knowing my luck, I was the guy getting the placebo—and maybe that was for the best. But at the same time, I really wanted a cure to my embarrassing little problem.

“Well? Are you going to take the pill?” the student asked.

“It’s not going to kill me or anything like that, is it?”

“No. Well—I guess I can’t say no with absolute certainty. I suppose anything is possible. But it’s very unlikely.”

The answer did not put my mind at ease. “What kind of side effects can I expect?” I asked, even though I already knew the answer he was about to give me.

“We can’t tell you that.”

“Right.”

“C’mon, man. Take the pill or move along. We’ve got lots to do this morning.”

I took the little pill out from the bag and I stared at it for a long, tedious moment. Then I placed it on my tongue, closed my eyes, and swallowed. I felt that pill going down my throat, and then I could almost feel it plopping into my stomach. My heart fluttered and my joints became cold.

“Open your mouth,” the student said. So I opened my mouth and did my best to show him all the little nooks. “Okay. You can go. We’ll see you tomorrow morning.”

I got up slowly. My hands were trembling slightly and I had a feeling my legs were about to start doing the same. I took a deep breath and I forced a smile. “See you tomorrow.”

I went to my first class with a pale face. I was waiting for that pill to kick in, and I had a feeling it was going to happen at any moment. What if I sprung a boner in the middle of class? What if the boner refused to go away for the rest of the day? I kept looking down at my crotch, to make sure there wasn’t a massive bulge hiding there. Everything seemed normal. I felt normal. And two hours later, I still felt normal.

Now, instead of worrying that I was going to be on the receiving end of some horrible symptoms, I was now worried that I got the sugar pill. “Fuck,” I muttered to myself when I got back to my dorm room. I took off my pants and tried massaging my cock. My heart started pounding and my gut started turning—the same thing that always happened when I tried to beat off—and sadly, there was no erection. So I fell onto my bed and I closed my eyes. It didn’t seem fair. I was being punished by God for something I couldn’t even remember doing. Did I kill someone when I was younger? Was I forgetting some sort of horrible crime that I’d committed? Why did I deserve this limp cock?

I sighed heavily, and then I decided that I would try to distract myself. My room was a mess, so I figured I would clean up. I scooped all of my dirty clothes into my laundry bin, and then I cleaned up all the garbage off of the floor. I even made my bed for the first time in over a month. I couldn’t help but wonder if the pill was actually giving me a sort of motivation, or if I was really just desperate to distract myself.

While I was cleaning behind my bed, I found a pair of pink panties. I held them up and recognized them instantly: they belonged to the sorority beauty, who made me fuck her with my limp cock. She must have left them behind in her big hurry to get far, far away from me.

I felt the lacy fabric between my fingers. My heart skipped a beat and a strange lump began to form in my throat. I liked the way the panties felt. I took a deep breath and then I slipped my pants back down. I wrapped the panties around my shaft and I began to massage myself. I closed my eyes and felt a warm buzzing moving through my body. It was pleasant and relaxing. A slight moan slipped out from my lips. Then I opened my eyes and saw something truly magnificent: I had an erection.

Those pink panties were now wrapped around a rock-hard cock. I pulled them up and down, rubbing them all over my shaft. It felt so good. My heart was still pounding and my gut was still churning—but I was hard.

“No fucking way,” I muttered to myself. I was smiling—I couldn’t stop smiling. I began to jerk my cock faster with that pair of panties. It felt so good, and that erection wasn’t going away. I brought the panties right to my tip and then a moment later, I was spewing cum into that pink lace. I groaned and trembled and squirmed and then I nearly screamed out with joy as cum began dripping between my fingers.

I did it! I got an erection and I managed to come! Surely it wasn’t just a coincidence. Surely it had something to do with that pill I took that morning.

My heart was pounding hard with joy now. I tried to remember a time in my life when I was happier. I already wanted to beat off again, just because I could. I didn’t want this moment to end.

It wasn’t even an hour later when I started stroking myself again. I wasn’t getting hard, no matter how hard I squeezed or how fast I pumped. I wasn’t feeling discouraged just yet. I was happy to have gotten a single cumshot out.

Then I saw the panties on the floor in the corner, still wet with my cum. I stared at them and then I began to feel that amazing tingling between my legs. So I walked over and wrapped the cum-soaked panties around my shaft. It was a bit of a gross feeling, but it was somehow very arousing. I started pumping, and a moment later I was hard again. I fought back the urge to squeal like a piglet. I pumped and pumped until more fresh cum was soaking into that pink lace.

Was I cured? That was yet to be seen. But was I ecstatic? Absolutely. I wanted to run over to the girls’ dorm and fuck every single girl there. I wanted to track down that blonde sorority babe and show her that I could get hard—no matter what she told her friends.

I felt like I was getting a fresh start. I was already thinking about jerking off again, but first, I needed to wash those panties so that I wasn’t just rubbing old cum all over myself again. So I buried the panties into my laundry bin and then I went down to the laundry room.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwas early at the clinic in the morning. When they gave me my pill, I didn’t hesitate before swallowing it. I gulped it down, showed my tongue, and then I skipped off to attend my first class of the day. I sat in the back of the room, so I could watch all of the pretty girls while they took their seats in their little skirts and tight short shorts.

A perverted part of me was hoping that I would get an erection from watching the girls as they trickled in. I made a point of staring at their asses and their young, perky tits, but that erection didn’t come during class—and maybe that was for the best.

I went back to my dorm room between classes, just to make sure my cock was still working. I massaged it for a while, and then I had to dig those pink panties out from my laundry bin to make myself hard. I wasn’t thrilled that I needed to rub a pair of women’s underwear on my cock to make myself aroused, but at least I was able to become aroused. I jerked myself for a couple of minutes, and then I stopped myself from coming.

I wanted to really put my cock to the test. I wanted to see if I could make it work with a girl. I had no idea how I was going to find a willing candidate on a Thursday afternoon, but I was determined to make it happen, so I set out onto the campus. I strolled down the many walkways, smiling at every girl I passed. Whenever a girl smiled back, I would throw out a compliment. I made so many girls blush that afternoon.

I’d never been so confident in my life. I wondered if that was a symptom of the pill I’d been taking, or if it was just a symptom of my newfound horniness, now that I knew that I could get hard.

It only took me fifteen minutes to find a girl who wanted to flirt. She stopped in her tracks after I complimented her, then she walked over to me and I complimented her again. Her face quickly turned red.

She wasn’t the hottest girl I’d seen that day, but she was interested, and that’s all I was looking for. She was a bit on the thicker end and it was obvious that she had to wear a lot of makeup to hide a less-than-flattering face, with a big nose and small, beady eyes. Her teeth were also quite crooked.

“You really think I’m pretty?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “But I’m sure you get that all the time.”

She giggled and shook her head. “Not really,” she said. “Is this some sort of prank? Or a dare?”

“No. I just think you’re pretty. Can’t a guy tell a girl that she’s pretty? Do you have a class to get to?”

“I was just on my way back to my dorm,” she said.

“You should come back to my dorm,” I said.

She giggled again, snorting slightly this time. She covered her mouth to hide her teeth while she smiled. “Are you messing with me?” she asked.

“No. Why would I be messing with you?”

“I don’t know. Why do you keep complimenting me? Is this some sort of frat challenge? Who can get into a girls panties first?”

“I’m not in a frat,” I said. “I just wanted to compliment you. Is that really so crazy?”

She stared into my eyes for a moment, still with that crooked smile on her face. “Where’s your dorm?” she asked.

So I led her back to my dorm room. She stood by the door with red cheeks as I started to take my clothes off. “Are we just going to do it?” she asked.

“Do you not want to?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I just—I wasn’t expecting to move this quickly. I didn’t really think that I would be having sex today, to be honest. It’s actually been quite a while. I haven’t even shaved in a couple of weeks.”

“You know what they say: there’s no time better than the present.” I made a big smile. My heart was pounding the way it always did when I was in the presence of a sexual partner. But I managed to remain calm, taking a deep breath as I slipped my pants down. I was still flaccid, but I was sure that I could summon an erection if necessary.

She awkwardly bit her tongue as she looked down my body. Her gaze landed on my cock and she took a deep breath in. “Well?” I said. Her cheeks became a darker shade of red as she slowly sunk down to her knees. I felt her warm, gentle fingers slipping around my flaccid cock. She lifted my shaft up and brought my tip to her lips. She looked up at me with her eyes before closing her eyes and leaning forward with parted lips. My cock was in her mouth, and now, I was waiting for that little pill to do its job.

She sucked and bobbed with a tremendous amount of elegance, as if she sucked cock for a living. It’s always the timid and shy ones who can suck cock like expensive Vegas escorts. Why is that? She managed to do things with her tongue that didn’t even seem possible, wrapping it around my shaft while also stimulating my tip. She had my legs trembling in no time—but she wasn’t getting me hard. My cock wasn’t becoming erect, even though I’d taken one of my trial pills.

A cold sweat began to form on the back of my neck. I closed my eyes and took a series of deep breaths, trying to summon that erection, but it wasn’t coming. Maybe it just needed a minute. Maybe it just needed two minutes. When I opened my eyes, she was looking up at me with those big eyes. “Is everything okay?” she asked, slipping my flaccid cock out of her mouth for just a moment.

I nodded my head quickly. “Everything’s fine. Maybe I’m just a bit nervous,” I said. I laughed awkwardly. “You’re so pretty—it’s kind of intimidating.”

She smiled. “Well don’t be intimidated. Let’s just relax and have some fun. Right?”

I nodded my head and she went back in for more sucking. It felt good, but nothing was happening. My cock wasn’t growing, and without an erection, there would be no sex.

Then my eye caught that pair of panties, which was under my bed, poking out just a tease. I remembered rubbing that beautiful lace up and down my cock. My cock tingled at the mere thought, so I tried to imagine I was stroking those panties along my shaft—but my imagination wasn’t quite strong enough to do the job. But it wasn’t like I could just ask her to stop while I rubbed panties on my cock. Maybe I could rub my cock against her panties, without her noticing.

“Lay down on the bed,” I said. “On your stomach.”

She looked up at me with confused eyes. Then she looked down at my flaccid cock, probably wondering what the hell I was going to do with the useless thing. Finally, after a long ten seconds of silence, she stood up and walked over to my bed. She hopped onto my mattress and then I walked up behind her. I grabbed her little booty shorts and I tugged them down, revealing her cute white cotton panties. I cupped her butt cheeks and squeezed firmly. Then I carefully mounted her, placing my ball sack down between her thick thighs and my shaft down between her fat butt cheeks. I took a deep breath and started to thrust my cock, mashing it against her cotton undies. My heart fluttered and a tingle buzzed through me. My cock was twitching and getting warm. My little trick was working!

But it was working slowly. My cock was getting hard at a terribly slow pace.

She reached back and grabbed her panties, reading to tug them down so I could have proper access to her holes. “No—wait,” I said. “Just give me a minute.” I was starting to feel embarrassed—that horribly familiar embarrassment that I was so used to feeling with girls. Why wouldn’t my cock work? Why was I cursed with this horrible ailment?

I just needed the panties. There was something about them that made things work. I needed them close to me. I needed to have them rubbing on my skin. So I bit down on my tongue and said, “Okay, let’s take them off.” I pulled them down, slipping them off of her cute feet, and then I held them up and buried my nose into them. I sniffed, breathing in that incredible clean panties smell. I pressed them hard against my face, and then I brought them down to my crotch. Thankfully, my chubby date was still looking forward towards the head of the bed.

My heart fluttered and pounded. A strange idea came to my head. I tried to push it away, but for the moment it was in my head, my cock tingled harder than ever. So I found myself considering it: biting down on my tongue while trying to weigh the benefits against the humiliation. Then she looked back at me. “Are we going to do it?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, nodding my head. My cock was almost there—almost stiff enough to fuck with. But it needed a little extra. It needed something. “I’m going to wear your panties.”

“What?” she said, looking back again.

“I’m going to wear them. Don’t judge me—and don’t tell anyone about this. I just—I just really want to wear them.”

She was silent, looking back at me with wide, frightened eyes, as if I just told her I was going to murder her and eat her body. It was a minute before she said, “Okay.” My heart was racing and my hands were trembling as I bent over to pull the panties up my legs. I felt like such a fool. I’d never been more humiliated in my life—but my cock was apparently not feeling so humiliated. The moment those panties were hugging my package, my shaft started to throb and grow at an alarming rate. I watched as my hard dick stretched that white cotton. I couldn’t remember the last time my cock was this hard! I could see veins throbbing along my erection. My foreskin was stretched back as far as it could go. My tip was starting to turn red because of the impressive blood flow.

I flipped my cock out the side of the panties and then I aimed it down at her juicy pussy. Before sticking my cock into her, I reached down and gently touched the little pink bow on my panties. My heart fluttered again with a combination of excitement and humiliation, and then I stuck it into her. I pumped her with my amazing erection. She moaned and squirmed. I pinned her down with both of my hands while I pumped harder. Her plump thighs pressed together and she let out a little scream.

I couldn’t believe how long my cock was! I was so aroused that my shaft had actually grown in length! I found myself watching it as it disappeared and reappeared over and over from within her tight slit. But the most amazing sight of all was my long shaft emerging from the side of those tight white panties. I couldn’t pull my gaze away. I loved how the tight undies squished my balls against my body, making them invisible as if they didn’t exist. I loved how girly my legs looked. They would have been even girlier if I shaved away the hair. Maybe that’s what I would do as soon as I was done with this girl. Maybe I could keep her panties. Maybe I could wear them underneath my jeans, so I could feel this amazing tingling sensation for the rest of the day.

That tingling was intense now. I groaned in an attempt to push it away, but it only became stronger. My legs started to tremble and I yelled out. Then, I was filling her pussy with hot cum. She screamed out, having her second or third orgasm of the afternoon.

Then, once I was finished emptying my load into her, the room became silent. She crawled forward until my cock was out of her, and then she rolled off of the bed. She picked up her shorts and pulled them up, still without saying a single word.

“Was that okay?” I finally asked.

She nodded her head. “It was, uh, really nice. But I should get going,” she said. I noticed her eyeing my panties—her panties, which were still on my body. She looked away quickly and didn’t mention them. Maybe she wanted them back and was too afraid to ask—or maybe getting them back was the absolute last thing she wanted now. She went to the door, hesitated for a moment, and then she let herself out, leaving me feeling horribly humiliated but strangely satisfied at the same time. Once she was gone, I jumped up to my feet and locked my dorm room door. I looked down at my panty-clad crotch and a nausea filled my gut. “What the fuck?” I said.

Was I discovering something very scary about myself? Did I really need women’s underwear to get off? Was that really better than not being able to get off at all?


CHAPTER 5
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The little clinic was especially silent the next morning. No one in the room was making eye contact with anyone else. I only looked up briefly to try to get a read on one of the other guys. What if the panties thing was because of the pill? What if these other guys were also feeling the strange desire to wear women’s underwear? No—what a ridiculous thought! The other guys didn’t even know that the pill had anything to do with intimacy and erectile issues.

The medical student came into the room and handed out the day’s pills. He watched as everyone took their pill, and then he got to me. “Well? Go ahead,” he said.

I looked into his eyes for a moment before asking, “What side-effects have the other guys been having?”

He stared at me for what seemed like a very long moment. “I can’t tell you that,” he said. “Have you been having symptoms that you haven’t reported?”

I shook my head quickly. “No. I mean—I don’t know. I don’t think so.”

“Why don’t you come with me to my office?” he said. He turned around and walked into one of the back rooms. I was slow to get up and follow him, not sure I wanted to tell him about what I’d been experiencing. “Sit down in that chair right there. Tell me more about what’s been going on.”

He took a seat behind his desk and then stared into my eyes as if we were playing a game of poker at a high stakes table. I took a deep breath and forced a smile. “Nothing, really. I just—I don’t know. I’ve been having different thoughts, I guess, but that might not have anything to do with the pill. It probably has nothing to do with the pill. No, it definitely doesn’t have anything to do with the pill. Right?”

He was silent while he continued to stare at me. “I don’t know,” he said. “Because I don’t know what kind of thoughts you’ve been having. Are they suicidal thoughts?”

I shook my head quickly. “No—of course not—nothing like that! They’re just… different thoughts: thoughts that I’ve never had before.”

“Please describe them.”

“They’re kind of embarrassing,” I said.

He nodded his head. “Sexual thoughts?”

I bit down hard on my tongue. “I guess so. Sort of. But sometimes they aren’t even sexual. Sometimes they’re just… there.”

“You’re going to have to be less vague for me. This is a clinical trial. We need as much information as we can get so we can push this drug into the next stage. I don’t care if the thoughts are embarrassing or weird. I don’t even care if you’ve been thinking about murdering your whole family. I just need to know so I can document it and decide if it has anything to do with the trial.”

“Okay,” I said. I looked down at my feet. “Well, ever since I’ve started taking the pill, I’ve had the weirdest desire—and I swear I’ve never had this desire before—to, um, you know…”

I couldn’t stand the way he was staring at me. He said that he wasn’t going to judge me, but his eyes were already so judging. How could I tell him anything? He was probably going to tell all of his medical buddies, and they were all probably going to tell their friends. “What is it already?” he said.

“I’ve had the weirdest desire to eat cake. I just can’t stop thinking about cake. And when I eat cake, the craving doesn’t go away. Is that normal?” I asked, lying.

He stared at me for another long moment, nodding his head slowly. “You can’t stop eating cake, huh?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “That’s right.”

“That’s what you were afraid to tell me?”

“That’s it,” I said.

“I’ll make note of it,” he said apprehensively. “If the cravings continue or go away, just let me know. And if you start feeling anything else, please come and tell me.”

“Of course. I’ll do that. I should be going. It was nice talking to you.” I jumped up to my feet and I scurried directly towards the door without looking back. I just wanted to get to class. I wanted to get away from that clinic and away from the weird urges that seemed to be getting worse.

But I wasn’t free from those urges in class. I took a seat in the back corner and I sunk low into my chair. A minute later, a young woman in a short pink skirt took the seat next to me. “No one is sitting here, are they?” she asked me.

I shook my head. I carefully pulled my shirt down to cover the waistband of my jeans, just in case the waistband of my white cotton panties was poking out. She smiled at me and then she looked forward as class was about to begin.

Now my heart was pounding aggressively. I found myself looking over at her long, smooth legs—and her cute pink skirt. It looked so soft and comfortable. I wanted to wear it. I wanted to feel that amazingly soft fabric against my thighs.

Then I found myself looking down her legs, at her smooth skin, and then at her cute feet in her little brown strappy sandals. I wondered how my legs would look if I shaved away the hair, and I wondered if my feet would look cute in a pair of strappy sandals—maybe with the same pink nail polish she was wearing now.

She looked over at me, so I looked away—but it wasn’t quickly enough. Now she was staring at me. “Can I help you with something?” she asked quietly.

I shook my head. “No. I just—I dropped one of my pencils and I was trying to see if it maybe fell down by your feet.”

She looked down. While her gaze was directed in the other direction, I stole another glance of those perfect legs. I wanted to feel them so bad—just to see if they would feel the same as my legs, once I got around to shaving them.

And that afternoon, I took my face razor into the dorm showers and I swiped away the hair. My heart was pounding the whole time. And with each new strip of smooth skin, my cock twitched and hardened. By the time I was finished shaving my legs and my crotch, I had a throbbing erection: the first erection I’d had in so long without the help of panties. I wrapped my fist tightly around my shaft and I gently began to stroke. I closed my eyes and pulled a heavy breath of air into my lungs. It felt good. I loved being able to pull my hand down my whole shaft without feeling any hair. But why did it feel so good? Where were these strange urges coming from? Did they really have something to do with that pill I was taking every morning?

I suddenly got a strange idea. I grabbed my razor and I popped off the blade, leaving me with just the long handle. I took the dull end of the handle and reached it around to my asshole. I gently began to push it in with my left hand while my right hand continued to stroke my cock. It took a moment to penetrate, but once it was inside, the pleasure was overwhelming. A moan slipped out from my lips, then I bit down on my tongue, knowing there were guys in the other shower stalls. I pushed the handle deeper into my ass and I stroked my length faster.

My God, it felt so good! I wanted to scream out louder than I ever screamed, but I fought away the urge. I bit down so hard on my tongue that I nearly drew blood. My legs were trembling and my heart was pounding. I managed to find a sweet spot in my asshole, which I jabbed repeatedly with that razor handle. Then, without any warning, my cock began to spew long strands of cum across the small shower stall. Had there not been a wall in front of me, that cum probably would have flown thirty feet through the air.

I groaned and my legs buckled. I had to lower myself down into a squatting position so that I wouldn’t fall over. I pushed the handle out from my ass and then I stared at it for a long moment, trying to wrap my head around what I’d just done. Was that pill making me gay? Were the panties just the beginning of something much bigger and much more life changing? I didn’t want to be gay. I liked chasing girls. I liked that my life was more or less normal, without much controversy. Maybe I was better off with a bit of erectile dysfunction. Maybe I didn’t need sex. Maybe it was time to stop showing up at that clinic to take that pill; I didn’t really need the money anyway.

Yet the next morning, I found myself back in that clinic, putting that pill on my tongue. I had to close my eyes and will myself to swallow it—but I managed to gulp it down. And for what? At this point, what was I trying to accomplish? Was I really this desperate to overcome my erectile dysfunction?


CHAPTER 6
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When I was leaving the clinic, I saw the girl in the pink skirt walking down the sidewalk, except now she was wearing a short black dress with an open back: another little outfit that I immediately found myself daydreaming about wearing. She was wearing a pair of black flats and she had a black choker around her throat. I wanted the whole ensemble.

She was headed away from the campus, and for some reason I found myself following her, watching the way that she walked and trying to decide if I could imitate her gait. I didn’t try it there in public, but I was taking careful mental notes, as if I was actually planning on trying it later in the privacy of my own dorm room.

She jogged across the street and went up to one of the sorority houses. I watched as she went inside, and then I found myself circling the block, slipping down the alleyway so I could try to get a view through the back of the tall house. And sure enough, I managed to spot her through one of the back windows. Her room was on the bottom floor. Her opened window looked out into the garden. I watched her for a moment while she put away her bag and had a long sip from a water bottle. Then she closed her blinds—probably to get changed. I pulled myself away from that sorority house, slapping myself gently on the face. “What the hell is wrong with you?” I whispered aloud.

It was the next morning when I saw her again, this time headed towards the same class that I had with her. She was walking with four other girls—all members of the same sorority judging by the matching bows they all had in their hair, like a small squad of high school cheerleaders. I watched them for a moment before getting one of the stupidest and most dangerous ideas I’d ever gotten. I turned around and started heading towards that sorority house.

I walked by the front and looked up at the many windows. The place was seemingly vacant. The windows were dark and the house was quiet—but I knew it was likely there were girls inside. So I snuck around back, through that alleyway and over the fence into the garden. Maybe there were still girls inside, but I knew that one bedroom should be empty. The window was left open a crack: more than enough for me to slip my fingers in and pull it open, so I could crawl in. I let myself down in her bedroom quietly, and then I looked around with a ferociously pounding heart.

Her room was clean, so I was going to have to be careful not to leave a single trace of my presence. I crept over to the closet and opened it slowly, revealing an amazing wardrobe filled with pure whites, soft pinks, and sexy blacks. The girl definitely had a style. I sifted through the many outfits dangling on hangers before finding that beautiful pink skirt. I took it down and held it in my hands. It was just as soft as I imagined. I squeezed it tightly as a whimper slipped out from my lips. I knew that what I was doing was wrong, but I couldn’t help myself. I put the skirt down and then I continued digging.

I found two more skirts, and two dresses. I found a few cute tops: a tank top, a light sweater, and a low-cut t-shirt. I managed to find a drawer full of accessories, from which I stole a choker, a pair of clip-on earrings, a hair bow, and a costume gold necklace. I stuffed everything into an old bag I found in the back of her closet.

I was missing class, but it was worth it—at least it seemed worth it in the moment. My body was surging with excitement. My heart was pounding and my nerves were tingling. My bag was nearly full, but I still tried to cram a pair of flats and a pair of heels into it. Before leaving, I even stole some makeup. The bag was so full that I had to stuff my pockets with her makeup supplies. But it wasn’t technically stealing. I planned on returning it once these strange urges passed. I could leave them on the doorstep in the middle of the night, or just fling it all over the fence into the garden on my way to class one morning. I just needed it for a short while—just so I could try it all on and know how it felt on my body.

I did a quick lap around the room, making sure nothing looked out of place. I had a feeling she wouldn’t notice any of the outfits missing, seeing as she had so much. But I still hesitated before slipping out of her window and back into the garden. What if she did notice things missing? What if she had some way of tracking it down?

My heart didn’t stop pounding as I made my escape. Even once I was back in my dorm room, my heart continued to throb in an almost painful way. I took a deep breath and started to unpack my haul. I wanted to try it all on, but I knew I didn’t have enough to make a complete outfit. I needed one more thing, and I knew where I could get it.

A block from my house was the shopping mall. I didn’t have any money, but the stores weren’t selling what I needed anyway. I had to act casual, despite my throbbing heart. I had to bite my tongue and play it cool while I casually went from store to store, eyeing up the wigs on every mannequin. It was a long brown wig that caught my attention. I loved how straight and soft the hair was. It was in a big department store, which was mostly empty as it was still early in the morning. I lingered around the area until the only store employee was looking the other way. Then I snatched that wig and awkwardly stuffed it under my shirt. I had to tuck my shirt into my pants so the wig wouldn’t fall out. As I turned around, I noticed the camera on the ceiling, pointing right at me. A cold sweat broke out all over my body. I quickly made my way towards the exit before the security guard watching that camera could catch up with me.

I had to move fast, and I didn’t stop moving until I was back in my dorm room, behind my locked door, with the rest of my stolen goods. I felt like crap—like a complete scumbag. But at the same time, I was exhilarated to have all of the adorable outfits that I now had. I bit down hard on my tongue to fight away the smile that was determined to cross my face. Once I’d caught my breath, I started getting myself dolled up. I didn’t know exactly what I was doing, particularly with the makeup, so there was quite a bit of trial and error. But even when I was screwing up, I was enjoying the process, watching the transformation of my face in the mirror.

I couldn’t believe how such small details could go such a long way, particularly with the eyeliner. My eyes were already big, but they looked so much bigger with dark lines around them. Then I was able to make them look even bigger and shinier with the right amount of eye shadow. The lip-gloss made my lips look so plump and juicy, and the blush made my cheekbones look as though they belonged on the cover of some fashion magazine. Once I had the wig on my head, the transformation went up to a whole new level. The brunette bangs seemed to change the shape of my face so much that I hardly even recognized myself. The black choker pushed that unfamiliarity even further.

I caught myself blowing kisses at the mirror. Then it was time to get dressed, which wasn’t easy now that I had a throbbing erection towering up from between my legs. I tried to squish it into my lacy panties, but it just kept springing up, as if it was begging for me to stroke it. So I did what I had to do: I stroked it—and it only took a minute before I was unloading hot cum into a wad of tissue paper.

I started by trying on the pink skirt, with a white tank top. The combination was cute, and it made my body look particularly petite. The black dress showed off curves that I didn’t know that I had. I loved how tight it was against my skin, down to my hips where it finally relaxed a little bit—enough that I could sway from side to side and the fabric would dance around me. I caught myself giggle like a little girl, then I looked in the mirror and saw that my face was a shade of dark red. I tried to remove the smile from my embarrassed face, but it just wouldn’t go. I was enjoying myself too much—I was having more fun than any man should while trying on women’s clothing.

And it wasn’t long before terrible ideas started to fill my head. I looked out the window, down at the campus’ main walkway, which zigzagged around every building and looped around in one big ring. If I went and walked the whole loop, would people be able to tell that I wasn’t really a woman? Would my classmates and friends recognize me? Would guys check out my ass, and maybe even flirt with me? My heart throbbed with terror and excitement. Just a few days before, the idea would have filled me with nothing but horror and nausea, but now, the excitement was more overwhelming than anything.

That pill must have been poisoning my brain. This sissification must have been a side effect of that strange drug I was taking. Were the other guys going through the same embarrassment? Were they breaking into sorority houses to steal outfits? Were they dolling themselves up so that they could feel some strange, perverse sexual pleasure that didn’t belong? Was it possible that I wouldn’t be the only one out on that walkway, dolled up as a gender that I wasn’t, trying to get attention from people I probably shouldn’t have been getting attention from?

The excitement was just too strong. With a trembling hand, I reached for my doorknob. I opened the door slowly and I poked my head out. My hallway was empty: I had a straight shot to the back exit. So I slipped out and crept down the hall, hoping none of my neighbouring doors would open. My legs were trembling so hard that I was wobbling slightly with each step. I wasn’t even in heels. I had to stop in the stairwell to catch my breath and gather myself. I tried to convince myself to turn around, before I made a massive mistake that I would never be able to take back. And then I found myself continuing downwards, towards the building’s back exit, so I could walk around in public in a wig, makeup, and women’s clothing. I truly had lost my mind.


CHAPTER 7
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The sun was warm on my exposed skin. The gentle breeze was especially noticeable, drifting up the short skirt of my dress—but I kind of liked the pleasant feeling. I tried not to make eye contact with anyone, but I could feel them all around me. I could feel their gazes turning towards me, staring at me. Through the corner of my eye I could see heads leaning towards one another to share whispers. They were talking about me—I was almost sure of it. But I was too afraid to look over to see whether they were talking about me positively, or as though I was a lunatic who was having a mental breakdown. It was very possible that I was a lunatic having a mental breakdown.

The horrible dread churning in my stomach worsened with every step I took, knowing I was getting further and further away from the safety of my dorm room. People could probably see my legs trembling. Maybe they could even see the bulge of my cock whenever I took an especially long step, making my thin dress stretch out. My whole package was only being held back by a thin strip of lace. I couldn’t even tell if that lace was still doing its job, or if my shaved manhood had slipped loose.

Maybe I could tell everyone that I was just playing a prank. Maybe I could force a smile and lie about being dared. ‘It was just a joke and you all fell for it!’ I could say. But would they believe me? What kind of lousy joke could this possibly be?

I was starting to think that I needed to report this craziness to the drug trial team. Maybe this was exactly the type of behaviour they were trying to document. Maybe the pill wasn’t for erectile dysfunction—maybe I’d eavesdropped on the wrong conversation. Maybe I was taking some sort of sissification pill, which turned men into floundering trannies. But how could a little pill do so much inside of a brain? How could a little pill make me so curious to know what it would feel like to have a thick, throbbing cock inside of my asshole?

I bit down on my tongue as I passed a group of young men. They all looked over at me, but I didn’t look back at them. I could feel their gazes all over my body. I couldn’t hear them snickering, but I knew it was happening. Finally, after a moment of biting down on my tongue, I turned my head to look back, to see if they really were snickering.

They weren’t. They were all checking out my body, and they all looked away quickly with red faces when they noticed me looking back at them. My heart stopped beating for a moment. Did I really just fool a group of young men into thinking that I was the real deal?

Now I was smirking. I could feel my face turning red. I forced myself to look around again, and for the second time, I caught a group of men looking in my direction. It probably helped that my dress was so short that I was nearly showing off my bare ass to the entire campus. One man looked right into my eyes as he walked towards me. I looked back into his and we shared a quick smile before my confidence fluttered off and I looked away. A tingling began to grow between my legs.

And then I remembered that night that I lost my virginity. I remembered putting my cock into that girl’s ass, only to find out minutes later that she wasn’t a girl at all. Now the tables were turning around. Now I was toying with the idea of being that girl. Maybe I could convince a guy to put it in my bum, without showing off my lack of pussy. Maybe it would feel good. Except unlike the girl I lost my V-card to, maybe I would keep my masculine identity a secret, even after the act was finished, so I wouldn’t leave the guy with a lifetime of erectile dysfunction.

“Hey!” a voice called out from my left. I assumed it wasn’t concerning me, seeing as nobody knew me. But then the voice called out again. “Hey! You in the black dress!” My heart stammered and I forced myself to look over.

A tall, handsome man was looking my way, holding a piece of paper in his hand. He was coming towards me with a big smile on his stubble-covered face. “What are you doing tonight?” he asked.

I shook my head. My lips parted, but I was too afraid to let any words out. I hadn’t practised my voice and I didn’t want to give myself away now—things were going too well to give myself away now.

“We’re having a party tonight at our frat house. You should come by. Bring a couple friends if you want. The party is invite-only, so don’t go inviting your whole floor or anything.” He held that paper out towards me, so I took it. I didn’t read it until I was further down the walkway, away from the handsome man, who was now checking out my ass as I walked away from him.

The paper was titled: ‘4th ANNUAL DELTA PI VIP PARTY: LOTS OF BEER AND LOTS OF MUSIC’. I liked the idea of ‘lots of music’, especially if the music would be loud enough to drown out the sound of my voice. I looked back and saw that the man was still looking towards me, still with that confident smile on his face. I knew that he wanted to fuck me. I knew men all too well, and I knew that look because I’d made the same one many times before.

And maybe I could play along. Maybe I could put a little extra effort into my disguise and slip up to a bedroom with him once he was drunk enough. I could still remember the way my V-card T-girl moaned when I pumped her ass, as if it was the greatest pleasure imaginable without the use of dangerous narcotics. Maybe this was my chance to feel that same pleasure. Maybe this trial pill was leading me towards something good—something exciting that I would love.

Or maybe I was just succumbing to chemical urges that I would spend the rest of my life regretting, the way I constantly regretted fucking that secret tranny in the ass so many years before.


CHAPTER 8
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Ispent another two hours in front of my little dorm room mirror that evening before taking off for that party. I redid my makeup completely—multiple times, until I got every little detail as perfect as I could get it. I knew that I still needed a lot of practise before I could really call my makeup skills ‘perfect’, but I was at least able to make myself unrecognizable, using some contouring techniques I learned on the Internet.

Of course I also practised my voice—first watching a dozen different YouTube tutorials, and then speaking for hours until my throat was sore. I couldn’t remember the last time I put so much work into anything. Had I been putting this much effort into my classes, I would have had a perfect 4.0 GPA. But in the moment, this seemed more important. It was more vital that I remain unrecognizable and undetectable while at a party filled with testosterone-fuelled men and women looking to compete with other women. I knew I would have to be on the top of my game. I knew that I couldn’t make any mistakes.

Though I was certainly making one giant mistake, which was going to the party at all. As I stood outside of the tall frat house, listening to the booming music and watching the beautiful people filtering in, my heart throbbed. I knew I was making a huge mistake, but I wasn’t doing anything to stop myself. I had allowed myself to get dolled up and ready and I’d allowed myself to walk all the way across campus to the doorstep of that party. And now, I trying to build up the confidence to walk through the door, while I should have been gathering the courage to get as far away from that party as possible.

But I kept thinking of that night I lost my virginity. I kept hearing that trans girl’s elated moans echoing in my head. I could still remember the way that T-girl trembled as she approached her orgasm. I could still remember the red shade her skin became before she screamed out in absolute pleasure—and the way her anal muscles all tensed and relaxed when that big O finally came. It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced, and now I was more curious than ever. That little trial pill had my mind drifting to places it didn’t belong and I didn’t have the willpower to do anything about it.

