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TAKE IT FROM BEHIND

When  Andrew  and  Peter  stumble  upon  an  old  box  of  adult  magazines  while attending  Bible  Camp,  they  can’t  believe  what  they’ve  found.  One  of  the magazines, an especially kinky bisexual issue, even explains how to achieve the most incredible orgasm through backdoor stimulation. “Let’s try it,” Peter suggests. 

Andrew is hesitant, but what if the orgasm of legend is real? 

Five  years  later,  now  living  on  his  own,  all  Andrew  wants  is  to  relive  that moment at camp, relive that incredible climax. And to get the job done, he’ll need the right disguise. 

CHAPTER I

It sounds like such a cliché, but it all started at Bible Camp. I snuck away from the campfire with my friend, Peter, because he wanted to show me something that he’d found. No one noticed us leaving. He brought me to one of the old, unused cabins, and said, “You won’t believe what I found.” We had to sneak in through the window because the door was locked. 

In the cabin was a box of pornography magazines. “Whoa,” I said, lifting one of the magazines out from the box. “How did you did you find these?” 

“I was just looking in through the window and I noticed it—this morning, when we  were  playing  The  Food  Chain  Game.”  The  Food  Chain  Game  was  where everyone was assigned an animal and you all got a certain number of tags that you  carried  around.  If  you  were  assigned  a  rabbit,  for  example,  you  needed  to avoid all of the carnivores, and you won by staying alive. If you were a carnivore of some sort, your goal was to collect as many tags as possible from those below you in the food chain. While we were playing, I had in fact noticed Peter’s absence

—I just assumed he was doing a great job at hiding. 

“Look  at  this,”  he  said,  lifting  one  of  the  magazine  up.  It  was  an  anal  fetish magazine.  “Ew,  gross,”  I  said.  I’d  seen  some  pornography  before,  but  only  soft-core stuff—and even that got my heart racing, it was so taboo. “That must hurt,” I said, looking at the woman on the cover who had a gigantic cock stretching her anus wide. 

“You  know  that’s  where  the  male  G-spot  is—in  the  ass,”  Peter  said. 

“Apparently,  if  you  hit  the  right  spot,  it’s  the  greatest  climax  you’ll  ever  feel.”  He flipped  through  the  magazine.  I’d  never  heard  about  the  male  G-spot,  but  of course I’d heard of the female G-spot (though I was still a virgin, so I had no idea if  it  was  a  real  thing  or  not).  I’d  done  my  fair  share  of  masturbating  before,  and while I enjoyed it, I couldn’t help but wonder just how much better this supposed male G-spot stimulation could be. 

“Look  at  this  one,”  Peter  said,  picking  another  magazine  out  from  the  box.  It was  something  I’d  never  seen  before—something  I  didn’t  even  know  existed.  It took my brain a moment to register its reality: shemale on male porn. On the cover was a man bent over, taking it from behind by a well-hung woman. 

“Is that real?” I said, looking away.  The image of the woman with the cock was strangely enticing. It seemed to call out to me, but I refused it, pushing the image out of my mind the best I could. 

“Yeah. Look at this,” he said, flipping the page. There was a picture of a man’s flaccid cock oozing cum. The man was, of course, taking it hard from behind. “It says that if you hit the G-spot, you can come without even touching your dick—

and you come for like five or ten minutes straight.” 

“Get  the  fuck  out,”  I  said,  snatching  the  magazine  from  him  to  read  the  little article next to the picture of the oozing cock. I covered the picture with my hand, 

finding it too off-putting. Assuming the magazine wasn’t lying, Peter was right. The article even had instructions on how to peg the male G-spot with anal penetration to achieve an extended orgasm. 

The five second orgasm that followed jerking off was already pure euphoria. I couldn’t even begin to imagine a five minute, or even ten minute long ejaculation. 

My heart was racing. I handed Peter the magazine. “We should probably get back to the campfire.” 

“Why? No one will notice us missing.” 

“What if we get caught with this. What if they think it’s ours?” My hands were trembling.  My  brain  was  ferociously  trying  to  process  the  images  I’d  just  seen, women  with  cocks,  men  with  their  asses  stuffed—it  was  all  new,  all  much  more extreme than anything I’d ever seen. 

“Do you want to try it?” Peter said. 

“What?”  I  snapped,  jumping  back  from  him.  I  couldn’t  believe  what  I  was hearing. 

“What? Not like a gay thing, just to see if it’s real. Don’t you want to know if it’s real? Don’t you want to see what it feels like?” 

There was a lump in my throat preventing me from responding. I was terrified

—but I did want to know if it was real—and if it was real, how could I not want to know what it felt like? 

“Do you want to go first or should I go first?” 

“I don’t think I can do it,” I said, my whole body now trembling. 

“Look,  there’s  even  instructions  here.  Think  of  it  like  a  science  experiment. 

Pretend like I’m one of those hot chicks with the big dicks,” he said. The crippling anxiety  seeped  into  my  brain,  and  the  rest  of  that  night  became  a  haze.  I  don’t know how Peter did it, but he managed to convince me. My hands were shaking violently as I pulled down my pants. “Turn around and bend over,” I remember him saying, so I did. I grabbed the windowsill for support. 

“Okay, so it says to bend your knees a bit, that’s supposed to help,” he said. I felt the warm tip of his cock press up between my cheeks. It was wet, coated in his  own  saliva.  I  felt  nauseous,  but  that  overwhelming  curiosity  kept  me  going, kept me from protesting. I bit down on my tongue. My breathing was out of control. 

He started to push in. “It says to only go in about three inches. Tell me if you feel anything special.” So far, it only hurt, and it felt like I was taking a big poop. “Do you feel it yet?” he said. 

“No,” I said through clenched teeth. He slid in deeper and it hurt even more. I didn’t want to look back. I didn’t want to be reminded that I was losing my virginity to a man, to my friend. I didn’t even like men—or did I? 

I couldn’t believe what I’d been talked into—getting my ass filled by my friend’s big cock. What if he was tricking me? What if he wasn’t going to let me try on him, 

and he was just looking to get off? What if he was gay and he’d just tricked me into getting with him? 

“What  about  now?”  he  asked,  pushing  in  a  bit  deeper,  stretching  me  a  bit wider. 

“No,” I said, and then I suddenly felt it. The tip of his cock pressed up against something  that  sent  a  fuzzy,  pleasurable  vibration  through  my  body.  “Whoa,”  I said. “Right there.” 

“Really?”  he  said  in  a  surprised,  excited  voice.  He  kept  his  cock  pressed  up against  the  spot  as  he  waited  for  a  reply,  which  continued  to  send  warm,  fuzzy vibrations through my body. 

“Yeah, right there,” I said. 

He started to thrust gently, jabbing that same spot over and over. Each jab felt better  than  the  last.  My  shoulders  started  to  relax  and  I  could  feel  the  tension draining from my body. “Oh shit,” I said, my body succumbing to the pleasure. It was real—the male G-spot was a totally real thing, I could hardly believe it. 

“Keep going. Harder,” I said. 

He grabbed me by the hips and held me firmly in place as he penetrated me harder  and  harder,  the  tip  of  his  cock  pressing  that  sweet  spot  over  and  over.  I could feel it swelling, sending stronger volts of energy through my body, down into my cock. My legs started trembling. 

“Oh fuck,” I muttered, and then I looked down between my legs. I was coming. 

Cum was oozing out from my flaccid cock, just like in the porno magazine. It felt amazing, absolutely euphoric. 

“I’m going to come, man,” he said. 

“No, don’t come,” I said. “Keep going. Please don’t stop.” 

“I  can’t—I  have  to  come.  I  can’t  hold  back  any  longer,”  he  said,  his  voice strained.  He  pushed  in  hard—almost  painfully  hard,  but  I  was  in  too  deep  of  a euphoria to care. I didn’t want it to end, but it ended—he came. The feeling of his warm  load  filling  me  up  was  the  climax  of  my  extended  orgasm,  and  it  was amazing. When he pulled his cock out and his creampie followed, I suddenly felt empty.  I  couldn’t  believe  how  much  cum  had  oozed  out  from  my  dick.  I  could hardly believe the puddle on the cabin floor was from me. 

“Alright, my turn,” he said, turning around and bending over. I took my cock in my  hand  and  started  to  stroke  it,  trying  to  get  it  hard,  but  it  would  get  hard.  I’d already came, and I came a lot. “C’mon man, what’s going on?” he said. 

“I can’t get it up. I need some time.” 

“How much time?” 

“I don’t know, like twenty minutes or something.” I kept stroking myself, but it wasn’t happening. 

“Fuck that,” Peter said, suddenly angry, as if a twenty minute wait was totally unacceptable. “If we’re in here for another twenty minutes, they’ll definitely notice us missing. C’mon, let’s go—but tomorrow I’m cashing in my rain cheque.” Peter never  cashed  in  his  rain  cheque.  The  next  morning,  he  was  caught  in  the  old cabin  with  the  pornography,  and  he  was  sent  home.  I  never  saw  him  again.  I’d only  met  him  at  the  beginning  of  camp—I  didn’t  even  know  which  town  he  was from,  or  what  his  last  name  was.  But  I  would  always  remember  him  as  the  guy who made me realize I love taking it from behind. 

CHAPTER II

My  craving  to  relive  that  euphoria  grew  over  the  years.  There  was  never another person in my life like Peter—someone there to make the proposition, to initiate the fucking. I’d always been a victim of social anxiety. I could hardly talk to women,  never  mind  ask  men  if  they  were  interested  in  fucking  me  in  the  ass.  It was an especially difficult situation to be in, because I wasn’t physically attracted to men. I liked women, but I couldn’t even imagine asking a woman to put on a strap-on and fuck me in the ass. 

Besides,  I  don’t  think  it  would  be  the  same  with  a  strap-on—since  my  night with  Peter,  I’d  tried  using  toys  to  stimulate  that  sweet  spot,  to  no  avail.  I  even ordered a ‘prostate stimulator’ off of the internet, and it wouldn’t do the trick. Sure, the buzzing felt nice, pressed up against that G-spot, but it never got my dick to ooze cum, no matter which angle I went in at. There was something about a real, flesh-covered, throbbing cock that toys just couldn’t emulate. 

It took me years to build up the courage to venture into a gay bar. I went in with a baseball cap pushed down low and a pair of non-prescription glasses. I stayed along  the  perimeter,  where  I  wouldn’t  be  noticed  by  anyone  I  might  potentially know.  Of  course,  as  a  result,  I  wasn’t  noticed  by  anyone  whatsoever.  After  a couple of drinks, I was able to venture further into the bar, though I never built up the nerve to talk to anyone. The disguise helped quite a bit in calming my anxiety, though. 

The  next  day,  I  decided  to  try  again,  but  the  results  were  pretty  much  the same. A woman came into the bar, serving a nice reminder that I was straight, not gay.  My  craving  for  anal  stimulation  was  a  real  shame—I  couldn’t  have  both—I couldn’t have the girl of my dreams and that incredible euphoria together. As they say, you can’t have your cake and eat it, too. I watched the woman walk up to the bar and order a drink. 

She was somewhat pretty: a blonde, with shining blue eyes, and larger-than-average  tits.  She  was  wearing  the  tiniest  miniskirt,  and  the  cutest  white  heels.  I came to the bar to find a man to pleasure me from behind, and all I could do was fantasize about a woman. For the first time in my few days visiting the gay bar, I had the urge to go up and talk to someone—the woman. I took a seat next to her at  the  bar.  “Mind  if  I  sit  here?”  I  asked.  My  heart  was  pounding.  Even  talking  to women got my anxiety worked up and my throat in a big knot. 

She  smiled  at  me.  “Be  my  guest.”  The  moment  I  heard  her  voice,  I  realized: she wasn’t a woman at all. She was a man with fake tits—a tranny, just like the ladyboys from the porno magazine Peter showed me years before. I didn’t know they  were  real—I  thought  they  were  just  a  small  population  of  people  who  did porn. My heart started racing even faster; here was the solution to my conundrum

—a woman with the power to please all of my needs. I bought her drink for her. 

“I’m Andrew,” I said, extending my hand. 

She took my hand gently. “Larissa,” she said, smiling. Now that I’d heard her voice,  I  could  see  the  boyish  look  in  her  face—the  sharper  features,  the  slightly wider shoulders, small things you don’t notice until you’re sitting right up close. We talked for a bit and then I bought her a second drink. 

I was careful speaking to her, not sure what topics were out of bounds. I kept the conversation to: What do you do for a living? What are your hobbies? Do you have  any  brothers  or  sisters?  What  school  did  you  go  to?  I  stuck  to  the  most basic, boring old conversation pieces. Thankfully, I don’t think it mattered how dull the  conversation  was—she  was  there  for  the  same  reason  I  was  there,  to  find some action for the night. “Want to come back to my place? I live just down the street,” she said. My heart was racing. I couldn’t wait to get her into bed, to get her cock nice and hard and deep in my body. 

We  went  back  to  her  place  and  before  her  front  door  was  even  closed,  we were making out. We were powering through foreplay at record speed—she had her hand down my pants, massaging my cock, I had her shirt off within second, and  my  hands  firmly  on  her  stiff  tits.  From  there,  my  plan  started  to  fall  apart.  I reached up her skirt and I slipped my fingers under her panties, feeling her big, warm cock, flesh on flesh. She took my hand and pulled it away. “No touching,” 

she  said.  “Just  pretend  like  it’s  not  there,”  she  said.  My  heart  sank  into  my  gut. 

Pretend like it’s not there? It was the whole reason I was up in her apartment! 

I  didn’t  want  to  push  any  buttons,  so  I  obeyed  her  request,  returning  my attention to her tits. Kissing her felt weird. It never really felt like I was kissing a girl, though it didn’t feel like I was kissing a boy, either. But the thought of kissing a boy  made  me  feel  squeamish,  so  I  did  my  best  to  pretend  like  she  was  a  real, biological woman. We made our way to her bedroom and then she pulled down her panties and spun around. “I’m all yours, baby,” she said, flipping up her skirt and presenting herself to me. She had a nice asshole, and a big package—huge balls  and  a  long,  flaccid  cock.  I  only  saw  the  package  for  a  few  seconds  before she covered it with her hand. “C’mon, what are you waiting for?” 

“Do you want to do me afterwards?” I asked. 

She looked at me with crooked confusion. “You mean, you want to be bottom?” 

she said, as if it was the most repulsive thing she’d ever heard. 

I panicked, my heart suddenly racing. “Um, no, I mean a blowjob. You thought I wanted to be a bottom?” I laughed. My cheeks were hot. 

She smiled and bit her lip. She got up from her bed and then sunk down to her knees in front of me, taking my cock firmly in her hand. She stroked it a few times and then she plunged it into her mouth. I will admit, she knew how to suck a cock like  a  pro,  wrapping  her  tongue  around  my  girth,  getting  me  hard  in  an  instant. 

Had I let her go on for too long, I would have come in her mouth, saving nothing for  her  asshole.  “Okay,  now  it’s  my  turn,”  she  said,  a  strand  of  saliva  still connecting her lips and the tip of my cock. She spun around and flipped her skirt up again, presenting that perfect, little asshole. 

I’d come to face the reality that I wasn’t going to be getting any from behind. I took  my  cock,  lined  it  up  with  her  tight  anus,  and  I  pushed  in.  After  just  a  few thrusts, she was an elated mess—living out my fantasy, getting plunged by a big cock.  “Oh  my  fucking  God,  right  there,”  she  said,  moaning  like  crazy.  I  knew exactly how to hit that G-spot—I’d had tons of practice on myself. “Holy fuck, that feels so damn good, please don’t stop,” she said. 

I  couldn’t  look  away  from  her  cock,  which  was  swinging  back  and  forth  with every thrust into her tush. I watched it begin to throb and then I watched her white, warm  load  begin  to  ooze  out  in  increments.  She  came  constantly  for  nearly  ten minutes,  moaning  in  euphoria  the  whole  time.  It  hurt  my  heart  knowing  I  wasn’t going to get the same treatment. My craving would remain unsatisfied. I came in her ass. When I pulled out, she fell to the bed, totally limp, totally consumed by the incredible pleasure I hadn’t felt for so many years. 

I went back to that bar a few nights later, hoping to try my luck again. Larissa was there, at the bar, with a nice-looking guy next to her, arm over her shoulders. I watched  from  afar  for  a  while,  until  they  got  up  to  go  together.  Again,  she  was going to feel that unbelievable ecstasy, and I was stuck hoping guys would come to  me,  wishing  my  social  anxiety  would  stop  holding  me  back.  Once  again,  my efforts were for nothing. I left the bar empty-handed. 

CHAPTER III

Getting  picked  up  was  so  easy  for  Larissa—all  she  had  to  do  was  show  up, take a seat, and wait. She never went more than a few minutes by herself, before someone  sat  down,  bought  her  a  few  drinks  and  then  courted  her  back  to  her place. She made a good-looking lady, sure, but it wasn’t like she was about to be in any Victoria’s Secret runway shows or anything like that. Her body wasn’t even that different from mine—in fact, my body was possibly even more feminine than hers, minus the breast implants. 

Then I got an idea: why not put myself in her shoes? How hard could it be to doll myself up to the point where I looked like a convincing-enough woman to get some attention from the tranny-bangers at the bar? What was stopping me from doing exactly what Larissa was doing? It wasn’t like she was actually convincing anyone  she  was  actually  a  chick—as  soon  as  she  started  speaking,  everyone knew. As soon as you got a close enough look, it was obvious. And still, she got to go home and get to revel in that wicked anal pleasure. 

I went down to a local wig store, but my social anxiety stopped me from going inside.  How  was  I  going  to  explain  my  purchase  to  the  cashier?  Would  he  even care  that  I  was  buying  a  female  wig?  Probably  not,  but  still,  I  couldn’t  stand  the idea  of  facing  someone,  potentially  being  recognized  by  some  old  school classmate—it  wasn’t  worth  the  risk,  no  matter  how  small.  So  instead,  I  bought myself a wig online, along with a makeup kit, and a bunch of clothes. 

I  racked  up  quite  the  bill—it’s  easy  to  get  carried  away  on  those  women’s clothing  websites.  They  just  seem  to  go  on  and  on  and  on  and  on—endless options. You can’t help but wonder what every piece would look like on you, and just when you think you’re done, another cute item catches your eye. The whole process  was  strangely  fun,  though  I  don’t  know  why—I  wasn’t  exactly  looking forward to going out into public dressed like a woman. 

My heart started pounding at the mere thought of actually leaving the house. 

Was  I  really  going  to  do  it?  Of  course  I  was—I’d  already  spent  the  money,  I couldn’t  chicken  out  now.  I  hadn’t  felt  so  nervous  in  years—since  my  night  with Peter,  at  Bible  Camp.  The  way  my  heart  was  pounding  now,  I  couldn’t  help  but think back to that night, to the moment he slipped his thick cock into my asshole and I felt that surge of euphoria. 

Everything I ordered came on the same day, in a series of boxes. My face was dark  red  as  I  signed  for  the  packages,  hoping  the  mail  guy  hadn’t  looked  at  the receipt  to  see  it  was  all  from  women’s  clothing  outlets—not  that  he  would  have cared anyway. Even though I was aware that my anxiety was completely irrational, I  couldn’t  help  it.  It  was  like  an  incurable  disease—a  totally  hopeless  ailment. 

Once  the  mailman  was  gone,  I  shut  all  of  my  blinds  and  I  started  to  open  my packages. 

I had so much to get to: the wig, the makeup, the selection of dresses, skirts, tights, blouses, sweaters, tank tops, accessories, panties, thongs, and even a little

piece of lacy lingerie. The lingerie was from a special fetish store—it was tight and black and it was designed especially for some backdoor fun, with a hole just for easy  asshole  access.  It  was  an  impulse  purchase.  Holding  it  up  now,  I  couldn’t believe I’d actually bought it—would I even wear it? My heart was sent aflutter yet again. 

The wig was a perfect fit—a kind of dirty blonde colour with highlights. The wig had  darker  roots,  which  matched  my  own  natural  hair,  making  it  look  incredibly convincing. I spent a few minutes in front of the mirror, running my fingers through my new locks. Already, I was starting to look totally different—unrecognizable. 

I  didn’t  even  realize  until  that  moment  that  I’d  been  speaking  out  loud, subconsciously practicing my female voice. 

Next was the makeup. The kit I bought came with a little pamphlet with links to online video tutorials. I looked them up. They were immensely helpful, seeing as I had  no  idea  what  ‘contouring’  meant,  or  what  ‘primer’  was  for.  It  took  the  better part of my morning, but I got the hang of it pretty quickly. The dark eyeliner really brought out the green of my eyes. I never really realized until I had a full face of makeup  on,  that  my  eyes  were  so  big  and  full  of  life.  It  was  too  bad  it  wasn’t socially acceptable for men to wear makeup, because I looked pretty good—and again,  even  less  recognizable.  My  heart  was  finally  starting  to  calm  down, comforted by the thought that no one would ever recognize me with this face. Hell, I might even get confused for a real woman! 

I tried on everything I bought—some pieces were more flattering than others. 

The  two  sweaters  I  bought  were  hopeless,  making  me  look  terribly  boyish. 

Anything  that  covered  my  shoulders  made  me  look  too  broad  and  manly,  which took a couple of the dresses I bought out of contention. One of my favourite items was  a  lacy  white  dress.  It  fit  my  body  perfectly  and  made  me  look  so  cute  and petite. The only issue was, it was terribly short, hardly covering my whole ass. I had to keep tugging it down so the tiny pleats would cover my whole rump. 

I  stepped  back  and  looked  at  myself  fully  in  the  mirror.  A  chill  ran  down  my spine. I was too convincing. If I wasn’t careful, I wasn’t going to get the attention of the  tranny-bangers  at  all,  but  instead  the  straight  dudes  tagging  along  with  their gay friends. I was going to need to make sure my potential suitors knew what they were getting into. 

I stood profile to the mirror. I looked great, but my flat chest wasn’t helping my look  at  all.  I  tried  stuffing  the  cups  of  my  dress  a  few  different  ways,  with  socks and toilet paper, but none of it looked quite right. Then I remembered one of the dresses that made me look boxy had thick pads sewn into it. With a little pair of scissors, I extracted the cups, and I slipped them into my little white dress. That did the trick. I didn’t have Larissa-sized tits, but they were realistic, at least as long as I had my dress on. 

I put on a pair of white, strappy heels and did a little walk around my room. As soon as I started moving around, the breast pads began to shift out of place. My dress wasn’t tight enough to hold them in. I could have sewn them in, but then I

could only wear that one white dress, unless I was ready to re-sew the pads every time I wanted to wear something else. 

“Unless…” I thought, looking over at the tight, black piece of lingerie. I slipped out  of  the  dress  and  into  the  lingerie,  slipping  the  pads  into  the  lingerie’s  breast cups. The tight, lacy outfit was more than tight enough to hold everything in place, and it even pressed my cock against my body hard enough that there was hardly a bulge. It was the ultimate solution—so it was settled, I would wear the black lacy number underneath my clothing. I slipped my white dress back over the lingerie. 

Amazingly, the dress just managed to cover the sexy little number up completely. 

I looked in the mirror. This was really going to work—I was sexy, even sexier than  Larissa,  as  far  as  I  was  concerned.  I  had  a  feeling  that  I  wouldn’t  last  five minutes at that bar before someone came up to buy me a drink. 

CHAPTER IV

I didn’t live far from that bar, but the walk over felt like a lifetime. My mind was spinning the whole way, screaming at me to turn around. How had it come to this? 

How  had  my  craving  for  anal  sex  led  me  down  this  path,  dressing  up  like  a woman? Every time a car drove by, my body became tense. I almost had to stop every  single  time,  so  I  wouldn’t  collapse  from  rigour  mortis.  I’m  not  sure  I  was even in control of my own body at that point—my head was screaming at me to rethink  what  I  was  doing,  but  my  body  was  just  pushing  forward,  getting  closer and closer to that bar. 

It  was  a  Friday  night,  and  much  later  than  my  usual  arrival,  but  I  didn’t  quite realize  it  until  I  turned  the  corner  and  saw  the  line  of  people  waiting  to  be  let inside. I tugged down the skirt of my dress, making sure it was covering my ass, and  then  I  took  a  deep  breath.  I  felt  like  I  was  slipping  out  of  madness,  in  a moment of clarity amidst the delirium that had taken me over. I stopped about a half  block  away  from  the  crowd  of  people.  A  few  of  the  men  in  the  line  were looking my way, checking me out, nudging their buddies to take a look with them. 

Had I absolutely lost my mind? What exactly was I planning on doing. 

Memories  of  that  night  with  Peter  flashed  through  my  mind—looking  through those  magazines,  Peter  showing  me  the  photo  of  the  shemale  plunging  some dude’s asshole, me bending over with my pants down at my ankles. Was I going to  relive  that  memory  every  single  time  my  heart  rate  increased?  Every  time  an ounce of adrenaline was released into my bloodstream? 

Someone behind me whistled. “Lookin’ good, cupcake!” they shouted. I looked back. Three men walked past me, their eyes scanning my body. One of the men winked.  Did  they  know  I  wasn’t  actually  a  woman?  Were  they  straight  men, confusing me for a lady they really wanted to fuck? I knew it—I’d gone too far with my  transformation,  I  got  too  invested,  too  afraid  of  being  recognized.  The pendulum had swung way too far in the other direction. 

I walked towards the line, my body consumed by a cold trembling. How badly did I want it? How badly did I need that incredible orgasm that I’d been chasing for years? Was it really worth it? The memory of looking down in that cabin, seeing my cock oozing cum, came back to me in clear detail. Standing in that line, I could almost feel that euphoria buzzing between my legs. I wanted it so badly. 

“What’s your name, beautiful?” asked the man in front of me in line. 

“Andrea,” I said. 

“I’m Roger, pleasure to meet you,” he said, nodding his head. I smiled. It was strange—speaking  with  Roger,  I  didn’t  feel  the  crippling  anxiety  I  normally  felt talking to anyone. I was so used to being at a complete loss for words every time I opened my mouth—maybe it was the comfort of the disguise—the anonymity. Or maybe it was something else…

“Are you here with friends?” he asked. 

“I’m meeting some people inside,” I said. “I showed up a bit late.” 

The bouncer walked up to me. “You,” he said, pointing to me. “Come with me.” 

My  heart  stuttered.  Had  I  done  something  wrong?  Was  I  getting  in  trouble  for…

what? Was dressing up like a lady against the rules? Was I about to be revealed by the bouncer? Maybe he recognized me from previous nights. He led me to the front of the line, opened the door for me, and said, “Go ahead.” I stood still and stupid for a moment before I realized I’d been chosen to skip the line. I couldn’t fight the smile from my face. 

“Thank you,” I said, and then I entered the club. No one protested my skipping the line, everyone seemed fine with it, as if they agreed I should be let in, as if I really did classify as that calibre of lady—the kind of sexy they want in their club, free of cover, free of waiting in line. 

I looked around. The place was much darker, much louder, much busier than what  I  was  used  to.  Oddly  enough,  the  volume  and  darkness  provided  an  extra comfort—at  this  point  it  would  have  been  damn  near  impossible  for  anyone  to recognize  me,  even  my  closest  friends  and  family  members,  if  for  some  reason they were there, at that club. I made my way to the bar, squeezing gently between two other people waiting for drinks. One of the men looked over at me. I watched his  eyes  grow  wide  out  of  my  peripheral  vision.  When  I  looked  over  at  him,  he looked  away  swiftly,  the  way  I  would  have  if  I  thought  I  was  about  to  be  caught staring at a pretty woman. It made me feel good—a peculiar, warm sensation filled my body. 

The bartender came by and looked right at me. “What can I get you?” he said. 

“These guys were here before me,” I said. 

“No, no, go ahead,” both of the men next to me said, almost in unison. Their cheeks were red. One of the men held up a handful of cash. “Her drink is on me,” 

he said, his face becoming particularly crimson, beaming with a certain pride that he’d beaten the other man to the punch. I ordered an olive martini. 

“Thank you so much,” I said. 

He smiled gracefully. “It’s my pleasure,” he said. “I’m Mark.” 

“I’m Andrea,” I said. 

“I’m not gay, just so you know—not that there’s anything wrong with that—I’m just here with some friends,” he said, smiling awkwardly. He was kind of cute, all flustered and red-faced. 

Kind of cute? What was I thinking? Since when had I ever found a man cute? I truly  must  have  been  lost  in  some  strange  state  of  delirium.  Looking  around,  I couldn’t help but notice a few different men who seemed strangely attractive. One of  the  men  in  the  club  was  particularly  handsome,  with  chiselled  features,  big arms, and a stacked chest. He didn’t look like my type though—it was too much, too  hard-looking.  I  liked  the  guys  with  the  softer  features,  who  looked  like  they didn’t spend their lives in the gym, lifting weights to build up muscles they would never use. 

Not my type? There it was again—that poisonous delirium, seeping further into my  brain.  Since  when  did  I  have  a  type  for  men?  Where  was  this  sudden attraction  coming  from?  Was  it  coming  from  the  disguise—was  I  getting  too  into character? Or was my anxiety barrier finally breaking down, finally letting my true self  out.  No,  no,  it  couldn’t  be—I  wasn’t  gay.  I  liked  women.  Maybe  I  was  bisexual. “Are you okay?” Mark asked, his eyes narrowed. 

“Huh?  Yeah,”  I  said,  looking  up  into  his  eyes.  I  couldn’t  tell  if  his  eyes  were green  or  brown.  They  seemed  to  change  every  time  I  looked,  every  time  a different light hit his face. He had a nice covering of stubble on his face, and his cologne was strangely alluring. 

“How’s the drink?” he asked. 

“It’s good, do you want a sip?” 

“No, that’s okay. I’m not much of an olive guy.” 

“Me neither—only in martinis, for whatever reason,” I said. 

He laughed. “Isn’t an olive martini pretty much just olives and olive brine?” 

“And vodka, I think,” I said. 

“To each their own.” As I looked towards the rest of the bustling bar, I noticed Mark checking out my body through the corner of my eye. He was into me—and he  almost  certainly  had  no  idea  I  was  actually  a  man.  But  it  was  obvious  he wanted to take me home—what single man at a bar didn’t hit up a woman and buy her a drink without the hope of taking her home? My heart sunk into my gut. It was the furthest I’d gotten with a man, the closest I’d gotten to revisiting that beautiful euphoria,  and  it  was  for  nothing.  As  soon  as  I  told  him  I  was  really  a  man,  he would  be  gone—probably  out  of  the  bar,  he  would  be  so  embarrassed.  Who wouldn’t  be?  What  straight  man  could  hit  on  a  woman  and  then  hold  onto  their pride the moment they found out she was really a man? 

A thought occurred to me: I didn’t have to tell him. Could I get away with it? My lingerie covered my tits and my cock. All I would have to do is convince him to let me keep the little outfit on, hope that he was okay fucking me only in the asshole

—of course he would be okay with that, what man wouldn’t? But would it raise any flags?  What  woman  only  wants  to  be  fucked  in  the  ass,  with  no  pussy-play whatsoever? I’m sure women like that existed out there. I would have to make him think it was my overwhelming fetish—easy enough, seeing as it was. 

As  soon  as  I  finished  my  martini,  he  bought  me  another  drink,  and  then another  and  another.  He  was  drinking  twice  as  quickly  as  I  was,  getting  drunk much faster. His drunkenness made me ever more confident in my plan. If he was drunk enough, he wouldn’t care to ask why I only wanted it in my ass. He would be too drunk to notice my subtle Adam’s apple, or realize the slight bulge between my  legs  wasn’t  actually  a  camel  toe.  “Do  you  want  to  go  back  to  my  place?”  I asked him finally, and a big grin swept across his face. 

We went out together and he hailed down a cab. “It’s only a few blocks,” I said. 

“Then it will only be a few bucks,” he said with a smile. He couldn’t even wait a ten minute walk to get under my dress. As we got into the cab, another thought occurred to me: was his drunkenness really such a good thing? What if he did find me out? Would he become enraged? Would he be able to control his emotions, realizing he’d been deceived into sleeping with a man? 

CHAPTER V

The  nerves  and  anxiety  I  was  so  accustomed  to  were  nowhere  to  be  found. 

Instead,  I  felt  excited,  energized,  and  totally  comfortable,  despite  the  fact  I  was about  to  trick  a  straight  man  into  sleeping  with  me.  Maybe  it  was  the  booze.  I wasn’t  much  a  drinker,  and  the  few  drinks  I  had  at  the  bar  were  pretty  strong. 

Though I’d been drunk many times before, and never had the booze taken away my stress and anxiety. So maybe there really was something else at play. 

I initiated the kiss as soon as we were inside of his apartment. He kissed back, wrapping  his  arms  around  me.  I  don’t  know  what  had  gotten  into  me,  I  wasn’t being careful at all, letting him grab my tits, letting him kiss my neck. If he wasn’t so drunk, he probably would have noticed the Adam’s apple that he was kissing, and had he squeezed any harder, he would have pushed my breast pads out of place. Why was I suddenly so brazen? 

I could feel his bulge growing in his jeans, against my abdomen. I purposely rubbed myself up against it, trying to get it harder, getting a strange pleasure out of the thought that I was capable of arousing a man—but again, why did I care? I was straight, wasn’t I? I was beginning to wonder…

After  I  shoved  my  hand  down  the  front  of  his  pants  and  slipped  my  fingers around his bare flesh, I started to think that maybe I was gay, or at least bisexual. 

My heart started racing with excitement, feeling his throbbing erection in my hand. 

“I should tell you something,” I said with a grin I couldn’t fight away. 

“What’s that?” he said, already succumbing to the pleasure of me rubbing his cock. 

“I  only  want  it  in  the  ass,”  I  said,  my  heart  pounding  viciously  against  my ribcage as I said it. “I want you to fuck me in the ass.” 

His  face  became  a  dark  shade  of  crimson  and  he  smiled  robotically,  as  if  I’d sent him inside of his head. I could almost hear the gears grinding in his brain as he realized he was being offered one of the most coveted male fantasies: anal sex with a cute little blonde. 

I slipped the straps of my dress over my shoulders and I let the little number fall to the floor, leaving me in nothing but the black, lacy lingerie. His eyes flashed and his lips parted. I loved to think I was capable of driving a man so crazy. He looked at me as if I was a masterpiece, a living Greek goddess. I’d never felt so desired, so lusted after. It filled my body with a nice, warm sensation. 

I sunk down to my knees and I did away with his belt, tossing it aside. I slipped down his pants, and his erection sprung free like a loaded jack-in-the-box. He was hung—much  bigger  than  Peter  or  Larissa.  I  slipped  my  fingers  around  his  girth, hardly able to get them all the way around. Slowly, I sunk his cock into my mouth. I had no obligation to suck his cock—he hadn’t even asked me to suck his cock, but I went ahead and did it anyway. Was it the alcohol? The delirium? Or was it my true self coming out? 

I got him nice and wet, throbbing, and hard. His legs were already trembling. If I wasn’t careful, I was going to get him off before he got a chance to stimulate that sweet spot. “Ready?” I asked. 

He  just  nodded,  his  lips  still  parted  as  if  he  was  high  on  drugs.  I  stood  up, turned  around,  and  bent  over,  holding  the  edge  of  the  couch  with  both  of  my hands. I swayed my ass gently, presenting myself. I looked over my shoulder. His eyes  were  fixed  on  my  asshole.  There  were  beads  of  sweat  on  his  forehead. 

“What are you waiting for, baby?” I said. 

He didn’t reply. Instead, he took his cock in his hand and he stepped forward. I could  practically  hear  his  heart  beating  rapidly—or  maybe  that  was  my  own.  I’d waited  impatiently  for  years  for  this  very  moment,  to  finally  feel  that  incredible sensation  again.  He  pressed  his  wet,  bulging  tip  up  between  my  cheeks.  “Fuck me, Mark,” I said, and then he began to push in. 

It was like I was back in that dark cabin, with my hands clenching the edge of the  windowsill.  I  took  a  deep  breath.  I  remembered  the  initial  pain—and  it  was back. I bit my tongue, knowing it would pass, that the euphoria would soon take over. He sunk deeper and deeper, slowly, until I felt it. “Right there,” I said with a gasp. He stopped for a moment. “Oh God, right there.” Why could a plastic toy not hit  the  spot?  Why  could  it  only  be  turned  on  by  real,  living  flesh?  A  glorious shudder  ran  through  my  body.  Mark  started  to  thrust  in  and  out  gently,  pressing the tip of his cock against that beautiful sweet spot. 

I let my forehead press against the edge of the couch. His cock felt so good, massaging  my  tight  hole.  He  sunk  in  deeper  and  deeper  with  every  thrust,  still managing  to  massage  my  G-spot.  I  was  quickly  becoming  a  moaning  mess.  I couldn’t close my eyes without seeing the old, unstained wood of that cabin, even hearing Peter groaning behind me. It was like that moment never ended, like it just kept on going for years. 

It was all worth it—the disguise, risking my identity in public—I would do it all again every single night as long as I got to keep the ecstasy that came along with it.  “Oh  fuck,  that  feels  good,”  Mark  said  through  clenched  teeth.  I  could  feel  his cock  swelling  inside  of  me.  He  was  getting  closer  to  his  climax—but  I  wanted more. I didn’t want it to end. 

“Don’t stop. Please don’t stop,” I said. The mild trembling began to transition into  full-blown  shaking.  My  head  was  spinning.  I  could  feel  a  dampness developing around my crotch. I was coming. My flaccid cock was oozing out cum, just like it had years before with Peter. “Don’t stop,” I said again. 

He began grunting, trying his best to hold back. I just continued to come, the crotch of my lacy lingerie filling up with warm, wet goo. I pushed my bum back into Mark’s  body  with  every  penetration.  My  whole  body  was  consumed  by  the incredible sensation. I didn’t want it to stop—why couldn’t it go on forever? I was drooling on the edge of the couch. 

“I can’t hold back,” he grunted, and then he shouted a loud battle cry. I felt his hot cum filling up my ass. I nearly collapsed to the ground; the euphoria was too

much to handle. “Fuck!” he said. He had a huge load—but not nearly as huge as my own, which had started to billow out the sides of my lingerie, down my legs. 

My body was totally drained. Peter pulled out and stumbled back, hardly able to stand himself. His warm creampie oozed out of my asshole. 

The  room  became  silent  as  we  both  caught  our  breath  and  gathered  our composure. “That was fucking amazing,” he finally said—and he was right, it was a phenomenal feeling. It was a shame it was over. 

Mark didn’t stay the night. He told me he had to work in the morning, and then he gave me his number. I didn’t keep the number—I knew it would never work out. 

I  knew  he  wouldn’t  like  the  fact  I  had  a  cock  or  the  fact  my  tits  were  just  pads recycled from an unused dress. 

But  my  night  with  Mark  did  teach  me  something  about  myself—I  wasn’t  a straight man, I wasn’t a gay man, and I don’t think I was a bisexual man. In fact, I was starting to think that maybe I wasn’t supposed to be a man at all. I went out the  next  day  dressed  again  as  a  woman,  this  time  to  the  mall.  I  didn’t  feel  an ounce  of  that  familiar  anxiety,  even  as  I  passed  stores  where  I  knew  my  old classmates and friends were working. It was as if I was finally comfortable in my own skin, finally able to express myself without the fear of scrutiny. 

I suddenly understood why I found that image of the transgender porn star so enticing, back in the cabin with Peter. It was what I secretly wanted to be (minus the  porn  star  part).  I  wanted  to  be  a  woman,  I  wanted  to  be  dominated  like  a woman. My craving to take it from behind was just that: a craving to be dominated, bent over like an obedient woman and fucked. 

Over  the  next  few  months,  I  went  out  as  a  woman  whenever  I  could.  I  even looked into getting breast implants (I still had quite a bit of saving to do before I could  afford  it).  And  I  continued  going  out  to  bars,  finding  men  who  were  drunk enough to keep their attention on my asshole and my asshole only. As soon as I said I only wanted it in the ass, it was easy. Men go crazy over the mere notion of anal sex with a woman. 

But I didn’t want to be deceiving men my whole life. At some point, I wanted to find love, find a man who could accept my reality and provide me with all the G-spot stimulation I could handle. And it was during one of my bar excursions that I found that man. 

He was standing at the bar, ordering himself a drink. He was terribly handsome and  strangely  familiar.  Had  I  slept  with  him  before?  I  wondered,  maybe  when  I was  drunk.  I  walked  up  beside  him  and  I  waved  down  the  bartender.  The  man looked over at me with a curious look, as if he recognized me. 

And then his eyes became wide—and mine did too. It was Peter, all grown up. 

And even though he recognized me, I wasn’t the least bit anxious. He smiled. “You look… beautiful,” he said. 

“Thanks.” 

His eyes shone bright and then a big grin came upon his face. “You know, you won’t believe what I found,” he said, and we both started to laugh. 

THE END
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BOARDING SCHOOL BIMBO

When Rich tells Derek about a little psychology trick that will make any girl put out, Derek doesn’t believe him—until he tries it out and it actually works. But when he goes to try it out a second time, he isn’t so successful—because the girls have caught on, and now they want revenge. 

And using Derek as bait (and a wig, some makeup, and some adorable skirts and dresses), the girls are going to get their sweet revenge. 

CHAPTER I

I didn’t believe my friend, Rich, when he told me ‘the secret to getting any girl in the school to sleep with you’. It seemed so silly, broken up into just a few simple steps:  first,  compliment  the  girl,  then  a  few  days  later,  let  it  slip  that  you  aren’t interested  in  pursuing  anything  with  her.  Rich  said  it  didn’t  matter  if  she  was interested or not when you first complimented her, she’ll be interested as soon as she hears you aren’t. What? It made no sense, but Rich was always sleeping with whoever he wanted to sleep with, so there must have been something to it—right? 

“It  only  works  on  boarding  school  girls,”  he  told  me,  and  I  half-believed  him, seeing  as  he’d  been  in  and  out  of  boarding  schools  his  whole  life,  occasionally spending a few months in public schools. He was a foster child, constantly getting shipped around from family to family. “Don’t believe me? Just try it for yourself.” 

He could tell I was nervous, so he said, “Try it on a girl you really aren’t interested in, and I’ll bet you a hundred bucks it works.” 

So  I  singled  out  a  girl  who  I’d  never  talked  to  before,  whose  friends  weren’t close with any of my friends just in case the plan backfired and I got rejected after all was said and done. Her name was Harriet, and she was a thin brunette who never  said  much  of  anything  to  anyone.  She  was  really  into  drama,  spending almost  all  of  her  free  time  in  the  drama  room.  She  was  always  carrying  around plays that she would just read as if they were novels. Occasionally I would walk past  the  drama  room  after  school  hours  and  she  would  be  inside,  sitting  alone, reading  a  play  or  pacing  around  on  the  stage.  I  presume  she  wanted  to  be  an actor or a stage director after she graduated school. 

“Hi  Harriet,”  I  said,  passing  her  in  the  hall,  my  heart  beating.  “I  like  your  hair today.” I felt so stupid saying it out loud, but I was driven by curiosity—was Rich’s little strategy the real deal? 

Harriet looked at me with surprise, and after a moment, she said, “Thanks.” I don’t think she was interested in me, but according to Rich, it didn’t matter. I went on with my day. Also according to Rich: “The longer you wait between step one and step two, the better.” He seemed to think that the compliment was like a seed that  needed  to  be  planted  and  given  time  to  grow,  to  spread  its  roots  and  take hold. Harriet needed to come to the conclusion that I liked her before she found out otherwise—it didn’t matter how she felt… yet. 

So  I  waited  a  week,  smiling  at  her  whenever  I  passed  her  in  the  hallways

—“Watering  the  seed,”  as  Rich  put  it.  I  couldn’t  tell  if  it  was  working,  but  I continued  on  with  the  experiment  anyway.  When  a  full  week  had  passed,  I  met Rich at a particular spot in the hallway, near the girl’s hall of residence. It was a strategic  spot,  located  just  next  to  Harriet’s  best  friend’s  locker.  We  talked nonsense for a while until the best friend showed up, and then we enacted step two.  “Are  you  going  to  ask  her  out?”  Rich  asked,  trying  not  to  smirk  through  his pre-planned speech. 

“No, I’m just not really that into her,” I said. 

“I don’t know, don’t you think Harriet is kind of cute?” he said. 

“Not really.” 

And  that  was  it—Rich  told  me  later,  “Just  wait  until  the  weekend.  Get  her  by herself,  and  she’ll  throw  herself  at  you.”  I  didn’t  believe  it.  I  had  a  hard  enough time believing Harriet’s friend even heard our conversation, never mind passed on the  message.  But  sure  enough,  that  weekend,  during  the  mid-term  social,  I  ran into Harriet in the hallway and she stopped me. We were both alone. “Can I talk to you for a minute?” she said, biting her bottom lip, staring at me with glowing eyes. 

She led me into an empty classroom and closed the door behind her. “Do you like me?” she asked. 

I  just  shrugged.  “What  do  you  mean?”  I  said,  not  entirely  sure  what  to  say back.  Rich  hadn’t  given  me  any  step  three,  any  speaking  points  or  answers  to possible questions. I felt unarmed, suddenly vulnerable. But sure enough, rather than waiting for a response, she stepped forward and kissed me on the lips. My heart was racing. No shit—it really worked. 

I untucked her blouse and then I slipped my hands up, cupping her tits. She totally let me do it. I squeezed her rack and she moaned. She slipped her tongue into my mouth. She wanted me badly, as if I’d been driving her crazy. Rich was an absolute evil genius. I couldn’t even believe it was really happening, that I wasn’t actually dreaming. 

I  spun  her  around  and  pressed  her  against  the  whiteboard.  “What  are  you doing?” she said, not resisting as I flipped up her skirt and began to pull down her panties. 

“I’m going to fuck you,” I said, my breath broken and staggered. 

“Really?” she said, sounding surprisingly excited. 

“Yeah.” I undid my belt and pulled down my pants. My cock was already rock-hard. 

“Oh  shit,”  she  muttered  as  I  pressed  my  throbbing  erection  up  to  her  damp cunt. “Fuck me.” I pushed it into her, her warm, wet walls squeezing around me. I watched her fingers curl against the whiteboard, and then I started to fuck her like an animal. “Oh fuck!” she cried. I had to put my hand over her mouth to muffle her moans and cries. 

She was so wet, her juices oozing down her legs. She bit down on my finger and I knew she was coming, her pussy tightening, becoming somehow even more wet. “I’m going to come,” I told her. 

“Pull  out,  I’m  not  on  birth  control,”  she  said.  I  waited  until  the  last  possible second,  and  then  I  pulled  out,  holding  my  dick  firmly  in  my  fist,  blasting  my  hot cum all over her soft tush. She was slow to pull herself off of the whiteboard, still consumed  by  the  intense  euphoria.  After  a  minute,  she  looked  back  at  me  with glowing eyes. “That was fun,” she said with a smile. 

Looking  into  her  shining  eyes,  I  felt  guilty.  I  wasn’t  interested  in  pursuing anything  with  her—I’d  chosen  her  as  the  subject  of  my  experiment  for  that  very reason alone, because she just wasn’t for me. I didn’t mind the idea of fucking her from  time  to  time,  but  nothing  more.  I  didn’t  know  how  to  tell  her,  especially  the next day, when she came to my room and asked if I wanted to walk around the school with her. “I think I’ll pass,” I said. 

Her eyes filled with wet sadness, and she left without saying anything else. I felt  like  a  total  piece  of  shit.  Rich  was  proud  of  me,  and  proud  of  himself  for discovering some primal secret of the female psychology. “Who’s next?” he asked me.  I  told  him  I  didn’t  want  to  go  through  with  it  again—I  didn’t  want  to  break another heart for a simple minute of ecstasy. 

“She’ll get over it, man,” Rich said to me. “C’mon, don’t be like that.” We went down  to  the  cafeteria  together  and  looked  around  at  all  of  the  women  in  our school, all easy prey. There was a little blonde that had the best ass in the whole school. 

“Think I can get her?” I asked. 

“With my secret, you can get anyone,” Rich said, a grin sweeping across his face. 

CHAPTER II

The little blonde’s name was Cassidy, and I had no idea that she was friends with  Harriet,  and  many  of  the  other  girls  Rich  had  taken  advantage  of.  Neither Rich nor I had any idea that the girls had opened up to one another, after my romp with  Harriet,  and  realized  what  was  happening—realized  they  were  all  being manipulated. Fucking Harriet may have been the biggest mistake I ever made. 

They weren’t happy—but I didn’t find that out until later. They wanted revenge, and they would get their revenge. Cassidy was their bait. She was beautiful, and they knew it was just a matter of time before one of us went for her. 

“Hey,  your  hair  looks  really  nice  today,”  I  said  to  her  as  I  passed  her  in  the hallway. She smiled curiously. It should have raised a flag in my brain, but I had too much confidence in myself following my success with Harriet. 

“Thanks,”  she  said,  hardly  able  to  contain  her  grin.  I’d  set  the  wheels  into motion  of  their  dastardly  plan.  I’d  painted  a  huge  target  on  my  own  back,  I  was their prey now, and I was falling right into their trap. 

I waited my full week, going through all of the motions Rich taught me—smiling at  her  in  the  hallways,  making  eye-contact  whenever  possible.  She  really  was quite pretty—out of my league, as far as I was concerned. But Rich insisted that his little strategy defied leagues. “You can get literally anyone,” he kept telling me. 

“It  would  probably  even  work  on  teachers—and  hell,  you  could  probably  turn  a straight guy gay if you get good enough at it.” 

Working my magic on Cassidy wasn’t quite so simple, like it was with Harriet. 

My  heart  was  sent  a  flutter  every  time  I  looked  at  her.  She  was  exceptionally pretty, and she always smiled when our eyes met. I couldn’t stop thinking about how I’d hurt Harriet so badly by taking advantage of her—and I was never even legitimately  interested  in  Harriet.  But  Cassidy—I  was  interested.  I  wanted  her  to like me because I really liked her. Phase one of the plan, where I had to act as though  I  was  interested,  was  easy.  It  was  phase  two  that  would  be  difficult, pretending as though I had no interest whatsoever. 

It was a week later that Rich and I met in the hallway, just around the corner from  Cassidy’s  locker.  One  of  our  friends,  Paul,  stood  at  the  other  end  of  the hallway, and gave a subtle thumbs-up when Cassidy was on her way to her locker. 

We  started  our  conversation.  “Are  you  going  to  ask  her  out  to  the  dance  next week?” Rich asked me. 

My  heart  was  racing.  I  knew  Cassidy  was  seconds  away  from  being  within earshot and I still wasn’t completely convinced Rich’s strategy was the real deal. 

Sure,  it  worked  with  Harriet,  but  Cassidy  was  in  a  whole  different  league.  She could  have  had  any  guy  in  the  school,  so  why  would  she  care  if  I  wasn’t interested? “I don’t know, I doubt it,” I said. My hands were shaking. 

Paul  gave  his  second  signal—a  nod—letting  us  know  she  was  at  her  locker, and could hear what we were saying. “She’s pretty hot, man, I thought you liked

her,”  Rich  said  with  that  big  grin  on  his  face.  He  was  so  proud  of  himself  for figuring this little scheme out. As far as he was concerned, he was a legend, to be worshipped for the rest of his life, and well into the lives of future generations. 

“She’s just not my type,” I said, continuing the little act. 

“Are we talking about the same Cassidy? She’s not your type?” he said. 

“Yeah,  I  don’t  know.  I  think  I  can  do  better,”  I  said.  My  heart  ached,  knowing Cassidy could hear me. She was a nice girl. She didn’t deserve to be used and taken advantage of. Would getting into bed with her really be worth it? What about forming a real, genuine relationship—was there no cheap schemes to accomplish that? 

“Alright, suit yourself,” Rich said. “So who are you going to ask out?” With the job complete, we started walking away from Cassidy’s locker. Paul caught up to us a  few  minutes  later  with  a  big  smile.  “She  heard  it  all—mission  successful,”  he said, as if I’d already gotten into Cassidy’s panties. But something about it felt off, like  the  mission  wasn’t  successful.  Maybe  it  was  just  my  reservations  about  the whole  scheme,  or  maybe  I  could  somehow  tell  that  there  was  another  scheme secretly going on behind the scenes. Maybe I subconsciously knew that Cassidy was  now  meeting  up  with  Harriet  and  the  other  girls,  preparing  their  own  phase two, getting ready to trap me and teach me the biggest lesson of my life. 

I waited the obligatory few days for the seed to gestate. During those days, I tried  my  best  to  avoid  Cassidy,  afraid  to  look  her  in  the  eyes  and  see  the  hurt  I potentially  caused.  No  one  wants  to  hear  ‘I  can  do  better’  about  themselves—

even  if  they  heard  it  from  David  Beckham  who  could  get  with  any  Sport’s Illustrated model he wanted. It was just cruel and unnecessary. There was some comfort in the very real possibility that I would get to sleep with Cassidy—probably the only time in my life where I would have sex with a woman who really was way out of my league. 

I planned to give it a full week, before confronting Cassidy, but my week was cut short when she ran into me in the main hall one night. It was late and most of the students in the school had gone back to their resident halls and gone to bed. I was  just  coming  back  from  the  boy’s  rec  house,  where  Rich,  myself,  and  some other buddies who were now hip to our game, hung out every night. It was turning into  a  club—or  maybe  it  was  more  like  a  cult.  Word  was  slowly  getting  out  and everyone  who  heard  wanted  in.  That  night,  Rich  decided  to  make  some  rules, including,  “From  now  on,  if  you  tell  anyone  about  this,  you’re  out.”  We  were  all worried it was growing too fast, and that the girls would soon find out about it and everything  would  be  ruined.  Little  did  we  know,  the  girls  already  knew.  Paul suggested  starting  a  scoreboard,  which  involved  rating  all  of  the  girls  to  assign them a point value. I only got one point for Harriet. 

“Hey Derek,” Cassidy said to me, stopping me. I looked around. We were all alone. 

“Hey—what are you doing up?” I said. 

“I couldn’t sleep so I went out for a walk. What are you doing up?” 

I  forced  a  smile.  “Same,”  I  said.  Of  course  I  couldn’t  tell  her  about  our  club meeting—though she already knew. 

“You know, I had a dream about you the other night,” she said, smiling cutely. 

Most of the girls in the school wore long sleeved, full-legged pyjamas to bed, but not  Cassidy.  Cassidy  was  wearing  a  tight,  thin  tank  top  (which  didn’t  stop  her nipples from poking out), and a tiny pair of pink cotton shorts, which looked more like  cotton  panties  than  shorts.  Her  legs  were  long  and  smooth.  God,  she  was beautiful. Staring at her now, I could only feel guilt. I had the sudden urge to tell her everything, confess what I’d done—I should have done it, too—but I kept my mouth shut. 

“A dream?” I said. “What about?” 

That cute smile turned into a devilish smile. “I probably shouldn’t say, but it was weird. We’ve never really talked before, but I see you all the time,” she said. 

“Well maybe we should hang out sometime, or whatever.” Warmth rushed into my cheeks. 

“Well  if  you  can’t  sleep,  and  I  can’t  sleep,  why  don’t  we  hang  out  now?”  she said. 

A trembling filled my body. I could hear Rich’s voice pinging in my head: ‘You can  get  literally  any  girl  you  want,’  he  said.  I  couldn’t  believe  it—was  I  seriously about  to  hook  up  with  Cassidy?  Was  Rich’s  little  psychology  trick  actually  this powerful? “Sure,” I said, tension filling my body. She was too far out of my league

—it  was  like  my  body  was  rejecting  her.  ‘She’s  too  good  for  you,’  my  body  was screaming at me, and it was probably correct. 

“Want to walk with me?” she said. 

“Okay.” We started to walk down the hall. 

She asked me some basic questions, like: “How long have you been going to boarding  school?”  “Is  this  your  first  boarding  school?”  “What  classes  are  you taking?” “What do you want to take in college?” “Do you know what college you’re going to yet?” “Do you have a girlfriend?” 

I asked her all the same questions, wording each one like: “How about you?” 

She laughed. “No, I don’t have a girlfriend.” 

My cheeks became red. “I mean a boyfriend.” 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders.  “Not  yet,”  she  said  with  a  sly  smile.  “Have  you ever been in the room behind the drama room?” 

“Room behind the drama room?” I said. The drama room was the last room at the end of the hallway—there was no room behind the drama room. 

“You know that closet in the drama room—it actually leads into a giant room. I only just found out about it last week. Want to see? It’s pretty cool. It’s filled with old stage props and costumes from, like, before World War Two.” We made our way towards the drama room. I was slightly interested in this mythical room, but I

was  far  more  interested  in  Cassidy,  and  the  fact  she  was  leading  me  to  the opposite  end  of  the  school,  where  no  one  would  be  able  to  hear  us  fucking  no matter how loud we got. 

“Where did you get that key?” I asked as she unlocked the drama room. 

She smiled. “I borrowed it,” she said. Had I not been so blinded by infatuation, I  would  probably  have  put  the  pieces  together.  Of  all  the  students  in  the  whole school,  who  would  have  a  key  to  the  drama  room?  Harriet,  of  course.  She practically lived in the drama room. The teachers were probably sick of her asking them to unlock it for her after hours every day, so they probably just made her a key.  I  felt  a  cold  shiver  run  through  my  body  as  we  entered  the  drama  room—

probably my buried sensibilities telling trying to warn me. I wasn’t listening. 

We went to the closet, and sure enough, there was another door inside of the closet. We went through it. She wasn’t lying—there was a massive, dark room on the other side. She flicked a heavy metallic switch and the lights came on a few seconds  later  with  a  series  of  heavy  ka-chunks.  There  were  dozens  of  clothing racks  filled  with  costumes  and  stacks  of  boxes,  filled  with  props.  “On  the  other side of that wall there is the gymnasium. There used to be a big stage for school productions, but for some reason they blocked it all off. I don’t even think all of the teachers  know  this  room  exists,”  Cassidy  said,  walking  into  the  room.  I  followed her. 

She  turned  and  looked  at  me.  She  was  biting  the  corner  of  her  lip.  “Hey Derek?” she said. 

“Yeah?” 

“Do you want to fuck me?” 

My  heart  started  beating  uncontrollably  and  my  legs  trembled.  I  nearly  fell  to the ground. “Yeah,” I said. 

She  walked  up  to  me  and  she  pulled  my  shirt  over  my  head.  She  ran  her hands up my torso and then went down at my belt. I put my hands on her hips, feeling the warmth radiating off of her body. She dropped my pants to the ground. 

“Do you like me?” she asked. 

“Yeah, I like you a lot,” I said. 

She  smiled  and  then  took  my  boxers  and  tugged  them  down  to  the  ground, letting my quickly growing cock loose. “You’ve got a big dick,” she said, looking at it. 

“You can touch it, if you want,” I said. 

Instead,  she  took  a  few  steps  back.  “In  a  second.  I  just  want  to  get  the  full picture,” she said. And then there was a flash of light. 

CHAPTER III

As my vision came back to me, I saw Harriet standing in front of me, holding up a camera, taking photos of my naked body. “Sorry, I didn’t know the flash was on,” she said. There was some laughter coming from the darkness behind her. I covered my cock with my hand. I looked down to pull my pants back up, but my pants were gone, now in Cassidy’s hands. “Looking for these?” she said. 

There were probably six girls in that room with me, all staring at my butt-naked body.  I  kept  one  hand  over  my  cock  and  one  hand  over  my  butt  crack,  even though it was too late and I knew they’d seen everything. 

It  became  so  obvious  in  that  moment,  that  the  whole  thing  was  a  big  setup

—‘coincidentally’ running into me as I was leaving the recreation house, luring me into the drama room, that sly smirk that was on Cassidy’s face the whole time—it was  so  painfully  obvious  now.  I  felt  like  such  a  dumbass.  “Give  me  my  clothes back,” I said. 