I stepped through that door. My hands were trembling and my heart was fluttering in every possible direction. The music was almost painfully loud, which was relieving. The lights were set to their dimmest setting, which was also relieving. But I was still on edge. Every gaze that turned my way made my legs tremble—nearly buckling every time. I had to force a number of smiles as I made my way through the house, with no destination in mind. I pressed my slick, glossy lips together and took a deep breath in through my nose, getting a strong whiff of my own perfume. I turned around a corner and found myself face-to-face with a mirror. My own reflection made me jump, and then I apologized to myself before realizing I was talking to myself. My own mistaken identity came as another small relief.

Then I spotted the handsome jock who gave me the invitation to the party. He was chatting with a friend, but he must have felt my gaze tickling the back of his head because he turned around and looked at me. He smiled and my extremities suddenly tingled cold. I managed to force a smile back as I looked into his eyes. From across the room I could see his pupils dilating and I knew he was drunk—and it was in that moment that I knew he was going to fuck me, as long as I was willing to allow him to do so. And was I? Would I let him bring me up to his room? Would I let him stick his big fraternity cock in my asshole? Would I tell him my secret first and hope that he doesn’t care, or would I do what was done to me, hiding my cock while exposing my tight asshole?

He looked away from me and returned to his conversation. It was only a moment later when his friends looked over to check me out, and I knew they were talking about me. I could see a smirk on the side of his face. Was he bragging about me? Was I worth bragging about? Was that something to be proud of?

I had to get myself a drink, to help take off the edge. On my way to the kitchen, I felt a hand slip down my back, onto my ass. Before I could spin my head around, that hand squeezed my butt cheek underneath my dress. I became tense, letting a gasp slip out from my lips. I saw the responsible man: a young freshman wearing a black and white sport shirt. He stared into my eyes with a big grin. If I wanted to be fucked, I didn’t even have to wait for the handsome jock. I didn’t have to go through the usual formalities that men have to go through. I could walk up to any guy at that party and simply say, ‘Let’s go to the bedroom.’ Hell, I probably didn’t even have to say as much to the man in front of me now. I could just reach out and grab his hand, and we would be on our way to Fuck Town. I had a feeling the horny man looking at me now, with his hand still touching my body, wouldn’t even care if I told him I had a cock. I had a hole, and that was all that mattered to most of the men in that fraternity house.

I turned away saying nothing, and he said nothing as I continued towards the kitchen. Gazes turned to look at me. It didn’t help that I was one of few girls at that party. There was easily a five-to-one ratio of men to women.

I poured myself a tall shot of straight vodka. I slammed the shot hard and then I took a deep breath before pouring another. I knew the alcohol was a bad idea. I knew my sensibilities were already questionable because of that little pill I was taking each morning, but I needed the buzz badly. And thankfully, that buzz came quickly. To keep that buzz going, I fetched a beer from the fridge. I quickly took a big sip, and then I clutched bottle tightly, keeping it close to me. I could still feel the gazes turning my way. I could feel them move up and down my body. I kept reaching down to tug on my skirt, but that didn’t stop men from ogling my ass.

I was starting to feel like Hunter Thompson during a hard psychedelic trip. Walls seemed to be moving slightly and faces seemed to be growing bigger and moving in closer. Was I having a nightmare? Was the alcohol reacting poorly with the trial drug? Did they tell me to stay away from liquor? I couldn’t remember. My heart was pounding fast. I had to get away from the loud music. I had to get away from all of the men who wanted to plug my holes with their big, thick cocks. I had to get a breath of fresh air so my anxiety could settle.

That handsome jock was standing between the front door, and me and the horny man in the yellow sport shirt was standing by the back door. So I fled towards the stairs, trying my best to act natural. I went up quickly, wobbling slightly in my stolen high heels. Once I was up the stairs, I scurried around one corner and then another. Then I saw an open bedroom door, so I zipped towards it. I went inside and closed the door, and a wave of relief quickly washed over me. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. “You’re fine,” I whispered to myself.

I walked over to the made bed and I sat down on the edge. It was a soft mattress and the sheets were giving off a pleasantly clean smell. I was just about to lie down on my back when what I thought was a closet door suddenly opened.

I jumped up to my feet as the glow of the en-suite bathroom teased my skin. A man stepped out and I suddenly had the urge to tug down my skirt as much as I could without pulling it right off. “I’m sorry,” I said.

The man looked at me with wide eyes for a moment—and then I suddenly recognized him: the medical student who gave me my pill every morning. He looked down my body and then up at my face. I wanted to throw my hands in front of my face but I fought off the urge.

“Sorry, I was just using the washroom,” he said. “Can I help you?”

I shook my head. Now I was too afraid to speak, even though I’d put so much effort into practising my voice.

“Just getting away from the loud music for a minute?” he asked, still staring at me carefully as if he was making sure I was swallowing a pill.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I said quietly.

“Well you’re welcome to stay in here as long as you want. Just do me a favour and don’t go through my closet or my dresser. I just did laundry and it took me two hours to fold everything.”

I nodded my head again. “I’ll just go,” I said, standing up and turning quickly towards the door.

“Wait,” he said, bringing me to a sudden stop. My heart skipped a beat and then flew up into my throat. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue and turned around slowly, forcing a smile while trying to keep my gaze away from his. “You look familiar.”

My legs wanted to buckle badly. I moved my hands behind my body, so he wouldn’t be able to see them trembling. I managed to shrug my shoulders.

“Have we met before?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders again. “I—I don’t think so.”

He took a step closer to me, making every muscle in my body tense up. I bit down on my tongue and managed to force the most awkward smile I’d ever made. “Why do you look so familiar?” he said.

I wanted to close my eyes and have this whole thing end—wake up from the nightmare and then burn every little lacy piece of fabric in my dorm room. But I wasn’t having a nightmare—I was living one. “I don’t know,” I managed to say.

“Are you in the med program?” he asked.

I shook my head.

“What program are you in?”

“Creative writing,” I said. And then I regretted saying it. He met me in my creative writing class, didn’t he? Maybe he frequented creative writing classes when looking for guinea pigs. Maybe I just gave away my identity.

He nodded his head slowly. “Are you here with someone?” he asked, changing the subject suddenly. I opened my mouth to answer, but I didn’t know what to say. I was afraid to tell him that I was invited, but I wasn’t sure why I was afraid. He probably thought that I was some lunatic who just wandered into the house and went up to his room. But I didn’t know the name of the man who invited me, and I hated the idea of saying that a stranger invited me and I came alone. “Are you okay?” he asked after my long silence.

I nodded my head.

Then he looked down my body. “You must be here with someone. You’re dressed like you’re on a date.”

I shook my head. “I’m, uh, not here with anyone.”

His eyes narrowed. “I hope this doesn’t come across as sexist, but if you go around dressing like that when you’re out by yourself, you’re going to invite some serious attention—and it might not be attention you want. I hate to say that you’re dressed like you’re asking for it, but that’s how some guys might see it.”

I nodded my head, agreeing with him, hoping it would bring a swift end to the awkward conversation. I had to see him in seven hours to get my next pill, so I wanted to keep our face time to a minimum now. “Thanks,” I said, trying to sound genuine.

Suddenly his face became red. “I didn’t mean that as an insult. You’re very pretty,” he said. “And that’s a really nice outfit. It’s just—it’s a short skirt and a tight top. It just might give the wrong guy the wrong idea—that’s all I’m trying to say.”

“Okay,” I said. But this short response only made him more flustered and awkward.

“You really are very pretty. You’re lucky. Lots of guys would kill to be with a girl like you—that’s the only reason I’m saying anything. I just—you know what? Forget I said anything.” He laughed nervously and his face became even redder.

And then something happened. I don’t know if it was the alcohol suddenly surging into my system or the pill releasing into my brain or just my crumbling sensibilities dissolving away even more than they already had—or maybe a combination of everything. Before I could stop myself, I said, “Do you want to fuck me?”

His face suddenly turned white. His eyes became wide and his lips parted wide. “F—Fuck you?” he said.

I stared into his eyes. I was terrified. I could feel my eyes peeled wide with horror. It must have been the pill. There was no way the normal me would go around offering myself up to strangers. The normal me wouldn’t even think for a second about gay sex—but now I was practically begging for it. “You can come in my ass,” I said. “Just not my pussy because I’m not on the pill.”

He was silent, and now I was silent too, trying to understand why such words would come out from my mouth. But the real horror came when he slowly nodded his head and said, “Okay. Lie down.”


CHAPTER 9
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Iplaced myself flat on my stomach in that silent room. I looked over at the mirror and saw the young med student taking his clothes off slowly. I looked away when he got down to his underwear. I was terrified to see his cock. I wanted to imagine that it was small and that it wouldn’t hurt, but a bad feeling trembling inside of me suggested the opposite.

I reached down and pulled up my skirt, so that it was flipped up onto my lower back. Then I did the same thing that T-girl did to me so many years before, pulling aside my panties just enough to expose my asshole and nothing else. I could tell that the student was nervous enough that he wasn’t going to try anything out of bounds, like ripping off my panties or grabbing my pussy. I had to keep my hand back and a finger on my panties to keep my asshole exposed.

“Just be gentle,” I said suddenly, and then I said nothing else. He didn’t respond to me, but I knew that he heard me. I heard his bare footsteps moving towards me. The floorboards groaned under the weight of his slender body. I was surprised when he walked past me, moving up my side instead of simply sticking his cock into my ass. I was afraid to look over, but I knew I couldn’t look away forever without offending him. So I turned my head slowly and did my best not to cringe when I saw his cock. But there was strangely no urge to cringe. Instead, my eyes widened and a gasp slipped out from my lips. His cock was long and thick. It curved slightly to one side as it throbbed.

Unlike me, the student certainly didn’t have an erectile dysfunction issue. His cock was huge and healthy. I could see it pulsing as if he’d taken a whole handful of his own drug. He reached down and grabbed his shaft, pointing it down at my lips, which were still parted in awe. Then he said, “Suck it.” He didn’t wait for me to reply. Instead, he stepped forward and pressed the tip of his cock into my mouth. I closed my eyes and squirmed as I felt that warm throbbing sliding onto my tongue. I accidentally let an uncomfortable groan slip out. I wasn’t planning on sucking a cock. I wasn’t planning on having a cock anywhere near my mouth—it wasn’t even something I’d considered. But now that he was pushing his thick shaft through my lips, it made sense: of course he would want his cock sucked. Every man wants to have his cock sucked.

I could feel his veins pulsing inside of my mouth. I could feel his foreskin stretching back as his cock became even longer and harder. I reluctantly pressed my lips firmly around his manhood and I began to awkwardly bob my head, trying my best to feign interest. Another uncomfortable groan escaped my lips. I had the urge to gag but I fought that urge away.

Then I heard him moan, as if I was actually doing an okay job. He reached down and gently grabbed my head with both of his hands. Then another moan slipped out from his mouth, along with an elated sigh. I felt his cock twitching in my mouth. Was he actually enjoying this? Was I actually doing a good job? I knew I could do so much better if I really wanted to—and maybe this was my chance to see if that was true. I pressed my lips harder around his girth and I bobbed my head faster. His muscles tensed up and a louder moan came out from his mouth.

And suddenly, sucking cock didn’t seem so gross. In fact, it seemed strangely satisfying. I was the reason he was moaning. I was making him happy. I was giving him pleasure—something I wasn’t used to accomplishing with women. Sometimes women would leave my dorm without a single second of moaning—but after just a couple of minutes, this man was in heaven—and it was all because of me.

So I started sucking harder and bobbing my head faster. I used my tongue to explore his shaft, stroking his length and stimulating his tip. It was only another minute before his body was trembling and squirming, and his cock was pulsing powerfully. I was starting to worry that he wasn’t going to make it to my asshole—that he was just going to explode in my mouth and all of this would be for nothing. Or would it be for nothing? Was this not satisfying in its own way? Had I not already discovered more than I knew about myself?

I thought of that moaning T-girl again, and I knew I couldn’t leave that bedroom without completing my experience. So I leaned back and let his throbbing cock slip out from my mouth. “I want you to fuck my asshole,” I said.

His eyes flashed and he looked back at my bum. I was still holding my panties to the side to keep my hole exposed. He took a deep breath and bit down gently on his bottom lip. Without saying anything, he moved down. I looked away. That fear was rushing back into me. His cock was big—much bigger than the handle of my razor. I knew it was going to hurt—but I hoped it was also going to feel as amazing as my first trans fling made it seem.

I felt his wet, throbbing tip press up between my butt cheeks. I took a deep breath in as he began to push down. I closed my eyes and bit down hard on my tongue. “Oh God,” I groaned. I heard him groan as he pushed hard, trying to penetrate my tight hole. It didn’t help that I was clenching—but I couldn’t help it. I was too terrified to allow my hole to relax.

But it didn’t matter. He was so determined to get inside of me that my clenching didn’t stop him. He finally penetrated me with a loud groan. I screamed out. It hurt, as expected. But it wasn’t unbearable. At first, it seemed unnatural. I could feel my hole stretching in every direction, and I could feel his long cock pushing into my body—into a place that wasn’t designed to accommodate it. As he sunk deeper, that unnatural feeling became more and more intense. I squirmed, trying to relocate him into a more comfortable position. I clenched as hard as I could, but I couldn’t stop him from jamming further his cock into my body. I swear I could feel him pushing through my abdomen, into my chest, and towards my throat. But I knew that was impossible—I knew he was only working with seven or eight inches—not four feet! So why did it feel like he was pushing a broomstick through me?

I looked over at the mirror and saw a strangely sensual sight: my beautiful dolled up body being mounted by a well-hung man. His muscles were tense and flexed, and his tight skin was glistening with warm sweat. My cheeks were a shade of dark red, as if I was wearing way too much blush, even though I was hardly wearing any at all. I looked cute. I looked better as a girl than I did as a boy—or maybe that was just my poisoned brain interpreting reality incorrectly.

I finally felt his pelvis press against my bum. He was completely inside of me. Now, it didn’t feel so weird. I felt full and my hole felt like it was stretching—but it felt nice in a weird way. I squirmed slightly, revelling in that quiet moment, and then he started to pull back. He pulled all the way back, until his tip was just teasing my rim, then he slammed forward, slapping his pelvis into my ass. I gasped. It didn’t hurt. It felt good—too good. He did it again, and then again. Each penetration felt like I was having a separate cumshot. I groaned each time. My muscles were quickly turning into rubber. I bit down on my lip and swayed my head from side to side.

He came down again and again and again. And after a minute, I was moaning like some injured wild animal. I turned my face into the pillow and I let out a loud muffled scream. My legs started to convulse out of my control. I clutched two handfuls of bed sheets, and then that convulsing started to seep into the rest of my body. I was screaming but I couldn’t control it. I was feeling blasts of warm euphoria in every part of my body. I was experiencing what that T-girl experienced with me so many years before.

I didn’t want the moment to end—but at the same time, I wasn’t sure how much more pleasure I could handle. I was starting to worry that my heart was suddenly going to stop, or that I was going to soak his bed with my cum, even though I wasn’t even touching my cock.

“Oh God,” I groaned. I had no idea if I was still even using my girly voice. My ears were ringing and my eyes were flashing. I looked over again at that mirror, so I could watch myself getting fucked. I wished I could record that sight, so I could watch it every single night for the rest of my life. “Fuck!” I screamed loudly, and then I felt a warm wetness pooling around my crotch. I was coming. I was messing up my panties and his bed with my hot load. My heart stuttered. Would he notice? Or would he just think that the stain was his own load? I would have to be careful when getting up, so I wouldn’t expose myself and ruin his sex life forever.

“I’m coming,” he groaned, and then he pulled out suddenly. He grabbed his cock and squeezed it, and then he showered my back with his warm goo. He had much more cum than I was expecting: blast after blast across my back, ruining my skirt and my top and even my hair. But I didn’t mind.

He stumbled back and turned away. I could see in the mirror that his face was dark red, as if he was embarrassed. But I was too afraid to ask him why. I just assumed he wasn’t terribly fond of the fact he just fucked a complete stranger in the ass—or maybe he was feeling guilty about ruining my outfit. I also remained silent as I sat up in my own puddle of jizz.

I watched him as he got dressed. He walked over to his dresser and pulled out a green hoodie. “You can take this. It’s old, but at least it will cover you up.” He tossed it to me.

“Thank you,” I said, pulling the hoodie over my cum-stained outfit.

I didn’t go back down to the party. I got what I came for and now I was satisfied. When I got back to my dorm room, I stared into my little mirror and realized I was starting to accept my transformation. I was no longer afraid of my unrequested sissification. I was ready to embrace it—ready to see what else it had in store for me. I even caught myself smiling as I looked down at my body. I really did have the perfect body for the role.

I went to sleep that night in one of the little dresses I stole from that sorority. I loved the feeling of the soft satin against my skin. I had a feeling I was about to discover lots of things I would really love.


CHAPTER 10
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Iwas excited to get my pill the next morning, though I was terrified to step into that clinic. I came in wearing a pair of big sunglasses, worried the student would see me and recognize me. He was late, so we all had to sit there silently. I had to constantly remind myself that the young student wouldn’t recognize me. I looked completely different out of makeup—so I had nothing to worry about… right?

The student’s lateness gave me lots of time to subtly scan the room, to see if the other guinea pig students were possibly experiencing the same effects as me. They were all staring down at their feet, terrified to make eye contact. I saw one other student scanning the room like me. When our gazes met, he looked away quickly. But I didn’t feel the same social anxiety that he was feeling. For some reason, I felt comfortable. I felt like I could stand up and announce my side effects to the whole room. But of course I didn’t do that, because that could compromise my identity from the previous night.

So I looked down, trying to blend in. Then I started to think about the future. What if the trial ended and then I never saw the drug again? What if my sissy urges went away and I never felt them again? Would I try to force that pleasure back into my life, or would I be happy to not have them anymore? Could I convince one of the med students to give me a lifetime supply of the drug?

Soon, this would all be over. Life would go back to normal, and I wasn’t sure I wanted normal. My heart started to flutter with fear. I liked this new life. I didn’t want to lose it. But how could I keep it? What could I say to convince the students to keep me on this trial forever?

The med student finally showed up. He walked in with his head down and said nothing as he walked straight into his office to retrieve the morning dose. “Sorry everyone,” he said when he came back out. “I had a little problem with my alarm this morning. It won’t happen again.”

I was afraid to look towards him as he walked through the room handing a pill to everyone. He got to me last. He handed me the pill, looking me in the eye for a brief moment. Then he looked away and said, “If you’ve experienced any side effects, please come into my office and let me know.”

Everyone took their pill and then went towards the exit. I stood up and weighed my options. I could leave and remain in my little blissful state of ignorance. Or I could do what I was supposed to do and tell the student about what I’d been experiencing. I knew the latter option was the right thing to do, especially if this drug really was going to be on the market one day. So I bit down on my tongue and I knocked on his office door. “Can I come in?” I said.

He looked at me quietly for a moment and then he motioned towards the empty chair in front of his desk. “Sit down,” he said. I took the seat slowly, taking another deep breath while I gathered the last bit of courage that I needed to tell him what I’d done. I knew it wasn’t going to go well, but it had to be done. “What is it?” he asked.

I nodded my head, taking one last moment to pull myself together. Then, I spat it out. “I’ve been having urges—weird urges that I’ve never had before. It started with this pair of panties that I found, and… well—now I just want to dress up like a girl. I want to be a girl. I want to talk like a girl. Even right now, I’m forcing myself to talk normally. I don’t even know what normal is anymore. I just want to talk like a girl, and I want to wear girl’s clothes. I’m wearing panties now. I don’t know if this is too much information. It’s very embarrassing—believe me. But that’s what I’ve been feeling.”

He nodded his head, staring into my eyes. I noticed a slight smirk on his face, which sent my mind racing. Then he looked down at his little chart. “What’s your name?” he asked.

“Troy,” I said.

“Troy,” he repeated. “Troy. I’m not really supposed to tell you this, but you haven’t been taking the drug. You’re our control patient. You’ve been taking sugar pills. Any urges you’ve been feeling are your own.”

My heart throbbed and my gut turned. But instead of being overwhelmed with terror, a strange excitement tingled down my nerves. “I’ve been taking placebo pills?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Don’t tell anyone that I told you. I don’t really know why I told you. But yes: you’ve been taking placebo pills… just sugar.”

The room became silent. I stood up slowly and turned towards the door. So many emotions were swirling around in my head. I looked forward at a window and caught my smiling reflection. This was good news. It was great news. These amazing feelings weren’t going to disappear as soon as the trial ended. They belonged to me. All of the pleasure I felt over the week was real—not drug-induced.

I got to the door and then he stopped me. “If you want to come dolled up tomorrow, then you can stay after your dose and we can… chat about this for a while.” I looked back and saw that he was smirking. He knew who I was. And now, I couldn’t wait for the next twenty-four hours to pass. I couldn’t wait to feel that amazing shaft deep in my asshole once again.

THE END


NEW EXPERIENCES
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NEW EXPERIENCES


Cam has decided he’s finally finished using drugs, after a lifetime of casually experimenting with just about everything under the sun. But how can he say no when his drug dealer offers him a sample of a new drug that lets the user experience life in someone else’s body for a short period of time?


CHAPTER 1
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I’d never really been much of a drug guy. I experimented with pot a little bit in college, but it never did much for me, except make me lazy, hungry, and tired—definitely not worth the money. A friend once convinced me to try cocaine, but I honestly found it to be extremely underwhelming. I had fun experimenting with mushrooms at a music festival once, but I never felt like needed to try them again after, especially after the horrible headache I suffered through the very next day. LSD was a similar experience. Speed was okay for a week or so, and then it got boring… Okay, so maybe I was a bit of a drug guy.

Even alcohol didn’t really do anything for me but make me tired, and then hungover the next day. I tried smoking cigarettes, but I never got the head-rush so many people talk about. By twenty-five, I’d pretty much given up on experimenting with drugs altogether, realizing there wasn’t really a worthwhile artificial high in life. Every drug-induced euphoria had its cost, be it headaches, hangovers, addiction, or financial strain. I decided to just stick to coffee, which didn’t even really do much for me (though it was nice to have something warm to drink in the mornings).

The problem with not being into drugs and alcohol is that it makes you a real drag at parties. People look at you funny when they try to hand you a beer and you say you’re perfectly okay with water. When the joint gets passed to you and you just pass it on to the next guy, everyone suddenly feels awkward, as if they’ve done something to make you feel uncomfortable. I didn’t mind other people partaking in the fun—I was just happier sticking to my bottle of water and the occasional can of Diet Coke.

There were times when I was tempted to dip my toe back in the drug-experimenting waters, especially once the market started to be overrun by designer drugs.

“You’ve got to try this shit,” Germaine said to me. Germaine was a good friend of mine, who also happened to work as a drug dealer. During the day, he worked legally at a marijuana dispensary. That was where I met him, at his work, years before when I went to buy my first and only joint. Since then, he’d always been trying to get me to experiment with the latest and greatest craze. “It makes your arms go numb and your head super hot,” he once said to me about a new drug, as if those qualities were somehow selling features. He wasn’t the greatest salesman. More often than not, I turned him down.

There was one drug that piqued my interest, even with his terrible sales pitch. “You need to try this drug, man. It’s a little pill, and it makes you come like crazy when you orgasm. You’ll come so hard your dick will almost fall right off. Just wait until one hour after taking the pill before you have sex or jerk off or whatever you’re going to do.”

I thought about it for a minute. I was going to pass and then I received an interesting offer that I couldn’t possibly turn down. I wasn’t the only one in the room when Germaine offered me the sample of the drug; sitting next to me was a cute little blonde, who had overheard Germaine’s sales pitch. “Does it work for girls, too?” she asked.

“I don’t know, I don’t see why not,” Germaine said. He handed the cute blonde a pill, and then she looked at me with glowing eyes. She was a bit drunk and very horny. I wasn’t going to turn down free sex, so I took the pill from Germaine. The girl and I both took the pill at the same time.

Even once you’ve tried just about every drug under the sun, there’s always that first-time anxiety, once the drug is in your system and before it starts working. You have no real idea what it’s going to do, whether it will work or whether it will make your eyes explode out of your head. I felt those nerves for the first time in a long time after taking that special-orgasm pill, and I could tell my little blonde date was really feeling those nerves, even in her state of inebriation.

After an hour, neither of us felt a thing. We made our way up to an empty bedroom and sat down awkwardly on the edge of the bed. It occurred to me that I didn’t know her name, so I asked. “Chloe,” she said. We waited another fifteen minutes, and then she said, “Well, do you just want to have sex anyway?”

“Sure,” I said.

She seemed somewhat disappointed that the drug hadn’t done anything, but I was just happy to be getting a free lay. We kissed for a bit and then I pulled her shirt over her head, exposing her perky, braless tits. “Suck my nipples,” she said, so I did, cupping both of her breasts in my hands as I worked away. “Want to eat me out?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

She leaned back and slipped her tights down with her panties, exposing her tight, shaved pussy. I wasted no time, sinking down and stroking the length of her slit with my tongue. Her fingers nestled into my hair. The act wasn’t very passionate, and it was far from intimate. It was just two people having sex for the sake of having sex, but in a way that made it especially exciting.

“Oh, that feels good,” she moaned gently. Her breaths were becoming deeper and heavier. As I started to dig in deep with my tongue, her legs began to close in on me. “Don’t stop,” she said. After each penetration, I surfaced and drew a small circle around her clit. I could feel her hands trembling on my head. “Oh God, don’t stop!” After another minute, she was a moaning mess, squirming uncontrollably, screaming out loud as if we were in that house alone—we weren’t; downstairs, the party we’d met at was still going strong, and everyone could probably hear Chloe’s intense orgasm. “Holy fucking shit!” she screamed, and warm juice began to flow out of her like an open faucet. I’d never seen anything like it. She was having the most intense orgasm I’d ever seen, trembling all over, her face turning dark red as if she was in too much pleasure to even breathe. I stopped eating her out so I wouldn’t kill her.

“Fuck me!” she demanded, so I slipped off my pants and mounted her, slipping in easily as her pussy was soaking-wet. She reached around me and grabbed my ass with both of her hands. “Fuck me!” she said again. I started to thrust in and out of her as quickly and as powerfully as I could. Her orgasm continued, and she kept on screaming. I looked over my shoulder and could see shadows lingering on the other side of the door. People were listening—they probably thought I was murdering the poor girl!

I loved the feeling of her warm juices squishing out of her cunt as I plunged her, and the feeling of her pussy puckering against my cock as her convulsions continued.

I felt a strong tingling beginning to form between my legs. I was getting close to coming. But I couldn’t keep my attention off of Chloe. The way she trembled and squirmed—I’d never seen anything like it. I didn’t know a person was capable of feeling such a powerful euphoria. I’d seen people on some of the hardest drugs before (I’d tried many of them myself), but I’d never seen anything like that.

“Holy shit!” I said between heavy breaths as I felt it starting: the trembling in my legs, the head-rush, the intense ecstasy in my cock. My lips parted and I knew I was probably making the stupidest face ever, but I couldn’t help it—it really was an electrifying intensity that couldn’t be contained. I started blasting her full of hot cum, and I couldn’t stop. I have no idea where all of that cum came from—blast after blast after blast, a seemingly endless supply.

Even once I was finished coming, that feeling lingered. My arms were shaking so much, I couldn’t hold myself up. I ended up rolling over next to her as the orgasm slowly came to an end. It took a while—I bet we were lying side by side, both of us squirming and moaning gently, for a good ten minutes. Finally, when she had enough energy, she looked over at me with big, shining eyes. “Fuck me again,” she said.

So we fucked again, right away. We both wanted to feel that incredible euphoria again. She mounted me before my whole creampie had oozed out of her. I could feel it inside of her, warm and squishing around in her gaping hole. I didn’t care. I just wanted to get off again—and I did, we both did. We both screamed out in our orgasm, and another crowd formed on the other side of the door to listen.

After that night, I decided I would never touch the drug again—mostly because of the terrible headache I had the next morning, but also because I knew right away how addictive it could be. Even with my pounding headache, the first thing I wanted to do when I woke up was give Germaine a call and get some more of the stuff, and then give Chloe a call and go at it again, all day long, feeling that intensity over and over and over.

But I needed to have some self-control. It was a potentially dangerous drug. Watching Chloe as she came, she was hardly breathing, sometimes not breathing at all unless I stopped. And the throbbing headache the next morning suggested that the drug was pretty hard on the brain. And who knows what kind of long-term effects the drug could have? Everyone thought Bath Salts was the greatest drug in the world, until people started eating each others’ faces and jumping off of buildings. There was a reason I tried to stay away from drug-culture. It was too risky, and I wasn’t a gambler.

So for the next year, I tried to forget about Germaine’s special-orgasm drug. But I wasn’t able to forget about Chloe, the way she squirmed and screamed and moaned when she came. Sure, for me the orgasm was intense and memorable, but for her, it was unlike anything I’d ever seen. She was on a whole different level, a different dimension of pleasure. I asked Germaine how she was doing one day, and his expression dropped the moment I said her name. “Don’t worry about it,” he said, looking around awkwardly to make sure no one else had heard me mention her name.

I never did figure out what that reaction was all about. He wouldn’t tell me anymore, but I had a good feeling it wasn’t good news. Maybe she’d become addicted and discovered some not-so-nice side-effects.

“Is she still buying that stuff off of you?” I asked.

“That stuff? Erotix?” Apparently that was the name of the special-orgasm drug. “I don’t really sell it anymore, man. It’s too hard to get and not worth the price, as far as I’m concerned. Besides, since Mind’s Eye came out, no one really wants anything else.”

“What’s Mind’s Eye?” I asked.

He smiled, his eyes narrowing. “You’ve never heard of Mind’s Eye? Where have you been hiding?” He started to tell me about the incredible new drug. Even with his awful sales pitch, the substance sounded amazing.


CHAPTER 2
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Mind’s Eye is a drug that lets the user, for a short period of time (about twenty minutes), experience another person’s life. The drug was created in India, where it quickly became very popular in the Indian underground drug scene. No one really understood the way it worked. The most accepted theory is that it forces the user to have an out-of-body experience, finding themselves in the body of someone else. During the trip, you can’t control what the body you’ve found yourself in is doing; you can only watch, feel, smell, hear, and taste everything the body you’re in is experiencing.

Getting into someone else’s body requires a couple of steps. First, the target body has to consume a flavourless liquid, which makes them into a sort of vessel. Unless they take the fluid knowingly, they have no idea others are able to see through their eyes and feel through their skin. Next, when you take the Mind’s Eye drug, you need to make sure that the target body is the closest vessel body to you. You can’t control which body you enter, so if you take the drug at a hockey game, hoping to get into one of the players’ heads, but the guy sitting next to you drank the clear vessel fluid, then you’ll be stuck watching the game through his eyes for twenty minutes, tasting his flat beer and his cold nachos.

I didn’t believe Germaine when he told me about the drug. It was too incredible to believe. It had nothing to do with altering states of consciousness, like every other drug in the world. Instead, it made consciousness leave the body for a period of time—something that I was fairly certain was impossible; but apparently I was wrong.

“Has it been proven to be real? Or do people just assume what they’re experiencing is actually what someone else is experiencing? How do you know it’s not just making people dream vividly?” I asked.

“Just try it for yourself,” he said, offering me a sample. The drug was in the form of a pair of vials, taped together with clear tape. One of the vials contained a clear fluid and the other contained a bright blue fluid. Give the clear fluid to whoever you want to be your vessel, and then drink the blue fluid when you’re ready to hop into their head. It takes about two minutes to work, and you’ve got a good twenty-four hour window to take it, so make sure you don’t take it while your vessel is going to take a crap, unless you’re into that kind of thing,” Germaine said with a big, toothy grin.

He told me he would let me know if there were any “special events” happening. Apparently, there were bartenders around town who worked in ritzy bars where celebrities were regulars. They would sneak the vessel fluid into the celebrities drinks and then word would get out that drug-users had twenty-four hours to experience the life of a celebrity. Germaine claimed that he went to a NASCAR event where one of the drivers had taken the vessel fluid. For twenty minutes, Germaine got to experience being behind the wheel of a stock car going two-hundred miles-per-hour. “It was exhilarating,” Germaine said. “But it’s super expensive stuff, so don’t just go wasting it on seeing what it’s like to be a mailman in the middle of the day.”

I’d told myself I was done with drugs and drug culture, but I couldn’t pass on the opportunity to try out the Mind’s Eye substance. I needed to know if it was the real-deal, or just a load of bullshit. If it was real, then it was possibly the most incredible scientific discovery of my lifetime. And can you imagine—experiencing life through someone else’s eyes? Imagine being Brad Pitt for twenty minutes, walking down the red carpet at the Oscars. Or hopping into the head of Sidney Crosby as he scores a winning playoff goal as the crowd erupts.

The only question was, how do you get a truly exceptional person to take the vessel drug? You could simply ask them, of course—wait outside of their house and then beg them to take it. But of course that wouldn’t work. Celebrities don’t want people spying on their day-to-day activities. No one wants that. Even trying to convince a regular guy to take the drug was going to be next-to-impossible, especially knowing that it took twenty-four hours to pass through their system. What if someone popped into their brain while they were taking a shower, or jerking off?

The only way to do it was to slip it to someone without them knowing. It wasn’t ideal, but it’s not like it would hurt them, right? Did the clear fluid have any side-effects? Did the Mind’s Eye drug itself have any side-effects? I’d forgotten to ask Germaine when he gave me the sample, too blown-away by the drug’s description to think of any reasonable questions. Now, as I stared at the two little vials, I had so many questions.

The other option was to just take the blue fluid and see where I ended up. Germaine never said there was any distance restriction when it came to head-hopping, only that you end up in the closest head that had consumed the vessel fluid. There are billions of people on the planet, surely one of them had taken the fluid within the last twenty-four hours, even if that person was all the way in India. It would be an interesting gamble, to see where I would end up. What about animals? What if a bird drank the clear fluid? Would I get to get to feel the sensation of flying through the air?

I was too afraid to take the blue fluid blind, unsure of where I would end up. I was slightly concerned about wasting it, seeing as Germaine said it was ‘super expensive’, but I was more concerned about ending up in some terrible vessel: some guy passing a stone, or in the head of someone undergoing surgery. Or, if there was some distance restriction that Germaine had failed to mention, what would happen if I took the drug and there were no vessels around to experience life through? Would my head explode? Would I get stuck in some horrible purgatory and not be able to get out? If I’m going to risk taking the drug, I thought, I might as well make it count.

I thought about who I could slip the fluid to. I wouldn’t know where to find celebrities or famous athletes, so they were out of the question. So who could I use the drug on? What person could I possibly have access to whose experiences would be worth ingesting the mysterious fluid?

An idea hit me suddenly and I knew exactly where to use my little sampler.


CHAPTER 3
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Ifound myself across town, at a fancy bar where all of the expensive escorts hung out. I would have never considered hiring an escort—only because I could never rationalize the cost, and I would never sleep with a cheap escort. You get what you pay for, and I wasn’t interested in paying for a sexually transmitted disease.

But with the Mind’s Eye drug, I could finally find out what it was like to sleep with one of the very beautiful, premium escorts. These girls weren’t for your every day blue-collar worker. They marketed themselves towards the executive class, people willing to pay a pretty penny to sleep with a woman in the same league as Scarlett Johansson. I could hardly afford the drinks in the bar, never mind the women. I’d always thought it was a shame that these girls decided to be prostitutes when they could have been famous actresses or supermodels, though I can’t say I blame them. I’d asked one girl once how much she charged. It was more than a month’s mortgage payment. Not bad for an hour of work…

I took a seat at the far end of the bar and I watched as the girls came and went, men taking seats next to them, silently making their transactions, having a few drinks, and then moving on. Somehow, I needed to slip the drug to one of the men who was about to go up with one of the women. I had a pretty good idea.

I waited until I was sure on the girl I wanted to experience sex with. It took a good half an hour to decide—there were so many great options—but I ended up picking a little blonde with big, bright blue eyes. She had the cutest smile, and a stunning body. There were plenty of guys sitting alone, sipping their drinks, keeping a close eye on the cute blonde.

She took a seat at the far end of the bar. She looked over at me and smiled, melting me, turning me to mush. Whether the smile was genuine or an invite to buy her a drink, I had no idea—probably the latter. It only took a minute before there was a guy sitting next to her, buying her a drink. They talked for a bit while she ran her finger gently along the rim of her glass. She was completely hypnotising. She leaned over and whispered something into the guy’s ear, and then his face became pale. A minute later, he stepped away from the seat and gave up on the little blonde beauty. Given his ivory reaction, I can only imagine she told him her price.

Another guy, tall and muscular, took the seat next to her and they talked for a while. She leaned over and whispered into the new guy’s ear, probably telling him her rate, and his face became red. His lips parted for a moment and he stuttered. I couldn’t hear what he said back to her, but I watched as he slipped his wallet out and pulled out a huge wad of cash, handing it to her subtly behind the bar. I had my target: the muscular man.

Generally, men didn’t just take escorts straight up to their rooms. Escorts, especially high-class girls, expected a bit of romance and courting. They liked to be pampered, complimented, swooned over for a bit before going upstairs to get fucked. I listened carefully as the man ordered a round of drinks. He ordered a scotch on the rocks.

I waited a few minutes while he sipped away at his drink. When he was close to finishing, I took a deep breath. “Excuse me,” I said to the bartender. “Could I get a scotch?”

“Sure thing. You want water or ice with that?”

“Ice, please,” I said, making sure to order the same thing as my target man.

The drink came and I waited a moment for the bartender to turn away. Then, I slipped the clear fluid into the drink. I called the bartender back over. “I’m sorry, did I say scotch? I meant brandy. I actually hate scotch.”

The bartender looked at me with a dull expression. “You want a brandy then? You know, I still have to charge you for the scotch,” he said.

“That’s fine. Maybe that guy over there wants it,” I said. My heart was racing.

The bartender hesitated a moment, possibly sensing that I was up to no good. He looked at me for a few seconds—which felt like a few minutes—and then he said, “Alright.” He took the drink to the man and told the man it was on me. My target turned to me and raised his glass with a smile. I did the same with my new glass of brandy. I watched as he took a good sip from the drink. My heart continued to pound aggressively into my ribcage.

I really had no idea what I’d just given to the stranger. As far as I knew, it was poisonous. As far as I knew, it caused cancer. I certainly hope it didn’t have any short or long term side-effects. To my knowledge, no drugs caused cancer or had any terribly negative side-effects after a single use. Technically, the man wasn’t even taking the drug, he was just taking the vessel fluid, whatever that was.

I did my best to keep my attention off of the couple, only watching them subtly through my peripheral vision. I had a feeling the bartender suspected something of me, and I didn’t want to give him any more reason to let that suspicion grow. When the couple got up and left, I looked over to make sure the drink was empty. It was. “I’m just going to use the washroom,” I said to the bartender, and then I got up and followed the couple from a distance. The elevator required room-specific key cards to get up to the desired floor, so all I could do was watch the little screen that showed which floor the elevator landed on. The floor counter stopped once they were up on the eighth floor. I went back to the bar, paid for my drink, and then I slipped into the fire-exit stairway, climbing all the way up to the eighth floor.

The door was locked, but I felt as though I was close enough. I waited a moment to make sure there was no one around, and then I pulled out the vial of blue fluid. I had no idea what would happen to my body when I took it, if I would just become a frozen statue for twenty minutes, if I would fall down limp on the ground, or if I would convulse like an epileptic at a Pink Floyd concert. I wondered if anyone would come down the stairway in the next twenty minutes and see me, in whatever state I was in, and call for help. I didn’t want to come out of my experience in the back of an ambulance, having to explain to the paramedics why I was unresponsive in the stairwell of a hotel I wasn’t even staying at.

But unless I wanted to pay for a room—which was not only terribly expensive, but I also didn’t have enough time to get down to the lobby, wait in line, fill out paperwork, and get back to my room before my target started fucking that beautiful escort—I had no other choice. I took a seat in the corner and I popped the cap off of the vial. My heart started pounding in an instant. Was I really going to do it? I took a deep breath, bit my tongue, and then pounded back the drug. I swallowed before I had a chance to reconsider. “Here goes nothing,” I said to myself, and then I waited.

Germaine said it took about a minute to work. That minute felt like a lifetime. I could feel a warm tingling sensation in my throat and gut, as if I’d just taken a shot of strong whisky. That sensation was spreading through me, seeping higher and higher, inching towards my brain. I tried to control my breathing, which was shallow and sporadic. “It’s going to be fine,” I told myself a few times.

And then my vision started to go dark, and feeling began to leave my extremities. It felt like I wasn’t breathing at all, like I couldn’t breathe no matter how hard I tried. I tried desperately to gasp for air, but I was suddenly just a passive observer stuck in my own dying body. Was taking that blue drug the biggest mistake of my life? Had I just made a horribly tragic decision? Everything went dark.

And then suddenly, I could see a sink, water pouring out the faucet and swirling down the drain. Next to the sink was a bottle of lubricant, and next to that was a pack of condoms. I could see my hands in the mirror, but I couldn’t see myself, as I stared down. I tried to look up, but I had no control. I wasn’t even controlling my own hands, which were cleaning themselves under the running water, rubbing soap meticulously between each finger. I could smell the lavender of the soap. I could feel the warm, heated floors against my bare feet. I looked over. There was a pair of high-heels next to the door.

The drug worked. I was in a different body.

I looked up at my own reflection, and then I felt an intense panic set in. I wasn’t looking at the handsome, muscular fellow. I was looking at the little blonde escort. I’d hopped into the wrong body. I watched as she adjusted her hair—as I adjusted my hair. I could feel her soft hair between her fingertips. Next, she leaned forward and ran a tube of lipstick over her soft lips. I could feel everything, smell everything, see everything. I could even taste the subtle bitter tinge of the lipstick. “Are you ready, baby?” I called out, out of my own control.

“Oh yeah,” the man from the bar’s voice called back.

I was about to experience more than I’d bargained for: I was going to experience being fucked as a woman.
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The strangest part of the whole experience was that I was still able to think as I normally would. I wasn’t able to hear what was going on in the blonde escort’s mind, and she wasn’t able to hear what was going on in my mind—but still, I could see through her eyes and feel through her skin, just as if her body was really mine, save for the ability to control anything.

She looked in the mirror one last time, adjusting her little black piece of lingerie so her tits were sitting just right, and then she turned to the door. She seemed relaxed, her heart beating calmly and quietly. It was a strange sensation. It felt like her heart should have been exploding with intensity, but I suppose she’d done this hundreds, if not thousands of times before.

She stepped out into the hotel suite. The man was sitting on the bed in nothing but his boxer shorts, his black socks, and his gold wristwatch. He smiled, his cheeks turning red. “I’ve never done this before,” he said, “I mean, with a girl like you.” I could feel her lips curving up into a sly smile.

“Just relax. It will be fun,” she said, and then she looked up at a very strange painting on the wall, of two horses running in what looked like a field of blue grass, or possibly shallow water. It was a lousy painting, the proportions of the horses were very strange. She looked away from it after just a few seconds.

She walked up right between his legs and she placed her hands gently down on his shoulders. He looked up at her, his face becoming ever redder. “You’re very pretty,” he said.

“Thanks,” she said back, and then she started to sink down. She slipped her fingers under the waistband of his boxers.

Oh God—she was going to pull them off! She was going to suck his cock—I was going to experience sucking a cock! I tried to scream, but I had no control whatsoever. I’d made a huge mistake. As I tried my hardest to force myself out from the escort’s head, she paused. “Is everything okay?” the man asked.

“Yeah, I just felt a weird tingle,” she said. I don’t know how I knew it, but I knew that I’d forced the tingle. Somehow, I was having a tiny, microscopic effect on her with all of my desperate efforts to escape her body. But even in all of my efforts, I was only able to conjure up a little tingle—it was hopeless. “It must be that scotch. It was so strong,” she said.

“It was too strong for me. I was surprised you were able to drink it,” the man said with a smile. I suddenly felt like an idiot. Had I been paying closer attention, I would have noticed her taking the drink from him and drinking it instead. God, how could I have taken such a major detail for granted?

She continued to pull down his boxers, slowly revealing his long, thick cock. He was well-hung, his pubic hair neatly trimmed. There was a sharp tinge of cologne, as if he sprayed a little on his crotch—which was slightly off-putting, on top of an already very off-putting scenario.

I watched as she reached forward. I tried one last time to zap myself out from her body, straining as hard as I could. It did nothing. I felt her fingers slip around his thick girth. She started to stroke him off. His cock was warm, and I could feel it throbbing. “You’re a big boy,” she said with a grin.

“You like it?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she said, and then she bent forward and opened her mouth. I felt like I was stuck in a nightmare, slipping a man’s cock through my lips, letting it slide along my tongue. I would have gagged if I was capable of such a thing. I would probably have bitten and screamed and run out of the room if I could do anything—but instead I was stuck sucking the man’s cock as he grabbed my head in his hands.

“Just like that,” he said, letting out a deep sigh.

The worst part of it all was that I couldn’t look away. I couldn’t even close my eyes. I was stuck looking up into his eyes as I sucked his long, hardening cock, feeling it throbbing against my tongue. I could taste the sweet tinge of his pre-cum oozing out. Somehow, the cute little escort was able to stuff the whole thing into her throat with very little effort. I would have loved to feel that on the other side of things, being the one getting deep-throated by the beauty, but I’d fucked up my scheme and I was stuck taking it. And unless the drug wore off soon, I would be taking a whole lot more.

She pulled her head back and smiled. “Feeling adventurous?” she asked.

His cheeks became a shade of crimson. “I don’t know,” he said with hesitation in his voice.

“You’ll be fine, baby,” she said, and then she got up onto the bed as the man slipped off and sunk down to his knees, between her legs. He reached for the little access clasp at her pussy and he unclicked it. I couldn’t believe what I saw next: a cock slipped out from her tight, little piece of lingerie. She had a cock.

He reached forward, his hand trembling, and he slipped his fingers around her flaccid member. “It’s not going to bite, baby,” she said as he slowly began to stroke it. It wasn’t nearly as big as his, but it was still impressively large considering it belonged to a woman. Or was she a woman? Her tits looked real, but they must have been implants. Her hair was real, but anyone can grow their hair long and get a lady’s haircut. Anyone can put on women’s clothing and lingerie, and anyone can do their makeup like a lady. Sure, this particular blonde had a lot of exceptionally feminine features, but lots of men, myself included, had smaller bodies and smoother features.

The man took a deep breath and then he leaned forward, parting his lips, letting her cock into his mouth. He started to suck her off. “See? Not so bad, is it?” I could feel the tip of his tongue gliding up and down the base of her shaft, getting her throbbing-hard. She massaged her fingers into his soft, brown hair, pushing his head down further, forcing him to take in more of her meaty member. “That’s a good boy,” she said.

He was getting into it, his nerves suddenly disappearing. He bobbed his head like a seasoned-pro, taking her cock into his throat. It felt great, but I didn’t want it to feel great. He had her rock-hard in no time at all. He fondled her ball sack with his hand, which made the whole sensation even better. I just wish she would have looked away—up at the ceiling, out the window—anywhere but at his chiselled, muscular body. At least then I would have been able to pretend like I was getting sucked off by a chick. But no, she insisted on watching intently, watching every second that he had her dick deep in his mouth.

“Do you want top or bottom, baby?” she asked.

“Top. I want to fuck you from behind while I jerk you off,” he said. I was surprised by the fact I was able to feel dizzy. She didn’t seem to be the least bit dizzy, but I felt strangely nauseous. I wondered if my own body, back in the stairwell, was currently about to throw up.

The escort stood up, stretched out her back, and then bent over the bed. “Just be gentle with that big dick of yours,” she said, reaching back and spreading her butt cheeks for him. I could feel her asshole parting, a cool hint of air crossing it as she presented herself to him.

He stepped up, cock in hand, pressing his throbbing tip up to her tight rectum. “Oh fuck,” he muttered under his breath. He slid his cock up and down, teasing her tight, little hole. He was too big—there was no way he was going to fit! That nauseous feeling grew stronger. There was a good chance I was throwing up now, back in the stairwell.

The man penetrated her little hole, pushing in slowly. He was so big, and he seemed even bigger now that he was inside of her body, stretching her asshole wide as he sunk in deep. It hurt a little bit, but more than anything, it just felt strange and unnatural. Worst of all was how realistic it was—because it was real. I was experiencing absolutely everything in extreme, vivid detail. I would leave this drug trip having experienced being fucked in the ass, and having experienced sucking a big cock—experiences that weren’t exactly on my bucket list.

He kept sinking in deeper, pushing the tip of his cock close to my throat, judging by the way it felt. “That feels good,” she said, but she was lying. It didn’t feel like anything but a full asshole—at least until he started to thrust in and out of her. Suddenly, there was a strange vibrating sensation tingling between her legs, making her cock begin to grow again. It felt nice, but still strange. It felt like it should have hurt, but the only pain was that of his muscular pelvis slapping against her soft tush.

After a few penetrations, that tingling sensation grew. It felt better and better and better with each plunge. Her legs started to tremble and her fingers curled into the bed sheets. “Oh God,” she moaned. The man reached around and grabbed her cock firmly, and a bit aggressively, and started to jerk her off. “Come for me, baby. I want to feel your cum all over my hand. I want to taste it.” She didn’t bother to tell him that he was squeezing too hard, that his death grip hurt. She just let him carry on. It was his money, after all.

It just kept feeling better and better. I could feel every single inch of his long, rigid cock, his thick veins rubbing against the tight walls of her anus. I could feel him beginning to bloat, getting ready to come. I didn’t want him to come yet. I wanted him to keep going, to make the moment last just a little bit longer. The pleasure was just too good to let it end.

But he couldn’t hold on. He didn’t last very long at all. He came, deep inside of her butt, filling her up with his warm load. “Oh fuck, that feels so good,” he moaned.

She still hadn’t come yet. “Do you want to finish me off?” she asked.

“Finish yourself off, on my face.” He lay back and she planted her knees on either side of his torso, placing her bum down on his chest, his own creampie oozing out onto his body. She started to beat off her dick, her ball sack dangling just below his chin. I could feel her getting close, that warm tingling growing stronger. “Ready?” she said, her voice strained.

“Do it. Come on my face. I want your cum in my mouth,” he said, and then he opened his mouth. She clenched harder and beat faster. Then, I could feel it coming, a trembling buzzing through her body. She aimed the tip of her cock down and let it unload on his face. God, it felt good—and he loved every second of it, every warm blast.

She hadn’t stopped coming when I came back to in the stairwell. I sat up quickly and looked around, looking down at my body to make sure I was really me, and I was. The drug had worn off.

I couldn’t help but wonder if the experience was real or just a dream. I thought about it as I made my way back down to the lobby. How could I know for sure?

I had an idea. I looked up the hotel’s website, and then I clicked on the ‘virtual tour’ button, to see if the rooms really looked the same as in my experience. Sure enough, on the wall of every room in the hotel was that strange picture of those horses running on that blue grass, or water, or whatever it was supposed to be. The experience must have been real. I must have truly felt what it was like to be fucked in the ass, what it was like to suck a man’s cock.
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Strangely, I didn’t regret the new experience I’d had as the tranny escort. I felt like I should have regretted it, but I didn’t. Instead, I found myself fantasizing about it, remembering how incredible it felt to be stuffed by the man’s big cock. I couldn’t stop thinking about that big dick sliding along my tongue, pushing against the back of my throat.

It took a few days, but I eventually came to the realization that I wanted to do it again. I wanted to re-experience sex as a trans woman. So I called up Germaine and asked if I could buy some more Mind’s Eye. We met up later that day, and I got another pair of vials, one clear and one blue. It was expensive, costing me three hundreds bucks, and that was with his fifty-percent friends and family discount.

My body was trembling as I made my way down to that hotel bar that I knew the beautiful blonde tranny prostitute worked out of. The bartender even asked me if I was okay as I took a seat at the far end of the bar. “You look pale,” he said.

“I just didn’t get a lot of sleep last night,” I told him, and then I ordered myself something light. I had to be careful not to overdo it, having no idea when the little blonde whore might come in, if she came in at all.

There was a hockey game on the little television above the bar. I tried to use the game to steal my attention, to keep my mind off of the fact I was about to possess a transgendered prostitute and have sex with a man, and I would feel everything—his cock in my mouth and in my ass. Of course, I wouldn’t be feeling it with my own body, but with hers.

A long hour passed and she hadn’t showed up yet. My nerves were getting the better of me. I had to excuse myself for the “bathroom” a number of times. Instead of going to the washroom, I just went for a walk around the block, hoping to get my blood moving and my nerves subdued. But it didn’t do much. I ended up ordering a stiffer drink, hoping that would do the trick. It helped a little bit, but I realized quickly I was going to need more than a couple of drinks to calm my nerves.

As I ordered my third drink, I started to wonder if I needed to be careful. What if the drug interacted negatively with the liquor? Was if possible to have a ‘bad trip’, the way you can with acid or mushrooms. Was the Mind’s Eye drug technically a hallucinogenic? If the experiences were really happening and not hallucinations, you can’t really call it a hallucinogenic, can you?

I ordered a fourth drink, my nerves finally beginning to calm down. It was getting late. The hockey game was coming to an end. As I prepared to ask the bartender for my tab, she came into the hotel lobby, wearing a beautiful white dress and a fur shawl. She looked stunning, and expensive. Our eyes met and it took me a long moment before I looked away. I should have looked away immediately, but in my state of inebriation, I couldn’t react quickly enough. But it was too late, I’d gotten her attention. She was now on her way to sit next to me.

I quickly finished my drink, as an instinct. I felt it burning as it went down. I couldn’t even remember what I’d ordered: Whisky? Rum? Brandy? Something strong that burned warm.

She took the seat right next to me. “Hi,” I said.

“Hi there,” she said with a smile. “Are you here all alone?”

I realized as soon as she asked that it must have looked like I was there to pick up an escort: sitting alone at the bar where high-priced escorts worked on a regular basis. “Um, yeah, I just came down for a drink,” I said.

“Do you want some company?” she asked.

I knew what she was asking—that she wasn’t just offering her company at the bar. But I couldn’t bring myself to say no to her, no matter how hard I tried—even knowing I was wasting her time. Of course I wasn’t going to actually pay for her services, go up to her room and sleep with her—not as myself, anyway. But it would have been rude to turn her away, and I wanted her to sit with me. She smelled nice, like oak, lavender, and a hint of vanilla bourbon. And she was even more beautiful from right up close. “Sure,” I said.

We sat and chatted for a while. She asked me about my job, my home, whether I was married, that kind of stuff. I asked her a set of similar questions, and she kept responding, “My life’s not that interesting. I want to hear more about yours.” I assumed that was a regular tactic for escorts, to make their clients feel more attractive and confident. But she was a pro. She seemed genuinely interested in what I had to say.

I had another drink, buying her one as well. She liked her drinks strong, and I constantly felt like I had to keep up out of fear of looking like a wimp. But I’d lost count of how many drinks I’d had, and I could feel the liquor seeping into my brain. I should have stopped drinking. Of course, when you’re drunk, you don’t have that kind of sensibility. I ordered yet another, and my vision started to blur. Moments of time began to disappear, and I seemed to teleport from one moment to the next. In one instance, we were talking at the bar, in the next, I was standing in a bathroom stall, doing my best to balance as I peed, and then suddenly I was back at the bar, sitting next to her. “I have a cock,” I remember her saying into my ear.

“I want to suck it,” I remember replying. The liquor had completely taken over my body. I was no longer making my own decisions. It was similar to being on Mind’s Eye, except instead of being trapped inside the body of another, I was trapped inside of my own while someone else took the wheel.

I don’t remember the trek up to her hotel room, but somehow we ended up there: me sitting on the edge of her bed, slipping my pants down. I could hear the sink running in the bathroom. I looked up into the mirror, and was strangely surprised to see myself. My plan had failed—I never slipped her the clear fluid and she never went off and found a date. I was the date. Now, I was the one on the other side of the equation.


CHAPTER 6
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The liquor was beginning to subside, and I suddenly felt like I was back in control of my own body. It was the clarity I needed to come to my senses and get myself out of that hotel room. It was one thing to experience sleeping with a tranny prostitute through someone else’s body, but it was a whole different thing to do it myself, with my own body—now it was real in the most real sense possible.

“I’ll be out in one minute,” she called out.

“Alright,” I said.

I stood up and looked around. My clothes were on a pile on the floor, and my shoes were next to the door. If I was quick enough, I could be gone before she was done in the bathroom. Sure, she would be disappointed, but I wouldn’t have to be around to face her disappointment, and I would save myself the money and the unwanted experience.

But I wasn’t quick enough. She stepped out from the bathroom as I bent over to slip my pants back up. “What are you doing?” she asked.

My heart stuttered. “Just taking my pants off,” I said, pretending to drop them to the floor. I don’t know why I was so keen on sparing her feelings. Maybe it was the fact that she was so beautiful, and she seemed so innocent, despite her line of work.

“Just sit down and relax,” she said. “You look so tense.”

“I—I’ve never really done this before,” I said.

“Done what?” she asked.

“I’ve never been with a… you know,” I said. The liquor may have been on its way out of my system, but I was unable to gather myself completely or form coherent sentences.

“A trans?” she said.

“No, I mean, you know…”

She laughed, knowing I was trying to say prostitute. “Don’t think about it like that. It’s not like I’m charging you or anything,” she said, as if I should have known, and maybe I should have. I’m sure at some point, during my intoxication, we’d discussed the details of the arrangement. If she wasn’t charging me, did that mean we were just going at it for fun? Was she attracted to me? “Now lay back, and let’s live out your fantasy.” She gently pushed me onto my back and then she climbed on top of me, planting her knees next to my torso. “Go ahead.”

There was a little clasp on the crotch of her lingerie. I got the sense right away that she was waiting for me to unclasp it and let her long cock out. Was she wanting me to suck it? Had I told her I would? While she waited, she cupped her breasts in her hands and fondled them firmly. The sight alone was enough to get me hard, even despite my nerves.

It all seemed to happen so fast. One moment I was drinking alone at the bar, and the next, I was on my back with a beautiful, blonde shemale straddling me, waiting for me to let her dick out so she could slip it in between my lips. I didn’t even realize my hands were trembling violently until I reached forward to do away with her crotch clasp.

The little button snapped easily, and her cock fell out quickly, long and thick, just as I remembered it. I was surprised I needed to unclip her at all, that the weight of her long, heavy member didn’t pop it open on its own.

She was throbbing and growing quickly. I hesitated before taking the cock in my hand, but as soon as I did, my nerves seemed to settle. There was something about her cock that was strangely comforting, unlike the man’s cock who stuffed her ass in my previous experience. It wasn’t a man’s cock—it was a woman’s cock. It even felt, strangely, like a woman’s cock: smooth, delicate, gentle, but somehow still big and thick. Stroking the beast was a strangely satisfying sensation, watching the foreskin pull back over her bulging tip. She was totally hairless, freshly shaved with no evidence of a shave at all, as if she didn’t grow any hair down there at all.

“Don’t you want to suck it, baby?” she said.

This time, I didn’t hesitate. I opened my lips and lined the dick up, sinking it into my warm, wet mouth. It felt nice, running my tongue down the base of the long shaft, puckering my lips around the thick girth. I loved being able to feel her throbbing in my mouth, pressing the tip of my nose into her pelvis. I didn’t want the moment to end. “You sure know how to suck it, don’t you?” she said. “Do you like it?”

“Yes,” I said, muffled by her cock, and I wasn’t lying. I loved every inch of it, sliding in deep, pressing against the back of my throat. I hated the fact that I couldn’t fit her entire length in my mouth, that my throat couldn’t fit her thick girth. I wanted all of it, and I wanted more of it.

I reached around and cupped her ass cheeks with my hands. They were soft, but perky. I gave them a firm squeeze, eliciting a cute, little moan out of my tranny goddess. I still couldn’t believe she wasn’t entirely female—it seemed completely ludicrous to think she was born a man. How was it even possible?

“Okay, that’s enough. You want to save room for desert, right?” she said with a giggle. My cheeks were hot. For some reason I felt so embarrassed, with her watching me suck her cock, but I couldn’t help myself. I wanted it so badly.

She stepped off of the bed and then she slipped her hands under my calves and pulled me down, so my ass was just hanging off the edge of the bed. She pulled my boxers down without much effort and then she ran her gentle fingers up the length of my very-erect cock. “You’re so hard,” she said. “You must really like me.”

All I could do was nod. There was a lump in my throat, preventing me from speaking. She was so beautiful, so hypnotising, and I was completely lost in lust. And even though I knew she was about to stick it in my ass, I didn’t protest. For some reason, I wanted it so badly. I wanted to feel all of her inside of me, plunging me, making me squirm and scream.

As she pressed the tip of her warm, wet cock up to my asshole, my heart stuttered. I was about to be fucked in the ass: me, not some vessel I was hiding inside of. It didn’t hurt when I was in her body, getting stuffed by the muscular man, but would it hurt when I took it? After all, I’d never been fucked in the ass before. I’d never been stretched and plunged. I took a deep breath.

“You’re tight,” she said as she pushed her tip past my puckering hole. I did my best to relax, so I could let her slide in easily, but it was difficult. My nerves were rushing back to me, making my body tense, with my shoulders up near my ears. “Just relax, baby,” she said.

I took another deep breath, and then I felt her sliding in deep. Oh God, it felt good, feeling every ridge and vein of her cock rubbing against my tight rim, her throbbing tip pressing against that perfect sweet spot, which she knew exactly how to hit. She reached down and grabbed my throbbing erection with both of her hands, and then she giggled. “It’s like the handle on a mechanical bull,” she said, squeezing my manhood playfully.

Her cute playfulness was helping me to relax. She had me completely obsessed with her. I wouldn’t have been able to look away from her, even if I had tried—not that I wanted to try. Her breasts were perfect, her face was stunning, and her skin was vibrant, all over. She was perfect in every way, as if she’d been created in some lab by a team of the greatest scientists, or sent to earth by the gods. I wanted her to fuck me so badly—and she did, starting out slowly and elegantly, sliding her long shaft in and out of my tight hole.

Thanks to her years of experience, she knew just where to aim to make me a moaning mess. After just a few thrusts, I was squirming, feeling hot pulses of euphoria consuming my body. Once again, I felt out of control, as if I was stuck watching my experience helplessly, trapped deep in my own body. But it felt so good, and I would have changed nothing.

She managed to thrust in deeper, pressing her ball sack against my bum. She came down harder and faster with each penetration. I didn’t even realize until I looked up that she was jerking me off; the pleasure was just so consuming and overwhelming.

“Oh baby,” she said, “you’re coming.” I looked down, and she was right: cum was oozing out from my cock, falling into a pool on my belly. I just kept coming. It felt as though I was stuck in some incredible, extended orgasm, as if I started coming the moment she was inside of me and I wasn’t going to stop until she pulled out.

She took some of my cum on the tip of her finger and she licked it off. “You taste good,” she said with a grin. “Do you want to taste mine?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said.

“I’m close.” She started fucking me with intense speed, her face becoming redder and redder as she came closer to her finale. Her breaths were long and deep. I loved the way her tits were bouncing on her chest—I couldn’t look away.

And then suddenly, she pulled out and jumped up onto the bed, straddling me the same way she’d done when I was sucking her cock. “Open your mouth, quick!” she said. As soon as my lips were parted, her cock was in my mouth, and she was coming. She trembled all over as her warm jizz filled up my mouth, spraying my tongue and the insides of my cheeks. “Oh God, that feels so good,” she said. Her cum was slightly sweet. “How does it taste?” she asked.

“So good,” I said.

As soon as she was done coming, she slipped her cock out and bent down to kiss me, tasting her own cum off of my tongue.

I could still feel the electric euphoria of my own orgasm, as the final few drops of jizz dripped out from the tip of my cock. “That was so much fun,” she said, laying down next to me.

I wouldn’t recommend the Mind’s Eye to everyone. In fact, I would urge everyone to stay away from drugs altogether, though it’s hard for me to preach, seeing as I’d experimented with just about every drug under the sun. Sure, there are some fun experiences to be had under the influence of all sorts of designer drugs, but nothing beats real feelings, real sensations like the one I had with the tranny escort.

Part of any real, memorable experience is going through with it yourself. Watching a video of a rollercoaster isn’t the same as being on a rollercoaster. Being in a rollercoaster simulation booth isn’t even the same as being on a rollercoaster, even if there are high-definition screens around you, a fan blowing air in your face, and the machine is still flipping you upside down. Real experiences transcend the senses.

But I still couldn’t help myself when Germaine told me a star NBA player had taken the vessel fluid. I went to the game and dropped in the bathroom stall, and for twenty-minutes, I was the king of the court. I got to feel what it was like to score a three-pointer in front of thousands of screaming fans in the final minute of play. It was fun, but the whole time, I knew I wasn’t actually the one who should feel accomplished.

And the more I thought about it, the more I realized the Mind’s Eye had actually affected my life in a positive way. It made me want to get out and experience things for real—it taught me there were so many new experiences out there for me to try.

But before I got cracking on the many, many experiences I wanted to tackle, there was one in particular that I wanted to live out: my original experience, picking up a date as a tranny escort. It turns out, I actually looked pretty good in a piece of skimpy lingerie.

THE END


THE GIRL IN THE GAME
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THE GIRL IN THE GAME


Calum needs money, so he signs up to be a tester for Reality, an immersive VR life simulator, which is extremely popular with wealthy socialites. He’s never played the simulator himself, but he’s heard his rich friend talk about it, so he has a vague idea of what to expect.

After waiting for hours at the Reality headquarters, he finally gets taken down to the basement to test out the newest unit. It’s their most realistic simulation yet, supposedly indistinguishable from real life. Calum is nervous, having never been sedated before, but he needs the money. It’s only a one-hour test, after all.

But there are a few things they failed to mention to Calum. One hour in the simulation is one minute in real life, so his hour will feel more like sixty hours. And he won’t have any control over the creation of his avatar; his character has already been created for him, and he’s certainly not expecting to be thrust into the body of a young, beautiful woman.


CHAPTER 1
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Imust have stood in that waiting room for two hours. I thought about leaving a few times. I actually felt pretty mad whenever one of those lab-coat-clad staff members would walk into the waiting room, look through some drawers, and then leave without acknowledging me. I wanted to leave, but I needed the money.

I owed Frankie a lot of cash, and I knew he was out looking for me. I couldn’t evade him for long. I probably should have never asked him for that loan…

Finally, a man wearing a white lab coat came into the room holding a clipboard. He stood there silently for a long moment before reading my name off his page. “Calum Derrickson?” he said. Then he looked up at me with a narrow-eyed gaze.

My instinct was to tell him how unprofessional it was to make me wait for two hours—but I really needed that money.

“That’s me,” I said, forcing a smile.

He looked back down at his clipboard and started reading my file. He mumbled to himself and then he took out his pen and started jotting down notes. I took a moment to look at his long white lab coat. I couldn’t understand why he needed a lab coat. It was a computer programming firm. They were designing computer software and hardware. Maybe the lab coats were just their way of looking professional. Maybe they thought the coats made people take them more seriously. They were nerds after all, and it made sense to me that nerds would think lab coats were somehow the crux of professionalism.

“Okay. Come with me,” he said, turning around and walking through the doorway.

I’d been waiting two hours to walk through that doorway. I was expecting a large, open space, buzzing with programmers and fancy technology. Instead, that doorway lead into a long, dark hallway, peppered with doorways but no doors. Instead of doors, the rooms were covered by curtains, and the place smelled a bit like old sweat, like in a hockey changing room, the day after the game.

And there was another smell: one that I couldn’t put my finger on. Maybe it was some sort of cheap cleaning product or maybe it was the smell of computers running hot: straining to run software that was too powerful for the hardware. I covered my nose at one point, but the technician leading me didn’t seem to notice.

The curtained rooms were all labeled with letters. We stopped at V. “Here we are,” he said, and then he pulled the curtain aside for me. He wrote something else down on his clipboard. “Just wait a minute and a tech will be right with you.”

“I thought you were a tech,” I said.

“I am a tech,” he said. “I’m not an administrative tech.”

I stared at him and he stared back at me, as if I should know what that meant. “Oh,” I said. And then he left.

But it wasn’t a minute. It was another long hour of staring at the wall. And during that entire hour, I didn’t get used to that smell. It was a terrible smell that seemed to get worse and worse. I was beginning to worry that I was inhaling toxic fumes. Maybe that was part of what they were paying me for. Maybe you need to inhale a certain amount of toxic gas before you can be hooked up to the system.

The console for the game was in the corner of the room. I recognized it because my friend Lewis had the same unit. His dad bought it for him for his birthday, so they could play Reality together. I rolled my eyes when Lewis showed me his unit. I knew how much they were worth. My dad never bought me anything even half that expensive. But Lewis had always been a spoiled brat.

“Do you want to try it?” Lewis asked. “You can play it for an hour if you want.”

“No thanks,” I said. I never saw the appeal of Reality. Just the name itself made me roll my eyes. ‘Reality’ was exactly what it wasn’t. It was just another simulator, except instead of simulating a baseball team or an airplane or a farm, it was simulating real-life—and I was already bored to death of the real real-life. “You would get it if you tried it,” he told me.

“I’m sure I would,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Honestly, Lewis. You couldn’t pay me money to spend an hour in that thing.”

He rolled his eyes. “You’re missing out,” he told me.

And it turned out that I lied to him. You could pay me money to play it, and now I was going to be paid one-hundred dollars to play the game for one hour, right at the headquarters where the game was made. Or I should say, at one of the headquarters. They had headquarters in every relevant country in the world. They supposedly had four-hundred million active users. I couldn’t understand why so many people would volunteer to live out a fake version of their own life, but I guess I was about to find out… if the technician ever showed up to do his job.

When they told me that I would get one-hundred dollars to play the game for one hour, I assumed I would be at that facility for one hour. Now, I’d been there for three hours and the game hadn’t even started yet. With each passing minute, the deal was getting worse.

I got up to look at the machine. It was slightly different than the one Lewis had. This one was a bit bigger. The back side was uncovered, and all of the wires and chips and blinking lights were exposed. Engraved on the side was ‘Test Unit. Do not move.’ It didn’t seem like a very safe unit, with all of the exposed wires. The room I was in didn’t even seem up to code. There were moisture stains on the drop ceiling above my head and a few of the outlets in the room didn’t have outlet covers. That place was practically begging to be burned to the ground.