“Nope,” Cassidy said with a cute giggle—at least it would have been cute if I wasn’t hot with anger. 

“I’ll tell the teachers,” I said. 

“Then we’ll show the whole school the pictures,” Harriet said. 

A cold tension filled my body. “I’ll tell everyone they’re fake. No one will believe you,”  I  said.  This  half-assed  attempt  at  a  threat  got  a  rise  out  of  the  girls.  They started to laugh. 

“I don’t think they’ll believe   you , sweetheart,” one of the girls said. 

I looked to the door, which was not only recently blocked by a stack of boxes, but it was being guarded by one of the girls. “What do you want?” I said. 

“We  want  to  teach  you  a  serious  lesson,”  Harriet  said.  “You  and  all  of  your

‘bros’.”  She  turned  her  camera  to  one  of  her  friends,  who  laughed  at  whatever picture was on the screen. 

“Why are you laughing? Delete those pictures. This is against the law—you’re all going to be thrown out of the school for this.” 

“I’m sure the principal would love to hear about your little rating system. How many points did you get for tricking me into fucking you?” Harriet asked. 

That coldness in my chest became overwhelming. What could I do? I couldn’t run,  I  couldn’t  threaten  them  without  having  blackmail  tossed  in  my  face—all  I could  do  was  surrender  and  do  whatever  they  wanted.  “The  rating  thing  is  new, and for the record, I don’t like it.” 

“Sure  you  don’t—isn’t  that  convenient,”  Harriet  said.  “Unless  you  want everyone  to  see  these  photos—including  a  photo  of  your  scoreboard  (we  got  a good shot through the window)—then you belong to us now.” 

“Please don’t show those photos to the whole school. I’ll do whatever you want

—and  I’m  serious—if  you  were  watching  through  the  window,  then  you  know  I didn’t vote on the scoreboard.” 

They all laughed. “You vote on these things? How grown up of you…” one of the girls said. I couldn’t see her face as she stood in the back corner of the room. 

“What do you want?” I asked again, feeling somehow even more exposed the longer I stood naked in front of the girls. 

“We’ll get there. First, uncover your little cock.” 

I didn’t. “What? Why?” 

“Because  you  said  you  would  do  anything.  Now  uncover  your  cock.”  I hesitated,  that  cool  tension  spreading  through  my  whole  body.  Was  taking advantage  of  Harriet  really  such  a  horrible  crime?  It  wasn’t  like  I  forced  her  into having sex with me—it was mutual. In fact, she initiated the act. Was what I did morally  right?  Probably  not,  but  did  I  deserve  to  be  punished  and  humiliated?  I uncovered my cock and the girls all snickered amongst one another. “It’s so cute,” 

one of them said. “It’s not so big anymore.” I was far from being aroused now—my cock was completely flaccid. 

Cassidy  walked  up  to  me,  red-cheeked  and  smiling.  She  reached  down  and slipped two of her fingers under my cock, lifting it up slightly. “It shouldn’t be hard to  hide  at  all,”  she  said,  and  then  she  let  it  down.  I  was  too  frozen  in  my humiliation to stop her from touching me. 

“Let  me  see,”  another  one  of  the  group  said.  A  short  and  slightly  chubby redhead came up to me and took my cock in her hand, pulling back my foreskin and  inspecting  it  like  it  was  part  of  some  science  experiment.  She  gave  my  ball sack a little jiggle. “It’s heavy.” 

“What are you doing?” I said. 

She just smiled and then backed away. “We were all duped by your little gang

—all  of  us  except  Cassidy,  she  was  the  lucky  one,”  the  redhead  said  with  a sudden frown of anger. “You guys think it’s funny to mess around in girls’ heads?” 

“Look—I’ll tell the guys to stop, okay? No one was harmed, it was all just fun and  games,  but  it’s  over  now—I  promise,  I’ll  put  an  end  to  it,”  I  said.  They  all laughed again. 

“No one was harmed? God, you’re such a fool,” Harriet said. 

I  couldn’t  help  the  bout  of  anger  that  was  surfacing  inside  of  me.  “I  seem  to remember you initiating with me,” I said, pointing her out, lowering my brow. “It’s not like I forced myself on you.” 

Her bottom lip quivered. “You hurt my feelings!” she said. 

I laughed. Hurt her feelings? “Why? Because you thought I wanted to be your boyfriend or something? Get over yourself. Talk about a double standard.” 

“He really doesn’t get it,” one of the girls said. 

“That’s okay, we’ll make him get it. Do you have the wig?” 

From  the  shadows,  one  of  the  girls  stepped  forward,  holding  a  long,  blonde wig. “Put this on,” she said. 

“Why?” I said, taking the wig from her and looking at it. 

No one replied. Harriet held up the camera, and that was enough of a reason. I put the stupid wig on my head. One of the girls pushed a chair towards me. “Sit down,” she said. Harriet held that camera up again. I needed to figure out a way to get that camera. If I could just delete those stupid photos, the girls had nothing on me or my friends. Sure, our little game would be over, but it was already over—the girls already knew everything. 

“You promise you won’t show those photos if I do everything you say?” I said. 

“Promise,” Harriet said with a crooked smile. I didn’t know whether to believe her, but I had no other choice. 

The  redhead  stepped  in  front  of  me  holding  a  makeup  brush.  Next  to  her,  a brunette stood holding a box of makeup supplies. “Ready for your makeover?” the redhead asked, but I was fairly certain she wasn’t interested in hearing yes or no. 

“Close your eyes,” she said, so I did. I wasn’t fighting it anymore. I kept my eyes closed as they worked away with their silly makeup. “Hold very still,” she said, and then I felt a soft tip gliding around the edge of my eyelid. 

I just needed to wait for Harriet to come close to me, and then I could snatch the camera from her hands and smash it. I would have to make sure to smash it really well, to destroy the memory card as well as the device itself. 

“Lean  forward,”  one  of  the  girls  said,  so  I  did.  Then  I  felt  something  wrap around my chest. I opened my eyes to see what it was: a black, lacy bra, with gel tits stuffed into the cups. In case the wig and the makeup weren’t a giveaway, it was obvious now. They were dressing me up like a girl. I closed my eyes again as the  makeup  application  continued.  What  were  they  going  to  do  with  me?  Take more  photos  that  would  be  so  humiliating,  I  really  would  do  absolutely  anything they wanted? Photos of me naked were bad, sure, but photos of me dressed like a woman—those would destroy my social life in a single blow. 

“Open your eyes,” the redhead said, and I did. There was a mirror in front of me  now,  and  staring  back  at  me  was  a  good-looking  blonde  with  piercing  eyes and a nice body, sitting in nothing but a bra—it was me. It took me a few seconds before  I  even  realized  I  was  staring  at  a  mirror  and  not  one  of  the  other  girls.  I watched my own jaw drop. 

“Oh my God,” one of the girls said, “the guys are totally going to buy it.” 

“They have to buy it,” Harriet said. She turned to me. “Give us your best girl voice.” 

My heart was pounding. I expected to look like a complete idiot—like a man in drag—but I didn’t. I looked good. I even looked hot, like one of the girls Derek and the boys might really go after. Were they planning on using me to bait the other guys? To humiliate all of us in a single, devious scheme? “Enough of this—Give

me that camera! I’m sorry about what I did, okay? I’m sorry. Now let me go. This isn’t fair!” I looked around to see which one of them had the camera, but I couldn’t spot it. 

“The camera’s already being offloaded. The only way those photos are going away is if you do what we say.” 

CHAPTER IV

Now  I  really  had  no  choice.  I  played  along,  feeding  them  lines  in  my  best woman’s voice until they were happy with what they heard. “Good, we’ll practice that one.” For the rest of that night, they had me staying in character, keeping to my new voice until it started coming out second-nature. They made me put on a pair of black stockings with lace bands around the thighs, and a pair of black, lacy panties to match. Then, they put me in a pair of heels and told me to do a few laps until they were comfortable. They were never comfortable, but I did get the hang of them. 

The girls only got meaner, as if the small taste of revenge they’d gotten only made them want more. “God, you look like such a slut,” one girl said. 

One girl spanked me hard on the ass as I passed. “I think the cunt likes it,” she said.  With  each  lap  around  the  room,  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  myself.  I  couldn’t believe how good I looked, how sexy I looked. The heels and the panties made my  ass  look  fantastic—maybe  the  girls  were  a  little  bit  jealous.  My  gel  tits  even looked terrifyingly realistic, bouncing slightly with every step I took. 

I couldn’t help what happened next—my cock started to throb and grow. I was getting an erection. “Holy shit, she really does like it,” one girl said, pointing at my cock. I covered up, but it was short lived. “Uncover it, slut.” 

“She likes being a slut. We should treat her like one.” There was some more laughter. My heart was pounding. I couldn’t stop my erection from growing bigger. 

I  didn’t  understand  why  I  was  suddenly  so  uncontrollably  aroused.  There  was something so exciting about the humiliation, about the ass-slapping and the name calling.  I  felt  like  they  were  all  a  little  bit  jealous—seeing  as  I  looked  better  than most  of  them.  And  I  couldn’t  help  but  feel  a  tiny  bit  good  about  that  fact,  for whatever reason. 

“Bend over, hoe,” Harriet said, taking me by the wrist and bringing me over to an old table. I bent over the table, waiting for them to spank me. But they didn’t spank me. They pulled down my panties. One of the girls grabbed a handful of my ass and squeezed. “You have to admit, she’s got a nice ass.” 

“Shut up, lesbo,” one of the girls said. I couldn’t tell who was talking. My ears were ringing, my mind was buzzing. It was late, I was tired, and I still didn’t know what they wanted from me. “Will this work?” I heard one of them say. 

“That will work perfectly. Bring it here.” 

I  started  to  look  over  my  shoulder  and  then  Harriet  said,  “No  peeking!”  so  I kept my head forward. I still had my throbbing erection. I was so confused—why was I so aroused? Was I into being humiliated? That was a real fetish, right? 

I  felt  something  wet  slide  up  between  my  butt  cheeks.  It  was  long  and  hard, and it couldn’t have been more than an inch in diameter. My eyes became wide. 

Were they going to do what I thought they were going to do? 

With  whatever  object  they’d  found  in  that  giant  room,  they  penetrated  my asshole, sinking it in deep. Harriet held onto my hands, keeping me bent over the table.  “Sluts  love  taking  it  in  the  ass,”  one  of  the  girls  said.  The  object  sunk  in deeper and deeper. It didn’t hurt—but it did feel odd, like it wasn’t supposed to be in there. I tried clenching, but the object was too slick to care. It just slid in until I was completely stuffed. Then, they started to thrust it in and out of my ass. 

I bit down on my tongue. It actually felt incredibly pleasant—almost euphoric, but I didn’t want them to know that. It was so embarrassing, being bent over and sodomized by a group of girls, while dressed as a girl myself. “Move the mirror in front of her, so she can see how much of a skank she is,” one of the girls said, and then they pushed a mirror in front of me. It was a surreal sight, me bent over with one of them standing behind me, plunging my asshole with what looked like some old  handle  from  a  camera  tripod.  But  shit,  it  felt  good—and  I  looked  good,  too, taking it from behind. 

“I bet I can make her come,” said the girl working the long shaft in my tush. 

She was right—she could make me come. I could feel a hot sensation seeping into  my  groin,  a  trembling  filling  my  body.  I  was  going  to  come—I  was  actually going  to  come.  I  looked  to  my  side.  One  of  the  girls  was  filming  me  with  her phone’s camera. Great—yet another reason to be stuck as their slave. 

One  of  the  girls  laughed.  “Oh  my  God,  she’s  coming!”  she  announced.  I couldn’t see it, but I could feel it, cum spewing out from my cock in a seemingly endless load. I started to moan, rolling my head from side to side. I didn’t want the moment to end, but at the same time, I wanted nothing more than the whole thing to be over with. I hated myself for deriving such a deranged pleasure from it all—I hated the fact that I liked the way I looked in that bra, that wig, that makeup, and in those stockings. I hated the fact that I’d reached one of the greatest orgasms of my life from being plunged in the ass while being held down on a table. What was wrong with me? Was I really some freak pervert? 

“Okay, now sit down and listen up, slut. You’ve got a busy week coming up.” I stumbled  up  to  my  feet,  slipping  my  panties  back  up  over  my  drained  cock  and empty asshole. I nearly fell to the ground, my legs still trembling from my backdoor plunging. 

They explained their plan to me. We were one week away from spring break. 

Lots of the students went home to their families on spring break, but many stayed at  the  boarding  school—myself  and  most  of  my  friends  included.  We’d  talked about spring break at our meeting, and there was a challenge to try and bag as many ladies as possible. The first part of the girls’ plan was for me to tell the guys I  was  going  home  for  the  break.  I  was  to  pack  a  bag  and  everything,  and  then instead of leaving, I was to slip into that large prop room and they would transform me again into a woman. 

Then, my target was Rich. They wanted to attack the source. I was supposed to lure him into the drama room, the same way they lured me. They wanted me to get  him  undressed  and  they  would  do  what  they  did  to  me—jump  out  and

humiliate  him.  Except  it  would  be  worse  for  him,  because  they  also  planned  on pulling off my wig and revealing to him that he’d been seduced by a man—his own best friend. 

The  plan  made  me  nauseous—not  just  because  it  involved  me  spending  a week as a woman, but because it involved me stabbing my friend in the back. It was  him  or  me—either  my  naked  pictures  get  leaked  or  his.  But  they  had  more than just naked photos on me—now they had video of me dressed as a woman, bent over, taking it in the ass, coming the whole time. 

Rich  would  probably  hate  me  forever,  but  I  couldn’t  allow  those  pictures  and that video to surface and ruin my life. 

“Friday night, we’ll meet you here. And don’t try any funny stuff,” Harriet said with  a  smirk.  I  don’t  know  what  funny  stuff  she  was  possibly  referring  to.  There was no way of me getting those photos and that video out from their hands, and without it, I was helpless. 

CHAPTER V

I wasn’t able to pay much attention in my classes that week, leading up to the big scheme. One of my teachers even pulled me aside and asked, “What’s going on with you?” 

“I’m just tired,” I lied. 

He ended up telling me not to worry about doing my homework. “You need to get  some  more  sleep,”  he  said.  When  Friday  rolled  around,  I  was  especially elsewhere, unable to focus on anything, my heart racing from the moment I woke up until the moment the bell rang and I went to my room to fetch my packed bag. 

“See you next week,” Rich said to me. “Sorry you’re going to miss out on all the pussy.” 

I stared him in the eyes for a moment, wanting so badly to tell him what was coming for him. I tried to think of some way to flip the whole thing around, to make it all blow up in the girls’ faces, but I could think of nothing. It was all settled: I was going to get dressed up as a woman and try to seduce Rich. 

My  heart  was  beating  faster  than  ever  as  I  made  my  way  down  the  hall, towards the drama room. I looked around to make sure no one was watching as I slipped inside. Cassidy was alone in the prop room, waiting for me. “Let’s get you dressed up,” she said, handing me the wig. “We never came up with a name for you. Have any names in mind?” 

I shrugged. “Whatever,” I said. I couldn’t look her in the eyes, overwhelmed by guilt of all things. I thought it would be hard to face her because of the humiliation, because I would have assumed she wouldn’t be able to look at me without seeing me bent over, taking it in the ass. But instead, it was guilt weighing me down. 

“How’s about Katherine?” she said. 

“Sure.”  I  took  a  seat  and  she  pulled  a  small  table  with  all  of  the  makeup supplies over. 

“Close your eyes,” she said, and I did. “First, we start with the primer. That’s to make sure everything stays on properly until you wash it all off. It’s important you learn how to do this yourself.” 

“You know I wasn’t really trying to take advantage of you—I mean, I was trying to  get  with  you,  but  I  actually  think—you  know—that  you’re  really  nice,”  I  said, opening  my  eyes.  She  looked  so  gentle,  so  radiant,  so  happy,  which  only  made the guilt worse. 

She  didn’t  respond,  she  just  kept  on  doing  my  makeup.  “Next  we  fill  in  the eyebrows.  You  only  want  to  go  a  shade  or  two  darker  than  your  hair  colour, otherwise  it  will  look  weird.”  She  continued  explaining  the  makeup  order  and techniques she used to achieve certain looks. 

“Really, I wasn’t trying to hurt your feelings,” I said. 

“You’re supposed to be talking in your lady voice. It’s important you get used to it  before  you  go  out  in  front  of  everyone.  It  would  be  really  embarrassing  to  let your real voice slip.” She was right—it would be horribly embarrassing, so I started talking to her in my girl voice. 

“You know you’re a very pretty girl,” she said to me. 

“Thanks, I think,” I replied. It really should have been the furthest possible thing from a compliment, seeing as I was a man, but I couldn’t help but blush and feel a warmth in my heart. 

After  we  finished  getting  my  makeup  on,  she  brought  me  to  a  table  where  a number of outfits were laid out. “Strip down and try them all on. I can get more if they  don’t  fit  properly.”  I  stripped  down  to  my  boxers.  “Boxers,  too.”  After  a moment  of  reluctance,  I  pulled  my  boxers  to  the  ground.  I  was  totally  nude, standing in front of the prettiest girl in the school. Unfortunately it was nothing she hadn’t already seen, but that didn’t make it any less embarrassing. 

First, I put on the standard-issue school uniform: a knee-length navy blue skirt, grey stockings, and a navy blue sweater over a white blouse. “I feel like an idiot,” I said, looking down at myself. 

“You look great,” she said with a smile, once again lifting my heart up. “Okay good, now try on the dress.” I put on a little black dress that hardly reached my mid-thighs. It was pretty cute, but it was a bit too risky for my liking. “If someone sees up my dress, they’ll see everything.” 

“Then you better not let anyone see up your dress,” she said, like it was the most common-sense solution ever. I looked in the mirror. The dress really did fit me  perfectly,  and  the  way  it  framed  my  body  was  flattering.  It  was  a  strangely pleasant  sensation,  feeling  pretty  and  sexy,  feeling  like  I  could  attract  any  guy  I wanted to. 

“Did you really like me or did you just want to fuck me?” Cassidy asked. 

“I really liked you,” I said. 

“Then why didn’t you just tell me?” 

I stood silently, unsure of how to answer her. The truth was, I couldn’t just tell her. I knew she would say no because I’d been rejected countless times before, by  girls  who  weren’t  nearly  as  pretty  as  she  was.  Using  Rich’s  little  psychology trick on Harriet was the first time I’d ever felt what it was like to have a girl want to be with me—not the other way around. It felt good, to be desired. It didn’t seem fair that I always had to be the one chasing, never the one chased. I’d tried asking girls  out  on  dates,  the  answer  was  always  the  same:  no.  Cassidy  would  have been no different. In fact, she probably would have laughed in my face. “Sorry,” I said simply. 

“Let’s get you set up in your new room,” she said, stuffing the remaining outfits into a bag. She led me to the girls’ resident block and brought me to her bedroom. 

Every  bedroom  in  the  school  had  two  beds,  and  most  people  (with  a  few  lucky exceptions)  shared  their  room  with  someone  else.  Cassidy  was  to  be  my

roommate for the next week. “My roommate went home for the break, so you can make yourself comfortable.” I took a seat on the edge of the bed and I took a deep breath.  My  heart  hadn’t  stopped  pounding  all  day  long.  I  felt  like  I  was  on  the verge of passing out. 

I skipped dinner that night, and the girls were okay with it. “Save your energy for tomorrow, when you’ll really need it,” Harriet said to me, but it didn’t calm me down any further. I ended up falling asleep before the girls were back from dinner, and I didn’t wake up until late the next morning, when Cassidy was shaking me, telling me: “It’s time to shine, cupcake!” 

She already had my outfit picked out and ready for me, hanging on the back of her desk chair, and her makeup was all ready on her desk. She motioned for me to take a seat, so I did, but I was hesitant. Once seated, I just sat there and my gaze turned inward. I knew that I needed to think of an out, but I couldn’t think of anything. My mind was a complete mess. 

Tired of waiting for me to get started, Cassidy took over, telling me to close my eyes. “I can’t do this for you every morning,” she said, getting that base layer of primer on my face. I kind of liked the feeling of her doing my makeup for me, her soft fingers gliding over my skin. Whenever she leaned over me, I could smell just the right amount of her sweet perfume. “Let’s go get breakfast,” she said once she was finished. 

My  outfit  was  conservative  and  it  thankfully  covered  more  than  many  of  the other outfits the girls wanted me to eventually wear. That morning, they had me in a knee-length skirt and a grey sweater that fit snug to my body. The sweater was super comfortable—I wished my actual clothes were that comfortable. We took a seat at the far end of the cafeteria. Even though it was fairly late into the morning, the place was mostly empty—everyone was sleeping in late, as it was the first day of their week off. 

I  caught  a  few  glances  from  a  group  of  girls  at  a  nearby  table,  probably wondering who the hell I was. I looked around and wondered how many of them were in on it—how many girls knew who I really was, and what the big goal was. 

There was a good chance a lot of them were in on it, maybe even all of them—

using our little tactic, we’d taken advantage of a lot of girls, Rich especially. 

My heart skipped a beat when the first set of guys entered the cafeteria. They were  too  groggy-eyed  and  lethargic  to  notice  there  was  a  new  girl  in  their presence,  but  once  they’d  all  had  a  few  minutes  to  sip  on  their  coffee,  they noticed. One of the guys pointed me out to his buddies. They all turned to look. 

Instinctively, I sunk lower into my chair. I hardly recognized myself, but that didn’t mean no one would recognize me. 

It wasn’t until that moment that I considered the possibility that I was being set up for the ultimate humiliation—maybe the girls weren’t using me to catch Rich but were  instead  going  to  make  a  massive  fool  of  me  in  front  of  the  whole  school, watching  me  prance  around  the  halls  in  a  little  skirt,  pretending  to  be  a  bimbo. 

“What’s wrong?” Cassidy asked. 

“Nothing. Just not feeling very hungry.” I’d let my food go cold on my plate, but it was true, I was far from hungry. I couldn’t even bring myself to imagine ingesting food into my body. 

As  we  stood  up  to  leave,  Rich  and  our  regular  group  of  buddies  entered  the cafeteria. They walked right by us. Rich’s eyes found Cassidy and he smiled, and then his eyes found me, and they grew wide. His walk slowed and his head tilted to  the  side.  I  thought  for  a  moment  that  he  recognized  me,  and  maybe  he  did, subconsciously. The way he was staring at me was like he was trying to figure out where  he’d  seen  me  before.  His  eyes  scanned  my  body.  The  whole  moment seemed to pass by in slow-motion, making it especially gruelling. The rest of my friends  looked  over  at  me,  to  see  who  Rich  was  admiring.  Their  eyes  all  locked onto me with the same piqued curiosity. They all watched like hungry wolves as I made my way out of the cafeteria, keeping their eyes on me until I was around the corner and no longer visible. 

CHAPTER VI

After  breakfast,  Harriet  took  off  to  do  what  she  called  “some  groundwork,” 

spreading  the  word  that  there  was  a  new  girl  in  the  school  and  her  name  was Katherine. My job that day was simple—all I had to do was make sure the guys all got  good  glimpses  of  me,  and  they  already  had.  Just  to  be  extra  certain  that  I would end up on the menu at their secret meeting that night, Cassidy took me on a ‘tour’ of the facility. 

“And this is the boys’ residence,” she said to me as we entered into the men’s corridor.  The  air  was  damp  and  the  sound  of  hissing  showers  filled  the  space, along with the smell of shampoo and body wash. “Girls aren’t allowed over here after six in the evening, and boys aren’t allowed in our block after six either.” 

The  shower-room  door  opened  and  Paul  stepped  out,  wearing  only  a  damp towel around his waist. The moment he realized we were standing there, he stood up straight and kept his chest pushed out. He pretended not to notice us standing there, and he went straight into Rich’s room, as if it was his own, probably to notify Rich of our presence. Cassidy looked over at me with a grin and then she leaned in close. “They like you,” she whispered. 

“How do you know?” I said. I couldn’t tell if she was right or horribly wrong. I’d definitely gotten them stirred up, but as far as I knew, it was because they knew who I really was, and they were terribly amused. I couldn’t know for sure that they really were infatuated with me, and if they were, then what did that say about me? 

That  I  made  a  better  woman  than  I  did  a  man?  I’d  never  had  women  infatuated with me—with the exception of Harriet, but that was only because I’d fooled her in a way, so it wasn’t a fair comparison. 

But unless all of the guys were in on it, Cassidy must have been right. Even guys I’d never spoken to before would stare at me with eyes filled with lust. Their gazes  explored  my  body  and  their  cheeks  would  turn  red  as  soon  as  our  eyes would meet. It was actually kind of fun, feeling so powerful, as if I could have had any of them if I wanted. In a way, they all seemed intimidated, the way I felt before around Cassidy. I never would have imagined I could have that kind of an effect on a man. 

Before dinner, I changed into something a bit sexier. I was nervous leaving our bedroom, but I was also kind of excited to see what kind of reactions I would get. I was  in  another  skirt,  this  one  much  shorter,  and  a  tank  top.  Cassidy  made  me shave my armpits before leaving our block, but I didn’t mind. I liked the feeling of the  smooth  pits,  and  it  made  me  look  even  more  feminine,  which  made  me  feel even more confident in my disguise. 

I got plenty of enamoured looks during dinner. 

After dinner, we migrated to the recreation room, which was a large room with sofas,  a  pool  table,  a  dart  board,  and  a  foosball  table.  It  was  where  the  guys usually hung out during the evenings, but occasionally girls would pop in as well. 

There were a few guys in there when we arrived, and more showed up over the next  hour.  Again,  the  guys  all  threw  glances  my  way,  especially  when  I  wasn’t looking.  I  knew,  because  Cassidy  kept  letting  me  know.  “George  hasn’t  stopped staring at you since we walked in,” she said to me. 

But we weren’t there for George or any of the other guys that were coming and going. We were there for Rich and the gang. But we had to be patient, because we knew they were at their club house, meeting, probably discussing me—either assigning me a point-value for their cruel little game, or they were trying to figure out  how  they  all  recognized  me—if  that  was  the  case,  hopefully  they  weren’t figuring it out. 

Harriet came in with a big, accomplished smile on her face. She sat down with us and leaned in close. “We’ve totally got them,” she whispered. She looked into my eyes. “They decided that you’re worth ten points.” 

“Is that a lot?” Cassidy asked. 

“It’s nine points more than I’m worth,” she said. I wasn’t sure whether to feel guilty,  sorry,  or  ecstatic.  Harriet  probably  didn’t  feel  too  great  knowing  a  man  in drag was worth ten times what she was worth. But how could I not feel a little bit excited? For once in my life I felt like I had a value, even if it was in a very shallow sense. A warmth filled my body. 

And then a minute later, Rich and the gang entered the recreation room. We all looked up at them as they passed. They had no idea they were stepping closer and closer into our trap. 

Later in the evening, I went across the room to get myself a bottle of water. I turned  around  to  return  to  my  girlfriends,  and  Rich  was  standing  there,  just  feet away from me. “Hey,” he said. 

“Hi,” I replied. I looked him in the eyes. He was grinning. 

“What’s  your  name?  I  don’t  think  I’ve  ever  seen  you  around  before.  Are  you new?” 

“I just got here last night. I’m Katherine,” I said. 

“Well,  we’re  happy  to  have  you  here,  Katherine.  I  hope  you  don’t  mind  my saying this, but you’re very beautiful,” he said. He nodded his head humbly and then went back to his buddies. It was far more upfront than I expected him to be, and  he’d  made  his  move  way  quicker  than  I  thought  he  would.  I  looked  over  at Cassidy and the other girls. None of them had noticed my interaction with Rich. I thought about telling them, but I decided not to. I needed to figure this all out on my own. 

A thought occurred to me: if the girls’ plan fails, then would I be off the hook? It seemed as though they were satisfied with the revenge they’d already gotten on me.  So  if  the  week  ended  and  regular  school  resumed,  and  none  of  the  guys ended  up  trying  to  hook  up  with  me,  would  they  chalk  the  experiment  up  as  a failure and move on? 

I  got  up  to  use  the  bathroom.  On  my  way  back,  Paul  was  casually  walking down  the  hallway  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets.  He  stopped  as  he  looked  up  at me. “Hey there,” he said. It was painfully obvious he’d been waiting for me. “I’m Paul—you’re the new girl, right? I heard there was a new girl in the school, but I didn’t think you’d be so pretty—excuse me for being so frank.” 

So that was why Rich made his move so quickly—they all wanted me first. As soon as one of them got with me, my value would drop substantially. They were racing, fighting, competing—all for me. And I have to admit, it made me feel great. 

I woke up the next morning while it was still dark outside. My heart was racing. 

I  couldn’t  wait  to  face  the  day,  to  get  showered  with  attention  and  compliments, even  if  the  compliments  were  for  malevolent  reasons.  But  if  my  value  was  ten points, then they all agreed that I was worth competing for. They all agreed that I was really beautiful and sexy. 

I quietly got my makeup on, and I dug through my clothing options. I ended up sneaking into Cassidy’s closet and borrowing a little white dress and a cute pair of white  heels.  As  I  was  checking  myself  out  in  the  mirror,  I  realized  Cassidy  was awake and staring at me. “Look at you, cutey,” she said with a smile. 

My face became red. I wouldn’t dare admit that I was kind of enjoying my week as a woman, wearing the clothes, feeling beautiful for once in my life. 

“Don’t  get  those  boys  too  excited,”  she  said  with  a  grin,  and  then  she  rolled over and went back to sleep. 

I  went  out  for  a  walk  through  the  courtyard.  The  sun  had  just  risen  over  the distant horizon and the air was warm. “You’re up early,” a voice said from behind me. I turned around. It was Rich. 

CHAPTER VII

He took a seat on the bench and looked over at the sunrise. “Not a bad place, huh?” he said, looking back at me with a smile. 

“Not bad at all,” I said. His hair was messy and he was wearing a black band t-shirt. It was rare that Rich left his room without looking his absolute best, with his hair  slicked  back  and  his  shirt  ironed,  and  so  on.  I  thought  he  actually  looked better  like  this,  casual,  laid  back.  I’d  never  really  noticed  before,  but  he  was actually kind of handsome. 

He asked me where I was from and then he asked me some questions about my  friends  and  family.  I  had  to  think  fast—I  hadn’t  spent  any  time  creating  a backstory,  and  Rich  knew  me  too  well  so  I  couldn’t  possibly  use  any  of  my  real backstory. Somehow I managed. 

He  told  me  a  little  bit  about  him—surprisingly  a  lot  I  didn’t  know  about  him. 

Apparently his father died when he was young, and his mother struggled to find work. She eventually left the country, leaving him behind. He had a sister who was sick with some incurable disease, and she was always in and out of the hospital. 

As the sun rose higher into the morning sky, more and more students began to wake up, a few meandering through the courtyard. “Have you already been given the tour of the place?” Rich asked. 

“Yeah, Cassidy gave it to me yesterday.” 

“I bet she missed a few spots. Want the real tour?” 

“Sure,” I said. 

He led me back towards the school. He held all of the doors open for me as we made our way through the many hallways. I didn’t know where he was taking me

—towards  the  janitorial  closet  and  the  boiler  room.  For  a  minute  I  was  a  bit nervous,  as  we  were  getting  further  and  further  away  from  the  other  students, from anyone who could help in case he tried to force himself on me. 

“No one knows about this,” he said, and then he opened a door that I’d always assumed  led  into  a  storage  room.  Instead,  it  brought  us  outside,  into  a  small garden that looked down the cliff at the town. 

“Wow,” I said. 

“It’s  the  chef’s  herb  garden.  I  think  I’m  the  only  one  who  knows  about  it,”  he said.  But  it  wasn’t  just  herbs—there  were  flowers,  carefully  pruned  trees,  and hand-carved wooden bird feeders. It was so quaint and pleasant. 

“So why are you showing me?” I asked. 

“I don’t know, because I thought you’d like it.” 

“But now it’s not only your secret,” I said. 

“Maybe it can be our secret.” He turned and looked at me. And suddenly, I felt the  overwhelming  urge  to  kiss  him.  I  hesitated,  my  body  becoming  tense,  as  if entering some sort of self-defence mode. Was he playing me? Was this one of his little psychology tricks? Why was I suddenly so attracted to him? He was a man! I didn’t like men, did I? 

He  gently  took  my  hand  and  then  he  took  a  step  closer.  I  couldn’t  resist  any longer.  There  was  something  about  him—an  aura  of  confidence  that  I’d  never noticed  before.  I  kissed  him.  He  kissed  me  back,  slipping  his  arms  around  my body and holding me tightly. I should have pulled myself away. I couldn’t let him have  me—of  course  he  couldn’t  have  me,  I  wasn’t  even  a  woman.  If  I  wasn’t careful, he would easily find me out. All he had to do was reach down and slip his fingers over my crotch. But for some reason, I couldn’t stop kissing him. 

I slipped my tongue in his mouth as I let my body melt into his. I loved the way his hands felt, exploring my body, slipping onto my breasts and squeezing. They weren’t real breasts, but he couldn’t tell (in his defence, through the bra, they felt surprisingly  real).  I  knew  I  had  to  be  careful.  I  knew  that  if  he  squeezed  hard enough, the gel pads would slip right out and I would be caught. But still, I let him carry on. 

He started to lift up the skirt of my dress, and then I had a moment of clarity. 

“Don’t,” I said, pushing my skirt back down. 

“C’mon, it’d be fun.” 

“What if someone catches us?” I asked, my heart pounding mercilessly against my ribcage. 

“They won’t. No one knows about this place—I promise.” I believed him. I was closer to Rich than anyone, and he hadn’t even told me about it. But maybe it was where he brought all of his girls, maybe some of the other girls knew about it. But it was still early, and there were hardly a handful of students awake. We continued to kiss. 

I slipped my hand down onto the bulge of his cock. He was hard, and he was big.  I  could  feel  him  throbbing  through  his  sweatpants.  I  wrapped  my  fingers around his girth and gave him a few slow pumps, eliciting a deep moan from him. 

“I’m not a hoe,” I said. 

“I know you’re not.” 

“I don’t sleep with guys I hardly know.” I couldn’t take my hand off of his cock. I couldn’t help myself—it was like I needed it. But why? Since when did I like cock? 

“I feel like I’ve known you for years,” he said. 

I pulled his pants down to his knees and his huge, throbbing erection sprung free. My heart stuttered. It was an incredible sight, standing tall and strong, veins bulging. “How badly do you want it?” he asked. 

“Badly,” I said, my face turning red. I wanted to hold it, to stroke it, to taste it—

but I needed to stop myself. He wanted pussy and I didn’t have pussy to give him. 

He  put  his  hands  on  my  shoulders  and  turned  me  around.  “Bend  over,”  he said. My heart was beating so quickly that it actually hurt. I was starting to worry I would slip into cardiac arrest. 

“I can’t have sex with you,” I said. 

“Why not?” 

“I—I’m  on  my  period.”  I  bit  my  lip.  It  hurt  to  turn  him  down.  I  wished  I  had  a pussy for him to fuck—I wanted it so badly. “Fuck me in the ass,” I said. I couldn’t believe I’d actually said it out loud. I froze as soon as I heard the words roll off of my tongue. 

“Okay,” he said. I could hear the grin in his voice. 

I reached back and pulled the thin strip of my panties aside, giving him access to my backside. I felt his warm, throbbing tip press up between my cheeks. 

“Bend over,” he said again, so I did. It was possibly the greatest miracle that he didn’t notice the bulge of my package between my legs. Maybe he just assumed it was  a  camel  toe,  or  a  period  pad.  He  began  to  push  in.  I  clenched  at  first, resisting, my mind a scrambled mess. I couldn’t collect my thoughts as they spun around noisily. 

“Relax, baby,” he said. I took a deep breath. Suddenly, I felt him penetrate me, his cock slipping in past my rectum. I clenched again, stopping him from going any deeper. I could feel his cock throbbing against my anal walls. God, it felt good. I took  another  breath  and  relaxed  my  butthole,  letting  him  slide  in  deeper  and deeper until I could feel his ball sack against my ass. 

Before  he  even  started  pumping  my  rear-end,  I  was  a  moaning  mess, clenching the tree branch in front of me tightly. 

“Fuck,  baby,  your  ass  is  so  tight,”  he  said.  I  loved  the  way  his  pelvis  felt, slapping  my  ass  with  every  penetration.  I  loved  the  way  his  thick  cock  rubbed against the walls of my tight butthole. I didn’t want it to end. Every pump felt even better than the one before it. 

Rich  ended  up  wrapping  his  arms  around  me,  so  I  wouldn’t  collapse  to  the ground  in  my  state  of  deepening  euphoria.  I  was  hardly  more  than  a  ragdoll,  a fuck-toy,  an  inflatable  bimbo  for  him  to  do  whatever  the  fuck  he  wanted  with.  I couldn’t believe my ass could take all of his thick cock. “I want your cum in me, baby,” I said. “Come in my asshole.” 

I felt a warm, wet sensation around my cock. I was coming—my panties were slowly  filling  up  with  my  hot  load.  Incredibly,  he  made  me  come  without  even touching my cock. I started to moan even louder. He pressed the palm of his hand against my mouth to muffle me, so I wouldn’t alert anyone in the vicinity, if there was  anyone  in  the  vicinity.  “Please  come  in  me,”  I  said  through  his  fingers.  I wanted it so badly, I was begging for it. 

“Fuck—I’m going to come,” he said with a grunt, pumping me even harder and faster. 

“Do it! Come in me!” I pushed my ass back with every revolution, getting the most out of every penetration. 

He came with a loud groan. I’d never felt anything like it, my ass filling up with his  warm  load.  God,  it  felt  amazing.  I  may  have  even  come  a  second  time,  my panties nearly spilling out with my heavy load. After a moment, he stumbled back. 

“Holy shit, we should do that again sometime,” he said. 

“Totally.” I quickly adjusted my skirt before he took a closer look between my legs. His creampie oozed out to join my load in my very-wet panties. 

We kissed again, and then I said, “I should probably go find my friends before they start wondering where I am.” 

“Good idea,” he said, and then we kissed for a minute longer and we parted ways. 

CHAPTER VIII

Over the next week, we had sex a few more times, keeping it in my ass. I even went  down  on  my  knees  and  sucked  his  cock,  which  I’d  never  imagined  myself doing in a thousand years the week before, before I was due to become a woman. 

Thankfully, he was good at keeping things discreet, meeting up with me when none  of  the  other  girls  were  around  to  jump  in  and  get  that  sweet  revenge  they wanted so badly. And according to Harriet, I was still worth ten points—Rich never cashed in his points, keeping me a secret, outside of their little game. I couldn’t quite figure out why he wouldn’t claim his prize—maybe he liked to think what we had was worth more than ten imaginary points in a silly game. 

As the week came to an end, the girls were becoming frustrated. The plan was failing. Cassidy told me one night that they weren’t mad at me anymore. “I think you’ve learned your lesson,” she said. And I had learned a valuable lesson, but I don’t think it was the lesson they set out to teach me. 

I was just one night away from being off the hook, from being able to return to the male residence as myself, and pretend like nothing had ever happened. I met up with Rich one last time. I didn’t tell him I was going to be leaving, that I would never  see  him  again  as  Katherine,  but  he  could  tell  something  was  up.  “What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing,”  I  lied.  I  was  going  to  miss  his  compliments,  our  little  make-out sessions, and the ass-fucking. Soon, I would be a man again, getting no attention from  anyone,  blending  into  the  walls  as  I  had  been  doing  for  years.  It  was  a shame I couldn’t just remain a woman, get to go through life with that extra shine that only seemed to exist when I was playing the part of Katherine. 

Rich  took  my  hand  and  led  me  towards  the  little  herb  garden.  But  someone was in the garden: the chef, picking herbs for that night’s dinner. “Where else can we go?” Rich said. 

I knew one place that was private: that giant room behind the drama room. I took Rich there. “How did you find out about this place?” he asked. 

“One  of  my  friends  showed  me,”  I  said.  “But  it’s  a  secret,  and  you  can’t  tell anyone.” 

He  smiled  and  then  we  started  to  kiss.  I  couldn’t  wait  to  get  his  big  rod pumping my asshole. Within seconds, I had my hand on his bulge, massaging his cock,  getting  it  nice  and  hard  and  ready  for  penetration.  I  opened  my  eyes  and looked into his. 

And  then  there  was  a  flash  of  light  and  my  heart  sunk  into  my  gut.  Standing behind us was Harriet, holding her digital camera. “Hey Rich,” she said with a big smirk on her face. 

“Hey,” he said, “what’s going on?” 

“Just making out with your new girlfriend?” Harriet asked. 

“What’s it to you?” 

“Katherine, why don’t you take off your wig?” 

I  couldn’t  tell  if  my  heart  was  still  beating  or  not.  I  felt  ill,  like  I  was  about  to collapse. Rich turned and looked at me, his eyes wide and his face pale. “What’s she talking about?” 

“I’m so sorry, Rich,” I said. 

His face became paler, but probably not as pale as my own. “Why?” he said slowly. 

“Or better yet,” Harriet started, “why not show him your cock?” She started to laugh. 

Rich looked at me. “Your cock?” 

“Rich, I’m sorry, but it’s me—Derek.” 

He looked like he was about to faint. Harriet snapped another photo. “So, Rich, how does it feel to be humiliated?” 

“Humiliated?” he said, turning to her slowly. 

“You’ve been kissing a boy—your best friend.” She started to laugh maniacally. 

“Yeah, so?” he said. 

“So… She’s not a woman at all.” 

“So what?” he said, in a strangely casual voice. 

“That’s so embarrassing—you should be embarrassed.” 

He  just  shrugged  his  shoulders.  “Why?  Are  you  homophobic  or  something?” 

he asked. Harriet’s face became pale and her lips parted. She had no response. 

She  couldn’t  understand  his  reaction,  as  if  she  was  a  computer,  running  into  a fatal glitch. 

Rich turned to me. “Why didn’t you just tell me?” 

“I didn’t know how to,” I said. 

He leaned forward and kissed me. “I couldn’t care less, darling,” he said with a smile.  “Though  I  will  say,  you  look  much  better  with  your  hair  long,  and  I  think skirts  suit  you  better  than  dress  shirts.”  He  laughed.  I  was  starting  to  feel  like Harriet, completely at a loss for words, unable to understand what was happening. 

Was  he  really  okay  with  me  this  way?  Was  he  really  still  attracted  to  me,  even knowing I wasn’t actually a woman? 

He turned back to Harriet and said, “A little privacy, please?” 

Completely  devastated,  Harriet  hesitated  a  moment  and  then  she  turned  to leave.  As  soon  as  she  was  out  of  the  room,  Rich  went  and  locked  the  door. 

“Where were we?” he said, returning to me. 

Rich didn’t care whether I was a man or a woman. When I told him that I was thinking of staying a woman, he just said, “Sounds good to me.” Telling the rest of

the school wasn’t so easy, and the reactions were mixed, at least at first. But by the  second  week,  it  was  like  nothing  was  out  of  the  ordinary,  and  by  the  third week, everyone had forgotten that I wasn’t actually a woman—or maybe they all just realized they didn’t care. Rich and I went public with our relationship, and that drove the girls crazy—all of their blackmail was useless now, and their attempted humiliation was a big failure, at least for them. For me, it was the best thing that had ever happened. Without it, I would have never learned so much about myself. 

For once, I was noticed. For once, I was happy. 

THE END
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FARM GIRL

Riley is desperate for work, but no one’s hiring. When he finally gets called in for  an  interview  at  a  ranch,  just  outside  of  town,  he  couldn’t  be  happier—that  is until  he  shows  up  for  his  interview  and  finds  out  they  thought  he  was  a  woman when they read his resume. Unfortunately, they aren’t hiring men. 

When  he  comes  across  the  wig  store  on  his  way  home  from  the  failed interview, it seems like it must be the work of fate. But can Riley really transform into a convincing farm girl? And is it really worth the job? 

CHAPTER I

I needed a summer job more than anything. My friends didn’t know how lucky they were, still getting allowance from their parents. I couldn’t even imagine asking my dad for allowance. He would have just rolled his eyes and laughed his ass off. 

The  last  time  I  got  allowance,  I  was  seven  years  old,  and  I  got  fifty  cents  every week. My buddies were getting a few hundred bucks a week from their parents, which was why they were all able to afford their plane ticket to Cancun, Mexico. 

I  dropped  applications  off  everywhere,  but  I  got  no  calls  back.  Summer  was already  underway—if  I  didn’t  find  a  job  fast,  I  wouldn’t  be  joining  my  friends  in Mexico come the fall. I wouldn’t even be able to pay for my textbooks for my first year of university. 

I blame the oil industry—for so many years, our little city relied heavily on oil money to keep the economy going, and now that clean, renewable energy was on the  rise,  everyone  in  town  was  out  of  work.  There  were  decorated  engineers applying to flip burgers and clean bathrooms. As an eighteen year old man with nothing but a high-school diploma, how was I supposed to compete with that? 

My friends all laughed at me. “Why don’t you mow lawns or something?” they said—easy  for  them  to  say,  as  they  sat  at  home  all  summer,  glued  to  their television sets, playing the latest video games and jerking off to porn. I tried going door to door asking if anyone needed their lawns mowed, but everyone was either broke from the recession, or they hired professional lawn mowing services while their adult children played video games and jerked off in their basements. 

With  six  weeks  of  summer  remaining,  and  not  a  single  job  interview  on  the horizon,  I  was  ready  to  give  up  hope.  What  was  I  going  to  do  come  the  school semester? Without a job, I wouldn’t be able to afford tuition. I would have to take a year  off  of  school,  beg  in  the  streets,  panhandle,  try  to  make  enough  change  to afford my first year, and then what? Do the same thing over and over until I had some bachelor’s degree that still wouldn’t get me a job in the current economy? 

And how was I supposed to find a girlfriend, unemployed and broke? 

“The  world  needs  ditch  diggers,  too,  Riley,”  my  uncle  said  to  me  when  I explained my situation to him, after he asked why I was just sitting at home during one of the nicest days of the year. He was trying to be funny, but I wasn’t laughing. 

I would have taken a job digging ditches if such a job had existed. But such a job did not exist—there were no jobs. 

And then, the next morning, I got a phone call. It was for a job as a farmhand, about  fifteen  minutes  south  of  the  city.  I  missed  the  call,  but  the  caller  left  a voicemail, telling me to be there the next morning for an interview. I hardly slept that  night,  teeming  with  excitement.  The  timing  was  perfect.  There  was  just enough time left in the summer to save up the five hundred I needed to get in on the Mexico trip, and another thousand or so for my first year’s tuition. All I had to do was impress some farmer in an interview, and I was golden. Maybe he would even  keep  me  on  staff  after  the  summer,  part-time.  And  as  an  added  bonus,  I

would  probably  bulk  up  from  all  the  manual  labour—which  was  much  needed, because I currently had the body of a teenaged girl. 

And best of all, it was an under-the-table gig, paid in cash (at least according to the ad). 

It was a long commute to the farm. I had to take two busses to the edge of the city, and then I had to bike for nearly an hour to the farm. By the time I reached the long driveway of Herman Ranch, I was drenched in sweat. It didn’t help that it was as  hot  as  hell  outside.  But  it  seemed  like  a  small  price  to  pay  for  decent employment. Before leaving the house, I double-checked the job posting: twenty bucks an hour, full-time. Even my dad was hardly making twenty bucks an hour. It seemed too good to be true. 

And as it turned out, it was. 

I left my bike leaning up against the long fence and then I made my way down the  long  driveway.  A  broad-shouldered  man  wearing  a  red  plaid  shirt  came  out from a barn. He had a dark stubble beard and his arms were thicker than my legs. 

“Who are you?” he called out. 

“I’m here for an interview, for the farmhand position,” I replied. 

His eyes narrowed. “I think you’re mistaken, son,” he said, and then he turned back  to  his  barn.  My  heart  sunk  into  my  gut.  Did  I  have  the  address  wrong?  I pulled  out  my  phone  but  there  was  no  service.  I  realized  in  that  moment  that  I never wrote down the phone number from the job posting, and if the address I had was  wrong,  then  I  wouldn’t  be  able  to  get  the  right  address  until  I  got  back  into service range—by which point I would already be incredibly late. 

“Are you sure? I’m fairly sure this is the right address. This is Herman Ranch, right?” I called out. 

He turned back to me. “It is indeed,” he said, still with that look of confusion on his face. Maybe the job posting was a fake, put out by some kids who thought it would be funny to screw around with the many people desperate for work. That was probably it—twenty bucks an hour for an entry-level position was too good to be true. 

I  clung  on  to  that  small  speck  of  hope,  pulling  my  resume  out  from  my  back pocket. “I was supposed to have an interview for nine—my name is Riley Paige,” I said. 

“You’re Riley Paige?” he said. 

“That’s right.” 

“Oh, dang. I’m sorry. There was a mistake. I thought—I mean—when I looked at your resume, I thought you were a lady.” 

A  wave  of  relief  washed  over  me.  He’d  been  expecting  a  woman.  The  job posting wasn’t fake and I didn’t have the wrong address. All was good—or was it? 

“Should we go into your office, or…” I said, looking around, wondering whether he even had an office or not. 

“Oh, no, I’m terribly sorry, but we aren’t hiring men,” he said. “I’m really sorry for wasting your time.” 

My heart fell right back into my gut. Not hiring men? For a farmhand position? 

You  would  think  he  would  only  want  a  man,  someone  capable  of  doing  all  the heavy lifting. “What?” I managed to say through the thick lump in my throat. 

“We aren’t hiring men. Looking for a lady. We do sales here, too. Part of the job  is  customer  service—our  customers  feel  more  comfortable  around  ladies. 

Also, some of the horses we board here are timid around men—they prefer ladies. 

It’s nothing personal, son. Did you walk here? Where’s your car?” 

“I don’t have a car, sir. I rode my bike in from the city,” I said. I was crushed. I managed to find the one opening in the whole city (and surrounding area) and I wasn’t  even  biologically  qualified  to  fill  the  position.  How  unfair  was  that?  Are there no laws against gender discrimination? Hell, there probably are, but they’re probably in favour of women. 

He walked up to me and reached into his pocket. “I feel bad. Here, take this—

for your troubles.” He handed me a crisp hundred dollar bill. His cheeks were red. 

I considered passing on the money, but I needed it so badly. It might have been the only money I was going to see that summer. It certainly wasn’t enough to get me  to  Mexico,  and  it  wasn’t  even  close  to  enough  to  get  me  through  a  year  of college (it probably wouldn’t even cover a single textbook) but it was something. I took the money. 

“Thanks, sir,” I said. I turned to leave. 

“I’ll call you up if we have any other openings!” he called out to me as I made my way back to my bike, ready to face my long journey back home. My legs were still  aching  from  my  bike  ride  to  the  ranch.  And  to  make  things  worse,  the  ride back was mostly uphill. 

CHAPTER II

I’d brought enough change for the bus ride home, but it must have fallen out of my pocket at some point, because when I got to the bus stop, all I could find in my pocket was my resume and the hundred-dollar bill the farmer had given me. “Shit,” 

I said as the bus pulled up next to me. The door opened and the driver looked at me. “I lost my change. Can I still get a ride?” I asked. 

He shook his head, as if I was the biggest disappointment he’d ever seen, and then he closed the door in my face and drove away. I was on my own—looking at another hour of biking through the city to get home. 

I was already low on energy, and the sun had only gotten hotter since I’d left the  ranch.  I  didn’t  even  make  it  halfway  home  when  I  nearly  collapsed  from  the heat. I walked my bike off the street and looked around for somewhere to buy a cold  drink.  Next  to  me  was  a  small  convenience  store.  I  went  in  and  grabbed  a bottle  of  water.  I  went  to  hand  the  owner  my  hundred  dollar  bill,  and  then  he pointed to the ‘We do not accept hundred dollar bills’ sign. I had nothing else, so I went  back  out  into  the  street,  empty-handed,  feeling  somehow  even  more miserable. 

I looked around for another store that might be able to make change out of a hundred. Most of the shops around me were closed down, either for the summer of indefinitely, boarded up, victims of the ruthless recession. Just down the street there was a glowing open sign: a wig store. With no other options, I walked inside. 

The place was air-conditioned and, as luck would have it, there was a vending machine next to the checkout. “Can I help you?” the woman behind the counter asked. 

“I’m dying of thirst. Can you make change out of this hundred so I can use the vending machine?” I asked. 

She  laughed  and  then  reached  under  the  counter,  pulling  up  an  unopened water  bottle.  “Here,”  she  said,  tossing  it  to  me.  I  couldn’t  drink  the  water  fast enough, even spilling some of it down my face and chest. This got another laugh out of the woman. “I take it you aren’t interested in buying a wig?” she said. 

“Sorry, I don’t even think I could afford one if for some reason I needed one.” 

“Well,  that  may  have  been  true  a  year  ago,  but  we’re  going  out  of  business, and we’re trying to get rid of our inventory. We’re practically giving the things away for free.” 

I  looked  around.  They  had  a  lot  of  wigs—just  about  every  hair  style,  colour, and length you could imagine. “If you know what you want to be for Halloween in a few months, it might be worth investing now. We used to sell high quality wigs for almost  a  thousand  bucks.  Now  they’re  on  sale  for  forty.  This  economy  is  a  real shame.” 

It  seemed  like  fate  was  screaming  in  my  ear,  like  it  was  too  much  of  a coincidence to ignore: right next to me was a long, blonde wig, 95% off, labelled

‘Farm Girl’. It was thirty dollars, regularly six-hundred dollars. According to the little sign, it was made from real human hair. I stared at it, considering something totally crazy. 

I already had a feminine-looking body. How hard would it be to put on a girly voice, some makeup, and some girly clothes? It wasn’t like I needed to look like a bombshell,  I  just  needed  to  look  like  a  woman—even  if  I  looked  like  an  ugly woman, I would still qualify for the job. And for thirty bucks, I’d still have seventy to get a cheap wardrobe from the thrift store, and probably even some makeup, too. 

“Do you like that wig?” the woman behind the counter asked. 

“Huh?” I said, snapping out of my daze. “Maybe—I just had a funny idea for a Halloween costume…” I said, lying. 

Once again, it seemed almost too good to be true. The farmer had even given me the money to put the disguise together! And being a lady, I could probably get out of a lot of tough jobs. I would basically be spending the summer out in the sun, getting a nice tan. It wasn’t like I would be out in public. That farmer was the only guy at the whole ranch, as far as I could tell, and he seemed like a busy guy—too busy to take too close of a look. “I’ll take it,” I said, my heart suddenly racing. 

I hit up the thrift store on my way home, buying a few ladies’ shirts, a cheap makeup  kit,  and  a  pair  of  women’s  work  boots  that  just  happened  to  fit  my  feet perfectly (thank God for having small feet). As soon as I got home, I tried on the wig and the shirt. I had an old pair of jeans that I’d grown out of that fit very tight. 

But even tight, they had a boyish look to them. I just looked like a boy with long blonde hair. My gut turned and I suddenly felt like I’d wasted the only money I was going to make that summer. 

But I wasn’t ready to give up. I took a close look at myself in the mirror. What exactly  was  making  me  look  too  boyish?  The  long  sleeves  weren’t  helping,  so  I rolled them up. The way the shirt hung down, over my waist, made me look like a lesbian. I tried tucking it in, but it didn’t help much. Then I had the idea to tie the shirt  up  at  my  sternum,  the  way  I’d  seen  the  girls  down  at  Cowboys  wear  their blouses  (that  was  the  name  of  the  local  country  bar).  The  difference  was incredible.  I  suddenly  looked  surprisingly  girly,  though  the  jeans  still  looked  silly, and  the  lack  of  any  bust  didn’t  help  either.  How  could  I  create  tits?  I  looked around. 

I  had  an  old  heart  rate  monitor  that  didn’t  work,  that  had  a  long  band  that wrapped around my whole chest. I just needed to fasten something light to it—a couple of grapefruits or something. I kept looking around, seeing what I had at my disposal. In my basement, I found the perfect solution: a pair of cotton-filled balls. 

I’d gotten them as a child, along with a tiny basketball hoop that you’re supposed to hang over a doorway. They were about the size of C-cup breasts. I cut backs into each one, and then I stuffed them into socks that I tied to the strap of my old

heart  rate  monitor.  It  was  scary  how  real  they  looked—even  when  I  hopped  up and down, they bounced and jiggled, just like real tits. 

I looked back in the mirror. I still needed to address my pants. I dug around my closet  to  see  what  else  I  had.  I  had  some  cargo  shorts,  which  I  tried  on  (they looked even worse), and I had some gym shorts, which looked outrageously silly. 

So I went to my computer and I searched ‘Farm Girl’. The only girls I could find wearing long pants also had knee-high brown boots. I didn’t have any knee-high brown  boots,  and  I  didn’t  have  the  money  to  buy  any.  The  rest  of  the  girls  that turned up in my search had jean shorts, and many of them looked homemade. I looked back at my old pair of jeans, and then I found myself in the kitchen, digging through drawers, looking for a pair of scissors. 

I  cut  up  my  old  jeans,  and  slipped  on  my  new  pair  of  DIY  jean  shorts.  Hairy legs aside, I was getting closer to looking like a lady. I slipped into the bathroom and  quickly  shaved  my  legs  smooth.  Then,  I  opened  up  my  new  makeup  kit.  I didn’t know what anything did, so I started experimenting, using my wrist to test the different pencils and brushes. The tube labelled ‘eyeliner’ was straightforward enough.  I  pulled  the  cap  off,  revealing  a  thin  marker  tip.  I  closed  one  eye  and carefully drew along my eyelid, and then I did the other eye. The difference was night and day. 

The  next  most  obvious  supply  in  my  little  kit  was  the  ‘eyebrow  tint’.  My eyebrows had always been quite light, and the tint I’d bought was actually quite dark. I thought I could split the difference by brushing it on very lightly, but it didn’t seem to make a difference—I ended up with dark, bold eyebrows. They actually looked pretty good, and it helped in making me look less recognizable. 

Next  was  the  eye-shadow.  I  had  a  number  of  different  colour  options  in  a chalky  pallet,  but  I  wasn’t  feeling  too  adventurous,  so  I  just  went  with  the  matte black option, putting a small amount on my little brush and dabbing it around my eyes. I had to wipe it off and try again a few times—it was easy to make it look ridiculous. I found some reference photos on the internet that I used as a rough guideline. 

Finally,  I  used  the  only  lipstick  that  came  with  my  kit:  a  tube  of  glossy  pink lipstick. I took a step back to take the whole look in—and damn, I actually looked pretty good. I ran my fingers through my hair, seeing how it looked pulled off of my face, and seeing how it looked hanging down naturally. I hardly recognized myself. 

Any sane man would look at me and think they were staring at a woman. And I wasn’t an ugly woman, like I’d assumed I would be—I actually looked good. I was hot. I would have stared at me in the street. 

But was I too hot? I didn’t want to get any unnecessary attention. I didn’t want to not get the job because the farmer thought I was some useless bimbo. I could always tone down the makeup, maybe tie up my hair. Maybe I shouldn’t have cut my jean shorts too short—I had to keep tugging them down so the cusp of my butt wouldn’t  slip  out.  It  wasn’t  exactly  a  professional  look.  It  was  too  late  to  start questioning everything now—the decisions I’d made had already been made, and

I had no money to go buy a new pair of jeans or a new wig. I had to go ahead with my plan. 

I went to my computer and made up a fake resume. My new name would be Ashley King. I sent the resume to Herman Ranch and then I started practicing my voice, using a recording program on my computer for playback. An hour later, the phone rang. “Is this Ashley King?” the familiar, male voice asked. 

“This is she, how can I help you?” I said, putting all of my practice to the test. 

“Might  you  be  interested  in  coming  in  for  an  interview  tomorrow  in  the morning?” 