“Calum Derrickson?” a voice said. I looked up and saw a woman in a white lab coat. She was staring at me with big eyes.

“That’s me,” I said, forcing a smile. I was still tempted to be rude, and maybe I would have been rude had they sent a man into the room instead of a young, pretty girl. I looked down her body. Her lab coat wasn’t as long as the men’s lab coats. Her long legs were exposed, and it looked like she was wearing nothing underneath.

“Sorry to keep you waiting,” she said.

“You hardly kept me waiting at all,” I said, taking another quick look at her legs.

“We’re going to get you started soon,” she said. “First, we need to go over a few questions, so we can make your experience as useful as possible for us.”

“Sure,” I said, pushing my hands into my pockets.

“First, tell me how much experience you have with Reality.”

“None,” I said quickly.

Then her eyes narrowed. “None?” she said. “remember, you need to answer these questions as accurately as possible. No exaggerating.”

“I’ve never played the game,” I said.

She stared into my eyes. “Never?”

“That’s what I said,” I said. And why was it so hard to believe? I was an adult and it was a video game. Video games are made for kids. Adults who play video games are just… weirdos. “Never played it. I saw my friend playing it once, for about five minutes. Then I left.”

“You didn’t try your friend’s unit?” she asked.

“I told you: I’ve never played it.”

She nodded her head slowly. “That’s fantastic,” she said. “It’s hard to find people who have no exposure to the simulation.” I hated that she called it ‘the simulation’. Why couldn’t she just call it what it was? It was a game. “So tell me how much you know about it. Be as detailed as possible.”

I thought for a moment. “I know that it’s popular with kids,” I said. “I know it’s expensive and just for rich people.”

She laughed and jotted my answer down. “What else?” she said. “Tell me how you think the simulation works. What do you do once you’re in the unit?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I saw a thing on the news about a guy who started a t-shirt company in the game. He said that he worked eight hours a day selling t-shirts in the game. He claimed he was almost a millionaire from selling t-shirts.”

“I saw that segment too,” said my female technician. “The user put a lot of work into that shop.”

I nodded my head slowly, waiting for her to laugh. But she was serious. She honestly thought that there was some merit in simulated t-shirt store inside of a video game. I couldn’t think of a bigger waste of time.

“Anyway,” I said. “I saw that segment and… Well, if I’m going to be honest—I’ve had no interest in the game since. I get enough reality in reality, if you know what I mean.”

“Are you aware of the customization options? And have you considered, at all, the lack of consequences in a simulation versus real life?”

“Lack of consequences, sure,” I said. “Lack of real achievements—I’ve thought more about that. Those t-shirts weren’t real. The money the man made wasn’t real. It’s just escapism for people with unsatisfying lives. And look—my life isn’t amazing by any means, but if I’m going to work on starting a company, I’ll do it in real life. Maybe it’s harder to do in real life, but at least the reward from the hard work is tangible.”

She stared at me, processing my rebuttal. And now I felt like I was engaged in a debate. I felt like she was going to argue me and we were going to go back and forth. I’d had an almost identical argument with Lewis.

And Lewis was the perfect example of what was wrong with the game. Since he got it, I hardly ever saw him. He spent hours hooked up to his unit. He only ever wanted to talk about things he’d accomplished inside of the game. And he got so defensive whenever I said, “Who cares? It’s not real life.”

“So I can tell that you’re being truthful. You really haven’t experienced the simulation before,” she said.

“That’s correct,” I said.

“So why did you sign up for this experiment?” she asked. “Most of our testers are big fans of Reality.”

“Well if you want me to be honest, I need the money. I lost my job a few months ago and I took out a bad loan. Now I need to pay the loan back.”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment, nodding her head slowly. “Well, given your lack of exposure to the game, we may be able to offer you a more substantial testing opportunity, which would come with a bigger paycheque.”

“Really?” I said.

She nodded her head. “But I need to run it by the developers first. Can you wait here?”

“I guess so,” I said.

She smiled and then she left, leaving me along in that dark, smelly room once again. I tapped my foot on the ground and I considered the bigger paycheque. As much as I hated the idea of this Reality game, I loved the idea of being paid. And it sounded like she was offering something much more substantial than one hundred bucks. And I really needed more than one hundred bucks if I was going to get Frankie off of my back.

I ended up waiting another long hour. By the end of the hour, I was regretting taking the offer. I felt like I was wasting my time.

She finally came back. “Okay, Calum,” she said. “We’re going to move you to a different unit. Can you follow me?”

I stood up and walked with her back into that long hallway. We reached the end of the hall where there was an actual door and not just a curtain. We went through the door, which led to a staircase. The staircase went down into the basement of the facility. And we didn’t just go down a single floor—we went down about six floors, until we were well underground. Now our footsteps echoed loudly. The lights flickered every few seconds, and drops of water fell from the cement ceiling onto the cement floor. It smelled like old water.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“We’re going to our beta lounge,” she said. It sounded fancy, but it was far from fancy. It was just a cement room with a small cot and a large mirror on one wall, which was presumably one of those mirrors they have in police interrogation rooms, with some staff member standing on the other side.

The cot was surrounded by colorful wires. The Reality unit in the corner was even more open and exposed, looking like a tightly packed ball of wires. “So how much am I getting paid for this?” I asked.

“It’s one hundred dollars per day,” she said. “We’re going to bring you in once each week.”

“For how long?” I asked.

“Until your results are no longer useful for us,” she said.

I looked back at the doorway. I could see another opened doorway across the hall, and inside that room was another cot and another large unit. “How many units are in this place?” I asked.

“Lots,” she said. “But this room will be yours when we do our testing. And we’ll get started in a minute. First, I need to ask you some questions.”

“Sure,” I said.

“Any health problems? Do you take any medications?”

“No and no,” I said.

“Any known heart issues?”

“No,” I said.

“Do you smoke or take recreational drugs?”

I paused for a moment. I did both, but I didn’t want to lose out on the opportunity to make a few hundred extra dollars each month. “Nope,” I said.

She looked up at me from her clipboard. I forced a smile. Maybe it was obvious that I was lying.

“Okay,” she said. “And you identify as a male?”

“Yes,” I said.

She smiled. “You’re straight, bisexual, homosexual, or other?”

“What’s other?” I asked.

“You tell me,” she said.

“I’m straight. I like girls,” I said.

“And your income. What do you make yearly? Well—I know you said you’re unemployed right now, but what do you generally make in your line of work?”

“My line of work?” I said.

“What do you do? What’s your career?”

“I just take whatever I can get.”

“So what you make? Tell me how much you’ll make this month, for instance.”

“Well there’s two weeks left in the month, so I guess I’ll be making two hundred dollars,” I said with a big smile. She stared at me for a long moment. Then she nodded her head.

“Okay,” she said. “I think that about answers all of our questions. I’m honestly surprised you’ve never experienced the simulation before.”

“Why is that?” I asked, watching her as she walked over to the clunky machine.

“No reason,” she said. But I knew the reason: she was suggesting that my life sucked, and Reality was designed for people with crappy lives. It was a game for people who couldn’t stand their normal lives. And that’s why it never made sense to me: a new unit was twelve thousand dollars. If you have a spare twelve grand kicking around, your life doesn’t suck. So how was there hundreds of millions of people playing the game?

“We’re going to hook you into the simulation in a minute. Normally, when someone starts a new account, they go through a customization phase. You won’t get those options. We’re going to be using you to test new features. I won’t give you too much info beforehand, but basically, if you encounter any glitches—or anything that seems wrong or out of place—you can use your pad in the simulation to report to us.”

“The game’s been out for like five years now and you have hundreds of millions of users,” I said. “Are there really any glitches?”

“There are always glitches with new updates,” she said. “And this is our biggest update yet. It’s the closest we’ve ever been to achieving true realism. We’ve finally worked out smell. No previous patch has included smell before. We improved on our touch sensations—that’s going to be one of the biggest changes. We’ve worked out the detail down to a nearly microscopic level. But enough of that—you’ll get to see everything once we get you going. Now it’s time to lie down so we can get you hooked up.”

She walked over to the machine and flipped open the side panel, revealing the helmet with the black visor. Even the helmet was covered in exposed wires. “And it’s safe, right?” I asked.

“Sure it is,” she said. “Oh, that reminds me. You need to sign the waiver.” She thrusted her clipboard towards me. It was a fifty-page waiver, written in fine print.

“Am I supposed to read this?” I asked.

“You can,” she said. “I can come back when you’re done. Most people just sign it.”

“And what am I signing?” I asked, looking back at the mess of wires sticking out of that unit. Was it dangerous?

“Just your right to sue if anything goes wrong. Nothing’s ever gone wrong before—at least in our facility. Well—there was one issue with a water leak, but that didn’t have to do with the system itself. Like I said, if you want to read it, I can come back. Or we can just get you started.”

I took a deep breath. “I’ll just sign it,” I said. And I signed it.

Then she patted the cot. “Lay down,” she said. I was tense all over. My skin was tingling cold. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath in. “You need to take off your shirt.”

“Why?” I said.

“For the monitoring equipment,” she said. Then she walked to the side of the room and rolled a large metal cart towards me. She opened it up and pulled out a number of wires with little stickers on the ends. “Your shirt, Calum.”

I sat up and pulled off my shirt, feeling awkwardly in that cold room.

She bent over me and pressed the little wires against my body, sticking them to my chest and sternum and abdomen.

“I need you to pull down your pants now,” she said.

“My pants?”

“Pants and underwear.”

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“I’m very serious,” she said. “Part of the testing is monitoring your body, to make sure the simulation isn’t too aggressive.”

“Aggressive?” I asked. And she just stared into my eyes, waiting for me to get naked.

“Okay, fine,” I said. I felt awkward, but I’d obviously been naked in front of women before. I looked over at that large mirror and wondered if there were people behind it, watching me get naked, snickering at my thin, pale body. I bit down on my tongue and closed my eyes as I slipped down my pants.

“I’m going to touch your penis, but it will be very fast,” she said. I watched as she reached down and stuck one of those sensor wires to the middle of my shaft. It certainly was an awkward feeling.

“It’s cold in here,” I said, just in case she thought I had a small cock.

“It won’t feel cold once you’re in the simulation—unless you go somewhere cold. That’s one of the new features, actually.” She smiled. I didn’t return the smile. Now, I just wanted this weird experience to be over with.

“Can we get started now?” I asked.

“In just one second,” she said. Now she grabbed the helmet. She walked over and got it fastened on my head. The black visor covered my eyes and I was suddenly blind. I suddenly started to panic. I knew that the helmet put people into a sort of coma when it was turned on. I’d never been sedated before. I’d never had to be put under for anything: not even a routine surgery. My heart started pounding. I took a deep breath.

“Are you okay, Calum?” the technician asked.

“I’m fine,” I said.

“Your heart rate is increasing drastically,” she said.

“I’m fine,” I said. I bit down on my tongue. What if I couldn’t wake up? What if the game screwed with my brain? I’d heard stories of people dying while playing the game. The people who made Reality claimed the stories were hoaxes, but I’d also heard that the company had paid a lot of money to keep people from suing for various reasons.

“I’m going to turn on the machine. Good luck, Calum.”

My heart rate increased even more. I took another deep breath. My hands were trembling now. I had no idea where I was going or what I was going to see. What if they were plunging me into a horrible, hour-long nightmare? What if they were sending me to be tortured? She said they were testing new ‘feeling sensations’… what if one of those sensations was pain? Should I have read that big waiver?

Or what if I liked it? What if I became like Lewis, desperate to play Reality every minute of every day—no longer interested in real life? I didn’t want to be like that. I’d heard that it felt good to use fentanyl, but that didn’t mean I wanted to try it out…

I felt a pulse. It made me jump.

“Just relax,” the woman’s voice said.

I felt another pulse. Now, the pulse felt like it was inside of my head—deep in my brain. The next pulse felt like it was through my entire brain. Everything went quiet and dark. I suddenly wanted to scream out, to end the experiment, but I was frozen. Was there a malfunction? Did the machine just zap me and turn me into a vegetable?

I tried to scream again, but my body remained limp and lifeless. That darkness remained. Now, I was sure that something had gone wrong. Something didn’t feel right. I was in a strange purgatory. There was no simulation and my real life seemed to be gone.

I’d seen Lewis use his machine before. He put the helmet on and then I watched on his television as his simulation started. There was no long blackness between him turning the game on and him playing the game.

I tried one last time to scream, but no noise came out of my mouth.
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That blackness persisted for what felt like fifteen minutes—or maybe longer. I was internally panicked, but my body wasn’t responding accordingly. Maybe I was dead and this was hell. Maybe it was all over for me.

I felt like weeping, but I couldn’t make my body react accordingly. The sensation of regret was powerful and growing stronger. Then suddenly, I was able to open my eyes. I was able to see light. I squinted as my eyes adjusted, and then I was able to make out the ceiling of that dark basement room. I could see the little beads of moisture forming into droplets, about to fall down to the ground, just a few feet from my face. It seemed dangerous to have moisture dripping from the ceiling in a room full of exposed wires.

I sat up slowly. There was a tingling pain in the back of my head, but it was fading. I stretched out my arms and let out a small groan. I assumed that the trial test failed. There was probably some problem with the helmet. But where was the lady technician now? “Hello?” I called out.

But there was no response. I gave my body a moment to adjust. I felt like I was waking up after being asleep for fifteen straight hours. This was probably what it felt like to come out of a coma. I stretched out my arms again. A cool draft made my naked skin tingle, so I wrapped my arms around myself, feeling increasingly vulnerable. And this was probably what it felt like to wake up inside of a morgue after being mistaken for dead.

I looked to the corner and saw that machine. It was powered down. On top of it was what appeared to be a digital tablet—probably some sort of monitoring device.

I stood up and my legs wobbled slightly. Maybe it was a miracle that I was alive. Maybe they thought that I was dead and they were all meeting in some room to decide what to do with my body. I stepped to the hallway and poked my head out. “Hello?” I called out.

I saw an open doorway down the hall. I wanted to investigate, but I didn’t want to be caught wandering the hallways naked. “Anyone here?” I called out.

My voice was strange—almost high-pitched. Probably another side-effect of the coma I just spent God-knows-how-long in. I looked both ways down the hallway and then I made a dash for the open room, hoping to find my technician. But there was nobody in the room. Luckily, there were white lab coats hung up on the wall. I grabbed one and quickly put it on, covering my naked body. I zipped it up without even looking down and then I went back into the hall. I started walking down, peeking in each room as I walked. But the whole facility was empty, as if abandoned.

At the end of the hallway I found an office, and in the office was a clock. The clock read 1:15. Was that PM or AM? “Hello!?” I called out once more in a final attempt to get someone’s attention, but the place was desolate. It was likely nighttime and the staff were probably at home and asleep.

I found my way back to the stairway and then I started to climb up the six stories. My legs were already wobbling by the third floor. I didn’t have much energy in me. That broken machine sapped me. I used the handrail to pull myself up, grunting with each step. I could feel beads of sweat on the back of my neck by the time I reached the main floor doorway.

I tried to remember my way out. I found that long hallway with the curtain rooms. I peeked into the first curtain room and nearly gasped when I saw a person. They had one of those helmets on and they were limp, inside the Reality game. I was tempted to pull their helmet off, just so I could ask them where the staff was, but I didn’t want to accidentally kill a person. I had no idea if there was a right or wrong way to end someone’s simulation.

There were people in many of those curtain rooms, all connected to that video game. Maybe I should have just taken the single hundred-dollar payment. Maybe I would have been better off…

I reached the waiting room where I spent the better part of my day earlier. I grabbed the door handle to go into the main lobby, which had been bustling with people the day before. Now, it was a large, dark, empty space. The giant windows let me know that it was the dead of night. The street outside was just as desolate as the basement of the large facility. I started walking towards the door. I could come back in the morning for my clothes and my wallet and my phone. I didn’t feel like spending the whole night going room to room looking for my stuff. That facility was massive, after all.

As I reached for the door, a voice called out to me. “A little late to be working, don’t you think?”

I looked back and saw a bearded janitor. He was holding a mop with both hands as he stared at me.

I thought about telling him that I didn’t work there, despite the outfit, but I didn’t want to get into a big conversation. “I guess I got carried away,” I said with a smile.

“Want to make a trade?” he asked.

“A trade? What kind of trade?” I thought it was a strange question.

“What do you have?” he asked.

“What do I have? What do you have?” I asked.

“I’ve got food. I’ve got a couple Trainer Tokens. And I have some Del.” I had no idea what the old man was talking about.

“I’m good,” I said. I turned around and reached for the door. Then I paused, feeling strangely disturbed by the janitor’s peculiar offer. There was something off-putting about his voice, as if he wasn’t real. I felt a cold chill buzz through my body and then I turned to look at him again. As we made eye-contact, he smiled.

“Hey there,” he said. “Want to make a trade?”

“Why do you keep asking me that?” I said.

“I’ve got these Trainer Tokens and I have no use for them. Maybe you want them,” he said. “What do you have?”

“I don’t have anything, and I don’t know what Trainer Tokens are,” I said, now feeling frustrated and frightened at the same time. Was he some sort of robot? Was he some new product put out by the Reality Company?

“I have to go,” I said. I turned around and I went through that door. It was cool outside. A cool breeze teased up my long lab coat, making me shiver. I wrapped my arms around my body. I was usually pretty good at handling the cold, but somehow this was different. I looked around for signs of human life. Then it dawned on me that it was too late to catch a bus. Buses stopped running at midnight, and they didn’t start up again until 5:00 AM. So I started walking, even though I knew it was a good two hour walk to my house.

But as I took a few steps, I noticed things were different. I didn’t recognize the buildings ahead of me. Was I going the wrong way? I turned and looked back. I didn’t recognize those buildings either. I looked towards downtown. The skyline was different, as if I’d woken up in a completely different city. My heart started racing. Where the hell was I? Or did that coma mess up my brain? Did it make me forget what my own town looked like?

I was starting to freak out. My heart was pounding ferociously. Now, the streets seemed awfully quiet, even for 1:00 AM. Where were the people?

I heard a humming coming towards me. I turned around and saw the approaching headlights. I stepped over to the wall, noticing that the vehicle was moving fast—way faster than the speed limit. It was swerving from side to side, blasting loud music. My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t want to die from being squashed by a truck.

The big truck was raised up high and painted neon pink and green. There were three men inside, bobbing their heads to the music. One of the men turned and looked at me. He had a neon green mohawk. The driver of the vehicle had long blonde hair, which was flowing out his open window.

The truck suddenly came to a stop. Now I was staring at the red break lights. After a moment of silence, the truck began to back up. It pulled right up next to me and the three men all leaned out the window to stare at me. The man with the mohawk had a big grin on his face. “Lost?” he said.

“I’m okay, thank you,” I said softly, not wanting to get beaten up by the strange punks.

“Want a ride?” asked the driver with the long blonde hair. He had a thick Swedish accent.

“I’m okay. Thanks though,” I said.

“C’mon, girl. Hop in. We’ll take you wherever you’re going. No strings,” said the man with the mohawk.

I felt my muscles tensing up. Why was he calling me a girl? Was it supposed to be a sort of insult? “Thanks, but I’m really okay.”

“You a whore?” asked the third man in the car. He snicked after he asked.

Maybe I grabbed a woman’s lab coat before leaving the facility. Maybe I looked like a girl in the dark. Though I was standing under a streetlight. Maybe their eyes weren’t so good. Maybe they were on drugs. “No. I’m just walking home.”

“Just seems like a weird place to be walking. Why not just catch a Speedy?”

“Excuse me?” I said.

“A Speedy,” said the driver of the car with his thick accent. “Why don’t you catch a Speedy?”

“I don’t know what that is, but I’m really fine.”

“You don’t know what that is? On your pad, if you go into your menu, you can call for a Speedy. It’s like a taxi, but it’s free and it can take you anywhere in just a couple of minutes. Are you new? Is this your first time playing?”

I stared at the man. “P—Playing what?” I said.

They all stared at me for a long, awkward moment. “Are you one of the new NPCs they’re rolling out with the new patch?” asked the man with the mohawk. “If so, I think I’m going to like this new patch.” He giggled, making my skin turn cold all over again.

“I’m just walking home,” I said.

The men all nodded their heads. “She’s an NPC. This game keeps getting better and better.”

“How much?” asked the third man in the truck.

“How much for what?”

“Sex,” he said.

I felt a lump filling up my throat. “Sex?” I asked. “I’m not interested. Please just leave me alone.”

“C’mon, girl. There’s one thousand Del in it for you,” he said.

“I don’t know what that means,” I said. “I’m not an NPC. I just want to get home.”

The men stared at each other and then they looked back at me. “Let’s get out of here. That bar on Meridian Drive always has hot chicks.”

The men sped off, leaving me with a tiny bit of relief and a lot of confusion. Who were they and what the hell were they talking about? It seemed like they were suggesting that we were inside of Reality.

“What the hell is Del?” I whispered to myself.

“Del is the currency of Reality,” said a disembodied voice in my ear, making me jump and scream. I spun around, heart racing.

“Who’s there?” I said. “What do you want from me?!” I spun around again, but I was alone. Now my legs were really beginning to tremble. I took a deep breath in. My lips quivered. I didn’t like what was happening. I felt like I was having a mental breakdown—or maybe a terrible nightmare that just refused to end.

I heard another approaching hum. I saw the headlights coming towards me, so I turned and grabbed for the closest door. It was unlocked. I threw myself into the building.

It was empty inside. The windows were covered with brown paper—except for one window; the paper had come loose and was now hanging down to the ground, letting in the orange glow from the outside streetlights.

“What the hell is going on?” I whispered, and I prepared myself for that disembodied voice again, but this time it didn’t come.

Was I inside of the game? Was this part of my trial? Why was it so realistic?

I took another deep breath and tried to calm myself down. I looked around the large empty space. I noticed a sign on the window, facing out, so I had to read it backwards. ‘OWN THIS SPACE: 24,000 DEL.’

“What the hell is Del?” I said again.

“Del is the currency of Reality,” said that voice again, making me jump and yelp.

I waited for a moment as my heart rate settled. “Am I in Reality now?” I asked.

“You are currently logged into Reality,” said the voice, still making me jump slightly.

I took a moment to let my nerves settle.

“How do I get out?”

“The logout function has been disabled in testing mode. Use your pad to contact your technician outside of Reality,” said the voice, which didn’t sound male or female somehow.

“Where’s my pad?” I asked.

“Your pad is in the sixth basement level of the Reality Testing Facility, in room 302.”

“So this isn’t real?” I said, but I got no response. It was hard to believe that it wasn’t real life. Everything looked so realistic. Every little detail was exactly as it should have been. I leaned close to that window to look at the glass. I ran my finger along the smooth surface. It felt and looked just like glass. How was that possible? I tapped on it with my fist. It panged just like real glass.

And then I looked around again. I spotted an open door. It looked like a bathroom, so I went inside. There was no toilet—and maybe there was no need for toilets in Reality—but there was a mirror. I approached the mirror and then I froze when I saw myself—because I wasn’t myself. I was staring at a woman.

I had smooth, pale skin, and medium-length blonde hair tied into a ponytail. I reached up to feel my face. I ran my fingers down my cheeks. I looked so real and felt so real—but I was in a different body.

And it was only a moment before I thought to inspect the rest of me. I brought my hands down to my chest and cupped my breasts through my lab coat. They were soft and squishy, just like real breasts. I gasped. I unzipped my lab coat slowly, exposing my perky tits in the mirror.

“Oh my God,” I said. I cupped my breasts firmly before pulling down to squeeze my nipples. The boobs bounced and jiggled just like real breasts.

And what was between my legs? I bent forward and looked down, seeing the smooth pelvis and the little bulge of two lips: I had a pussy.

“Holy shit,” I said. I reached down and pushed a finger between the lips. I had to step back from the mirror to see it. It felt just like the real thing: soft and rubbery, and a bit damp when spread open.

I was a chick.
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Once the panic wore off slightly, and I realized that I was most likely safe in the confines of that facility, I realized that I was being given an opportunity of a lifetime. Every man wonders what it feels like to have a pussy, and now I had one. I wanted to see what it felt like to touch it—and to stimulate it.

I reached down and gently rubbed until I found the bead of my clit. I took a sharp breath in. I hadn’t even done anything yet and it already felt super sensitive. I carefully rubbed my fingertip in a circle, pressing against the squishy bean. A little shockwave made me perk up. I groaned.

Then I looked around, as if I was afraid somebody was there watching. The artificial wind whistled softly against the big glass windows. I looked back at the mirror, at my cute body.

And it really was a cute body. I was short and thin, but still curvy in all the right places. I loved how perky her tits were—or I should say, my tits. I found myself wondering why they put me in a girl’s body.

I used both of my hands to spread my pussy wide. Then I gently pressed a finger into my warm, damp hole. I let a whimper escape my lips. It felt nice. I clenched my lips around my finger and then I giggled. So maybe there were a few perks to this Reality game. Maybe there were some interesting experiences to be had.

I had no idea if this is actually what it felt like to be a woman, but it sure seemed realistic. It felt unlike anything I’d felt before, and somehow it made sense that it would feel the way that it felt. I pushed my finger deeper, and then I used my other hand to rub my clit.

And I wondered: was I a pervert? Was it messed up that the first thing I did as a woman was masturbate? How could I help it? I had no idea if I would ever get another opportunity like this. I was told that I only had one hour in the simulation, and that hour was probably almost up. I started to plunge my finger in and out. The pleasure mounted quickly.

I looked in the mirror, getting a free show from the beautiful girl fingering herself. I had complete control over the beautiful model before me. I could make her do anything—and there really were no consequences. I could run into the street naked and tell the first person I saw to fuck my brains out. I could climb up to the top of that building and jump off. Sure, there would probably be a pain sensation, but would I die? Probably not. There really weren’t any consequences. And I was completely anonymous in that world, disguised through layers of programming.

So what would I do? How should I spend the last few minutes that I had in that body?

I reached up and squeezed my breast. I moaned again. It felt nice to squeeze hard. And it felt nice to play with my nipples. It felt amazing to push my fingers deep into my wet cunt.

I looked back again, hearing another sharp whistling against the window. I hated the thought of somebody catching me. Then I suddenly remembered that I was being monitored. They were probably watching me. They were probably sitting in a conference room laughing their asses off.

My body went tense and I quickly retracted my fingers from my pussy. I covered myself up and watched in the mirror as my face turned a shade of dark red.

I looked around and felt like I needed to apologize, but I was too embarrassed to say anything. Maybe I got lucky and they were all out for lunch when I slipped and diddled myself.

I zipped that lab coat back up and I rinsed my hand in the sink. My body was still tingling with a pleasant euphoria. I took a deep breath and forced an awkward smile as if there were people literally watching me. And I had no idea—maybe there were people literally watching me through invisible cameras. Or maybe they were just monitoring my vitals. I had no idea.

On my way out, I spotted a clock on the wall. It was now 2:16 AM. It had been over an hour since the simulation started, so was it about to end? “When will this end?” I asked. I got no response. “When will I wake up?” I asked, trying to rephrase my question so the game would understand. “End the simulation now, please.”

“Command features have been disabled for your account. Please contact your technician using your pad.”

“I don’t have my pad!” I called out.

But I tried not to panic. I knew where my pad was. I saw it sitting on top of that machine before I left the facility. And I was still feeling confident that the simulation would end at any moment. It’s not like I was trapped in the game for the rest of my life.

So I took a deep breath and calmed myself down. I walked back to the door and peeked out.

They were paying me to test out the game, so maybe this was my chance to properly do my job. I went outside and felt the cool air on my skin. I focused hard on it, trying to decide whether it felt truly realistic. And it really did. I was impressed by the realism—blown away even. I still didn’t quite understand why someone would pay thousands of dollars to experience the simulation, but it was better than I thought before.

I started walking. I focused on all of the sights and sounds. I noticed the small details, like the little pebbles on the ground, and the small cracks in the pavement. I could still feel that faint tingling between my legs from when I was playing with myself. That was maybe the most impressive detail: all of the little physical sensations. They were so realistic. It was insane to think that I was just a limp body on a cot in a basement.

I was starting to understand why people were obsessed with the game, even though I still couldn’t see myself becoming one of them. It was realistic enough that you could argue I was having real experiences. My encounter with the punks in the truck was a real encounter, and I suppose I engaged with real people. And I had a real sexual experience that I couldn’t have possibly had in real life. But was there merit in the experience?

The facility was back in sight now. I looked up at the large building, which was designed to look exactly like the one in real life. It was still desolate. There likely weren’t many active users online so late at night. But was it really late at night? Wasn’t it around noon when they hooked me up to the game?

I went to the door and grabbed the handle, but now it was locked. I tugged on it, feeling a slight sensation of panic. I put my face to the window and saw the janitor. I tried to wave him down. He looked up and saw me. He waved back. I waved him over. Now, I knew he was just an ‘NPC’. He wasn’t real. He was just some lines of coding.

But he was walking over. He grabbed the door and pulled it open, but not enough for me to squeeze through. “Can I help you?” he asked.

“Can you let me in?” I asked.

“We aren’t open right now. Sorry,” he said.

“But I work here,” I said with a smile, showing him my lab coat.

“Sorry. No can do,” he said. Then he started closing the door.

“Wait!” I said. “If you can’t let me in, fine. But I left my pad in the basement. Can you go and get it for me?”

He looked into my eyes. “Would you like to make a trade?” he asked.

“A trade? What? No. I just need my pad. I need to contact the technician because I think my time here is supposed to be up.”

“I have some Del, and a couple of Trainer Tokens. Any interest?”

“No,” I said. “I just want to get my pad.”

“Sorry. No can do,” he said, and then he closed the door in my face. I banged on the glass but he didn’t turn back around.

“Fucking asshole robot,” I said. I gave the door a shake, but it wouldn’t open. I looked around and then I went to take a seat on the curb. I knew the simulation was going to end soon, so maybe I just needed to wait it out.

I sat on the curb and looked around, taking in more of the sights and sounds and smells of the city. I was still impressed—still blown away. I looked at the large downtown core in the distance and thought about all of the possibilities. The place was probably filled with bars and clubs and brothels and all sorts of wild experiences that I probably couldn’t even think up. But that didn’t mean it was worth playing. That didn’t mean that they were experiences worth having.

I heard a helicopter. I looked up and saw it flying through the air, swerving from side to side, banking hard as it turned. I watched it for a few minutes. The pilot did a flip and then nearly crashed it into the ground about four hundred yards away before correcting and flying back into the air.

Someone was having some fun.

I got up and wandered around the facility. I managed to spot a clock, and I saw that it was now 3:33 AM. Why was the simulation not ending?

My skin tingled again. The cool air was starting to bother me now. I needed to find some warmer clothes—or at least some pants. So I got up and started walking, this time in the opposite direction. I walked for ten minutes before I spotted some people: real people. They were leaving a building and getting into a car. The building they left was glowing with a neon purple light. I watched their car as it sped off before I approached the building to see what it was.

It was a sex store, with dildos and lingerie on display in the window. I felt my face turning red as I looked into the shop—but I could see that they had non-sexy pajamas as well. I’d always hated going into those stores, even back when I had a girlfriend and she always wanted to venture into them for fun.

But now, I wanted something warm to cover my exposed legs, so I went inside. It was a large space, teeming with sex toys. It smelled like scented oils, and the air was humid and warm. I took a few steps into the space as my bones began to thaw in the warmth of the sex shop.

If there really weren’t any consequences in this world, what was stopping me from stealing? It’s not like I was even stealing a real, tangible item. At worst, it was like pirating a TV show, except on a much smaller scale. How many lines of code could possibly be in that one pair of pants? I walked over to the wall and grabbed a pair of white pajama pants.

I looked around the shop before stepping into the pants. The soft cotton took me by surprise: another super-realistic sensation that I wasn’t expecting. They were nicer than any pair of pajama bottoms that I owned in real life.

I turned to the door, walking by a long wall of realistic wigs, and then a woman called out to me. “Hey there! What are you doing?”

I turned and looked and saw the lingerie-clad shopkeeper standing by the door to the back room. I froze. I felt a terrible panic set in. I’d been caught. But had I really been caught? Was she not just a program? And when I signed up to test the Reality game, it’s not like I promised to follow all the laws inside of the game. Was I not free to do whatever I wanted to do? Was that not the whole appeal to the game?

“Hi,” I said. I thought about running. The thought alone gave me a kick of adrenaline. My skin tingled.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“I was just trying on these pants,” I said.

“It looks like you were stealing them,” she said, narrowing her eyes. There was something more realistic about her—certainly more realistic than the janitor. She seemed to react to my words more accurately, and she wasn’t just coming at me with pre-programmed sayings.

“Well I wanted to try them on before buying them,” I said.

“Do you even have any Del? Those are expensive pajama pants. They’re hand made in the mountains of Foloria.” I had no idea what that meant.

“How much are they?” I asked, trying to act natural. Though I still wasn’t sure why I cared. Even if she wasn’t an NPC, she was still playing a video game. It’s not like she was losing anything real by me stealing those pants.

“They’re 1,200 Del,” she said.

“Oh. Okay,” I said. Was that a lot? Did I have any Del?

“You don’t have the money for them, do you?” she asked.

“Maybe I do, maybe I don’t. Am I not allowed to try them on?” I said.

She stared at me for a long moment before shrugging her shoulders. “Go ahead,” she said. “Try them out.” I forced a smile and started walking around her establishment. Maybe she was real. Maybe she was like the guy who started the successful t-shirt store. Maybe she was just a weirdo who preferred to put the hard work of running a business into a video game instead of putting it into real life.

I sauntered around the space, stopping at a mirror to check them out. Then I sauntered closer to the door. I knew she was watching me, but I felt adventurous and rebellious. There really was a wild spirit that came with the thought of having no consequences. So I darted to the door. I grabbed the handle and pulled, ready to run out into the street. I was going to run away. It was going to be my little rush of energy for the night—but the door didn’t open. I tugged it again, and then I tried pushing it, but it just wouldn’t open.

I turned to look at the woman in the lingerie. I forced a smile, feeling horribly awkward. This would be a perfect time for the simulation to end… but it wasn’t ending.

“Take off the pants,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m cold and I don’t have pants. I’m not even supposed to be in this stupid game. I was only supposed to be here for an hour. I’m a tester, with the Reality Company. I was just waiting outside the facility for it to open, so I could get my pad. I forgot my pad, and…” She was just staring at me, unimpressed by my excuses.

“You want the pants?” she asked.

“I’m so cold out there,” I said.

“Then you can pay for them in another way,” she said. “Follow me.” She turned around and walked into the back room. I hesitated before following her. I was still praying that the simulation would end at any second. But it just wasn’t ending.

We went into a big open back room. In the middle of the room was a strange device: a large tube that was hollow, kind of like a small CAT scan machine. “If you want those pants, then you have to test out my new machine. I can’t sell it until it’s been tested, but I’m too afraid to test it myself,” she said.

“What is it?” I said, keeping my distance from her and from her machine.

“It’s a sex machine. There are lots on the market, but this one is special. This one is for people who want a more… rough experience.”