I bit the corner of my lip—I was being given a second chance—a real chance. 

“Absolutely,” I said. 

CHAPTER III

The next morning, I ditched my bike a few blocks down from the ranch, just in case  the  farmer  recognized  it.  I  didn’t  want  to  give  him  any  reason  to  be suspicious of me. Without this job, I was screwed. Everything was riding on this one job interview. 

I  could  see  him  as  I  walked  down  the  long  driveway.  He  was  on  his  back, underneath a truck with an oil pan, his hands black from changing out the truck’s oil. “Hey there,” I called out, waving with a big smile on my face. 

Once I had my image figured out, my female persona had more or less created itself.  For  whatever  reason,  my  natural  inclination  was  to  speak  with  a  country twang to my voice, and I couldn’t help but being very bubbly. It wasn’t like I wanted to be bubbly and outgoing—if anything, it was the opposite. I wanted to keep as much attention off of me as possible, just in case someone was somehow able to see through my disguise. But as soon as I stepped up to my first bus stop, and I saw a woman standing there, waiting for the bus with a dry look on her face, the bubbly  came  right  out  of  me.  “Hey  there,  how’s  it  going?”  I  said,  without  any invitation to speak. It just seemed to come out of me, pushing through my nerves and my anxiety. 

I  was  absolutely  terrified,  my  heart  fluttering  every  time  someone  looked  my way,  but  I  managed  to  push  through,  and  somehow  I  managed  to  be  more outgoing  than  ever.  “The  ride’s  free  today,”  the  bus  driver  said  to  me,  motioning towards the sign that read ‘Out of order’ on the ticket machine. 

“Well aren’t you a doll?” I said. I could hardly believe I’d said it. 

The bus driver’s cheeks turned a shade of rose and he took off. 

Maybe it was my desperate desire to keep my real identity hidden and safe—

maybe  I  was  overcompensating,  acting  the  complete  opposite  of  how  I  would normally act. Or maybe this was my subconscious’ weird idea of how girl’s acted, even though I’d seen very few women in my life acting nearly as vivacious. 

“Are you Ashley King?” the farmer asked as he pulled himself out from under the truck. 

“That’s me, at your service,” I said, doing a little bow. 

He laughed. “Either I lost track of the time, or you’re early.” 

“It’s a quarter to nine. My mama always said if you ain’t fifteen minutes early, you’re late.” 

“Well your mama sounds like a smart lady. Did you drive here?” 

“I walked. I don’t live far—about twenty minutes down the road.” I was lying on the spot, but I never hesitated. I probably should have thought all of these details through before arriving, but I’d been too preoccupied perfecting my voice, making sure my outfit looked perfect. I even found a tutorial online explaining how to use

makeup  to  create  the  illusion  of  cleavage,  with  a  technique  called  ‘contouring’. 

The results were surprisingly genuine, adding yet another spark of realism to my persona. 

“Well come on into my office and let’s talk about the job, shall we?” he said to me, and we went into the barn. I’d already made it further than the day before. 

There was a pair of black horses in the barn that looked as though they’d just been brushed. I had the strangest impulse to run up to them and give them each a quick pet. 

“Well aren’t you just the sweetest things I’ve ever seen,” I said. 

“Ashley?” the farmer said, standing by the door to his office. 

“Oh, I’m sorry. I couldn’t help myself.” I hopped on over to his office, feeling my fake tits bouncing up and down as I went. The farmer snuck a glance down at my chest—who  could  blame  him?  Every  time  I  caught  my  reflection  in  a  nearby window, I was shocked at how well I was able to pull off looking like a sexy lady. 

The farmer introduced himself to me. His name was Gerald, and he was the owner of the ranch. He lived in the ranch house on far side of the field, which was a quaint-looking spot with a nice little garden. He explained the job to me, and it sounded like a dream. Some of my duties were the same each day, but each day would be different. Herman farms was a cow farm. They bred cows and sold them to big clients, mostly for dairy farms. 

Like most farms in the area, Gerald didn’t keep all of his eggs in one basket. 

He also boarded horses, had a pretty sizable chicken coop (he sold the eggs to a nearby grocery store), and he collected milk from a few of his older cows, which he  sold  on  site.  In  the  morning,  my  duties  would  include  brushing  the  horses, rotating the pastures, milking the cows, and collecting the eggs. In the afternoon, I would  accomplish  whatever  small  tasks  needed  accomplished,  and  if  anyone came by to buy milk, I would make the sale. Gerald told me I could have a thirty-percent  commission  on  whatever  I  sold.  “Think  you  can  handle  all  of  that?”  he asked. 

“I think it sounds like a lot of fun,” I said. 

“Do you think you can start tomorrow?” 

“I  sure  can.”  My  heart  was  racing,  I  could  hardly  contain  my  excitement.  As long as I didn’t screw it all up, accidentally reveal my true identity, then I was going to  make  a  lot  of  money,  go  to  Mexico  with  my  friends,  be  able  to  afford  my  first year’s  college  tuition.  All  of  my  problems  were  solved  with  one  little  personal change—or I suppose it was quite a drastic change. 

I  went  home  that  morning  with  a  renewed  energy,  with  a  lust  for  life  that  I hadn’t  felt  in  ages—Hell,  I’m  not  sure  I  ever  felt  it  my  whole  life.  By  the  time  I reached  my  bus  stop,  I  wasn’t  even  tired,  so  I  just  kept  on  biking.  Someone whistled at me from their car. I looked over my shoulder and there were a pair of teen boys looking at me from their car window. “Hey baby, looking good!” one of them called out. “Want to go for a ride?” 

“I  doubt  you  could  handle  me,”  I  called  back,  winking  and  smiling  in  their direction.  Their  faces  became  dark  red.  Just  a  few  blocks  later,  at  a  red  light,  I noticed a group of men, all waiting at the street corner for their light to change, all looking  in  my  direction  with  wide,  glowing  eyes.  I  was  loving  the  attention  I  was getting—the compliments, the ogling. I couldn’t get enough of it. 

I was having so much fun. I didn’t even go home. Instead, I went down to the park,  tied  my  bike  to  the  fence,  and  went  for  a  walk.  Every  guy  looked  my  way, smiled, complimented me, it wasn’t getting old any time soon. I found a little spot next to the river in the warm sun, and I lay down. There was so much I could have been  doing,  seeing  as  it  was  my  last  unemployed  summer  day—I’m  sure  my friends  were  wondering  where  I  was,  why  I  wasn’t  coming  to  hang  out.  But  all  I wanted to do was bask in my small victory, and enjoy feeling sexy while I had my whole getup on. Soon I would be working more or less alone on the farm, earning a paycheque. 

CHAPTER IV

I had to bike all the way to work. Gerald wanted me to start at six-thirty, and the buses  didn’t  start  running  until  six—and  it  was  more  than  a  half-hour  commute. 

Maybe I shouldn’t have told him I lived just down the street, but I didn’t mind the early-morning  bike  ride.  It  was  peaceful.  The  streets  were  empty  and  the  whole town was desolate. As I reached the outskirts of town, I got to watch the sun rise over the prairie horizon. 

I  hadn’t  gotten  much  sleep  the  night  before,  nor  the  night  before  that,  but  I didn’t feel tired. I was too excited to feel tired. As soon as my alarm went off, I was up, getting dressed, getting my wig on right, getting my makeup just perfect. The alarm  went  off  at  three-thirty  in  the  morning—most  of  my  friends  were  probably still out partying, with a few hours left in them before they called it a night. 

I had to be extra quiet. My dad knew I’d gotten a job, but he had no idea I’d gotten it as a lady, and I had no intention of him finding that little fact out. Slipping past his bedroom with a full face of makeup, my heart was pounding. He was a light  sleeper,  and  the  last  thing  I  needed  was  for  him  to  come  out  and  wish  me luck on my first day or something like that. He probably would have disowned me

—or  at  the  very  least,  he  would  have  forbid  me  to  leave  the  house.  Luckily,  he didn’t wake up. 

I  got  to  work  fifteen  minutes  early.  Gerald  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  I  looked around for him. His truck was gone. I found a note on the barn door. “Ashley: I’m out  doing  an  egg  run  and  I  will  be  back  by  eight.  Please  brush  and  rotate  the horses and collect the eggs before I get back.” The barn door was unlocked, so I let myself in and I got to work. 

The  air  in  the  barn  was  cool  and  damp  on  my  bare  legs,  untouched  by  the morning sunrise. I didn’t mind—I actually got used to it pretty quickly. That is one thing  women  have  over  men:  impressive  cold  resistance.  I’ll  always  remember driving  by  Cowboys  in  January,  seeing  the  line  of  skimpy  young  girls  outside, standing in the cold in nothing but their mini-skirts and tiny coats. When you’re a woman, looking good is the top priority—comfort doesn’t even make the list. 

I managed to get all of Gerald’s chores done before he returned from his egg run—I  even  milked  all  of  the  cows,  which  took  some  trial  and  error  as  I’d  never milked  a  cow  before.  I  filled  fifteen  giant  jugs.  Lugging  the  big  jugs  over  to  the giant fridge in the building across from the cows was probably the toughest chore. 

After  the  fifteenth  jug,  I  had  sweat  dripping  off  of  my  nose.  I  snuck  into  the bathroom to make sure my makeup was still okay, and it was. 

“Good job—I’m impressed,” Gerald said when he met up with me, later in the day. He checked his watch. “If you’re tired, you’re welcome to take off. Or if you want to make a few extra bucks and you think you’ve still got some energy in you, you’re welcome to take over the milk stand.” At the front of the ranch, by the main road, was a little stand. He sold the milk by the jug, five gallons each, at $40.00 a jug. I don’t know who was buying that much milk, but I decided to stick around. He

was still paying me by the hour, after all, and if someone really did want that much fresh  milk,  then  all  the  power  to  them—I  would  gladly  take  my  thirty-percent commission. 

The lawn chair next to the stand was pretty comfortable, and it even reclined. I laid back, feeling the sun’s warm rays against my skin, and I waited for someone to come around. Half an hour passed and not only did no one come to buy milk, no  one  even  drove  by.  I  tied  my  shirt  up,  closer  to  my  chest,  and  I  rolled  my sleeves up further. I figured if I was going to be laying in the sun all day, I may as well get the best tan possible. 

I  closed  my  eyes  for  a  few  minutes,  counting  how  much  money  I’d  already made  from  my  awesome  new  job:  I  was  into  my  ninth  hour,  at  twenty  bucks  an hour—that was almost two hundred bucks! Making that kind of money, I would be the richest guy in the college by the end of the summer. 

I sat up as a distant humming found my ears. There was a truck approaching from down the road, a cloud of dust rising up from behind it. I waved with a big smile, and after a few seconds, the truck started to slow. It stopped about ten feet away. The truck’s windshield was too dusty to see the driver inside, who seemed to  be  hesitating  to  exit  his  vehicle.  I  waited,  my  heart  suddenly  racing.  The  only person I’d had any contact with that day was Gerald, and even then, our contact was  limited.  It  was  still  only  my  second  day  as  a  woman,  and  I  wasn’t  entirely certain no one would be able to see through my guise. 

A husky man wearing a cowboy hat stepped out from the truck. He tugged up his pants as he made his way towards me. “Well hello there, Little Miss,” he said. 

“Howdy, captain,” I said. He had a sort-of captain’s look about him, as if he’d been  the  captain  of  a  ship  in  a  previous  life.  He  was  older,  maybe  in  his  late-forties, with a big, bushy moustache that hung over his lips. 

“Fine afternoon isn’t it?” he said. 

“They don’t get any finer as far as I’m concerned.” 

He took a quick glance at my stand and then his eyes came back to me. “What are you selling?” 

“Milk, by the jug. You interested?” 

“By the jug? How big are the jugs?” 

“Five gallons. Probably enough for your whole church group.” 

He laughed. “I can’t imagine what I would do with five gallons of milk,” he said. 

“I’m  not  sure,  to  be  honest.  Maybe  you  could  take  it  down  to  the  farmer’s market and sell it—or maybe your wife wants to make enough cake for the whole city.” 

He  laughed  again.  “Your  pretty  cute,  you  know  that?  I’ve  driven  by  here  a number of times before, don’t think I’ve ever seen you out here. Are you new?” 

“Today’s my first day on the job,” I said. 

“Nice  to  see  a  young  girl  like  yourself  out  working  hard.  You  get  to  keep  a commission or anything like that?” 

“Yeah, I get a commission, but I promise you it’s good milk.” 

“I’m sure it is. How many jugs do you got there?” 

“Fifteen,” I said. “I milked it fresh myself, just this morning.” 

“What  kind  of  deal  would  you  give  me  for  all  fifteen.  I  might  know  a  store  in town that’d be interested in the whole lot.” 

He wanted to buy fifteen jugs of milk? That was six-hundred bucks! That would leave  me  with  an  extra  hundred  and  eighty—almost  four-hundred  dollars  for  my first day. Not to mention, Gerald would be over the moon if I managed to sell the whole lot of milk in less than an hour at the stand. “Fifteen jugs will cost you six-hundred,” I said. 

He looked at the sign. “That’s not really a deal though, is it. Can’t you do me better than that?” 

“What about five-fifty?” I said. 

“I’m not really interested in the money, to be honest. I’ll pay the six-hundred, maybe even throw in a bit of a tip, depending on what kind of deal you’re willing to give  me.”  His  cheeks  started  to  turn  red.  Was  he  asking  what  I  thought  he  was asking? For a sexual favour? What did he want—a blowjob? Did he want pussy? 

Did he just want to see my tits? Well, I didn’t have the pussy or the tits to show him, and I wasn’t prepared to drop down to my knees and let him stick his cock in my mouth—not for a couple hundred bucks. 

But at the same time, it was hard to resist—he was even willing to throw in a tip. Just how much money could I possibly be leaving the ranch with? Hell, if I was making upwards of four-hundred bucks a day, I could pay for a hell of a lot more than  just  a  trip  to  Mexico  and  a  year  of  college.  I  could  buy  a  car,  new  clothes, maybe even move out from my dad’s house, get an apartment. I wouldn’t have to live  like  some  poor  loser  anymore,  begging  bus  drivers  for  rides.  “What  kind  of tip?” I said, my heart pounding against my ribcage. I felt nauseous. Was I really considering it? And what exactly was I considering? 

“Say, an extra hundred? Make it a clean seven-hundred?” he said. 

Gerald would think I’m a hero, selling off all of his milk, I would leave the ranch with  nearly  five-hundred  dollars  in  my  pocket,  and  that  was  just  day  one.  How could I not? 

I stepped up to the man. My hands were shaking, but my eyes were green. I kept telling myself, it won’t be so bad, it won’t be so bad. I looked around. There were no cars in either direction and Gerald was in his office. Even if he came out, we were way down the driveway, hidden behind the milk stand. I put my hand on the man’s chest and slowly let it sink down. “I think we have a deal,” I said, biting my lip. 

His face was dark red now. As my hand slid over his crotch, he took a deep breath in. I started to rub his bulge. I couldn’t believe it—I had my hand on another man’s cock. I could feel him growing, pulsing, hardening. He was big—long and thick.  His  balls  were  heavy.  After  another  deep  breath,  he  reached  down  and undid his belt. He took my hand and shoved it down the front of his pants. I froze for a moment as my skin touched his. I was touching another man’s cock, flesh to flesh. 

“C’mon darling, don’t be shy,” he said, slipping a hand behind my neck. 

My  hand  was  trembling.  Carefully,  I  slipped  my  fingers  around  his  growing girth.  I  took  a  deep  breath,  feeling  suddenly  light-headed.  I  started  to  stroke  his cock. “That’s it,” he said, letting his head fall back and his eyes close. I stroked all the way from his bulging tip, down to his bushy pubic hair. He moaned softly. He was rock-hard now, his cock towering up, out from his open pants. I looked down. 

I could see the veins of his cock throbbing. 

“You like that, big boy?” I asked. I was shocked hearing my own words slip off of my tongue. Did I really just say that? Was I in control of my body or had some supernatural force taken me over? 

I  slowly  sunk  down  to  my  knees.  I  ran  the  tip  of  my  tongue  along  the  whole base of his shaft. “Shit, darling,” he said with an elated exhale. His legs trembled slightly. 

After a few more strokes, I plunged his member into my mouth. I really wasn’t in  control  anymore.  I  don’t  know  what  had  come  over  me,  but  it  scared  me.  My hands  were  shaking  and  my  breathing  was  shallow.  Who  was  I?  What  was  I becoming? A week before, had the thought of sucking a man’s cock crossed my mind, I would have gagged. Now, I was taking it happily for just a couple hundred bucks, wrapping my tongue around his whole pulsing shaft, sinking the bulbous tip down my throat. 

“I’m going to come, darling,” he said. 


“You want to come in my mouth, baby?” I asked. Again, I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, coming from my own lips. 

“I’d love to come in your mouth.” 

I  grabbed  his  cock  firmly,  tightening  my  lips  around  the  tip  of  his  erection.  I pumped him a few times and then I could feel his member swelling. He started to groan, and then he unloaded—shot after shot of his warm load, straight into my mouth. I squeezed every last drop out of him, and then I swallowed with a smile on my face. 

With  an  even  bigger  smile  on  his  face,  he  went  to  his  truck  to  retrieve  the money—in  cash.  I  counted  it  and  then  stuffed  it  into  my  pocket  as  he  began hoisting his milk jugs into the bed of his truck. 

“Have a fine afternoon, now!” I said to him as he climbed back into his truck, which was now filled with seventy-five gallons of fresh milk. 

“You  as  well,”  he  replied,  that  big  grin  still  stuck  on  his  face.  After  he  pulled away,  I  went  to  find  Gerald  to  tell  him  the  good  news—leaving  out  the  more intimate details of the transaction, of course. 

Gerald took the six hundred from me, staring at it with admiration. “You really are something else, you know that?” he said. He gave me three-hundred, instead of  my  agreed-upon  thirty-percent.  “Consider  it  a  bonus,”  he  said,  but  he  didn’t know about the tip I’d already made—and he didn’t need to know. 

So  I  left  the  ranch  with  six-hundred  dollars  in  my  pocket.  Six-hundred  in  a single  day—not  too  bad.  Not  too  bad  at  all.  But  what  was  I  becoming?  Was  it really worth whoring myself out like that—sucking a man’s cock for a few hundred bucks? I was in need of money, but it wasn’t like I was completely desperate—I was still on track to make fine money with my twenty-dollar an hour wage. 

CHAPTER V

Returning  home  was  tougher  than  leaving.  When  I  pulled  up  to  my  house,  I could see my dad in the window. He was home from work early, and I was still in my  wig,  tiny  jean  shorts,  and  makeup.  I  kept  on  biking  past  the  house,  going around  the  corner  and  into  the  alleyway.  My  heart  was  suddenly  racing.  I  don’t think he saw me, and if he had, it wasn’t like he would have recognized me. 

I  had  to  leave  my  bike  in  the  alley.  I  climbed  over  the  fence  and  carefully climbed  up  through  my  bedroom  window,  which  was  thankfully  unlocked.  I  got undressed as quickly as humanly possible, stuffing my female clothes and my wig into  my  bottom  dresser  drawer,  underneath  a  pile  of  sweaters  I  never  wore.  I listened carefully making sure my dad was downstairs, and then I quietly sprinted for the bathroom, locking myself inside to wash off my makeup. 

My  dad  didn’t  realize  I  was  home  until  I  entered  the  kitchen,  in  my  regular clothes,  my  face  washed,  and  my  wig  stored  away.  I  was  lucky,  but  if  I  had  to gamble  every  single  day,  I  might  not  have  been  so  lucky.  I  wasn’t  just  worried about  my  dad  catching  me—what  if  my  neighbours  saw  me  climbing  over  the fence?  What  if  they  saw  me  riding  my  bike,  and  they  recognized  the  bicycle?  I needed to think of a better system. 

There  was  a  little  park  halfway  between  my  house  and  Herman  Ranch  that had a little public bathroom in it. For my second day of work, I decided to pack all the elements of my disguise into a bag, leave early, and get ready at that public bathroom, far from anyone I knew who could potentially recognize me. On my way home, I would stop again at that bathroom. 

When I got to the ranch, Gerald was out once again, so I went about my usual duties,  brushing  and  rotating  the  horses,  collecting  the  eggs,  milking  the  cows, and  so  on.  I  was  so  efficient,  I  had  time  to  clean  up  the  barn  before  Gerald returned from his farmer’s market run. “Is there anything you can’t do?” he said to me, giving me a pat on the back. 

The  cows  only  yielded  seven  jugs  of  milk  that  morning,  less  than  half  of  the previous day. Gerald once again gave me the option of heading home or manning the  milk  stand  out  front.  I  chose  the  milk  stand.  And  once  again,  the  road  was more or less desolate, only the occasional car driving past, no one stopped as I tried to wave them down. I didn’t mind—the sun was nice and warm and relaxing, so  I  just  reclined  my  chair  and  closed  my  eyes  while  I  waited  for  more  potential clients. 

What  if  the  husky  man  from  the  previous  day  came  back  for  more—would  I give him a little bonus again, or had I gotten that nonsense out of my system? I was  already  making  more  money  than  I  needed,  so  why  was  it  even  up  for discussion? 

A man pulled up and got out of his truck. He was younger and his clothes were stained with dark oil, as if he was a mechanic of some sort. He had a nice body

with thick, defined arms. “Howdy,” he said. “Selling milk? I’ll take a jug.” 

“Is  that  the  secret  to  getting  such  big  muscles?”  I  asked,  feeling  his  arm playfully. His cheeks turned red. 

“I  don’t  know,  maybe  it  is,”  he  said  sheepishly.  As  I  turned  to  get  his  milk,  I could see him subtly checking me out through the corner of my eye. 

“You sure you don’t want two jugs? I’ll be extra nice to you if you take two off my hands.” 

“Extra  nice,  huh?”  he  said,  his  face  turning  redder.  “You  already  seem  like  a lovely lady.” 

“I can be very lovely,” I said, winking. Once again, I couldn’t believe the words that were coming out from my mouth. It was frightening, what I was capable of—

how  much  my  personality  changed  as  soon  as  I  was  in  my  Ashley  costume.  It didn’t  even  seem  like  a  costume  anymore—everything  about  it  was  starting  to seem so natural. It was difficult to revert back to my normal voice at the end of the day, to stop being so bubbly and cutesy. When I was back as my male self, I felt strangely uncomfortable, as if that was the real disguise. 

Was I becoming Ashley? 

I ended up selling two jugs to the man, who left with a dark red face and a big, silly grin. Flirting with the customers was a tremendous amount of fun, and it was even  more  fun  when  they  flirted  back,  when  they  complimented  me.  It  filled  me with a warmth that I’d never really felt as a man. Maybe becoming Ashley wasn’t such a bad thing—maybe it was who I was really meant to be. If only my friends and family would be able to understand…

I shook my head. What was I thinking? Was I seriously entertaining the idea of becoming a woman full-time, not just for the easy twenty bucks an hour? 

I sold a few more jugs throughout the afternoon, before Gerald came down the driveway and told me to head on home. I left the ranch that day with another two-hundred and fifty dollars. 

But  before  returning  home,  I  found  myself  at  the  mall,  going  from  store  to store, trying on different outfits. As a woman, there is so much variety at the mall! 

And  everything  is  totally  different,  and  it  all  feels  so  comfortable,  made  with  the most incredible fabrics. I found a little skirt that I was obsessed with. It made my ass look great. I bought it—I needed to have a few different work outfits, after all, right? 

That night I booked my trip to Mexico, with a hundred dollars left to spare. 

I decided that night that I needed to keep better control over myself. I needed to hold back, not flirt so much, and no matter what, I needed to refrain from being sexual—I  didn’t  need  the  money  and  I  still  had  some  pride  left  to  preserve.  My little romp with the husky man was a one-time thing and it wouldn’t happen again

—not for a hundred dollars and not for a thousand dollars. There was still a good six weeks before the school semester started, and that was plenty of time to save up for not just one, but possibly two full semesters of college. 

And  I  told  myself,  when  I  wasn’t  at  work,  I  would  stop  engaging  in  this transgender  nonsense.  I  wasn’t  actually  going  to  make  the  real  switch,  so  there was  no  sense  in  entertaining  the  thought.  I  was  just  doing  it  for  the  money—at least that’s what I kept telling myself. But repressing the fantasy was easier said than done. 

As  I  went  to  sleep  that  night,  I  started  imagining  going  to  my  first  year  of college as Ashley. I would be at a new school, surrounded by all new people. It would  be  the  perfect  time  to  start  my  new  life,  with  a  whole  new  set  of  first impressions ready to be made. 

Maybe I was losing my mind…

CHAPTER VI

After a few weeks, I’d gotten into a good rhythm at work. I had my morning and afternoon  routines  worked  out  perfectly,  and  I  was  now  able  to  get  my  makeup, wig, and outfit put together in less than fifteen minutes. Gerald was so impressed with  my  work  ethic  and  punctuality,  that  he  gave  me  a  three  dollar  raise.  I  was officially making more money than my own father. 

There  was  just  two  weeks  left  before  my  school  semester  started.  I  asked Gerald if I could switch to a part-time schedule, to be figured out once I had my school schedule. He was okay with the idea, saying there wouldn’t be as much to do around the ranch come the fall. 

It  was  a  blazing  hot  afternoon  that  Gerald  asked  me  to  help  him  unload  his truck. He’d gone out and picked up about twenty metal bins, some weighing about eighty  pounds,  the  others  around  forty.  Gerald  said  it  was  a  two-man  job—I couldn’t lift one of the big ones on my own, but I suspected he could without much effort. He was a strong man. 

But he wanted my help, so I helped out. We carried each one from his truck to the back of the barn. During the first few bins, I accidentally touched his arms a few times as I went to reach around to get a good grip. I couldn’t believe how rigid his muscles were: like he was made from stone. His skin was warm and slightly damp from sweating in the hot sun. As we went to lift up the fifth bin, I purposely (pretending  to  do  it  accidentally)  ran  my  hand  along  his  arm,  feeling  his  big, bulging  biceps.  A  strange  fuzziness  filled  my  body.  “Sorry,”  I  said.  But  I  couldn’t help myself—I did it again with the next bin. 

I was sweating quite a bit, constantly checking my makeup in a nearby window reflection to make sure my wig wasn’t slipping out of place. It all seemed okay. “Do you want to take a break?” he asked. “You’re looking pretty tired.” 

“I’m okay,” I said. 

“Do you mind if I show you a trick, to get a better grip on the bins?” he said. 

“Sure.” 

He stepped around behind me and reached around my body, taking my hands in his. “The trick is to grab the bins from your waist height,” he said, demonstrating using my hands, his body pressed up against mine. He was warm and sweaty, his body rock-hard. Against my bum, I swear I could feel the slight bulge of his cock. 

He smelled like a real man. “Try lifting it like that, using your legs, not your back,” 

he said, remaining behind me, with his arms around me as if he was spotting me in the gym. 

With  a  little  grunt,  I  lifted  up  the  bin,  my  butt  subtly  grinding  up  against  his pelvis. “Good,” he said, helping me lower it back down. “Just like that.” 

I turned my head to him with a smile. “Soon I’ll have big strong arms, just like you,” I said, running my hand down his hard, sweaty arms that were still hugging

my body. 

He kissed me. I kissed back. I’d never been attracted to a man before in my life,  but  now  I  was  completely  obsessed.  He  was  so  sexy,  so  powerful,  so dominant.  I  loved  the  way  his  big,  strong  arms  felt  around  my  body,  slipping around slightly as our sweaty bodies pressed together. He leaned his head back. 

“I’m sorry, this isn’t appropriate,” he said. 

“Sure it is. Don’t stop,” I said, and then I pulled his head back in, kissing him deeply. I slipped my tongue into his mouth and then together we stumbled back into the truck. I pulled his shirt off as quickly as I could, exposing his impressively sculpted  body.  I  ran  my  hands  along  the  hard  ridges  of  his  muscles,  and  then  I slipped one hand down the front of his pants, grabbing firmly onto his big, sweaty cock.  He  was  already  throbbing  and  growing  when  I  started  to  massage  his member. 

“That feels good,” he said with an elated exhale. 

“How  good  does  it  feel?”  I  asked,  pressing  my  forehead  against  his  and looking into his eyes. 

“Real good,” he said. 

“How badly do you want to fuck me?” 

“Real badly.” His cock was rock-hard within seconds, throbbing intensely. 

I felt an elated buzzing between my own legs—I was getting an erection of my own. My heart stuttered. I’d completely forgotten that I wasn’t a real woman, that I had  a  cock  between  my  thighs.  And  as  Gerald  went  to  squeeze  my  chest,  I realized  those  weren’t  real  either.  Luckily  he  didn’t  seem  to  clue  in  right  away, thanks  in  part  to  the  new  bra  I’d  purchased  a  couple  of  weeks  earlier,  that  had realistic pads built into it. 

“I  think  we  should  hold  off,”  I  said,  but  I’d  already  gotten  his  testosterone flowing. His muscles were bulging, his face was red—he wanted it. I could tell by the look in his eyes that there was no turning back now. He started to lift up my shirt, ignoring my words entirely. “Gerald, I don’t think this is a good idea,” I said. 

“You’re  my  boss.”  Even  after  I  said  it,  I  couldn’t  pry  my  grip  away  from  his  big cock.  I  continued  to  stroke  him  off,  which  didn’t  help  my  situation  at  all—getting him hornier and hornier. 

“Just relax, darling,” he said. 

Clarity  came  rushing  back  to  me.  I  needed  to  put  an  end  to  this  moment  of passion before it was too late, before he noticed the massive erection between my own legs. “Gerald, seriously,” I said, finally letting go of his cock. I tried to squirm free, but he was too strong. He probably didn’t even notice my attempt to escape. 

“Let me go,” I said. 

He  slipped  his  hand  between  my  legs,  his  big,  strong  fingers  slipped  around my hard cock. He paused. I was pretty sure my heart stopped beating. “What the hell?”  he  said,  looking  down.  He  pulled  his  hand  away  as  soon  as  he  realized what was in it. 

“I can explain,” I said. “I mean—please don’t be mad.” 

“You’ve got a cock…” he said, taking a step back from me. 

“Yes, but it’s complicated. I—I’m becoming a woman. I’m transitioning. As soon as  I  can  afford  it,  I’m  going  to  get  the  operation  and  everything—really,  I  am.”  I was surprised by the words coming out from my mouth. Were they true? Was that the  decision  I’d  made?  For  weeks,  I’d  been  quelling  the  idea,  not  allowing  it  to gestate in my mind. But every time it creeped in, my heart started to race and a warmth  filled  my  heart.  It  was  like  I  really  wanted  it,  but  I  didn’t  want  myself  to want it. I wanted to be normal, I wanted people to think I was normal. What would people think of me if I came out and said I wanted to be a woman? They would think I’m some sort of freak, some lunatic—that I’d lost my mind entirely. I imagine their reactions would be somewhat like Gerald’s reaction now, his face pale and his gaze inward. 

“You’re… transitioning?” he said. 

“I  should  have  told  you,  Gerald.  I’m  so  sorry,”  I  said.  He  looked  conflicted, devastated, like he was wondering whether to murder me or commit suicide. After all, he’d just found out he’d been attracted to a man—that must hurt the ego just a little  bit.  It  wasn’t  his  fault—every  man  I  passed  on  the  street  looked  at  me  with eyes  filled  with  lust.  Maybe  that  made  me  a  bad  person—deceiving  people  like that,  or  maybe  that  was  evidence  that  there  was  nothing  wrong  with  it.  If  men could look at me no differently than they looked at other women, then why could I not be a woman? Why couldn’t they just consider me as a woman and throw away their reservations? 

“Lets—Let’s just finish unloading the bins,” he said. 

There  were  only  smaller  bins  left,  which  we  could  both  handle  on  our  own.  I went  to  grab  one,  trying  to  mimic  the  technique  he’d  showed  me  earlier.  I  bent over  slightly  and  wrapped  my  arms  around  it.  Then,  Gerald  stepped  up  behind me. He put his hands on my sides and gently started to slide his hands down to my hips. He took my skirt and flipped it up. I was suddenly frozen—what was he doing? He began to shimmy down my panties. “Gerald?” I said. 

“Quiet  now,”  he  said,  pulling  my  panties  down  to  my  knees.  I  heard  him  do away with his belt, letting it fall onto the ground next to us. Then he pressed his big, warm cock up between my butt cheeks. 

“What are you doing?” I said, my heart beating aggressively, sporadically. 

I felt the tip of his cock press up against my anus. He was about to fuck me in the ass. Tension filled my whole body. I don’t know why I didn’t resist. I don’t know why I just stood there and let him slide his throbbing erection into my asshole. As he penetrated me, my fingers curled around the lip of the barrel. “Oh shit,” I said, feeling my asshole stretching wide. It hurt, but it also felt strangely euphoric, my body suddenly pulsing with a warm, tingly feeling. 

He  slid  in  deep,  pressing  his  hard  abs  against  my  back,  his  heavy  ball  sack against my butt. “You’re tight,” he said. 

“It’s my first time,” I said. 

“I can’t promise I’ll be gentle.” His hand came up to the side of my face and he carefully slipped a finger into my mouth. I bit down playfully, teasing his fingertip with the tip of my tongue. He started to thrust his long, hard rod in and out of me. 

Within seconds, I was docile, weak, and submissive. I held onto that barrel and let  him  do  away  with  me,  plunging  my  tight  asshole  over  and  over,  grunting  as each  penetration  was  harder  and  harder.  “Oh  God,  fuck  me  harder,”  I  said,  not even  sure  whether  or  not  I  could  handle  any  harder.  He  gripped  me  tightly,  his fingertips digging into my skin painfully. The more it hurt, the greater the pleasure. 

“I’m going to jerk you off,” he said through clenched teeth, and then he reached down between my legs and grabbed firmly onto my cock, which was already hard and throbbing. He started to beat me off. 

“Oh fuck, baby, that feels so good,” I said. 

About twenty feet in front of us was a window, and staring back at me was my own  reflection.  I  loved  the  sight:  me  being  bent  over  and  fucked  from  behind.  It was incredibly erotic, getting me somehow even more aroused. “Keep fucking me, baby,” I said. 

He leaned over me, his warm, sweaty skin pressed up against mine. His lips hovered  just  next  to  my  ear.  “Tell  me  how  much  you  love  my  cock,  darling,”  he said between grunts and heavy breaths. 

“I  fucking  love  your  cock  so  much.  I  want  your  cum  in  my  ass—come  in  my asshole, baby, come in my asshole. Oh shit…” A trembling overtook my body. Had his arms not been wrapped around me, I would have fallen to the ground. I started to  come,  my  white,  sticky  load  blasting  all  over  the  side  of  the  barrel  that  was holding me up. He kept his grip tight until every last drop of cum had oozed out from my cock. It felt so incredible, so powerfully euphoric. 

I felt his cock swelling and bloating up in my ass. He came down harder and swifter, his fingers digger even deeper into my skin. He shouted loudly, and then I felt  a  hot  rush  filling  me  up  deep—he  was  coming.  Another  overwhelming trembling  overtook  my  body.  Had  there  been  any  cum  left  in  my  body,  I  would have came again, but cum or no cum, I definitely had a second orgasm that was far more intense than the first one. 

I  couldn’t  believe  how  long  his  cock  was,  inserted  fully  into  my  body,  feeling like he was unloading up near my sternum. It was a shame when it was all over and he stumbled back, slipping his big cock out of me, letting his heavy creampie trickle down my legs. “Shit,” I said, still catching my breath. 

“You  sure  fuck  like  a  real  lady,”  he  said  with  a  laugh.  That  was  the  last comment  Gerald  ever  made  that  even  remotely  insinuated  I  wasn’t  a  real, biological woman. After that, he treated me like a proper lady. He continued to call me  darling,  and  he  continued  to  check  me  out  whenever  he  thought  I  wasn’t looking. I got to keep my job—I even got another raise when the summer came to an end and I moved into part-time. 

And Gerald’s reaction wasn’t much different than everyone else’s—there was a moment  of  shock  followed  by  eventual  acceptance.  Telling  my  friends  was surprisingly  easy.  Most  of  them  were  more  concerned  over  their  video  game score. 

Telling my father was the real challenge. “Dad, I don’t know how to tell you this, but I want to become a woman.” 

But his reaction was the easiest to handle of them all. At first, I thought he had misheard  me.  “Alright,  just  let  me  know  if  you  need  anything,”  he  said,  as  if  I’d simply told him I was thinking of going out to the movies. I told him a second time, to make sure he heard me correctly, and he just said, “Yeah, I heard you the first time.” 

I  was  a  few  weeks  into  my  first  semester  when  Gerald  came  up  to  me,  his cheeks red, holding his hat down at his waist. “Hey Ashley,” he said. 

“Yes?” 

“I was wondering if you’d be interested in maybe going out with me some time, outside  of  work—I’ll  totally  understand  if  you  don’t  think  that’s  appropriate  or whatnot—” 

“—Of course I’d like to go out with you, Gerald,” I said, giving him a kiss on the forehead. 

I spent weeks thinking: ‘This is all too good to be true’. It was as if I’d slipped into  a  dream  and  I  was  waiting  for  the  moment  when  it  would  all  fall  apart  and become  a  nightmare,  but  that  moment  never  happened.  I’d  simply  found  what made  me  happy  in  life—sometimes  things  can  be  good  without  there  being  any downside. If you’re true to yourself, the universe has its own little way of rewarding you. Thanks to Gerald, I discovered my true calling in life: working on the ranch as a farm girl—his little farm girlfriend. 

THE END
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SWAPPED & SHARED

Eleanor  has  caught  her  husband,  Mike,  sleeping  around  with  dumb  bimbos twice  now.  He  claims  he  still  loves  her,  that  he’s  just  addicted  to  sex,  and  she believes  him,  but  she’s  prepared  to  leave  unless  Mike  really  can  change  his cheating ways. 

Mike’s problem: he sees women as little more than sex objects. Eleanor might just have the cure to his little problem—and it involves putting Mike in the shoes of the bimbos that he loves having his way with. 

CHAPTER I

My husband, Mike, is a really good guy, and he always has been a really good guy—really.  Was  he  ever  perfect?  No,  but  who  really  is  perfect?  Everyone  has their  vices,  and  my  husband’s  was  sex.  I  always  believed  him  when  he  told  me that  he  loved  me,  even  after  he  cheated  on  me  the  first  time  with  a  young  lady from  down  the  street.  I  caught  them  in  our  own  bed,  and  was  completely devastated as you could imagine. For some reason I found some comfort in the fact  that  he  didn’t  even  know  her  name  as  she  was  putting  her  clothes  back  on and leaving. It was obvious he felt nothing for her emotionally, he was just horny while I was out of the house and I wasn’t there to satisfy him—not that I’m blaming myself, I gave him hell after that incident and I was so close to leaving him; but I never  threatened  to  leave  him,  I  always  clung  onto  the  hope  that  it  was  just  a phase, that it would pass. 

I  don’t  think  it  was  the  first  time  he’d  cheated  on  me—just  the  first  time  I’d caught  him.  He  started  going  to  sexaholics  anonymous  meetings,  and  even started seeing a therapist. I bought myself a book on sex addiction in an attempt to  get  a  better  idea  of  what  I  was  dealing  with.  The  book  gave  me  a  little  more peace of mind, reassuring me that it had nothing to do with emotional satisfaction, simply physical release. The book said that all men deal with sexual urges, even men in the most committed of relationships—some men just deal with those urges better than other men. 

Mike still lusted after me. All I had to do was put on a skimpy piece of lingerie and his clothes were off and his big cock was as hard as a marble pillar. He would pounce on me and fuck me senseless ten times a day if I had that kind of energy. 

He was great in bed—he fucked hard and fast, and he always made me come at least  twice.  Even  after  seven  years  of  marriage,  I  was  surprised  every  time  we had sex at just how strong he was capable of being. He was a smaller guy—he may  have  even  weighed  less  than  me.  But  still,  he  would  fuck  me  until  my  ass was red and my little pussy was raw, and then he would want to go at it again just a few hours later. 

His  doctor  gave  him  some  pills,  to  help  with  the  urges.  They  were  the  same pills they give to people with severe depression. He took them for a while, but they made him lifeless and boring. I was the one who insisted he stop taking them. 

He really did try his hardest to remain loyal to me. Whenever we were out and a  beautiful  woman  walked  by,  I  could  see  Mike  through  the  corner  of  my  eye, straining  not  to  look,  sometimes  shaking  slightly  and  breaking  into  a  sweat.  His brain  was  obsessed  with  women—but  he  didn’t  see  human  beings,  he  saw  sex objects.  I  can  assure  you  he  wasn’t  fantasizing  about  taking  those  beautiful broads out on dates, courting them around town, and whispering sweet nothings into their ears. He was thinking about bending them over and making them come all over his big, hard cock. 

I  thought  things  had  been  going  a  lot  better  since  he  started  going  to  the sexaholics anonymous meetings, but then he relapsed. I caught him again with a young woman. They were in our bathroom and he was fucking her so hard, she couldn’t  even  stop  herself  from  screaming  in  pleasure  when  I  walked  into  the room. 

Mike  insisted  that  it  was  the  first  time  he’d  fucked  up  since  the  last  time  I’d caught  him,  but  it  was  hard  to  believe—the  one  time  I  come  home  early  from work, he’s banging a beautiful blonde in the bathroom. Yeah right…

I made him sleep in the spare bedroom for the next week while I considered my options. I still believed him when he told me he loved me. I couldn’t help but feel a little bit guilty, as if I wasn’t doing a good enough job in satisfying him. But how could I satisfy him? If he could have had sex with me whenever he had an urge, I would be dead after a day! No pussy can take that much abuse. So what could I do? How could I help him? 

I thought long and hard about his problem. I couldn’t help but think his problem was  in  the  way  he  viewed  women,  as  sex  objects  instead  of  as  human  beings. 

Sometimes he even treated me more like a convenient sex toy. I wondered if he had any idea what that felt like, being objectified, being reduced to such a measly level. And the other girls he was using—I wondered if he knew how they felt, how it feels to be a woman and to be only looked at as if you’re worth no more than that hole between your thighs and how wide you’re willing to spread your legs. 

And then I wondered if there was a way to show him how it felt to be reduced to nothing more than a sex toy… and I got an idea. 

My idea involved blackmailing him. In order to teach him his lesson, I needed to make sure he was a willing participant. I was going to threaten to leave him—

something  I’d  never  done  before.  I  don’t  whether  it  was  technically  considered blackmail, because I really wasn’t sure I could stay with him if he didn’t get better, if he didn’t change his ways. It really was starting to feel like I needed to give him the ultimatum: learn this very important lesson or I’m out. 

His  face  turned  ivory  when  I  told  him  I  was  thinking  of  leaving  him.  His  lips parted  but  he  had  no  words.  He  didn’t  defend  himself—I  think  he  was  even surprised  that  I’d  stuck  around  for  as  long  as  I  already  had.  He  looked  like  he wanted to beg me to stay, but he didn’t know where to start. He’d already used up all of his bargaining chips the first time I caught him cheating. All he could do was repeat  himself,  and  knowing  that  I  knew  his  words  held  no  weight,  he  didn’t bother. After a minute of perplexed silence, he said, “What can I do to fix this? I’ll do anything,” he said. 

Even those words were hard to believe, even though I truly did believe he still loved me and he would always love me with all of his heart. But to say he would do anything? Would he stop cheating on me indefinitely? I’m sure he would say he would, but we both knew that wasn’t true—he said it the first time around and it wasn’t true then so why would it be true now? 

“Do you have any idea how this makes me feel?” I asked. 

He stood silently, looking down at his feet, his face filled with shame. 

“I’m willing to give you one more chance, but first you’re going to have to do something for me,” I said. He looked up at me with a gleam of hope in his eyes. 

“Anything,”  he  said,  but  I  don’t  think  he  had  the  slightest  clue  what  he’d  just agreed to. 

CHAPTER II

I continued to make him sleep in the spare bedroom while I planned just how I was going to teach my promiscuous husband a lesson. I needed to make him truly feel  what  it  was  like  to  be  a  woman,  to  be  stared  at  by  men,  to  spend  hours perfecting your hair and your makeup and your wardrobe, only to have guys look down your shirt. He needed to know how it felt to be dominated. 

An  image  crossed  my  mind  that  sent  a  shiver  down  my  spine—the  image  of my husband in a blonde wig and a little lacy piece of lingerie, being bent over and fucked  by  another  man.  The  most  frightening  part  of  the  image  that  seemed  to linger in my mind was the fact that it almost seemed necessary, as if that was the only way he would ever understand what it feels like to be used the way he’d used so  many  women  before,  myself  included.  But  would  I  actually  be  able  to  allow another man to fuck my husband? Would my husband allow it? He did say that he would do anything to save our relationship…

I was actually considering it. 

I found myself on a homosexual escort website, my heart racing as I scrolled through the different men. They were much cheaper than I’d imagined—I’d always thought  escorts  cost  upwards  of  a  thousand  dollars.  Some  of  the  guys  were asking for less than a hundred bucks—not that I would ever cheap out on such a thing, and risk my husband contracting God knows what kind of diseases. There was  one  ad  for  an  escort  named  Ken  that  caught  my  eye.  He  was  on  the  more expensive side but he had all of his recent medical records attached to his ad, and he was a real stud—probably two-hundred pounds of pure, chiselled muscle. His ad said he liked working with couples. I have to admit, a warm shiver ran through my body, culminating between my legs. The thought of Ken mounting my husband was strangely erotic. 

I clicked through Ken’s pictures. There was one especially racy picture of Ken standing with his hands behind his head, his muscles flexed, and his cock erect. 

My God, it was huge—probably ten inches long and nearly as thick as my wrist! I wondered if I could get Mike go down on his knees, to stroke it, to suck on it—all while  dressed  like  a  little  whore,  like  one  of  the  little  whores  he  liked  to  fuck  so much. 

On Ken’s ad was a link to a video. It was of him, laying on his back, stroking his  long,  beautiful  cock.  Another  warm  shiver  ran  through  my  body.  I  looked around to make sure my blinds were all closed, and then I slipped my hand down the front of my panties and began to rub my clit. Who could blame me? Ken was every  woman’s  dream—and  it  wasn’t  like  I  was  actually  with  him—it  was  just harmless fantasy. I started to get really wet. 

“Oh  shit,”  I  said,  my  body  being  consumed  by  a  ferocious  tingling,  my  legs becoming weak. I plunged two of my fingers into my pussy, using my free hand to continue rubbing my clit. I was so wet, my warm juice was gushing out of my tight hole.  Ken’s  cock  was  so  big,  you  could  see  it  throbbing  in  his  video,  his  veins

pulsing. He held himself with a tight grip, and his body was slick with oil. I’m not sure  I’d  ever  seen  such  a  big  cock  in  my  life!  I  closed  my  eyes  and  imagined  it stretching  my  husband’s  anus  wide  as  he  bit  down  on  a  pillow,  his  lips  red  with lipstick. 

I  came  with  my  fingers  deep  in  my  snatch.  I  quickly  washed  my  hands  and then went back to work. 

Was I really going to do it? Was I going to hire Ken and humiliate my husband? 

Would it really teach him the lesson he needed to learn? I needed to think about it seriously  before  I  went  and  did  something  quite  so  drastic.  I  closed  the  ad. 

Watching my husband get dominated was maybe too much, but I still had to do something. 

And I still had an idea. I navigated over to a clothing website. There were tons of  cute  dresses  and  skirts  that  I  thought  would  look  great  on  my  husband—but they were all too conservative. I needed to make him stand out, I needed to make him  turn  heads.  I  did  some  more  searching  around,  and  ended  up  finding  a website that sold sexy clothes for girls looking to go clubbing. The skirts were so short, you could see the models’ asses. The top were so tight, I was surprised the models’ nipples weren’t breaking through the thin fabrics. It was perfect. If I was going to objectify my husband, this was the site I was looking for. 

I ordered a few items: a couple of skirts, a couple of dresses, and a couple of tops.  I  found  a  pair  of  heels  that  I  couldn’t  wait  to  see  my  husband  try  on:  they were black with the thinnest heels I’d ever seen on a pair of shoes. 

I bought a black choker as well, to hide his Adam’s apple. I didn’t want people to look at Mike and think he was some crazy guy in drag. I wanted men to look at him  and  want  to  fuck  him.  I  wanted  to  see  my  husband’s  reaction  to  getting slapped on the ass by a stranger. Maybe, if I was lucky, I could even get a guy to cop a feel of my husband’s chest—

That reminded me, I needed to buy my husband some tits. It didn’t take long before  I  found  a  pair  of  realistic  breasts  that  were  designed  for  cross-dressers. 

They  even  came  with  a  black  lacy  bra  that  was  designed  to  hold  them  in  place and look especially realistic. 

I placed my order. 

Finally, I needed a good wig. There were thousands of options, but I sided with a  long,  blonde  wig  with  straight-cut  bangs  that  came  right  down  to  the  eyes.  I’d always wanted to cut bangs into my own hair—I tried once and I looked ridiculous. 

Bangs  were  not  flattering  for  the  shape  of  my  face.  My  husband,  on  the  other hand, had very smooth, round features. I had a feeling bangs would look stunning on him. 

Excited to see how it would all look—whether I could really pull the look off on my husband—I requested express shipping on everything. It was all due to arrive on Friday, which gave me three days to plan out a course of action. 

CHAPTER III

I  had  everything  all  set  up  and  ready  when  I  called  Mike  into  the  bedroom.  I had  all  of  my  makeup  supplies  spread  out  on  my  makeup  desk,  a  number  of outfits laid out on the bed, and the wig still in its plastic packaging, ready to meet its new owner. 

Mike  looked  around  the  room,  his  eyes  glazed  over  and  his  face  full  of confusion. “What’s all this?” he asked. 

“We’re going out tonight, to that new club that just opened downtown,” I said. 

He scanned the room again and shook his head. “Trying out a new style?” he asked. 

I let a smirk slip. “You are,” I said, and then I watched his expression drop and his face turn pale. “You’re going to be my girlfriend tonight, and I’m not taking no for  an  answer.”  I  had  to  step  behind  the  bed  to  hide  my  trembling  hands.  I  was afraid  of  his  reaction.  He  rarely  got  angry,  but  I  was  currently  asking  him  to humiliate himself in public. 

“Are you kidding?” he said, his lips remaining parted in his state of shock. 

“I’m  not  kidding.  This  is  important  to  me—you  need  to  understand  what  it’s like.”  He  became  totally  silent,  totally  still,  slipping  into  the  depths  of  his  mind, considering  all  of  his  options.  I’m  sure  he  even  considered  letting  me  go,  letting the relationship die just to preserve the small amount of pride he still had left. If he really loved me, he would do it. He did say that he was willing to do anything for me, after all. I watched him close his eyes and take a deep breath, swallowing, as if to swallow that last ounce of pride. 

“Okay, fine,” he said. “If this is what you think will help, then let’s do it.” 

My body filled with a warm exhilaration, but I contained myself. He must have really loved me. No sane man would subject himself to such a humiliating chore unless he was truly doing it for love. I still had hope that he could turn a new leaf, end his promiscuous ways. 

I pulled out the chair to the makeup desk and said, “Go shave and then come and sit down.” He did, and we got right to work. “Close your eyes,” I said, not just so  I  could  apply  the  eye-shadow  and  the  eyeliner,  but  because  I  wanted  to surprise him with the full transformation. “No peeking,” I said as I worked away. I went heavy with the mascara, and thick with the eyeliner. I used a greyish blue for the eye-shadow, to bring out the blue of his eyes, and to add a nice contrast to the blonde wig I couldn’t wait to get out of its packaging and onto his head. 

I only needed a dab of concealer to hide the dark outline of where his beard grew. “Keep your eyes closed,” I said, my voice riddled with excitement. I grabbed the wig and got it out of its plastic container. It fit snugly on his head. I looked at him  through  the  mirror  and  nearly  burst  out  laughing.  My  husband  looked  like  a lady!  I  don’t  know  why  I  found  it  so  funny,  maybe  because  he’d  always  fancied

himself such a manly man, and now he was about to look like the ditsiest girl at the club. 

“What’s so funny?” he asked. I did feel a little bit guilty, laughing at him, at his crumbling pride. He certainly would never forget how embarrassing this night was

—so  if  it  wasn’t  a  lesson,  it  would  at  least  make  for  an  excellent  punishment.  I remember reading an article that said that the only lesson most prisoners learn in prison, is that life is better out of prison than in it. Maybe Mike would stop sleeping around just so he wouldn’t have to endure such a wild embarrassment ever again. 

Before letting him open his eyes, I wrapped the black choker around his throat. 

He  looked  like  such  a  little  slut,  I  nearly  started  laughing  again—and  he  wasn’t even in his skimpy little clubbing outfit yet! “Alright, open your eyes,” I said, and he did. His cheeks turned pink. 

“Oh my God,” he said, reaching up and gently touching his face to make sure what he was seeing was real, and not just some computer-generated image. 

“Let’s get you dressed up—and you’d better start working on your lady voice. 

You’ve got about an hour before we head down to the club.” I watched him take another  deep  breath,  probably  once  again  considering  his  options,  wondering whether it was worth it. 

“How’s  this?”  he  said  in  a  surprisingly  feminine  voice.  It  was  nice  to  see  him putting  in  such  a  great  effort—he  really  wanted  to  impress  me,  and  that  was  a good sign as far as I was concerned. 

“It’s good, but maybe not so high—a little bit softer, and you need to work on your inflection.” He tried a few more times, getting better with each try. 

Next, I got him into the padded bra, designed specially for men. Watching him reach up and cup his own breasts, adjusting them slightly to be more comfortable, was the moment when I realized my plan was really going to work—people really were going to think he was a woman. I felt like I was staring at an actual woman. 

Even the way he was standing was strangely feminine, right down to the way he composed himself. He reached up and ran his fingers through his hair, puckering his lips, the way a girl might before taking a sexy selfie. It was a surreal sight. 

I got him into a tight leather skirt and a loose white tank top. The skirt made his ass look huge—I got jealous looking at it. I had to reach down and grab a handful just to make sure it was real, that he hadn’t slipped in some pads when I wasn’t looking. But it really was his ass—his butt just looked great in a skirt. He stood up on the tips of his toes, checking himself out in the mirror. “How do I look?” he said in his girly voice. 

“You  look  hot,  baby,”  I  said,  giving  him  a  little  slap  on  the  ass,  making  him jump.  He  laughed  and  the  smile  remained  on  his  face.  Then  I  considered something I hadn’t thought of before: what if my plan backfires? What if he enjoys his night as a woman? What if he loves getting catcalled and spanked on the ass? 

What if he loves getting objectified the same way he loves to objectify? 

I took a deep breath. There was no way he would. It’s one thing to get spanked on the tush by your wife. It’s another thing to have some big guy who you aren’t the least bit attracted to try to reach between your legs and feel your pussy. 

We finished our makeover with the shoes. Watching Mike try to walk up and down the halls in the tiny heels was amusing, and surprisingly impressive. He got the hang of them quickly, and they made his shaved, slick legs look great. Hell, he might  have  even  looked  better  than  I  did,  all  things  considered.  I  was  slightly worried  he  was  going  to  get  more  male  attention  at  the  club  than  me—even though that was exactly what I wanted. 

“What should I call you?” I asked. 

“I don’t know,” he said. Mike had always been such an outgoing, over-the-top guy. But now, he was so shy, so reserved, so visibly vulnerable. 

“How’s about Katie—you look like a Katie,” I said. 

A red-cheeked smile came upon his face. He liked the name. 

“Shall we head down to the club, Katie?” 

His face flushed and his smile disappeared. “I guess so. Let’s go and get this over with.” 

CHAPTER IV

Mike was doing his best to hide his shivering in the line-up outside of the club. 

He  wasn’t  used  to  his  skin  being  directly  exposed  to  the  cold  spring  air,  unlike every other young woman in the line-up. Between his trembling legs and his tall heels,  I  was  surprised  he  managed  to  stay  on  his  feet.  “Just  another  fifteen minutes or so,” I said to him. 

One of the girls in front of us turned around and looked down at Mike’s feet. 

“Oh my God, where did you get those shoes? They’re so cute.” 

I looked to Mike with a smile on my face, excited to hear his response. “I’m not sure—they were a gift,” he said doing his best cutesy shrug. He was really trying to be a convincing woman. I’m sure he realized that it would have been far more embarrassing to look like a man in drag walking around the club. If he could trick everyone, then he could more or less blend in and avoid the awkward gawking of confused strangers. 

My  fifteen  minute  estimate  was  generous.  The  line  was  long  and  moving slowly. And it seemed to be moving especially slow because of my excitement—I couldn’t  wait  to  get  inside  and  watch  the  men  eat  my  husband  alive.  Luckily,  I didn’t have to wait to get inside. I stepped away to have a smoke, leaving Mike in line  to  hold  our  spot.  As  I  lit  my  cigarette,  I  looked  over  and  saw  a  man  behind Mike, reaching down for Mike’s ass. My initial instinct was to call out and warn my cute, sissified little husband, but instead I decided to watch. 

The man didn’t just slap his ass, he slipped his hand in deep and got a good handful. Mike jumped and spun around. He looked like he was about to shout and break character, but somehow he kept his composure—prioritizing his anonymity over revenge. I started to laugh. The guy got a really good handful, possibly even felt  a  tinge  of  Mike’s  tucked  ball  sack.  “C’mon,  baby,  don’t  be  like  that,”  the  guy said after being scorned by the beautiful blonde he assumed was a woman. When Mike looked over at me, I looked away quickly and pretended like I hadn’t noticed a thing. 

When I returned to the line, Mike didn’t mention the ass grab. He just smiled and  acted  as  if  everything  was  normal,  though  his  body  was  much  more  stiff—

probably feeling especially vulnerable. 

The bouncer came down the line and pointed us out. “The two of you, come on in,” he said, and then he walked us to the door. A few of the other girls in the line scorned us as we walked by. It took a moment for it to sink in—that we were being rushed  into  the  club.  They  only  rushed  in  the  hottest  girls,  ones  they  thought would make the club more appealing to others. We were the hot girls? I’d never been  rushed  to  the  front  of  the  line  before—so  did  that  mean  Mike  was  the  hot girl? I wasn’t sure whether to laugh or to feel jealous. 

I went to the bathroom when we got in. Mike really wanted to come with me, not wanting to be left alone, but I insisted he go and get us some drinks. By the

time  I  got  back  from  the  bathroom,  there  was  already  a  surprisingly  handsome man hanging over my husband’s shoulder. There were two shots in front of them. 

Mike  was  looking  around  with  a  desperate  look  on  his  face,  probably  for  me  to come  to  his  rescue.  I  stuck  near  the  wall  where  it  was  dark  and  watched  for  a moment.  The  man  started  with  his  hand  on  Mike’s  back,  and  with  each  passing minute, he sunk it lower and lower until his fingers were carefully caressing Mike’s ass. 

Mike had no idea what to do—he’d never had to reject anyone before. It was a riot watching him try to build up the courage to tell the man he wasn’t interested, and the longer he waited, the more attached the man became, ordering a second round of shots. It was almost a shame that the man was fairly handsome, with a nice even stubble beard and a chiselled jawline. He even looked a tad bit like Ken, the male escort—I had to take a closer look to make sure he wasn’t Ken. 

Mike continued to look around for me at every given opportunity. The stranger was all over him, with glowing hungry eyes. I couldn’t blame the guy—Mike looked hot in that little outfit, with her long blonde hair rolling over her shoulders. I couldn’t help but imagine Mike going home with the guy, being bent over and fucked from behind.  Of  course  I  could  never  let  it  happen—as  soon  as  the  stranger  realized Mike had a cock, he probably would have killed him. 

Though  I  was  starting  to  worry  that  my  club  outing  wasn’t  enough,  that  Mike really wasn’t learning the lesson I wanted him to learn—at least not the extent I wanted him to learn it. Sure, he was learning that being a lady is tough, and being objectified  is  demoralizing,  but  even  though  he  wasn’t  telling  the  stranger  off,  I could tell he still felt like he was in control. 

But  when  he  took  advantage  of  girls,  they  weren’t  in  control.  When  I  came home from a long day of work and he threw me down onto the bed and got my panties down to my ankles without a minute of foreplay, I didn’t feel like I was in control.  Sometimes  it  didn’t  feel  like  love-making—it  just  felt  like  sex,  like stimulation, like something I needed to do in order to satisfy him, not something we did together as an expression of love. 

I joined Mike at the bar. “Hey, who’s your new friend?” I asked. 

“I’m Rodrigo—You’re friend is beautiful.” The man had a thick Brazilian accent. 

Mike’s face was dark red. He looked at me with eyes that screamed, ‘Help me!’

so I turned to Mike and said, “Your boyfriend said he’s just a few spots from the front of the line and should be in any minute now.” 

Rodrigo’s  expression  dropped.  “Boyfriend?  He  is  a  very  lucky  man,”  he  said, and then he smiled and walked away with his tail tucked between his legs. 

“Thank you so much,” Mike said to me. Mike got up to use the bathroom. On his way, he got a swift spank on the bum from yet another stranger. He hopped into the air and then spun around—except this time, he had a smirk on his face. 

My  heart  sunk  into  my  gut:  was  he  enjoying  this  just  a  little  bit?  Was  my  plan backfiring? When he emerged from the bathroom, he had his eyes on the ass of a girl  walking  in  front  of  him.  He  really  wasn’t  learning  his  lesson.  He  even  turned

and  winked  at  one  of  the  guys  who  was  staring  at  his  ass—my  plan  was backfiring. 

The  horny  men  were  just  bringing  him  out  of  his  shell,  encouraging  a suspiciously flirty behaviour. A chill ran down my spine. I needed to take things up a notch. I needed to bring in the big guns. “Do you want to dance?” he asked me as he re-joined me at the bar. 

“Maybe in a minute. I need to go outside and make a phone call really quick,” I said. 

CHAPTER V

“It’s getting late, we should probably be heading home,” I said. Mike was fairly drunk,  stumbling  slightly  whenever  we  walked.  He  wasn’t  just  enjoying  being  a woman,  he  was  loving  it.  At  one  point  he  got  onto  the  dance  floor  and  started dancing  with  two  men.  He  had  his  arms  over  his  head  and  he  was  grinding  his perky  butt  into  their  cocks.  At  one  point,  one  of  the  men  reached  around  and squeezed his tits. Instead of slapping the man away, Mike took the man’s hands and pressed them harder against his chest. It was official: my plan had failed. But I hadn’t given up yet. 

“Just one more song,” Mike said. I had to remind myself a few times that the beautiful blonde at the club with me was indeed my husband and not a woman at all. It was shocking how feminine he looked, how real his voice sounded. And his whole  female  persona  only  got  better  throughout  the  night  as  he  became  more and more comfortable. 

“No  more  songs,  let’s  go,”  I  said,  taking  him  by  the  hand  and  guiding  him towards the exit. A few men looked over at our exit with sunken disappointment. 

Mike had gotten a few different men’s hopes up, thinking they were going to get some pussy tonight. 

During  the  cab  ride  home,  Mike  couldn’t  keep  his  eyes  off  of  me.  “I  had  fun tonight,” he said with a big, drunken smirk. I smiled back, but I couldn’t help but feel  a  heavy  disappointment,  especially  when  he  put  his  hand  on  my  thigh  and then slid it up my skirt, slipping his fingers over my pussy. “How badly do you want to  be  fucked  by  Katie?”  he  whispered  into  my  ear  with  that  grin  growing  even bigger. He’d learned absolutely nothing—it was all just fun and games to him, a new fetish for him to indulge in. 

But I still had one more surprise in store for him. 

He  started  kissing  me  as  we  stepped  into  our  home,  his  hands  all  over  my body. I did my best to guide him towards the bedroom, though had he gotten his way, he would have fucked me right there in the doorway. It was tough, trying to remain  in  control  while  he  was  kissing  my  neck,  squeezing  my  tits,  getting  hard against my thigh. “Hold on,” I said, “I want to try something a bit different.” 

“I like different,” he said, smiling. It was hard to even think of him as a he, as it felt so genuinely like I was staring at a female, hearing a female, even feeling a female.  Her  skin  was  so  strangely  soft—and  I  kept  having  to  double  check  to make sure her tits weren’t real. I felt like I was starting to lose my mind. 

I  pulled  a  pair  of  handcuffs  out  from  my  bedside  table.  “I  got  these  online,”  I said.  “Lift  up  your  arms.”  She  smiled  as  I  cuffed  her  to  the  bed  frame.  She  was excited to get a little more kinky—even though I could remember her once telling me  she  wasn’t  into  bondage.  Though  I  was  quickly  learning  that  she  was  into everything, given the opportunity. 

The doorbell rang, as if perfectly on cue. My heart started racing. Was I really going through with this? Was I really going to allow this to happen to my husband. 

I took a deep breath—I needed to. I had no choice. It was either she learned her lesson or we were done. “Who’s that?” she asked. 

“It’s a surprise,” I said. I had to hide my trembling hands—I had to remain in complete  control.  I  kept  telling  myself  that  I  wasn’t  making  a  big  mistake,  that  it was necessary. She needed to know how it felt. 

I left Katie tied to the bed and I went to answer the door. “Babe?” she called out, but I ignored her. 

“Hey there,” Ken said with a big smile on his face. He was much taller than I’d imagined,  and  much  broader.  He  reached  out  to  shake  my  hand  and  his  hand must  have  been  the  size  of  my  head!  “You  must  be  Eleanor,”  he  said  with  a  sly grin. He checked me out, apparently happy with the way I looked. He had a bag with him, probably containing the supplies we’d agreed upon over the phone. 

“I  am,”  I  said,  my  heart  beating  rapidly.  I  took  another  deep  breath.  “My husband’s already in the bedroom.” 

“You  mean  you’re   wife ,”  he  said,  winking.  I’d  already  filled  him  in  on  the details over the phone. I even told him why I was hiring him, after he pointed out the fact that I sounded as nervous as all hell. I practically unloaded on him as if he was my therapist, desperate for his help. Can you believe it? I was hoping to save my relationship with help from a male escort. “I’ll be sure to treat her like a very naughty girl,” he said to me before hanging up. My heart hadn’t stopped pounding since the phone call, but now I was on the verge of having a heart attack. “Just relax and we’ll have some fun,” he said. 

I showed him into the bedroom. Katie’s eyes grew wide when she saw the hulk of a man enter behind me. “Katie, this is Ken. Tonight, you’re all his,” I said. I hid my hands behind my back because they were trembling so dramatically. 

“You’re  all   ours ,”  he  said,  correcting  me.  Ken  didn’t  waste  a  moment.  He started unbuttoning his shirt. 

“Ellie, maybe we should talk about this for a minute,” Katie said. 

“No, babe. This is important. I’m sorry, but you need to do it for me.” 

Katie’s face became pale and I’m not sure she blinked for a good few minutes. 

She  slowly  looked  back  to  Ken,  who  was  now  topless,  his  incredible  body practically glowing. It felt wrong watching Ken undress, but I couldn’t help it—how could anyone look away from such a chiselled masterpiece of a man? “Ellie, since your lady’s all tied up, mind giving me a hand getting out of these pants?” 

CHAPTER VI

I  took  another  deep,  staggered  breath  in,  and  then  I  walked  up  to  Ken.  His muscles  were  bulging,  as  if  he’d  just  come  straight  from  the  gym.  He  was  even glistening  as  if  he’d  recently  broken  a  sweat.  He  smelled  good  and  manly.  As  I went  for  his  belt,  I  snuck  a  feel  of  his  rippling  abs,  which  felt  like  slabs  of  warm iron. I pulled his belt away and let it fall on the floor. “Boxers too, sweetheart,” he said.  I  took  his  boxers  from  the  waistband  and  began  to  shimmy  them  down.  It had been nearly a decade since I’d last seen another man’s naked body. I looked back at Katie—I couldn’t tell if she’d blinked yet. I looked back to Ken and then I pulled his boxers down, revealing his incredible, thick member. “Thanks,” he said. 

He stepped past me and got up onto the bed, planting his knees on either side of Katie’s body, his humongous cock hanging just inches from her face. “Have you ever been with a man before?” Ken asked. 

Katie just shook her head, still in a state of shock. 

“Well  don’t  expect  me  to  be  gentle.  I  heard  you’ve  been  a  bad  girl.  You’ll  be getting the bad girl treatment.” He ran his hand gently down the side of her face. 

She was trembling. Ken looked back at me. “You can get yours from the bag on the floor there.” 

I opened up the bag, and as discussed, there was a long, thick strap-on dildo inside. I lifted it up. It was a heavy member—big, but not nearly as big as Ken’s natural cock. I slipped the straps around my body and pulled them tight, securing the plastic cock to myself. 

“Open wide, sweetheart,” Ken said, taking his cock and lining it up with Katie’s lips. Katie hesitated as she looked over at me, her eyes glazed over. I couldn’t tell what she was thinking, but I had a good idea that she was truly deciding just how much she loved me, whether I was worth sucking the city’s biggest cock or not. 

After  a  moment  of  silent  deliberation,  she  parted  her  lips  and  Ken  sunk  his  big, flaccid member into her mouth. “That’s it, suck it, baby,” he said. 

She  nearly  had  to  unhinge  her  jaw  to  get  the  monster  of  a  cock  inside.  She slurped loudly on the thing, her eyes shut tight. “Open your eyes, darling—I want you to see the man fucking you,” Ken said. I kept my distance. There was fear in Katie’s  eyes,  filling  me  with  guilt.  Was  this  really  going  to  teach  her  a  lesson  or was it just punishment, just my revenge? 

When Ken slipped his cock out from Katie’s mouth, he was half-erect and even bigger. His cock stood out straight, looking like it weighed thirty pounds. He looked over  at  me.  “Come  over  here,”  he  said  with  a  grin.  I  followed  the  command, coming up on the bed. “You can feel it, if you want,” he said. 

I  looked  down  at  the  throbbing  member.  I  did  want  to  feel  it—badly—but  I hesitated. Was it wrong to touch another man’s cock? Was that just sinking down to  Katie’s  level?  I  looked  at  Katie.  I  couldn’t  tell  what  she  was  thinking,  whether she wanted to protest or whether she was okay with it. Carefully, I reached down

and slipped my fingers around the slick cock. He was so well-hung, I couldn’t even touch my fingertips together. “Stroke it,” he said. I started to stroke it. I could feel it getting harder, bigger, and thicker. I could feel Ken’s heartbeat through his cock. I ran my fingers all the way from his neatly trimmed pubic hair to his bulging tip, that looked somewhat like a small fist clenched proudly in the air. 

Ken  reached  down  and  slipped  down  my  skirt,  along  with  my  panties.  He reached down and felt my bare ass, even slipped a few fingers between my legs and  felt  my  pussy.  I  was  wet.  How  could  I  not  get  a  bit  wet  after  stroking  his massive cock? “Stand up on your knees and make your slut wife suck your cock,” 

he said. I followed the command, taking the long dildo in my hand and guiding it down to Katie’s mouth. She looked into my eyes as she began to suck it. 

Then  I  felt  him  between  my  legs:  Ken’s  big,  hard  cock,  sliding  horizontally against  my  pussy,  nestling  between  my  damp  lips.  Was  he  going  to  fuck  me  in front  of  my  husband?  That  wasn’t  what  I  paid  him  for—then  again,  I  never specified that I didn’t want any action myself. I had paid for ‘the couple’s package’

after all. I became tense, and then his hand found my shoulder. “Just relax,” Ken said, still gently sliding his long shaft against my wet slit. His thick, throbbing veins massaging  my  clit  sent  a  pleasant  trembling  through  my  body.  I  bit  my  lip,  my pussy becoming even wetter. Oh God, I wanted him to stick it in me. I wanted Ken to fuck me so badly, to make me a docile, moaning mess. I wanted to know what it felt like to be stuffed with a nearly-foot-long cock, throbbing deep in my warm, wet cunt. 

But then his cock slid back, out from between my legs. A combination of relief and  disappointment  washed  over  me.  I  was  proud  of  the  fact  I’d  never  fucked another man since meeting my husband, and I intended to keep it that way, even if the most incredible cock was just inches away and at my disposal. 

Ken’s stacked chest pressed up against my back, but his cock was out of the equation this time. I looked over my shoulder and realized he’d flipped up Katie’s skirt and he’d pulled down her panties. Now, he was holding her thighs in his big hands, lining his big, slick dick up with her tight butthole. 

I  looked  down  at  Katie.  Her  face  was  red  and  her  eyes  were  wide.  After  I slipped the strap-on out from her mouth, she bit her bottom lip. A moment later, she gasped sharply. I looked back. Ken had penetrated her and he was sinking in deep, his thick, bulging member stretching her tight little rectum wide. “Fuck, she’s tight,”  Ken  said.  I  couldn’t  look  away—the  sight  was  mesmerizing:  Ken’s  giant manhood sliding in deep, Katie’s cock beginning to become erect. 

“It hurts,” Katie said through clenched teeth. 

“Suck it up, princess,” Ken said. 

I  didn’t  like  seeing  Katie  in  pain.  I  took  her  hand  and  held  it.  She  squeezed tightly, biting her lip again. “Do you love me?” I asked. 

“Yeah,” she said. 

I  smiled.  “Then  eat  out  my  pussy.”  I  took  a  few  steps  forward  and  then  sunk down, sitting my soaking-wet cunt on her face. She began to eat me out, her nose nestled  against  my  pubic  bone.  I  looked  back  again,  just  in  time  to  see  Ken beginning to thrust his long, hard snake in and out of Katie’s body. Katie’s butthole was so tight, she held his member like a suction cup, her anus being pulled out slightly every time Ken pulled back before plunging down again. “Oh God,” Katie moaned. 

“Is it still hurting?” I asked. 

“No,” she said. “It feels so good. Oh God, it feels so good.” Her face was dark red, as if she was humiliatingly conflicted. Sure, it felt good, but she was on the bed, tied up, and her wife was watching her get fucked senseless by a strapping man. The humiliation was too much for her to handle. 

“I  think  she  likes  it,”  Ken  said  with  a  grin.  He  reached  down  and  slipped  his meaty fingers around Katie’s cock, gripping her tightly as he began to jerk her off. 

“I’m going to make you come on yourself, you little slut,” he said. “Shit, she’s so tight.” Ken started to groan. 

Katie had her tongue deep in my snatch and my warm juice was spilling out, all over her face. I looked down and was unable to look away—it was such a surreal, tantalizing sight: a beautiful blonde eating me out. I’d never been with a woman before, but I’d always wondered what it would be like. I have to say, I didn’t mind it,  having  a  beautiful  vixen  licking  your  slit,  tickling  your  clit.  I  started  to  come.  I reached up and grabbed my breasts, squeezing them firmly. “Fuck!” I said. 

I felt Katie’s body shudder, and then I felt something warm hit my back—she was coming, her cock blasting warm jizz all over my back, her chest, her tummy, and Ken’s firm grip. 

“Finish her off, Ellie,” Ken said, slipping his long cock out from Katie’s now very red asshole. I got up and we swapped places, Ken getting on his knees with his cock just inches from Katie’s face. He started to jerk himself off, the tip of his penis lined  up  with  Katie’s  beautiful  chin.  I  pressed  the  tip  of  the  dildo  up  to  my husband’s anus and I pushed in. I watched his tight hole puckering over and over as I slid in deep. I started thrusting. 

“You want my cum on your face, you slut?” Ken asked between deep groans. 

“Yes,” Katie said. 

“How badly do you want it?” 

“Really badly.” 

Fucking my husband in the ass was kind of fun, though I wasn’t very good at it

—seeing  as  I’d  never  practiced  my  thrusting  before.  I  looked  down  and  noticed she  was  still  coming,  her  cock  was  still  oozing  warm  cum,  drop  by  drop.  Was  I making her come from the anal stimulation alone? 

Ken grunted loudly and then he came hard, blasting Katie’s face with his hot load. All of the muscles in his body flexed and his veins bulged. Within seconds, Katie’s face was drenched, dripping with warm cum. 

Ken rolled off of her and I stepped back. For a moment I was worried that we’d killed her—she wasn’t moving. “Are you okay, babe?” I said. 

She nodded her head slowly and then said, “I’m great.” 

Ken looked at me and he checked out my body. “Before I go, do you want a ride of your own?” he asked. 

I smiled. I had to think about it. I looked down at that magnificent member of his  and  imagined  how  good  it  would  feel  stuffed  inside  of  me.  “I’ll  pass,”  I  said, biting my tongue as I said it. It wasn’t easy, passing on such an opportunity, but I loved my husband and his cock was the only cock for me. 

After that night, things really did seem to change. I was surfing around on the internet and I was curious to see what Mike had been up to recently, so I checked the internet’s history. One of the searches he’d recently made was: ‘How to block websites from your computer’. I decided to see whether he really had blocked any websites,  and  sure  enough,  every  porn  site  that  came  up  in  my  search  was blocked, every hook-up site, and even a handful of lingerie sites were blocked. He was really putting in the effort. 

We  were  walking  downtown  one  afternoon  and  the  most  beautiful  blonde walked by us. I couldn’t even tell if Mike noticed—even I noticed, the woman was gorgeous. I asked him about it later, and he said, “I’ve got you, I don’t need to look at other girls.” It filled my heart with a warmth I hadn’t felt in years. In fact, he was on such good behaviour that I ended up confronting him about it, worried he’d had a mental breakdown or something. 

He said, “There was a moment when Ken offered to sleep with you, before you turned him down, that I felt the way you must have felt when you caught me with those  girls.  I  was  devastated  that  you  would  even  hesitate,  and  I  realized  how terrible I’ve been to you.” He gave me a hug. “I’m so sorry,” he said. 

My plan really had worked, even if it took a bit of creativity and good luck to get there. Mike had learned his lesson and we were happier than ever. 

THE END
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FRESH NEW LOOK

Mitch’s sister, Hailey, has always been there to bail him out of trouble, saving his ass more times than he can count. But this time, Mitch messed with the wrong gangster. Now, there are trained killers out looking for him. So of course, he goes to his sister for help. 

Mitch’s case seems hopeless, but Hailey has one idea: transform Mitch into a woman until the whole thing blows over—assuming it ever blows over. 

CHAPTER I

I  can’t  count  the  number  of  times  my  sister,  Hailey,  had  bailed  me  out—one time  she  even  literally  bailed  me  out,  after  I  was  caught  by  the  police,  breaking into a teacher’s house to put saran wrap over his toilet seat. It was a simple, silly prank, but that didn’t stop the cops from charging me for breaking and entering. I would  have  been  thrown  out  of  school,  too,  had  it  not  been  for  my  sister,  who sweet talked the principal into letting me stay. I don’t know how she did it, all she told me was, “I’m not proud of what I did—and now you owe me one.” Thank God she never asked me to return the favour. 

She always seemed to be there as soon as I got into trouble, and she always knew how to save my ass. I made the mistake of hitting on a girl at a bar—whose boyfriend was some semi-famous UFC fighter, who dragged me by the hair out to the  parking  lot.  Hailey  showed  up  seconds  before  I  got  a  broken  nose  and probably  broken  lots  of  other  things.  The  guy’s  arms  were  like  tree  trunks.  But Hailey pulled the guy aside and talked to him, managed to calm him down, which none of my other buddies had been able to do. So I walked away from that bar without a scratch on me. 

“One of these days I won’t be around to save your ass,” Hailey always said to me, and she was probably right. After all, we were just months away from moving out and going away to different colleges. Hailey was going to Oregon, I was going to New York—a few thousand miles of separation—too much of a drive to swing by the police station to put up bail. I’d been meaning to get a grip of my life and start cleaning up my act—and I was doing a good job, too, until I met Mike. 

Mike was a new guy in town, and everyone loved him. I started talking to him at a bar about a hockey game that was on the TV. We both liked the same team, and he knew his shit. By the end of the game, there were three women hanging over him and he was buying them expensive drinks like it was nothing. “What do you do for a living?” I asked, and he just smiled. 

“Want to see my place?” he asked, so we finished our drinks and got into a cab destined  for  his  house,  along  with  two  very  beautiful  girls  that  looked  like  they wanted Mike, but would settle for me if it made Mike happy. 

Mike’s  house  was  insane—four  stories  on  ten  acres,  with  a  giant  swimming pool in the back that lit up. “Okay, now you really need to tell me what you do for a living,” I said. “And tell me how I can get in on it.” 

“I’ll tell you later,” he said. Whatever he did, he didn’t want to tell me in front of the girls. I knew right away that he was some sort of gang guy, maybe part of the mafia.  He  was  too  young  to  have  made  all  of  his  money  legitimately.  He  must have been involved with drugs or prostitution. 

We  each  fucked  our  girl  and  then  we  went  up  to  his  study  and  smoked  a couple of cigars. “Want to know what I do?” he asked. 

“Yeah,” I said. “More than anything.” 

He was silent, keeping me in suspense as his grin grew larger and larger. “You have to promise not to tell anyone,” he said. 

“Yeah, fine, tell me what you do,” I said. His delaying was starting to make me angry. I was never fond of braggadocios, arrogant people. But I liked the idea of making lots of money and I was extremely curious to know how Mike did it. So I bit my tongue and waited through his torturous teasing. 

“I steal from charities,” he said, and then he started to laugh uncontrollably, as if it was the punch line of a joke—and I thought it was, so I started laughing with him. 

“But seriously, what do you do?” I asked. 

He looked at me curiously. “I just told you,” he said, and I suddenly realized it wasn’t  a  joke,  he  really  did  steal  from  charities.  He  even  went  on  to  explain  the process:  he  used  a  simple  piece  of  software  that  was  able  to  hack  into  the charities’ bank accounts (a piece of software he developed himself) and he would take  small  amounts  out,  a  few  times  every  day,  that  wouldn’t  be  noticed,  from nearly a thousand different charities. “I probably make close to ten grand a day, and they have no idea.” He showed me his computer, as it was withdrawing from a children’s cancer charity. I felt a combination of nausea and anger. I wanted to beat  his  ass,  but  he  was  much  bigger  than  me  and  probably  would  have destroyed me. 

“What’s  wrong  with  you?”  he  said,  as  if  what  he  was  doing  was  completely normal and totally understandable. 

“Nothing,” I said, biting my tongue. 

“I’m going to sleep. You’re welcome to stay the night,” he said. 

“Thanks.” 

He showed me up to one of his many, very luxurious guestrooms, and told me to make myself comfortable. About an hour after he went off to sleep, I got up. I went to his computer, which he’d left open and logged in. It was still running, still skimming  money  from  the  charity  bank  accounts.  I  spent  about  fifteen  minutes examining  the  program.  I  wasn’t  much  of  a  tech  person,  but  the  software  was made  ridiculously  simply,  with  big  buttons,  as  if  designed  for  a  child.  In  the  top corner was his bank balance: $16,030,141. There were three main buttons: Begin automatic  transfers,  halt  automatic  transfers,  and  custom  transfer.  I  clicked  on custom transfer. 

It gave me a list of charities. I clicked on the Children’s Cancer Research Fund, and  it  asked  me  how  much  I  would  like  to  withdraw.  I  did  a  little  experiment, entering  ‘-$100’.  Sure  enough,  one-hundred  dollars  disappeared  from  that  top corner, from Mike’s bank balance. So I did the same thing again, this time putting in  ‘-16,030,041’.  Two  seconds  later,  his  entire  bank  account  was  gone,  and  the number in the corner read ‘$0’. I clicked the halt transaction button for each charity (which took a long time), and then I went home. 

When I woke up the next morning, I thought about calling the police, but I was afraid I would get myself implicated, so instead, I sent an anonymous e-mail to a few  of  the  different  charities  I  remembered  from  his  list,  letting  them  know  what was happening, and I asked them to notify the other charities. 

And  for  the  next  few  weeks,  life  went  on  as  usual,  as  if  nothing  had  ever happened. At least, everything seemed normal, until I was awoken one night by the muffled sound of breaking glass. 

CHAPTER II

I got up and quietly made my way into the hallway. It was dark, but I didn’t want to turn on a light and give away my position, in case there really was an intruder in the  house.  I  crept  down  the  hall  and  peeked  around  the  corner.  There  was someone standing in our living room, with a black mask on his face and a gun in his hand. He had his back to me. I was frozen with fear for a moment, and then the man started to turn around and adrenaline started to pump through my veins. I hopped back quietly and scurried back to my room. 

I called the police and whispered my address to the dispatch woman. Then I could hear the man coming down the hall. I pressed my back to my locked door, in case he tried to kick it in, but then I thought about my sister, and my parents. Their rooms were almost definitely unlocked. What about them? Should I shout? Should I run out and try to scare the man off? I couldn’t possibly just hide myself in my room and let them fend for themselves. I needed to think quickly. 

I  had  an  idea.  I  ran  to  my  laptop  and  quickly  hooked  it  up  to  my  speaker system. I did a quick internet search for siren noises, and then I turned my volume down  to  zero  before  playing  them.  Then,  as  the  intruder  tried  my  door  handle,  I started to slowly turn up the volume of my speakers. 

The intruder gave my door a good few tugs and then he froze, the sounds of the sirens getting louder. “Shit,” I heard him mutter. He gave the door a good kick, trying  to  break  it  in,  trying  to  get  whatever  job  he  came  for  over  with  before  the cops  showed  up.  My  heart  was  racing.  I  jumped  across  the  room  and  threw  my back  to  the  door  as  quietly  as  I  could,  hoping  he  wouldn’t  hear  the  thud  of  my body.  He  gave  it  another  kick,  jolting  my  body.  I  could  hear  the  door  splintering. 

“God damnit,” he said, and then he backed away from the door. 

“Who’s there?” I heard my dad call out. 

My  heart  couldn’t  possibly  start  beating  any  faster.  I  ran  back  to  my  sound system  and  I  cranked  the  siren  noises  even  louder.  And  then  I  heard  the  back door  slam  shut  and  I  went  to  my  window  and  watched  as  a  silhouetted  figure darted across our lawn and made off on foot. 

There was nothing stolen—not even my dad’s wallet, which was sitting on the counter, right next to where the man broke in. My sister’s laptop was untouched, which  the  armed  invader  must  have  passed  on  his  way  to  my  room.  There  was even  a  hundred  dollar  bill  on  the  fridge  with  a  sticky  note  that  said,  ‘For  next month’s  electricity  bill’.  The  police  didn’t  take  long  before  they  said,  “Whoever broke into your house wasn’t here to rob you.” 

“So why were they here?” my mom asked. 

The  cop  looked  at  me.  “You  said  you  saw  him  holding  a  gun?  It  wasn’t holstered?” 

“That’s right,” I said. 

The cop looked at my parents. “You don’t have any enemies, do you? Anyone who  might  want  to  hurt  you?  Have  you  ever  been  involved  in  any  way  with someone you suspect might have been a criminal?” 

My  mother  looked  mortified,  and  both  of  my  parents  were  quick  to  say,  “Of course not!” in near unison. My dad had his arms crossed with a big frown on his face.  Even  if  he  did  have  enemies,  he  was  too  stubborn  too  admit  it.  He  even scoffed at the suggestion. “Enemies…” he muttered under his breath. “It was just some crack head looking for a fix. It’s nothing to get worked up over.” He huffed and puffed and then insisted that the police officers stop getting his wife all worried and worked up. “I’m not cancelling our vacation over this,” he said in a matter-of-fact voice, announcing it to everyone in the room, very clearly. 

The police officer looked to Hailey and me. “And the two of you—no enemies? 

No one who might want to hurt you?” 

“No,” my sister said. I just nodded in agreement with her, the lump in my throat preventing me from making my own response. 

My  heart  was  somewhere  deep  in  my  gut.  I  could  feel  the  blood  and  colour rushing out from my face. That armed intruder was there to kill me—sent by Mike. 

There was no doubt in my mind. 

I hadn’t even thought of Mike much after that night at his mansion. I never told him  my  full  name  and  I  never  assumed  he  would  know  that  it  was  me  that screwed around with his program. I don’t know why I didn’t assume someone who had more than sixteen million dollars wouldn’t have the means to track someone down, and I suppose it was quite obvious that it was me, seeing as I was the only person he showed his computer to the night all of his money vanished. 

It was probably pretty stupid to assume he wouldn’t continue to come after me until I was dead. There was nothing I could offer up in exchange for what I did to him—I didn’t have anything worth a thousand dollars, never mind sixteen million. 

Even my family’s entire, combined net-worth was probably under a million dollars. 

I was totally doomed. 

My sister was looking over at me curiously. My face must have been so pale and  my  eyes  must  have  been  so  wide.  She  could  tell  there  was  something  I wasn’t saying. She waited until the police were gone before confronting me in my bedroom about it. “What do you know, Mitch? What didn’t you tell the police?” she asked. 

I  thought  of  keeping  it  a  secret,  but  I  was  overwhelmed  by  guilt—guilt  that  I was  putting  her  life  in  danger  as  well  as  my  own.  And  Hailey  had  always  been able to figure out my problems for me—to be fair, I’d never had a problem quite like this one. I would have taken a beating by a UFC fighter to get out of this one

—I  would  have  spent  my  week  in  jail  and  paid  the  hefty  fines  to  clear  things  up with Mike. So I told my sister everything, and I watched her face turn white as she listened. 

“They’re going to kill you,” she said, as if I didn’t already know it. 

“We should just tell the police, right?” I said. 

She  stared  at  me,  trying  to  process  all  of  the  details  I’d  just  dumped  on  her. 

“Was it this Mike guy who broke into our house?” she asked. 

“No, Mike was taller, and broader,” I said. 

We  went  online  to  see  what  we  could  find  out  about  Mike.  Apparently,  he’d been  arrested  a  week  earlier  after  an  investigation  into  his  charity  scams—

arrested a week before the break-in. “I don’t think it will matter if we tell the police,” 

my sister said. She bit her bottom lip and looked at me as if she was looking right at  a  dead  man.  She  was  right,  with  Mike  already  behind  bars,  it  probably  didn’t matter.  He  had  his  connections  and  he  could  apparently  operate  just  fine  from inside the slammer. 

“So what the hell am I supposed to do?” I said. 

My sister’s eyes grew wide. “I have an idea.” 

CHAPTER III

The  next  morning,  my  parents  left  for  their  month-long  vacation  to  Europe, which they’d been planning for over a year. I don’t know whether my dad really did believe the intruder was just some drug addict, looking for a fix, or if he just really wanted to go on his vacation and he didn’t want some murderer to spoil it for him. 

Even though he was quite possibly the most stubborn man on the planet, he must have considered the possibility the killer would come back, so before he left, he had a fairly expensive security system installed, and he put new, stronger locks on all of the doors. Before leaving for the airport, he told us, “Be sure to keep your bedroom doors locked when you go to bed.” 

A few hours after my parents took off, my sister brought me into her bedroom. 

“We can’t take any risks,” she said. 

I looked around. On her bed, a number of girly outfits had been laid out. On the floor next to the bed was a line of women’s shoes. Across the room, on her desk, was a wig and a prepped makeup kit. 

“What’s all this?” I asked. 

“Until  we  find  a  way  to  get  this  Mike  guy  off  of  your  back,  you  need  to disappear,” she said. 

“Okay, so what’s all this?” I said again. 

She smiled. “This is going to be your new persona.” She turned and motioned towards the sprawl of dresses and skirts. “I was thinking your new name could be Jess. What do you think? I think it has a good ring to it.” 

My heart stuttered. “You want me to dress up like a girl?” 

“No, I want you to   be  a girl. Mitch, someone broke into our house with a gun and tried to kill you. This is a matter of life or death. Unless you have a better idea, then I suggest you put on the wig.” 

“Can’t I just get a fake moustache and dye my hair a different colour?” I said. 

She shook her head. “That’s what they’re going to assume you’ll do. We need to think one step ahead of them. It won’t be so bad. Now c’mon.” She walked over to the desk and picked up the wig—made from long, brunette hair. She tossed it over to me. “Put it on,” she said, “and let’s get started.” 

I put the stupid wig on my head. It seemed way too long, nearly touching my butt when I leaned my head back. It made me look like a crazy person, especially with  the  beard  I’d  started  growing  a  few  weeks  before.  I  looked  a  little  bit  like Charles Manson, after he’d been locked up for a few years. “You need to shave,” 

my sister said. 

“You think?” I went to the bathroom and got shaved, doing a few passes with the  razor  to  make  sure  I  was  shaving  as  close  to  the  skin  as  possible,  so  I wouldn’t end up looking like the bearded lady. The shave alone made a world of

difference.  I’d  always  had  a  ‘baby  face’  with  soft,  smooth  features.  My  sister insisted I let her pluck my eyebrows, to make them look more “feminine,” as she put it. She reminded me there was an angry criminal who wanted me dead, so I let her pluck away. I couldn’t help but notice the grin on her face as she worked the tweezers, getting a kick out of sissifying her brother. “You’ve got great eyebrows,” 

she said. “I’m jealous.” 

She  turned  a  mirror  towards  me,  and  I  have  to  say,  with  just  the  few  little adjustments we’d made, I already kind of looked like a chick. 

“I’m going to teach you how to put on your makeup. I can’t do it for you every morning,  so  pay  close  attention,”  Hailey  said,  holding  up  a  little  nude-coloured tube of something or another. 

“Yeah, yeah,” I said. 

“I’m serious. This is what will make you truly unrecognizable—not just to Mike and his gang, but to our neighbours and our friends.” My gut turned. I hadn’t even thought about being out in public, possibly being seen by people I knew, and God forbid recognized. Not only was it dangerous to be recognized (who knows if any of  my  friends  know  Mike  or  someone  in  his  gang),  but  it  would  be  painfully humiliating,  especially  because  I  couldn’t  exactly  explain  why  I  was  dressed  up like a girl without giving away my cover. 

Hailey  explained  every  little  makeup  supply  in  great  detail.  There  were  so many  things,  they  all  started  to  blur  together  after  a  while.  “Can’t  I  just  have  a natural look?” I asked. 

She sighed. “Natural look is one of the hardest to pull off,” she explained. She made  me  do  a  trial  run,  watching  me  closely  to  make  sure  I’d  been  paying attention  to  her  lecture.  I  didn’t  even  make  it  fifteen  seconds  before  she  had  to stop me. “Why are you putting the concealer on? What did I tell you goes on first?” 

she said, but I couldn’t remember. There was too much information. How do girls remember all this shit? 

It got even more complicated. Once I had all of my makeup on, Hailey pulled a drawer  open  and  pulled  out  a  bunch  of  tools  with  long  cords  attached  to  them. 

“Now let’s do your hair. I’m thinking loose waves. What do you think?” 

“I don’t know what that means,” I said. 

She shook her head. “You know, you’re going to need to know all of this stuff. 

These are the kinds of things that girls talk about, and you’re going to stick out like a  sore  thumb  if  you  aren’t  privy.”  She  showed  me  the  difference  between  a straightener,  a  curling  iron,  and  a  crimper.  She  explained  that  the  straightener could be used to curl hair as well, with the right technique, and then she showed me. It was actually quite simple, and the effect looked nice. We used one of her bigger crimpers to make nice, big waves in my hair that gave me a sort of country-girl look. 

It gave me an idea, to try out a makeup style I’d seen girls sporting down at the country bar near out house: dark eyeliner with a dark smoky effect around the eye, 

and  plenty  of  lip  gloss.  Getting  the  eyeliner  just  right  was  the  hardest  part—

making smooth lines isn’t as easy as you would imagine, especially when you’re trying to make them bold and thick. But after a few attempts, I got the look down nicely, and I actually looked pretty good. 

“Now get undressed and let’s see what looks good on you.” I stripped down to my boxers and waited for Hailey to toss me my first dress. I felt like a vulnerable idiot,  standing  half-naked  in  my  sister’s  bedroom,  waiting  to  try  on  her  clothes, while she watched no less. I felt even more vulnerable when she tossed me the lacy black panties and said, “Put those on first.” 

“Why?” I said, feeling suddenly defensive, as if the panties were the final toe across  the  line.  I  couldn’t  put  on  women’s  panties!  The  thought  alone  was deranged and perverted, leaving a nausea growling deep in my gut. 

“You  need  to  wear  something  discreet  under  your  clothes,”  she  said.  She explained  that  boxers  would  bunch  up  and  be  plainly  visible  against  the  tight dresses and the leggings she wanted me to try on. “And if anyone were to see up your skirt, you would look totally ridiculous,” she said. 

So  I  turned  my  back  to  her,  slipped  down  my  boxers,  and  I  stepped  into  the tight  panties—and  they  really  were  tight,  squashing  my  dick  and  balls  firmly against my body. I couldn’t seem to keep my balls in the thin strip of fabric that the panties offered. It took a few adjustments to find the sweet spot, and even still, a sliver  of  my  ball  sack  hung  out  the  side.  “Don’t  you  have  anything  with  more coverage?” I asked. 

“That is the pair with more coverage,” she said with a smirk. “And by the way, you  need  to  start  practising  your  girl  voice.  I  don’t  want  to  hear  anymore  of  this manly voice—it’s actually kind of creepy, with you all dressed up like that.” 

There was a cold pressure in my chest. I hadn’t even thought about doing a voice—but now that she mentioned it, it was so obvious. I had to bite my tongue and take a few deep breaths before I was able to swallow my pride and try on a voice. “How does this sound?” I said reluctantly. 

“It  sounds  awful,”  she  said,  cringing  and  turning  her  head  slightly  away  from me. “Keep trying different things.” 

“Like what? How’s about this?” I said, trying a different inflection. 

“It’s  still  pretty  rough,  but  better.  Maybe  don’t  force  your  voice  so  high.  What girl has a voice that high?” 

I cleared my throat and tried yet another voice. This one got a raised eyebrow out of her. “Not bad, not bad,” she said. She gave me a few tips, and we continued to work on the voice for the rest of the night. Occasionally, she would say, “That was perfect. Keep doing that,” and then I would lose it a few seconds later, unable to remember what exactly I’d done differently. But those occasional moments were becoming  more  and  more,  and  by  the  end  of  the  night,  the  voice  started  to  feel pretty natural. 

I  tried  on  a  series  of  dresses,  skirts,  leggings,  blouses,  sweaters,  and  tank-tops. Hailey gave me one of her old bras (we had to make some DIY modifications to it to make it fit) that she had when she was younger, before her breasts started to develop. I laughed as I looked at the thing in my hands, with its cups heavily padded with gel inserts. “What?” she said. “The other girls got boobs before me and I wanted to fit in. It’s not like anyone could tell the difference.” I tried the bra on, and it looked surprisingly good, even without clothes covering it up. Somehow, it  even  gave  the  illusion  of  genuine  cleavage,  or  maybe  that  was  just  my subconscious filling in the details. 

Wearing a little black dress and a pair of black heels (embarrassingly enough, my feet were about the same size as Hailey’s), I stepped back and took a full look at  myself  in  the  mirror.  “I  think  this  is  really  going  to  work,”  Hailey  said,  looking about as stunned as me. 

I could hardly believe what I was seeing: a pretty woman—but it was me. The beautiful  lady  in  the  mirror  moved  as  I  moved,  as  if  she  was  my  reflection, because  she  was  my  reflection.  Mike  and  his  cronies  would  never  be  able  to recognize me—not in a thousand years. I didn’t even recognize myself. 

CHAPTER IV

The very next day, Hailey and I went to the mall together. She called it “woman training,”  but  I  was  fairly  certain  she  was  just  looking  for  an  excuse  to  go shopping.  “Women  love  shopping,  so  it’s  important  that  you  learn  to  love shopping,”  she  said.  I  hated  shopping.  Whenever  I  needed  something  from  the mall, I would make a point of parking as close to the store I needed as possible, and  I  was  in  and  out  within  minutes.  There  was  nothing  more  tedious  than browsing  through  stores,  gazing  through  shop  windows,  trying  on  clothes—

especially ones you have no intention of buying. But that was what we were at the mall to do. 

I did my best to pretend like I was having a good time, but in reality, I was in pain. She had me in a pair of white, strappy heels, and although they looked super cute, they hurt like hell, especially after two hours of aimless wandering. We went into  just  about  every  store,  save  for  the  video  game  store  and  the  hunting  gear store  (the  only  two  stores  I  actually  wanted  to  go  into).  Hailey  had  me  trying  on everything—we  didn’t  go  into  a  store  without  her  finding  a  half-dozen  items  she thought would look “super cute” on me. In her defence, a few of the items did look ridiculously adorable on me. 

There was one skirt in particular that I liked so much, I even bought (I figured if I was going to be a woman for the foreseeable future, I might as well wear clothes I liked). It was white with big pleats and a lacy lining. I don’t know what drew me to it—maybe  I  thought  it  would  compliment  my  country-girl  style  that  was  quickly developing itself. 

I bought a few other items: a couple of tank-tops, a sexy red dress, and a pair of  black  heels.  I  also  bought  myself  some  of  my  own  panties,  which  were surprisingly sexy. There was a pair of fishnet stockings I really wanted to buy, but I pretended not to notice—what would Hailey think if I started admiring lingerie? 

Was I getting carried away with the whole female persona, or was I doing what I  was  supposed  to  be  doing?  The  more  in  character  I  got,  the  safer  I  was  from being recognized, right? At least, that’s what I kept telling myself. 

We were walking up to our front door when we both noticed a man standing at our  front  step.  He  had  short  hair  and  a  thicker  build,  much  like  a  stereotypical army  guy.  We  watched  him  ring  the  doorbell  a  few  times  as  we  made  our approach. A chill ran through my body. “Let’s keep walking,” I said. 

“Why? Is that Mike?” my sister asked. 

“No, but I don’t know who it is.” 

The  man  turned  around  and  looked  at  us.  After  a  few  seconds,  he  waved. 

“Hey!” he called out, as we walked by our house. 

We didn’t have much choice. We both stopped. 

“Hey, you’re Hailey, right?” the man said. 

“Sorry. Do I know you?” Hailey asked. 

“My name’s Kent. We met once at a party, a few years back.” 

My  sister’s  eyes  narrowed  and  then  she  shook  her  head.  “I’m  sorry,  I  don’t remember.” 

He laughed. “I was a lot smaller back then, with longer hair. This is your place, right?” he asked. 

Hailey looked at me and then back to the man. “Why do you ask?” 

“I’m looking for your brother. We used to be good friends until I moved away a couple years ago. I’m back in town and was hoping to touch base, see how things were going,” he said, and then my heart sunk into my gut. I’d never seen the man in my life. I’d never even met a Kent before. This guy had red-flag written all over him.  My  sister  looked  at  me  and  I  did  my  best  to  keep  my  cool  while  casually shrugging to let my sister know I had no idea who the stranger was. 

Hailey  turned  back  to  the  guy.  “My  brother  moved  out  a  while  back—to  a different state.” 

“Really? Which state? How long ago was this?” 

“A few months ago.” 

“And sorry, which state did he move to?” 

My sister was silent for a moment. “Arizona,” she said, “for school.” 

“Arizona’s a beautiful state, I bet he’s really happy there. Hey—I’m going to be in  Arizona  in  a  couple  of  months.  Think  I  could  grab  his  number  from  you?  Or better yet, his address? Maybe I’ll just pop in and surprise him. We go way back.” 

“I don’t have it handy, but why don’t you give me your number and I’ll text it to you,” she said. 

The man was silent for a moment. He stared at my sister with slightly narrowed eyes, as if his brain was just catching on. He looked over at me for a moment. I was taking slow, steady breaths, trying to regain control of my excited heart rate, trying to look as cool and calm as humanly possible. My eyes drifted down to his chest, where there was a slight bulge on his left side. A gun, possibly? He looked back at my sister. “You know what, I can probably just look him up on Facebook or whatever. Thanks though.” He stuffed his hands into his pockets and he took off. 

Once he was out of sight, we went inside. “I’m really going to have to move out of the state, aren’t I? Maybe even out of the country.” 

“No, we’ll think of something. They’ll give up sooner or later.” 

“But when? And how will we know it’s safe for me to go out as me again?” 

My sister just stared at me in silence. I could tell that even she was starting to think I should leave the country. They would never find me in Canada or Mexico, especially  if  I  changed  my  name  and  saved  up  some  money  for  a  nose  job—

maybe invested in some colour contact lenses. But I didn’t want to live in Mexico

or Canada, and I didn’t want to spend my life looking over my shoulder. I wanted to put an end to it all—to the constant fear. 

I didn’t sleep that night. I hadn’t slept much the night before, or even the night before that. It was starting to get to me. I couldn’t think straight without my mind wandering. I started thinking I really should just get up and leave the country—not tell  anyone  where  I’m  going,  not  even  my  sister.  I  could  make  a  fake  persona, delete all of my online profiles, and be a beach bum for the rest of my life. It didn’t sound  like  the  worst  compromise  ever—I  hear  Guatemala  is  pretty  nice  all  year round. 

CHAPTER V

I  was  becoming  increasingly  paranoid—understandably  so.  I  sat  by  my bedroom window with my curtains mostly closed. Every time someone walked by our  house,  I  would  sink  down  and  my  heart  would  begin  to  race.  Whenever someone  would  look  over  at  our  house,  my  hands  would  begin  to  shake.  A  few days went by, but the issue only got worse. 

That  man  who  called  himself  Kent  came  by  again,  knocking  at  the  door.  My sister was out with some friends and I was home alone. I nearly threw up. I went to  my  bed  and  grabbed  the  knife  that  I’d  been  keeping  under  my  pillow.  Kent walked around the house and looked in through the windows before leaving. I was a trembling mess for a good hour. If he broke into the house and saw me, even in my female disguise (which I kept on all day and night), would he kill me? What if he broke in and my sister was home—would he kill her? 

I  needed  to  get  out  of  the  house,  so  I  made  my  way  down  to  the  bar,  a  few blocks away. I was desperate for something to take the edge off—anything. But as I  stepped  into  the  bar,  a  news  segment  started  to  play  on  the  television,  with Mike’s  mug  prominently  featured.  Apparently  some  new  evidence  had  surfaced and  he  was  now  facing  life  in  prison.  Unsurprisingly,  he  had  been  accused  of ordering  a  hit  on  someone  who  was  found  dead  just  a  few  weeks  later.  They showed the victim, who coincidentally looked a lot like me. 

I wasn’t sure whether to feel relieved Mike might be locked up for the rest of his life, or anxious at the fact he’d successfully murdered people before. 

I took a seat at the end of the bar, away from the crowd of regulars who were chatting and drinking and dancing. The bartender came by and I ordered a double whisky, neat. I needed it. 

I finished the drink quickly and then I ordered another. As soon as the liquor worked its way into my system, I relaxed just a little bit for the first time in many days. So far, everyone had been fooled by my feminine disguise—everyone at the mall, everyone in the streets, even everyone in the bar. A guy took a seat next to me, bought my third drink for me, and then started to tell me how beautiful I was, and how couldn’t believe such beauty could exist in such a town. It was sweet, but he was drunk, and a bit too forward for my taste. 

I entertained his conversation. It was nice to talk to a stranger about something that  wasn’t  Mike  and  my  threatened  life.  The  man  was  an  oil  worker  who  was currently on his week off before heading back up to the oil rigs. He was recently divorced,  no  kids,  and  he  loved  to  talk  about  his  gun  collection.  “Do  you  like guns?” he asked. 

“I can’t say I know much about them,” I said. 

“Have you ever fired a gun?” he asked. 

“Can’t say I have.” 

“Want to fire one of mine?” he said, lowering his voice and leaning in close. I couldn’t tell if he was talking about a firearm or his cock. I thought it was cute, so I smiled. 

“Maybe,” I said. 

He wrote his phone number down for me, and said, “Call me and we can go shooting.”  He  paid  his  tab  and  staggered  out  of  the  establishment,  leaving  me once again alone at the bar. 

I  have  to  admit,  the  attention  I  got  as  a  lady  was  nice.  Sure,  the  free  booze didn’t hurt, but the real treat was all of the compliments. It goes without saying that men treat you differently when you’ve got a pair of tits. I’d lost count of the number of times men bought me drinks, gave up their seats on buses, held doors for me…

I could probably count the number of times someone held a door for me as a man on  a  single  hand.  Even  the  little  things,  like  the  smiling—as  Mitch,  no  one  ever smiled at me, unless they were slightly insane. There were things I was going to miss when it all blew over—if it all blew over. 

I still could see no end in sight, no way of making things right with Mike. As I sat at that bar, I racked my brain for a solution—what could I possibly do, short of leaving the country? 

I got up to use the bathroom—which I would also miss if I ever got to return to being  a  man  (the  girl’s  bathroom  was  like  a  palace  ballroom  compared  to  the men’s)—and when I came back, a couple of men had taken the booth behind my seat at the bar. As I approached, I recognized one of the men: it was Kent. I took my seat and quickly turned my head away, before he recognized me. 

I had to give my heart a moment to calm down, so I could hear anything over the  sound  of  it  thudding  against  my  ribcage.  I  recognized  his  voice.  “I  know  the bitch lied to me. But I’ve been watching the pitch for days now and home base just isn’t coming out.” 

“You sure home base is even there?” 

“I’m starting to think maybe he’s not. But where else could he be? I tried his friends—they haven’t heard from him for a while.” 

“So he’s totally MIA?” 

“Yeah. Had Hector not fucked up the first pitch, we would already be out of this shithole  town.  I  can’t  go  home  empty-handed,  man.  Not  again.”  Their  baseball lingo wasn’t too hard to decipher. 

“If he’s really MIA, just tell Mike you got him to strike out. Mike’s behind bars now, and it’s looking like for good—didn’t you hear? He won’t know whether the hitter struck out or not.” 

“He’s still got eyes on the playing field.” 

“Look man, if you can’t find him, no one will be able to find him. And once they ship Mike off to maximum security, he’s going to lose his eyes on the playing field. 

Besides, the guy has no money. Francis said he went to cash a cheque the other day for a few G’s and it bounced.” 

“Yeah, well I already cashed my cheque and it cleared, so that’s no excuse for me. I have to finish the game. I won’t be able to sleep at night knowing I forfeited early.” 

“There anyone else on the job? Competitive contract?” 

“No, just me and Hector. We got full rights, the hitter’s all ours. And seeing as Hector had to skip, it’s all on me now. I’m going to do it—I’ll find the little prick one way or another.” 

“I guess that’s up to you. But if you want my two cents, I say take the money and run.” 

The men turned their attention up to the hockey game playing on the television and they started talking about hockey. As far as I could tell, there were no more metaphors  or  hidden  messages;  they  were  just  hockey  fans  as  well  as  trained assassins. 

If what the men were saying was true, there was a small sliver of hope. With Mike  broke,  he  couldn’t  afford  another  hit  man,  which  meant  I  only  needed  to survive the one. And if I could keep tabs on him, then I would know when I could finally go back to being myself. All I had to do was stay hidden long enough for the guy to lose his patience and leave. He wasn’t even from our town. 

Or better yet, if I could convince him to leave… How could I do it? Ask nicely? 

Scare him into leaving—tell him the police were going around asking for him. But would he believe me, or would it just implicate my feminine persona into this who debacle?  Or  what  if  I  got  him  arrested?  If  I  could  get  him  on  tape  admitting  to being a hit man, I could take the tape to the police along with his picture. It was a long shot, but it was the only shot I had. 

I turned my phone’s recorder on and placed it discreetly on the edge of the bar, facing the criminal duo. But even if I caught them speaking in their baseball slang, it wouldn’t be enough to incriminate them. I needed to get them to speak openly and honestly. But how could I do it? 

I had an idea. 

CHAPTER VI

I  was  exhausted  and  it  was  getting  late.  The  hit  men  were  still  going  strong, still watching the hockey game, still pounding back drink after drink. The topic of my  murder  never  came  up  again,  but  at  one  point  they  did  mention  Mike’s  full name, which could have been used as a small piece of evidence to link them to the incarcerated criminal. I needed more. 

When Kent got up to use the bathroom, I took a deep breath. I gave him fifteen seconds, and then I followed, waiting around the bend from the bathrooms, out of sight  from  his  friend.  My  heart  was  racing—I  was  going  to  confront  him.  He’d probably  studied  photos  of  my  face—and  even  though  he  hadn’t  recognized  me the first time we came face to face, who was to say he wouldn’t this time, when I actually opened my mouth to speak to him? 

I heard the bathroom door open. I took another deep breath, and then I turned around the corner, timing my plan perfectly. I bumped into him. “Oh, I’m sorry,” I said,  putting  my  hands  on  his  hips  as  if  to  stabilize  myself  from  falling  over.  He smiled. 

“No worries, cupcake,” he said, and then as he was about to start again for his table, he paused. “I’ve seen you before.” 

I  looked  at  him  for  a  moment,  counting  the  seconds  in  my  head.  And  then  I said, “You’re Hailey’s friend, right? Or—her brother’s friend.” 

His sly smile appeared crooked. “That’s right. You’re Hailey’s friend,” he said. 

“You were with her the other day.” 

I  walked  up  to  him  and  extended  my  hand.  “Jess,”  I  said.  “Did  you  end  up getting in touch with Mitch?” 

“No,  but  I’m  definitely  going  to  hit  him  up  next  time  I’m  in  Arizona.”    His  grin grew bigger. 

“How long have you known Mitch for?” I asked. 

“A long time. We go way back. Do you know him well?” 

“Pretty well,” I said. “He used to hang out with Hailey and me quite a bit. I just talked to him the other day on the phone. He’s taking a few of the same college courses as me.” 

Kent’s eyes lit up. “You talked to him, huh? What college is he going to?” 

“U of A,” I said. 

“And what course is he taking?” 

“Engineering,” I said, spitting out the first thing that came to mind. 

“Ah,  he  always  said  he  wanted  to  go  into  engineering.  Good  for  him.  I  can’t wait to see him. I should get back to my buddy.” He turned around and started to make his way back down the hall, back towards the bar. 

I jogged up to him and stopped him. “You know, I used to hang out with Mitch and a lot of Mitch’s friends, but I don’t remember ever seeing you,” I said. 

“Really?  Weird—Mitch  and  I  hung  out  all  the  time.  We  went  to  all  the  same parties. I used to be a lot shorter, and my hair used to be longer. Maybe if you saw a picture of me, you’d recognize me.” 

“I feel like it would be hard not to remember your face, seeing as you’re so…” 

“So what?” he said. 

I bit my lip and smiled. “Handsome,” I said. 

I  watched  his  eyes  light  up  again.  His  cheeks  turned  red.  “Is  Mitch  like  your boyfriend now or something?” he said. 

“Just friends. I’m going to talk to him this weekend though—if you’ve got any embarrassing stories, I’d love to throw them in his face.” 

He  laughed  deeply.  “Embarrassing  stories?  I’ve  got  tons.  Hell,  he’s  probably got tons on me, too. But hey, when you talk to him this weekend, do me a favour: don’t mention me to him—I want to surprise him when I get to Arizona. If you tell him I came around asking about him, it would ruin the surprise, you know?” 

“No worries at all—consider it done.” I took a step closer to him. “You mind if I feel  your  muscles.  I’ve  been  staring  at  them  this  whole  time—they’re  driving  me up the wall!” I put my hand on his arm and ran it down. He was surprisingly ripped

—his arms feeling like large slabs of warm stone. “You must work out a lot.” 

“A bit, I guess,” he said, his cheeks becoming redder. 

“What do you lift?” 

“I can bench three-fifty,” he said. 

“Is that a lot?” I asked. 

He shrugged. “It’s about three of you.” 

I laughed. “You must be strong.” 

He bit his bottom lip and checked out my body. My attempt at flirting with him—

my  first  attempt  at  flirting  in  my  life—was  so  far  a  complete  success.  “What  are you drinking?” he asked. 

“I’ve been drinking gin and tonics, but if I have any more I’ll probably end up broke,” I said. 

“The liquor here is way overpriced. You know, I’ve got a bottle of gin back in my hotel room, if you’re interested in having a couple of drinks for free.” 

“That sounds lovely, but what about your friend.” I found myself feeling Kent’s chest, running my finger down his heavy pecs, and down his rippling abs. I have to say, I was somewhat curious to see what he looked like with his shirt off—to be able to bench three-hundred and fifty pounds—that takes a lot of muscle. 

“He’ll survive,” Kent said. 

If  I  could  get  him  alone  and  speaking  openly,  maybe  I  could  get  him  to  say something  he  would  regret.  My  recorder  was  still  running  in  my  pocket,  still recording  every  word  he  said.  It  was  a  long  shot,  but  it  wasn’t  totally  out  of  the question; Mike had admitted his entire scheme to me after only knowing me for a few hours, after all. 

Kent took me out to his car and opened the passenger door for me. “Hop in,” 

he said. 

My heart was pounding aggressively. I was getting into a car with the man who was looking to kill me. All I had to do was make one little slip—accidentally let my voice slip, nudge my wig out of place—even smearing my makeup could be fatally dangerous. I needed to be extra careful. 

And what was my plan when he wanted to do more than just drink? He was almost  certainly  expecting  sex—was  I  just  hoping  he  would  implicate  himself before  he  got  that  far,  and  I  could  make  an  escape  without  him  asking  any questions? It’s not like I actually had the pussy for him to fuck, or the tits for him to squeeze. If he found out I was really a man, even if he didn’t realize I was Mitch, he would probably still kill me. 

CHAPTER VII

When we got to Kent’s motel, he asked me to wait outside for a moment while he went in and “cleaned up a little bit”. One of his neighbours pulled up a moment later and smiled at me as he went into his suite. I looked around the motel. There was a camera pointed right at me. I wondered if it was actually recording, or just there  to  make  sure  no  one  tried  to  break  in.  When  Kent  finally  let  me  in,  he apologized.  “Sorry,  it  wasn’t  in  a  very  lady-friendly  state.  I  wasn’t  expecting  any company.” 

“It’s no problem—Looks clean enough to me,” I said. 

He  went  straight  for  the  liquor,  which  was  conveniently  out  on  a  small  table next to an old television set. He looked around for cups, and ended up grabbing a little ceramic coffee mug. “I hope this is okay,” he said. 

“It works for me,” I said. I was still feeling buzzed from my drinks at the bar. I needed  to  be  careful  not  to  get  too  drunk.  It  was  very  important  that  I  stay  in control.  Kent’s  eyes  were  all  over  my  body.  I  didn’t  have  long  before  he  tried  to make a move, so I needed to get whatever confession I could, and I needed to get it fast. “So what do you do for a living?” I asked. 

He smiled. “Public relations,” he said. 

“Sounds vague,” I said. 

“It  is  vague.  I  get  hired  by  different  people  and  different  companies  to  travel around and… fix public relations issues.” 

“So you get to travel? That sounds nice,” I said. 

“It’s not bad. The pay is good.” He motioned for me to take a seat on the edge of the bed. “Feel free to turn on the TV and put on whatever you’d like,” he said. 

“I’m  okay  with  just  me  and  you,”  I  said,  looking  into  his  eyes.  He  was surprisingly  handsome,  considering  it  was  his  job  to  murder  people.  I’d  always imagined hit men as blunt-looking, bald-headed, emotionless thugs, but Kent was surprisingly normal—he looked like he could have been an actor or the president of  some  company.  He  had  a  charisma  to  him  that  you  wouldn’t  expect  from someone who had very little professional use for such a thing. 

I noticed a black duffle bag on the ground with a shirt draped over it. The bag was bulging, as if filled with heavy, metal objects. 

As I noticed the bag, Kent put his arm over my shoulder. “I usually stay in nicer places than this,” he said. “This job I’m on now, it’s not paying much. I’m doing it more as a favour than anything.” 