My heart skipped a beat. “I don’t want the pants that badly,” I said. Now I couldn’t even look at the machine without getting palpitations.

“Well then I can call the cops and tell them that you tried to steal my inventory,” she said.

“Okay, fine,” I said. “Do it. Like I said, I’m not even supposed to be here. I’m just testing it out for the company. I don’t care what you do to me. Put me in jail for life.”

Her eyes narrowed. “You really aren’t a regular user, are you?” she said.

“I’m not. Why?” I looked down at her body. She had a nice figure, and her lingerie was mostly see-through, so I could see her boobs and her nipples and even the contour of her cute pussy.

“Because if you’d ever used the simulation before, you would know that time in the system moves more slowly. One minute in real life is an hour in Reality. So you said you were supposed to be here for—what—one hour? By the sounds of it, you’ve only been here for a few minutes.” She grinned. “So if you want, I can call the cops and you can spend the next fifty-five hours or so locked up in a jail cell, with other people who like the idea of a life without consequences.” Her grin grew larger. “I’m sure they would like to spend time with a pretty girl like you.” She looked at her machine. “This machine might not even be so rough in comparison.”

I felt my hands and feet going cold. “I’m sorry I tried to steal your pants. I told you: I was cold. I don’t know what I’m doing here. I don’t even have pants.”

“So I’ll let you go, with the pants, if you just try the machine for me.”

My body felt cold all over again, even though I was still wearing the pants. I stood frozen, staring at the machine. I looked up at her, into her eyes, and I tried to remind myself that none of this was real. Maybe sitting in a jail cell for a couple of days was worth it—or maybe she was just bluffing. Maybe there was no jail cell. Why would there be a jail cell? Who would pay thousands of dollars to play a game that involves being locked up for stealing pants? It seemed so stupid and pointless. Wasn’t this game supposed to be better than real life?

“Call the cops,” I said, calling her out on her bluff. “Have me arrested.”

“If that’s what you want,” she said. She pulled out her pad, which was just a narrow stick in her pocket until it sudden opened up to be the size of a full tablet. She started pressing buttons and then I started to panic. What if she was right? What if there was a Reality jail and it was horrible?

“Wait!” I said. My muscles suddenly tensed up. “Fine. I’ll do it. I’ll test your machine.”

I took a deep breath. The machine wasn’t real. The body I was in wasn’t real. The sensations I was going to feel weren’t real. It was all just simulation. None of it would hurt me and none of it made any tangible difference in the real world. So maybe I had nothing to lose. Maybe it was easier to just test her silly machine. Even if it ripped me to shreds, my real body, on that cot on that basement, would be unaffected.

But I was still terrified. She walked over and grabbed my wrist. She gently pulled me to the machine. “Crawl in,” she said, pointing at the opening. So I crawled through the little tube, feeling somewhat idiot. What if it wasn’t a sex machine at all? What if it was just a torture device, and now I was going to spend fifty-five hours being painfully tortured? Could the Reality simulation leave people legitimately traumatized?

“Hands here,” she said, pointing at two glowing handprints. So I put my hands down, and then a pair of metal strips suddenly shot out and pinned me. I gasped and tried to pull my arms back, but now they were stuck. “Just relax. It won’t hurt. I mean—it shouldn’t hurt. I don’t really know to be honest, that’s why you’re testing it for me.”

“Please don’t do this,” I said. My hands were shaking now. I could feel sweat forming on my forehead. The machine was beginning to hum as it warmed up. Then I heard something behind me: a mechanical whirring. Something was lowering from the top of the cylinder. “I won’t steal again. Please.”

But she didn’t answer. She just stood with a big grin on her face.

Suddenly, I felt something pull my pants down. I tried to squirm but the mechanical grips moved with me. It was impressive technology—though it wasn’t real technology. There were probably no real rules in that game, after all.

I bit down on my tongue, anticipating the worst. “Oh God,” I moaned. Then I felt something dull press up between my thighs. It was warm and it felt like it was slicked with a goo—maybe a lubricant. The lingerie-clad shop girl giggled.

Then the machine penetrated me. I gasped, feeling that long object entering my body. It was an unfamiliar feeling: a combination of fullness and tightness and warm tingling. I clenched hard, using muscles I wasn’t used to having. I moaned and curled my fingers and toes.

Then the machine started pumping. It sounded like a hydraulic press moving back and forth. And it felt like nothing I’d ever felt. I was moaning instantly as the ribbed phallus rubbed hard against my tight lips, and my little clit. It curled into me with each penetration, swooping down from above and exploring the depths of my cunt.

I tried to say something to the woman controlling the machine, but I was quickly losing control of my body. My limbs were going limp and the machine was speeding up. I could feel myself getting wetter, and I could hear it too as the long object squished in and out of me.

“Maybe it’s a bit too strong,” I heard the woman say. She suddenly walked away from in front of me. Now I couldn’t see her. I tried to turn my head, but it was hard to move as the machine pumped my body.

Drool was coming out the corner of my mouth. The object pumped faster again, now pumping faster than any human could reasonably thrust. “Oh my God!” I screamed. Then I felt a big gush of fluid pouring out of my pussy, squishing out from next to the thick cock.

“That should be better,” the woman said, pressing some buttons. Suddenly, the machine slowed down, but I was already put into submission, now unable to move at all. It felt good: the long, curled shaft sliding in and out of me. But the embarrassment hadn’t gone away. I wasn’t just being watched by this stranger—I was likely being watched by the whole beta testing team that put me into the simulation.

The woman reached down and put her hand on my bum. “You’re doing great,” she said. “You’re taking it well. Better than I could have.” She giggled and then she gave my bum a little slap.

I moaned something that even I couldn’t understand. The cock pumped me a few more long, sensual times, and then she turned it off. “Okay, fine. That’s enough. You can have the pants.”

She hit a button and the cock suddenly retracted out of me. The metal strips pulled off of my wrists, and then I was slid forward, out of the cylinder, on a sort of narrow cot. “You can go now,” she said. I turned my head to look at her. I looked into her eyes and saw that her face was red. She looked a bit guilty.

I was too humiliated to say anything. I stood up, wobbled as my body recovered from the quick, hard fucking. And then I cleared my throat. I looked away from her and then I started towards the door.

At least I had pants now. At least I wasn’t going to freeze while waiting outside for the next fifty-five hours.

“Wait!” the woman said, chasing after me.

I turned to look at her, worried she was about to extend my torture. “What is it?” I said.

She stared into my eyes. “Thanks for testing the machine for me,” she said. “You never know how those things are going to be until you actually get inside of them.” She laughed, as if it was a common issue.

“Okay. Bye,” I said. I started to turn away. Then she put a hand on my shoulder.

“You’re really new to this?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “I’m just a tester,” I said.

“Well, if you’re really stuck in here for the next hour, you’ll need something to get you on your feet. Can I see your pad?”

“I don’t have my pad. I lost it,” I said.

“You lost your pad?” she said. “If you lose your pad, you can use your voice commands to log out and log back in. Once you log back in, you’ll spawn wherever you left your pad.”

“I can’t use voice commands,” I said. “They disabled them.”

“Oh,” she said. “Really?”

I nodded my head.

“Well I want to give you some Del—for testing that machine for me. But if you don’t have your pad, then I have to give you a Del card.”

She tapped some buttons on her pad and her pad spat out a card that was a bit smaller than a credit card. “You have to be careful with this though. People can’t steal your pad, but they can steal a Del card. I put 1,200 Del on it.”

“Is that a lot?” I asked.

She giggled. “It’s a lot for a newbie,” she said. “It’s not a lot for me. I make that in fifteen minutes.”

“Selling lingerie?” I said. I looked over at the wall and saw that most of the items were listed for under 300 Del.

“Well, the store is more of a front,” she said. Then she looked back at a door. “I make most of my money with another little operation. But that’s between you and me.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“Let’s call it a dating service,” she said. And it was a moment before I clued in and realized that she was running a brothel in the back of her shop.

My lips suddenly felt numb as a tinge of embarrassment tickled my body. “Oh,” I said. “I see.”

She blushed. “So take that card and buy whatever you need to get through the next couple of days. Don’t let anyone see it, like I said. Oh, and do you want a little tip?”

“What’s that?”

“Look sexy,” she said. “You’ll get discounts from pretty much every straight man if you look hot. Or you’ll just get stuff for free. I recommend wearing lingerie.” She looked down at her body. “We sell teddies like this one for 800 Del. It’s got special heating technology, so it keeps you warm even though it hardly covers anything. I can give you one if you want.”

I stared at her body, feeling embarrassed at the idea of wearing lingerie out in the streets. But it was a video game. It wasn’t real life.

“And you should do your makeup. That will go a long way,” she said. “Do you need makeup?”

“I—I don’t know,” I said. “I think I’m fine.” I was tempted to tell her that I wasn’t even a girl, but I had no idea if she was even a girl. Maybe she was just a weird man who created a female avatar. I had no idea what the Reality rules were, if there even were any.

She walked over to a shelf and grabbed a box. She walked back to me and held it out towards me. I took it and looked at it. It was labelled MAKEUP KIT, and it was far too big to fit into my pajama pockets. “I’m okay,” I said.

“Press the little button on the side,” she said. I pressed it, and the box suddenly shrank into the size of a playing card deck.

“Whoa,” I said.

She giggled at my reaction. “Pretty neat, huh? So do you want the heated lingerie?”

My skin tingled. “No,” I said. “I’m okay. Thanks though.”

“At least put it on underneath your… lab coat?”

I looked down at my long white coat. “It was all I could find,” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “Just put on the lingerie. Give me back the pants, and I’ll grab you a skirt and a top. I have some cute tops that aren’t bedroom tops.”

She turned away and went through her store, picking out the pieces of my outfit. She didn’t just grab a skirt and top, but she also grabbed a pair of heels, some long white stockings, and a pair of panties. When she came back, she looked at my legs. “You’re not going to be getting any discounts wearing pajama pants—trust me.”

After a moment of hesitation, I slipped the pants down. I accepted her outfit, even though I felt awkward putting on a skirt and panties. It may have been silly, but it was better than running around town in a lab coat with nothing on underneath. At least I would blend in a little bit. At least I wasn’t going to look like a lunatic as I went through the city.

“Thanks for all of this,” I said.

“Don’t mention it,” she said. She handed me a purse to put my Del card and makeup kit in.

“You look cute,” she said. “You’ll do just fine out there. Come back here if you ever need anything.”

“Why are you helping me?” I asked.

She stared into my eyes for a moment before shrugging her shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess I just feel like helping you.”

I smiled. “Thanks,” I said.

She smiled and nodded her head. “Well good luck,” she said.

I took off, back out into the city. Now it was 4:30 AM and the sun was starting to tease the horizon. I felt a bit better in my new outfit, though the skirt was a bit short. I felt like my bum was exposed, so I kept tugging down on my skirt, trying to cover myself.

Now, people were starting to appear on the streets. Cars were going by. It wasn’t hard to tell which cars were being driven by real people and which were being driven by NPCs. The real drivers were having fun: swerving, speeding, running red lights. The NPC drivers were just going along their routes at comfortable speeds, not too fazed by the crazy real-human drivers.

Stores were starting to open. People were starting to shop. I made a pass by the facility again, hoping to get my pad from the basement, but it was still closed. “We don’t open until noon,” said the janitor, before asking me if I was interested in a trade.

All of the NPCs were constantly asking to trade. At first, I ignored them, then a female NPC, dressed like a prostitute, said, “Hey there. If you have 200 Del to spare, I can show you my tits.”

I was taken by surprise. I knew that Reality had a fairly strict 18-plus age limit, but I didn’t realize it was quite so sexual. I felt myself blushing. She wasn’t a real human, but her body still looked real. She acted like a robot, but her body was just as realistic as any female body I’d ever seen, in or out of the game. And I could see her nipples pressing against her tight white top. “How’s about 50 Del?” I said.

“Deal,” she said. My heart skipped a beat. I would have never accepted an offer like it in real life, but this wasn’t real life. I had another fifty hours or so to survive in Reality, so why not make it into an entertaining experience? I pulled out my Del card, not sure how to use it. She opened up her hand. “Go ahead and tap,” she said. I tapped my card and then there was a jingle sound in my ear. A moment later, she lifted up her top, showing me her breasts. And my God—they were perfect breasts. My heart fluttered as my face turned dark red. I was really hoping the Reality Company wasn’t watching me.

I smiled awkwardly. “Thanks,” I said.

“If you have 800 Del to spare, I’ll eat you out,” she said.

I paused for a moment, tempted by the offer. She was designed to be hot, with blonde hair cut into a cute bob. Her lips were ruby red and her eyes were dark with eyeliner and shadow. “I’m okay, thank you,” I said.

“600 Del,” she said.

“Thank you. I’m okay.” Though I really did want to feel a hot woman’s tongue pressing against my pussy. I couldn’t let myself get carried away.

I skirted off, feeling flustered and embarrassed, but also a bit satisfied.


CHAPTER 4
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Icame upon a hostel. I stopped at the door and stared at the sign, curious as to why it existed. I remembered Lewis telling me that you don’t experience fatigue in the game. You don’t need to eat or sleep or use the bathroom in Reality—though the game is supposed to wake you up when you have to eat or sleep or pee in real life. So what was the point in a hostel? Why would someone need to rent a bed for a period of time?

I read the sign. “Tired of waiting? Skip ahead up to twenty-four hours for just 240 Del.” I took a moment to think about what the sign was suggesting. Then the NPC owner of the shop came out and looked into my eyes, engaging me in conversation. “Want a room?” he asked.

“I don’t get it,” I said. “What’s the point?”

“You can skip up to twenty-four hours for 240 Del,” he said.

“I know. I read the sign. What does that mean?” I said.

“Do you have anything special planned for tomorrow?” he asked.

“Not really,” I said.

“Let’s say you have a date tonight with a handsome man, and you want the date to come faster. For 10 Del per hour, you can sleep in one of my beds. Maximum twenty-four hours.”

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll do that.”

He took me inside and then he showed me the palm of his hand. “How long?” he asked.

“Twenty-four hours,” I said. It was half of the time I had left. “After I wake up, can I do it again?” It seemed like the perfect solution to my problem: just skip through my entire stay in Reality. It’s not like I was losing much time in real life: just forty-eight minutes.

“We require one hour between visits,” he said.

“One real hour or one game hour?” I said.

He just stared at me. “Twenty-four hours for 240 Del.” He held out his hand. So I tapped his hand with my Del card, and then he showed me to my room.

It wasn’t a terrible room. It was kind of nice, with a big window, a nice bed, a desk, and a mirror. “Have a good sleep,” he said, and then he turned around and walked back down to the lobby.

I stared at the bed. I could sleep for twenty-four hours, go and get my pad from the facility once it was open the next day, return and sleep for another twenty-four hours, and then my time in Reality should be over.

But I hesitated. A part of me didn’t want to lay down and fall asleep. Was I missing out on an opportunity? Was I about to forego the chance to do whatever I wanted without consequence for the next twenty-four hours?

I took a deep breath, and then I got into the bed. Suddenly, I felt exhausted. My body went limp and my eyes began to close. I tried to fight the sudden tiredness, but it was intense and overwhelming. Ten seconds later, I was asleep.


CHAPTER 5
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When I woke up, there were cars honking outside of my window. I sat up suddenly, feeling just as awake as I was ten seconds before I got into that bed. I had no idea if I’d actually been asleep, or if I just closed my eyes for a second. There was a clock on the wall, but it was displaying the same exact time—which it should have been if I’d truly slept for twenty-four hours.

I had no way of knowing for sure if I’d slept, but somehow, I knew that I had. I looked down at my body, seeing my skirt and my stockings and my heels and my tight cashmere top.

I looked at my face. I had a cute face, but the lingerie-shop girl was right: it could have been a lot cuter with a bit of makeup.

But I didn’t know how to put on makeup. I pulled that makeup kit out from my purse. I put it on the counter and then it suddenly grew back to its normal size. I flipped it open and looked at all the various pallets and tubes and brushes. It was far out of my comfort zone—but maybe I needed it. Maybe I didn’t want to spend my last twenty-four hours sleeping in a hostel. Maybe I’d wasted enough of the consequence-free time I’d been given.

So I picked up the eyeshadow brush and I rubbed it on a dark blue circle, getting some shadow on the brush. Then I brushed it around my eyes. I’d seen my ex-girlfriend putting on makeup many times before, so I had a vague idea of what to do. I was basically just copying what she would do: shadow, eyeliner, a touch of blush, and a smearing of lip gloss. She would also get into contouring, but that was out of my skill zone, and it didn’t seem entirely necessary, seeing as my face already had an appealing shape to it.

I spent the next forty minutes in front of that mirror, playing with different makeup supplies, tweaking my look until it was just right. I wanted to be cute because I wanted to get some free stuff. Maybe it wasn’t so bad to let myself experience what so many people obsessed over day after day.

I was slow while applying the lip gloss. I made sure to apply the gloss evenly, making my lips wet and pretty. Then I puckered my lips for the mirror, turning my face from side to side to judge my own makeup skills. I really didn’t look so bad. I was really quite cute!

I stood back from the mirror and did a little spin, letting my skirt lift up into the air slightly. I reached down and pulled up my stockings. Then I looked down at my heels. I was pretty good at walking in the heels. I wasn’t sure if that had something to do with my character in Reality, or if it was just easier than most women made it seem.

There was a knock on the door. “Your twenty-four hours is up,” a male voice called out. “Please check out so I can clean your room.”

“Just a minute,” I said. I grabbed my makeup kit and shrunk it down. I put it in my purse and took one last look at myself. I smiled, and then I blushed. Were they still watching me? Just how closely were they monitoring me? Could they monitor me closely if time in the game was moving sixty-times faster than time in real life?

I moved down the street slowly, taking everything in. I passed an alleyway and looked down. There was a man fucking another man in the ass next to a wall. At first, I was shocked by the sight. Then I thought about it for a moment. There were no real consequences in Reality. It’s not as if the men were going to contract STIs, and it’s not like the alleyway was actually dirty. The cans and garbage on the ground wasn’t really garbage—though I wasn’t a huge fan of the public display.

People could do whatever they wanted to do in Reality, and I was seeing the appeal. As I turned another corner, I found a ski hill that was right in the middle of the city. It was about the size of six city blocks, and it was about twenty stories high. The lift was bringing people up quickly, and the people were happily skiing down. It looked like fun. There were jumps and halfpipes and moguls. I hadn’t been skiing in ages—it was too expensive for me—but in Reality, it was an experience that could be had for just a handful of imaginary dollars, called Del.

A man stepped up to me. He had shoulder-length blonde hair and a Superman chin. He was wearing big sunglasses and a neon blue and green ski suit. “Hey beautiful,” he said. “Come down the hill with me.”

For some strange reason, I was immediately flustered. It wasn’t a real compliment: he was calling my avatar beautiful, but the avatar wasn’t me. Yet for some reason, it still left me feeling giggly and tingly all over. “I don’t have skis,” I said.

“I’ll rent you some. I’ll buy you a lift ticket. C’mon. It’ll be fun. I’ll race you down,” he said.

I giggled. He pulled out his pad, pressed a few buttons, and then ten seconds later, an NPC walked up holding a pair of skis, with some ski boots and a pair of goggles. “Your order,” he said.

“For her,” the man said.

Then the man dropped the haul off at my feet. “C’mon. Put them on and let’s catch the next lift.” I decided to go ahead with the nonsense. I put on the skis and we shuffled over to the lift. Then we zipped up together. We were at the top of the hill in seconds. We stood next to each other. He looked at me with a big smile and then he said, “Ready to race?”

“I haven’t skied in years,” I said.

“You’ll be fine. Let’s go!” He pushed off and I followed. I was a bit wobbly at first, but I quickly found my grove. I was able to keep up with him, but he was clearly going easy for me. He swerved from side to side and laughed, and I found myself laughing too. I had no idea who he was, but we were having fun. It felt like I was actually skiing. I could feel the snow coming up and hitting me in the face, and hitting me on the bare thighs. My skirt flew up, so I was basically just in panties—but there were girls skiing around us in bikinis, so I didn’t feel so out of place.

The experience felt genuinely real, making me think my female sexual experiences felt genuine as well. I’d been skiing before, so I had a point of reference. It was fun. I couldn’t stop laughing.

The hill was much taller than it looked from the ground: probably some sort of programmed trickery. It took a good ten minutes to make it from the top to the bottom. I ended up beating my new friend by about five seconds, but I was certain he allowed me to win. He pulled off his goggled and laughed. I laughed with him. “Put my account in your pad,” he said to me.

“I don’t have my pad,” I said.

He stared at me strangely for a moment. “Okay,” he said. “What’s your handle. I’ll put you in my pad.”

“I don’t know,” I said.

Then his expression dropped. “Alright. I get it. Have fun,” he said, turning away from me. I felt bad. I wanted to explain to him that I wasn’t lying just to brush him off, but I didn’t want to end up getting in an argument with a stranger. That was one of the cool things about that world: there were no real-world consequences. I didn’t have to worry about him hating me because I wasn’t even a real person—and neither was he. He didn’t actually spend real money on me.

So I kept going on my little walk around town. I came across a rocket launch station, which was sending ships up into the sky every few minutes. There was a large sign: ‘See the earth from space for just 60,000 Del!’ I was surprised by how many people were standing outside of the building, waiting for their turn. Whenever a rocket launched, the noise was loud and the heat was intense—but somehow the launching rockets weren’t destroying the city or killing nearby onlookers. I wasn’t yet sure whether or not people could feel pain in Reality.

60,000 Del was a lot. It was the biggest price tag I’d seen, except for one 90,000 Del sign that was on a downtown building. But maybe it was worth it. Maybe it was a month’s worth of saving in the game, but maybe the experience was genuine. Maybe, for 60,000 imaginary dollars, a person could really experience what it was like to go into space, see the earth, and feel the absence of gravity. It was an interesting thought. Maybe for that reason alone, the expensive price tag on a Reality unit was worth it.

Someone in Kenya could experience skiing without expensive plane tickets and equipment. A closeted homosexual could experiment with gay sex without fear of real-world consequences, like bullying or diseases. A man who wanted to be a woman could legitimately try it out before committing to hormone pills and body-changing surgeries.

But did that mean it was good? Should a person be able to experience anything without worrying about the consequences? Was that a healthy way to run a society?

I arrived at the facility. Now, it was open. People were going in and out. There was a long desk, crowded with Reality users. As I got closer, I heard them all reporting issues. Some were reporting glitches they’d found; others were complaining about users they’d encountered. I walked by one girl who was complaining that her boyfriend in the game slept with another girl. “Can I get his account closed?” she asked the NPC behind the counter.

“I’m sorry, no,” the NPC said.

“Well in that case, he tried to rape me!” she said.

Then I walked away, headed towards the testing area where I’d left my pad. I passed through the door. The space was empty, so I kept going towards the stairs. I was halfway to the stairs when I heard someone behind one of the curtains. I stopped and peeked into the curtain room. There was a man on his back, with a helmet on his head.

I had to think about it: what was he doing? He was already in Reality, so what was he hooked up to? Was he in a deeper Reality? Was he escaping the game for another layer of game? And why were there so many of them? What were they doing? A game within a game? I felt bad for the men. They clearly had no interest in real life, and their interest in the Reality game had waned to the point that now they wanted something even more surreal and extravagant. They weren’t living proper lives. They would never know the satisfaction of a real relationship or a real achievement.

I suddenly remembered why I didn’t like Reality, and why I’d avoided it for so long. It wasn’t real and it wasn’t a good place to waste your life. Sure, there was some merit to it: experiences that were impossible for most people to have—real sensations that would become real memories. But it was missing something. All of the amazing experiences that could be had in the game left something to be desired. Now, I really wanted to go skiing—not in the game, but in real life. I wanted to feel that real cold wind against my face. I wanted to feel the real thrill of going down a mountain at top speed.

I didn’t want to waste my life inside of a fake game. I didn’t want to become like these people, retreating from real life to the comfort of a video game.

I went to the basement and managed to find my pad. I picked it up and opened it up. “Hello Tracy, how are you today?” it said to me in an androgenous voice.

I didn’t know who Tracy was—but I guess that was the name of my avatar. I looked through the options and found the option to contact the technician. It was the out I’d been looking for.

But I still wanted to be paid, and I agreed to a whole hour. So I stuffed the pad into my purse, and I took off, back towards the hostel. There was no rule against me sleeping through the whole test period. And hell, maybe they needed people to test the hostels too.

On my way to the hostel, I noticed a restaurant. They had a surf and turf special: a full Maine lobster with a rib steak—a meal that would have cost over a thousand dollars in real life. In the game, it was just 800 Del. The NPC standing outside the restaurant made eye-contact with me. “It’s the best meal you’ll ever eat,” he said to me. So I decided to spend the money. I bought the dish and it came out minutes later, steaming and smelling unbelievable.

I ate the whole thing, slurping down every last bite as my mouth watered. It was a culinary experience that I could have never had outside of that game—unless I managed to win the lottery. I wiped my face and went back on my way. I was a block from the hostel when another player stopped to hit on me.

“Come to the club with me, sexy,” he said.

“I’m sorry. I’m busy,” I said.

“C’mon. It’ll be fun. We’ll dance. I’ll get you drunk. We can fuck if you want.” He grinned. And was it possible to get drunk in the game? Is that why Lewis loved the game so much? Could you party without spending a real dime and without getting a real hangover? It seemed like an appealing offer… Minus the sex.

Though a part of me was curious about the sex. As a woman, I’d had sex with a machine, but never with a real man. And if the experience was close to reality (or exactly like reality) should I try it out while in the game? Was this my chance to really know what sex as a woman felt like?

I could think of some benefits as a man. If I knew how it felt, then I could improve in real life. I would know how hard and fast to thrust, and I would know which spots to rub with my hands. I liked the idea of gaining that impossible insight—but the thought of being dominated by a man was terrifying. I wasn’t gay, though I was feeling some strange attractions while in the game. I kept noticing men with big muscles, and I kept finding myself thinking about them sticking their thick cocks into my tight pussy.

I didn’t take the man up on his offer. I didn’t want to go to the bar because I was afraid that I would end up liking it. I was afraid that I would have an amazing night. I didn’t go out with the man for the same reason that I never accepted cocaine from my friends when I went out with them in real life. I didn’t want to end up addicted. I didn’t want to see what other people saw in the game. It was already bad enough that I was fantasizing about saving up some Del and getting on a rocket to see space. It was bad enough that I was strongly tempted to sneak into an empty building to masturbate as a woman—something that was entirely impossible to do in real life.

I had to stick to my morals. I needed to avoid the lure of Reality. I tried not to look at all of the fun, exciting things as I made my way back to that hostel.

I saw the NPC hostel owner. I made eye-contact with him. “Looking for a bed?” he asked.

“Twenty-four hours,” I said.

“That will be 240 Del,” he said.

“Fine,” I said. I pulled out my Del card and tapped it on his hand. I was feeling relieved, like I’d succeeded in avoiding all of the temptations of Reality.

“Insufficient funds,” he said to me.

I paused for a moment. “What? Really?” I said. “Are you sure. Let me try again.” I tried again.

“Insufficient funds,” he said again. “Sorry.”

My heart skipped a beat. “How much is left on the card?” I asked.

“110 Del,” he said.

“Shit,” I muttered. I looked around. 110 Del got me eleven hours, leaving me with about fourteen hours to kill before my real-life hour was up. I had the option to soak up a bit of the time, but then what would I do for fourteen hours? That was a long time with nowhere to go and nothing to do. If I spent my last 110 Del on that bed, then I would have no money to spend on anything else, making that fourteen hours especially boring.

“Can’t I get a deal? I’ll give you 110 Del for twenty-four hours,” I said.

“No deals. It’s 10 Del per hour,” he said.

I groaned.

And then I had an idea: maybe I could go out and get someone to transfer me an extra 140 Del, so I could sleep through the rest of my real-life hour in Reality.

“I’ll be back,” I said to the man. “Save a bed for me.”

I looked around. The streets were still busy with people: real people and NPCs. I looked around until I spotted a man. I was about to approach him, and then I remembered what the lingerie store owner told me: men were more willing to help girls in slutty outfits. So I slipped off my top, leaving me in just that lingerie teddy. I immediately noticed some men looking over at me, making my body feel tense—but it was exactly what I wanted. I wanted that attention. If I was going to get a handout, then I needed to draw some eyes.

I left my skirt and stockings on. I stuffed my top into my purse, and then I zeroed in on my male target. He was busy looking at his pad. He looked like a newbie, wearing some plain clothes and clearly not sure where he was in the city. It was easy to spot someone who had been playing for a long time: they had crazy outfits, extravagant helmets, and swagger that you rarely see in real life—unless you frequent Hollywood night clubs.

“Hey there,” I said to the man, putting on my best puppy dog eyes.

He looked up at me and his cheeks suddenly turned red. His gaze moved down to my chest for a brief moment before darting back up to my eyes. “H—Hi,” he said.

“You lost?” I asked.

He nodded his head slowly. It was clear that he was trying hard not to look down at my breasts.

“Maybe I can help. Where are you headed?” I asked.

“I’m looking for this club,” he said. “It’s called The Neon. I thought it was here, but I can’t seem to find it.”

I walked up beside him and leaned over to see his pad. He had a map pulled up, but the map was too complicated for me to read. I could see how he got lost. I made sure to press my side up against his body. I made sure he could smell my perfume: the nice smelling brand that came in the makeup kit. Then I turned and looked into his eyes. “You sure it’s here?” I said.

“That’s what my friends told me.”

“You’re new here?” I asked.

I nodded his head.

I grinned. My heart was racing, but I needed to stay in character. If he was going out to a club, then he probably had some Del to spare. I needed it. “Have you tried calling for a Speedy?”

“A Speedy?” he asked.

“Just tell your Speedy driver you’re looking for The Neon. He’ll take you right there, wherever it is.”

“Sorry—What’s a Speedy?” he asked.

“It’s like a cab,” I said. “You call it using your pad.”

“Really?” he said. “Sorry, I’m new. Can you show me?”

I didn’t know how to do it, but I was determined to figure it out. I wanted a handout. I took his pad and began flipping through the pages of icons. I made sure to keep my body close to him, touching him. He was still tense, overwhelmed by my presence. It was kind of fun, making men drool over me. I could see other men looking at me, admiring my body. And I couldn’t blame them: my avatar was hot.

But now those strange thoughts were entering my head again. I was in a unique position to try something that no man in real life can try: sex as a woman. All of those men would have jumped at the opportunity to fuck me, and I was strangely curious to know what it felt like, having a hard erection sliding in and out of my body… And why couldn’t I stop thinking about cocks? Why did the thought of a stiff erection make my skin tingle? Why was I now biting my bottom lip, trying not to moan as sexual thoughts cruised in and out of my head?

I spotted an icon with a picture of a cab on it. Under the icon it said, ‘SPEED TAXI’. I guess ‘Speedy’ was just slang. “Here,” I said. I clicked it. It asked to confirm. So I clicked the confirm button.

“Speed Taxi will arrive shortly,” it said.

“Thanks for that,” the man said with a smile. I looked up into his eyes and smiled, trying to look as cute as possible.

“No worries,” I said. “Any chance you have a spare hundred Del or so on you?”

He was silent now, staring into my eyes. I watched as he took a deep breath and looked around. “For what?” he asked.

I looked back at the hostel. “I’m looking to get a room,” I said, still trying to look cute.

“A room?” he asked. “How much is that?”

“It’s 240,” I said. “And I’m a wee bit short. You don’t think you could help me out—could you?” I bit down on my bottom lip, trying to look sexy, trying to give him no reason to turn me down.

“Okay, sure,” he said.

The Speedy pulled up next to us. “Andrew?” the driver said.

The man, apparently named Andrew, bent over to look at the driver. “Sorry. I won’t be needing a ride right now.”

“Okay,” the driver said, and then he drove away.

Andrew looked back at me. “C’mon,” he said. “I’ll get you that room.”

I smiled and did a cute little bounce. “You’re so sweet.”

He walked me over to the hostel. He awkwardly approached the NPC at the door. “Excuse me,” he said. “Could I get a room for this lady?”

He paid for the room and then he opened the door for me. I followed the NPC up the stairs, and it was a moment before I noticed Andrew was following me. I turned to look at him with a smile. I stopped at the door of the room and turned to him. “Thank you so much for this,” I said. “It really means a lot.”

He smiled. “I’m happy to help you out. I think it’s a pretty good deal.”

I nodded my head. “Sure,” I said. I turned and stepped into the room. He grabbed the door, stopping it from closing. Then he stepped into the room with me. He looked around. “Not a bad little room,” he said awkwardly. Then he quietly closed the door behind him.

I felt my body becoming tense. Why wasn’t he going away? What did he want from me?

“Comfy bed too,” I said with a forced smile. I didn’t want him cancelling the room, so I tried hard not to be rude. But he just wasn’t leaving.

He stood silently by the door. “Sorry,” he said. “I’ve never done this before.”

“It’s okay. I’m new too,” I said. “But you figure it out fast. The trick is to not be too afraid.” I forced another little smile.

“Cool,” he said. “Okay.” Then he reached down and grabbed his shirt. He pulled it up and over his head before tossing it to the wall.

I froze. Terror consumed my body. I looked down at his chest. He was ripped, with big pecs and rippling abs. I looked back into his eyes. I opened my mouth to say something, but no words came out.

Then he spoke. “Are you an NPC?” he asked. “I know they can be super realistic. But you don’t seem like one.” Now he was undoing his belt.

“No,” I said.

He smiled. “Good. So you’re real.” He took a deep breath. “Just so you know, I’m technically a virgin. I mean—I’ve never had sex with a woman outside of Reality. And… well… this will be the first time in Reality.”

“What are you doing?” I asked.

He dropped his pants to the floor, along with his boxers, exposing his long, semi-erect penis. It was thick and meaty and curved to one side. It bobbed slightly in the warm hostel air. “Sorry. Did you want foreplay?” he asked. “I’m nervous. I guess I’m not thinking straight.”

“No,” I said.

He smiled. “Okay. Good,” he said.

He walked towards me and put his hands on my arms. He looked into my eyes. “You’re super hot, by the way,” he said. He leaned forward to kiss me on the lips. I turned my head to the side. But now the tip of his big erection was touching my pelvis. I could feel it throbbing as it got bigger.

He thought that I was a prostitute. I was wearing lacy lingerie, so I couldn’t blame him—and I asked him to get a room. It was all my fault. I wasn’t thinking what I was doing. But now I wasn’t sure how to turn him down. I didn’t want to make him mad. I didn’t want to find out what an angry man would do in a world with no consequences. I still had no idea if pain was real in Reality.

He moved his hands on my sides. He caressed up and down before sliding his palms onto my breasts. He gently squeezed, letting out a groan. His cock was suddenly pointing straight up. The underside of his girthy shaft was pressed against my abdomen. “You’re a girl in real life too, right?” he said.

I stared into his eyes, not sure how to answer. I didn’t want to experience the pain of being murdered, even if my real body went unaffected.

And those wrong thoughts started pouring into my head again. Why not try it? Why not see what it’s like? When would I ever get this opportunity again?

I stared into his eyes. He was looking down at my breasts as he squeezed and fondled them. It actually felt good. Small ripples of euphoria were pulsing through my body. A small whimper escaped my lips.

Maybe I could go along with it. Maybe I had nothing to lose.

He gently pushed me down onto the bed and climbed on top of me. He pressed his muscular chest against me and then his lips found my lips. We kissed. I was actually kissing him back, allowing myself to get carried away by the moment. I was being sucked into his masculine charm, even though he was probably just a scrawny young man lying on a bed in his rich parents’ basement.

I felt his muscles bulging against my body. I pushed my tongue into his mouth and he accepted it. His big fingers squeezed my skin and made me moan. Now, his big cock was pressed against my pussy, rubbing against the lace of my lingerie as my skirt sat flipped onto my stomach.

“Be gentle,” I said.

He let a small laugh slip. His confidence was growing. He was becoming more and more dominant. He sat up tall and grabbed his cock with his clenched fist. He pumped it a few times, pulling back his foreskin to show me his throbbing tip. I gasped. It was big.

Then he walked himself forward on his knees. He aimed that tip down against my chin, and for some reason I opened my mouth. I wasn’t thrilled that he thought I was a prostitute, but there was also something kind of fun about being a whore. It was kind of fun, allowing myself to slide into degeneracy. There were no consequences after all. I had nothing to lose by sucking that cock. So I let him push his long, thick shaft onto my tongue. I sucked hard, slurping his big tip. He let another groan slip out.

“It feels so… real,” he said. And he was right: it felt real. It was warm and I could feel him throbbing. I could feel his foreskin moving as I bobbed my head. I could feel his veins. I could feel everything. So I kept sucking.

“Fuck,” he said. He reached down and grabbed my head firmly with both hands. He began to thrust gently in and out of my mouth. His swollen tip pressed down my throat, making me gag slightly. I still couldn’t believe how realistic the simulation was.

He groaned loudly, and for a moment I was worried he was going to come in my throat. So I braced myself, but he held on.

I sucked for another minute, before he pulled out, pulling lots of saliva out with him. The saliva landed on my chin and chest as his big cock throbbed majestically in the air.

He looked down at me with a big grin. “Ready?” he asked.

“I guess so,” I said.

He backed up and lifted my legs into the air, spreading them apart. He used his fingers to rub my pussy, pressing one finger between my lips and up into my body. I clenched hard on his finger and moaned. He let a snicker out. Then he pressed that big, hard tip against my pussy. He slid it up and down, teasing my clit and my puffy lips. Then, he pushed in, making me gasp.

I grabbed onto the bed with both hands. I squirmed and moaned and he pushed deeper. “Oh God,” I said. It felt so much better than the machine that fucked me in the lingerie store. I could feel everything! I could feel the throbbing and his thick veins and his swollen tip. I could feel him sliding deep as my legs trembled and my head rolled from side to side.

He stared pumping, gripping my hips with his big hands. His muscles were all bulging. I could see veins on his chest, looking like they were about to burst. He grunted with every thrust. I felt the entire length of his gigantic cock every time he pumped into me. I could feel ever warm inch of his hot shaft. My toes curled into the bed sheets. I moaned and squirted and bit down hard on my bottom lip.

“Don’t stop!” I yelled.

I felt strangely free. I didn’t have to worry about anyone catching us. I didn’t have to worry about anything happening to me: STIs, pregnancy—anything. I could do what I wanted. I could live how I wanted. I was free to experience anything.

And now, I was experiencing a proper female orgasm. It was unlike anything I knew: hot bursts of uncontrollable euphoria, making me scream out while clenching every muscle in my body. It felt so good. I didn’t want it to end.

But even in Reality, Andrew couldn’t hold on forever. He groaned loudly and then I felt his cock twitching. I felt blasts of hot goo spewing inside of my deep cunt. I moaned and reached up, grabbing onto his sides. I clutched him firmly as my pussy quivered, and then he pulled back, pulling his thick cock out from my body. His white ooze spilled out of me.

He was sweaty and glistening, out of breath. He looked at me with a big grin and said, “That was amazing. I love this place.”

“It’s fun,” I said, agreeing with him. But then I started to feel bad for him. In real life, he probably wasn’t the muscular hunk that was standing before me. He told me that he was a virgin, and now he was in a video game, escaping reality. He now knew he could experience realistic sex without having to put in the real-life effort—so what was going to motivate him to put in the work in real life? It didn’t seem right. He was just starting his decline into escapism, checking out of life and checking into Reality, like so many other people.

It was sad, but he didn’t seem to care. He had a smile on his face as he got himself dressed. “That was well worth 240 Del,” he said. “Thanks for that. Can I have your information, so we can hook up again?”

“You’ll have to find me again,” I said with a forced smile.

He laughed. “Well, I’ll manage to track you down,” he said.

“Okay,” I said. I watched him get dressed and then I smiled at him as he left.

Once he was gone, I walked to the window and looked out. I looked out at that incredible, surreal world. I could see the ski hill from my window. I could see a number of clubs, starting to get busy as the sun began to set. I could see men wildly driving exotic cars down the streets. I could see helicopters circling in the sky. A rocket, carrying a few people out to space, took off before I sat back down on the bed.

It was all amazing—but it wasn’t real. It was just escapism. Maybe there was some merit in it, but nobody should trade in their real life for a fake life in a video game—no matter how realistic.

I was happy that I signed up to test the Reality game. I was happy that I got to experience what so many people obsessed over day after day. I learned something: that I didn’t need it.

Sure, skiing is expensive in real life. Clubbing can be expensive, between cover and the cost of booze—and everything in life has consequences. You can get hurt skiing, and you can get a serious hangover from a long night of partying. But the consequences are what make the experiences meaningful and unique. Without consequences, people can just do anything and everything, and nothing is unique anymore; nothing is special. But to save up your money and travel for hours to get to a ski hill—at least that’s real, and it’s special. To go across the street and ski down a programmed hill in the middle of downtown… Sure, it’s fun—but the experience was somehow unsatisfying. It had only been a day and the memory was already starting to fade.

I set myself down on the bed and I took a deep breath. I could feel that sleepiness overtaking me. I tried to fight it at first. I didn’t like falling asleep so quickly; it felt wrong and unnatural. But there was a euphoria attached to the artificial sleepiness. I let it take me away. I allowed everything to turn black. I knew that when I woke up, there would be only minutes before my simulation was over.


CHAPTER 6
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There was a pain in the back of my head. I tried to move my arms, but they were numb—almost numb; I was able to move my fingers slightly. The pain in my head swelled and teased the front of my head. I groaned. Did I have a hangover? It sure felt like it, though I hadn’t consumed any booze.

I strained to move, but my body was still. Then I tried to open my eyes, but my eyelids just fluttered.

“Calum, can you hear me?” a female voice said.

I groaned. Something was wrong. My whole body was in pain now. I thought there was no pain in Reality. What was happening?

“Calum. Try to open your eyes for us. Please try your best.”

I strained hard and groaned, and finally managed to make my eyelids part. The light was blinding. I managed to turn my head away from the light.

“Oh, thank God,” said a male voice.

I squinted and groaned and moved my fingers again. I was starting to gain feeling in my arms and legs. What was happening?

Their faces started to materialize in the brightness. Standing above me was my female technician and three men I didn’t recognize. They were all in white lab coats.

“W—What’s happening?” I asked.

“Are you okay? Are you in pain?” one of the men asked.

“Yeah,” I said. But the pain was now fluttering away.

One of the men stepped forward and pressed his fingers against my forehead. “His temperature has gone down,” he said.

“What’s going on?” I asked again.

“Calum, you went into a coma when we tried to start your simulation,” said the female technician. “You’ve been unconscious for fifteen minutes.”

“What? No. I was in the game.”

They all stared at me with narrowed eyes. “We never started the simulation,” she said. “We were testing a new pulsing system, to put users under faster. The pulses must have been too strong.”

“Too strong?” I said. “No—I was really in the game. I was in Reality.”

“No, sir, you weren’t,” said one of the men. “Your heart rate reached a dangerous level, automatically aborting the system. We came in to stabilize you. There are paramedics on their way now.”

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“Why would we be lying to you?” the girl asked.

“Because I was in the game. I went skiing. I—I went shopping. I saw the city. I saw rockets taking off.”

She narrowed her eyes even more. “Well, you were unconscious for fifteen minutes. We had the helmet off your head after about eight seconds. I promise you: you didn’t enter the simulation.”

The door opened. A man in a lab coat stepped in. Four paramedics followed him into the room. “Be still,” one said. Then they started hovering around me. “How are you feeling now?”

They went through a number of standard questions. With each passing minute, I felt better and better. “I think I’m okay,” I said after their tenth question. “I feel okay.”

“Are you sure? Being comatose for fifteen minutes is a big deal,” said the paramedic. “We should take you to the hospital just to be safe.”

“I’m fine,” I said. “I’m just—shaken up.”

It took some convincing to make them go away. The Reality company employees told me they would pay for my medical bills, but I really did feel fine once the shock had worn off.

I couldn’t believe what they were telling me: I never entered the Reality simulation. But my dream was so long and so realistic. How was it possible?

They helped me up to my feet and they helped me get dressed. One of the male employees came over to me with a wad of money. “I’m sorry this happened. Take this.” He handed me the money. There was a thousand dollars in the wad.

“Really?” I said.

“Yes. Just please do us a favor and don’t talk about this with anyone. This will be our secret.”

My heart fluttered. It was all the money I needed to pay off my debt. I smiled. “Thank you. I appreciate it.”

“I’m assuming you won’t be coming back to test again,” he said.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe. I’m not going to lie. I’m pretty curious to know what Reality is actually like now.” I wanted to know if it was at all like my dream, or if my dream was just a completely fabricated fantasy.

“Well, if you come back next week, we can hook you up to a current model for testing. The current models are perfectly safe.”

I smiled. “I might be back then,” I said.

It was scary to think of risking my life again. They all seemed pretty worried when I woke up. I could tell that a few of the people in that room thought that the machine had killed me.

So after a week, I went back to the facility. This time, they didn’t make me wait in the waiting room for hours. Now they were treating me like royalty—probably terrified that I was going to sue if they pissed me off.

They set me up in a private room with a safer-looking machine. “Okay, let’s get you in the simulation,” my new tech said. He put the helmet on my head. My heart rate accelerated quickly. I had no idea what to expect.

And then I felt my eyes closing. I felt a little tingle in my temples. “It takes about a minute. Just be patient,” the tech said. So I tried my best to keep myself calm. Then suddenly, I was standing in a lobby, standing before a big screen that had three options: Resume Simulation, Create New Avatar, and Exit Simulation. I pointed at the resume option, then I was suddenly transported onto a street. It was a long street, but it didn’t quite look realistic. It was perfectly smooth, with no realistic texture to be seen. The buildings around me looked very polygonal. The other people around looked stiff, like a computer game from the late 90s.

The real Reality wasn’t very impressive. Maybe from a programming standpoint, it was a breakthrough, but as a regular guy, it was just a lousy game. It had a number of glitches. I kept freezing whenever I tried to open certain doors. The NPCs walked into walls. The real players were mostly running around trying to kill each other.

And one hour was just one hour. I spent the majority of that hour trying to figure out what there was to do, and I didn’t find much. Though I did find a ski hill—but going down the hill was stiff and slow and uninteresting.

So when I finished testing that hour, and they asked me if I wanted to come back in a week, I said, “No thanks.” I left that facility feeling vindicated. My initial thoughts about the game were correct: it wasn’t worth trading in a life for. It was just a game. Maybe the graphics would eventually improve and maybe they would smooth out the glitches, but it was never going to be like the realistic universe that I dreamed about in that fifteen minutes of coma.

The only thing that would ever be like that fifteen extravagant minutes was the real reality. I walked out into the street and looked around. I looked up at the beautiful, realistic buildings. I looked towards the faraway mountains. This was reality: this was worth living for.

Then I looked across the street and saw a lingerie store. It didn’t look much different from the one in my dream; maybe my dream ripped this very lingerie store off.

I walked over to it and looked in the window. I saw a lingerie teddy that looked a lot like the one I wore during my time in my coma. Then I spotted the wall wigs to the left.

I decided to go in. I walked up to one of the wigs, which looked just like my hair when I was a woman in my coma. I felt the realistic hair and then I walked over to the lingerie. As I picked up that lace teddy, I noticed the box of makeup: the ‘Girly Girl Starter Set’.

“Can I help you with anything?” a woman asked behind me. I turned around to face her. I was stiff and nervous for a moment, feeling a bit silly. But then I relaxed. This was my one life to live. I could make this life into whatever I wanted to make it into. How much fun I had was up to me.

“I think I’ll take this,” I said. Then I spotted that same skirt, and those same stockings on a mannequin. “And I’ll take that stuff there too.”

She looked over at the mannequin. “Sure,” she said. “I’ll ring it up.”

Maybe I couldn’t become the exact woman in my dream. Maybe I would still have my penis and my breasts wouldn’t be real (though the silicone pads that were for sale at the front of the store were pretty impressive), but I could still have some of the same fun.

The little haul wasn’t too expensive, leaving me with a bit of leftover money. “Will that be all?” she asked, handing me my bag.

I nodded my head and turned around. Then I paused. “Oh,” I said. “Any idea where I can buy a lift ticket?”

“I think they sell them down the street,” she said. “At the drugstore on the corner.”

“Thanks,” I said.

My time in my coma, in that fantasy universe, inspired me. It made me realize that life could be whatever I wanted it to be. There were no rules aside from the law. I didn’t have to worry about people making fun of me any more than I did when I was in the simulation. I was a free person, to do whatever I wanted.

And I was looking forward to living out my new, inspired life.

THE END
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HYPNOTISED


Charlie is a normal guy with a normal life and a normal job. But he’s got one less-than-normal hobby: hypnotism. It’s a new hobby that he’s only tried out a few times with his co-workers. He helped one girl stop smoking and he helped a close friend with a mild eating disorder. He’s got a lot to learn still, so he puts an ad out, to see if he can find some new willing patients.

To his own surprise, he gets a hit: a man who needs help winning a peculiar bet. Charlie isn’t sure he can help, but he’s willing to give it a shot. He invites the man to his place and discovers that the man is Adam, an old friend from school. And the bet is a strange one: Adam needs to pass as a woman at a party, and there’s a few hundred bucks on the line. He’s got the look down and now he just needs to get into the right headspace.


CHAPTER 1
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Charlie’s heart was pounding as he stared at the unconscious woman before him. He didn’t actually think the hypnosis would work—he didn’t actually believe it could be so simple to put a person into a trance.

He was almost sure Karen was just messing with him—maybe about to open her eyes and throw her hands into the air while screaming “Boo!” Maybe she thought his little fascination with the art of hypnosis was silly; everyone else thought it was silly, after all. So he forced a laugh. “Okay, Karen. You don’t have to pretend. You do want to quit smoking right?” he said.

Karen’s eyes remained closed. She took a big, gentle breath of air into her lungs. “I want to quit smoking,” she said softly, still in that trance.

“Then you have to take it seriously,” he said. “It won’t work if you don’t take it seriously.”

She took another soft breath. “I want to quit smoking,” she said.

Charlie stared at her closed eyes, his heart pounding harder. Was she really in a trance? Was that really all it took to hypnotise a person? He used a spoon and a wine glass: tapping the spoon against the glass every few seconds while telling Karen to focus on the black behind her eyelids while listening to nothing but the dinging of the wine glass. It seemed silly when he read it online, but he figured it was worth a try when Karen came up to him earlier that day and said, “I need to quit smoking. You can do that with hypnotism, right?” Before that, everyone had been mocking Charlie on the job site, because he made the mistake of letting his little interest slip when everyone was talking about dream jobs that had nothing to do with engineering.

“That hypnotism stuff is all BS,” said one of Charlie’s co-workers. “I watched a documentary about it. They just hire actors when they’re on camera, so they can trick people into paying big bucks.” And Charlie wasn’t entirely sure that he wasn’t wrong. He’d watched the videos online, and they all seemed genuine—but of course scam artists would do their best to look genuine if they wanted to attract clients.

Now, Charlie heart sunk into his stomach. If Karen was really in a hypnotic trance, then Charlie had a frightening amount of power. If she was really in a trance, then he could potentially add ten or twenty years onto her life by removing cigarettes from her daily routine. He could make her quack like a duck every time she heard a phone ring. He could dig into her past and find out if she had any forgotten trauma. Or he could snoop around in her brain: find out who she had a crush on, find out who she lost her virginity to as a teenager—or whatever Charlie wanted.

Charlie cleared his throat. He tried to think of a way to confirm Karen’s state of mind—to make sure she wasn’t just pulling his leg. “Bark like a dog,” Charlie said. Then she barked, much louder than Charlie was expecting. He looked back at the break room door, his heart suddenly jumping a beat. He wasn’t supposed to be on his break yet, but it was the only time the break room would be clear for a ten-minute hypnosis session. “Now meow like a cat,” he said, and she meowed. He laughed nervously.

She continued to sit with her eyes closed. She was in a trance, but not a deep trance. Her back was still straight and her head was perked up. He knew this state from the many videos he watched online. There was a deeper state, literally called ‘the Deep Trance’. In a Deep Trance, people don’t remember their sessions. The part of the brain that stores memories is suddenly turned off in a Deep Trance—but Deep Trances were not to be fooled around with, at least according to the websites Charlie frequented whenever his interest in hypnosis was piqued, which happened every few months for whatever reason.

Charlie thought about putting Karen into a Deep Trance now, curious to see if it was possible—curious to see if her head would tilt down and her back would slump, like the patients in the videos. Karen hadn’t seen those videos, so she wouldn’t know what to do with her body if she was just messing around. But Charlie had read the horror stories of people ending up seriously screwed up from the Deep Trance: including one particularly terrifying story of a hypnotist would couldn’t get his patient out from the Deep Trance.

So Charlie would have to think of another way to get Karen to expose whether or not she was truly in a trance. He thought about asking her an intimate question, to see if she would really answer or if she would become outraged. But he knew that she would remember everything when the session was over. He didn’t want her thinking he was a creep. So what else could he ask? He looked over and saw that her phone was on the table. “What’s your phone password?” he asked.

“Why?” she asked softly.

“So I can unlock it and read your private messages,” he said, with no actual intention of reading her messages.

“It’s 1448,” she said. So he picked up her phone, and the code was correct. Either she was committed to her prank, or she was really hypnotised. Charlie’s heart shot up into his throat. He located her pack of cigarettes next to her phone. He slipped a cigarette out from the pack, and then he held it out under her nose. “Do you smell this? What do you smell?” he asked.

“It’s a Belmont Blue,” she said without opening her eyes.

“Does it smell good?” he asked.

She nodded her head. “Can I have it?” she asked with her gentle voice.

Charlie nodded his head and reached it down to her hand. “Put it in your mouth,” he said. So she followed his command, slipping the fag through her lips. Her body seemed to perk up with a peculiar euphoria as the chemicals from the cigarette seeped into her system, even without a light. Or maybe it was just the oral fixation being satisfied by such a simple gesture. “How does it taste?” he asked.

“Good. Can I have a light?” she asked.

He shook his head. “Not right now. What’s the grossest thing you’ve ever tasted, Karen?”

She thought for a long moment, still in that calm trance. “When I was twelve, my mom accidentally put a spoiled yogurt in my lunchbox. It made me sick for two days.”

“I want you to taste that yogurt now, in that cigarette. Now, I want every cigarette to taste like that yogurt.”

She suddenly spat the cigarette out and started to gag. Charlie jumped back, shocked by her sudden reaction. He wasn’t expecting anything nearly as over the top. She continued to gag and cough.

Now, Charlie wasn’t sure what to do. Was that it? Were cigarettes now ruined for her? Was it that easy to manipulate someone’s mind? “When you think about cigarettes, I want you to think about that yogurt.”

She shook her head. “It’s so disgusting,” she said. Her face was suddenly turning green. If she was pranking him then she had quite the knack for acting. Great actors can cry on command, but can they turn green on command?

He chuckled. “When I count to three and snap my fingers, you’ll wake up. One… Two… Three.” He snapped and her eyes opened. She looked at him with wide eyes and parted lips, and then she looked down at her cigarettes on the table. Her hand slapped against her lips and she winced her face away. “Oh God,” she said. “I think I’m going to throw up.”

Charlie couldn’t fight away the smile. For years he’d been casually watching hypnosis videos online, overwhelmed by a peculiar interest that he could never put his finger on. Now, he’d experienced the feeling first hand: the power of manipulating someone’s brain. And it was so simple! He used nothing but a spoon, a wine glass, and a few minutes of soothing speech.

“I think it worked,” he said.

She nodded her head, gagging again. “Can you get those cigarettes out of this room, please?” Charlie took the smokes and tossed them out the window. Then Karen took a deep breath, shaking her head. A moment later, she gagged again—probably imagining a cigarette. She jumped to her feet and ran off to the bathroom so she wouldn’t barf in front of her co-worker.

And Charlie continued to smile, impressed with himself and bewildered by a power he never knew he had—a power that everyone had, technically. He went back onto the floor and was immediately mocked by one of his male co-workers. “Hey! It’s David Copperfield!” he yelled, even though David Copperfield wasn’t a hypnotist. Now, Charlie didn’t feel any embarrassment. He thought about telling his co-worker about his first successful patient. But he knew it was best to wait a few days to see if Karen really was cured, or if his work was just a temporary mind glitch.


CHAPTER 2
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Karen took the next two days off of work. Charlie asked his boss where she was. “I don’t know, she called in sick. Maybe a stomach bug or something,” he said. She came back into work three days after the hypnosis. After walking in the door, she went straight to Charlie. She grabbed his arm and said, “Come with me.” She pulled him across the floor to the utility closet: the only empty room in the building. “I can’t stop thinking about that y—that yo—” She couldn’t even say the word without gagging. Her face suddenly turned green. “Every time I get a craving, I think of it. And the cravings won’t stop. Please make it go away. I don’t want this anymore!”

“Have you had a cigarette?” Charlie asked.

She grabbed his arms with surprisingly firm grips. “No, I haven’t had a fucking cigarette!” Her voice reverberated through the walls and through Charlie’s bones. “Now get rid of this yo—yogurt thing, so I can stop throwing up every fifteen minutes!”

Charlie had to bite his tongue hard to stop himself from smirking. He still couldn’t believe that he’d really hypnotised someone. He still couldn’t believe that it was so easy to meddle in someone else’s head. “Okay. You just want to start smoking again?”

“Don’t say smoke,” she snapped. “Don’t make me think of that.”

Charlie looked around the small utility closet. There was a janitor’s stool in the corner. “Okay, sit down,” he said. Then he looked around and spotted a screwdriver and a piece of pipe. He tapped the metal head of the screwdriver against the pipe, making a ding that wasn’t so different from the sound he made using the spoon and the wine glass. “Close your eyes.” He ran her through the routine, biting his tongue the whole time in an attempt to contain his excitement. He took a deep breath in, knowing he needed his voice to be calm and soothing. “Just focus on the black behind your eyelids,” he said.

“I can only think about that putrid yogurt,” she said, squirming, unable to go under.

So he kept trying. It took longer than before. Ten minutes went by, and then twenty minutes went by. He was late for work now. He thought about telling her to find him later, but he didn’t want her to suffer any more than she was suffering now. So he kept clinking the screwdriver against the pipe, until she suddenly seemed calm. Her eyelids were flickering slightly: a sign that she was in a trance. “Can you hear me?” he asked.

She nodded her head. “I can hear you.” Her voice was soft: no more yelling or snapping. Charlie let out a sigh of relief. He hadn’t ruined her brain—he could still fix what he’d messed up.

“When you think about cigarettes, what comes to mind?” he asked.

“When I was twelve, my mom packed a spoiled yogurt in my lunchbox.”

“I want you to forget about the yogurt. That never happened. Okay?”

She nodded her head. “Okay.”

“Now, I want you to think about…” He thought for a moment. “I want you to think about dirt—like soil.”

She nodded her head. “Soil,” she repeated.

“Right. Now, whenever you smell a cigarette, you will smell soil. When you taste it, it will taste like licking your garden. Got it?”

She nodded her head. “Licking my garden,” she said.

“And you won’t gag. It won’t make you throw up. But it won’t be nice either.”

“Licking my garden,” she said again. Apparently that one bit resonated with her. Charlie had no idea if she even had a garden.

“Great. That’s just great,” he said.

Now, she sat quietly with her eyes closed. It was time to wake her up. But now, Charlie couldn’t help but think about all of the possibilities. He wanted to know just how powerful he could be—though he didn’t want to do any permanent damage to one of his co-workers. So he took a deep breath.

He’d watched many videos over the past few days. He’d watched them closely, now knowing that the content was real and not just an entertaining hoax. He’d even watched a number of Deep Trance videos, and had become particularly fascinated by a particular hypnotist who was able to make patients remember as far back as being in the womb—though he still wasn’t sure it was possible. There were even videos of hypnotists going further back than the womb: making people remember past lives, but Charlie wasn’t sure the videos were real—or maybe the patients were actually recalling some movie they watched as a child, mistaking it for a past life.

Now, he had his own blank canvas. Karen was sitting before him with closed eyes, just a few words and clinks away from being in that vulnerable state. “Karen, I want you to focus again on the black behind your eyelids,” he said. His heart galloped. He struck the pipe gently with his screwdriver. “I want you to sink deeper into your relaxed state.” He hit the pipe again. The trick was to follow a rhythm: a strike every few seconds, all equally spaced out. “I want you to take a deep breath. Let that relaxation take over.” He kept going, clinking the pipe and speaking softly.

Then her body began to slump. Her head began to tilt down as the muscles in her neck relaxed. She looked like a stuffed animal on the shelf in a toy store. Her hands slipped off of her lap and hung down towards the ground. Charlie was worried he would have to catch her if she leaned any more forward. “Can you still hear me?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she whimpered. Her voice was almost inaudible, just like the patients in the Deep Trance videos. Charlie’s eyes turned wide. Once again he found himself in a state of disbelief. She wasn’t only hypnotised, she was in a Deep Trance. Internet forums suggested such a feat wasn’t so simple to achieve, yet Charlie had managed it on his first try.

He wanted to jump up and scream out with joy. He wanted to run onto the floor to retrieve all of his naysayers. He wanted to shove Karen in all of their faces. But instead, he kept his composure and let his mind wander through all of the possibilities.

“Tell me a secret,” he said, not entirely sure what he wanted to hear—if anything at all. “Just anything you think of.”

“I sucked Mr. Finlay’s cock in my senior year of high school,” she said in her whisper of a voice. “It was during lunch. I’ve never told anyone.”

Charlie’s heart throbbed. He had no idea who Mr. Finlay was, but he was shocked by how quick she was to admit such a controversial secret. “Okay,” Charlie said as a chill crept down his spine. Maybe he didn’t belong here, in this part of Karen’s brain. Maybe he was crossing a line that he was better off staying away from.

“Tell me another secret,” he said.

She was quiet for a moment. And then she said, “When I was six, I burned down our garage and blamed it on my three-year-old sister. My parents still think she did it.”

Charlie nodded his head. “Anything else?”

She was silent, apparently out of secrets.

He thought of more potential questions: the answers to which were none of his business, but now he couldn’t help himself. “Do you have a crush on anyone at work?” he asked.

She nodded her head. “I’ve liked you since I started working here.”

Charlie’s heart skipped a beat. It wasn’t the answer he was expecting. “Me?” he said.

She nodded her head gently—as much as she could without activating the muscles in her neck.

“Wow,” Charlie said. “That’s… um… okay.” Now his body was buzzing and his nerves were tingling. He knew it was time to end the session, but he was overwhelmed with curiosity: mostly the curiosity of knowing the limits of his power.

If the people of the Internet could be trusted, then Karen would remember nothing after entering the Deep Trance. He could technically get away with anything.

“W—What do you like about me?” he asked, looking back at the door after hearing a soft creak, worried someone was listening in. But the closet was removed from the usual operations. There was no one there.

“I think you’re cute,” she said. “You remind me of Mr. Finlay.” He wasn’t sure if it was a compliment or not. “I sometimes finger my pussy while thinking about you.”

“You want to have sex with me?” he asked with a cracking voice.

“Yes,” she said.

Now his heart was throttling his ribcage, trying to break out. He knew he was way over the line, but for some reason he couldn’t stop himself from prodding. Karen was cute, and she would remember nothing.

“Oh God,” Charlie whimpered to himself, fighting the little demon on his shoulder—but the demon was winning.

“Can you stand up?” he asked.

She stood up, looking a bit like a zombie.

“Open your eyes, but don’t wake up,” he said—something he’d seen in a video online. Her eyes opened. She looked to be awake, but her body was still limp and relaxed.

He coughed. “Show me what you want to do to me,” he said. He didn’t want to force her to do anything against her will—though he knew what he was doing was in a gray zone. She was doing what she claimed she wanted to do—but was she doing it willingly? If a person commands another person to ‘do whatever you want’, is there consent?

She stepped forward and sunk down to her knees. Without missing a beat, she reached forward for Charlie’s belt. She made quick work of it—impressive, seeing as she was more than half asleep. Then she zipped down his fly and pushed her fingers through the slit in his pants. He thought about jumping back and telling her to sit back on the stool. He knew that would be the proper thing to do, but now, he couldn’t help himself. How could he turn down a blowjob from a young, pretty girl?

She pulled out his flaccid cock with a rather swift tug. He flinched and perked up, and then he let out a nervous laugh. He looked down at her and her eyes were still open, her gaze fixated on his thick member. “Do you like it?” he asked with a whisper.

“Yes,” she said. She ran her fingers up his length and then she pulled back. It felt nice—but so wrong at the same time. He laughed nervously.

“You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” he said, even though he knew he was talking to a woman in a state of Deep Trance. He already knew she wanted to when she admitted it under hypnosis, so his comment was useless. She kept stroking, leaning her head forward until his cock was in her mouth.

But her eyes were still open. She stared at his pelvis while she sucked, which seemed odd until he remembered telling her to open her eyes. “You can close your eyes if you want,” he said. Then her eyes closed and she kept sucking, slurping loudly—loudly enough to make Charlie look back at the door every few seconds.

The blowjob felt good. She obviously had lots of practise—maybe on this Mr. Finlay character. She knew exactly where to flick her tongue to make his legs tremble. He was hardening fast, in her warm, wet mouth. “That feels good,” he said, though he knew he was saying it to more-or-less deaf ears.

His heart was pounding with regret. He knew what he was doing was wrong, no matter how he tried to justify it in his head—and he did continue to attempt to justify it. But even though he knew it was wrong, he kept pushing. “Lift up your shirt and show me your breasts,” he said.

She did as ordered, lifting up her shirt and then folding down the cups of her bra to expose her perky tits. She had big nipples: large areolas and animated nips. Her tight shirt remained up near her collarbone, even after she let go of the shirt, so her breasts remained out. Now Charlie’s heart was throbbing even harder, making him worried he was about to have a heart attack.

But there was no stopping her now. He was fully erect and her tongue felt like heaven. His whole body was trembling with euphoria as her plump lips slid along his girth. “God, that feels so good,” he groaned. He reached down and slipped his fingers into her soft, blonde hair. He clenched and pulled her head in tighter. Now his cock was throbbing in the back of her throat. She didn’t gag. She seemed to like it. So he started thrusting. She closed her plump, juicy lips firmly, turning her mouth into the perfect fuck-hole. He could feel his orgasm coming, though that horrible feeling was still churning in his gut: knowing he was doing something far beyond taboo.

It didn’t matter how bad that guilt became—it felt too good. He clenched her hair tight and thrusted his cock down her throat, and then he came. He groaned loudly, pulling back after the first few shots to splatter some cum on her face. Then he pushed his cock back into her mouth for the final oozing, which pooled on her tongue until he commanded her to swallow.

He used a nearby roll of paper towel to clean her face off, and then he got her outfit back to normal before sitting her back down. He made sure there were no signs of their little romp before commanding her to wake up.

Her eyes opened and she looked around the room as if she was just waking up in her bed at home. It took her brain a moment to process everything.

Charlie was tense, backed into the corner, terrified she would remember sucking his cock. Her gaze drifted around the room until she was looking into his eyes. Then her lips curled into a smile. “I don’t want a cigarette,” she said.

“Good,” Charlie said, still nervous that Deep Trance memory would suddenly come back to her at any moment.

“And I can’t even remember what that yogurt looked or smelled or tasted like,” she said, her voice becoming louder with excitement.

“That’s good,” Charlie said, nodding his head.

“You did it!” she said. “You really did it!” She jumped forward and threw her arms around him, hugging him tightly. He tried to inch his pelvis back, as his cock was still half erect and bulging in his pants.

Then she stepped back and looked into his eyes, her smile suddenly vanishing. Charlie’s body tensed up. He took a deep breath, horrified he was looking at a woman who was remembering something he did not want her to remember. “Did I fall asleep? Why can’t I remember anything after you got rid of the yogurt association?”

Charlie nodded his head. “I had to go a bit deeper to really fix your addiction,” he lied. He remained tense, though he remembered that the Internet said people almost never remember what happens in the Deep Trance state—almost. There were accounts of people remembering, and maybe Karen would be one of them.

She smiled and then let out a nervous laugh. “You didn’t do anything else while I was out, did you?” She said it jokingly, but still with that nervous smile.

Charlie shook his head. “No.”

“I didn’t tell you anything weird, did I?”

“Like what?” Charlie said, trying to force a smile to ease the tension.

She let out another nervous laugh. “I don’t know—who knows what’s in this head of mine! I guess we should get back to work, huh?”

“Definitely,” Charlie said. And for the rest of that day, he kept a close eye on Karen, making sure she wasn’t having any sudden recalls that could put him behind bars. Or was what he did wrong? He did say, ‘Do whatever you want.’ Surely that kept him in the safe zone, right?


CHAPTER 3
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It was three weeks later when Dave, another one of Charlie’s co-workers, sought him out for his special hypnotism powers—which weren’t really powers unique to Charlie. He tried explaining to Dave that anyone could hypnotise a person, but Dave was convinced that it was a sort of telepathy that was imbued upon a tiny group of very special people. “Karen said she hasn’t had a cigarette since you hypnotised her. So maybe you can help me.”

Dave’s problem was that he liked to get McDonalds on his way home from work. He would eat it secretly in his car before getting home to his wife. “I just hate her cooking so much, and she’s starting to suspect something, seeing as I’m putting on weight. But I can’t help it—I just crave McDonalds so badly. Make the cravings stop. Use your magic and end the cravings.”

Charlie tried again to explain that hypnotism wasn’t magic. “It’s more like a guided meditation,” he said. But Dave’s eyes just went blank, as if he didn’t know what the word ‘meditation’ meant. “Okay, let’s give it a try after work today.”

So they met at Charlie’s place. Dave immediately lay down on the couch, crossed his arms on his chest like a vampire in a casket, and closed his eyes. “I’m ready.” Charlie stared down at him and wondered what Dave thought hypnosis was.

“It’s actually easier if you’re sitting up.”

Dave sat up but kept his arms crossed.

“And relax your arms at your sides.”

Dave looked curiously at Charlie before following the command. “If you say so,” he said.

“First, you just need to relax,” Charlie said, and then he guided him through the usual steps. Getting Dave to slip into a trance wasn’t so easy. He was resilient, and he wouldn’t stop talking. He was obviously nervous, still thinking hypnosis was a sort of voodoo magic that could give him permanent brain damage. Charlie tried to calm him down. “It won’t work if you’re stressed out about it,” he said. “You need to relax and trust me.”