“How long are you going to be in town for?” I asked. He looked me in the eyes. 

He  was  so  close  to  me—more  than  close  enough  to  recognize  the  defining features  of  my  face.  As  a  professional  hit  man,  I  could  only  imagine  he  was trained in facial recognition. I looked away swiftly as the thought occurred to me. 

“It depends on when I can get the job done—everything okay?” 

“Yeah. You wouldn’t have any ice, would you? For my drink.” 

He looked around. “I can grab some from the icemaker down the hall,” he said, springing up to his feet. 

“Would you?” I said. 

He grabbed the ice bucket and said, “I’ll be back in a minute.” 

I’d noticed the ice maker when we pulled up to the motel, at the far end of the establishment.  I  knew  that  I  could  buy  myself  some  time  by  sending  him  to  get some  ice—some  time  to  snoop  around  his  room  a  little  bit,  trying  to  find  some evidence. As soon as the door shut behind him, I sprung to my feet. I pulled my phone out, switching on my camera, and I went straight for the black duffle bag. I pulled away the covering shirt. The bag wasn’t even zipped closed (stuffed far too full to be able to close), and it was filled with weapons, including what appeared to be  a  short-barrelled  assault  rifle,  which  was  a  restricted  firearm.  Was  owning  a restricted firearm enough of a crime to have Kent put away? Probably not, but my evidence was adding up. 

My heart stuttered. There were hundreds of rounds of ammunition in the bag. 

How  much  firepower  did  he  need?  You  only  need  one  bullet  to  kill  a  person—

maybe a few spares in case you miss. But hundreds of rounds with various guns? 

I snapped a photo of the contents and then I replaced the shirt and returned to my seat on the edge of the bed. 

Kent re-entered the room a moment later with a bucket full of ice. He placed it down  on  the  television  stand  and  then  brought  me  a  few  cubes  for  my  drink, taking  a  seat  next  to  me.  He  put  his  arm  back  over  my  shoulder.  “Where  were we?” he said, and then he looked over at his duffle bag. A panic filled my heart—

what  if  he  could  tell  I  moved  the  shirt  from  over  the  bag?  What  if  the  wrinkles weren’t quite the way he remembered them, or I had the shirt placed upside down. 

I  should  have  made  more  of  an  effort  to  remember  exactly  how  it  was  before. 

Could he tell? He was still staring at it, becoming exceptionally quiet…

I put my hand on his chin, turned his face towards me, and I kissed him. It was all  I  could  think  to  do  to  get  his  attention  away  from  the  bag.  He  kissed  back, raising his hand to the side of my head, slipping his fingers into my hair. My heart stuttered again—if he wasn’t careful, he would nudge my wig out of place. Another instinct  kicked  in,  and  I  grabbed  his  hand  from  my  head  and  moved  it  to  my breast. He didn’t waste a second, squeezing as soon as his hand was on my tit. 

Luckily,  he  couldn’t  tell  the  tits  were  fake—in  his  defence,  they  felt  surprisingly real. He squeezed firmly, his body getting hotter, his breathing becoming deeper. 

Testosterone was filling his body, radiating off of him in a powerful aura. 

He lowered me down on the bed and then he started to kiss my neck. One of his hands slowly made its way down my belly, towards my cock. I quickly grabbed his hand, stopping him. Maybe kissing him wasn’t such a good idea—now I had a serious  problem  on  my  hands.  I  needed  to  get  out  of  there  before  he  got  too

carried away, before he decided to reach up my shirt for a better grip on my tits, and before he reached up my skirt and found my cock. 

But  with  every  second  that  I  hesitated,  he  was  becoming  more  aggressive. 

“Hold on,” I said. He didn’t listen. “Kent…” He continued to ignore me, sucking my neck, exploring my body with his hands. He was keeping his hands away from my cock—for the time being, probably trying to pace himself. I needed to buy myself some time, to think of a plan—but what could I do? He wasn’t listening to me. I tried to squirm out from underneath him, but he was too strong, holding me down. 

I bit my tongue—it was life or death and I needed to act. I reached down and slipped  my  trembling  hand  under  the  waistband  of  his  pants.  Carefully,  I  slipped my fingers around his warm, bare cock. Finally, he became still. A grin came upon his face. I started to massage his member, feeling it throbbing hard as it quickly grew. “You like that?” I said. 

“Yeah,” he said with an elated exhale. 

I  bit  the  corner  of  my  lip  and  then  I  rolled  on  top  of  him.  He  became  docile, submissive,  excited  to  let  me  do  what  I  wanted  to  him.  I  carefully  sunk  down, pulling away his belt and slipping his pants down to his knees, letting his big cock spring free. It was already erect, already pulsing and ready for some action. I took it in my hand again, stroking it gently. He sighed. 

“Suck it, baby,” he said. 

I looked at the throbbing member, its veins bulging. It was an intimidating thing, and I’d never sucked a cock before. I’d never even seen another man’s erection before!  But  I  needed  to  buy  myself  some  time,  and  I  couldn’t  think  of  anything else. So I slowly lined the bulbous tip up with my lips and then I sunk his manhood into my mouth. 

CHAPTER VIII

His  cock  actually  felt  kind  of  nice,  cradled  in  my  tongue,  slipping  back  and forth, inching closer and closer to my throat. There was something about the way it  throbbed  so  warmly,  the  way  it  fit  so  perfectly  through  my  lips—a  strangely comforting, satisfying sensation. Every time I ran the tip of my tongue along the base  of  his  heavy  shaft,  I  could  feel  his  body  tensing  as  I  sent  shockwaves  of pleasure through him. After a minute, he’d somehow gotten even harder and even bigger. Still, I continued to suck. 

What was I going to do? After the blowjob, he was going to want sex—and that was something I couldn’t give him, or could I? I didn’t have a pussy, but I did have an asshole. Was there a way of getting him into my asshole without exposing my cock?  I’d  never  been  penetrated  in  the  rear  before,  and  I  had  a  feeling  it  was going  to  hurt.  But  it  wouldn’t  hurt  as  much  as  a  bullet  to  the  head.  If  I  moved quickly enough from blowing him to mounting him, he wouldn’t have a chance to undress  me,  to  explore  my  pussy.  Hell,  he  might  not  even  notice  he  was  in  my asshole instead of a warm cunt. 

Continuing to suck him off, I looked up at him. His head was back on a pillow and  his  eyes  were  closed.  I  carefully  spat  into  my  hand  and  reached  around myself,  slipped  my  fingers  under  my  panties  as  I  lubricated  my  tight  hole.  I  was going to need all the lubrication I could get if I was going to pull the move off. In an attempt to prepare myself for penetration, I tried to stick a finger into my own ass. 

My anus automatically clenched, not allowing my finger to sink more than a half-inch  deep.  If  I  couldn’t  even  get  a  finger  in,  how  was  I  going  to  get  his  giant, throbbing erection in? 

The  black  duffle  bag  was  teasing  the  corner  of  my  eye.  If  I  could  get  him  to leave again, I could grab one of his guns and shoot him. One of the guns in the bag had a silencer on it—no one would hear a thing, giving me plenty of time to wipe  my  fingerprints  off  of  anything  I  might  have  touched.  It  would  be  strangely perfect, seeing as I was seen by one of Kent’s neighbours when we arrived, and I was  also  seen  by  the  camera.  Once  they  found  Kent’s  dead  body,  the  police would be out looking for a woman. 

But I didn’t think I could do it—I didn’t think I had it in me to kill a man, even if that  man  was  out  trying  to  kill  me.  It  still  felt  wrong,  as  if  he  somehow  didn’t deserve it. He was just doing his job, after all—what he’d been paid to do. Was that a fine excuse to go around killing people? Of course not, but it didn’t help me feel any less guilty for having the thought—so what could I do? 

The sweet taste of pre-cum found my tongue. Kent’s cock was throbbing even harder now. At any second, he was going to want penetration. I needed to think faster.  What  could  I  do?  I  thought  for  a  moment,  my  heart  racing.  Unless  I  was feeling confident enough to kill a man, then it was looking like I was going to take it  in  the  ass.  I  sat  up,  letting  his  saliva-soaked  cock  slap  against  his  stomach.  I reached  down,  under  my  skirt,  and  pulled  my  panties  to  the  side.  Then,  without

missing a beat, I lowered myself down, taking his cock firmly in my hand and lining it up with my tight hole. 

I began to push him into me. My asshole clenched before half of his tip was inside,  but  I  couldn’t  falter,  I  couldn’t  give  him  an  excuse  to  take  control  of  the situation, so I took a deep breath and let gravity take over, sinking down despite the  pain  of  his  thick  cock  stretching  me  wide.  I  bit  down  on  my  lip  and  tried  my best not to squeal like a pig in pain. “Holy shit, you’re tight,” he said with a deep exhalation. 

I sunk down deeper and deeper until he was completely inside of me, stuffing me tight. I froze, consumed by a sharp pain. I need to power though, I told myself, but I just couldn’t do it. I was rendered completely frozen. So Kent took over. He placed  his  hand  on  my  hips  and  he  started  to  thrust  up  and  down.  I’d  never clenched so hard in my life, but it didn’t stop him. He pushed through the tension, forcing himself inside of me, over and over. “Oh fuck!” I screamed. It hurt like hell, but I needed to get through it…

At least, it hurt like hell at first. But once I was finally able to regain control of my breathing and relax my anus, the pain went away in a mere instant. Suddenly, the constant penetration actually felt kind of nice, as if his thick cock was pressing up against some hidden pleasure spot, sending warm vibrations through my body. 

“Oh shit, right there,” I said. 

The  warm  tingling  was  quickly  becoming  intense  and  overwhelming.  A trembling filled my body, so I leaned forward and placed my hands on his chest for support. “Baby, you’re so fucking tight,” he said into my ear. 

“Fuck  me  harder,”  I  said,  and  he  did,  grunting  with  every  thrust,  slapping  his muscular pelvis against my butt with each penetration. 

That  overwhelming  tingling  was  beginning  to  migrate  into  my  cock.  It  felt  so amazing,  I  didn’t  want  it  to  stop—but  it  was  making  me  hard.  My  dick  was beginning to rise up, thicken, harden. My sudden erection was growing quickly. As long as it stayed tucked in my panties—

With  a  swift  thrust,  my  cock  slipped  out  from  my  tight  panties.  It  pushed  out into the light skirt of my dress, propping it up like a tent. My heart sank into my gut and a cold shiver ran through my body. Kent didn’t seem to notice the big erection as he continued to plunge my ass. 

I should have reached down to hide my cock, slip it back into my panties, but I couldn’t fight through the euphoria that had begun to take over my body. I kept my hands  planted  on  his  chest,  and  I  continued  to  bounce  on  his  big,  hard  rod.  He reached  up  my  skirt,  probably  to  rub  my  clit,  and  his  hand  found  my  cock.  His fingers moved up and down my erect shaft for a moment, and then we both froze. 

Carefully, he lifted up my skirt to take a peek. 

I’m  not  sure  my  heart  was  still  beating.  I  tried  to  take  a  breath  in,  but  I  was paralyzed. “You—You have a cock,” he said, his lips remaining parted. 

I wanted to apologize, to attempt to explain myself, but I was completely rigid, paralysis overtaking my whole body. 

“You’re a man,” he said. 

I opened my mouth to speak but no words came out. He looked up at my face, and then a moment later, his eyes narrowed. “Oh my God…” he said. As his face turned pale, I knew he recognized me. My picture was, after all, in that duffle bag along with all of his weapons. “You’re…” 

I tried to spring up to my feet, but he was too fast. He grabbed me and threw me  down  onto  my  back,  pinning  me  to  the  bed.  “Then  you  know  who  I  am,”  he said, “and what I’m here to do—don’t you?” 

CHAPTER IX

“I’m sorry,” I said, finally breaking my silence. “Please don’t kill me.” 

“What were you trying to do? Why did you come here? Were you going to try and kill me?” 

“No—I just… I don’t know. I just don’t want to die.” 

“I don’t get paid unless you disappear.” 

“Then I’ll disappear, okay? I’ll vanish—just don’t kill me, please.” 

My heart was pounding so hard; I’m surprised it didn’t explode in my chest. He looked  down  at  my  cock,  which  was  out  in  the  open  now,  the  skirt  of  my  dress flipped over my tummy. “I don’t understand…” he said. “How can you be a man. 

You’re so…” He didn’t finish his sentence, strangely transfixed by my cock. 

I became frozen once again, that lump returning to my throat, preventing me from speaking. 

He ran his fingers along my shaft, as if to see whether it was real. “You really are him…” he said. The room became silent. Kent bit his bottom lip. His face was red, but he couldn’t keep his eyes off of my cock. 

“Please don’t kill me,” I managed to say again. 

He  looked  into  my  eyes  and  then  he  bent  forward  and  kissed  me.  “I’ll  think about it,” he said, and then he shimmied in between my legs, taking his cock in his hand  and  lining  it  up  with  my  tight  asshole.  After  a  deep  breath,  he  pushed  in, penetrating  me  again,  sending  a  pulse  of  warm  ecstasy  through  my  body.  How was  it  possible  that  I  was  able  to  feel  such  an  incredible  pleasure  in  what  I assumed  was  my  last  moment  alive?  I  should  have  been  so  devastated,  so crippled  with  cold  anxiety,  knowing  my  dead  body  was  going  to  be  found  in  a dumpster, dressed up like a girl, probably with a stranger’s cum in my ass. How humiliating of a thought is that? But still, I couldn’t help but succumb to the intense euphoria buzzing between my legs. 

He took my cock firmly and stroked it off while he fucked me in the ass. “How does that feel?” he asked. 

“It feels good,” I said, biting down on my lip in an attempt to stop myself from moaning. It was a futile attempt. 

He tightened his grip and started to beat me off faster, thrusting harder into my ass with his own cock. “How’s about that?” he said. 

I was moaning too hard to answer, my head rolling from side to side, my body melting into the motel mattress. “I’m going to come in your tight little asshole,” he said through clenched teeth. 

“Come in me,” I managed to moan. 

He grunted loudly, pumping my cock harder. I beat him to it—cum blasting out of my cock, all over my chest, my tummy, and his clenched fist. A moment later, I felt  his  hot  load,  filling  me  up  deeply.  I  screamed,  the  pleasure  too  great  too handle.  He  pushed  in  all  the  way,  slamming  his  pelvis  against  my  tush,  his  ball sack pressed into the crevasse of my butt. 

A moment later, he stumbled back and slouched over, totally exhausted, limp on the bed with a big grin on his face. I should have made my run for the door, but that  euphoria  was  still  swirling  inside  of  me,  fogging  my  brain  and  making  me weak. 

“I’ll tell you what,” he said after a long series of deep breaths. He took another few breaths before continuing. “I won’t kill you if you stay like this—like a woman,” 

he said. “I’ll tell Mike you’re dead. I come through this town every few months, and I’ll check in—and maybe we can… you know…” 

It wasn’t a terrible deal. In fact, as I lay there and thought about it, it actually seemed  like  a  pretty  good  deal.  I  enjoyed  being  a  woman,  far  more  than  I  ever could  have  imagined.  And  if  Kent  wanted  to  fuck  every  few  months,  I  had  no problems with that either—sex with Kent was by far the best sex I’d ever had. 

And  the  idea  of  a  fresh  start  didn’t  sound  so  bad,  either—a  new  life,  new friends,  a  new  job.  I  even  got  a  bit  excited  thinking  about  starting  a  new  life—a real  life—as  a  girl.  Besides,  I  looked  pretty  damn  good  with  long  hair  and  some tits. 

I  told  my  sister  about  the  proposal,  about  how  I  ran  into  the  hit  man  and negotiated for my life (I didn’t tell her about our little romp). She smiled and shook her head. “I knew you were enjoying this girl thing a little bit too much,” she said, obviously  able  to  see  my  excitement.  Not  only  was  she  on  board  with  the  idea, she  was  excited  to  have  a  sister.  She  even  looked  up  a  few  local  clinics  that specialized in breast implants. As for my cock, I thought about keeping it—I still haven’t made any decisions there yet. 

For once, I felt like I had my whole life ahead of me, all thanks to receiving a fresh, new look. 

THE END
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TRANS FOR RENT

John’s got a secret: ever since his female roommate moved out and left a box of  her  stuff  behind,  John  has  gotten  dressed  up  in  her  clothes  every  night.  It started out as a simple curiosity, and quickly grew into an obsession. He loved the way he looked in her tiny skirts and her four-inch heels. 

When  John  gets  caught  in  drag  by  his  landlord,  he  doesn’t  expect  him  to actually  think  he’s  a  woman.  And  he  certainly  doesn’t  expect  him  to  be  so infatuated. With rent due just a few weeks after John loses his job, John might be able to take advantage of his landlord’s little crush. 

CHAPTER I

John had a little secret that no one—not even his closest friends—knew about: he  liked  to  dress  up  like  a  girl.  He  hadn’t  always  liked  to  put  on  girls’  clothing, makeup,  and  tall  high-heel  shoes;  that  was  actually  a  fairly  recent  development, which  started  shortly  after  his  roommate  moved  out  from  his  two-bedroom apartment. 

He hadn’t gotten around to putting out an ad for a new roommate. He wasn’t sure  he  wanted  a  new  roommate.  He  was  well  off  financially,  with  his  new  job working as an accountant, and he liked the privacy of living alone, especially when he put on his lady clothes and makeup. 

Before his roommate moved out, John had never imagined putting on women’s clothes.  The  thought  alone  was  ludicrous,  edging  on  insane.  When  he  was  in high-school,  everyone  found  out  that  one  of  the  guys  in  his  gym  class  wore panties,  and  sometimes  thongs,  underneath  his  clothes.  He  was  mocked relentlessly,  and  John  had  always  assumed  there  must  have  been  something mentally wrong with the kid—that was, until John’s roommate moved out, leaving behind a whole box full of clothes. 

He wasn’t sure whether she left the box behind by accident, or if it was just full of  clothes  she  didn’t  want  anymore.  She’d  moved  across  the  country,  and  when John sent her a message telling her about the abandoned stash, she asked him to simply take the clothes down to the donation bin. John, a self-admittedly lazy man, never got around to taking the clothes to the nearby donation bin, leaving them in the corner of the now-empty bedroom, where they sat for two weeks before John became curious. 

He  found  himself  looking  through  the  box,  looking  at  the  different  clothes, though he wasn’t sure why. He’d never had a girlfriend before, and he didn’t know much about women’s clothing. He was surprised by how light and soft everything was, and he was even more surprised by how small some of the pieces were—a few tops looking more like baby clothing than adult clothing. The tiny shirts were stretchy, but were they stretchy enough to fit an adult? 

That was how John’s obsession with cross-dressing began. He wanted to see if  one  of  his  roommate’s  old  shirts  would  in  fact  fit  an  adult  human.  He’d  never seen her wear the shirt, as far as he knew. He was about the same height and the same weight as his old roommate (John had always been small for a man), so he decided to see what the shirt looked like, stretched over his body. 

Aside from the fact John had no tits, the shirt actually looked good. It formed to his body in the most flattering way, and it felt so soft—so much softer than any of his male clothes. There was even something comforting in how tight it hugged his body. He stuffed a few socks down his top, to see how he would look with a bust, and  he  actually  looked  pretty  good.  One  thing  led  to  another,  and  he  ended  up putting on a skirt and a pair of fishnet stockings that he’d found at the bottom of the box, where he also found a makeup kit. 

His  curiosity  kept  on  growing.  He  ended  up  in  the  bathroom,  putting  on eyeliner,  eye  shadow,  concealer,  mascara,  lipstick,  and  so  on.  His  hair  was already  shaggy,  and  with  a  quick  brushing,  he  was  able  to  make  it  look surprisingly  feminine.  He  stepped  back  and  his  eyes  grew  wide.  He  made  a convincing lady with a little bit of work. 

At first he just laughed the transformation off. “Alright, that’s enough of that,” he said  to  himself,  but  the  very  next  night,  he  found  himself  back  in  his  old roommate’s bedroom, trying on more of her clothes. Everything looked so good on him—he couldn’t believe how sexy he was capable of being! His roommate’s old shoes even fit him, though they were a bit tight. He loved the way he looked in tall heels. 

The  next  day,  he  found  himself  going  to  work  with  a  pair  of  panties  on underneath  his  slacks.  He  made  sure  to  wear  a  secure  belt,  keeping  his  pants tugged up throughout the day so that no one would know any different. He liked the way the panties felt, hugging his junk tightly to his body. A shudder ran through his body when he thought of that kid in high school, who was mocked relentlessly, who  John  even  thought  was  mentally  deranged.  Was  John  losing  his  mind?  Or was a little bit of cross-dressing completely normal? 

Regardless of whether it was normal or not, John kept it a secure secret for the next year. In that time, he continued to get dressed up every night, even ordering some women’s clothing, shoes, and makeup of his own. He got so good at doing a woman’s  voice,  that  it  was  sometimes  difficult  to  slip  back  into  his  regular  male voice before going off to work. Six months into his little cross-dressing escapade, he started going online, into video chat rooms, pretending to be a woman. Across the internet, no one had any idea he wasn’t the real deal. He had men swooning over  him,  begging  him  to  go  on  real-life  dates.  Of  course  that  was  out  of  the question—John  would  work  to  keep  his  secret  a  secret  for  the  rest  of  his  life, which meant his female persona stayed within the walls of his little, ground-level apartment. 

In that first year, John let his hair grow long. He’d bought a wig, but he wasn’t a fan  of  the  way  it  looked  on  his  head.  He  loved  the  way  his  real  hair  felt  long, especially when he shook his head from side to side, or ruffled his hair up to give himself that messy, sexy look. 

But  one  day,  as  John  was  adjusting  his  tits  (a  pair  of  high-quality  silicone moulds he’d recently invested in) in a tiny red dress he’d recently bought online, he  noticed  someone  walking  by  his  window,  looking  in  as  he  passed:  it  was  his landlord. It was rare that John forgot to close his blinds, and for whatever reason, that evening was one of those rare evenings. His landlord saw him dressed up like a woman—but would he know that it was John? Could he tell he was looking at a man and not a real woman? 

John’s heart was sent aflutter. Before he could shut his blinds, his landlord was gone.  He  wondered  for  a  moment  if  his  landlord  had  actually  been  there,  or  if  it had just been a paranoid delusion. 

John  hardly  sleep  that  night,  worried  his  secret  would  soon  get  out  to  the world.  His  landlord  wasn’t  just  some  stranger,  it  was  his  father’s  friend,  who  got together every weekend with John’s father to watch football. If he knew that was John in that little red dress, then he would certainly be telling John’s father. John felt sick just thinking about it. 

He was so lost in his sudden paranoia that he forgot to set his alarm. He finally fell asleep late, and when he woke up, he was four hours late for work. His work had  a  zero-tolerance  policy  for  lateness,  and  John  was  let  go.  Suddenly,  his immediate  future  appeared  dark:  he  had  an  expensive  two-bedroom  apartment, no roommate, and no job. In case things weren’t bad enough, his car broke down on his way home from being fired, and between the tow bill and the mechanic bill, John was nearly broke, with rent due in just a few days. 

CHAPTER II

John’s heart was pounding when his landlord came and knocked on his door. 

He  hesitated  to  answer.  He  knew  his  rent  was  long  overdue—almost  a  full  two weeks overdue, in fact. He’d been searching for a job since he’d lost his weeks before, but no one was hiring, and with his bills adding up, it was starting to look like he was going to have to pack his things up and do his best to disappear—and hope his landlord didn’t come after him legally. In a few weeks, he would owe two months rent and he couldn’t even afford two days’ worth of lunch. 

Also stopping him from answering was the memory of his landlord looking into his window, seeing John dressed up in drag. For weeks, he’d done everything he could to avoid his landlord, terrified of the horribly awkward confrontation. He must have thought John was such a pervert, such a wacko. 

The landlord knocked again. “John, I know you’re in there—open up!” he called out. 

John’s heart sunk further down into his gut. He had no choice. He just needed to  bite  his  tongue  and  get  the  confrontation  over  with.  What  else  could  he  do? 

“Hey,” he said timidly, opening the door only halfway. 

“John,  what  gives?  Why  haven’t  you  paid  rent  this  month?”  John’s  landlord’s name  was  Stan.  Stan  was  about  John’s  age,  maybe  a  few  years  older,  and  he always  had  a  very  serious  look  on  his  face.  John  could  never  tell  whether  Stan was  smiling  or  frowning,  possibly  because  of  the  short  beard  he  kept  neatly trimmed, or possibly because he never smiled or frowned, and always just had the same soulless expression on his face. John had always been intimidated by Stan, even before he was overdue on rent, and even before Stan had seen him dressed like a little bimbo. 

“I’m  sorry,  I’ll  have  it  to  you  soon.  I  lost  my  job  a  few  weeks  ago,  and  my roommate moved out,” John said. 

Stan  shook  his  head.  “John…”  he  said  like  a  disappointed  father.  “I  want  to help you out here, but I’m in a bit of a bind myself. I’ve got six units overdue, and management is hounding me to collect. Can’t you dip into your savings?” 

John  bit  his  tongue.  Back  when  he  had  his  well-paying  job,  he  didn’t  bother putting anything into savings. He was making more money than he’d ever made in his life—he was even making more than his parents made. He was high on life, and  high  on  himself.  Like  a  fool,  he  spent  all  of  his  money  online,  on  women’s clothing, makeup, and shoes, to feed his growing addiction. Had he been smart, he  could  have  easily  stored  away  a  few  months’  worth  of  rent  during  his employment, in case he got laid off. Of course, while he was working, he couldn’t begin to imagine the possibility of being laid off. 

John  couldn’t  help  but  notice  Stan  was  trying  to  peer  into  his  apartment, leaning over and looking over John’s shoulder. What was he trying to see? Did he suspect John was up to something? Did he think that John’s apartment would look

like  a  crazy  man’s  apartment,  seeing  as  John  was  deranged  enough  to  put  on women’s clothing at night? “Have you found a new roommate?” Stan asked. 

“No,” John said. 

“Really?  I  thought  I  saw  someone  in  your  apartment  the  other  day—maybe your girlfriend.” 

John’s heart skipped a beat. He couldn’t tell whether Stan was baiting him and teasing him, or whether Stan really did think that he’d seen a real woman when he really just saw John dressed up in drag. “Oh, a friend of mine was staying a few nights,” John said, feeling a cold sweat forming on the back of his neck. 

Stan let a sly smile slip. It was the first smirk John had ever seen Stan make. 

“Good looking girl,” he said. “Is she single? If so, you should get on that.” 

John forced a smile. “I don’t know if she’s single or not, to be honest,” he said. 

He still couldn’t tell whether he was being teased or if Stan was being genuine. 

John begged for another week to pay up his rent, and Stan accepted. “But no more than a week,” Stan said before leaving without a goodbye. John’s plan was to reluctantly call up his parents and ask for a loan while he kept looking for work

—just enough to live for a month, two months at the most. 

Unfortunately,  when  he  finally  got  a  hold  of  his  parents,  they  weren’t  able  to lend  him  any  money.  “Sorry,  John,”  his  dad  said,  “Money’s  too  tight  right  now. 

We’re all struggling to pay our bills.” John tried calling his brother, who didn’t even pick up. He sent him a text message, and later that day he got the simple reply:

“Sorry, can’t help out.” John’s last resort was the bank, but even they wouldn’t help him  out.  “We  can’t  give  you  a  loan  until  your  credit  card  is  paid  down  to  zero.” 

John had no way of paying his credit card down to zero, so he left with nothing. 

John thought seriously about skipping town, taking his things and making a run for it. But he had so much stuff, he couldn’t just fit everything into a suitcase and leave in the night. Unless he wanted to leave everything behind, he would need to rent  a  truck,  and  somehow  he  would  have  to  fill  the  truck  without  Stan  noticing, which would be difficult seeing as Stan lived just a few suites over, with his office looking down at the street. Besides, with his credit cards maxed out, John couldn’t afford to rent a truck. And giving up all of his belongings was out of the question—

he already felt like he’d lost everything. To give up the rest of the little he had left would be a real kick to the gut. 

So with a small ounce of hope left in his body, he continued applying for jobs. 

But not only was he not getting any jobs, he wasn’t even getting any interviews. 

That small ounce of hope was dwindling fast. 

Yet despite his crippling desperation, John couldn’t help but get dressed up in his special wardrobe at the end of each day, admiring himself in the mirror, going online and feeling sexy as men showered him with attention. 

He  was  in  one  particular  late-night  video  chat  room  when  a  man  asked, 

“Where do you live, sugar?” 

“I live in Northeast Philly,” John said. 

“No  shit,  me  too,”  the  man  said.  They  continued  talking.  As  the  man continuously showered John with compliments, John started getting carried away

—getting more flirty, even slipping in the occasional innuendo. 

“I’d love to eat out your pussy, baby,” the man said. 

John felt a warm buzzing in his body. He loved it when guys talked dirty to him

—it  was  like  the  ultimate  approval  of  his  ability  to  look  like  a  convincing,  sexy woman. Not only was he able to fool guys, he was able to make them drool over him, want him more than anything in the world. He never got that kind of attention as a man. In fact, as a man, he couldn’t get any attention unless he failed to pay his rent, in which case he got plenty of unwanted attention from his landlord. “I bet you’d love it if I sucked your cock,” John said, getting more and more carried away in his sexy dialogue with the stranger. 

In a way, it was like a stress reliever, his time as a woman on the internet. It was the definition of escapism, for a few hours every night, he didn’t have to be John. He could forget about his mundane male existence and all of his problems. 

Online, he was Anna, and Anna’s only problem was that she couldn’t respond to all of her compliments fast enough. 

“I’d  love  it  if  you  sucked  my  cock,”  the  man  said,  biting  the  corner  of  his  lip. 

“Hell, I’d give you five-hundred bucks if you sucked my cock.” John paused for a moment.  The  man  had  no  idea  that  five  hundred  dollars  was  almost  the  exact amount John needed to pay his rent (which was a thousand bucks a month, but he still had about five hundred in his bank account). 

“Five  hundred  bucks?”  John  said,  a  lump  growing  in  his  throat.  Like  most cross-dressers,  he  wasn’t  actually  attracted  to  men.  He  actually  gagged  at  the thought  of  being  with  a  man  and  touching  another  man’s  bare  cock.  He  loved cross-dressing  because  he  loved  and  admired  women  so  much—it  was  almost more of a jealousy thing. It was because he found women so sexy that he loved to dress up like a woman. As for the male attention, that was just an ego booster. 

But  five-hundred  bucks?  The  thought  of  sucking  the  stranger’s  dick  sent  a shiver down his spine, but could he do it? If he could just close his eyes and get it over with quickly, he could survive another month, get his shit together, and keep all of his belongings and his apartment. Besides, how bad could it be? Assuming the man was clean, it was just a quick blowjob…

“Would you pay in cash?” John asked, his voice shaken. 

“Oh course, babe. My place or yours?” The man was doing his best to stop a big grin from consuming his face. 

CHAPTER III

John  had  never  so  much  as  left  his  apartment  as  Anna  before,  and  now  he was about to leave his apartment, get on a bus, cross the whole town, and enter a stranger’s apartment to give him a blowjob. As John reached for the doorknob of his apartment door, his mind was a complete fog. There were so many things that could  go  horribly  wrong:  what  if  he  runs  into  Stan  while  leaving  the  building? 

Would  Stan  recognize  him?  What  if  he  ran  into  any  of  his  other  neighbours? 

Northeast  Philadelphia  wasn’t  a  huge  place—what  if  he  ran  into  a  friend  or  a family member on the bus? 

And assuming he makes it to the stranger’s house without being recognized, what if the stranger could tell John wasn’t actually a woman? He’d only ever seen him online, through a mediocre webcam, after all. What if the stranger wanted to squeeze  John’s  tits,  or  feel  his  pussy—which  didn’t  exist?  Would  the  stranger become violent? 

Each  anxiety  that  crossed  through  John’s  mind  was  interrupted  by  ten  more anxieties. As he stepped out into his apartment hallway, he was a complete wreck, trembling at the knees. He took a deep breath in an attempt to control his nerves, but  it  did  nothing.  It  didn’t  help  that  he’d  only  ever  walked  in  high-heel  shoes  in circles  inside  of  his  own,  small  apartment  before—now  he  was  walking  down  a long  hallway,  making  his  way  towards  a  long  sidewalk.  How  was  he  going  to balance  on  the  bus?  Those  bus  drivers  always  start  driving  before  newcomers manage to find a seat…

He took another deep breath and checked out his reflection in a nearby mirror, providing  him  with  the  first  glimmer  of  relief  he’d  felt  since  agreeing  to  travel across town to suck a man’s cock for five-hundred dollars. He looked good in the outfit he’d picked out: a short, pink skirt, a white long-sleeved shirt, and a pair of white heels. He had his hair done up nicely, with a loose bun in the back and his bangs neatly swept across his face. Even after a year of getting dolled up, he still couldn’t  believe  how  capable  he  was  of  looking  like  a  hot  babe.  He  smiled,  his shoulders relaxing. 

Outside of his apartment building, on the sidewalk, he crossed paths with his first  real-life  humans:  a  group  of  three  men  in  business  attire,  heading  in  the opposite  direction.  The  three  of  them  looked  at  John  briefly,  making  his  body suddenly rigid. One of the men smiled and nodded, and then they continued on. 

Another wave of relief washed over him. It was his first real-life confirmation that he looked okay, as if he’d just passed his first big test. He looked back at the men, to make sure they weren’t snickering and pointing at him. They weren’t, but one of the  men  was  looking  back,  checking  out  John’s  ass,  which  was  just  barely covered by his skimpy little skirt. John thought the gawking felt strangely nice. 

There were a few men at the bus stop. They all snuck a glance over at John before returning to their own business. John pulled out his cellphone, mindlessly checking old emails and text messages in an attempt to take his mind off the fact

he was currently on his way to whore himself out for rent money. Maybe it was just his mounting paranoia, but he was fairly certain the man slightly behind him and to his  left  was  checking  him  out,  admiring  his  feminine  physique.  As  John  slowly turned his head to look back, the man switched his attention back to his cellphone. 

All of the men at the bus stop let John get on the bus first. 

During the rest of his trip across town, John turned plenty of heads, got plenty of smiles, and one man even chatted him up. John was slow to respond, suddenly worried  he  wouldn’t  be  able  to  do  his  feminine  voice  under  pressure.  “Are  you okay?” the man asked. 

John smiled. “I’m fine.” 

“I hope you don’t mind my saying, but you look great. Going out to the clubs?” 

the man asked. 

“Just going to a friend’s,” John said, his cheeks becoming red. 

“Well have fun. It’s supposed to be a beautiful night.” 

“Thanks,” John said. 

“Oh, and if you find yourself free and bored later tonight, you should call me,” 

the man said, passing John his business card. The man was probably a few years older than John, and he looked to be successful. He was wearing a nice black suit with a red tie. He had a nice, even stubble beard that looked to be professionally trimmed, and he smelled like money. John was fairly certain he was what women would consider ‘traditionally handsome,’ and it was nice to know John was even able to steal the attention of a traditionally handsome man—especially seeing as there were other women on the bus, some of whom appeared to be on their way to the club, to attract male attention of their own. 

John’s cheeks became even redder. It was insane to think that he was not only convincing  strangers  that  he  was  a  woman,  but  he  was  getting  more  attention than  girls  he  thought  were  pretty.  Those  girls  were  looking  his  way  now  with scowls on their faces. John did his best to contain his smile. 

And  then  an  increasingly  familiar  chill  ran  down  the  back  of  his  spine.  He needed to be careful. Just like when he started dressing up like a lady, if he wasn’t careful,  this  would  become  an  addiction  as  well:  leaving  the  house  as  Anna, chatting up strangers in person. It was bad enough he was deceiving people over the internet. It was hard to resist—it was so exciting. He could feel the adrenaline being  released  in  his  body  every  time  someone  smiled  at  him,  every  time  he passed  someone  in  the  street.  After  that  night,  how  could  he  go  back  to  flirting online in the safety of his apartment—it wasn’t nearly as exciting as the real thing. 

He was feeling great until he stopped in front of his date’s apartment building, his  finger  hovering  over  the  buzzer.  He  took  a  deep  breath.  He  could  still  turn around and bail on the whole plan, find a different way to make the money in the next few days. But what else could he do? Even if he somehow managed to get a job,  he  wouldn’t  be  paid  until  it  was  too  late.  Even  his  own  family  members wouldn’t lend him any money. He had to go through with it—he had to suck the

stranger’s  cock.  He  pressed  the  button.  After  a  moment,  a  voice  through  the speaker said, “Come on up,” and the front door unlocked. 

John made his way to the elevator. Time seemed to be moving slowly, seconds ticking  by  in  super-slow-motion.  The  elevator  whirred  and  hummed  as  it  slowly made its way down to the lobby to pick John up and bring him up to his dreaded fate. Even the elevator doors seemed to open terribly slowly, as if to tease John, giving him plenty of time to reconsider everything, and allow the crippling anxiety to take over his body. 

He went up, nearly to the top floor. It was a nice building. This man must be very well off, John thought as he made his way down the clean hallway towards the  stranger’s  door.  The  hall  was  complete  with  freshly-stained  wainscoting  and renaissance paintings. Either everyone was already asleep, or the place was well-insulated. 

John reached the door, took a deep breath, and then knocked. A few seconds later, the door opened. John’s heart was pounding viciously into his ribcage. “You actually came,” the stranger from the internet said with a smile. 

CHAPTER IV

Somewhat relieving was the fact the man was fairly handsome, his hair nicely styled,  and  his  clothes  smelling  like  they  were  freshly  cleaned.  He  had  a  nice cologne on, though it was a bit strong, tingling John’s nostrils. “Of course I came,” 

John said, forcing a sly grin. He needed to maintain his flirty persona, despite his overwhelming  nerves.  He  needed  that  five-hundred  more  than  anything.  He needed  to  become  Anna,  get  the  idea  that  he  was  just  in  a  disguise  out  of  his head.  He  needed  to  stop  thinking  of  himself  as  a  him—he  needed  to  become her . 

“Here’s the money—let’s just get that out of the way so we don’t have to think about  it,”  the  stranger  said,  handing  Anna  the  money.  “My  name’s  Kurt,  by  the way,”  he  said.  Until  that  moment,  Anna  only  knew  Kurt  by  his  screen  name, 

‘SlowRide88’. 

“Kurt,” Anna repeated. “I’m Anna.” Kurt offered Anna his hand and Anna took it gently. 

“What do you do for a living, Anna?” Kurt asked. 

“I’m an accountant. Well, I was—right now I’m between jobs.” 

“We’ve  all  been  there,”  Kurt  said.  He  stared  into  her  eyes,  seemingly mesmerized. “So how does this work?” Kurt said, as if Anna did it all the time. Did he  think  she  was  an  escort?  Was  he  expecting  more  than  just  a  blowjob  for  his money? 

“I don’t know, I’ve never done this before—I mean, for money,” Anna said. 

Kurt’s cheeks became red, as if he was suddenly realizing Anna wasn’t in fact an escort. “I’m sorry,” he said. “Um, should we just get right to it?” He was much more nervous in person, now that the safety of his online anonymity was stripped away.  But  there  was  something  cute  about  his  nervousness,  as  if  it  made  him seem more real. 

“Sure,”  Anna  said,  smiling.  Her  heart  was  pounding  quickly  and  relentlessly, but  she  had  to  fight  through.  She  stepped  forward,  biting  her  tongue  hard  to maintain the small amount of courage she had inside of her. She kissed Kurt on the  lips.  He  kissed  back,  slowly  placing  his  hands  on  her  hips.  His  breath  was minty, with a tinge of cigarette smoke—though nothing too off-putting. 

He was quick to slip his tongue through her lips, but she didn’t mind. The more aroused he was when she finally got down to business, the quicker he would get off, and the quicker it would all be over with. 

It felt surreal, kissing a man. She’d never kissed a man before, and until a few hours before, she’d never even imagined herself kissing a man. It wasn’t quite as repulsive as she imagined it would be. Kurt’s lips were soft, and his little, playful biting of her bottom lip actually felt kind of nice—so did his hands, moving up and down her sides. 

She’d nearly forgotten that she wasn’t actually a woman, and then Kurt cupped her  tits  and  squeezed.  He  didn’t  realize  he  was  just  squeezing  silicone  moulds, stuffed  into  a  bra—and  Anna  didn’t  need  him  to  realize  it.  She  needed  to  get things  moving  before  he  got  too  explorative  and  started  reaching  up  her  shirt, trying to undo her bra, or worse—reaching up her skirt to feel her pussy. 

Shutting her eyes, she sunk down, and her fingers found Kurt’s belt. When she opened  her  eyes,  she  could  plainly  see  the  huge  bulge  of  Kurt’s  cock,  pushing against his pants. On the bright side, he was already aroused and erect. All she needed  to  do  was  stimulate  him  enough  to  come.  How  hard  could  it  be?  She pulled away his belt, unzipped his fly, and then reluctantly tugged down his pants. 

She couldn’t believe the moment was real. Just a couple of months before, she was living a good life, working a good job, no issues paying any of her bills, and now her face was a mere inch away from a big, throbbing erection. She froze at the  sight  of  it,  but  her  heart  continued  to  slam  powerfully  into  her  ribcage. 

Suddenly, she didn’t think she could go through with it—she should just give the money back, she thought, and cut her losses. 

But  before  she  could  break  out  from  her  paralysis,  Kurt  took  his  cock  in  one hand and the back of her head in the other. He brought both together, pressing the warm tip of his throbbing member up to her lips. “Open wide, baby,” he said, and after a moment of confused hesitation, she did. His cock slipped in, sliding along her wet tongue towards the back of her throat. 

Now  she  really  couldn’t  believe  what  was  happening.  Hours  before,  she thought  kissing  a  man  was  a  repulsive  thought,  now  she  had  the  biggest  cock she’d ever seen throbbing on her tongue. “C’mon, baby, suck it,” Kurt said. 

After another moment of cold reluctance, she started to bob her head back and forth, closing her lips around Kurt’s impressive girth, running her tongue along the whole base of his shaft. Every time the huge dick pressed against the back of her throat,  she  gagged.  No  mouth  was  designed  to  fit  such  an  impressive  member. 

But  she  powered  through—there  was  no  sense  in  turning  back  now.  She  was committed one-hundred percent. 

She put her hand at the base of his shaft, palm against his pelvis, thumb and pointer  finger  around  his  girth.  She  started  to  bob  deeper,  doing  her  best  not  to gag as she deep-throated his member. “Oh shit, baby, just like that,” Kurt said, his fingers slipping into her hair. 

Saliva  ran  down  Anna’s  cheeks.  She  was  really  doing  it—she  was  really sucking a cock. 

After  a  couple  of  minutes,  she  could  feel  it  twitching  slightly  in  her  mouth, bloating up and hardening further. She had to stand up on her knees and tilt her head  down  as  the  cock  became  too  hard  to  point  straight  forward,  like  she  was sucking  off  a  pillar  of  warm  marble.  Against  her  lips  she  could  feel  his  veins throbbing. He was moaning, breathing heavily, his chest heaving. Was he about to

—

He  came,  without  warning,  blasting  his  warm  load  into  the  back  of  Anna’s throat.  She  leaned  back,  choking,  spitting  up  his  hot  cum.  But  he  wasn’t  done coming. With his cock now free from her warm mouth, he started to come on her face. He groaned heavily and deeply, taking his cock in his hand and Anna’s head in the other, making sure to get every shot on her beautiful face. 

Anna wasn’t impressed, even slightly humiliated, but she was relieved it was all over with, and she wasn’t even asked to put out further or even show Kurt her tits. 

“That was amazing,” Kurt said, “I’ve never felt anything like that. Where the hell did  you  learn  to  do  that?  Actually,  don’t  tell  me.”  He  sat  down  on  a  chair  and caught his breath. Kurt asked Anna for her phone number. Anna was hesitant to give  it  to  him,  in  case  he  were  to  go  and  look  it  up  and  find  out  it  belonged  to someone  named  John.  But  she  gave  it  to  him  anyway,  saying,  “Sometimes  my brother picks up. We live together.” 

“Sounds good,” Kurt said with a smile. Anna figured, if nothing else, Kurt could come in handy come next month’s rent, if he was willing to pay big money for a blowjob again. 

“I  should  be  going,”  Anna  said,  wiping  the  come  from  her  face  with  a  tissue. 

Before she left, Kurt gave her his business card. She looked at it briefly. He was the manager of some company called WalTek Industries. She slipped the card into her  clutch,  said  her  goodbye,  and  took  off,  now  with  enough  money  to  pay  her rent. 

CHAPTER V

Paying rent before the extended due date was relieving, but John wasn’t in the clear yet. It was just a few days before the end of the month, when a whole new month’s rent was due. He’d bought himself some time, sure, but it wasn’t enough. 

He  needed  a  better  solution—and  he  definitely  couldn’t  keep  on  going  into strangers’ homes and blowing them for money. Not only was he incredibly lucky to get  such  a  large  sum  of  money  for  a  single  blowjob,  he  was  lucky  Kurt  wasn’t some  serial  killer.  Prostitutes  go  missing  all  of  the  time—what  about  male prostitutes deceiving men into thinking they’re actually women? Talk about a risky line of work…

He applied for more jobs, many of his applications being sent off to places he’d already applied multiple times before, unsuccessfully. Still, no one was calling him back. 

But  on  the  bright  side,  he’d  found  a  new  way  to  save  lots  of  money:  by becoming Anna and going out to bars at night. She knew she was walking on thin ice every time she went out, every time she introduced herself as Anna: a woman. 

She had no issues getting men to buy her drinks and appetizers. Not only was she being  showered  with  attention,  she  was  getting  meals  and  drinks  for  free.  She would  take  her  leftovers  home  and  eat  them  for  breakfast,  and  then  she  would continue the cycle again the next day. She even started going grocery shopping as Anna. One of the cashiers had a raging crush on her, and always gave her his employee  discount.  The  freebies  and  the  discounts  helped,  but  they  weren’t paying her rent. She needed to earn some real money, get back on her feet—back on   his   feet.  He  wasn’t  actually  a  woman,  but  sometimes  when  he  was  out,  he forgot that very important fact. He was a   he , not a she. 

And sure enough, a week into the month, Stan came to John’s apartment and knocked. “John, I know you’re home, open up!” Stan called out. With reluctance, John  answered.  The  conversation  was  nearly  identical  to  the  one  they’d  had  a month  before.  John  ended  up  begging  for  an  extension,  and  with  a  sigh,  Stan gave it to him. 

“So you friend is back, huh?” Stan said, poking his head into John’s apartment. 

“I saw her leaving your apartment last night.” 

John  looked  back.  His  old  roommate’s  bedroom  door  was  left  open,  and women’s clothing was clearly visible on the floor. His heart stuttered. “Yeah, she’s staying a few nights again. She’s asleep at the moment.” 

“She looks like a nice girl,” Stan said, leaning over, trying to get a view into the empty bedroom. Luckily, the door wasn’t open quite enough for him to see that it was completely empty, that John’s ‘friend’ didn’t actually exist. 

John was beginning to realize that Stan really did believe that Anna was her own, real person, and not just John in disguise. He wasn’t just teasing and poking fun at John, he was legitimately interested, infatuated even. 

Later that day, John conducted a little experiment. As himself, he went to take the garbage out, being sure to let his door close loud enough that Stan would hear it.  Instead  of  walking  towards  the  garbage,  he  waited  in  the  hallway.  A  few seconds  later,  Stan’s  door  carefully  opened  and  Stan  poked  his  head  out.  His eyes grew wide when he saw John looking at him. “Oh, hey John, how’s it going?” 

he said, stepping out. He started walking in the opposite direction, as if he’d come out of his apartment for a real reason, and not just to catch a glimpse of Anna. 

John  started  towards  the  garbage  disposal.  Instead  of  going  back  into  his apartment,  he  went  outside.  Stan  was  walking  a  seemingly  pointless  lap  around the block, probably just killing time so it didn’t look like he left his apartment just to look at a girl. 

When John left his apartment that night, as Anna, he stopped at the end of the hall  and  looked  back.  Stan  had  stepped  into  the  hallway  and  was  pretending  to lock up his door. He looked at Anna and waved. “Hey there,” he said. 

“Hi,” Anna said back. 

“You’re John’s friend, right?” 

Anna smiled. “That’s right.” She turned to leave. “Well, have a good night.” 

“You too.” 

Anna  stopped  across  the  street  and  watched  the  apartment.  Instead  of emerging  from  the  building,  Stan  just  went  back  into  his  suite.  Again,  he’d  only emerged to catch a glimpse of Anna. Staring at the glowing light of his apartment, Anna got an idea. She had a plan to get John out of paying his rent: rather than blowing men for money to pay the rent, why not just blow Stan for rent? 


The next morning, she got all dolled up, making sure her makeup and her hair was perfect (this time she kept it down, flowing gracefully over her shoulders). She spent some time picking out the perfect outfit. It needed to be something that Stan wouldn’t be able to say no to. She had the perfect outfit: a red dress that cut off just above her knees. It perfectly hid the lacy black piece of lingerie underneath, which came all the way up to her neck to hide her lack of cleavage. 

She’d found the piece of lingerie on a kinky sex toy website. When she bought it, she wondered if it was actually designed for cross-dressers like herself, seeing as it had a hole in the ass, but no opening for a pussy. The lingerie was listed as

‘Anal Lovers Lingerie’, and all of the other pieces in the series coincidentally kept the tits and cleavage covered up. But regardless of who it was made for, it fit Anna perfectly, and it kept her cock tucked neatly away, where it wouldn’t accidentally fall out. She had no intention of using the backdoor hole, she was just happy to have something to cover her tits that, in case her plan worked, Stan wouldn’t want to rip off. 

She spent a few minutes getting into her voice, making it feel natural. “You can do this,” she said to herself, over and over. After a few deep breaths, she found herself walking towards Stan’s apartment. She stood in front of the door, unable to bring herself to knock. Her heart was pounding and her head was spinning. “Just

get it over with,” she said to herself. Once again, she found her head filling with an endless  stream  of  anxieties.  What  if  he  recognizes  her?  This  wasn’t  just  some stranger, like Kurt, this was someone she saw almost every day, for years. Sure, Anna looked fairly unrecognizable with her thick eyeliner and her heavy mascara, but  with  a  close  enough  look  and  an  ounce  of  suspicion,  there  was  nothing stopping Stan from putting the pieces together. 

After  another  deep  breath,  she  knocked.  She  could  hear  footsteps  inside, approaching the door. She thought about running, calling the whole thing off—

The door opened. “Hello?” Stan said. 

“Hey,”  she  said,  suddenly  rigid,  standing  up  straight,  forgetting  every  word she’d planned on saying. 

“What’s up? Can I help you?” Stan said. He let his eyes quickly glance down her body before snapping back up. 

“You’re  John’s  landlord,  right?  I  was  wondering  if  I  could  talk  with  you  for  a minute.” 

Stan’s  eyes  glowed  for  a  moment  of  silence,  and  then  he  opened  his  door wide. “Sure, come on in.” He smiled genuinely, the first time Anna had ever seen a smile  on  Stan’s  face.  It  was  quite  strange,  how  different  his  temperament  was around  Anna  than  it  was  around  John.  He  seemed  so  gentle,  so  polite—that intimidatingly  serious  look  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  “Have  a  seat,”  he  said, motioning towards his couch, which sat right next to a big window looking out into a garden. It was a nice, quaint spot. “What’s up?” 

Anna found herself at a loss for words again. She couldn’t think straight, with the thought of everything that could possibly go wrong constantly on the forefront of her mind. “John’s been going through a really tough time lately,” she said. 

Stan just nodded with a smile, as if he wasn’t really listening, but instead trying to scan her body with his peripheral vision, probably trying to imagine her naked. 

“He was let go from work and he’s been having a hard time finding a new job. 

The last few days, he’s been out every day, dropping off resumes. As I’m sure you know, the economy is in shambles right now.” 

“Right,”  Stan  said,  still  smiling  and  nodding,  still  only  half-listening  to  Anna speak. 

“He’s  too  stubborn  to  ask,  but  is  there  anything  he  can  do  to  satisfy  this month’s  rent,  while  he  tries  to  find  a  job?  Anything  at  all?”  Anna  took  a  deep breath before saying the rest: “Is there anything   I   can do for him?” 

Stan’s eyes lit up for a moment and then they glazed over. He looked slowly at Anna. “Anything he can do?” he said, repeating it as if he hadn’t actually heard it. 

“Anything he can do?” he said again, this time sounding more clear. “That’s hard to say. John’s a nice guy, but I can’t exactly give him a pass on rent.” 

“There’s  got  to  be  something  he  can  do.  You  said  there  were  others  in  the building who weren’t able to pay their rent,” Anna said. 

Stan looked at her curiously, and then Anna remembered that Stan had said that to John, not to Anna. “That’s what John told me you said, anyway.” 

“What  are  you  proposing?”  Stan  asked,  still  looking  at  her  curiously  with  a slight tilt to his head. 

“Anything. Just name it. You’d be helping him out so much. He’ll find a job this month, I’m sure of it.” 

The  room  became  silent,  save  for  the  dull  thudding  of  Anna’s  heart  in  her chest. “I’ll think about it, but I can’t make any—” 

“—Anything,” Anna said, her heart beating faster and harder. Her eyes felt dry, as if she hadn’t blinked in as long as she could remember. She had to consciously think about her breathing, otherwise she would stop breathing. 

After some pause, Stan said, “Anything?” 

“Anything.” 

A grin came upon his face. He took a moment to think the offer through, but to Anna, that moment felt like a lifetime. “Is this some sort of setup?” 

“No.” 

Stan  continued  to  stand  silently,  thinking,  wrapping  his  mind  around  the scenario.  “Okay,  I’ll  tell  you  what.  I’ll  give  him  a  week—two-hundred  and  fifty dollars  and  a  one  week  extension—if  I  can  squeeze  your  tits.”  He  lowered  his voice for the last part of his offer. 

Anna’s heart stuttered. It wasn’t the best deal, but it was better than nothing, at no real cost to her. She stepped forward and pushed her chest out. “Go ahead,” 

she said. 

He was slow to cup her tits with his hands, squeezing them gently at first and then more firmly after his initial feeler. Anna was happy she chose her little black piece  of  lingerie,  which  was  doing  a  great  job  at  holding  the  silicone  moulds  in place. “You’re a good friend. John’s very lucky,” Stan said. “But if you tell anyone about this, I’ll deny it. This better not be some way of blackmailing me.” 

“It’s not,” Anna said. 

Stan  ran  his  thumbs  over  the  slight  lumps  of  her  nipples  and  then  let  out  a long, elated sigh. 

“For the whole month, I’ll suck your dick,” Anna said. 

CHAPTER VI

Stan’s  eyes  lit  up  and  his  lips  parted.  He  was  silent  for  a  moment  as  he considered the very tempting offer. “An extra week,” he said. 

“The whole month. Please,” Anna said. 

“An  extra  week  makes  it  two  weeks  total—that’s  five  hundred  dollars  and  a two-week extension. That’s a lot of money, darling, no offence.” 

Anna had to think about it. Could she find a job in two weeks, or would she just end up back in Stan’s apartment, begging for an extension again, finding herself back on her knees, sucking cock for a few days of shelter? “Fine,” she said. 

She sunk down to her knees, doing her best to keep her composure. As she started to do away with Stan’s belt, he started to nestle his fingers into her hair. 

“That’s a girl,” he said softly, under his breath. She pulled away his belt and then she did away with his pants. She was hesitant to pull down his boxers, seeing the long bulge of his semi-erect cock pushing against the thin fabric. Instead of pulling them down, she reached into the access hole of his undergarment and pulled his big, uncircumcised cock out. She stroked it gently, watching the foreskin pull off of the bulging tip. He was a lot bigger than she’d anticipated. 

Was it worth a week? Probably not, but what other choice did she have? She slowly  began  to  stroke  it  with  a  firm  grip,  with  the  same  theory  as  her  date  with Kurt: get him off quickly and get it over with. She could feel his veins beating, his cock growing, as she stroked the length of his hard rod. “You like that cock, don’t you?” Stan asked. 

“I  love  it,”  Anna  said  with  a  forced  smile.  She  looked  at  the  long,  meaty member again. It really was a good deal for her: a few minutes of easy work for a few weeks of accommodation. And not only that, but there was the added bonus of  the  vindication—it  still  filled  her  with  a  warm  energy,  knowing  men  wanted  to sleep with her and were willing to pay good money for it. Nothing proves you’re sexy like having men throwing hard-earned money at you, just for a few moments of intimacy. 

She  sunk  the  long  erection  into  her  mouth  and  began  to  suck.  Stan  let  his head  tilt  back,  his  eyes  closing  as  he  let  out  a  deep,  long  sigh.  “Shit,  that  feels good,” he said. She bobbed her head back and forth, taking the entirety of his long rod into her throat. She did her best not to gag, but it was hard with his thick girth stuffing her tight throat. At least this time she knew what she was getting into—she knew what to expect. 

Within a minute, she had him rock-hard, the tip of his cock a shade of red as it was trying to become impossibly harder. She noticed a trembling run through his legs as he let out a soft moan. “That feels so fucking good,” he said. She used her hand to stroke the length of his cock that wasn’t in her mouth. “I’ll make it another week  if  you  let  me  fuck  your  pussy—three  weeks  total,”  he  said,  biting  his  lip, trying his best to subdue his slowly approaching orgasm. 

Anna didn’t have a pussy for him to fuck, but she did get an idea that sent a chill down her spine. “Four weeks,” she said, “and you can fuck me in the ass.” 

He was slow to respond. “Fuck it, deal. Bend over.” 

Anna stood up and pushed the straps of her dress off of her shoulders, letting her dress fall gently to the ground, revealing her slutty little piece of lingerie. She watched  as  Stan’s  eyes  lit  up,  giving  up  any  ounce  of  regret  he  may  have  had about  making  the  deal.  Anna  smiled  and  then  turned  around,  bending  over, showing off her exposed butt hole. “Go ahead,” Anna said, reaching between her thighs and running the tip of her finger over her tight hole, using the palm of her hand  to  ensure  Stan  didn’t  see  the  bulge  of  her  package  (which,  luckily,  looked surprisingly like a plump camel toe). 

Stan  walked  forward  with  his  cock  in  his  trembling  hand.  His  body  was  hot, beads of sweat forming on his skin as testosterone surged through his veins. He pressed the tip of his cock up to her tight hole. She closed her eyes and took a deep  breath.  She’d  never  been  fucked  in  the  ass  before—she’d  never  had  as much as a pinkie finger in her asshole before, and now she was about to take a huge, thick cock. 

He began to push in. Her immediate instinct was to clench, her body rejecting the penetrating cock. “Relax, baby,” he said. She took another deep breath, letting her muscles relax, but as he started to slide in deeper, she clenched again. It hurt, her bum hole being stretched out wide. She bit down on her tongue to stop herself from squealing out in pain. Just let him get it over with, she thought, it’s not going to kill you. 

After  yet  another  deep  breath,  she  relaxed  long  enough  for  Stan  to  slide  his long, throbbing erection in deep, until his pelvis was pressed up against her lace-clad butt. “How does that feel?” he asked. 

It hurt like hell, but she didn’t want to ruin the moment. “It feels great, babe,” 

she said, her voice strained. 

He started to slowly thrust in and out of her tush, bringing the tip of his swollen cock all the way to the rim of her rectum before pushing back in, pressing his big ball  sack  into  her  ass.  With  each  penetration,  he  came  down  harder  and  faster, spreading her butt cheeks with his hands as he watched his cock slide in and out of the tight hole. 

After a good dozen penetrations, the pain started to subside. Anna wasn’t sure whether  her  tush  was  just  going  numb  or  if  she  was  starting  to  get  used  to  the feeling of being pumped by a long, hard cock. More than anything, she was just happy to be getting it over with, happy to be getting another month’s worth of rent. 

And  then  Stan  changed  his  angle  ever-so-slightly  and  pressed  up  against something that sent a warm jolt through Anna’s body. It was a rush of euphoria, her body suddenly becoming weak. She let out a soft moan and her body became limp. Stan caught her from stumbling over. “You okay?” he asked. 

“Yeah—right  there,  don’t  stop,”  she  said,  pushing  her  butt  back,  trying  to  get him to hit that sweet-spot one more time. He hit it again, dead-on, and then he hit it again and again. The warm jolts were becoming stronger and stronger. Her legs started  trembling  wildly.  Her  cock  started  to  harden  in  her  tight  lingerie.  Luckily, she  was  facing  away  from  Stan  so  he  couldn’t  see.  His  cock  suddenly  felt incredible, unlike anything she’d ever felt before. “Harder!” she demanded. 

He came down with strong thrusts, slapping her ass hard with his pelvis. The euphoria had grown so powerful, she surrendered to it. She started moaning. “Oh God!  Oh  God!”  she  said,  over  and  over,  her  voice  becoming  higher  and  higher. 

She tried to control herself, but she couldn’t—the sensation was too amazing. 

She felt a warm wet pool developing in her tight lingerie: she was coming. Stan had stimulated something so powerfully that she came, a huge, hot load, without even touching her cock. Her body shuddered and all of her muscles relaxed. 

“Oh shit, I’m going to come,” Stan announced, digging his fingers into her skin. 

She  was  in  too  much  pleasure  to  even  notice  his  fingernails  breaking  skin.  He came down with one final, strong plunge, and then she felt his hot load filling her up deep. “Holy shit,” she moaned, rolling her head from side to side. 

Stan  stumbled  back,  letting  his  creampie  pour  out,  down  her  long,  smooth legs. “Wow,” he said after a moment of silence. 

Stan  kept  his  promise,  waiving  John’s  rent  for  the  month.  He  was  lucky,  but once again, it was wasn’t a permanent solution, and John knew Stan wasn’t going to be willing to make the same trade every month. John needed a better solution. 

And that afternoon, fate landed on his lap. His phone rang, and he answered. 

“Hello?” he said. 

“Hi, is Anna there?” It took John a moment to recognize the voice: it was Kurt. 

“Um,  one  second,”  John  said.  He  put  the  phone  down,  his  heart  skipping  a beat.  He  went  to  close  his  windows,  in  case  anyone  decided  to  walk  by  his apartment and listen in. He returned to his phone. “Hi, this is Anna,” he said in his well-perfected female voice. 

“Hi Anna, this is Kurt. We—uh—well, you remember me, right?” 

She laughed. “Yes.” 

“Correct  me  if  I’m  wrong,  but  did  you  not  tell  me  that  you  worked  as  an accountant, and you were in-between jobs?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Well,  my  company  is  in  desperate  need  of  a  new  accountant.  If  you’re  still looking for a job, I might be able to help you out, and you might be able to help me out.” He brought her in for an interview, conducted the interview himself, and by the end of the day, she was employed with WalTek Industries, making even more money than she was making at her last job. 

Before she was able to sign all of the employment documents, she had to take a trip down to city hall to get her name legally changed to Anna, and her gender

legally changed to female. Stan was totally fine with Anna taking over John’s lease

—he still had no clue that they were the same person. Once again, Anna felt like she was the master of her own life, in complete control of her destiny—and she was happier than ever, living her life as a woman. 

And to think, none of it would have ever come about without whoring herself around for rent money. 

THE END
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ROOMMATE DARES

Aaron’s  roommate,  Jake,  has  a  gambling  addiction.  He’s  always  betting  on everything, and from time to time, Aaron can’t help but get in on the action. But soon enough, Jake runs out of money, so he starts getting more creative with his wagers. 

One  afternoon,  Jake  and  Aaron  find  themselves  betting  on  a  hockey  game with the biggest stakes yet: the loser has to be the winner’s slave for a day, and do whatever the winner wants within the confines of the house. 



CHAPTER I

My roommate, Jake, always wanted to bet on everything. We couldn’t play a game (cards, board games, or sports) without him putting stakes on it. We couldn’t even  watch  a  game  on  the  television  without  him  making  it  into  some  kind  of wager. He had a serious gambling addiction, which was getting worse and worse the longer I lived with him. And his gambling addiction was starting to rub off on me. 

It was hard to decline his wagers from time to time. We were playing basketball once, and I had to make an easy, straight shot from the line. He called out, “I bet you one-hundred bucks you miss the shot.” I’d made the same shot a dozen times that day—it should have been an easy hundred bucks. I took the bet, and then I missed  the  shot.  Losing  one-hundred  bucks  burned,  but  I  knew  I  would  get  a chance to win it back, as soon as there was another opportunity to bet; and I did win  it  back  later  that  day,  when  he  bet  me  another  hundred  bucks  that  the Penguins  would  lose  to  the  Panthers.  The  Penguins  won.  Crosby  scored  a  hat-trick in the third period. 

After a year living with Jake, I was starting to get a good idea of how his mind worked.  He  didn’t  just  bet  on  anything,  he  would  almost  exclusively  bet  on  the underdog, the least-likely victor. Like when he bet on the Panthers, the worst team in  the  hockey  league,  going  up  against  the  best;  or  when  he  bet  on  my  missed throw, from my most comfortable spot—a shot I’d made a dozen times before with no  effort.  He  must  have  liked  the  adrenaline  of  beating  the  odds.  Regular  odds weren’t exciting enough for him. 

As a mathematics major, I decided to use this against him, choosing hockey (a game that he loved) as my vehicle. I wasn’t much of a hockey guy, but I did plenty of  research,  finding  out  who  the  best  teams  were,  which  players  were  injured, which teams were on hot-streaks, and which teams had injured rosters and were playing  like  crap.  And  once  I  was  comfortable  with  my  hockey-knowledge,  I started being the one to make the bets. I knew I would lose a few, but on average, I would win more often than not. 

And I was right. He won the first game, I won the next two, he won the next, and then I won the next three. There was the occasional upset—Jake would put a huge sum of money randomly on a team and then he would win, setting me back a  few  games,  but  I  would  eventually  catch  up.  After  a  few  months,  I  had  him drained.  I  overheard  him  on  the  phone  with  his  parents,  asking  for  rent  money. 

He’d lost everything gambling with me. I felt bad. I considered giving it all back to him,  but  at  the  same  time,  it  seemed  like  a  valuable  lesson  that  he  needed  to learn. I thought that maybe he would stop gambling, finally…

I was wrong. His little addiction only got worse. Instead of betting money, he started  betting  his  possessions.  “I  bet  you  my  guitar  that  the  Senators  win  this game,”  he  would  say.  Sometimes  I  wouldn’t  take  him  up  on  his  bets,  knowing  I was just enabling his dangerous behaviour, but sometimes when I didn’t take him

up,  he  would  phone  up  his  friends  and  try  to  get  them  interested  in  his  wagers. 

Sometimes he would even go to the bar, just down the street, and bet with total strangers.  Occasionally  he  would  come  home  with  a  big  smile  and  a  handful  of cash, other times he would come home with red eyes, devastated. 

After  a  year  of  living  with  him,  he’d  lost  pretty  much  everything.  “I  think  you need help,” I said to him, and after some teary-eyed resistance, he conceded. He scheduled an appointment with a therapist. “I go in two weeks—that’s the soonest he can see me,” Jake said. 

It was a week before his appointment that he came to me, his hands trembling slightly as if he was going through some serious withdrawal. “What’s up?” I said. 

“One more bet—before I go and get help—just give me one more,” he said. 

I was reluctant but he kept on pressing. I ended up caving. I’d bet hundreds of times with him, what was once more? We went to the living room and he turned on  the  television.  It  was  the  Toronto  Maple  Leafs  against  the  Minnesota  Wild. 

“Two-hundred dollars,” he said, “on the Wild.” 

I shook my head. “No way. Besides, do you even have two-hundred dollars?” 

“I can get it,” he said. 

“No, Jake. Why don’t we just make this a friendly bet?” 

“What do you mean?” he said. 

“If I win, you have to cook me dinner. If you win, I’ll cook you dinner. Something like  that,”  I  said.  I  watched  him  bite  his  lip  and  take  a  deep  breath.  It  wasn’t enough for him. It wasn’t enough excitement. 

“How’s about our bikes?” he said. 

I laughed. “I don’t need a second bike.” 

“You can sell it.” 

“Jake, no. Friendly bet, or nothing.” 

The referee skated to the centre of the ice and prepared to drop the puck. The game was about to start and Jake had no stakes to fuel his adrenaline. 

“Okay fine, how’s about this: slave for a day.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“It means, if I win, you have to do everything I tell you to do tomorrow. I you win, I have to do everything you tell me to do.” My eyes drifted over to the hockey game, which was now underway. The Leafs won the faceoff, getting control of the puck. One of the Wild players went to rush the puck, but the Leaf in possession made a quick move, easily dodging the aggressor. The Leafs were on a ten game winning  streak  and  the  Wild  were  on  a  four  game  losing  streak.  It  should  have been an easy win. Besides, I needed my car washed, my bed sheets cleaned, and it had been a long time since the garage had been cleaned out. 

“Define ‘everything’,” I said. “Like, if you tell me to give you all of my money, I’m not doing it.” 

“Okay, fine. It can’t cost anything, and it stays within the walls of the house.” 

I looked back to the hockey game. The Wild were falling over themselves, and they looked tired. The announcer mentioned that it was their second game in as many days, on the road. How could the Leafs lose? “Okay, deal,” I said. 

We both took a seat on the couch and watched the game closely. The game turned  out  to  be  much  closer  than  I’d  expected.  Just  ten  minutes  in,  two  of  the Leafs’  best  players  were  checked  and  sent  off  the  ice,  injured.  Suddenly,  it became a scrappy mess of a game, goal after goal on both sides of the ice. 

And even though there was no money or material possessions involved, it was the most nerve-racking bet we’d ever made. I had no idea what he was going to make me do if he won, and he had no idea what I was going to make him do if I won. I looked over at him at one point. The back of his neck was damp and his face  was  a  shade  of  red,  as  if  he  had  been  holding  his  breath  since  the  game started. 

The game went to a shootout, and the Leafs lost. Jake jumped up to his feet with his arms in the air. “Yes!” he called out loudly. He’d won his last-ever bet. He turned to me with a big grin on his face. “I’ll see you tomorrow, bright and early.” 

CHAPTER II

I had a bad feeling that I was going to regret taking Jake up on the bet, but I managed to push it to the back of my mind. How bad could it be? One day, in the house.  Jake  liked  to  sleep  in,  and  he  spent  most  of  his  day  watching  television and playing video games. At the very worst, he would make me do something like rub his feet—which I wasn’t looking forward to, but I had a feeling he wasn’t going to be quite that cruel. I figured I would just be spending the day cleaning up his bedroom, doing the dishes, maybe polishing his shoes. 

After winning the bet, Jake left. “I need to pick some things up from the store.” 

He  was  out  late.  I’m  not  sure  when  he  finally  got  home—sometime  after  I’d already fallen asleep for the night. 

He woke me up while it was still dark outside. He flicked on my light and said, 

“Rise  and  shine,  cupcake!  We’ve  got  a  lot  to  get  to  today,  and  you’re  not  even dressed yet.” 

I looked at the clock. It was 5:30 AM. Who gets up at 5:30 AM on a Saturday? I rolled over and tried to fall back asleep, hoping he would just leave and try again later. Instead, he came to my bedside and shook me. “Get up—I’m serious.” 

With  a  deep  sigh,  I  sat  up.  It  took  a  moment  for  my  eyes  to  adjust  to  the sudden  light  in  my  room.  I  could  see  through  blurred  vision  that  he  was  holding something  in  his  hand—a  black  shirt.  No,  it  wasn’t  a  shirt  at  all.  It  was  a  dress, with white frills. “What the hell is that?” I said, my voice groggy. 

“It’s your outfit for the day.” 

As my eyes adjusted further, I took a closer look at the outfit. It was a French maid  outfit,  probably  from  some  skimpy  lingerie  store.  “I’m  not  wearing  that,”  I said. 

“Yes you are,” he said. 

“No way,” I said. 

“You were the one who wanted a no-money bet. You agreed to the terms. Now, this is what you get.” 

I tried to think of some excuse out of wearing the stupid little outfit, but he was right: I agreed to the terms of the bet. I should have spent a minute hammering out the details, making sure I wasn’t agreeing to a day of ludicrous humiliation. But I had no excuses, no outs. “Fine, give me the stupid dress.” I said, reaching my hand out for the little outfit. He handed it to me. It was pleasantly soft to the touch, made  from  satin  and  lace.  Holding  it  in  my  hands,  I  realized  how  small  it  was, hardly enough fabric to cover half of my body! 

“You’ve got forty minutes to get ready before work starts,” Jake said, and then I realized there was more than just a dress in my room. On the floor was a pair of black high-heels, on my desk was a pair of lacy panties, a pair of lace cuffs, and a lace headband to match the dress. Behind the lacy undies and accessories was a

small box filled with makeup and a mound of hair, which I realized was a wig after a few seconds. 

“Are you serious?” I said. 

“Yeah, you’ll put on all of it. And I don’t want you to do a half-assed job. I want you to get nice and dolled up, like you mean it.” 

A cold shiver ran down my spine. I tried protesting again, but the argument led to the same comment. “You agreed to the terms,” he said. I should have just made a  stupid  money  bet.  I  had  plenty  of  his  money  still,  after  all.  “I’ll  be  in  my  room when you’re ready.” 

He left me alone to get ready. I got undressed and then held up the tiny pair of panties.  So  this  was  what  he  was  out  all  night  doing?  Going  around,  buying women’s undies, shoes, and lingerie? I looked at the shoes. How did he even find shoes that would fit me? I didn’t have the biggest feet in town, but I liked to think that they didn’t make women’s shoes in my size. I suppose I was wrong. 

I slipped the panties on. They were tight, and were hardly able to hold my junk in  place.  With  a  sudden  movement,  my  balls  would  fall  out  the  edge  of  the  tiny strip of lace. Next, I slipped on the French maid dress. Even with no one around to see  me,  I  felt  utterly  humiliated,  though  I  will  admit  that  the  soft  satin  felt  nice against  my  skin,  and  I  liked  the  way  it  felt  below  the  waist,  with  nothing constricting me in any way (except for the little panties). I’d never worn anything that left my butt open to the fresh air before. Regardless of how it nice felt, it was still terribly embarrassing and awkward. 

The dress had pads built into the breasts, as if it was made for women with no tits—or  maybe  it  was  made  for  men  who  liked  to  dress  up  (or  for  men  who  lost stupid bets they never should have agreed to). 

On top of the makeup kit was a small pack of pink disposable razors. I figured that meant he wanted me to shave. I thought about skipping the shave and hoping he  wouldn’t  notice  (my  leg  hairs  were  thin  and  blonde,  and  hardly  noticeable already) but I didn’t want to end up in another argument that led to ‘You agreed to the terms’, so I took the razors and the box of makeup to the bathroom. I shaved my legs until they were smooth and shiny. 

Then, I started with the makeup. I didn’t know what half of the stuff in the box was, so I skipped most of it. I stuck to the self-explanatory items: the eyeliner, the eye-shadow, the brow-filler, the lipstick, the mascara. It was all a lot harder to use than girls made it look. At one point, I poked myself in the eye with the mascara, and it hurt like a son of a bitch. 

People had always told me that I had nice, big eyes, but I never really believed them  until  I  was  standing  in  that  bathroom,  wearing  mascara  and  eyeliner.  The added  contrast  made  my  eyes  look  huge,  and  bluer  than  they’d  ever  looked before. 

I looked surprisingly pretty with all of the makeup, but I still didn’t look like a girl (which I was quite happy about)—until I put the wig on my head. The addition of

long hair seemed to transform me drastically. Suddenly, I looked like a woman (I actually looked a lot like my cousin, who I’d always thought was a babe, though I’d never  admit  it  out  loud).  Knowing  I  was  probably  going  to  spend  the  day  doing housework, I tied my new hair up into a bun, behind my head, and then I slipped on  the  lace  headband.  I  was  hoping  that  tying  my  hair  back  would  take  the womanly  look  away  from  me,  but  I  was  wrong.  I  still  looked  shockingly  like  a woman.  Had  I  not  known  any  better,  I  would  have  thought  I  was  staring  at  a woman through a window, not at myself through a mirror. 

I slipped  the lace cuffs onto my wrists, a little pink bow around my thigh, and then I stepped into the high-heels. I nearly fell over, the heels were thinner than my pinkie finger. It took a few moments before I was able to stand up straight, and longer before I felt comfortable enough to walk. 

Jake knocked at the bathroom door. “It’s been forty-five minutes. Are you ready yet?” he asked. 

I looked in the mirror. There was nothing left to do, but I didn’t want to leave the safety of the locked bathroom. As I reached for the doorknob, my heart sank into  my  gut.  I  felt  so  idiotic.  Why  was  I  even  going  through  with  it?  If  I  just  said

‘screw  it’,  what  could  he  do  about  it?  Take  me  to  court?  There  was  nothing stopping me from taking the little dress off, washing off the makeup, and locking myself in my bedroom for the rest of the day, but for some reason I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I had to honour the bet that I’d agreed to. It was only fair. 

I stepped out from the bathroom and watched as his eyes lit up. “Holy shit,” he said. “You—you actually look like a chick!” His lips parted as he looked down my body. 

CHAPTER III

He was unfortunately right—I did look like a chick—that was the worst part of it all.  At  least  if  I  had  looked  ridiculous,  we  could  have  just  both  laughed  it  off.  It could  have  been  a  funny  memory.  But  instead,  I  looked  kind  of  sexy,  and  to someone who didn’t know any better, I would have looked totally genuine. It was a good  thing  we  agreed  to  keep  everything  within  the  confines  of  the  house, because I could tell Jake was getting some ideas as he stared at me. He would have loved to set me loose in a bar full of drunk men to get hit on and slapped on the ass. A nausea overcame me. What if he invited friends over to see me? There was  nothing  in  the  rules  against  others  coming  into  our  house  for  the  day.  I thought about asking him not to invite anyone over, but I didn’t want to give him any ideas, so I kept my mouth shut. 

“What do you want me to do?” I asked, feeling stupider and stupider with every passing second. 

“Well first, I want you to start speaking like a lady. It’s a real turn off when you speak  with  that  deep  voice,”  he  said.  My  voice  wasn’t  naturally  deep,  but  I suppose it was deeper than a woman’s voice. 

“Seriously?” I said. 

“Seriously,” he said. “You have to do   everything  I say today, remember?” 

After a deep sigh, I did my best girl’s voice. “How does this sound?” 

His eyes lit up. “Surprisingly good. Where did you learn to do that?” he said. 

My heart sunk further into my gut. My girly voice sounded shockingly genuine. 

But where did I learn to do that voice? I had no idea. I’d never done it before. It wasn’t like I’d ever practiced doing a woman’s voice. It was just… natural. 

“Oh, and you’re going to call me master for the rest of the day,” he said. “And I want  you  to  stay  in  character.  No  breaking  character,  or  there  will  be punishments.” 

I bit my tongue. “Yes, master,” I said, sticking to my girly voice. I didn’t want to find  out  what  punishments  he  had  in  store  for  me,  so  I  stuck  to  my  character.  I couldn’t keep my focus away from our windows, which were open. In a few hours, our neighbours would be waking up and all they would have to do is look towards our house to see me prancing around like a girl, in lingerie and heels. It was bad enough that Jake saw me all dolled up. The last thing I needed was to have the neighbours peering in through our windows. “What can I do first for you, master?” 

I said. 

“The dishes haven’t been done in a few days. Why don’t we start there?” Our dishwasher was broken, so I was stuck doing almost a week’s worth of dishes by hand,  scrubbing  each  one  while  Jake  sat  at  the  table  behind  me,  reading  the newspaper. I kept reaching back to tug the skirt of my dress down. It just barely

covered my ass, and if I gave it a minute or two to ride up, my whole ass would be out. 

Putting  the  clean  dishes  away  was  the  real  challenge,  in  those  skimpy  high-heels.  I  nearly  fell  over  a  few  times,  trying  to  stand  up  on  my  toes  to  reach  the upper shelves, but I got the hang of it near the end of my hour-long dish-washing marathon. “What’s next, master?” I said. 

“The house needs a good vacuuming,” he said with a grin. 

So  that  was  what  I  did  next.  I  started  in  my  own  bedroom,  being  sure  to  get under the bed and in the corners, and then I made my way into the living room. He sat  on  the  couch,  watching  the  television  as  I  vacuumed  around  him.  I  was standing right next to him when he said, “Be sure to get under the coffee table.” I had  to  bend  over  to  get  under  it,  which  was  especially  embarrassing  because  I knew he could see right up my dress, at my mostly-bare ass. He gave me a little slap, making me jump. “Good girl,” he said with a laugh. 

He  seemed  to  know  just  how  to  make  the  whole  experience  especially humiliating.  I  looked  to  the  clock,  hoping  hours  had  flown  by  and  the  day  was nearly finished. But it was only nine in the morning—a whole day of being Jake’s lady-slave still ahead of me. 

As I continued to vacuum the house, I noticed Jake in the window reflections, staring  at  me  with  that  grin  on  his  face.  I’d  seen  him  win  thousand-dollar  bets before, and he didn’t nearly look this satisfied. 

It was around noon, and I was dusting, that I looked back at him and saw him holding up his phone camera. “Smile,” he said with a laugh. I felt all of the colour rush out from my face. 

“What are you doing? Delete that,” I said, reverting to my natural voice. 

“Hey, no breaking character!” he said. 

I took a deep breath and said it again, this time in my girly voice. “Delete that video, master,” I said. 

“I’ll  delete  it  at  the  end  of  the  day,”  he  said,  slipping  his  phone  into  his  back pocket.  “Now  you  have  a  good  reason  to  follow  all  of  my  commands.”  His  grin grew  even  bigger.  “I’ll  let  that  last  little  slip  slide,  but  from  here  on,  you’ll  be punished.” 

If that video got out, my life would be over. All of my friends would mock me endlessly. I would probably end up on some viral video website, unable to find a job  for  the  rest  of  my  life.  And  my  God,  the  thought  of  my  parents  seeing  that video… I’d sooner be dead. 

“What’s next, master?” I said, reluctantly. 

“The hardwood needs a good polish,” he said. He went over to a grocery bag and  pulled  out  a  bottle  of  hardwood  polish  that  he  must  have  bought  the  night before. The whole day had been meticulously planned out. With a sigh, I took the polish, got a rag, went down on my knees, and I started scrubbing the floor with

the  polish,  starting  in  the  corner  and  working  my  way  out.  It  was  especially humiliating, being on my hands and knees in a piece of women’s lingerie, but at least the house would be cleaner than ever. 

I  looked  over  my  shoulder  at  one  point  and  caught  him  staring  at  me.  He looked  away  swiftly  and  pretended  like  he  hadn’t  been  staring  at  all.  It  almost seemed like he couldn’t help it, like he was actually a bit attracted to me. I couldn’t entirely blame him. Every time I caught my own reflection in, I was surprised by how  good  I  looked.  Hell,  I  looked  sexier  than  most  of  the  girls  at  my  work,  and apparently I had a physique women killed for. With my legs shaved and smooth, I looked like I could have been a leg model, for crying out loud. 

Making the most of my situation, I decided to have some fun. I started teasing Jake. “How does it look, master?” I asked as I continued to scrub the floor on my hands and knees, my exposed butt facing him. 

“It looks good,” he said, his voice cracking slightly as he said it. 

Next,  he  had  me  dust  the  counters  and  tables.  As  I  went  to  dust  the  coffee table, I made sure to bend over far, getting my tush right near his face. I heard him take a deep, controlled breath in. When I turned around to face him, his cheeks were  red.  I  did  my  best  not  to  giggle,  realizing  I  was  right—he  really  was infatuated by me. “What’s next, master?” I said, standing over him, looking down. 

“My bed needs made,” he said. “And I could probably use some clean sheets.” 

I went to his bedroom and started to strip the sheets off of his bed. He came and stood in the doorway, watching. “You know, you actually do look like a girl,” he said with an awkward laugh. 

“Because  I  am  a  girl,”  I  said  with  a  grin,  keeping  in  character.  I  was  getting carried  away  with  my  character,  getting  too  much  of  a  kick  out  of  his  sudden attraction. It was kind of nice, feeling like the centre of attention, having him swoon over me the way he was. I’d never had anyone swoon over me before. 

“If I didn’t know any better, I would believe it,” he said. 

As  I  bent  over  the  bed  to  pull  the  sheet  over  the  mattress,  he  stepped  up behind me and put his hands on my hips. “You have the curves and everything,” 

he said. 

“What? Do you like it?” I said. 

He  ran  his  hands  down  to  my  thighs,  and  then  up,  this  time  going  under  the skirt  of  my  dress.    “Yeah,”  he  said.  He  took  a  deep  breath.  He  took  my  panties gently and slipped them down. 

“What are you doing, master?” I said. 

“Shh,”  he  said,  bringing  my  panties  down  to  my  knees,  letting  my  cock  and balls hang free. He brought a hand up to my butt and gently ran his fingers along the  curve  of  my  rump,  ending  with  the  tip  of  his  thumb  at  my  asshole.  “You’re tight,” he said. 

My  heart  was  racing.  I  don’t  know  why  I  was  letting  him  go  on.  I  don’t  know why  I  wasn’t  protesting—or  saying  anything  at  all.  I  just  remained  frozen,  bent over the bed, as he gently caressed my ass, and carefully ran the tip of his finger around the rim of my asshole. After a deep breath, I was finally able to say, “Stop. 

This isn’t a good idea.” But my body remained frozen, putting up no fight. 

He  undid  his  belt  and  then  unzipped  his  fly.  “You  agreed  to  do  anything,”  he said, and then I felt his big, warm cock press up between my butt cheeks. He was throbbing, already erect. I could feel his thick veins pulsing, pumping blood into his solid rod. “Just be quiet,” he said. “And don’t tell anyone about this.” 

I felt the tip of his cock press up against my tight hole. I closed my eyes. Still, I put up no fight. The bet had gone way too far, but I was letting it go on. Why? Why wasn’t I stopping it? 

He  pushed  in,  penetrating  my  virgin  asshole.  I  clenched  tightly  and  then  his hand found the centre of my back. “Just relax,” he said. I took a deep breath, gave the muscles in my body a moment to relax, and then he slid in deep, stretching my tight hole wide. His cock was much bigger than I ever imagined it to be (not that I had ever imagined his cock before). I could feel every single inch of it, sliding in, throbbing warmly. It was a weird feeling, being stuffed completely. 

He  started  to  thrust  slowly,  breathing  heavily  as  he  did  so.  “Fuck,  that  feels good,” he said under his breath. 

It  didn’t  hurt,  but  it  didn’t  feel  good  either.  It  just  felt…  strange,  like  a  heavy pressure in my rear-end, plunging me over and over. “Oh shit,” he muttered. He started coming down harder, sinking his entire length into my body, pressing his pelvis up against my tush. 

Suddenly,  he  hit  a  spot  that  sent  a  jolt  through  my  body.  I  became  tense, overwhelmed  by  a  warm  tingling.  “Right  there,”  I  said  as  the  euphoria  filled  my body.  His  angle  was  just  perfect.  I  don’t  know  what  he  was  hitting,  but  it  felt amazing—and  now,  he  was  hitting  it  over  and  over.  My  cock  started  to  become erect. “Harder,” I said. 

I melted into his bed. The pulsing euphoria grew stronger and stronger until I couldn’t  handle  it  any  longer;  I  started  to  moan  uncontrollably,  rolling  my  head from side to side. He grunted with every swift penetration. He slapped my ass and then grabbed a handful, squeezing tightly. “Fuck, you’re so fucking hot,” he said. 

“Fuck me, master. Fuck me harder,” I said, pushing my tush back into his hard pelvis, getting as much of his cock inside of me as I possible could. 

“I’m going to come,” he said. 

“Come in me, baby. Come in me!” I said. 

He grunted loudly and then he filled me up, his hot load blasting out in huge waves. I screamed, my fingers curling into his bed sheets. 

He stepped back and I felt it rush out, his big, hot load. I remained on the bed for a moment before peeling myself up. The room was silent for a few minutes as

we both caught our breath, and then he said, “Better put a fresh sheet on.” He left me alone in the bedroom after that. 

I couldn’t believe it—I’d just let my roommate fuck me in the ass, while I was dressed up in a little piece of skimpy lingerie. What had gotten into me? And now that  we’d  fucked,  how  could  I  ever  look  at  him  the  same?  Would  we  ever  talk about  it,  or  were  we  just  going  to  pretend  like  the  act  never  happened?  It  must have  been  equally  embarrassing  for  him—if  not  more  embarrassing—seeing  as he was the one who initiated the sex with his male roommate. 

When I finished with his bedroom, I returned to the living room to get my next order. Jake was sitting on the couch, watching the pre-game show for a hockey game that was about to start. “What can I do now, master?” I said. 

“Make  me  some  lunch.  I’d  like  a  ham  sandwich,  with  lettuce  and  tomato, mayonnaise and mustard, but no crusts,” he said. 

I looked at the television. “Who’s playing?” I said. 

“The Capitals and the Canucks.” 

“I bet the Capitals take it,” I said. 

He looked at me with a sudden grin on his face. “What do you want to bet?” he said. 

“How’s about the same as yesterday,” I said. The room became silent. It was my chance for revenge, and he knew it—he knew I would be going just as hard on him  as  he  went  on  me,  but  I  could  tell  that  only  made  him  want  to  take  the  bet more. 

“Deal,” he said. He watched the whole game from the edge of his seat. 

CHAPTER IV

The Canucks lost the game badly and I won the bet. Jake was too upset with the  outcome  of  our  wager  to  continue  making  commands  for  me.  He  had  me make  him  dinner,  clean  up  the  dishes,  and  then  he  said,  “That’s  enough  for  the day,” and he went into his bedroom for the rest of the night. 

In  a  strange  way,  it  was  kind  of  disappointing,  taking  the  little  French  maid outfit off, pulling off the wig, and washing off the makeup. In minutes, I went from looking  sexy  and  full  of  energy  to  being  my  regular,  old  self  with  shaved  legs.  It was too bad men couldn’t wear makeup out in public. I looked way better with that eyeliner along my eyelids, and that mascara bringing out the blue of my eyes. The makeup did such an amazing job bringing out all of my good qualities. Without it, I just looked like… me. 

I  slipped  back  into  my  regular  clothes  and  then  started  thinking  about  what  I was going to do the next day, now that I got to be the master and Jake was going to be the slave. I sat and thought for a while. There were hardly any chores left to do  around  the  house—the  house  was  already  cleaner  than  it  had  ever  been before. And would I dress him up in the French maid outfit and the makeup, like he did to me? We were about the same size—it would all fit. If I didn’t, how could I match the humiliation? How could I get adequate revenge? 

I looked over at the small pile that I’d spent the whole day wearing. How could I one-up him? 

I  had  an  idea.  I  grabbed  my  wallet  and  headed  down  the  street,  to  the  little sex-toy store where I can only imagine was where Jake went for the French maid outfit.  They  had  just  what  I  was  looking  for:  a  remote-controlled,  vibrating  butt plug.  It  was  embarrassing,  buying  the  little  device,  but  it  wasn’t  nearly  as embarrassing as spending my whole day down on my knees, in women’s lingerie. 

I could hardly sleep that night, thinking of all of the things I was going to make Jake  do.  I  even  ended  up  waking  up  before  my  5:30  AM  alarm,  full  of  energy, ready to make Jake’s life a humiliating hell, the same way he did to me. 

“Rise and shine, beautiful. Time to get ready for the day,” I said, holding up the little French maid dress, the same way he did when he woke me up the morning before. 

He groaned and rolled over. “Fuck,” he said, knowing there was no way out, seeing as I’d followed through with everything he’d asked from me. Now it was his turn.  I  handed  him  the  dress  and  the  wig  and  said,  “I’ll  see  you  in  forty-five minutes.” 

From the living room, I watched him walk from his bedroom to the bathroom with his outfit in hand. I couldn’t wait to see how he looked. It was a long forty-five minutes  in  anticipation,  especially  at  six  on  a  Sunday  morning,  when  even  the morning  news  wasn’t  on.  I  watched  hockey  highlights  from  the  night  before, reminding me of my sweet victory. 

After  forty  minutes,  I  went  and  knocked  on  the  door.  “I  forgot  something,”  I said. 

“What?” he called out from the other side of the door. 

I opened the door slightly and placed the butt plug on the counter. “Put that in your ass,” I said. 

“Are you kidding me?” he said. 

“Hey—stay in character, or there will be punishments,” I said, unable to keep the grin from my face. I made a point of not looking into the bathroom, not wanting to spoil the surprise until he was fully ready and dolled up. 

When he finally emerged from the bathroom, he had a long frown on his face, probably because he knew he looked great—just like when I was in the very same outfit.  It  fit  him  perfectly,  making  his  tush  look  great  and  his  legs  long.  He  didn’t seem to have nearly as much trouble with the heels as me. “You look beautiful,” I said with a laugh, though I wasn’t really kidding. Before he emerged, I wasn’t sure what  to  expect—whether  he  would  look  good  or  like  a  man  in  a  dress.  Was  it  a coincidence  that  Jake  and  I  both  looked  like  convincing  ladies  when  in  drag,  or was there something special about that dress and that wig, that had the power to make any guy look like a sexy girl? 

I  wondered  if  he  had  the  butt  plug  in.  There  was  no  real  way  of  knowing, without asking him to bend over and show me, and to be honest, I didn’t want to see  his  asshole  or  anything  under  his  dress  for  that  matter.  I  was  enjoying  the female-illusion and I didn’t need anything to ruin it. 

“Let’s get right to it, shall we?” I said. 

I  started  him  at  the  bookshelf.  For  the  longest  time,  I’d  been  meaning  to rearrange  all  of  our  books  into  alphabetical  order,  based  on  author  names.  He dropped down to his knees with a sigh and started to pull the books out. 

“Let’s hear your best girl voice,” I said. 

I heard him let out another reluctant sigh. “How’s this?” he asked. 

His voice was surprisingly great—again, without much effort. Maybe there was something about the outfit that really did bring a man’s femininity out. 

He kept trying to pull the skirt of his dress down, to hide his bare rump, but it was especially hopeless once he got down to the bottom shelf and had to bend down  all  the  way.  Between  his  bum  cheeks,  I  could  see  a  slight  bulge  in  his panties. It was the base of the butt plug—he really did have it in his ass! 

I took the remote and turned it on, making it vibrate in his rear-end. His body became tense for a moment, his toes pressing out. “Keep going,” I said, biting my lip to stop myself from laughing. I slowly turned up the power of the vibrating butt plug as he filled the shelf with books. 

He started to slow down once I had the plug up to it’s middle setting. He took a deep breath and then let a little, “Oh fuck…” slip out, under his breath. I decided to

turn the butt plug off for a little bit. It was still early in the morning, and I wanted to get a lot more out of him yet. 

Next, I had him cook me a late brunch: waffles and bacon, with a side of neatly sliced fruit. While I ate, I made him reorganize the fridge and clean the shelves. It was starting to seem like he was getting more comfortable in his new role. Either he got sick of pulling his dress down or he just stopped caring if I could see his butt, but he stopped tugging it down while he bent over, focussing his attention on the task at hand. 

He bent over cutely, keeping his legs straight, his feet close together, and his butt perked out. I don’t know if he was doing it on purpose, trying to tease me the way I teased him the day before, or if that was just the way he naturally stood in heels. Standing in heels is very hard, after all—but they made his legs look great. 

I was surprised that he hadn’t made me rub his feet the day before. So after the brunch dishes were cleaned up, I asked him to grab a bottle of moisturizer and meet  me  at  the  couch.  I  had  him  sit  on  the  floor  while  he  held  up  one  foot  at  a time, rubbing gently at first and then really pressing, getting in deep. He was pretty good  at  giving  foot  massages.  He  managed  to  get  right  in-between  my  toes, relieving tiny pressure points I didn’t even know I had. Instead of massage oil, I had him use moisturizer (because we didn’t have any massage oil). 

As he rubbed away, I let my head rest back against the couch while I thought of  what  I  could  get  him  to  do  next.  Finished  with  my  feet,  he  started  to  rub  my calves. “How’s this, master?” he said. 

“That feels nice,” I said. I felt like he was going to massage me to sleep, I felt so  relaxed.  I  hardly  noticed  him  working  his  way  up  to  my  thighs,  running  his hands up and down my still-smooth legs, spreading moisturizer. His fingers gently crept up the legs of my shorts and found the bulge of my cock. He started to rub. 

I  looked  down  at  him.  He  was  looking  into  my  eyes,  smiling  devilishly.  He continued  to  rub  my  cock  carefully,  stroking  it  between  his  heavily-moisturized fingers, getting it hard. I let out a deep sigh. 

I  forgot  for  a  moment  that  he  wasn’t  actually  a  woman,  that  he  was  my roommate—and  had  been  for  over  a  year.  And  now  he  was  rubbing  my  cock, getting  me  erect,  and  I  was  doing  nothing  to  stop  him.  The  day  before  was repeating itself. I bit my lip, trying to overcome the pleasure, to put an end to the act, but I couldn’t do it. Instead, I reached into my pocket and pressed the button on the little remote, turning the vibrator back on in his asshole. His body perked up and his eyes opened wide. 

He had beautiful green eyes that I’d never even noticed before he had a full face of makeup. He had nice, full lips, too. He pulled down my shorts, taking my boxers with them. I was suddenly tense, my shoulders up near my ears, my heart pounding viciously. It was as if I’d lost all my sensibilities. I bit my tongue hard. 

I had to put an end to it before we got carried away. 

CHAPTER V

No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t put an end to the moment, and the longer I waited, the more hopeless an end seemed. He slipped my cock into his mouth and he began to suck. My fingers nestled into his soft hair and I watched as his head  bobbed  gently  up  and  down,  my  cock  hardening  fast,  pressing  against  his plump lips. 

“Just  like  that,”  I  said,  letting  out  a  soft  sigh.  It  felt  so  nice.  He  knew  just  the right  moves  to  make  it  feel  amazing,  running  his  tongue  along  the  base  of  my shaft,  tickling  the  tip  of  my  cock  gently.  “Don’t  stop,”  I  said.  My  body  started  to relax, deflating into the soft couch. I had enough muscle control left to reach for the  little  remote  in  my  pocket  and  turn  his  butt  plug  to  the  highest  setting. 

According to the box, the vibrating butt plug was supposed to be strong enough to bring a man to orgasm via prostate stimulation. I didn’t believe it when I read it, but I was believing it now as I watched Jake squirm and moan, muffled by my big erection. 

My cock began to tingle and bulge. I was close to finishing, but I didn’t want to finish  in  his  mouth.  I  wanted  more.  “Get  up,”  I  said.  He  stood  up.  “Bend  over,”  I said, and he did. Without standing up, I flipped the skirt of his dress onto his back and I slipped down his panties. He didn’t bother to resist. His erect cock sprung free. His legs were trembling, he was probably close to finishing himself. I grabbed the  base  of  the  butt  plug  and  I  pulled  it  out,  revealing  his  gaping  asshole.  “Sit down,” I said, patting my lap. 

As he sat down, I lined my cock up with his gaping butthole. He took it without resistance,  sliding  it  deep  into  his  body.  “Oh  fuck,  that  feels  good,”  he  said,  his legs  trembling  even  more.  I  was  amazed  he  was  able  to  stay  up  in  those  heels while his legs trembled. 

I grabbed his hips firmly and then I started to thrust up, into his body. After just a  few  penetrations,  he  was  moaning.  “Oh  God,  don’t  stop!  Don’t  stop!”  he  said. 

His  breaths  were  becoming  heavier  and  more  shallow.  “I’m  going  to  come,”  he said. 

I  don’t  know  why  I  did  it,  what  came  over  me,  but  I  reached  around  and grabbed  his  erect  member  firmly  in  my  hand,  and  I  started  to  beat  him  off.  I wanted  to  feel  him  coming.  I  wanted  to  feel  his  cock  bloating  as  it  blasted  shot after shot of hot cum in our living room. “Oh fuck!” he cried, and then he came. I slipped my hand up, cupping the tip of his cock as he came, getting his whole load into the palm of my hand, and then I spread it up and down his dick and balls. 

I didn’t even have to thrust up anymore. He had taken over, bouncing up and down, slapping his ass against my lap repeatedly. I was about to come. I tried to hold back, biting my tongue, groaning loudly. But it was hopeless. His asshole felt too good, puckering tightly along my hard shaft. I came, deep in his butt. He sat down hard, one last time, as he felt himself filling up. 

And  then  we  found  ourselves  in  a  familiar  situation,  silent  as  we  caught  our breath, wrapping our heads around what we’d just done. Once again, I’d fucked my male roommate. Was I actually gay? Was he actually gay? 

I  had  Jake  spend  the  rest  of  the  day  cleaning  out  the  garage.  I  didn’t  stick around to watch. Instead, I sat in my room, wondering what the hell was going on. 

Why were Jake and I suddenly so sexual with one another? Were we really gay? 

It didn’t seem fair to call us gay. I wasn’t attracted to Jake when he was just himself,  in  his  regular  clothes,  using  his  regular  voice,  without  any  makeup  on, and as far as I could tell, he wasn’t attracted to me when I was just my regular self

—or was he? It was him that initiated the sex, while he was giving me a foot rub. 

And I let him fuck me in the ass when I was the one wearing the little French maid outfit. 

It was strange, as if getting into the feminine character was actually changing our personalities. 

After that day, neither of us ever talked about what happened. We went on with life as usual, as if we’d never had sex before. Though I never could look at him the same, without thinking about his big cock ramming me in the ass, and I’m sure he couldn’t  look  at  me  quite  the  same  way  either.  We  spoke  much  less,  especially once Jake started seeing a therapist about his gambling addiction. 

His therapist seemed to really help him. After just a month, he was back on his feet financially. He didn’t take every paycheque he made down to the bar to bet with  strangers.  When  we  went  to  play  basketball,  he  didn’t  put  wagers  on  any shots. 

While  it  was  good  that  he’d  gotten  his  gambling  problem  under  control,  I  felt bad for him. He never seemed quite the same without his wagers. He didn’t get nearly  as  much  joy  out  of  his  regular  day-to-day  activities.  Nothing  seemed  to spark  that  fire  in  him  anymore.  I  came  home  one  day  and  he  was  watching hockey,  hardly  paying  any  attention,  not  even  flinching  when  goals  were  being scored. It wasn’t the Jake I was used to—the Jake who would be on the edge of his seat, screaming with joy whenever his team scored. 

I  sat  down  to  watch  the  game  with  him,  the  Calgary  Flames  against  the Edmonton Oilers. It was tied 2-2. As I sat to watch, the Oilers’ goalie got checked and sent off the ice. Without their main goalie, they were doomed. I looked over at Jake, who didn’t even seem to be phased by the development. “Good game?” I asked. 

“It’s alright,” he said. 

I missed that joy that used to sparkle in his eyes. I missed the old Jake, my old roommate. I didn’t like the new tranquilized Jake, who didn’t have any zest for life. 

I  wanted  the  old  Jake  back,  the  one  who  would  make  a  quiet  room  the  most exciting place on the planet, the one who would get my heart rate up with a simple wager, the one who would bend me over and fuck me in the ass—“Want to make a bet?” I said. 

He  looked  over  at  me,  wide-eyed.  “I  can’t,”  he  said,  but  I  could  tell  he  really wanted to. 

“Just a friendly bet—no money or anything.” 

He bit the corner of his lip, trying his best not to crack a smile. “I don’t know…” 

“I bet the Oilers take this game,” I said, ignoring his reservations. 

“What are you betting?” 

“If the Oilers win, you have to be my slave for the day tomorrow. If you win, I’ll be yours.” 

He couldn’t stop the smile from overtaking his face. “You’re on,” he said. 

I knew damn well that without their goalie, the Oilers were doomed. Within the next five minutes, the score went up to 5-2, for the Flames. It was looking like I was going to be Jake’s slave for the day. I smiled—it was exactly what I wanted. 

And with that one, simple bet, Jake was once again full of life, on the edge of his seat, a smile on his face, excitement burning in his eyes. 

THE END
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ARMY CHICK

After a lifetime of being made fun of, Eric decides its time to toughen up, and what better place than the army? He’s tired of being told he looks like a woman, being terrified of guns, being unable to complete a simple obstacle course. He’s ready for whatever his Lieutenant has to throw at him. 

But  when  he  finds  a  room  filled  with  women’s  clothing,  he  can’t  help  but indulge.  He’s  never  tried  cross-dressing  before,  but  he’s  always  been  curious. 

Turns  out,  he  likes  it,  and  he’s  really  good  at  it.  But  how  good  is  he?  Could  he convince his fellow recruits? 

CHAPTER I

I never would have imagined myself standing in a gun range, an armed, fully-automatic assault rifle in my hands. Guns had always scared the living hell out of me.  Even  as  I  stood,  with  the  rifle  aimed  at  a  nearby  target,  with  my  Lieutenant screaming in my ear, I was mortified. “Shoot the target, Private!” I hated how loud the guns were. Every time someone else fired in a lane next to me, I would jump and my body would become tense. 

In that moment, I started wondering what the hell I was doing with my life. Like a lot of my fellow recruits, I wasn’t being forced into the army by my parents, I was there voluntarily. I was there because I thought it might toughen me up a little bit—

something which was much overdue. I was tired of being laughed at for being so small and “effeminate,” as my older brother had always put it. 

When I was a kid, I hated GI Joe action figures. I’d always found their faces intimidating.  I  preferred  Barbie  dolls.  I  had  the  whole  Barbie  Playhouse.  My parents always said it was just a phase, but when I turned twelve and I still had the  Playhouse,  even  they  started  to  worry.  When  I  was  at  school  one  day,  they took all of my dolls and my Barbie Playhouse to a nearby donation bin. “It’s time you  start  acting  like  a  man,”  my  father  said  to  me.  I  could  still  hear  my  father’s words pinging around in my head, fifteen years later, as I stood, hands trembling, in that gun range. 

My Lieutenant sighed and planted his face into the palms of his hands. “What are we going to do with you, Private Reynolds?” he said. He said it in nearly the same exact voice my school gym teacher had used ten years before, when I kept diving for cover every time the ball was thrown my way, when we played baseball (or dodgeball, or soccer, or any game involving a ball). I never liked sports. I never quite figured out how to throw a ball. I would have figured it out had the other kids not made fun of me so much—maybe then I would have practiced a little bit more. 

But  it  was  easier  to  just  remove  myself  from  sports  altogether,  and  not  have  to face the humiliation of being “a total pansy,” as my classmates put it. 

Growing up, I caught on pretty quickly that there was something different about me. By fourteen, all of the other boys had dropped pretty much all of their interests to pursue girls. I was still waiting for the day I would start to like girls. By sixteen, I was  starting  to  worry  that  day  wasn’t  coming.  By  eighteen,  that  day  was  still nowhere to be seen. I tried forcing it, asking a female friend of mine out on a date: Lucy. We ended up going on a few dates—we even kissed. But I felt nothing, and she could tell. “Are you gay, Eric?” she asked me. 

“Gay?  No  way,”  I  said.  As  far  as  I  knew  I  wasn’t  gay,  anyway.  I’d  never  felt attracted to a boy before. In fact, I hated boys. Every boy I knew was an asshole. 

They all made fun of me and how girly I was. 

Lucy  and  I  went  on  a  couple  more  dates,  but  we  never  even  kissed  again. 

Thankfully,  for  her  sake  especially,  we  broke  up  and  went  our  separate  ways.  I

never  bothered  wasting  another  girl’s  time  again,  while  I  tried  to  figure  out  what was wrong with me. 

In my senior year, my parents were so worried about me, they insisted I go to talk to the school counsellor. I made an appointment, and then met up with him in his  office  after  school  one  day.  After  I  explained  my  childhood  and  all  of  my problems to him, he said, “Do you think you might be gay? There’s nothing wrong with being gay.” 

“I don’t like boys,” I said defensively. 

“So you like girls?” he said. 

It took me a moment to respond. “No, not really,” I said. “I mean, I like them more than boys.” 

“How so?” the counsellor asked. The question took me off-guard. I wasn’t sure what kind of answer he was expecting, or how to even approach a response. 

I ended up saying, “I know I like girls more because sometimes I wish I was a girl.” The answer had made sense in my head, but hearing it out loud, I realized how insane I sounded. The counsellor just stared at me with wide-eyes, as if I’d just  put  myself  into  a  category  he  had  absolutely  no  experience  dealing  with—a category he’d never even heard of before. 

“I’m going to recommend a good therapist,” he said, and that was the end of our little session. 

When  my  parents  asked  how  the  meeting  with  the  counsellor  went,  I  simply said, “It was fine,” and then I ran up to my room to think about what I’d said. It was true:  sometimes  I  wished  I  was  born  a  girl,  but  only  because  then  I  would  be normal.  No  one  would  have  made  fun  of  my  Barbie  dolls,  no  one  would  have mocked  my  fear  of  flying  baseballs,  no  one  would  have  called  me  a  pansy,  a pussy, or any of the other names I was so painfully used to. At least if I was a girl, my  life  would  have  made  sense,  and  I  wouldn’t  have  enlisted  in  the  army  in  an attempt to make a man out of myself. 

“Squeeze  the  trigger,  Private,”  my  Lieutenant  said.  “Or  do  you  want  to  be  a dripping wet pussy for the rest of your life?” 

I’d always thought (or I should say, hoped) that the name-calling would come to an end after high school, but I was wrong. Even nearing thirty, the cruel names were still coming. I was still a pansy, a pussy, a vagina, a Sally, you name it. 

I squeezed the trigger. Everything happened so quickly—the bullet exploding out  from  the  barrel,  the  gun  jolting  back  painfully  into  my  shoulder,  the  shell ejecting  and  whizzing  past  my  face.  I  winced  away,  my  protective  glasses suddenly  fogged  up.  I  would  have  dropped  the  gun  onto  the  ground  had  my Lieutenant not stepped up and grabbed it out from my hands. He said nothing as he took the gun away from me, shaking his head in disappointment, the same way my father done so many times in the past. 

My first attempt at shooting a gun was a complete failure, but I was determined to figure it out and make a man out of myself. Unfortunately, my Lieutenant didn’t

give  me  another  shot  that  day.  “I’ll  let  you  shoot  again  when  I’m  convinced  you aren’t going to accidentally kill yourself or any of the other recruits. We seriously need to make a man out of you, Private Reynolds.” 

Most  people  would  have  been  discouraged  by  the  Lieutenant’s  words,  but  I had to fight to hold back the smile. It was the whole reason I enlisted: to become a real  man.  And  if  anyone  could  do  it,  it  was  Lieutenant  Richards,  weighing  in  at two-hundred and fifty pounds of muscle, fought on the frontlines in two wars, had been shot three times. I couldn’t wait to have him toughen me up. 

“Yes, sir,” I said. 

CHAPTER II

Unfortunately,  being  turned  into  a  man  wasn’t  as  simple  as  a  montage  in  a Rocky  movie.  It  involved  a  lot  of  miserable,  tedious  tasks.  I  was  put  on dishwashing duty. The dishwasher was broken, so each night I was stuck washing hundreds  of  dishes  by  hand—which  is  difficult  after  ten  hours  of  physically-exhaustive training. Some days I could hardly lift my arms enough to grab plates off the top of the piles of dirty dishes. 

Each  day  began  with  Lieutenant  Richards  entering  my  room  and  shouting, 

“Wake the hell up, Private!” He told me he would stop scaring me awake once I started getting myself up at a reasonable hour—but that reasonable hour seemed to be earlier and earlier every morning. Once I was out of bed, he would make me take a shower, with ice-cold water. The first few times I stepped into that freezing water,  I  thought  I  was  going  to  fall  over  dead,  unable  to  breathe  as  an  intense trembling took over my body. But after the first week of the daily cold showers, it was only slightly miserable. 

“Absolutely no masturbating,” Lieutenant Richards said. He had the bathroom door  taken  off,  and  he  made  seemingly  random  check-ups,  entering  my  room without knocking, sometimes in the middle of the night. I wondered when he slept

—if he slept. It seemed like he was always watching, always lingering and waiting for  the  perfect  moment  to  pop  in.  I  thought  the  no-masturbating  thing  would  be easy,  but  one  week  in,  I  was  struggling,  squirming  whenever  I  had  a  moment alone. I didn’t understand what it had to do with becoming a soldier and a man, but I trusted Lieutenant Richards, so I kept my hand off of my cock. 

But three weeks into my no-self-fondling struggles, I caved, and I didn’t even get to finish before I was caught. It was eleven at night and Lieutenant Richards had just come by an hour before. I thought I was safe. I was wrong. “I don’t think we’re  being  hard  enough  on  you,  Private,”  he  said,  and  then  he  left  with  a disappointed frown on his face, to go and devise a well-suited punishment. 

I only slept for a couple of hours before Lieutenant Richards was back in my room, screaming at me to wake up. “You’ve got a lot of work to do today, Private,” 

he  said,  and  then  he  led  me  through  my  regular  morning  routine,  into  the  cold shower, giving me only five minutes to eat the bland, over-cooked oatmeal that no one else had to eat. It was a Sunday, and everyone else on the compound got the day  off.  I  couldn’t  remember  the  last  Sunday  I’d  had  off.  I  was  so  exhausted.  I couldn’t believe Lieutenant Richards wasn’t completely wiped, seeing as he was always there, always awake, always running right next to me. 

He brought me across the compound to a building I’d never been in before. It was  a  large  gymnasium,  with  a  stage  on  one  end,  and  hundreds—maybe thousands—of folding chairs, piled messily against one wall. “I want you to move all  of  these  chairs  into  the  back,  and  then  I  want  you  to  re-wax  the  floor.”  He showed me to the back, which was on the other side of the stage, behind a curtain and down a staircase. It was going to take days, if not weeks, to get all of those

chairs from the back wall, up the stage, down the stairs, and then down the hall, into the big storage room. Assuming I could do four chairs at a time, I was looking at about five hundred trips, and then I still needed to re-wax the floor. 

Lieutenant  Richards  explained  that  the  space  hadn’t  been  used  in  decades, since the Vietnam War draft. “I’d like to get it running as a recreation hall, for the boys,” he said. “Well, what are you waiting for? Get started.” 

He left me alone, and didn’t bother to check on me all day. It was the longest he’d ever gone without checking in on me, but I suppose he had no reason to. He knew  it  would  take  me  the  better  part  of  the  week  to  get  the  job  done.  He  was probably catching up on his sleep. Even the most rugged men sleep once every month or so. Unfortunately, I didn’t get that luxury. 

As I unloaded my thirtieth load of chairs into the back room, I nearly fell over from exhaustion. I had to sit down on the edge of an old crate to catch my breath, before  I  was  able  to  even  think  about  going  to  retrieve  another  set  of  chairs.  I hadn’t even made a dent in the huge pile of folding chairs yet. 

I  looked  around  the  storage  room.  It  was  filled  with  crates  and  racks  of  old military gear. I walked through, looking into some of the crates. Most of them were filled  with  old,  probably  expired,  ammunition.  Some  were  filled  with  handguns, some with old Vietnam-era carbine rifles—enough weaponry to arm a small army. 

A few of the boxes were filled with old camouflage pants, some were filled with jackets, some with boots, some with helmets. I came upon one box that was filled with women’s clothing. I held up one of the outfits. I couldn’t believe how skimpy they were! I suppose back then, women only held office jobs within the army, and the men probably liked them wearing the little skirts, the fitted coats, and the little pointed caps. There was even a box filled with black high-heel shoes, and another box filled with ‘army-issued pantyhose.’ I found a stack of old-school guides titled, 

“The importance of being ladylike in the army.” I laughed. 

“Private?”  I  heard  Lieutenant  Richards’s  voice  call  out.  I  closed  the  crate quickly  and  then  returned  to  my  pile  of  chairs,  pretending  as  though  I  was  just dropping  a  load  off,  about  to  start  on  the  next.  Lieutenant  Richards  entered  the room. “There you are. This is all you’ve done?” 

“I’m moving as quickly as I can,” I said. 

“Well  it’s  not  quick  enough.  You’re  hardly  even  sweating.  I’m  going  into  town for  the  rest  of  the  night.  I  expect  this  to  be  done  by  the  time  I’m  back  in  the morning. If it’s not, I have another building that needs cleaned out, and we can get started  on  that  as  soon  as  you’ve  finished  here.  It’s  your  call,  Private.”  He  left without saying goodbye, as he always did. 

I  bit  my  tongue  and  powered  through  the  rest  of  the  loads  of  chairs.  After  a while, the pain in my arms and my back went away and my body became mostly numb, which made the task easier. It was around midnight that I finished moving the chairs, and by four in the morning, I was done waxing the floor. 

I  probably  should  have  gone  straight  to  sleep,  but  it  was  the  first  time  I’d actually  completed  one  of  Lieutenant  Richards’s  tasks  in  the  allotted  time,  and  I was  proud  of  myself.  I  suddenly  had  a  second  wind,  adrenaline  filling  my  body. 

And I never even complained once. In a weird way, I felt like a man, even though I knew I had a long way to go. 

My  feeling  of  manliness  was  short-lived  though,  when  a  peculiar  idea  came into my head: wouldn’t it be fun to try on the women’s army outfits, while everyone was asleep and Lieutenant Richards was away from the facility? I don’t know why the idea was so enticing. I’d never been interested in cross-dressing before, but this somehow didn’t feel like cross-dressing. It was more like satisfying a curiosity. 

It had been a long time since I’d indulged in an unmanly activity. Since enlisting in the army, I hadn’t watched any romance movies (which, admittedly, I loved), I hadn’t  taken  a  nice,  long  bath,  I  hadn’t  met  up  with  my  friend  Susan  to  do facemasks—I hadn’t done any of the things I was always made fun of for doing. I suppressed  all  those  urges,  and  now  they  were  flooding  out  of  me  with  a vengeance,  because  I  was  letting  them  flood  out  of  me  as  a  sort  of  reward  for finally completing a task. I probably should have kept them suppressed until they went  away.  You  wouldn’t  reward  a  recovering  alcoholic  with  the  tallest  glass  of brandy he’s ever seen. 

But  there  I  was,  in  that  old  storage  room,  naked,  slipping  on  a  pair  of pantyhose.  They  fit  perfectly,  and  I  loved  the  way  they  made  my  legs  look.  The skirt  was  nice  too,  hardly  covering  my  bum.  It  felt  so  freeing,  and  made  me wonder  why  men  couldn’t  wear  skirts—they  seemed  like  they  would  be  perfect: nothing squishing your package. 

Next, I put on the matching jacket, which was so much more comfortable than my army-issued jacket, and it fit me way better. I had to stuff a couple of shirts into my top to give the illusion of breasts, to really make the outfit fit properly. 

I  looked  around  the  large  storage  area  for  a  mirror.  With  all  of  the  stacked crates, it was like a labyrinth in there. I walked around for a bit, and then realized I’d walked passed a mirror multiple times, but I hadn’t noticed because its surface was  thoroughly  coated  with  dust.  As  I  went  to  wipe  the  dust  off  of  the  mirror,  I noticed a colourful clothing rack that seemed out of place. Upon closer inspection, I  realized  it  was  a  costume  rack,  probably  for  some  old  theatre  production.  I’d heard that the army used to put on theatre shows for soldier morale. 

As luck would have it, there was a blonde wig hanging on the edge of the rack. 

I picked it up and gave it a good shake, creating a plume of dust in the air. Then, I put it on my head. I’d never had long hair before, but I liked the way the hair felt, sitting  gently  on  my  shoulders,  hanging  down  before  the  corner  of  my  eyes.  I hadn’t even seen myself in the mirror, but I felt sexy. 