Finally, after thirty minutes of trial and error, Dave was still and silent. His eyelids fluttered and his breathing slowed. “Can you hear me?” Charlie asked.

Dave nodded his head.

Instead of making McDonalds taste and smell like spoiled yogurt, Charlie decided to make Dave’s wife’s cooking taste and smell like McDonalds. It seemed like a temporary fix in the moment, but a week later, Dave grabbed Charlie at work and squeezed him tightly, nearly draining the life out of him. “You did it, buddy!” he yelled. “I haven’t had McDonalds in a week! You really are magic! You should go on CNN!”

Charlie laughed, but he didn’t bother trying to explain that he wasn’t magic again. If that’s what Dave wanted to believe, then that’s what Dave got to believe. Arguing was pointless—and Charlie kind of liked that Dave thought he was magical. Having a power was nice, even though it wasn’t a power unique to Charlie.

“Thanks, Dave,” he said.

“No, thank you!” Dave said. “I’ve already lost two pounds and my wife doesn’t think I’m cheating on her anymore. Hey! You know what you should do? You should advertise your services on Craigslist. People would pay big money for this. I can be your first testimonial. An hour or two a week, and you could be making a few extra grand a month, I bet!”

Charlie laughed again, but the idea wasn’t terrible. A few extra bucks wouldn’t be so bad, and hypnotising people was actually a lot of fun. And not to mention, he was doing some good in the world with only a little bit of effort. Karen would likely live longer now that she was off cigarettes, and Dave would probably live longer now that he was off daily cheeseburgers. What if he could help dozens—or even hundreds—of other people? Maybe people really would pay good money for a session with a hypnotist. But would they pay an engineer to hypnotise them? Or would people expect a trained individual with some sort of degree in psychology?

When Charlie got home, he found himself on Craigslist, trying to see if there were any hypnotists advertising in his area. There were none. But was there any demand for such a service? Just to satisfy his curiosity, he made a post. ‘$100.00 for hypnotism,” was the title of his post. And in the body he wrote, ‘If it doesn’t work, you don’t pay.’ He left it at that, published the post, and then found himself staring at his e-mail inbox, waiting for requests to appear. After twenty minutes, he started to feel foolish. The post was so bland and uninteresting. If anyone were looking for a hypnotist, surely they would see the post and think it was some sort of joke, or maybe a scam.

Charlie didn’t bother reposting. He left the ad up and went on with his evening. And then he forgot all about it until two weeks later when he got a response from a guy named Adam. “Is this service still available?” he asked simply.

Charlie hesitated before responding. Now that a few weeks had gone by since he last conducted a successful hypnotism, he wasn’t sure he would be able to do it again. He imagined himself in a room with a stranger, feeling horribly embarrassed when the stranger couldn’t get into a trance. At the same time, the thought of being a powerful hypnotist once again was exciting. He remembered the smile on Dave’s face. Dave claimed he still wasn’t eating fast food, and he actually looked a bit thinner.

So Charlie replied. “I’m still available. What do you need?”

It was a few hours before Adam responded. “It’s kind of a funny request. I have this bet with my friend and it’s kind of stupid. Would you take thirty bucks? I don’t have a lot of money right now. Maybe if I win the bet I can pay you the full amount. Or is that out of the question?”

Adam was being vague. He had no idea what the guy wanted, so he had no idea if there was any point in getting together with him to work on his ‘bet’. Charlie couldn’t help but think some high school kids who thought it would be funny to have a hypnotist show up at a party were pranking him. But still, he responded. “When do you want to meet up? Are you okay to come to my place?”

Now, Adam replied quickly. “I can meet tonight. Your place is fine, I guess.”

Charlie sent his address. “Come by around 7:00 PM.” Adam didn’t respond—maybe not getting the message, maybe suddenly having cold feet, or maybe just assuming a response wasn’t necessary.

Charlie cleaned up his place, though it wasn’t too dirty to begin with. He made sure to vacuum his couch, and then he lit an old candle, so the room would seem more inviting. He couldn’t imagine going to a stranger’s house to by hypnotised, so he assumed this Adam character was probably nervous. He ate an early dinner and then he found himself pacing around, trying to calm himself down as if he was preparing to go on a first date with a long-time crush.

7:00 PM rolled around. Then 7:15 PM rolled around. He checked his inbox but there was nothing from Adam. So he sent Adam an e-mail, but got no reply. He rechecked his e-mail at 7:40 PM, and then at 8:00 PM. And then he went to blow out the candle when the doorbell rang.

He perked up and took a deep breath. He straightened his shirt and scratched his trimmed beard and then he went to the door.

Standing on the other side was a familiar face: a face he hadn’t seen in a long time, a face that belonged to an old friend from high school. “Adam?” Charlie said. He knew Adam. He used to eat lunch with Adam. He used to do class assignments with Adam. He drank his first beer with Adam. “You’re the Adam who needs hypnotised?”

“You’re the guy who does the hypnosis? I thought you went to engineering school or something?” Adam said, sounding just like the friend from so long ago.

Charlie laughed. “I’m an engineer,” he said. “I’ve just started doing this on the side. I got a lady to quit smoking recently.”

“No way,” Adam said, laughing. His face was suddenly red. “Well this is embarrassing.”

“Why is it embarrassing?” Charlie asked.

Adam shook his head. “This bet I’m in—you’ll probably laugh at me. I swear it’s just a bet I made with a guy from work. There’s this party coming up and… I don’t know. Maybe this is silly.”

“You came all this way—may as well tell me. I might be able to help.”

Adam stared at Charlie with narrowed eyes. “You can really hypnotise people? That just seems… crazy. I mean—I know that it’s possible—I’ve seen videos and stuff. But you’re… You’re Charlie.”

Charlie shrugged his shoulders. “To be honest with you, I’ve only done it twice—three times technically, because I did it twice to the same girl. So I can’t promise this will work at all. But it’s worth a try, right?”

Adam nodded his head and then looked down at his feet. “It’s been a long time,” he said. “What an awkward way to meet up with an old friend.”

Charlie stared at him for a moment, noticing his red cheeks. He was biting his lip and fidgeting with his fingers. Why was he so embarrassed? Was he embarrassed to be admitting to an old friend that he believed in hypnotism? Surely that couldn’t be the case, seeing as the old friend was the one conducting the hypnotism. “Want to come in and get started?” Charlie asked.

Adam laughed. “Or maybe we can just have a drink or something.”

“We’ll see where we get. No pressure,” Charlie said. “My evening is free either way.”


CHAPTER 4
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Adam kept his fingers clasped together around his pelvis. His shoulders were practically touching his ears and he kept biting down on the corner of his bottom lip, as if he had something to say but he was too afraid to say it. Charlie didn’t bother pushing him. Instead, he grabbed a beer from the fridge and then brought Adam to the living room to sit down. “So what have you been up to?” he asked.

Adam shrugged his shoulders. “Just doing some more school, working some part time jobs—nothing terribly exciting. So you’re an engineer, huh? I bet that’s fun. Is the pay good?” He didn’t seem to want to talk about himself. Was he hiding something? Or was he just nervous?

“I can’t complain,” Charlie said.

“But you’re doing this side business—so maybe the pay isn’t as good as I assume it is,” he said.

“No. I’m not really doing this for the money. It’s more of a hobby, I guess,” Charlie said, nodding his head. “I really just want to see if I can do it, more than anything.”

Now Adam nodded his head, slowly. “And you said it’s worked before?”

Charlie smiled. “A couple of times—yeah.”

Adam looked down at his feet. He suddenly started asking more questions about Charlie: asking how long he went to school for, how long he’d been at his current job, and so on. But Charlie could tell that Adam wasn’t fully listening—just nodding his head while his mind swirled with anxiety. After thirty minutes of more-or-less pointless conversation, Charlie figured it would probably be best to get whatever was bugging Adam out of the way. “So let’s try this hypnosis thing. Tell me what you want to accomplish.”

Adam’s face suddenly turned a shade of crimson as his eyes opened wide. His lips parted, but no words came out. Then he smiled and shied his face away. “It’s silly,” he said.

“Let’s just give it a try. I don’t really care—I won’t judge you.”

“It’s just for a bet,” he said.

“I know—you mentioned that.”

“It’s a silly bet. I made it when I was drunk. But I still want to win, because I don’t have a ton of money right now.”

“What’s the bet?”

And again, Adam went through his nervous routine of biting his lip and throwing his gaze around the room. “Nice curtains, by the way,” he said.

“Adam,” Charlie said, tempted to grab the man by his shirt collar. Though if he did that, he would probably snap Adam in half. Adam wasn’t a huge guy—he never was. He was maybe 5 feet 6 inches on his tippy toes, maybe 130 pounds if he was wearing a giant wet sponge.

“Okay, okay,” Adam said. He took a deep breath and shook his head. “So we were at this bar, right? One of those transgender guys walked in—or girls—I’m not really sure what you’re supposed to call them these days. It was a guy who was dressed up like a girl.”

“I think you call them girls,” Charlie said, nodding his head slowly.

“Right. Anyway—my buddy couldn’t tell that she was actually a guy—or used to be a guy—or whatever. I thought it was pretty obvious. Like an idiot, he went over and asked her, and she told him that she was transgender—so that settled that. He was embarrassed for the rest of the night, and a few of us kept poking fun at him. It was just harmless fun, right? Anyway—I was taking a jab at him, and then he said, ‘I bet you couldn’t look that good as a woman.’ And—well—I was drunk, so it turned into a bet. Now there’s this party this weekend and I’ve got two-hundred bucks riding on this bet.” He quickly looked down at his feet, trying to hide his red face.

“What’s the bet? I still don’t really get why you need a hypnotist.”

He laughed. “Okay, so basically I’m going to show up at this party dressed up like a chick. A mutual friend is going to be there—he doesn’t know about the bet, and basically my buddy is going to ask him what he thinks of me. If the mutual friend thinks I’m a chick, then I win. If he can tell that I’m a dude, then I owe my buddy two hundred bucks. Make sense?”

Charlie had to think about it for a second. The bet certainly seemed silly. But even once he had his head wrapped around the arrangement, he still didn’t know why Adam needed him. What did any of this have to do with hypnotism? “So what do you need me for?”

“Well, I borrowed a wig and some makeup and a few different outfit options from a female friend of mine. I tried it all on the other night and then I tried walking around my apartment, filming myself with my phone’s camera. I probably looked so ridiculous—I can already see you smirking.”

“I’m not smirking,” Charlie said—though he could feel it too: he was smirking.

“I know it’s dumb,” he said. “It’s not like I’m actually into cross-dressing—or drag, or whatever you call it. It’s just a bet that I want to win.”

“Okay. Sure. But what can I do to help?”

“I just didn’t look like a girl,” he said. “I mean—my face looked okay, and my body was fine with the padded bra and all that—but walking around and even standing, I didn’t look like a chick. I went online and watched some videos. Everyone says it’s all about presentation and mannerisms and attitude. There was this guy on YouTube who hardly looked like a girl at all, and then he changed his posture and suddenly he looked like a chick. It was the craziest thing.”

“So you want me to hypnotize you into being able to… hold the posture of a woman?” Charlie asked, feeling even more confused than before. How was such a thing possible?

Adam looked at his feet and let out another nervous little laugh. “I mean—I think I can do the posture, and I sort of practised the mannerisms. But the thought of doing it in front of people—both friends and strangers—is horrifying. I need you to make me less… afraid.”

Charlie nodded his head. He’d watched videos of hypnotists helping people with anxiety disorders. There were studies coming out claiming that hypnotism might be the newest drug-free cure to anxiety, and even depression in certain cases. Adam’s case wasn’t so different: much more specific and maybe more mild—but not much different. “I can certainly try,” Charlie said.

“Okay, cool. So what do I do? Are you going to dangle a stopwatch in front of me or something?” He let out yet another nervous laugh.

“No,” Charlie said. “You just need to sit there and try to relax. It won’t work if you’re too tense.”

Adam took a deep breath, letting his shoulders sink down. Charlie got up to retrieve a spoon and a wine glass. He knew it was going to take some time with Adam. He was so tense that it seemed unlikely he would get into a trance. But it was worth a try.

Charlie struck the wine glass, making Adam jump. “Just relax, Adam,” he said.

He led Adam through the routine. Adam resisted even more than Dave before him. Every couple of minutes he would laugh nervously, and then he would make a comment like, “Is it working or not?”

“Just relax. If you want this to work, you need to relax. Don’t say anything. Just focus on the black behind your eyelids.”

Twenty minutes went by. Adam kept taking deep breaths and letting all of the air out of his lungs at once. Then he would shake his head, as if he was shaking unwanted thoughts away. “Try to be still,” Charlie said, losing hope. It was starting to seem like Adam would be his first failure as a hypnotist. It was bound to happen sooner or later. He’d read that only 30% of people could be hypnotised, so the fact that he’d gone two for two before Adam was already impressive.

“Try to focus on the black,” Charlie said again, just about to quit as he struck the wine glass again. He closed his eyes and tried to remember tricks he’d seen in videos. How could he help Adam relax? What was a hypnotist supposed to do with someone who was tingling with anxiety? He could think of nothing. “Okay, well then why don’t we…”

He looked at Adam and noticed a fluttering of the eyelids: that first sign that he was in a trance. “Are you relaxed?” he asked.

Adam nodded his head gently. “Yes,” he said in a soft voice. Charlie nearly jumped out from his seat with excitement. He’d forgotten the thrill of putting a person into a trance. He forgot how amazingly powerful it felt to crack the password of a person’s brain. Now he had access to Adam’s hard drive. He was in control.

Charlie looked at Adam’s hands. For the first time since he’d arrived, he wasn’t fidgeting. He was perfectly still: just how Charlie wanted him.

But Charlie’s smile quickly faded when he realized he had absolutely no plan. Getting a person to quit a bad habit was simple: associate the habit with something bad. But how could he get a man to calm down? He couldn’t just say ‘when you think about dressing up, don’t be nervous.’ Hypnotism isn’t quite that simple. He needed to think of a way to associate getting dressed up with a positive activity. Maybe he needed to make Adam think that being seen dolled up would be exciting—drawing from some excitement he felt as a child, like going to an amusement park with friends, or the desire to see presents under the tree on Christmas morning.

But where could he start. “Tell me about your outfit for this party coming up,” he said, trying to buy himself some thinking time.

“I have three outfits to pick from,” Adam said calmly. “A crop top and short shorts; a sparkly green dress that laces up the sides; and a black bodysuit with a mini skirt.”

Charlie still had no idea where to go from here. “Which one do you like best?” he asked.

Adam was quiet for a long moment. Then he said, “I think I’ll wear the dress.”

“Imagine yourself walking into the party in the dress. You walk up the steps and then you step through the door. What happens next?”

“People turn to look at me. Someone points, and then they all laugh,” Adam said. “I try to explain that it’s for a bet, but no one believes me.”

Charlie nodded his head. “But it is for a bet, right?”

Adam was silent for another moment. “Sort of.”

Charlie’s heart bounced. “What do you mean, sort of?”

“There’s a bet.”

“Right. But you said that you walk into the party in the green dress, but it’s only sort of because of a bet. What do you mean by sort of?”

Adam was silent, as if he didn’t want to answer the question. Charlie had seen similar resilience with patients in online videos. Some people build up strong defences that are hard to break down: sometimes requiring multiple sessions, sometimes requiring the Deep Trance. “Okay. Do you leave after they laugh at you?”

Adam nodded his head. “The bet’s over at that point,” he said.

“But you told me that you look okay with your wig and makeup and outfit. Don’t you look okay?”

“I thought so,” Adam said, his eyes fluttering again.

“And why don’t other people think so?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “Maybe they don’t see me the way I see myself.”

Charlie nodded his head, suddenly feeling more like a psychoanalyst than a hypnotist. “You want to win the bet, right?”

Adam nodded his head.

“Show me your girl posture—what you told me you’ve been practising for this party.”

Adam slowly sat up straight, lowering his shoulders and curving his back. He lifted his chin up slightly and then he crossed his legs. The posture was impressively feminine—more so than Charlie was expecting.

“Is this how you will be at the party?”

“Not if people are staring at my funny,” Adam said.

Charlie nodded his head again, feeling like he was getting closer to where he wanted to be. “Tell me about a time in your life when you felt proud—like you were being praised.”

Adam was silent as he racked his brain. “When I was twelve, I won a running race at school. My dad was so happy that he hugged me and took me out for pizza.”

“And that felt good?” Charlie asked.

Adam nodded.

“I want you to think of that feeling now—I want you to imagine yourself at this upcoming party, in that green dress, and I want you to think of that feeling whenever someone looks over at you.”

Adam’s lips curled into a small smile. “Okay,” he said gently.

“Now walk me through the scenario again. You step up to the front door of this party house. Guide me through what happens next.”

Adam took a deep breath. “I’m nervous,” he said. “I don’t know what people will think of me. I don’t know if they’ll believe that I’m dressed up for a bet. I’m reaching for the door handle now. My hand is shaking. I close my eyes and then I open the door. Then I step in and people are looking at me.”

“What happens now?” Charlie asked.

Adam’s lips curled into a smile again. “I feel happy,” he said. “I haven’t felt this way in so long. I like it when people look at me.” He sat up straight again, letting his shoulders relax.

“No one is mocking you, right?”

Adam shook his head. “But I’m still nervous. I still haven’t won the bet. I feel… nice—but do they think I look like a girl?”

Charlie nodded his head. “They do,” he said.

“They do?” Adam asked.

“Everyone does.”

Now Adam was silent. Charlie looked up at the clock and was shocked to see that it was nearly 10:00 PM. He had to work in the morning, so it was probably time to shut the session down. “When I snap my fingers, you’re going to wake up from your trance,” he said. “One… Two… Three.” He snapped. Adam opened his eyes. He looked around the room, letting his pupils adjust to the light, and then he looked at Charlie. His face quickly turned red as he remembered everything from the session. “How was that?” Charlie asked.

Adam shied away. “I don’t know,” he said. “It was weird. You really hypnotised me.”

“I told you.”

“I didn’t believe you.”

“I could tell,” said Charlie. “I should probably gear down for bed. Maybe we can do another session tomorrow. I think we made good progress.”

Adam nodded his head. “Sure.”

“Maybe bring your outfit and we can create some positive associations.”

Adam’s face turned an even darker shade of red. “Just for the party,” he said. “It’s not like I’m into this. You know that, right?” He looked into Charlie’s eyes, looking scared like a wounded animal.

And now, Charlie wasn’t so sure what this was all about. Adam’s reluctance to answer Charlie’s question while in his trance made Charlie think there was more going on—but it was none of his business. There was probably nothing going on. He remembered Adam back in high school. Adam used to stare at the hot girls, just like the other guys. He wasn’t gay, unless he suddenly became gay. Or maybe he was looking at the girls and wishing he was them—maybe he was imagining himself wearing their outfits.

No—not Adam. Adam was a bit of a goofball. His bet story checked out. His reluctance to answer that one question while in his trance was probably nothing to get hung up over. It probably meant nothing at all.


CHAPTER 5
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Adam wasn’t late the next evening. Instead, he was early, to Charlie’s surprise. He had a black garbage bag with him, and his face was already red when Charlie opened the door. “Almost ready for your big party tomorrow?” Charlie asked. Adam answered with one of his little nervous laughs.

“Once this party’s over, you can undo all of this stuff—right?”

“I can—but I shouldn’t have to,” Charlie said. “Everything I’m doing should be specific to this party.”

Adam nodded his head, but his wide eyes suggested there was something he wasn’t saying.

“What is it?” he asked.

Adam shook his head. “Nothing. I’m just getting nervous about this party. I wish I never made that bet.”

“Well it will be over soon. And I’ll do my best to ease your nerves. I watched a few videos this morning and I read a few articles. I think we’ll make some good progress here.”

Adam nodded his head again, still with those wide eyes that were begging to speak up about something.

Charlie grabbed Adam a beer and then they chatted for a bit. Adam was feeling a bit more open: not just asking Charlie to talk about himself, but filling Charlie in on how life had been since they’d last seen one another. Adam had moved around. He’d lived in a number of cities and he’d spent a small fortune travelling the world: a fortune he’d received from a grandfather who passed. “I would live in Paris if I could afford it,” he said. “I think I really fit in there.”

“I’ve always wanted to go,” said Charlie with a smile. “What did you like about it?”

Adam nodded his head and then turned his gaze towards the floor, suddenly becoming nervous again. “I don’t know,” he said. “It was just fun. I guess we should probably get started with this hypnosis thing, huh?”

“Sure.”

Adam closed his eyes. “Start clinking that glass.”

“Actually, I thought you could get dressed up first,” Charlie said. “Feeling the wig and makeup and the clothes on your skin will make the session a lot more effective.” Charlie had made a post on a hobby hypnotism forum, asking for help with Adam’s particular case. One of the veteran users suggested something called ‘touch association’, creating positive associations using recalled memories and feelings. On paper, the idea was good, but Charlie couldn’t help but worry Adam wouldn’t be able to relax if he was dolled up.

Also, Charlie wanted to help Adam win his bet, and he was curious to know what he was working with. Could Adam actually look at all convincing, or was all of this work a waste of time? He didn’t want to make Adam too comfortable in a costume that looked absolutely ridiculous. He didn’t want to set his old friend up for a humiliating failure.

Adam squirmed and then he nodded his head. “Sure. Okay. Uh—just don’t make fun of me. It’s just for a bet,” he said, as if Charlie didn’t already know. “It will take me about twenty minutes to get ready—longer if you want me to really put on my makeup.”

“Just make yourself look how you’re going to look at the party. I’ve got the day off tomorrow, so we’ve got all night.”

Adam nodded his head and then he sprung to his feet. With his face tilted down, he scurried off to Charlie’s bathroom, leaving Charlie alone in the living room. It was a great opportunity to review everything he’d gone over that morning: the replies to his forum post and the videos he watched on dealing with anxious patients. There was lots of great info: little tips that he was excited to test out.

One of the posters on the forum suggested that Adam be sent to a psychologist. “Don’t hypnotise him. By the sounds of it, he’s dealing with something bigger than this so called ‘bet’. He’s likely using this bet as a way to deal with some unresolved issues.” Charlie couldn’t help but wonder if the forum user was correct. Maybe it was dangerous to be meddling in the brain of a man who wasn’t being completely honest. Maybe Adam did need psychological help—or maybe he just wanted to win a bet, like he claimed.

The bathroom door opened. Charlie closed his computer and turned around. He nearly jumped at the sight of Adam, who was almost unrecognizable. His wig was long and brunette and straight. His dress was tight, exposing lots of skin down his sides: cut halter style to cover his throat. In heels, his butt was impressively perky. And his eyes were strangely mesmerizing, lined with eyeliner and mascara and eye shadow. He suddenly perked up as Charlie looked at him, probably feeling that pride that he felt as a twelve-year-old when he won his running race.

His cheeks were rosy. He smiled and bit his lip. “Sorry,” he said. “This is probably awkward for you.”

Charlie shook his head. “It’s fine. You want to win that bet, right? I want to help you win.” He cleared his throat and tried to gather his thoughts, which had scattered the moment Adam stepped out from that bathroom. So maybe Adam could look the part. Maybe he could win the bet.

But now Charlie had questions buzzing through his mind. How did he know how to do his makeup so well? Surely that wasn’t easy. His eyeliner was slick and seemingly perfect. His lips looked plump and juicy. He’d clearly done some contouring work to make the shape of his face more feminine. And how did he know how to do any of it? Maybe the same way Charlie knew how to hypnotise people; the Internet is a fantastic resource after all.

“We should get started, huh?” Adam said, taking a seat. He wasn’t sitting like a girl, as if he’d forgotten his proper posture in his state of anxiety—or maybe he was too embarrassed to embody the female persona he was wearing.

“Okay. Sure,” Charlie said, clearing his throat again, trying to resist the urge to look down Adam’s body, which seemed impossibly feminine. Did he have some sort of insert around his hips to make them look wider? Or did he have the hourglass figure that women craved?

“Close your eyes and let’s get started,” Charlie said, picking up his spoon and wine glass, which had been on the coffee table since the night before.

It was another long battle to get Adam to relax. He kept squirming and pulling down the skirt of his dress and biting his lip and fidgeting with his fingers. Charlie must have said, “Just try to relax,” three dozen times. But slowly, Adam was starting to relax. Each ping of the wine glass made him sink down a little bit more, until finally, he was still. “Are you relaxed now?” Charlie asked.

Adam nodded his head. His eyes fluttered. Now that Adam was mostly unconscious, Charlie could look down his body, which he did reluctantly. Adam already had his legs shaved. His legs looked surprisingly good, and his feet were cute in the open-toed heels. “How do you feel right now, in your outfit?”

“It’s tight. I feel exposed,” Adam said softly.

“Tell me, Adam: can you do a feminine voice? I think that would help very much with your situation.”

“Yes. I think so,” Adam said.

“Can you do it for me now?”

Adam was silent.

“Tell me about your day today, in your best female voice.”

“Well, today I slept in until nine. I ate cereal for breakfast, and then I tried on my dress and wig. I spent an hour working on my makeup, and then I took a shower.” His voice was surprisingly impressive: not perfect, but had Charlie not known any better, he probably would have bought it. “Then I tried on my bodysuit and jean shorts. I put the wig back on, did my makeup again, and I posted a picture of myself on a forum—with a throwaway account. My picture got a few hundred views.”

“Any comments?” Charlie asked.

“Lots,” Adam said, suddenly smiling. “The comments were positive. I’ve never done anything like that before.”

“How did you feel when you saw that your picture was getting views?”

“I felt good. Like I haven’t felt since I was twelve.”

Charlie nodded his head. The comment was fascinating. Apparently the association he created also worked online, with Internet impressions—not just face-to-face appearances.

“Are you excited for the party tomorrow?” Charlie asked.

Adam shook his head. “I’m scared.”

“Why are you scared?”

“I don’t want people to laugh at me.”

“But doesn’t it feel good when people notice you?”

Adam nodded. “Yes. It feels good.”

Charlie stopped to think. “I want you to feel good all the time, Adam—not just when people are looking at you. Do you feel that hair on your shoulders right now?”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever been really excited and really happy at the same time?”

Adam took a moment to think in his trance state. “When I was nine, it was my brother’s birthday. We were going to a theme park.”

“Whenever you feel that soft hair on your shoulders, I want you to remember that feeling of going to the theme park.”

Adam nodded his head, and then he smiled.

“Have you ever felt attractive?” Charlie asked.

“When I posted the picture today. Someone wrote that they wanted to fuck my brains out.”

“Did you like that?” Charlie asked.

Adam nodded. “No one’s ever said anything like that to me before.” His girly voice was becoming more and more convincing—either because Charlie was getting used to it, or because Adam was improving with each practised sentence.

“Whenever you feel a piece of woman’s clothing on your body, I want you to remember that feeling.”

Adam smiled again.

“Now tell me: are you excited about this party?” Charlie asked.

Adam nodded. “I can’t wait,” he said.

“Imagine yourself walking up to the door. Guide me through what happens next.”

“I’m nervous,” Adam said. Charlie was making progress, but he still felt defeated. He wanted Adam to lose the nervousness completely. If Adam was going to pass as a woman, he needed to blend in. Nervous people don’t blend in—they stick out like ripe tomatoes in a bowl of green grapes. “I don’t want to go inside. If they don’t think I look good… I don’t want that.”

“Interesting,” Charlie said, nodding his head slowly. “Why don’t you want that? Because of the bet?”

Now Adam was silent. His nervousness was obviously a deep-rooted issue. If Charlie was going to solve the problem, he needed to go deeper. He didn’t have weeks to do multiple sessions. He only had about twenty hours before the party. “Adam, I’m going to clink this glass again. Each time you hear the clink, I want you to relax more, and I want you to think about nothing but the black behind your eyelids.”

He clinked the glass multiple times, with ten seconds of silence between each. He did this for five long minutes, until Adam was slumped forward like a powered down robot. “Can you hear me, Adam?” Charlie asked.

He nodded his head.

“Can I ask you a question, Adam? Do you have a girl name you prefer?”

“April,” he said without hesitation.

“April,” Charlie repeated. “Do you like the name April?”

April nodded as much as she could with her limp head.

“Tell me why you’re so nervous about this party.”

“I want people to think that I’m pretty.”

“Why do you want that?” Charlie asked. He was beginning to realize the forum poster might have been correct. Maybe the bet was made as an excuse to live out a secret fantasy.

“It makes me happy,” she said.

“Have you ever been so sure of something in your life? Maybe when you were a kid and you drew something and you knew your parents were going to love it…”

April thought for a long moment. “My mom wanted a book for Christmas one year. She couldn’t find it for a long time, and then I found it. I was fourteen.”

“And you knew she was going to love it?”

She nodded her head.

“Okay. I want you to feel that way when you start wondering what people will think of how you look. So when you’re walking up to that party house, I want you to remember that feeling.”

April nodded her head. Her lips curled into a smile.

Charlie couldn’t help but smile, thinking he’d finally cracked Adam. He finally had Adam where Adam wanted to be when he first reached out looking for a hypnotist. But now Charlie was worried about what was really happening deep in Adam’s head. Was this April character created for this bet, or had she been lingering for a long time?

“Will this be the first time you go out as April?” Charlie asked.

April shook her head. “I went out a month ago.”

“What were you wearing?”

“My bodysuit and shorts.”

“How did that go?”

“It was terrifying. I could feel people looking at me.”

“And you knew what they were thinking?”

She nodded her head.

“And why did you go out. Was that for a bet?”

“I was curious,” she said.

“Curious about what?” Charlie’s heart throbbed and skipped a beat.

“I wanted to know if I could pass.”

“Why did you want to know that?”

“I got a message on Instagram from a trans girl who said that I had the perfect face and body to be trans. That was three years ago. That comment has always stuck with me.”

“That’s what started all of this?” Charlie asked.

She nodded her head.

“Do you like boys or girls?”

“Boys,” she said, taking Charlie by complete surprise. Was that April’s answer or Adam’s answer? Was it the same? Was April some sort of multiple personalities disorder character, or was she just Adam? Charlie was getting deeper than any hobbyist hypnotist should go. This was a case better left for a licensed professional. But now he was curious. Now he had the opportunity to flex his therapeutic muscles.

“Have you always liked boys?” Charlie asked.

April nodded.

“Have you ever been with a boy?”

April shook her head.

“So you’re a virgin?”

“Sort of.”

“What do you mean by ‘sort of’?” Charlie asked. His heart raced as a lump grew in his throat. He was entering taboo territory, getting information that didn’t belong to him—information that had nothing to do with the bet that he was hired to help with.

“Last year I was at a party. I went to use the bathroom but the lock on the door was loose and I guess I didn’t lock it properly. A guy came in. I was just washing my hands, so he didn’t see anything. But he didn’t leave. He just looked at me. He’d been looking at me like that all night, from across the party.”

“Who was he?” Charlie asked, clearing his throat in an attempt to clear the lump.

“A friend of a friend, I guess,” April said. “He asked if I was gay. I told him that I didn’t know. I don’t know why I told him that. He unzipped his pants and showed me his cock.”

“Then what happened?”

“I reached out and grabbed it. I gently squeezed it and then I stroked it until it was hard. It made me feel like a girl.”

“And you liked that?”

She nodded her head. “I liked it a lot.”

“And then what happened.”

“He came while I was stroking him. I jumped back and ran out of the bathroom before he was even finished. Then I left the party before he could find me.”

“Aside from that, you’ve never had a sexual experience?” Charlie asked.

April shook her head. Charlie knew it was time to end the conversation. He took a deep breath and was just about to wake April up, so she could become Adam again, but then she spoke. “But I want to have one.”

“You want to have a sexual experience with a man?” Charlie asked.

She nodded her head. “Yes.”

“Describe it to me. Describe your ideal sexual experience.”

She was silent for a moment. “I want a man to take me—to hold me down and kiss my neck. Then I want him to force me to suck his dick. I want to be completely overpowered—and then I want to be bent over. I want to feel a cock in my asshole—and I want to feel another man’s cum inside of me.”

Charlie felt beads of cold sweat forming on his forehead. He nodded his head and took another deep breath. He could feel his pants tightening. There was something hot about April’s description: something absurdly arousing. He found himself imagining her with her tight dress and her long hair, sinking down and sucking on his cock. Charlie imagined himself pressing his thick cock deep into April’s tight asshole, making it stretch, making her squeal.

“Any man?” Charlie asked.

“Maybe,” she said.

“And why haven’t you made that happen yet?” he asked.

“I’m too afraid,” she said.

“Of what?”

“Rejection.”

Charlie nodded his head. “Remember when you were so sure that your mom was going to love that book. Remember that feeling?” he asked.

She nodded her head.

“I want you to remember that feeling whenever you see a man you want to sleep with, when you’re in your dress and with your long hair. Does that make sense?”

She nodded her head.

“I’m going to wake you up now. Okay? I’ll count to three, and then I’ll snap my fingers and you’ll wake up from this Deep Trance. One… Two… Three.” He snapped his fingers and her eyes opened.

She blinked a few times as her pupils grew large. Then she looked around them room and took a deep breath of air into her lungs before clearing her throat. “D—Did I fall asleep?” she asked.

Charlie shook his head. “You were just in a Deep Trance. I think you’ll be just fine for your party tomorrow. Just keep practising your voice.”

She nodded her head slowly. “Why can’t I remember what we talked about?” she asked. She didn’t seem to notice that she was talking casually with her feminine voice now.

“I don’t know. Sometimes you remember, sometimes you don’t, I guess.” Charlie bit down on the edge of his tongue, feeling strangely guilty for venturing into a part of her brain he was never asked to venture into.

She nodded her head as she scanned down Charlie’s body. Then she looked away quickly and closed her eyes. She took another deep breath. “Weird. It’s just such a… weird feeling.”

“How do you feel?” Charlie asked.

She took a moment, running her hands down her dress-clad body. “I feel good,” she said. “I think you’re right. I think I’ll be just fine tomorrow.” She cracked a smile.

“Good,” said Charlie.

Then she looked at him again. Her eyes flashed and then her gaze went down Charlie’s body. She gently bit her bottom lip and then her body shuddered. A soft whimper escaped her lips and then she forced herself to look away again. Her face turned red, and it was obvious what was happening because Charlie made it happen. She was like a flustered teen girl standing in front of some teen heartthrob. She could hardly control herself. The tingling she was feeling all over was maybe a little bit too obvious.

“Is everything okay?” he asked.

She bit her lip again and nodded her head. “Everything’s fine,” she said. Then she cleared her throat. “I—uh—maybe I should get going.” But she didn’t move. She didn’t take off for the bathroom to get undressed. She stood there, staring at Charlie, letting her gaze drift down to his crotch as if she was trying to summon some sort of X-ray vision. Charlie’s gut churned with a peculiar fear. Had he gone too far? Is this why hypnotism was generally left in the hands of trained professionals? Was this going to be a problem she dealt with from now on?