I was afraid of seeing my own reflection, worried it would ruin the fun when I realized I looked ridiculous, like a man in women’s clothing and some old, dusty wig. But I was pleasantly surprised when I wiped the mirror and hardly recognized

myself. I watched my eyes become wide. I couldn’t believe it: I actually looked like a lady. I did a few poses, unable to keep the smile from my face. 

And  then  I  wondered,  how  had  I  never  tried  on  women’s  clothing  before? 

Probably  because  I’d  always  just  assumed  it  would  look  silly,  that  I  couldn’t actually be a convincing woman. But now that I was staring at myself in the mirror, I  wasn’t  so  sure.  I  wondered  if  anyone  would  recognize  me  if  I  left  the  old, abandoned  gym  building.  Of  course,  I  wasn’t  going  to  risk  it—I  was  already mocked  enough,  I  didn’t  need  to  give  anyone  anymore  excuses  to  make  fun  of me. 

I  started  going  through  more  boxes,  seeing  what  other  goodies  I  could  find. 

Next to the costume rack, I found a few boxes filled with old costumes, including an especially spicy little red dress and fishnet stockings. I changed out from my skirt and jacket, and I slipped into the dress. Again, it fit me perfectly, as if it was made for my body, and the smooth satin felt so nice against my skin. The dress had a long slit up the side, that showed off the skin of my left hip. At the bottom of the box was a pair of red heels that went with the dress. I put them on, and even they fit surprisingly well (I had small feet for a man). 

I  did  another  few  poses  in  front  of  the  mirror,  and  then  found  myself  digging through more boxes. I found dozens of other women’s costumes. I wanted to try them all on, but I knew it was getting late, so I carefully put my wig back where I’d found  it,  and  I  packed  away  all  of  the  boxes  that  I’d  opened,  slipping  into  my regular outfit before leaving the old storage room. As I left, the sun was peeking over the horizon. 

I  still  had  that  sense  of  pride  lingering  inside  of  me,  but  it  was  a  conflicted feeling.  Because  even  though  I’d  finally  accomplished  one  of  Lieutenant Richards’s  tasks,  I  felt  like  I’d  succumbed  to  the  most  effeminate  indulgence possible: prancing around in women’s clothing, and loving it. 

CHAPTER III

Lieutenant Richards was so impressed by the fact I was able to complete his task, that he didn’t come into my room to wake me up the next morning. I didn’t even see him until I was finished breakfast, walking back to my room to get ready for the day. “Excellent work, Private. You actually did it for once,” he said. I did my best to stop my cheeks from turning red. That warm pride was still buzzing in my body. 

“Come with me,” he said, and then I followed him to the gun range, which was empty. “Let’s give this another try.” He watched me arm my rifle and then step up to  the  line,  gun  drawn,  aimed  down  the  lane  at  a  clean  target.  I  took  a  deep breath, my hands beginning to tremble slightly. I wanted to pull the trigger, but the memory  of  the  previous  attempt  came  back  to  me:  the  loud  bang,  the  kickback, the bright flash… Regardless, I bit my tongue and fired. 

My shot nearly missed the target, but I held onto the firearm without screaming like a little girl. I took a deep breath, and then I fired again, and again, and again. 

After a minute or so, it wasn’t so bad. I knew what to expect, and I realized that as long as I wasn’t aiming at myself, I was safe. I even managed to put three rounds into the black of the target. “Well done, Private,” Lieutenant Richards said to me, giving me a pat on the back, which made me jump. I could feel him rolling his eyes next to me, but I was still happy with my small victory. I successfully fired a rifle, and not only that but I’d hit the target at least a few times. I still had a lot of work to do, but I could spend the rest of the day with a smile on my face. I was well on my way to becoming a man. 

Later that day, I ran the obstacle course with some fellow recruits. I managed to  set  a  new  personal  best  time  by  quite  a  bit—which  wasn’t  terribly  difficult, seeing as I wasn’t able to climb the wall before—and I wasn’t the last one across the line for once. For the first time in as long as I could remember, I made it to the end of the day without someone calling me a pussy. 

But after everyone fell asleep, I felt like I deserved to reward myself. I ended up sneaking across the compound, into that old storage room on the other side of the stage, going through the boxes of women’s clothing. I tried on different outfits, admiring myself in the mirror. I even ended up speaking aloud to myself, practicing my girl voice, which seemed to come out of me quite naturally. 

I was having so much fun; I’d forgotten it was late and that I needed to be up early for training. I couldn’t help it. Every time I thought I was finished for the night, another outfit would catch my eye and I would have to try it on before leaving. I made an especially cute outfit by combining the old army skirt, a blouse from one of the costumes, and the fishnet stockings from the little slutty red-dress costume. 

I looked like a little army hoe. If the recruits on the compound had seen me, they would  have  been  drooling  all  over  me.  As  I  stared  in  the  mirror,  I  wondered  if anyone would really recognize me. Surely they would wonder who I was, and how

I got onto the compound. It certainly wasn’t worth risking to appease an ounce of curiosity. 

Searching  for  more  little  outfits  to  try  on,  I  ended  up  finding  an  old  anti-tank gun  that  must  have  weighed  close  to  one-hundred  pounds.  It  had  five  different handles  on  it,  probably  because  it  required  five  people  to  operate  the  thing.  I dragged  it  over  to  the  mirror  and  posed  with  the  gun.  I  have  to  say,  there  isn’t much sexier than a hot girl holding a big gun. I ran my fingers down the length of the big firearm. There was a handle sticking out the top of the weapon that was about eight inches long and shaped just like a cock. I giggled at the sight of it. Did the  comparison  ever  cross  the  manufacturer’s  mind,  or  did  I  just  have  an especially dirty mind? It didn’t help that I hadn’t masturbated in weeks, that I was desperate for a release. 

I  watched  myself  in  the  mirror,  stroking  the  phallic  handle,  first  for  my  own amusement, and then I continued stroking it because it was a strangely sensual sight: me, as a woman, stroking a long, cock-shaped handle on a big, heavy gun. 

My heart started racing, along with my mind. I enjoyed cross-dressing, which took  me  by  surprise—how  did  I  know  I  wouldn’t  enjoy  anal?  I’d  never  tried  it before, and seeing as I wasn’t allowed to masturbate, maybe I could get off with some anal stimulation… Besides, they say that the male G-spot is in the ass, and the most intense climaxes are achieved through backdoor penetration. 

I looked around and listened carefully for a minute, to make sure there was no one  around.  Even  though  it  was  late  into  the  night,  I  wasn’t  going  to  take  any chances. It would have been terribly embarrassing if I was caught dressed like a girl, fucking myself in the asshole. The coast was clear. I spat gently into my hand and  then  I  reached  around  back,  lubricating  myself  for  penetration.  I  was  in  a combined state of excitement and terror. What if it hurt? What if someone did walk in and catch me? Or what if I liked it? I’d already opened Pandora’s Box when I started dressing up in the women’s clothing, now I was getting into anal? 

I  dragged  a  heavy  sandbag  over,  to  weigh  down  the  big  rifle,  and  then  I planted one knee on one side of the firearm, and the other knee on the other side. 

Carefully,  I  lowered  my  tush  down,  lining  up  my  clenched  hole  with  the  phallic handle.  I  looked  around  again  to  make  sure  no  one  was  looking.  And  then  I caught my reflection in the mirror: the long handle reaching up my skirt, about to penetrate my asshole. I watched myself as I sunk down, feeling the handle sliding in,  stuffing  me,  filling  me  deeply.  It  felt  awfully  strange  at  first,  but  I  gave  it  a chance, sinking down further and further. Once it was inside of me completely, and my butt cheeks were pressed against the top of the long rifle, I started to bounce slowly up and down, sliding the handle in and out of my body. 

I took a deep breath and then exhaled, feeling my muscles relaxing. I looked in the mirror again. I loved the way my long blonde hair bounced slightly with every rise and fall, and I loved the way my skirt fluttered. “Oh shit,” I muttered under my breath  as  a  strangely  nice  feeling  started  to  fill  my  body—it  was  like  a  warm tingling, all over my bum and pelvic region, especially strong at the tip of my cock, 

which was now becoming erect. I had to tuck it away as it started to poke up from my skirt, ruining the feminine illusion. 

God,  I  was  hot.  Looking  at  myself  in  the  mirror,  I  couldn’t  help  but  feel  the same  way  I’d  felt  my  whole  childhood:  disappointed  with  the  gender  I’d  been assigned.  I  made  a  sexy  woman.  I  couldn’t  look  away  from  myself.  And  if  I  had been  a  woman,  what  I  was  doing  now  would  have  been  at  least  slightly  more acceptable. As a man, it just seemed straight-up perverted and strange. 

The tingling became more intense. I came down harder, pressing the smooth, metallic handle deeper into my bum with each penetration. God, it felt so good. I didn’t want it to end. If I kept going on all night, would the euphoria just continue to mount,  growing  stronger  and  stronger?  My  legs  trembled.  “Oh  shit,”  I  muttered, biting  my  lip.  I  found  myself  reaching  around,  desperate  for  something  to  hold onto. 

The tip of my erection felt hot now, throbbing, kind of like I had to pee. It was a strange, unfamiliar sensation. I flipped up my skirt and looked down to make sure everything was alright. I was shocked at what I saw: my erect cock oozing drops of  cum  every  couple  of  seconds.  The  anal  stimulation  was  making  me  come, slowly,  over  a  long  period  of  time.  No  wonder  it  felt  so  incredible.  I  continued  to bounce, my legs becoming tired. 

Suddenly,  a  hot  pulse  ran  through  my  body  and  I  trembled  all  over.  It  was incredibly  pleasant,  like  a  drug  had  just  been  injected  into  my  veins.  My  cock suddenly blasted out the last of my load, leaving a huge white puddle on the floor

—far bigger than anything I knew I was capable of making. It must have been the many weeks of saved up cum. 

I took a few minutes to regain my composure, and then I cleaned everything up,  putting  all  my  outfits  back  where  I  found  them,  in  the  off-chance  someone came in and noticed things were out of place. 

I officially had a new addiction—a couple of new addictions, which completely went against the whole reason I enlisted in the army: to be more masculine, to get rid of my effeminate ways. Now, I was dressing up like a girl, taking long phallic objects  from  behind,  making  myself  come  from  anal  stimulation  alone.  And instead  of  trying  to  put  it  all  behind  me,  forgetting  it  ever  happened,  all  I  could think about was whether I could convince others I was really a woman, and where I could go to put myself to the test. 

CHAPTER IV

An addiction can be a consuming thing. It’s easy to create excuses and justify an  addiction,  especially  when  you  get  so  much  pleasure  out  of  indulging.  There was  something  about  knowing  I  could  get  caught  at  any  moment  that  made dressing up like a girl so much more fun. I started sneaking into that warehouse earlier and earlier, while people were still awake and buzzing about the facility. I even started leaving the warehouse door unlocked, and sometimes slightly open, pushing my luck, even hoping slightly that someone would walk in and see me, so I could put my feminine looks to the test. 

I wanted to see someone else’s reaction. I wanted to truly see if I could pass the  test  and  be  mistaken  for  a  woman.  No  one  ever  came  into  that  warehouse while  I  was  wearing  a  dress  or  the  makeup  I’d  found  deep  in  one  of  the  old costume boxes, and that was probably for the best. But every day I came a little bit closer to convincing myself that I could trick anyone into thinking I was really a lady. Each time I saw myself in the mirror, dressed in drag, I became more certain I could have anyone fooled with next to no effort. But no one ever came in to put my looks to the test. 

So  one  night,  I  found  myself  off  of  the  compound,  with  a  bag  stuffed  full  of women’s  clothes,  shoes,  and  makeup.  I  wandered  into  town,  found  a  little bathroom in a public park, and I quickly made my transformation. My heart raced. 

I was finally going to take the plunge, take my female persona into public. I had my sights set on a bar on the far end of town, where I assumed none of my fellow recruits  would  be  hanging  out.  Even  though  I  knew  I  would  be  a  complete stranger,  whether  I  was  found  out  to  be  a  man  or  not,  I  was  still  trembling  as  I walked up to the bar. It was a small town, and people gossiped. I still hadn’t tried my voice in public, and had no idea if it would sound right to others, the way it did to me. 

As I entered the bar, feeling a cool draft crossing my bare legs, I realized I’d failed completely—not at becoming a woman, but at becoming a man. Sure, I was passing more of Lieutenant Richards’s tests than ever, I’d learned to shoot a gun, and  I  could  run  the  obstacle  course  faster  than  half  of  the  other  recruits,  but  I’d somehow  managed  to  become  even  less  of  a  man  than  I  was  before.  When  I enlisted in the army, I was a weak pansy, and now, I was practically a full-blown woman, wearing a skirt and a tiny pair of panties, with my feet stuffed into a cute pair of high-heel shoes, and a long, curly wig on my head. 

I  took  a  seat  at  the  bar,  a  few  seats  down  from  a  group  of  men  who  were closely watching a hockey game. When the bartender noticed me and started in my direction, my heart skipped a beat. “Hey there. What can I get you?” he asked. 

I  took  a  deep,  controlled  breath.  It  was  the  first  time  my  female  voice  was being  used  outside  of  the  privacy  of  that  warehouse  storage  room.  “A  gin  and tonic, please,” I said, keeping my voice quiet, hidden slightly in the sounds of the hockey game to hide any flaws. 

The  bartender  smiled,  nodded,  and  then  turned  to  mix  my  drink  without  any raised eyebrows. My first test was a success. I took another deep breath, letting the tension out from my shoulders. In front of me, behind a shelf of bottles, was a mirror.  I  looked  at  myself  for  a  moment,  giving  myself  some  relief,  reminding myself that I looked good—really good. I was wearing a green plaid skirt, a black blouse,  a  pair  of  fishnet  stockings,  and  a  cute  pair  of  heels.  It  was  my  favourite outfit  of  what  I  had  available  in  that  old  storage  room,  and  surprisingly,  it  didn’t look too dated considering how old the clothes were. 

I carefully brushed a strand of fallen hair off of my face, and then I noticed the men  next  to  me  looking  my  way.  One  of  them  smiled  and  nodded  his  head.  I smiled back. I didn’t think much of it at first, and then I noticed other guys looking my  way.  Sometimes  I  would  look  back  and  catch  multiple  heads  turning  away quickly,  pretending  as  though  they  weren’t  staring  my  way.  I  wasn’t  finished  my first drink yet when a second found itself in front of me. “Oh, sorry, I didn’t order this,” I said. 

“Compliments of the man in the black suit,” the bartender said, motioning down the bar to a surprisingly handsome man with dark hair and an even stubble beard. 

He  was  wearing  a  suit  and  a  tie,  but  you  could  tell  his  was  muscular.  He  had broad  shoulders,  great  posture,  and  a  thick  neck.  He  looked  over  at  me  and smiled. I tasted his drink. I’m not sure what it was, but it was good—and very, very boozy. 

My heart raced. I hadn’t done much yet as a woman in public, but I still felt like I’d  accomplished  the  goal  of  being  a  convincing  lady.  The  gifted  drink  lifted  my spirits way up, even before I took the first sip. It was the ultimate vindication—far more than I’d hoped to accomplish when I left the compound with my bag full of women’s clothing. 

Before  I  finished  the  gifted  drink,  which  I’m  pretty  sure  had  three  shots  of alcohol in it, the handsome man from the other end of the bar came and took a seat next to me. “Do you mind?” he said before sitting down. 

“By  all  means,”  I  said  with  a  smile.  He  smelled  nice,  like  expensive  cologne and  a  hint  of  nice  scotch.  I  looked  down  the  bar,  at  where  he  came  from.  The space was now desolate. I wondered if the man had come alone, and if so, why? 

Was he there to pick up a one-night-stand? Had he just been there to watch the hockey  game?  He  didn’t  seem  like  the  hockey  type.  “Are  you  a  hockey  fan?”  I asked, trying to narrow down the possibilities. 

“Not  so  much.  I  can’t  say  I  know  much  about  the  sport,”  he  said.  He  had  a fairly thick British accent, which made complete sense as soon as I realized it—he had  a  very  British  look  about  him.  “I’m  more  of  a  football  fan—or  I  should  say soccer. My name is William.” He reached out his hand. 

My heart paused for a moment. I hadn’t thought of a name. I hadn’t thought of any  backstory  whatsoever!  For  weeks,  I’d  spent  all  of  my  spare  time  worrying about  mannerisms,  outfits,  makeup  techniques,  and  the  inflection  of  my  voice;  I

hadn’t taken a single moment to choose a name. “I’m Rae,” I said. I don’t know where the name came from. I’d never met anyone named Rae before. 

“Is Rae short for Rachael?” he asked. 

“No, just Rae,” I said. 

“Interesting. I hope you enjoyed that drink. It’s an old favourite of mine.” He told me  the  drink  was  called  a  London  Thunder,  “because  it  feels  like  thunder  going down,” and he was right. There was a hot sharpness to the drink as it went down

—probably  because  of  the  combination  of  cinnamon  and  whisky,  among  other ingredients. 

William’s  eye  contact  was  unrelenting,  or  maybe  it  just  seemed  that  way because  I  was  terribly  nervous  he  was  somehow  going  to  see  through  my disguise by looking me in the eyes. His eyes were light blue, almost translucent. 

There  was  a  mesmerizing  quality  to  his  eyes.  And  he  was  a  great conversationalist,  though  my  heart  stuttered  a  few  times  as  we  talked  and  I hurriedly invented facts about myself on the spot. 

He bought me another drink, and then another. By the time the hockey game on the television was over, I could feel the alcohol in my veins, floating up into my brain. I was starting to lose hold of my inhibitions—but it was my inhibitions that were keeping me sane, keeping me from making stupid decisions. I hadn’t noticed that William had scooched his chair in closer to me until I was leaning against him slightly, carefully slipping my hand onto his thigh. At one point I noticed he had his arm around me, but I couldn’t remember when he’d slipped it around me. 

I went to use the bathroom, and when I emerged, he was there, waiting for me. 

I  looked  into  his  eyes  and  then  he  kissed  me,  placing  his  hands  on  my  hips, pressing his forehead against mine. “My hotel room is just across the street,” he said. In that moment, I couldn’t even remember his name. And as I was trying to remember his name, I realized the insanity of what I was getting myself into. I was about  to  go  home  with  a  strange  man  who  thought  I  was  a  real  woman.  Was  I nuts? Was I looking to get myself killed? He was strong enough to squash me into a  pulp!  And  I’m  sure  he  wouldn’t  just  stop  there  as  soon  as  he  found  out  my reality. 

“I really should be going home,” I said. 

“Let me walk you home.” 

“I’ll be okay. It was nice meeting you,” I said. I gave him one last kiss on the lips, and then I left. His cheeks were red with a combination of humility and defeat. 

CHAPTER V

The busses had stopped running for the night, so I was stuck walking home. It was  probably  for  the  best,  so  I  could  get  some  fresh  air  and  sober  up  before returning to the training compound. After the first ten minutes, I decided to take my heels off and walk barefoot on the grass, watching my feet carefully as I crossed the  roads,  making  sure  I  wasn’t  stepping  in  broken  glass  or  anything  like  that.  I found myself distracted by the full-moon all night. I thought it was comically fitting, that  I  finally  make  my  full-female  transition  into  public  on  a  full-moon,  like  a werewolf, only I was a were-woman. 

When I reached the park where I was intending on changing, I placed my bag down and I took a seat on a bench, to spend just a few more minutes basking in my woman night out. Even though I didn’t do much—I just went to a bar, chatted with a guy, and walked home—I still felt like I had one of the better nights of my life. It felt so good, having people smile at me, buy me drinks, kiss me as if they wanted nothing else in the world but me. It was a nice, warm, fuzzy feeling that I knew  I  would  never  feel  as  a  man,  no  matter  how  manly  I  managed  to  make myself. 

I watched the stars in the sky. When I saw a shooting star, I wished that I could be a woman for real. Of course I didn’t believe in any of that superstitious stuff, but I figured it was worth a shot anyway. If I’d been a real woman, I wouldn’t have to worry about people recognizing me, and I wouldn’t have to worry about sneaking around to try on women’s clothing. I would have never joined the army—I would have been perfectly content with my real life, pursuing whatever I wanted without being judged and called a pussy. Maybe in another life, I told myself, and then I started walking home. 

The night air was warm and slightly humid. The streets were totally desolate, as  if  I  had  them  all  to  myself.  There  was  a  peculiar  serenity  to  the  night  that  I hadn’t  felt  in  so  long—long  before  I  found  myself  at  an  army  training  facility. 

Wanting to bask in that serenity for just a few moments longer, I ended up taking a long  detour  through  the  town’s  winding  streets,  making  my  way  back  to  the compound as slowly as I could. I knew I had to be up early for training, but I didn’t care.  It  was  worth  it  to  bask  just  a  little  bit  longer  in  the  warm  calmness  of  the summer night. 

I  walked  by  a  bar,  which  was  glowing  a  bright  orange,  but  quiet  as  they prepared  to  close  for  the  night.  A  few  stragglers  wandered  out,  some  of  them stumbling  in  their  drunkenness,  heading  off  in  different  directions  until  they returned the next day for another booze-fest. A few of them didn’t look drunk at all, dressed in military gear, heading towards the same compound I was headed for. 

One  of  the  men  looked  back  at  me  and  I  recognized  him  immediately:  it  was Lieutenant Richards. I stopped dead in my tracks, a cold shiver running down my spine. He smiled at me. After a moment of confused hesitation, I smiled back. He started to approach. 

I realized in that moment that I’d forgotten to change out from my female attire. 

I still had my male clothes stuffed into my bag, which I’d left back at the park. Shit. 

Would he recognize me? He’d seen my face up close every day for months—how could  he  not  recognize  me?  “Hey  miss,”  he  said.  “You  look  lost.  Do  you  need directions home?” 

My lips parted but I couldn’t think of any words to say, nor could I muster up the energy to say anything at all. 

“Are you okay?” he said. 

“I’m okay,” I said. “Just out enjoying the night.” 

“I haven’t seen you around here before. Are you from here?” 

“Um, no, just visiting,” I said. “My brother’s training for the army, and I came to see him.” 

He looked at me curiously and closely—far closer than I was comfortable with. 

“Who’s your brother? If you don’t mind my asking…” 

I  instantly  regretted  the  lie  as  soon  as  I  said  it.  Lieutenant  Richards  knew everyone  on  the  compound,  and  I  should  have  known  he  would  end  up  asking whoever I said about their visiting sister. So I had no choice, I had to be my own sister.  “Eric  Reynolds.  Do  you  know  him?”  I  asked  as  a  cold  shiver  ran  up  my spine. 

His  eyes  lit  up.  “Reynolds?  I  know  him  quite  well—shaping  up  to  be  an excellent soldier,” he said with a big smile. I couldn’t tell if he was being honest, sarcastic,  or  just  lying  for  the  sake  of  conversing  with  a  young  woman  who  he didn’t want to offend. 

“He  was  showing  me  around  town,  but  then  he  had  to  head  back  to  the compound. He said he had to be up early.” 

“I  wish  he  would  have  told  me,  I  could  have  given  him  the  morning  off,” 

Lieutenant Richards said. Again, I couldn’t tell if he was being honest or if he was just  lying  to  make  himself  sound  nicer.  I’d  never  heard  of  Lieutenant  Richards giving  anyone  the  morning  off  for  any  reason  whatsoever.  Then  again,  I  doubt anyone ever asked, too intimidated by his thick stature and his straight face. “Did you at least get a chance to see the pier?” he asked. 

“The  pier?  No,  we  didn’t  make  it  down  to  the  pier,”  I  said.  I  was  starting  to relax.  I’d  lucked  into  a  lie  that  would  help  protect  my  identity:  even  if  he  did somewhat recognize me, the similarity would be explained away by the fact I was Private  Reynolds’s  sister.  All  I  had  to  do  was  refrain  from  slipping  into  my  male voice—and  keep  my  wig  on  straight—otherwise,  it  was  looking  like  I  was  in  the clear. 

“Well you have to see the pier at night while you’re in town. If you’ve got a few minutes, I can take you down and show you now,” he said. 

“Yes, sir,” I said. I tried to catch myself before saying   sir , but I failed. It was a force of habit. I could feel my cheeks becoming warm as they became red. 

He laughed. “No need to call me sir. Just call me Tyler,” he said. I had no idea his first name was Tyler. Now that I knew his name, he suddenly seemed so much more real, so much more of a human and less of a robot. 

On  our  way  down  to  the  pier,  he  told  me  about  his  days  as  a  recruit  at  the same army base. “That was years ago,” he said, though it couldn’t have been too many years ago, seeing as he wasn’t terribly older than me. “I used to be just like your brother: small, I could hardly hold a gun, I couldn’t clear the obstacle course. 

The only difference is that your brother is progressing much faster than I ever did,” 

he said. 

“Maybe he just has a good teacher,” I said. 

He laughed, his cheeks turning red. “Well, I’m doing the best I can. I’m giving him a lot more attention than I should be—he just reminds me so much of myself, it’s hard not to.” It was weird hearing about Lieutenant Richards’s recruit days. He was  just  as  small  and  weak  as  me?  And  he  managed  to  fight  in  two  wars  and work his way up to lieutenant? Maybe I wasn’t so hopeless after all. All I needed to do was lose the feminization obsession…

“This is it—this is the pier,” he said as we came around a corner. There was a long dock that reached out into the water. “You need to walk all the way down to get the full effect.” 

I was doing my best not to stumble as I walked. The alcohol was still flowing strong in my body. Had it not been for the liquor, I probably would have found a way to escape before Lieutenant Richards even said a single word to me. Instead, I was doing nothing to escape, even enjoying his company. 

At  the  end  of  the  pier,  the  stars  looked  magnificent.  “There’s  almost  no  light pollution down here. The old leather factory blocks out all the city light,” he said, motioning  towards  the  sky,  which  looked  absolutely  stunning.  I  had  no  idea  the stars could be so bright. And the night sky was far from black: for the first time in my life, I could make out shades or purple and blue between the vastness of the faraway burning suns. 

“It’s beautiful,” I said, unable to look away. 

“How long are you in town for?” he asked. 

“Just for the night,” I said, “and then I’m heading back home.” 

“Where’s home?” he said. “And when do you think you’ll be back?” 

“It’s far from here, and I don’t know if I’ll ever be back, to be honest,” I said. I had this cold feeling in my gut, telling me it was time to put away the dresses and the skirts and the panties, and start acting like a man. I was making good progress at the base, there was no need to compromise such good progress with a cross-dressing obsession. 

“Well just in case I never see you again…” he said, and then he leaned forward and kissed me. I froze. I didn’t kiss back. I had too many thoughts clogging up my brain,  stopping  it  from  functioning  altogether.  I  didn’t  even  close  my  eyes—or blink. After a few seconds, he leaned back. “Is everything alright? I’m sorry, am I

being  too  forward?  I  had  a  few  drinks…  I’m  not  usually  like  this,”  he  said,  his cheeks becoming a dark shade of red. 

It was so strange, seeing him acting so normal, so sensitive, so vulnerable. I’d always thought he was invincible, made of iron and lead, incapable of expressing any emotions. But he really was just a real person, a real man. Again, had it not been for the alcohol, I would have made a clean escape and I would have put the random encounter behind me, but instead I leaned forward and returned the kiss. 

He didn’t even hesitate before kissing back. 

His hands found my sides and he pulled me close. After just a few seconds, his tongue slipped in through my lips. I put my hands on his body, which was as hard as a chiselled statue of marble. His arms were completely rigid and bulging, his chest was stacked, his abs were deep and sharp. I couldn’t stop exploring his body  with  my  hands,  feeling  every  inch  of  every  impressive  muscle.  He  was  so strong—he would have had no issues overpowering me in any way he wanted. He could  have  pinned  me  down  with  one  finger  and  fucked  me  senseless.  In  that moment, I wanted him to. 

But as his hands began to creep up to my chest, I remembered one important fact:  I  was  a  man.  I  didn’t  have  a  pussy  for  him  to  pound  raw,  or  tits  for  him  to squeeze  firmly  in  his  hands.  I  just  had  some  socks  stuffed  into  a  padded  bra, which he was now squeezing, luckily too naïve or too drunk to realize weren’t the real thing. For some reason, I let him go on, squeezing tight, exhaling deeply in a state of mounting elation. 

He probably wanted to fuck, right there on that dock. Whenever we broke our kiss  for  a  breath  of  air,  I  noticed  him  looking  around,  making  sure  no  one  was around and watching. No one was watching, and I could tell he noticed, too. He started to pull my blouse up. “Wait,” I said. “Not here.” 

“Let’s go to your place,” he said. 

“We can’t. I don’t think this is a good idea.” 

“We can’t go back to the compound. They won’t let you in with me.” 

“Maybe  we  shouldn’t  do  this.  I  like  you,  Lieutenant  Richards,  but  I  think  we should end this before we get carried away.” 

He  looked  at  me  with  wide  eyes.  “How  did  you  know  my  last  name  and  my rank?” 

A lump formed in my throat before I was able to invent a lie to pull myself out from my hole. “Huh?” I was able to say. 

“How did you know I was Lieutenant Richards—I never told you that,” he said. 

“Uh—Eric must have mentioned your name at some point.” 

He stared at me with narrowed eyes for a long, quiet moment. 

CHAPTER VI

“I  should  be  going,”  I  said,  and  then  he  grabbed  my  arm  before  I  could  turn away from him. 

“Stop.  Hold  on  just  one  minute.  Your  hair…”  he  said,  looking  at  my  head.  “I know that hair.” 

My heart skipped a series of beats, leaving me lightheaded. 

“It’s a wig—the wig from storage. My God…” he said, taking a step back, his eyes widening. “You—what in the hell are you doing, Private?” 

“I—I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said. 

“Don’t  give  me  that  shit,  Private.  What  the  hell  do  you  think  you’re  doing, leaving the compound like this? And then I let you… I mean… My God…” He was just  as  flustered  as  me,  his  face  turning  redder  and  redder  with  each  passing second. The warm air became silent and that pier suddenly seemed exceptionally isolated,  like  there  wasn’t  another  soul  around  for  miles—no  one  to  hear  my scream  if  he  decided  to  snap  my  neck  and  toss  my  body  into  the  water.  He’d fought  on  the  front  lines  of  two  wars  before,  I  could  only  imagine  he’d  killed  a number of people much stronger than me. 

He  took  a  few  deep,  controlled  breaths,  and  then  said,  “On  your  knees, Private.” 

I stood frozen, unable to move, my joints locked and rigid as if I hadn’t moved in years. 

“Private!” he said, and then I dropped to my knees so fast, he hardly finished speaking before my knees were touching the wooden dock. I looked up at him, but only  for  a  moment  as  he  stared  down  at  me  with  his  dark,  intimidating  eyes.  I looked away swiftly, looking out at the water where I had a feeling I was about to end up. 

Then, when I looked back up, he started to do away with his belt. He pulled his belt away and tossed it aside, proceeding to his fly and making quick work of his pants. “What are you waiting for, Private? Suck my cock.” 

My heart was pounding into my ribcage hard enough that it hurt. He flipped his cock  out  from  his  boxers.  It  was  long  and  thick,  curving  slightly  to  one  side.  It looked  heavy  and  intimidating.  I’d  never  touched  another  man’s  cock  before.  I’d never even pictured myself touching another man’s cock before. And now, I was reaching  out  slowly,  about  to  suck  him  off  for  my  life.  Carefully,  I  wrapped  my fingers around his girth. I was right, it was heavy. It was warm and I could feel it throbbing powerfully. 

I started to stroke it, feeling it harden fast, watching as the bulbous tip emerged from its stretching foreskin container. “I said suck it, Private,” he said. I took one big, deep breath, and then I closed my eyes and leaned forward. How bad could it be? 

I sunk his growing girth through my lips, sliding it along my wet tongue towards the  back  of  my  mouth.  I  began  to  bob  my  head  back  and  forth,  running  my  lips along  his  impressive  rod,  which  was  now  as  hard  as  a  stone,  extending  all  the way into the back of my throat, making me gag slightly with every penetration. I managed to stop myself from gagging too loudly, but I couldn’t stop myself from drooling down the side of my face. I tried to wipe the drool off of my cheeks, but Lieutenant Richards just said, “Hands behind your back, Private.” So I clasped my hands behind my back while he face-fucked me with his huge, hard rod. 

“You know, you make a very beautiful woman, Private. And you suck a mean cock.” 

“Thank you, sir,” I said, surfacing for long enough to get a breath in. 

“I mean it. You’ve got very pretty eyes.” He sunk his fingers into my hair and began to gently massage my scalp as I continued to suck his long cock. Now that I had gotten going, it wasn’t so bad. His cock felt kind of nice, the way it throbbed warmly against my tongue, and I’d stopped gagging. I learned to keep my throat open so that I could take more of his length and keep my gag reflex under control. 

Though I wasn’t able to stop the saliva from running mercilessly down the side of my face. 

“Stand  up,  Private,”  Lieutenant  Richards  said,  and  I  followed  his  command. 

“Turn around, and put your hands on the railing.” I did that too. He reached under my  skirt  and  tugged  my  panties  down  to  my  knees  with  a  single  swift  yank.  He reached  between  my  legs  and  ran  his  fingers  from  my  ball  sack  to  my  tight rectum.  Carefully,  he  penetrated  me  slightly  with  his  fingertip,  pushing  in  just enough to make my body tense up. “Don’t clench, Private. You need to learn to relax.” 

He took a step forward with his saliva-covered cock in his hand. He pressed the tip of it up against my tight hole. “Relax, Private,” he said, and then he began to  push  in,  exhaling  deeply  as  his  long  member  entered  my  body.  “You  know,  I used to wear the same wig when I was a recruit—and the same skirt. But I love the blouse. Was that in the storage room, too?” he asked. 

“Yes,”  I  managed  to  say  through  clenched  teeth.  His  cock,  stretching  out  my asshole, hurt like a son of a bitch. It seemed to slide in endlessly, as if his cock had grown twice the size since I had it in my mouth. Had it slid in any further, it would have been choking me. “I said relax, Private. That’s an order.” He started to thrust in and out. 

I did my best to let my shoulders relax, to let my asshole unclench. It wasn’t easy. I could go a few seconds before clenching again, and after a minute or so, I could go twice that long. 

And then when he hit the sweet spot—shooting a pleasure I’d never felt before through  my  body—I  couldn’t  clench  to  save  my  life.  I  was  totally  relaxed, surrendered  to  his  thick  cock.  His  dick  was  pressing  against  something magnificent,  sending  pulse-wave  after  pulse-wave  of  euphoria  through  my  body, 

trembling  in  my  bones.  I’d  never  felt  anything  like  it.  “Oh  God,  right  there,”  I moaned. 

“Tell me how much you like it, Private.” 

“I love it. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.” I could feel his cock bloating, stiffening further,  getting  ready  to  come.  I  didn’t  want  him  to  come.  I  wanted  him  to  keep going. “Don’t come, Lieutenant. Don’t stop!” 

He  grunted  with  each  thrust,  filling  me  up  entirely,  his  hard,  muscular  pelvis slapping  against  my  ass.  “Just  like  that!”  I  said.  My  legs  were  shaking.  I  was hardly able to stand upright. “Jerk me off.” 

He obeyed my command, reaching around and grabbing my cock firmly in his hand. I was already erect. He started to stroke my length quickly, determined to get me off so he wouldn’t have to hold on any longer. “I’m going to come,” he said through clenched teeth. 

“Don’t  come.  Just  hold  on.  A  little  bit  longer,”  I  said.  My  head  was  spinning. 

The stars seemed to be flashing bright colours in my eyes. I fell forward, my chest pressing  up  against  the  flimsy  dock  railing.  My  legs  were  useless,  trembling uncontrollably.  My  asshole  was  clenching  over  and  over,  puckering  against  his swelling cock. 

“I  can’t  hold  on  any  longer,”  he  said  before  a  long,  deep  grunt,  and  then  he came down hard, pressing his pelvis hard against my butt cheeks, coming in huge bursts. I felt his hot load filling me up deep. “Oh fuck!” he yelled. 

I came in near-unison, my cum blasting out all over the dock railing and into the water below. It was the greatest orgasm of my life, totally powerful, seemingly never-ending. It was slightly disappointing when he stepped back and slipped his long rod out from my tight asshole. 

We  were  both  silent  for  a  while  as  we  caught  our  breath  and  adjusted  our clothes. “I expect to see you at the obstacle course with everyone else at zero-six-hundred,” he said to me as he turned to leave. 

“Yes, sir,” I said. 

“Tomorrow is a big day: twelve hours of hard training. There won’t be any time to rest, so get lots of rest tonight.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“After that, the storage room is all yours. There are some green boxes in the far back corner that you might be interested in: lots of wigs and ladies’ costumes. 

There’s a red dress I think would look especially good on you.” 

I was silent for a moment. “Yes, sir,” I said sheepishly. 

“I’ll see you back there at nineteen-hundred. Got it, Private?” 

A warmth filled my heart. Over the next few days, Lieutenant Richards treated me  absolutely  no  differently  than  he  had  before,  at  least  during  regular  training

hours. After hours was a different story, and we had a lot of fun, though I will admit there were some mornings where it was harder to walk than others. 

Lieutenant  Richards  taught  me  the  most  valuable  lesson  of  my  life:  that  you can still be manly even if you want to be a woman. Once I was comfortable with the  guns,  I  was  the  best  shooter  in  my  squad.  I  was  the  third  fastest  on  the obstacle  course,  and  I  was  even  commended  by  a  visiting  general  who  was impressed  by  my  discipline.  I  never  got  much  bigger  though.  Even  as  I  got stronger,  I  held  onto  my  smaller  stature,  which  I  was  secretly  happy  about, because it meant I would continue to look great in those skirts and dresses. And those skirts and dresses were an obsession I wasn’t interested in losing. 

THE END
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THE OTHER TEAM

When  Martin  doesn’t  make  the  cut  at  try-outs  for  the  third  year  in  a  row,  he figures it’s time to hang up the skates and move on from his failed hockey career. 

That is, until he gets a crazy idea that might just land him his dream job playing professional hockey—an idea that involves raiding his sister’s closet and getting dolled up for the upcoming women’s team try-out. 

CHAPTER I

I didn’t make the cut. After a gruelling two-week long try-out, my name didn’t end  up  on  that  little  list  in  the  hallway,  that  list  that  everyone  was  now  gathered around to look at. There was a combination of excited cheering and disappointed sighing in that crowd. I didn’t contribute to either sound. I was completely silent as the group of hockey players dispersed with either smiles or frowns on their faces. 

I’d sighed before, many times, but now I was just getting used to it. It was starting to set in: I wasn’t cut out to be a professional hockey player. 

It was my lifelong dream: to travel around with the team, play in front of crowds (I would have even taken small crowds), have my statistics tracked on a website with a little picture of my face. I wanted to win a trophy that wasn’t just some stock piece  from  the  bargain  bin  down  at  the  trophy  store.  But  I’d  failed  the  try-outs three years straight now, and soon, I was going to be too old to try-out. 

I saw Coach Brown leaving his office down the hall. I thought about going up to him and asking why I didn’t make it. I was a great shooter—I had one of the best wrist-shots  of  the  lot.  I  could  skate  way  faster  than  any  of  the  other  guys.  But  I didn’t go up to the coach to ask why I didn’t make the cut, because I knew exactly why I didn’t make the cut; he’d told me the same thing the last two times I’d failed:

“You’re  just  too  small,”  he  said.  “You’re  trying  out  for  a  contact  league,  Martin. 

These guy throw big hits.” It didn’t help that I suffered from terrible performance anxiety.  Coach  Brown  never  got  to  see  my  great  shot  or  my  impressive  speed because I always froze up the moment my skates touched the ice and his eyes were on me. 

I  was  5’5”,  and  one-hundred  and  twenty-five  pounds.  The  coach  was  right,  I was probably too small, but I was agile and sure I would have no problem dodging all of the hits that were thrown at me. There were a few small guys in the NHL, so why couldn’t I at least make the KSHL—the Kansas State Hockey League? Why did I have to be stuck playing shinny in Topeka? 

For  years,  I  would  measure  my  height  weekly,  hoping  that  I  was  just  a  late-bloomer,  and  my  growth-spurt  would  happen  any  day.  But  I  was  eighteen  now, and that growth-spurt just wasn’t happening. I just had to come to face the reality: I was too small, and I would always be too small. 

Coach Brown made a quick moment of awkward eye-contact with me and then he kept on heading towards wherever he was headed—probably somewhere he wouldn’t have to face all of the rejects who were wondering why they didn’t make the cut. It was fairly obvious what the coach was looking for, just by looking at the list of guys who had made it: big, heavy guys who could throw their weight around. 

Coach  Brown  wasn’t  looking  to  assemble  a  team  of  quick,  skilled  players.  He knew that KSHL games were won with strength and grit. I knew it, too. I’d gone and  watched  a  fair  share  of  KSHL  matches—almost  all  of  the  Topeka  Warriors games. 

I  thought  about  moving  down  to  another  town,  one  where  the  qualifications were easier and the competition wasn’t quite as stiff. But what was the point? The Topeka Warriors won the Kansas Cup pretty much every year, and it was the only KSHL team that AHL scouts came to watch. Sure, on the other teams I would get to travel and play in front of decent-sized crowds, but that would be the end of my hockey career—so was it really worth it? 

What  else  was  I  doing  with  my  hockey  career?  Failing  try-outs  for  the hundredth time in Topeka? At least if I swallowed my pride and went for an easier team,  I  would  get  to  play  on  teams  like  The  Wichita  Thunder  or  The  Shawnee Leopards. Was that better than nothing? I wasn’t sure…

I took a seat on the bench across from the listed players, placing my hockey bag  and  stick  down  on  floor,  between  my  feet.  I  zoned  out.  I  didn’t  want  to  go home,  because  I  knew  what  was  waiting  for  me:  an  incredibly  awkward confrontation with my parents. The year before, they were so sure I was making the  team,  they  threw  a  surprise  party  for  me,  complete  with  a  banner  that  read

‘CONGRATULATIONS!’.  It  was  horribly  embarrassing  when  I  announced  that  I didn’t make the cut, and the party became terribly silent. Hopefully my parents had learned their lesson, and there wasn’t a similar party awaiting me, but even just their, “Well? Did you make it?” was hard enough to face. 

I  could  hear  the  muffled  cheering  of  the  selected  players  ringing  from  one  of the change rooms, down the hall. The lobby was now completely empty, save for myself  sitting  alone  on  the  bench;  everyone  else  had  left  the  building,  started towards  home.  There  was  a  very  faint  high-pitched  whining  sound  coming  from the bathroom; it was either a fan in need of repairs or someone was crying in a stall. I wasn’t interested in finding out, so I just pretended like it was a fan. 

Under  the  list  of  selected  players  was  a  note:  ‘For  those  of  you  who  didn’t make the cut, we hope to see you back next year!’ I’d never heard anyone say, 

‘Fourth  time’s  a  charm’  before.  My  dad  said,  “Don’t  worry,  Marty—third  time’s  a charm!” to me before I left that morning. 

The arena’s entrance door opened and a girl about my age walked in, carrying a big hockey bag that seemed to be too heavy for her, and a stick that appeared to  be  too  small,  even  for  her  small-stature.  She  looked  around  with  a  confused look on her face, spinning in a slow circle as she scanned the various posters and signs on the walls. Finally, her eyes met mine. “Excuse me, I think I might be lost,” 

she said. 

“What are you looking for?” I asked. 

“Is this the Southwood Arena?” 

“Yeah,” I said. 

“Oh,”  she  said,  and  then  she  continued  on  down  the  hall,  awkwardly  looking around, looking terribly out of place. 

Coach  Brown  emerged  from  the  room  he’d  receded  into,  now  heading  back towards his office. The lost girl stopped him. “Excuse me, do you work here?” she

asked. 

“I do, how can I help you?” 

“I  think  I’m  a  bit  late,  but  the  try-outs  for  the  girls’  team  start  today,  right?  I missed my bus, and the next bus was late…” 

“You  aren’t  late,  you’re  exceptionally  early.  Try-outs  start  tomorrow,  darling,” 

Coach Brown said. 

The girl was silent for a moment and then she laughed. “I must have gotten my dates mixed up. Alright then, I’ll be back tomorrow. Bye!” She turned around and headed back for the door, her big hockey bag looking even heavier, throwing her slightly  off  balance  as  she  lugged  it  towards  her  bus  stop.  As  she  reached  the door,  she  placed  the  bag  down  to  give  her  shoulders  a  rest.  She  took  a  deep breath. I felt bad for the girl. By the looks of it, she’d been lugging the bag around for the better part of the day. “Can I carry your bag for you?” I said. 

She looked at me with conflicted eyes, like she wanted to be polite and insist on doing it herself, but she also desperately wanted to have a rest from carrying around her heavy bag. 

“Just  to  your  bus  stop?”  I  said,  lifting  the  bag  up.  It  was  surprisingly  light.  I nearly  threw  it  into  the  air  by  mistake  when  I  picked  it  up,  expecting  something much, much heavier. 

“Thank  you  so  much,”  she  said  to  me  as  we  started  towards  her  bus  stop, which was just a few blocks away. “What’s your name?” 

“Marty Jacobs, and yours?” 

“Karen  Smith,”  she  said.  “Nice  to  meet  you.”  It  took  me  a  moment  to  realize where  I’d  heard  her  name  before.  She  was  the  first-line  centre  for  the  women’s Topeka Warriors team. Her name was printed above the cubby next to the one I usually used in the change room. Team members got their own cubbies, and the rest  of  us—the  people  who  just  came  in  for  drop-in  games  and  stick-and-puck sessions—got the leftovers. 

I felt suddenly envious of Karen, but it took me a minute to figure out exactly why. She didn’t know how lucky she was, being short, thin, and still being able to make  the  team—not  just  make  the  team,  but  make  the  first  line.  The  girls  didn’t win  the  Kansas  Cup  the  year  before,  but  they  made  the  final  round,  and  lost  in game five, so they were pretty close. Karen, a girl who could barely carry her own hockey bag, was living my dream. 

“Thanks again for this,” she said as I placed her bag down at the bus stop. 

“It’s my pleasure,” I said, and then I turned to leave, headed back in the other direction to retrieve my own bag from where I’d left it in the arena lobby. 

On my way back, a funny thought occurred to me: what was stopping me from trying  out  for  the  girls’  team?  You  always  hear  stories  about  guys  identifying  as girls  so  they  can  compete  in  and  dominate  girls’  sports.  Just  the  day  before,  I’d read  a  headline  about  a  man  in  New  Zealand  who  had  set  a  whole  bunch  of

weightlifting records, who called himself a woman. They showed his picture, and he was no woman: bald, no tits, a clear bulge where his cock was stuffed in his tight shorts. At least have the effort to put on a wig and get a padded bra…

I laughed, and then I thought about it more seriously. What was stopping me from trying out for the girls’ team? It’s not like they ask for any identification, and there isn’t any blood test you have to pass. Of course, I don’t think I’d be as lucky as the New Zealand weightlifter if I walked in as my usual self and wrote my name down on the signup form, but with a wig, a padded bra, and a little bit of makeup, no one was going to say anything. I didn’t even have to be a pretty woman—I just had to look like I   could  be a woman. Besides, half the girls on the hockey team weren’t exactly any guy’s first choice—most of them were fairly butch. Sure, some of them were petite and cute, like Karen, but the girls who were put on defence—

they were far from being girly girls. 

I  laughed  at  the  notion  again,  but  as  the  day  went  on,  it  seemed  more  and more  plausible.  As  I  sat  on  the  bus,  with  my  gear  sitting  heavily  on  my  lap,  the idea started to make more sense. It had been many years since my parents had last gone to one of my games. I could tell them I’d made the team, and they would have no idea I would be going out to play with the girls. I would get more points than ever before, and best of all, I would get to be in the girls’ change room, with all of the girls. 

“Well, did you make the team?” my dad asked me as I walked in the door. 

I  smiled.  “Sure  did,”  I  said.  “First  practice  is  tomorrow.”  My  heart  skipped  a beat.  I  was  really  going  to  do  it—I  was  really  going  to  try  out  for  the  local  girls’

hockey team. 

CHAPTER II

Luckily,  my  sister  was  out  for  the  night,  so  I  was  able  to  sneak  into  her bedroom  and  steal  a  few  things.  I  made  sure  to  take  only  things  she  wouldn’t notice  missing—things  from  the  bottom  of  her  closet,  lost  under  piles  of  clothes that hadn’t been touched in years. Our mom was always telling her to take all of her  old  clothes  to  a  donation  bin,  but  my  sister  was  always  too  lazy,  and  too stubborn, certain that one day she would dig through those mounds of clothes and find something she wanted to wear. 

I found an old bra with thick pads from before my sister’s chest had developed. 

I could still remember the day she started wearing the thing—my father made fun of her, saying she looked silly with a sudden pair of tits when she had nothing the day before. The bra was designed to make flat-chested girls into C-cup girls, and now it was going to be used to make a flat-chested boy into a C-cup girl. I tried the bra on quickly before stuffing it into my bag of things that I would take back to my own bedroom. It fit surprisingly well, and the fake tits looked surprisingly realistic, though  they  didn’t  feel  quite  as  squishy  and  soft  as  real  tits—no  one  would  be touching them but me anyway. 

I thought about just wearing my own sweatpants and one of my own old t-shirt to the rink, but I didn’t want to have anyone recognize me. If I really was going to go through with this silly idea, then I needed to be careful it didn’t end in complete humiliation. Even if Coach Brown was the only person there that knew who I was, I still didn’t want to risk it. Unfortunately, my sister didn’t own any sweatpants, but she did own a few pairs of athletic tights. I tried one black pair on. I thought the tights would be suffocating and uncomfortable, but it was actually the opposite: I felt like I was wearing nothing at all, though they looked ridiculous with my boxers all bunched up. I tried straightening out my boxers, but no matter how hard I tried, it wasn’t happening. 

A chill ran down my spine. If I was going to wear the tights (and I didn’t have many  other  options),  then  I  was  going  to  have  to  wear  a  pair  of  my  sister’s panties.  I  felt  stupid  holding  a  pair  of  black,  lacy  panties  up,  and  I  felt  even stupider as I stepped into them, pulling them up my legs and over my crotch. They actually held everything in place quite effectively, even making my package look like a slightly plump camel toe, though they made me realize I was going to have to shave. I never realized how hairy my upper-thighs and crotch-area was until I had a tiny pair of panties on. I grabbed a few pairs of identical undies and stuffed them into my bag. 

I nabbed a few pairs of black socks that had cute lacy decorations at the top, to match the panties (I was going to be stripping down to my undies in the change room, so I needed to be convincing on all fronts). The socks pulled all the way up to my knees, and actually made my legs look pretty good. I never really realized how slender my legs were, and how curvy my butt was. 

Next, I needed to pick out a few tops that I could wear over the next couple of weeks for the try-outs—and beyond, assuming I made the team—

I stopped digging through the closet as the thought occurred to me: what if I made  the  team?  The  season  was  six  months  long,  with  practice  four  times  a week, and two games a week on top of that. Then there was the travelling, days spent on the bus, sharing rooms with the other girls, spending every waking hour with the team. If my plan worked, and I got a spot on the girls’ hockey team, then I was going to be spending the better part of the next six months as a woman. A chill buzzed through my body. Was I crazy? Had I lost my mind? Pulling off being a convincing woman for two weeks is one thing—what about pulling it off for six months,  stripping  down  to  my  undies  in  a  room  full  of  girls  almost  every  single day? 

It  seemed  so  ludicrous,  but  I  carried  on  digging  through  my  sister’s  closet. 

Even in all of its insanity, it still seemed like my only option, the only way I would ever  get  to  realize  my  dream  of  being  on  a  winning  team,  travelling  around, playing in front of crowds. 

I  picked  out  a  few  athletic  shirts.  They  were  all  tight  (apparently,  my  sister didn’t  own  anything  that  wasn’t  fitted  tight  to  her  body),  and  they  all  brought attention to the bust of my chest. I tried on a number of different options, hoping to find items that wouldn’t make me look quite so busty, and then I realized that the bust was probably a good thing—it would take attention away from my face, which was,  after  all,  the  part  of  me  that  was  at  risk  of  being  recognized.  I  nabbed  a couple of hoodies that looked adequately girly, that I could throw over my athletic shirts in the rink. 

Then, I dug through my sister’s drawers, filling my bag full of her old makeup supplies,  things  that  looked  like  they  hadn’t  been  touched  in  some  time.  I  didn’t know what most of it did, but that’s what Google is for. I needed to be careful not to  take  too  much,  because  regardless  of  whether  or  not  she  used  any  of  it,  she would notice if half the drawer was suddenly empty. 

On my way out, I realized that, if my plan worked, I was going to need more than  just  clothes  to  wear  to  the  rink  every  day.  What  would  I  wear  to  team dinners?  What  would  I  wear  to  the  awards  ceremonies?  What  would  I  wear  to team  meetings?  I’d  been  to  a  few  awards  ceremonies  before,  and  the  girls  that showed up never just wore their training clothes—they usually got dolled up; some of them even looked pretty hot. 

So I returned to my sister’s closet, and I continued digging, trying to find some special occasion outfits. I found one little red dress that I was tempted to try on, so I  did.  It  looked  super  cute  on  me,  shaping  my  body  perfectly  and  making  my curves look phenomenal. I did a little lap around the room with my eyes glued to my reflection. It was scary how well some of the outfits fit me. I knew I had a small body, but did I have a chick’s body? Friends had told me that before, mockingly, but  until  that  moment  that  I  was  staring  at  myself  in  the  little  red  dress,  I  didn’t believe it. Now, I was wondering how I’d never noticed before. 

I went back to the closet and continued to dig, seeing what else I had at my disposal.  In  a  clear  plastic  slip,  I  ended  up  finding  a  blonde  wig.  It  was  labelled

‘country gal costume’, and under it was a little plaid outfit I remembered my sister wearing for Halloween one year. I held the wig up. It looked realistic enough. Still in the red dress, I slipped the wig on my head and I adjusted it accordingly. It was long with loose curls. It took a moment for me to get it look right, but once I had it on nicely, it looked great. I hadn’t even put a speck of makeup on, and I already didn’t  recognize  myself.  I’d  never  had  hair  long  enough  to  reach  past  my eyebrows  before,  and  now  my  hair  was  past  my  nipples.  It  completely  changed the shape of my face, somehow making my features look softer, more feminine. 

I  kind  of  liked  the  way  I  looked,  though  I  would  have  never  admitted  that  to anyone,  ever.  For  once,  my  petite-stature  made  sense—for  once,  it  actually complimented my looks. 

I slipped out of the dress and then I slipped into the bathroom, to get a good, close shave, all over my body. Around my parents, I was going to have to wear full-length pants, so I wouldn’t have to try to explain why my legs were perfectly smooth. As for my face, that wasn’t an issue at all. I only had a few little blonde hairs that took months to grow. One quick pass with the razor, and my face was as smooth as a baby’s bottom. 

I’d never shaved my crotch before. Now that it was smooth and hairless, my cock  looked  huge.  I’d  heard  that  shaving  down  there  adds  a  bit  of  perceived length,  but  I  never  would  have  guessed  it  added  entire  inches!  I’d  always considered myself to be fairly average, but looking in the mirror now, I would say I was well-above average. 

Before going to bed, I did a makeup test run. Try-outs started at noon, and I had  no  idea  how  long  it  would  take  me  to  do  my  makeup.  Ten  minutes?  Thirty minutes? An hour? Three hours? My sister sometimes spent many hours locked in the bathroom, doing her makeup and her hair. I’d always just assumed she was doing  other  things,  like  texting,  maybe  playing  games  on  her  phone,  reading trashy  magazines,  but  I  quickly  learned  that  she  was  probably  really  doing  her makeup.  It  took  forever!  Just  getting  the  eyeliner  on  right  took  a  good  twenty minutes.  Mimicking  the  little  flick  at  the  corner  of  my  eyes  that  I’d  seen  girls  do before took another ten minutes. 

But  it  was  kind  of  fun.  A  quick  Google  search  showed  me  thousands  of different  makeup  possibilities—so  much  to  try,  so  much  to  make  me  look  so different. My favourite was the eye-shadow. It wasn’t easy to get right, but when I finally got it on well, I looked as sexy as hell. Every time I would apply one step, I would  have  to  go  back  and  adjust  a  previous  step.  With  the  eye-shadow  on,  I realized  that  my  eyeliner  wasn’t  quite  thick  enough  to  show  through.  Then,  with the mascara, I realized I had everything on far too thick, and I was starting to look like  a  cheap  hooker.  I  washed  my  face  completely  a  few  times,  restarting  from step-one, making sure I was getting it done right. I didn’t want to walk into those try-outs  and  have  everyone  stare  at  me  like  I’d  stumbled  in  from  the  mental institution. 

My first successful run, from clean-face to dolled-up, took me just over an hour. 

I figured I could be a bit quicker with some practice, and I wasn’t going to get quite so glamorous for the try-outs, but at least I had a time estimate to work with. 

I packed everything—clothes and makeup supplies—into a bag, and I stashed the bag deep into the corner of my closet. It was late when I finally went to bed, and  much,  much  later  when  I  was  finally  able  to  fall  asleep.  It  was  hard  to  fall asleep, knowing I was potentially setting myself up for the biggest humiliation of my life. It wasn’t too late to turn back and forget I ever considered the crazy idea…

But what else could I do? I wanted to play hockey, and I wanted to be on a better team, in a better league. As far as I was concerned, I had no other choice. 

I was going to do it. 

CHAPTER III

Of  course  I  waited  for  my  parents  to  leave  for  the  day  before  starting  my transformation. I was going to wear the black leggings and a black, long-sleeved athletic shirt. I went online and read some tips on a cross-dressing website (which I wasn’t too proud of finding) about how to get your hair to stay in place all day. 

With a few hidden bobby pins, I was able to clip my wig to my real hair. I gave it a few good tugs, and it was being held in place excellently. I even tried putting my helmet on and taking it off a few times. It ruffled my hair up, but the wig stayed in place. 

I got my makeup done much faster than anticipated, leaving me plenty of time to sit and feel anxious about the insanity I was about to go through with. I stared at the clock, watching the seconds tick by in super-slow motion. I found myself going in and out of the bathroom constantly, looking at myself in the mirror, finding tiny makeup and hair details that I was able to fix. 

I looked good. I looked really good—maybe too good. I tried combing my hair down,  so  it  wouldn’t  look  like  I’d  spent  hours  perfecting  each  curl,  but  the  curls kept bouncing back into their natural state. I didn’t want the other girls to think that I  was  trying  to  be  the  prettiest  girl  at  the  try-outs.  I  just  wanted  to  blend  in,  and draw as little attention to myself as possible. I tried tying my hair back, but that just exposed the seams of the wig. It was looking like I was stuck being a glam-girl. 

I  practiced  my  voice,  using  my  phone’s  voice  recorder  for  playback.  I  didn’t sound half-bad, as long as I kept my voice low. But what would I do when I was on the ice, and I needed to call for the puck? Hockey is a game of communication. I couldn’t just keep my voice low the whole time. I tried doing a few calls, but I was too  nervous.  My  voice  kept  cracking.  On  the  bright  side,  it  would  be  a  few  days before we got into passing drills where I would need to call anything out, so I had a few days left to practice. 

Then, with my gear packed up, I walked to my front door. I grabbed the door handle and then froze. I was about to leave my house as a woman, take the bus across town dressed up as a girl, and try out for a girls’ hockey team while trying to convince everyone that I truly was a genuine female. My heart sunk into my gut. 