Charlie took a deep breath. His mental alterations were only supposed to work when she was dolled up as April. And according to Adam, April was only going to exist for this one party—at least according to Adam when Adam was lying. But Charlie knew his secret. He knew that April wasn’t just a one-time thing. Now, whenever Adam became April, April was going to be a promiscuous little tramp, possibly putting herself into dangerous situations, flirting with men who were clueless to her reality—and it was going to be Charlie’s fault.

“Maybe we should do another session after this party,” Charlie said.

She nodded her head and cracked a smile. “I’d like that,” she said. But Charlie wasn’t hitting on her—he was just trying to set up a time to undo the damage he’d done.

She was looking at his crotch again. “I guess you should get going. It’s pretty late,” Charlie said.

She nodded her head. “Okay.” She turned to the front door and started walking slowly.

“Don’t you want to get changed?” he asked.

She stopped and looked back at him, and saw that he was pointing to the bathroom. “Oh. Right,” she said. Then she started towards the bathroom. She looked back at Charlie with a grin before slipping inside.

Charlie’s heart pounded. He was quickly realizing he’d made a huge mistake. Had he created a monster? Did Adam really want this? Would Charlie be able to fix this? Was this now something he would have to deal with for the rest of his life? “Fuck,” Charlie muttered under his breath once April was in the bathroom. He began to pace back and forth. He thought about posting on that forum, but he was terrified to admit what he’d done: a very serious ethical violation. And was it legal? Had he broken some sort of law, meddling with another person’s brain?

“Hey Charlie?” April’s sissy voice called out.

“Yeah?” Charlie called back after a moment of heart-pounding terror.

“Could you help me with this dress? I can’t quite reach the zipper!”

Charlie’s body trembled. He closed his eyes and tried to gather his mind. He just had to get her out of that outfit and then her brain should normalize itself. All of his little adjustments were designed to only work when she was associating the feeling of her long hair and her tight dress. They weren’t meant to have any affect on Adam’s normal life.

Charlie went to the bathroom door and gently pushed it open. She was standing with her hands on the edge of the vanity, slightly bent over. “I just need you to unzip me,” she said. Her bum was perked out slightly: and it was a nice ass. Charlie nodded his head and slipped behind her in the tight space. He reached for the tiny zipper and gave it a gentle tug, exposing her soft back. She had a light band of freckles across her upper back, from shoulder to shoulder. There was something very feminine about those freckles, even though they had nothing to do with April’s feminization.

Charlie tried to look away from them. He pulled the zipped down to the middle of her back, and then it became hard to tug as the dress fabric loosened. He had to grab a bit of her dress, pulling it taut, in order to pull the zipper down the rest of the way.

He got it down, but before he could pull his hands away, April placed her hand on his, pressing his palm against her side. She gently pulled it forward, onto her chest, from her sternum to her breast, which felt strangely real. She pressed down hard, so Charlie would feel everything. Then she nestled her bum back into his crotch. A soft whimper escaped her lips as Charlie’s nerves fluttered.

“W—What are you doing?” he asked. But she didn’t answer. Instead, she pulled his hand up her chest, over her throat, and to her chin. She opened her mouth and let one of his fingers inside. It was warm and wet. She sucked his finger.

And then her other hand reached back and nestled onto his ass. She gently pulled him forward, pressing him tighter against her. Charlie let out a nervous laugh. “I’m sure if you do this tomorrow, everyone will think you’re a girl. You’re very convincing.” He laughed again, feeling the blood rushing into his face. Then he cleared his throat.

He really had created a monster: a beautiful, convincing, horny monster. Maybe he was more powerful than he thought—though he couldn’t think of any way to undo the mess he’d created. He tried to rack his brain, but his heart wouldn’t stop pounding against his ribcage. He wondered if she could feel his heart—if she knew how nervous he was.

His cock began to throb. He wanted to pull back before she felt anything, but now she was gently grinding her ass against him and it felt nice—too nice to pull away from. Maybe he could just let it happen. Maybe he could just enjoy the moment. Would it be embarrassing later? Maybe—but it would be just as embarrassing for her—if not more. She didn’t know what he’d done in her head, after all. If he’d done his job correctly, which he was sure he had, then she currently thought that all these feelings were her own. And maybe they were her own—he still wasn’t sure. He wasn’t a professional hypnotist, after all.

He looked down at that cute band of freckles again. She sure looked like a girl. But he knew she wasn’t. He knew that the erection he was now getting wasn’t right. Adam was an old friend. He couldn’t possibly let himself get intimate with his old friend! But he couldn’t look away from her. He could take his hands off of her soft skin, and he couldn’t pull his finger from her warm mouth.

He took his free hand and reached down for the skirt of her tight dress. He pulled it up, revealing a pair of green lacy panties. He squeezed her ass and then he slipped her panties down to her thighs, exposing her entire ass. He ran his fingers up her crack, feeling her puckering asshole, which made his nerves tingle all over. “Fuck,” he muttered aloud, knowing he was crossing a line. But he also knew he couldn’t possibly stop himself now.

He quickly unzipped his pants and pulled out his erect cock. He pressed it against her warm ass and she let another soft whimper slip. “Fuck me,” she said with her sissy voice.

Charlie closed his eyes for a second in a final effort to convince himself to stop. And then he had the brilliant idea of hypnotising her again to make her forget about this. He’d seen the videos online: hypnotists bringing people into the Deep Trance to make them forget about traumatic incidents. It seemed simple enough, and it wouldn’t do much harm to make her forget about one quick little bathroom romp. Maybe he could find another Craigslist hypnotist to help him forget about the romp as well.

“Stick that big cock in my ass,” she said as he slid it up and down her crack, between her soft butt cheeks.

He pulled the tip right to her hole and she gently swayed her bum as if she was already trying to work it into her. He spat into his hand and coated his shaft, lubricating himself for entry. His heart bounced and skipped and puttered. His hands were trembling and so were his legs.

But before he penetrated her, he reached around and slipped his hands around her cock. It was hard and pointing upwards. He squeezed it and stroked it, pulling back her foreskin and feeling her swelling ball sack. His body shuddered again with a combination of excitement and terror. He was touching a cock: stroking a shaft and fondling a ball sack. He was far outside of his comfort zone now, starting to wonder if someone had gone into his brain and meddled around. But he couldn’t take his hand off of that cock.

He started to pump it, making her moan. “You like that?” he asked.

“I’d like it more with your dick in my ass,” she said. So he pushed his tip into her, making her perk up. Her shoulder blades pulled back, trying to touch one another as her body tensed all over. “Oh God,” she groaned, squirming all over, even though he only had his tip in her. He gently ran his hand down her back, from her freckles to her ass.

“Relax,” he said. And then her shoulder blades sunk back down and she leaned forward, over the vanity. He pushed his pelvis forward, sinking his cock into her asshole. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Then the image of Adam came into his head, so he opened his eyes quickly, to get the image of April back, so he could relax. He watched his cock sinking deeper and deeper, impressed by April’s ability to take it.

He remembered that she was a virgin: that this was her first sexual encounter involving penetration. If he made her forget this through hypnosis, he would be erasing her first sexual experience from her brain. Was that fair? Was that right? He had no idea.

He pushed until his pelvis was pressed into her ass and she was moaning fiercely. He ran his hands up her torso and cupped her breasts, squeezing firmly, making her moan even louder. Then he started to pump, pulling back and slamming forward, pressing her hard against the vanity.

She reached down and pulled her ball sack and erection up onto the counter. Now he could see the package clearly in the mirror: throbbing with each penetration. He could see the thick vein running up the bottom of her shaft. He could see her swollen tip, begging to be rubbed and sucked. His gaze became fixated on it, unable to look away for more than a few seconds. Though he had to look away occasionally to see her beautiful face: eyes closed and lips parted: plump lips moaning as they quivered.

He took her hand and brought it to her cock. “Jerk yourself off,” he said. And then he watched as she pumped herself quickly, using only her thumb and the tip of her pointer finger around her tip. Her tip quickly became a shade of red. Her little cock hole opened wide when she squeezed. Soon that little hole would be painting his mirror with white goo, and he couldn’t wait.

He fucked harder: slamming down fast, filling her entirely. He loved the feeling of her tight anal walls clenching his cock. He loved the feeling of her soft butt cheeks cushioning each blow, turning red as his pelvis slammed them hard. He looked up at her face, which was now dark red. She opened her eyes and their gazed connected in that mirror. Her eyes flashed and his heart fluttered. She let a little smile slip, and then her eyes closed again and she moaned.

“Oh God, I’m coming,” she said. Charlie looked down at that cock. He felt her body tense up, and then he watched the eruption: cum spewing out, hitting the mirror in long streaks. She squeezed her hand around her shaft, tightening that little cum hole, making each blast even more powerful. The amount of cum she produced was unbelievable, coating half the mirror with gooey white globs, which slowly crept down to the vanity countertop.

The sight was all Charlie could take. He trembled and groaned and then he dug his fingertips into her soft skin and began unloading inside of her body. She gasped and clenched her asshole tight until he had no cum left to deposit inside of her. He stumbled back and watched as she tried to clench her stretched hole. But no amount of clenching could seal the gaping hole shut. Cum began to dribble out of her, running down her legs towards the bathroom floor.

Charlie stared at the beautiful cross-dresser and she stared back at him. “I—I guess you should finish getting changed,” he said. And then he slipped out from the bathroom quickly, heart pounding ferociously. He pressed his back against his living room wall and took a deep breath. Memories of fucking April flashed in his brain while regret began to swirl in his gut.

The romp was fun: the most fun he’d ever had. But it wasn’t right: not just because April wasn’t an actual woman, but because April was actually his old friend, Adam.

The bathroom door opened ten minutes later and Adam came out. He didn’t make more than two seconds of eye contact before looking away. “Thanks for the help,” he said with a quiet and embarrassed voice. Then he went straight for the door and skirted out, as if he deeply regretted every second he spent inside of Charlie’s place. The quick exit made Charlie feel even worse about what he’d done—but he just couldn’t get the image of April out of his head: with her dress unzipped and her panties pulled down around her thighs.


CHAPTER 6
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Charlie’s mind was buzzing. He hardly slept that night, and then he found himself pacing around his place all morning. He went for a walk in an attempt to clear his mind, but the walk didn’t help much. The image of April’s soft body wouldn’t go away. It was actually Adam’s body, and it scared Charlie to think that it was just as soft when it wasn’t in a dress. Those freckles weren’t painted on as part of the April costume: they were just part of Adam.

So what did that mean? Did he have sex with a promiscuous trap named April, or did he just fuck his friend in the ass? He knew the real answer, but he refused to accept it.

It was midway through the day when a new fear came into his mind. What if April ended up getting frisky with another guy at the party because of what Charlie did to April’s mind? What if April ended up getting pounded and stretched by some big, meaty cock? The thought made Charlie squirm, but he wasn’t sure why. Maybe that’s what Adam secretly wanted all along. Maybe he would come back and thank Charlie for meddling in his head. But is that what Charlie wanted? After an hour of nervous pacing, Charlie realized the strange emotion he was feeling was jealousy. He didn’t want other guys to have April, though he wasn’t sure why he cared.

He tried to make that emotion go away, but it only became stronger the more he imagined April bent over and taking it hard from behind. The jealousy got so bad that he found himself on Facebook, looking Adam up and trying to find out where the big party was. Amazingly, he was able to find it without much effort. The event was listed publically and a friend had shared it on Adam’s wall. Even the address was listed in the event description. It almost seemed too easy to find, though why would the host bother making it private? It’s not like strangers go around looking for house parties to crash—or maybe they do. It had been a long time since Charlie had been to a house party like the one he was now preparing to go to.

He trimmed his beard and put on a nice shirt. He even sprayed himself with a touch of cologne. It wasn’t until he was walking towards his front door that he realized how crazy he was being: about to show up uninvited at a house party, just to spy on his hypnosis patient. But instead of talking himself out of it, he found himself coming up with ways to justify his unexpected arrival. He could tell Adam that it was a coincidence, that someone else invited him. He could come up with a common name, and surely Adam wouldn’t be too suspicious. Or maybe he could just say that he came to monitor the bet, to see if his hypnosis worked properly or not. He could tell Adam that he gave the address of the party while he was in the Deep Trance. ‘Don’t you remember?’ he could say to take the heat off of himself.

So Charlie ended up standing outside of the party house. He watched as people funnelled in, coming from all directions. The party was bigger than he was expecting, already booming and it wasn’t even 9:00 PM yet. Seeing the droves of guests filtering in made Charlie more comfortable. Slipping in without being caught was no longer an issue.

But now, he was nervous, stiff with fear. His brain ran through all of the horrible things that might happen to Adam as a result of their hypnosis sessions. He didn’t want to be liable for Adam getting hurt or abused or pulled into a lifestyle that he didn’t want to be pulled into.

He walked into the house, which was loud with dance music, but no one was dancing—not yet. Everyone was drinking and chatting and laughing. A few people were getting a game of beer pong together, reminding Charlie of college. Many of the guests were college aged, making Charlie wonder if he was at a college party.

He wandered through the house with his hands in his pockets, trying to look as casual as possible. He scanned each room carefully for April, but couldn’t find her. His heart galloped as he wondered if she was already up in a bedroom with someone. Just how powerful were the alterations he made in April’s head? How horny would she get walking into a room all dolled up?

Charlie found himself in the kitchen. He grabbed a beer from a random case and drank half of it quickly, hoping it would soothe some of the anxiety that was tingling through his body. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, and then someone gave him a firm pat on the back. “Enjoying yourself?” a voice said.

He opened his eyes but didn’t recognize the young man staring at him. “Me?” Charlie asked.

“Yeah.”

“Sure.”

“Cool, bro,” the man said, and then he zipped away, possibly high on cocaine. Charlie’s heart sped up and then cooled down, worried for a moment that he’d been caught in a place he didn’t belong.

Charlie wandered the house again, back towards the front door. He took another long sip from his drink and then he scanned that main room, looking to spot April. Surely she wouldn’t be hard to spot in that green, sparkly dress.

There was a very pretty girl standing in the corner, in a white dress, with long blonde hair and pretty pink lips. She had a cute smile, stealing Charlie’s attention for a brief moment until the door opened and a green glimmer pulled his gaze to the door.

A much more beautiful specimen walked in the door: a girl who caught the attention of many men in that room. It was April, with a beaming smile on her rosy-cheeked face. Her whole body was glowing with excitement as she stood tall, without an ounce of anxiety whatsoever. The hypnosis clearly worked—maybe too much.

Charlie crept back, sinking behind a group of chatting friends, away from the chandelier light that warmed the whole room.

April looked around for a moment before walking into the room. Charlie sunk back against the wall. He watched April carefully but subtly, sometimes looking down and watching her only with his peripheral vision. He kept his distance but followed her through the large space and into the next room. He stopped behind two men. The men were talking, and then one nudged the other. “Hey, man. See that girl there?” he said.

The second man looked up. “In the green dress?”

“Yeah.”

“Sure. I see her.”

“What do you think?”

“What do I think of what?”

“Of her.”

The second man thought for a long moment. Charlie realized he was likely standing beside the men involved in the bet: Adam’s friend and the mutual friend who would unknowingly decide the bet’s outcome. Charlie took a step back and listened carefully.

“She’s cute,” he said.

The other man laughed. “Really?”

“Don’t you think so?”

“You don’t think there’s anything… weird about her?” It seemed like the man was trying to lead his friend on, to give himself an edge in the bet.

“Weird? I don’t know. She’s actually pretty hot. Why? Do you know her or something?”

Charlie smiled, thinking he’d just contributed to his friend’s victory.

The friend started laughing. “Okay, dude. I guess to each his own.”

“What? What’s so funny?”

Charlie slipped away from the men. He tried to creep along the wall unnoticed, and then April turned her head and their gazes met. Charlie froze. He stared into her eyes for a long moment, and then he cracked an awkward smile.

April smiled and started towards him. He felt his muscles tensing up as a cold chill crept down his spine. He suddenly forgot all of the excuses he came up with, though even if he had one, he was worried he wouldn’t be able to speak with the lump that was now filling up his throat.

“What are you doing here?” she asked: the question he knew that she would ask.

“Me?” Charlie said stupidly.

She laughed. “Yeah, you!” she said.

“I, uh, was invited. Is this the party you were talking about?” he said, quickly recalling one of his excuses—but even he knew it sounded silly.

She giggled cutely. “This is the party.”

“Are your friends here?” he asked.

She nodded her head. “I think they already saw me. I guess it’s just a waiting game now.”

Charlie wanted to tell her what he’d heard, but he didn’t want her to know that he came to spy. Or is that why he came? Was there another reason for him to be at that party, uninvited? “You look nice,” he said.

“Thank you. You look good too.”

“Can I get you a drink?” he asked, feeling his cheeks turning red. Why was he suddenly so flustered? He felt like a shy teenager at his first house party, talking to a girl outside of school for the first time. He could feel his legs shaking and his fingers trembling. But why? What had gotten into him?

“Sure,” she laughed. So he zipped towards the kitchen to mix April a drink. Once the drink was made, he took a moment to close his eyes and take a deep breath. “Just give her the drink and then leave,” he whispered to himself. “Before you make a giant fool of yourself.”

He took another deep breath, and then he turned around to head back towards the party. April was now across the room, chatting with a man. Charlie didn’t recognize the man. He wasn’t one of the two men he’d been eavesdropping on earlier. Charlie watched as they talked. He watched April laugh and then he watched as she bit her bottom lip. Was she into the guy? Were the urges Charlie programmed into her brain starting to take over? Would she pull the guy aside and sleep with him? The thought made Charlie’s spine tingle. He quickly zipped over and gave her the drink. “Your drink,” he said with a big smile.

“Oh, thank you,” April said. “That’s really sweet of you.”

“No problem,” Charlie said, and then he lingered next to April for a moment—far too long of a moment.

Then April turned back to the man. “Charlie, this is Roger. Roger, this is Charlie.”

Roger stuck out his hand. Charlie hesitated before shaking it. “Hi Roger,” he said.

“Hi,” Roger said softly.

“Roger is the friend I told you about. We made the bet together. Turns out, I won—so I guess I can pay up now.” She giggled.

Charlie nodded his head slowly. He didn’t care about the money. Now he was curious to know who he was eavesdropping on: apparently a couple of random guys; one who thought she wasn’t anything special, and one who thought she was hot. And if there were guys who thought she was a babe in the room, how long would it be before men started swarming her, trying to take her to bed? Why did Charlie feel so desperate to get her out of there before her programmed urges took over?

“Can I talk to you for a minute?” Charlie said, motioning towards the stairway.

“Um, sure,” she said.

So he led her up the stairs and down the hallway, away from the party. He found an empty bedroom and then he slipped inside. She followed. He closed the door and then he turned around. But before he could even get a word in, she was on her knees, fumbling for his zipper. “I want to suck your fucking cock so badly,” she said. So apparently the hypnosis was already working full-force. Charlie froze as she pulled down his fly and threw her hand into his pants to fish out his cock. She pulled it out fast and stuffed into her mouth like a hungry slut. She moaned as she slurped his flaccid member, though it wasn’t long before it started to harden.

Charlie laughed nervously. “Wow. You’re really horny, huh?”

She nodded her head and continued to suck, now bobbing her head as she pleasured her whole length with her plump lips. It felt nice, but the guilt and fear never left Charlie’s gut. He pressed the palms of his hands against the door behind him and then he closed his eyes, trying to figure out how to tame the monster he’d created. He needed to get her back into a Deep Trance so he could tell her to stop dressing up. That was the easiest solution: make Adam not want to dress up ever again. As long as he stayed out of a dress and a wig and makeup, he would never get the urges that were pulsing through him now.

But was that fair? Didn’t he secretly love to dress up? Was it fair for Charlie to take that away from him? What other option did he have? He couldn’t just let April roam the city sucking every cock she had the slightest urge to suck (which would be many cocks). It wasn’t safe for so many reasons—and Charlie didn’t want April to get with other guys at all. He liked when she was a soft-spoken virgin; though he also liked when she was a cock-hungry slut, as long as it was his cock in her mouth.

He was erect now. He grabbed her head and ran his fingers through her soft wig hair. He gently began to thrust his cock into her throat, making her gag slightly. But she was smiling, proving that she liked it, so he kept going. He stared down at her beautiful, docile body. She looked so good in that green dress, with that spattering of freckles on her shoulders. She was standing up tall on her knees, and Charlie could see a bulge between her legs. She had her own erection.

“Take your cock out and jerk yourself off,” he whispered, knowing there were people in the hallway, moving to and from the bathroom at the end of the hall.

She looked up at him with a grin, pausing for a moment. Then she stood up and looked right into his eyes, her nose nearly touching his. She leaned forward and kissed him, slipping her cock-flavoured tongue into his mouth. “You like my cock?” she asked.

Charlie quivered, afraid to answering the question. But she didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she reached down, pulled her dress up and slipped her erection out from her tight panties. She pressed it against his and then took both cocks in her hand and started pumping. Her cock was throbbing hot. He could feel her foreskin pulling up and down against his own shaft. She kept staring into his eyes. “Do you want me to come on your big dick?” she asked. Her voice was a bit too loud for his comfort level, but he was too afraid to ask her to quiet down. So he just nodded his head. Now he was the one feeling hypnotised. Maybe someone had gone into his head and pulled him into a Deep Trance. Maybe the urges in his own brain now weren’t originally his own.

She kissed him again, slipping that tongue through his lips. He let her tongue wrap around his own and he kissed back, nestling his nose against hers. Then he ran his hands down her soft body, feeling the thin laces holding the front and back of her dress together. He tilted his head down to look at her cock, which wasn’t quite as big as his. He wanted her cum on him. He wanted to feel it against his bare skin. So he lifted up his shirt to expose his bare stomach, hoping for a little feeler.

She giggled. Then she took his hand and brought it around to her ass. She nestled his fingertips between her butt cheeks and pressed down until he figured out what she wanted: to be fingered. So he stuck two fingers into her butthole, as deep as he could, and he started to pump. She groaned with a big smile on her face. “Is this what you wanted to talk about?” she asked.

He couldn’t believe how confident she was. She really was a monster, out of his control, far beyond what he meant to create. She was just supposed to win a bet! She wasn’t supposed to become a dripping wet beauty with an insatiable lust.

Charlie didn’t answer. He just nodded his head. His cock was tingling now. He was about to come, but he was holding back, groaning and tensing up all over. “Let’s come together. Are you ready?” she asked, tightening her grip and pumping faster.

Charlie nodded.

“In three seconds,” she said. “Three… two… one…” She didn’t look away from his eyes. Her lips parted and she whimpered, and then Charlie felt the warm goo splattering against his abdomen. She pressed his cock back into it and smeared it around—though he had no idea if it was his or hers—or a combination of both. His legs trembled and he looked down to see both poles billowing with globs of ivory cum. She slipped her hand up to their tips and then she pulled all of that cum down, coating both cocks.

She giggled. “That was fun,” she said, licking the cum off of her fingers. Charlie was frozen, heart pounding and mind spinning.

“Yeah,” he said. He reached down and slipped his cock back into his pants. He took a deep breath. “So tomorrow—are you free? I think we should do another hypnosis session.”

“Why?” she asked with a sly smile.

“Now that your bet is over, we can set everything back to normal. You know?”

Her eyes glistened and then her smile sunk down slightly. She nodded her head slowly and said, “I guess that’s probably a good idea.”

“I just want to make sure we didn’t do anything permanent. You get it, right?”

She nodded her head. “Sure. We can do that.”

“Okay, great. Be at my place around six tomorrow and we’ll set everything straight. Oh, and don’t worry about paying for the sessions. You’re an old friend—there’s no need to pay.” Charlie forced a smile while his heart throbbed. Was he making a mistake? Or was it for the best? He knew he needed to make her forget about both of the romps. He could live better knowing that there wasn’t a person out there who knew that he’d fooled around with a cross-dressing sissy, not that he was particularly afraid Adam would go around telling people. Though he knew that erasing Adam’s memory wouldn’t help to clear his conscious; that was something he was going to have to figure out on his own, without hypnosis.


CHAPTER 7
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Charlie left the party, but he didn’t leave the property for long. He was a block away when he decided to turn back to watch April, to make sure she wasn’t fooling around with other guys. He knew it was none of his business and he knew he shouldn’t care—but he couldn’t help himself.

He watched through the windows like a creep, and occasionally crept through the house, holding an empty beer can in his attempt to blend in. It was almost midnight when he decided to leave properly and to stop being a huge creep. As he walked away, he prayed that April wouldn’t get down and dirty with anyone else at the party, though there were a few guys who had been chatting her up throughout the night.

It was 1:00 AM when he got a text message from Adam. It was a picture: a selfie from April still dolled up, with a cute smile on her face. “Thanks for the surprise tonight,” she said.

“Thank you,” he wrote.

“You should have stuck around,” she said. “We could have shared a ride home.”

She sent another photo, this time with her skirt hiked up, showing off her panties bulge. “Want to see more?” she wrote.

Charlie’s heart fluttered. Now he was going to need to figure out a way to erase her phone’s message history as well as her memory. His heart stammered. He did want to see more, so he replied, “Yeah.”

A minute later, she sent a photo of her long erection flipped out from her panties. She had her manicured fingers curled around it. Charlie stared at it for a long moment before realizing he was staring at a cock. He shook his head and closed his phone and took a deep breath. Then the phone came back out and he replied. “Wish you were here,” he wrote.

“Tomorrow,” she wrote back. Then she sent another photo: a mirror selfie of her whole body, cock out and in hand. She was naked now, but apparently still in her horny feminine character. Charlie’s heart fluttered again. He had no idea how he was going to erase her memory and delete the urges he programmed into her. He knew it would be a long day researching hypnosis techniques before she showed up for her session.

He sent a little smiley face, and then she sent a picture of her bent over with a long sex toy pushed into her bum. Charlie’s legs trembled so he sat down. He took a deep breath before receiving the next and final photo: a picture of her cock pressed down on a table in a pool of cum. “See you tomorrow,” she wrote.

It was another sleepless night with April on the mind. Charlie knew what he had to do: turn her back into Adam and erase her April memories. He spent hours trying to think of how he could pick and choose specific memories to erase, and then he realized he needed to erase everything: every moment between the first hypnosis session and the final one. It was the only safe was to ensure there were no repercussions from Charlie’s meddling, seeing as he had no idea what Adam had been up to as April over the past couple of nights.

He knew he had to go in and erase everything, but he was also terrified of seeing her go. He didn’t want to lose her. He liked looking into those bright, flashing eyes. He liked feeling her lips against his, and he liked the tight squeeze of her beautiful asshole around his thick, throbbing cock. Maybe he could get one last romp in. Maybe he could have one last go at her beautiful body before cleaning the slate and sending her off into the world as Adam and only Adam.

She arrived early for her hypnosis session the next day, almost a whole hour early. But her earliness wasn’t an issue as Charlie had already spent the day cleaning and researching and preparing for their meeting. He was ready, though he wasn’t expecting her to show up as April, wearing a tight black bodysuit and short jean shorts. She had a big, cute smile on her face as she stepped into his place. “Ready for round three?” she asked, and he wasn’t sure if she was referring to the hypnosis or the fucking.

Charlie nodded his head and forced a smile. Suddenly his plan was dissolving in his mind—the plan he spent so many hours perfecting. But he had to go through with it; there was no other option. “Why are you still dressed up?” he asked.

“I fell asleep with my makeup on last night. I know, I know—I shouldn’t do that. It’s not good for my skin. But when I woke up, I just figured I would put on a new outfit and try a new hairstyle.” Her hair was curled now, and beautiful, but that’s not what caught Charlie’s attention. It was her voice, sounding more feminine and genuine than ever. She’d had a whole night of practise at the party. She’d been in character for over twenty-four hours now—maybe even longer. Her feminine voice was probably starting to affect the muscle memory of her face. Soon, if she wasn’t careful, speaking like a sissy would be a habit she would struggle to break.

“Do you have a change of clothes?” Charlie asked.

“Why would I?” she asked with a small giggle. Charlie forced a little laugh. How could he turn her back into Adam without confusing the hell out of her? If he erased the past three days of memories, Adam would wake up in a state of shock and horror, looking down at his feminine body, with all of that fear and anxiety he had when he first showed up on Charlie’s doorstep—plus the added terror of having three missing days of time.

But Charlie didn’t have many options now. He had to work with what was given to him, and he needed to fix her brain before she was too far-gone. He was already starting to worry that she was too far-gone. “Why don’t we get started then?” he said, leading her to the couch. He took a seat and closed his eyes for a moment, taking a deep breath while he tried to gather the courage he’d spent the past twenty-four hours building up. Then she sat on his lap, facing him, straddling him, with her hands on his shoulders, making him jump.

She was looking down into his eyes, smirking, nestling her soft bum against his lap. He put his hands on her sides with reluctance. Then he started to tremble as he felt her softness and her warmness. A whimper slipped out from his lips as her long hair tickled his shoulders. “Do you want me on top?” she asked.

Charlie bit down hard on his tongue. “Maybe we can do this after the hypnosis session,” he said with a terribly forced smile.

“Or we can do it now. It might help me to relax,” she said, biting her bottom lip gently. Whenever she bit that lip, Charlie’s brain swirled and his heart throbbed. He slid his hands down to her ass and felt her firm butt cheeks. He squeezed, pulling them apart slightly while imagining her butthole being stretched open. He let another whimper slip. He closed his eyes and tried to remind himself that April was actually Adam: not a woman at all. And after this hypnosis session, there would be no April: only Adam, only his old friend.

“Seriously,” he said. “Let’s get this hypnosis out of the way.”

She laughed. Then she reached her hand down and grasped his cock, squeezing it firmly through his pants. “Maybe you’re the one that needs to relax.”

He laughed as she began to rub and fondle his cock. It felt good—too good. He wanted to tell her to stop, but now he was getting hard and he liked it. She had the perfect rhythm, grinding back and forth with his erection cradled perfectly between her warm butt cheeks.

He laughed nervously. “If you’re not careful, you’re going to make me come.”

“Then I guess I should try to be less careful.” She winked and pushed her bum down harder, making a euphoric shock buzz through Charlie’s body. She knew just where to rub her perfect ass—just how to make his body succumb to her dripping perfection; and maybe it was because she had a cock. She was wired the exact same way as him, biologically speaking. Of course she knew just where to rub, just how hard, just how fast. She had years of daily practise with her own body, after all. And perhaps that explained why she was so striking—so smoking hot. She knew what made an attractive woman because she was a man, and men know attractive women. Though maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing. Maybe that was a blessing, if Charlie could just get his mind away from the old Adam that he went to high school with.

She stood up on the couch, towering above him. She pressed her feet together and then she dropped her jean shorts down around her ankles. Then she shimmied her panties down, exposing her half-erect cock, curved slightly to one side, bobbing in the air confidently. She wasn’t shy about it. She knew he liked it. But why did he like it? Why couldn’t he look away from it?

She stepped forward and pressed her tip to his lips. She giggled, and then he parted his mouth open. She stuck her tip in and he teased it with his tongue. His heart fluttered and his body trembled. Then she sunk down with a single elegant move, slipping onto her knees, with her face lined up with Charlie’s cock. She leaned forward and sucked his stiff rod, getting him wet. She only had to suck for a minute before he was as hard as a man can be—harder than he knew he could be. Then she climbed back up and straddled him again. She reached back and stood his cock up before sitting on it and sinking it into her body.

Now Charlie was locked in. He knew he wasn’t strong enough to tell her to stop. It made no difference anyway: erasing three romps instead of two—it changed nothing. He let her sink down, consuming his cock with her asshole. He let her bounce. He even reached out and jerked her off while she went up and down. He jerked her off until she came on his chest, and then he came inside of her tight hole.

She pulled her panties up before anything leaked out, as if she wanted to catch it all in her undies, so she could feel it for the rest of the day. Charlie’s heart stammered. Was she going to feel it once her hypnosis was complete? Would she think that she was raped while hypnotised if Charlie erased her memories? Maybe he could have her take the panties off while in the Deep Trance.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

Charlie shook his head and forced a smile. “Nothing’s wrong. Want to get started with the hypnosis?”

She nodded her head, looking somewhat suspicious. Maybe she was starting to catch on. Maybe she could tell that he was about to end her feminine fun.

He sat her down and ran her through the routine. After a few minutes, she opened her eyes and stared into his. They were both silent for a moment, and Charlie realized that she was catching on. She knew her fun was coming to an end—she knew Charlie was about to wipe her brain—but she was doing nothing to stop it. Maybe she knew it was for the best, the same way Charlie did.

So Charlie kept going, dinging the wine glass with his spoon until her eyelids were closed and fluttering and her body was relaxed. “We’re going to go even deeper now,” he said. “Keep focussing on the black, and listen to each ping.” He took her deeper, watching her shoulders sink down as her body became limp. It was time to reset her. It was time to erase the memories of Charlie’s big, hard cock slipping in and out of her. It was time to delete her urges to dress up, so she could be Adam again, and only Adam.

“Okay, Adam,” he said. “I want you to remember standing at my doorstep on Wednesday night. Remember that?”

She nodded her head.

“Now, I want you to forget…” He stopped himself as a lump suddenly began to form in his throat. He took a deep breath and shook his head. “The urges you feel when you’re dressed up…”

She was silent, waiting to be commanded.

“Instead of feeling good or bad, or happy or scared, I just want you to feel like you. When you see girls’ clothing lying around, I only want you to put it on if that’s what you want. Understand?”

She nodded her head.

“All of that stuff I told you before, about feeling excited—I only want you to feel that way if that’s really how you want to feel. When a guy looks at you, I only want you to feel good if that’s how you think you should feel. I don’t know if that makes sense—I don’t even know if what I’m saying will change anything. I just want you to forget everything I’ve told you and I want you to be yourself.”

She nodded her head. “Okay.”

“So if that means no April, then so be it. If that means no Adam, then so be it. I want you to dig deep into your heart and decide now what you really want, and then I want you to stick to it. Just be yourself.”

He thought about the romps. Now was his chance to erase them from her memory—his chance to clear himself from this whole mess. Maybe he didn’t have the courage to delete April from his personality, but he could at least delete himself from her memory, in case she decided he’d crossed a line.

“Remember the three times we fooled around?” he asked.

She nodded her head.

He took a deep breath. “Did you enjoy that?” he asked.

She nodded her head.

He bit down on his tongue. “But did you really enjoy that—or did you only enjoy it because you felt that you needed to? Was that fun real, or was it just a consequence of these sessions?”

She was silent and still. It was a long moment before her lips parted and she said. “I enjoyed it.”

Charlie caught himself smirking. Maybe erasing her memory was the right thing to do. Maybe deleting April would have made his life easier in the long run. But he just couldn’t do it. He wasn’t a psychologist or a therapist or even a genuine hypnotist. He was just a guy who really liked a girl, who happened to have a cock. “Then when I count to three, I want you to wake up, okay?”

Now he wasn’t thinking about changing the way her brain worked. He wasn’t trying to come up with ways he could tweak her life. He wasn’t trying to think of ways to clear his name of any potential wrongdoing. He wasn’t even thinking about going back in to meddle. He was just thinking about how he could start a genuine relationship with the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen, and thinking about all the fun they would have in the bedroom now that he knew her feelings were real.

“One… Two… Three.”

She opened her eyes, looked around the room, and then her gaze found him. She smiled. He smiled. Then she gently bit her bottom lip.

THE END
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