Any sane, reasonable person would have turned back. But at some point, I must have  lost  my  mind.  I  turned  the  handle  and  walked  outside,  feeling  the  warm sunlight on my feminine body for the first time. 

Walking to the bus stop in those leggings was a strange sensation. They were so light, I had to look down a number of times to make sure I was in fact wearing pants,  and  I  hadn’t  left  the  house  without  them.  In  a  nearby  window  reflection,  I watched myself as I walked, adjusting my posture to look appropriately feminine. I never really realized until that moment that girls walk much differently than boys. 

There’s an elegance to each stride. Women make a point of keeping their backs straight  and  their  posture  nice  and  proper.  I  had  to  be  incredibly  careful  not  to slouch, like I was used to. 

I  watched  my  butt  jiggle  slightly  with  every  step  in  my  tight  leggings.  If  I  had one quality that I would call my best, female quality, it was my ass. I even had the strange urge to slap my own ass, which I obviously suppressed. 

As I got onto the bus, I swear the bus driver checked me out, taking a quick glance at my chest as I bought my ticket, and then taking a quick glance over his shoulder  at  my  ass  as  I  walked  away  from  him,  towards  a  seat.  “Thank  you,”  I said, using my girl voice for the first time ever. 

“My  pleasure,”  the  bus  driver  said.  It  was  a  small  victory,  getting  on  the  bus and having no one look at me strangely. One man smiled and nodded at me. As I made eye-contact with another man, his cheeks turned red and he looked away quickly—the way I probably would have if a woman made eye-contact with me on a bus. At the next stop, another guy got on. I made a point of making eye-contact with  him  as  he  walked  by,  curious  to  see  his  reaction.  He  smiled,  his  cheeks became pink, and he said, “Hi.” 

“Hi,” I said back. 

He  went  to  his  seat,  and  I  noticed  him  looking  my  way  a  few  more  times throughout the bus ride. 

It  was  strange;  I’d  never  been  the  one  to  make  eye-contact  with  anyone before. But now I was doing it with everyone, at first out of curiosity, and then just because I could. I’d always felt so nervous, so worried people would think I was some  creep  staring  awkwardly  at  them.  But  now,  I  wanted  to  make  eye-contact with  people.  The  people  who  wouldn’t  return  the  eye-contact  were  the  people  I thought  were  strange  and  awkward.  It  was  completely  counter-intuitive.  When  I left  my  house  that  morning,  I  figured  it  would  have  been  the  opposite:  I  would have been cowering in the back corner of the bus, trying to avoid every possible interaction  with  everyone.  I  didn’t  think  I  would  use  my  voice  with  anyone  until  I absolutely had to, but I’d already used it twice, just on the bus ride to the arena. 

“Thank you,” I said to the bus driver as I stepped off, my voice a little bit louder and  more  confident.  I  could  feel  the  men  on  the  bus  watching  me  from  their windows as I walked towards the arena. It was a strangely nice feeling. 

Maybe six months living a secret life as a woman wouldn’t be so bad, I thought to myself. And then I laughed. What I was doing sounded so absurd. Who in their sane  mind  would  volunteer  to  live  a  secret  life  as  a  woman,  just  to  play  on  a hockey team? Was I that desperate to play in a slightly better league? And what if I did get scouted by a talent scout? Would I spend the next five years living as a woman? Some of the higher leagues train twice a day, every day. Was I prepared for that? 

I  was  nervous  walking  into  the  arena,  seeing  the  crowd  of  girls  around  the sign-up table. Some of them I recognized, I’d seen around the rink before. A lot of the girls were returning to defend their spots from the previous year, many were there to overthrow them—myself included. I stood at the back of the crowd, slowly making my way to the front of the table. Unlike some of the girls, I wasn’t in any

rush to get my name down. There was plenty of space for everyone to try out. It didn’t matter if my name was at the top of the bottom of the list. 

“Your name?” the sign-up girl asked me. 

I froze suddenly. Name? I hadn’t thought of a name. I’d been too preoccupied working on my outfit, my hair, my makeup, and my voice. I never even thought of a name! “Katie,” I said, picking the first name that came to my mind, through the cloud of anxious uncertainty. 

“What’s your last name, Katie?” 

“Henderson,” I said. I don’t know where the name came from, but now, it was my name. If I ended up making the team, then that was going to be my name for the better half of the next year: Katie Henderson. 

“You’ll  be  on  Rink  Two  this  morning.  Warm-up  is  in  thirty  minutes.  Change rooms are just down that way,” she said, pointing me down the hall that led to Rink Two. 

“Thank you,” I said, and then I started towards the change room. My heart was racing. I didn’t think my heart could beat any faster, but I quickly learned that I was wrong,  the  moment  I  stepped  into  the  change  room  and  saw  a  dozen  girls, standing half-naked as they slipped into their hockey gear. Some of them were still wearing their bras, some were changing out from their bras and putting on more athletic-appropriate gear. I’d seen a few pairs of tits in my life, but never so many at a single time. 

One  of  the  girls  turned  to  me  and  smiled,  pushing  her  stuff  over  so  I  could claim the cubby next to her. She was wearing nothing but her panties. “Hey,” she said. 

I had to work to swallow the lump in my throat. “Hi,” I said. It took a moment before I was able to walk up and claim the empty cubby. She had a nice body, with perfect,  perky  tits.  I  did  my  best  not  to  stare,  but  it  was  difficult.  She  was  doing nothing to cover herself up while she dug around through her bag for a sports bra. 

The room was a tad bit brisk, brisk enough that her nipples were insatiably perky. I couldn’t even imagine how soft those tits were. I wanted to squeeze them firmly, feeling her hard nipples against the palms of my hands. 

“What’s your name?” she asked. 

I had to think for a moment to remember my name. “Katie,” I said. 

“I’m Erin. Nice to meet you. What do you play?” 

“I play right-wing,” I said. 

“I play left.” She smiled, slipping her sports bra over those perfect tits, which was a huge relief. Any longer and I would have sprung a stiffy. It was a miracle my cock was staying down at all. Maybe it was just the nervous stress of the moment. 

At least that was one positive side-effect…

I  stripped  down  to  my  bra,  turning  away  from  the  other  girls  as  I  got  my shoulder pads, my elbow pads, and my practice jersey on. I slipped out from my

tights  slowly,  paying  close  attention  to  my  crotch,  making  sure  my  cock  hadn’t slipped  out  from  the  thin  piece  of  lace  that  was  holding  it  between  my  thighs.  It hadn’t, but I was still exceptionally careful as I slipped my hockey pants on. Once covered up, I looked around to make sure no one was staring my way, with looks that  might  suggest  they  saw  more  than  I  wanted  them  to  see.  There  were  no strange looks, or any looks at all aside from a few passive smiles. 

“See you out there,” Erin said to me as she sprung to her feet and headed for the ice. 

CHAPTER IV

Practice went about as well as you would expect from a man who’d trained his whole  life  with  aspiring  NHL  stars,  and  was  now  competing  against  a  bunch  of girls.  For  once  in  my  life,  I  wasn’t  the  smallest  one  out  on  the  ice.  I  wasn’t  the tallest,  or  even  the  heaviest,  but  I  was  slightly  taller  than  most  of  the  girls,  and about as heavy. I could skate way faster (I had to tone it down a bit so I wouldn’t draw too much attention to myself) and I could shoot the puck twice as fast as any of the girls on the ice. 

The coach, Coach Douglas, said, “Very impressive,” to me as I skated by him, after easily slipping a shot through the goalie’s five-hole. Some of the other girls began to watch me every time I would go to fire off a shot, trying to figure out how they could imitate my technique, or possibly trying to figure out how the hell I was so much better than them. It felt good, being the best, knowing there was no way I couldn’t make the team. 

But at the same time, it felt somewhat wrong, like I was duping everyone. One of the girls out on the ice was going to be cut because of me. But was that any less fair than having one of the big guys eliminate me, just because I was smaller? 

Did  the  girls  on  the  ice  have  it  any  less  fair  than  the  small  men  on  the  ice  the weeks before? 

It wasn’t too late to pack it in. There was no one putting a gun to my head and saying I had to return for the rest of the try-outs. And even if I stuck around for the whole  thing,  there  was  no  reason  I  couldn’t  decline  a  spot  if  I  had  a  change  of heart last minute. It was just nice to be noticed, to hear the coach clapping for me after I sunk a puck deep behind the goalie—the same shot I’d easily made on the ice with the boys, to which I received no applause. 

And to make things even more enticing, the girls were all so nice to me. They all  congratulated  me  for  being  skilled.  They  all  asked  me  for  pointers  and  were humble in accepting my tips. With the men, I was ignored completely, even when I was at the top of my game. No one wanted to be associated with me unless they were told they had to be. An atmosphere like that sucks all of the fun out of the game. 

I  came  back  for  the  second  day  of  try-outs,  and  the  third.  After  the  first  few days, I couldn’t wait to come back. I felt better than I’d ever felt in my life—more confident than I knew I was capable of feeling, and not just with the hockey, but with life in general. I loved the bus rides to the rink: all of the smiles and friendly hellos.  I  loved  the  chatter  in  the  change  rooms,  the  compliments  on  and  off  the ice. 

At the end of the first week, I went to bed thinking, it’s too bad I’m   not  really a girl, and this couldn’t just be how things were naturally. Even if I wasn’t as good on the ice as a real, biological woman, I could still appreciate the way people treated me differently, the way I felt out in public. 

The  conundrum  kept  me  up  at  night,  especially  on  days  where  I  could  see some of the less-skilled girls working hard, trying to prove to the coach that they were worthy of being on the team, the way I would try so hard to prove my own worthiness to Coach Brown. 

There  was  one  girl  in  particular,  Vanessa,  who  had  a  ton  of  potential,  but Coach  Douglas  just  didn’t  see  it.  When  we  would  end  our  days  with  a  game  of shinny, Coach Douglas kept Vanessa on the bench, occasionally sending her out with the fourth line, and only when the other team sent out their weaker players. 

Vanessa  had  a  good  shot,  and  she  was  decently  quick  on  her  feet,  but  she couldn’t  seem  to  put  the  puck  past  the  goalie.  I  caught  up  to  her  one  day  after training, when she was leaving the arena with a sombre look on her face, knowing that she wasn’t going to make the cut. 

“Hey, it’s Vanessa, right?” I said. 

“Yeah, what’s up?” she said. 

“You’re pretty good out there.” 

She forced out a little laugh. “Compared to who?” 

I told her I thought she had a good shot at making the team, but she just shook her head. Her confidence had been squashed by Coach Douglas, who had zero faith in her. Seeing her with her head hanging low hurt close to home. “Can I give you a few pointers, maybe?” I said. 

She  was  hesitant,  but  she  came  with  me  back  to  the  rink  where  they  were running  a  free-skate,  which  was  mostly  desolate,  save  for  a  few  guys  from  the men’s team who came out to work on their shots. We didn’t bother getting into our full gear, just slapping on our helmets and taking to the ice with a few pucks and our sticks. 

I had her show me a few shots, and told her to aim for the corners. She had no problem sniping each corner, only missing a single shot. “Whoa, where was that shot earlier today?” I asked. 

“I  don’t  know.  I  guess  I  just  get  flustered  when  the  pressure’s  on,”  Vanessa said. She took another shot, which panged off of the crossbar and went in. 

“Why?” I asked. 

“No idea.” 

I  gave  her  a  few  small  tips,  not  that  she  needed  them.  She  had  a  naturally good  shot,  and  she  was  able  to  get  a  surprising  amount  of  force  behind  each puck. I taught her how to lean into her stick more, to get more bend and more of a snap. I showed her a few little tricks to get under the puck more, to get just a little more lift out of her wrist-shot—but I wasn’t able to give her any advice on her big problem: her performance anxiety. I thought for a while about it, and was surprised I couldn’t think of anything. I’d struggled with the same performance anxiety, and I’d only been able to get over it by pretending to be someone else: a woman. But I couldn’t exactly tell her to dress up as the opposite sex and give that a try. 

As we packed our things up in the change room, she told me that it was her third time trying out for the team. Eighteen girls would be selected for the team. 

Given  the  way  Coach  Douglas  looked  at  Vanessa,  I  couldn’t  imagine  she  was going to make the cut—even if I stepped down. 

I watched Vanessa walk to her car, and then I spent the rest of the night trying to  think  of  how  I  could  help  her.  I  wasn’t  hopeful  that  I  was  going  to  be  able  to come up with a solution. If I knew the answer to her problems, I would have been able to help myself, seeing as I had the same problem as a man. But as a woman, I  didn’t  have  the  problem,  so  what  had  changed,  aside  from  the  clothes  on  my body and the makeup on my face? Was it the confidence I suddenly felt whenever I slipped those little panties on? Was it the lack of intimidation thanks to the lack of more skilled players? Or was it the fact I had nothing to lose? I was playing with house money. I could make a huge fool of myself and it didn’t matter because all I had to do was wash off the makeup and any reputation I built, any humiliations I collected,  would  wash  down  the  drain  along  with  the  mascara,  the  eyeliner,  and the eye-shadow. 

I  was  hoping  that  Vanessa  would  just  snap  her  bad  streak,  that  she  would show up to the next practice and play as well as she was capable of playing. But she never got the chance. Coach Douglas kept her on the bench for the entirety of the game of shinny, and he paired her with one of the more hopeless girls when we were doing drills, a girl who couldn’t even complete a soft pass from the blue line  to  the  blue  line.  As  long  as  Coach  Douglas  failed  to  give  Vanessa  any chances, her hopes of making the team were non-existent. 

So after practice, I decided to go to Coach Douglas and try to reason with him, try to convince him that Vanessa was worthy of being not only on the team but on the first or second line, with me. 

CHAPTER V

I  had  to  wait  for  a  good  fifteen  minutes  after  practice  for  Coach  Douglas  to return to his office. He looked at me curiously as he made his way down the hall. 

“Katie,  what  are  you  still  doing  here?”  he  said  as  he  dug  into  his  pocket  for  his office key. 

“I was hoping to talk to you for a minute or two,” I said. 

He  unlocked  his  door  and  then  motioned  for  me  to  enter.  His  office  wasn’t much  of  an  office—more  like  an  old  cleaning  closet  that  had  been  emptied  out, with a boring, wooden desk pushed into the corner. “Have a seat,” he said, pulling an old, plastic chair out from the corner of the room to face his desk. He took a seat behind the desk, in a slightly nicer chair, but still not something I would want to sit in for more than a few minutes for my back’s sake. 

He  looked  down  at  his  desk  and  started  to  sort  through  a  mound  of  papers, possibly just trying to look busy for the sake of looking busy. I noticed him carefully peeking  over  the  top  of  one  sheet  of  paper,  checking  out  the  bust  of  my  chest, before looking back down at his sheet. 

“I want to talk to you about Vanessa,” I said, and then he listened as I told him about  her  potential,  about  how  good  her  shot  was  when  he  wasn’t  paying attention. “If you just give her a few shifts on one of the top lines, I’m sure you’ll see what I mean,” I said. 

“I appreciate your compassion, Katie, but Vanessa has been struggling to keep up with the fourth line. Sometimes, at this level, you need to make tough decisions for the sake of the team. I’d love to be nice and give everyone a shot on the first line, but there just isn’t enough time. My job is to make the best possible team—

that’s what I’m being paid to do. I hope you can understand.” 

“I  understand,  Coach,  but  if  you  seriously  want  to  make  the  best  possible team, you need to give Vanessa a shot. I think she will surprise you.” 

He stared at me curiously for a moment in silence, and then said, “Are you and Vanessa friends?” 

“No—I mean, we weren’t. We aren’t that close. I just started talking to her the other day.” 

“If you want to help Vanessa out, give her some pointers and show her a few tricks throughout the next year, and then she can show me what she’s worth next year at try-outs. Does that sound fair?” He spoke gently with a smile on his face, almost  on  the  verge  of  being  condescending,  as  if  he  had  to  speak  slowly  and clearly for me to understand. 

That  was  one  thing  I’d  noticed  with  Coach  Douglas,  and  with  other  guys  I’d had encounters with since beginning my feminine journey: they all seemed to talk down  to  me  and  other  women,  as  if  they  didn’t  think  we  were  fully  capable  of grasping  every  detail  of  every  concept  without  a  little  bit  of  help.  This  quasi-

condescension was always masked by a phony sort of politeness, big smiles, and lots  of  cutesy  names  like  darling,  sweetheart,  and  honey.  “Just  do  yourself  a favour and worry about yourself, darling,” Coach Douglas said to me now. “You’ve got a lot of potential; maybe even captain-of-the-team kind of potential.” 

A familiar wave of conflict washed over me. Being the captain of the team was far beyond my wildest hopes and dreams. I only ever wanted to make the team—

but to be the captain? The first girl to hoist the Kansas Cup over her head? But in becoming captain, I was taking that opportunity away from another girl—a real girl

—someone  who  had  worked  their  whole  life  at  the  game,  who  didn’t  resort  to putting on a disguise to get an easier pass. 

“I think Vanessa could make a great captain, if you gave her a shot,” I said. 

Coach Douglas sighed and let his body slouch into his hard plastic chair. “You don’t  give  up,  do  you?”  he  said.  “Look:  if  I  give  Vanessa  a  shot,  I  have  to  give everyone a shot. Do you understand? There’s only two days left, and there’s not enough time for that. If Vanessa really wanted a shot, and she is as good as you say  she  is,  then  she  should  have  proved  it  during  drills,  and  during  the scrimmages.” 

“But she hardly got any ice time during the scrimmages, and she was put on the fourth line with girls who couldn’t even pass the puck to her.” 

He laughed. “What do I need to do to get you to drop this?” 

“Give Vanessa a few shifts on the first line tomorrow,” I said. 

He sighed again, this time letting his frustration linger for a moment before he looked  back  up  at  me.  “It’s  just  not  happening,  sweetheart.  Now,  if  you  want  to make  the  first  line,  and  possibly  captain,  you  need  to  start  respecting  me  as  a coach, which means understanding that I know what’s best for you and this team.” 

“I’ll do anything. Please just give her a shot,” I said. 

“Katie…” 

“I’ll suck your dick,” I said, and then I froze as I heard my own words slip off of my tongue. He became frozen, too, his eyes suddenly wide and locked with mine. 

My lips parted as I tried to follow up my insane offer with a retraction, but I couldn’t push any words out, past the thick lump in my throat. Did I just offer to suck his dick? What was I thinking? I’d just spent nearly two weeks busting my ass to get a spot on a team, and now I was risking everything with a single, stupid sentence, putting everything on the line for someone I hardly even knew…

“What did you just say?” he said, his voice suddenly low and quiet. 

“I’ll suck your dick if you let Vanessa play on the first line tomorrow,” I said. 

I  watched  his  eyes  drift  slowly  down  to  my  chest  while  his  brain  processed what I’d said. In his eyes, I could tell he was considering the offer. Had a girl who looked as good as I did made the offer to me, I probably would have taken it in a heartbeat. It was impressive he was taking so long to respond. 

“I think you should go home, Katie,” he said, standing up and opening the door for me. “Get some rest. Tomorrow will be a big day.” 

CHAPTER VI

I  felt  incredibly  embarrassed  when  I  showed  up  a  few  minutes  late  for  the second  last  day  of  practice,  not  because  I  was  late,  but  because  I’d  offered  the coach a blowjob—and I’d gotten turned down. Coach Douglas didn’t look at me as I  walked  into  the  morning  meeting,  while  he  was  mid-speech.  He  seemed  to ignore me all morning, except when he said, “Katie,” every time it was my turn to execute  a  drill.  Even  when  he  said  my  name,  he  didn’t  bother  to  make  eye-contact. 

We  started  with  a  few  predictable  drills:  passing  drills,  shooting  drills,  agility drills—nothing  we  hadn’t  done  fifteen  times  already  in  the  last  couple  of  weeks. 

Every time Vanessa went out, I watched Coach Douglas to see if he was looking, and he never was. It didn’t matter much though, because Vanessa’s performance anxiety  got  the  better  of  her  every  time.  She  kept  fanning  on  shots,  botching passes,  and  tripping  during  cone  exercises.  She  was  having  an  exceptionally crumby day, probably because she’d already realized she had no hope of making the team. It made my own predicament especially embarrassing, after I’d gone to bat for her just the day before. 

Maybe it was a good thing Coach Douglas wasn’t paying attention…

And then we got to the scrimmage at the end of the day. Vanessa was placed on my team, and told to sit at the far end of the bench, where the fourth-liners and the alternates sat—the girls who wouldn’t get much ice-time, if any at all. But then Coach Douglas surprised me. As I jumped over the boards to get on the ice for my shift, he called out Vanessa, and held back Kristin, my usual left-winger. I looked back at Coach Douglas and we made eye-contact for just a few seconds. He had a dark look in his eyes, and a sly grin on his face. 

It  took  me  a  moment  to  realize  what  was  happening.  I  was  fairly  certain  he wasn’t just giving Vanessa a chance; he was cashing in on my offer. A cold chill ran  down  my  spine.  Was  he  really  just  putting  Vanessa  out  with  my  shift  for  a blowjob? 

I shook the thought off. It was more likely he was just giving Vanessa a shot. 

Maybe he’d gone home and given it a long thought and decided that it was worth entertaining my suggestion—I was the best player in the try-outs, after all, maybe I had some valuable input. 

As  soon  as  the  puck  landed  on  my  stick,  I  lobbed  it  over  to  Vanessa.  She struggled to catch it, her body looking tense. I could see that her eyes were wide, surprised to be on the ice with me. She hadn’t been expecting a shift with the first line—no  one  expected  it.  She  brought  the  puck  over  the  blue  line,  into  the offensive zone. She passed it back to our centre, who took the shot and scored. It was a weak pass, but it got the job done—and best of all, it gave Vanessa some confidence. 

A minute later, after the puck was dropped and passed to her, she was able to out-manoeuvre the opposing defensemen to get the puck into the offensive zone once again. She skated around the net, getting the other team out of position, and then she saw right away that I was free in front of an open net. She passed to me and I scored. 

In  just  a  single  minute,  she  had  two  points  on  the  scoreboard—two  more points than she had in the last two weeks. I looked back at Coach Douglas, who still had that sly grin on his face. 

It didn’t seem like he’d noticed that it was Vanessa who had set up both plays that led to goals. He was more focussed on me, his future captain—and possibly his  future  blowjob.  Another  cold  chill  ran  down  my  spine.  I  pushed  the  thought away. 

I was surprised again when he sent Vanessa out with my next shift, and then my  next  shift  after  that.  Kristin’s  face  was  suddenly  pale,  realizing  she’d  been bumped  from  the  first  line  to  the  second,  but  rightfully  so.  Vanessa  was  much better  at  handling  the  puck  and  finding  open  lanes  for  great  shots  and  passes. 

She made every shift seem so easy. By the end of the first period, we were up 4-0. 

Vanessa  stayed  on  my  line  for  the  rest  of  the  game,  which  we  won  by  a  lot, and that grin stayed on Coach Douglas’s face until the time ran out and everyone headed back to the locker rooms. Vanessa had a huge smile on her face for the rest of the afternoon, she was getting congratulated by all of her teammates, and even some of the girls who had played on the other team. For once, it looked like she had the confidence she was missing, the confidence she needed to overcome her performance anxiety. 

“Good  job,  girl,”  I  said  to  her.  I  forced  a  smile.  I  wasn’t  sure  whether  or  not Coach Douglas had really seen her performance. Watching him during the game, he didn’t seem too phased, but how could he not have seen her out there? She practically dominated the whole game, keeping possession of the puck for nearly every  second  she  was  on  the  ice.  All  of  the  other  girls  noticed,  so  how  could Coach Douglas have missed it? Maybe his mind was on other things…

He  called  me  into  his  office  as  I  made  my  way  towards  the  arena  exit.  “Hey Katie, can I talk to you for just a minute?” he said. My heart sank into my gut. I had a horrible feeling I knew exactly what I was about to face. “Close the door behind you,” he said as I stepped in. He was already sitting behind his desk. “You were right about Vanessa—she has a lot of potential. There are some things she could work on, but I think she could make a great addition to this team.” 

“I knew it,” I said, smiling. 

“As for whether she’s first line material, that’s to be determined.” 

“Of course, I said. “You know best.” 

“Now for your end of the bargain,” he said. It felt like ice had suddenly filled my veins.  I  knew  exactly  what  he  was  referring  to,  but  I  didn’t  want  to  accept  it.  I’d

made a huge mistake when I made that offer the day before. Had he accepted the offer on the spot, I probably would have come to my senses and excused myself from  his  office.  But  now  it  wasn’t  so  easy—he’d  already  put  up  his  end  of  the arrangement: Vanessa had gotten her ice-time on the first line, even more than I’d asked him for. Not only that, but he was willing to give her a shot on the team. 

So how could I refuse to put up my end of the bargain? If I did refuse, would Vanessa be punished? Would we both be punished? It was hard enough to think that  I  could  make  a  decision  that  would  keep  Vanessa  from  making  the  team, never mind the thought that the same decision could keep me from the team. 

“Well?  What  are  you  waiting  for?  You  were  the  one  who  made  the  offer,”  he said. 

I bit down on my tongue, hoping to incite a sudden revelation—some way to satisfy everyone without going down on my knees and sucking off my coach until he came in my mouth. And what if he wanted more than just a blowjob? What if he wanted to squeeze my tits? Or worse, see my tits… What if he wanted sex? That was obviously out of the question. I still had a cock tucked firmly between my legs. 

He was staring into my eyes, unwavering. He was going to get what he wanted

—what  I’d  offered  him.  It  was  my  own  fault.  But  was  it  so  bad?  Sure,  I  wasn’t exactly  looking  forward  to  sucking  him  off,  but  in  doing  so  I  would  be  doing Vanessa a tremendous favour. I was giving Vanessa her dream—my own dream. 

Just  thinking  about  how  badly  I  wanted  what  I  was  giving  her  made  me  feel strangely  okay  with  sucking  Coach  Douglas’s  cock—which  is  probably  why  I offered in the first place. It seemed like such a small gesture for such a wonderful opportunity. 

CHAPTER VII

I walked around his desk. I couldn’t look him in the eyes; his penetrating glare was too intimidating. I sunk down to my knees and carefully reached forward for his belt. “That’s it,” he said, letting a deep breath out. I pulled his belt away and then  carefully  zipped  down  his  fly,  exposing  the  black  of  his  boxer  shorts.  I hesitated for a moment. I could already see his bulge pushing out, getting harder, already aroused at the mere thought of getting sucked. 

I’d never touched another man’s cock before. Even though I knew exactly what a cock felt like, I felt like I had no idea what to expect—as if I was a female virgin, about to lose her virginity, completely naïve to what was waiting for me behind the thin cotton boxers. I took his pants and boxers by the waistband and began to pull down, slowly revealing the long, thick, throbbing length of his cock. 

His  pubic  hair  was  neatly  trimmed,  possibly  that  very  morning  in  preparation for  his  blowjob.  His  cock  and  his  ball  sack  were  big—much  bigger  than  I’d expected.  I  was  terrified  to  touch  his  growing  shaft.  I  could  see  it  throbbing,  his veins  pulsing  and  bulging  as  his  foreskin  was  stretched  thin,  his  cock  rising  up. 

“Go ahead, darling,” he said. “Or should I say, captain of the Topeka Warriors.” 

It was certainly a tempting offer: an extra incentive on top of an already good deal, as far as I was concerned. I reached up and slowly circled my fingers around his  girth,  not  quite  touching  his  cock  but  coming  very,  very  close  as  my  curled fingers hovered around him. There was no sense in delaying the inevitable. I was locked into going through with it—I had to, for myself, and for Vanessa. I closed my  grip,  making  firm  contact  with  his  cock.  It  was  warm,  much  warmer  than  I’d expected, and the throbbing felt even more intense than it looked. 

I  began  to  stroke  the  length  of  his  long  shaft,  running  my  fingers  all  the  way from the base of his cock to the bulging tip. He seemed to breath in time with my stroking, until I started stroking faster, and then he hardly seemed to be breathing at all. “Just like that,” he said. 

I knew from my own personal experience to keep my grip focussed around the tip of his cock, only occasionally going down for the entirety of his shaft; that was where it felt best, especially along the base of the dick. Within seconds, I had him rock-hard.  Instead  of  throbbing,  his  cock  was  now  twitching,  unable  to  get  any harder as blood continued to rush in. 

“The deal was a blowjob, not a handjob, baby,” he said. 

I took a deep breath and then leaned forward, sinking his long rod through my lips and along my wet tongue towards the back of my mouth. I just needed to get it over  with.  Besides,  it  wasn’t  so  bad.  It  was  actually  kind  of  nice,  knowing  I  was able to get him so aroused, so excited. I’d been with a few girls in my life, but I’d never been able to get them nearly as horny as Coach Douglas was now. I might have  made  a  girl  come  once  before,  but  there  was  a  good  chance  she’d  been faking it for my feelings’ sake. 

But Coach Douglas wasn’t faking it. His legs were trembling and his cock was throbbing  powerfully  against  my  tongue.  He  was  doing  his  best  not  to  come, holding back and making the moment last as long as he could. His fingers slipped into my hair, making my heart skip a beat. If he got too excited, and grabbed on too firmly, he could easily pull my wig straight off. That wig was the key to making me look like a woman. Letting him see my short, brown hair would be suicide. 

Luckily,  my  bobby  pins  kept  my  wig  securely  in  place  while  he  gently massaged my scalp. I was able to get his cock impressively far down my throat before gagging. He seemed to like it, the deeper his cock sunk. At one point, I was able to press my nose into his soft pubic hair, unable to breathe for just a moment while I deep-throated his throbbing member. 

“Come for me, baby,” I said, looking up into his narrowed eyes. He was taking deep,  controlled  breaths,  trying  to  make  the  moment  last  as  long  as  humanly possible. He had a lot riding on that blowjob, and probably didn’t want to have the makeup of his hockey team decided by a couple minutes of dick-sucking. 

“Turn around and bend over,” he said. 

My heart stuttered. “What?” I said. 

“Turn around and bend over the desk. Let me fuck your pussy.” 

“That’s not a good idea. I—I’m not on birth control,” I said, my heart now racing quickly and pounding ferociously. 

“I’ll pull out. It’s fine.” A slight trembling overtook my body. I couldn’t let him get into my pants for obvious reasons. 

“Your  pre-cum,”  I  said,  “you  can  get  pregnant  from  that.”  My  bottom  lip  was quivering. He wanted pussy and he wasn’t going to stop insisting until he got it. 

What  could  I  do?  If  I  didn’t  give  it  to  him,  would  he  call  the  deal  off?  Would Vanessa spend the rest of her year playing pickup games on weekends, instead of travelling  around  and  playing  in  the  WKSHL?  And  what  about  me?  Would  I  be done  with  my  hockey  career,  having  failed  four  straight  try-outs,  including  one where I was the favourite to become captain? 

“Bend over, baby, c’mon. It’ll be fun.” 

“I’m a virgin,” I said suddenly, throwing every possible excuse I could at him. 

“I’ll be gentle.” 

I  bit  my  lip.  I  needed  to  think  of  something  before  I  threw  away  the  last  two weeks of my life. “Do you want to fuck me in the ass?” I said. 

His  eyes  lit  up,  and  he  didn’t  even  need  to  speak  to  tell  me  his  answer.  I’d never  seen  so  much  excitement  in  a  man’s  eyes,  as  if  he’d  randomly  stumbled into a fantastic dream, except it was real life. “Bend over,” he said, his eyes still wide and his lips parted. 

I slipped down my tights and I bent over, reaching between my legs before he had a chance to get a good look at the bulge of my ball sack. I gently pulled aside

the  fabric  of  my  panties  that  covered  my  asshole,  making  sure  to  keep  my  ball sack cradled carefully in the palm of my hand. “Fuck me,” I said. 


I’d never been fucked in the ass before—I’d never had so much as a finger in my ass before—but I knew it was going to hurt like hell. Coach Douglas had a big, thick dick. But all I could do was hope it didn’t hurt too much, and hope that it was enough  to  satisfy  his  sudden  hunger  for  penetration.  With  any  luck,  he  wouldn’t want  to  stick  it  in  my  non-existent  pussy.  With  any  luck,  he  would  be  too  preoccupied with my tight, little asshole to even ask to see my pussy. 

I felt the tip of his bulging member press up against my asshole. It was still wet from being inside of my mouth, and still warm as it continued to throb, already on the verge of climax. He began to push in. I did my best to control my breathing, stopping  myself  from  clenching.  I  knew  that  clenching  would  just  delay  the inevitable  fucking,  and  it  would  only  make  it  hurt  more.  I  had  to  let  my  asshole stretch out while I bit my tongue to suppress the pain. 

And shit, did it hurt. It didn’t help that he was relentless, sliding his long cock in deep, not just giving me a few inches to start. He was going all the way, pushing until his pelvis was pressed against my soft tush. He let out a deep, elated sigh as I did my best not to squeal out in pain. After a moment of silent elation, he started to thrust in and out of me. 

It  was  a  strange  feeling,  getting  pumped  in  the  ass.  It  hurt  like  no  one’s business,  but  I  was  too  focussed  on  making  sure  everything  stayed  in  place  to really notice. I kept my hand on my ball sack, which he mistook for me rubbing my clit. “Yeah, rub it, baby,” he said at one point, so I pretended to rub my pussy while he plunged my anus deeply. 

Once  the  pain  started  to  subside  (either  because  I  was  finally  stretched,  or because I’d gone numb), I started to get an erection. I made sure to press down on my cock with my wrist, so it wouldn’t spring loose. I bit my tongue and tried to think of other topics, to stop myself from getting aroused, but it was hopeless—my cock  had  an  agenda  of  its  own.  It  didn’t  help  that  Coach  Douglas’s  cock  was starting to press up against a particular spot, sending warm jolts through my body, making  my  legs  tremble.  Is  this  the  feeling  gay  men  are  chasing  when  they  do anal? Was this the male G-spot you always hear people talking about? 

My  whole  body  started  to  tremble.  “Oh  God,”  I  muttered,  and  then  I  melted down into the desk. The pleasure started to overtake my body. Instead of holding my cock down, I started to stroke it. Even though I knew I was playing with fire, I couldn’t help it. I wanted to come. I wanted to come while getting pumped in the ass. Luckily, Coach Douglas’s eyes were closed and his head was tilted back as he did his best to hold off his orgasm. I did nothing to hold off my own orgasm. I let myself come, filling my panties up with warm jizz. 

“Oh fuck, that feels good,” I said. 

I  felt  his  fingertips  dig  into  my  skin,  and  then  I  felt  his  warm  load  filling  my asshole up deep. “Fuck!” he called out, and then he grunted loudly. It was a good

thing the walls were made from solid cement, and that everyone had already gone home for the day. 

His load seemed endless: blast after blast after blast of hot cum, deep in my rectum.  Who  knew  such  a  thing  could  feel  so  amazing?  Warm  pulses  flowed through my body, making me tremble and shake all over. I remained a limp puddle on his desk when he finally stepped back, letting his huge creampie flow out from my little hole, down my legs. 

I  wasn’t  surprised  the  next  day,  to  see  my  name  at  the  top  of  the  list  in  the lobby, with that big C printed next to it. I’d made captain. I also wasn’t surprised to see Vanessa’s name listed as the second left-winger on the team. When she saw her name, she jumped up with joy, tears forming in her eyes. 

But  it  was  the  disappointed  face  of  the  girl  next  to  me,  as  she  turned  and started  walking  towards  the  exit,  that  made  me  realize  I’d  made  a  big  mistake. 

What I was doing wasn’t fair. I’d cheated my way onto the team, and now there was a girl who wouldn’t get to play because of me. I felt like an enormous asshole, and I knew that feeling would only get worse throughout the year. 

I  went  straight  to  Coach  Douglas’s  office  and  I  told  him  I  didn’t  want  to  play with the Topeka Warriors. He looked shocked, but he said nothing to me as I left his office and the arena. I don’t know who ended up getting the captain position instead,  and  I  don’t  know  who  ended  up  making  the  team  in  my  absence—

hopefully someone deserving. 

As for me, I went to Lawrence, a town about fifteen miles east of Topeka, and I asked  if  I  could  try  out  for  the  Lawrence  Ice  Breakers,  as  myself  and  not  as  a woman.  They  were  happy  to  have  me,  and  they  were  all  impressed  by  my  skill. 

They weren’t the greatest team in the state, but I was just happy to play as myself

—not as a big goon and not as a woman, just as myself. I made the first line after a stellar try-out. Even though I wasn’t in my feminine guise, I was still able to play my best hockey, as if I no longer suffered from that dreadful performance anxiety. I wasn’t  entirely  sure  what  had  changed,  but  I  knew  it  had  something  to  do  with being Katie for those two weeks. 

We  went  on  to  beat  the  Topeka  Warriors  in  the  playoffs.  I  got  to  hoist  the Kansas Cup over my head while Coach Brown stared at me with a blank, regretful expression. It was the Lawrence Ice Breakers’ first ever Kansas Cup victory. 

And instead of going out to celebrate with the team, I went to celebrate with my new  friends  over  in  Topeka,  Vanessa  and  the  other  girls  from  the  Warriors,  as Katie. 

THE END
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IN TOO DEEP

When  Kurt  breaks  into  the  shopping  mall  the  night  it  closes  down  for renovations,  he  doesn’t  expect  to  get  trapped  inside  of  a  women’s  department store. At first, it’s pure panic as he desperately tries to get out before being caught by  security.  But  after  a  few  hopeless  days  and  the  realization  that  he  might  be stuck for a long time, his panic turns into boredom. And he’s got no way to pass the time, unless he wants to start trying on women’s clothing and makeup. 

CHAPTER I

I don’t think it would be fair to call me a criminal. I’d never committed a crime until  the  day  I  broke  into  that  mall.  Though  I  did  break  in,  intentionally,  to  steal money from the cash register, so I suppose that makes me a criminal. It was my first and last crime—my first because I wanted the money, and my last because my plan failed miserably. 

I only did it because I was absolutely certain I would get away with it. I was in the mall the day before they closed down for renovations, and while I was using the bathroom, I overheard two security guards talking about the camera systems being down throughout the whole complex. “Hopefully we get better cameras with the  renovations,”  one  of  the  guards  said,  “Even  if  the  damned  things  actually worked, the image quality is still complete garbage.” I didn’t think much of it in that moment. 

I was at the mall with my sister, who I was in town visiting. It was supposed to be my last night in town, and she wanted to get a few things before heading off to Cancun with her new boyfriend. Having nothing better to do, I figured I would tag along. It was while we were checking out that I learned how to access the store’s cash  register.  The  employee-in-training  had  screwed  something  up,  and  she needed to reset the system. She called the manager over, who entered in a code, which made the register pop open, and then he showed her how to complete the transaction manually. 

I saw him enter the code: 1212. There must have been a few thousand dollars in  that  register.  And  how  much  easier  could  it  have  been?  I  knew  the  security cameras  were  broken  and  I  knew  the  code  to  the  register.  All  I  had  to  do  was break  in  once  they  were  closed,  and  bam:  I  would  be  a  few  thousand  dollars richer. It would be the perfect crime. Long before the time they realized the money was missing, I would be on the other side of the country. 

So after my sister had gone to sleep for the night, and my bags were packed up in my car, I snuck out of the house, headed towards the mall. I parked a few blocks away, knowing there would probably be a security guard on duty, patrolling the parking lot, making note of any cars that came and parked in the middle of the night. 

I sat in the shadows between the streetlights as I waited for the security guard to drive by a couple of times. It was a long, boring wait, but I wasn’t willing to take any  unnecessary  risks.  It  seemed  as  though  he  only  drove  around  the  complex once every twenty minutes, which gave me tons of time to break into the mall. 

The mall doors were already boarded up for the renovations that were going to take three months. 

It  was  a  late  Friday  night—or  an  early  Saturday  morning,  technically—so  I knew  I  wouldn’t  have  to  worry  about  anyone  coming  in  super  early  for  work.  I knew construction wouldn’t start until Monday morning, at the absolute earliest. If I

wanted  to,  I  could  have  spent  the  whole  weekend  ransacking  the  mall,  taking whatever I wanted. 

To get inside, my plan was to break a window. I knew how to break a window silently because a few years back, someone broke into my car while I was asleep. 

The police told me they used a wet towel that they pressed against the window, and then they hit it with a rock. The towel muffled the smashing sound and it kept the glass from falling down on the outside, where it might be noticed by a passer-by. 

My  plan  to  break  a  window  was  thwarted  by  the  fact  the  mall  had  extremely durable windows. They’d obviously anticipated a fair share of break-in attempts. I don’t  know  why  I  didn’t  expect  as  much.  So  what  was  I  going  to  do?  I  looked around for other options. 

The headlights of the security car turned around the bend and started towards me. I froze for a moment and then my heart exploded into a frenzy. I needed to hide. I looked around. There was absolutely nothing to hide behind within fifty feet of me. “C’mon, Kurt, think!” I whispered to myself, my heart racing a little bit faster with every passing second. 

Next to me was an ad for a new store that was scheduled to open up after the renovations. In the ad, there were six people posing in trendy outfits. I decided to become one of them, hopping over to the ad and doing my best stationary pose, with a big smile on my face. I probably looked absurd, dressed in all-black, with a wet  towel  in  my  hand,  standing  next  to  a  bunch  of  colourful,  young  models. 

Thankfully,  my  plan  worked,  and  the  security  guard  just  rolled  on  by  without hesitation. It took a good minute before my heart stopped beating ferociously into my ribcage. Once it did, I realized I could climb onto the roof of the building using a hinged pipe that was right next to me. 

I had no idea how I was going to get inside via the roof, but I climbed anyway. 

At least on the roof, the security guard wouldn’t be able to spot me. Sure enough, there was a door up there, with a little window next to it. The door was locked, but unlike  the  windows  below,  the  glass  shattered  easily  when  I  smashed  it  with  a rock. I was able to reach inside and unlock the door. 

Unfortunately, the door just led to a staircase, which led to another locked door, this one with no breakable window. I was starting to get frustrated, unsure of how I was going to get into the stupid mall and get the money. But I wasn’t ready to quit, I was in way too deep, fully committed. I found myself back on the roof, looking around for another way in. That was when I spotted the skylight: a large window that looked down into the very store I was trying to break into. It seemed too good to be true! 

Best  of  all,  I  didn’t  even  have  to  smash  the  window.  It  was  left  slightly  open, enough  for  me  to  slip  my  fingers  under  and  open  it  all  the  way.  I  thought  for  a minute  about  how  I  was  going  to  scale  down.  Running  across  the  roof  of  the building  was  an  extension  cord,  hooked  up  to  a  work  light  that  was  turned  off.  I took the cable, tied one end to a sturdy pipe, and then flung the other end down, 

through the window. I gave it a swift tug, making sure I wasn’t about to fall to my death. I took a deep breath as I looked down into the store: at least a thirty foot drop. 

Why did I need the money? Why did I need to break into the mall to steal it? 

The saddest part of it all was the fact that I didn’t need the money for anything. I had a decent, well-paying job back home, and I had no debt. In fact, my life had always been easy. I breezed through college, never had any issues finding work, and I’d always managed to find great deals everywhere I went. My apartment was already worth three times more than when I bought it, I managed to sell my old car for more than I originally paid for it. I didn’t need that store’s money at all. 

Maybe  I  just  wanted  to  force  some  excitement  into  my  life.  I’d  always  loved bank  heist  movies,  and  I’d  always  fantasized  about  pulling  off  a  big  heist—not because it would be nice to have millions of dollars, but because it was the single most  risky  thing  you  can  possibly  do.  You’re  risking  your  life,  your  reputation, everything. I didn’t want to live my whole life watching television, eating the same five things every week, on rotation. I wanted more in my life. I wanted to be able to look back and think I didn’t just coast by, doing exactly what was expected of me. 

I gripped the extension cable as tightly as possible. I took a deep breath, my heart  racing,  as  I  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  opening.  “Here  goes  nothing,”  I said, and then I slipped off, my body becoming tense as I slid down the cable. I wasn’t even five feet down and I could feel the cable stretching. I was only able to lower  myself  down  in  small  jolts,  releasing  a  little  bit  of  tension  to  make  myself drop,  and  then  gripping  tightly  to  make  myself  stop  altogether.  I  could  feel  the rubber getting hot and burning my skin. I was just ten feet from the ground when the cord snapped and I went down hard. Luckily, a table covered in pants broke my fall (and I broke the table). 

CHAPTER II

The  cash  register  was  empty.  I  don’t  know  why  I  assumed  they  would  leave money in it, especially right before closing for three months of renovations. I felt so stupid as I stared down at the empty tray. I slammed it shut. Then, I realized there was a camera pointed right at me. It sent a chill down my spine, even knowing it wasn’t working, just a blank lens staring into nothingness. I stared back. If those guards  were  wrong,  and  that  camera  was  working,  then  I  would  already  be doomed. They would have a perfect shot of my face that would air on every news channel in the state. ‘Idiot breaks into department store and steals nothing.’

I figured I could at least steal some inventory, if nothing else. I did a lap around the store. There was nothing but women’s clothing—it was a women’s department store, after all. I tried leaving the store to see if I could get into different stores, but the gates were all shut and locked with what looked like a thin, rubber bike lock. I was  stuck  pillaging  that  women’s  clothing  store,  which  had  absolutely  nothing  I wanted to pillage. 

And then I realized there were no windows in the store, and no doors that led straight outside. Unless I could somehow climb thirty feet up and get back through that  open  window,  I  was  trapped.  I  tried  to  think  of  various  ways  I  could  get  up there, even trying to stack boxes on top of a little step ladder I found in the back. It was  hopeless.  I  couldn’t  even  get  ten  feet  up  never  mind  thirty.  But  what  else could  I  do?  Sit  around  and  wait  for  someone  to  find  me,  and  then  try  to  explain why I was in the store, dressed like a cat-burglar? I was doomed. 

I  shook  the  gates  at  the  storefront,  hoping  to  find  some  slight  opening  that  I could squeeze through. There was none. I really was trapped in that store. 

And  what  if  no  one  comes  at  all?  The  mall  was  closed  for  renovations,  but there  were  no  guarantees  that  renovations  would  start  right  away.  What  if  they didn’t start for a week or two? Would I die of starvation? 

I found a phone in the back room. I picked it up, but there was no dial tone. I tried  flipping  on  a  light  switch,  but  even  the  lights  wouldn’t  come  on.  The  power must  have  been  off.  “Fuck,  fuck,  fuck!”  I  said  as  I  scrambled  through  the  store, trying to find some way to escape. 

I scurried around that store for over an hour before I gave up. The only way I was  getting  out  was  with  my  hands  cuffed  behind  my  back.  Exhausted,  I  took  a seat on the soft bench where countless women had tried on shoes. I looked up at the window I’d come in through. The sky was beginning to lighten. Soon enough, the security guy would do a walkthrough and find me in the store, and he would call  the  police,  and  I  would  be  booked  for  breaking  and  entering.  I  wanted excitement  and  I  got  it—be  careful  what  you  wish  for.  “Play  shitty  games,  win shitty prizes,” my dad would have said to me. 

Excitement  is  truly  exhausting.  I  ended  up  dozing  off  on  that  bench.  I  don’t know how long I slept. I didn’t have a watch, my phone was in my car, and there

were no clocks in the store, but the mall was bright—and still dead-quiet. I sat up slowly, looking around, wishing it had all been a terrible nightmare. My lips were dry  and  my  stomach  was  growling.  With  a  pit  in  my  stomach  and  a  lump  in  my throat, I went to the gate, gave it another firm shake, and then started to call out for help. I was ready to surrender to the mall cops. But no one came to my rescue. 

I walked around the store, able to see much better now that there was natural light  pouring  in  through  the  windowed  ceiling.  I  found  a  small  sink  behind  a makeup counter that worked. I drank out of it like a dirty dog, and then I went on the hunt for something to eat. I found a large bag of chips in the manager’s desk. I only  ate  a  handful,  worried  I  would  need  to  ration  in  case  I  was  stuck  for  a  few days. I’d heard a person can go two weeks without eating before they die. I had a hard  time  believing  that,  with  my  stomach  growling  mercilessly  after  just  half  a day. 

Then I tried my luck at the gate again, calling out, hoping someone would hear me. My calls continued to be unsuccessful. So I found myself wandering around the  store,  feeling  tense  and  nervous.  With  a  shiny  new  criminal  record,  would  I lose my job? Would I be able to get another half-decent job ever again? Would I go to jail? Do first time offenders go to jail? Does breaking and entering carry a jail sentence? All of these questions were pinging through my head at the same time, receiving no answers. 

I’d  been  in  a  cold  sweat  since  arriving  at  the  mall,  and  my  clothes  were beginning  to  smell.  In  case  getting  arrested  after  breaking  into  a  women’s  store wasn’t  embarrassing  enough,  I  was  going  to  smell  like  week-old  hockey equipment  while  they  pulled  me  away.  I  looked  around  the  store  for  something more masculine to change into, something that wasn’t quite so dense, so I could stop sweating. 

There  was  nothing  remotely  masculine  in  the  store.  The  place  was  made  for young women looking for outfits to wear out to the clubs, or down to the beach. 

Everything either showed off some belly, some cleavage, some ass, or all of the above. 

I thought it was strange that the heat in the building was turned on when the power  was  turned  off.  Maybe  that  had  to  do  with  some  automatic  temperature regulation thing… After a few hours, I ended up stripping down to my underwear. I couldn’t stand the heat any longer. 

Throughout  the  day,  I  tried  calling  out  a  few  more  times,  each  time unsuccessful,  and  then  the  sky  began  to  darken  and  I  knew  it  was  late.  I  ate another  handful  of  chips  before  making  a  little  bed  out  of  piles  of  clothing.  I couldn’t sleep, having done nothing throughout the day to burn off any energy. I watched the sky through the window on the roof as it became black and speckled with shining stars. There’s nothing like the vastness of the universe to remind you that you’re trapped inside of a tiny department store. 

Had a security guard walked by and seen in laying in that pile of clothes, he probably would have thought I was insane. Maybe that was a good thing. Maybe if

I  could  convince  the  police  that  I’d  lost  my  mind  temporarily  and  had  a  mental breakdown, then they would go easier on me. Maybe I should amp up the insanity

—smear  lipstick  all  over  my  face,  make  a  pair  of  shoes  out  of  women’s underwear…

The next day was even less eventful. I woke up, wandered around, tried calling for  help  a  few  times,  and  then  I  wandered  around  some  more.  I  went  through every  single  piece  of  clothing  on  every  single  rack,  hoping  to  find  something  to wear  that  didn’t  smell  like  body  odour.  I  found  a  striped  long-sleeved  shirt  that looked like it could have been unisex, and a pair of jean shorts that looked long enough to possibly be acceptable on a man—at least they looked that way until I slipped them on. First off, they bunched up my boxers uncomfortably, and second off, they were high-waisted, hence the illusion of length. They hardly covered the curve of my butt cheeks at all, and the shirt, even in a medium (they were out of larges) was practically skin-tight, only a little bit loose around my torso where my tits  should  have  been.  Instead  of  taking  the  clothes  off,  I  left  them  on  while  I looked around for something better. At least they covered my body, so I didn’t look like some weird pervert running around naked in a women’s department store. 

I  startled  myself  as  I  passed  a  mirror,  not  recognizing  my  body  in  that  girly outfit.  It  all  worked  surprisingly  well  together,  and  made  my  body  look unfortunately  feminine.  I  turned  profile  to  the  mirror  and  realized  I  had  a  pretty good ass, or maybe that was just the jean shorts. 

Next  to  me  was  a  rack  of  thigh-high  stockings.  A  peculiar  curiosity  in  me wanted to see the outfit complete, and I needed something dark on my lower-half to  balance  out  the  look.  I  slipped  into  a  pair  of  thigh-high  black  stockings  and looked in the mirror again. When I blocked out the reflection of my face with my hand,  I  actually  looked  pretty  good.  I  was  just  tits  away  from  looking  like  a  truly convincing woman (and, of course, a woman’s face and hair, but with my hand in the way, it made no difference). 

I found a thin brown belt that I thought would look nice with the outfit, and add just a little pop of colour to contrast the blue of the jean shorts. And then, as I went for  another  lap  around  the  store,  I  noticed  the  mannequins  at  the  front  were  all wearing different styled wigs. That peculiar curiosity crept back into me. 

The mind does strange things when trapped in bored isolation. Never in my life had  I  been  curious  to  see  what  I  looked  like  in  a  woman’s  wig,  with  long  hair flowing over my shoulders as I stood in a cute little outfit. I’d never been interested in  seeing  just  how  girly  I  could  look.  But  suddenly,  as  I  stood  surrounded  by everything  I  could  possibly  need  to  transform  myself  into  a  woman,  I  became curious. 

CHAPTER III

I put the wig securely on my head, and then I ran my fingers through my hair. 

The hair felt surprisingly real. I wondered if it was real, maybe from an animal of some sort, or maybe even a human. I’d heard that there were many Indian women who made their living off of selling their hair to wig companies. Surely they were able to create something artificial that was just as convincing though…

I liked the feeling of my fingers running through my hair. I’d seen so many girls playing with their hair before, but I never really understood why until that moment. 

It  was  strangely  addictive,  curling  your  hair  around  your  pointer  finger,  flipping  it back, feeling it cascading down your chest. I’d always liked the way girls looked when their hair curved outwards on their chest, as it ran down the contour of their breasts.  I  had  no  breasts,  so  my  hair  just  hung  straight  down,  but  the  mental image got me curious. 

In the back corner of the store was a wall of different bras, including a whole section  of  padded  bras.  There  was  one  bra  (priced  at  $150.00,  can  you  even imagine  spending  that  much  on  something  you  wear  under  your  clothes?)  that was heavily padded with gel inserts that, according to the tag, were designed to mimic the movements of real breasts. I gave the bra a squeeze, and surprisingly, it felt like I was squeezing a tit. I slipped the bra on, and put my striped shirt back on.  I  did  a  little  hop,  watching  in  the  mirror  as  my  breasts  bounced  slightly. 

Something  about  it  was  strangely  addictive.  I  kept  watching  my  reflection  as  I made my way through the store, as my tits bounced and jiggled slightly with each step. 

As  I  went  to  get  a  drink  of  water,  I  noticed  the  many  makeup  samplers  that were  sitting  out  on  the  counter.  I  let  a  little  smirk  slip  as  my  curiosity  grew  even stronger. I’d already come this far, there was no sense in stopping now. I was just a  bit  of  makeup  away  from  really  seeing  just  how  feminine  I  could  make  myself look. So I popped open the mascara and started working away. I had no idea what order each supply was supposed go on, if there was even an order, so I just went for it, inspecting each item and then applying it the way I assumed it was meant to be applied. I loved the way the eyeliner made my eyes shine, and the way the eye shadow brought attention to my eyes. 

I tried on a few different red lipsticks, but they all looked silly, like I was trying to look like a prostitute. I ended up really liking a nude-coloured lipstick. It was subtle and didn’t take any attention away from the shine in my eyes. 

I found myself in front of the mirror, in complete awe of what I was able to pull off. I looked good—really good. I looked like the kind of girl I would have asked out on a date: so cute and innocent. Strangely, it was a lot of fun. 

I  reached  up  and  squeezed  my  tits,  still  surprised  by  how  real  they  felt.  I wondered how many girls I’d met in my life had been wearing that padded bra. It was impossible to tell the difference. Even shirtless, the bra somehow created the

illusion  of  real  cleavage.  With  a  little  bit  of  makeup  contouring,  the  effect  would have been impossibly convincing. 

A thought occurred to me as I stared at myself, completely unrecognizable, in the mirror: I didn’t have my ID on me. If I was found by security, and brought to the police station, I could just lie about who I was. They didn’t have my prints on file, and  they  had  no  way  of  finding  out  my  real  identity.  And  as  long  as  I  kept  this female guise on, they would have absolutely no way of knowing I was actually a man, assuming I could do the voice. Do they make you strip down when they book you? Would I have to take off my bra or my panties, or anything at all? 

And  not  to  mention,  they  would  probably  go  way  easier  on  me  if  they  really thought I was a woman. I’d heard on the news that, on average, women commit more  crimes  than  men,  but  get  arrested  far  less.  I  don’t  know  how  true  that statistic was, but it gave me a small glimmer of hope. 

I decided to leave my little outfit on when I went to sleep on my pile of clothes, in  case  a  security  guard  came  through  and  found  me.  It  was  worth  a  shot,  I figured. If they realized I was actually a man, I could probably convince them that I’d had a mental breakdown—and maybe I did have a mental breakdown. I had, after  all,  broken  into  a  department  store  in  the  middle  of  the  night  and  gotten dressed up like a little Instagram hoe. 

No  one  came  by  in  the  night.  Once  again,  I  woke  up  with  the  sun  shining  in through the ceiling windows, complete silence in the building. It was Monday, but by  the  sound  of  it,  renovations  hadn’t  started  up.  My  dad,  who  worked  in construction,  had  once  told  me  it  can  take  weeks  or  even  months  to  get  simple permits. What if it was months before they finally got into the mall to start working? 

Would they just find a decomposing corpse in that department store? 

I was at the end of my bag of chips, eating the last handful for breakfast that morning. It didn’t do anything to stop the growling of my stomach, and it did even less to stop the panic that was mounting inside of me. I needed to find a way out of that store before I was forced to start eating the expensive leather boots. 

Digging through the manager’s desk, I found a key. I ran to the gate and tried the key in the lock, but it did nothing. As I returned to the desk, I realized the key was  for  the  bottom  drawer,  which  was  kept  locked,  presumably  because  it contained employee information, like social security numbers and stuff like that—

and it did. Also in the drawer was a price gun and a pair of scissors. I lifted the scissors  up.  They  were  fairly  hefty,  with  a  sharp  little  divot  near  the  handle  for cutting wires. I brought the scissors to the gate and started trying to cut through the lock. 

It  took  some  effort  (and  about  half  an  hour  of  work),  but  I  was  able  to  cut through.  The  gate  sprung  open  as  the  lock  hit  the  floor.  My  heart  began  racing with excitement. Maybe I wasn’t going to get locked up after all! I spent the rest of the morning wandering through the mall, trying to find an escape. The front doors were  boarded  up.  I  knew  I  could  probably  pull  a  board  down  and  slip  out  in  the night, but it was too dangerous to attempt during the day. All of the fire exits were

locked,  all  requiring  a  key.  I  found  the  security  office,  but  it  was  also  locked—a shame,  because  I  could  see  the  key  dangling  on  a  little  hook  in  the  back  of  the office through a thick Plexiglas window. I tried pounding on the glass with a heavy doorstop I found nearby, but it did nothing—not even leaving a scratch on the hard plastic surface. 

I used my scissors to break into the sporting goods store, which had its own separate  exit,  but  that  too  was  locked  and  gated  and  unwilling  to  budge.  I  was starting to feel more like I’d broken into a penitentiary, and not a mall at all. I broke into the bookstore, which also had its own exit, but it too was locked and gated. I found  a  ladder  in  a  utility  closet,  but  it  wasn’t  nearly  tall  enough  to  reach  the window I’d slipped in through. 

By the time it started getting dark outside, I’d probably done one-hundred laps around the mall, broken into half of the stores, and I still had no escape. On the bright  side,  the  vending  machines  in  the  food  court  were  easy  to  break  into.  I broke  into  a  few  of  the  restaurants,  but  they  were  all  emptied  out,  leaving  only packets of salt and ketchup behind. So that night, I dined on more chips and some candy bars. 

When it was finally late enough that the traffic noise outside had died down to a silence, I pried one of the boards away from one of the entrances. Of course, the doors were all locked. I spent another night in the department store, this time in the Sears, which had a decent selection of mattresses, pillows, and blankets. It was quite possibly one of the best sleeps of my life, even despite the fact I was locked in a shopping mall. 

CHAPTER IV

Tuesday  morning  came  and  the  mall  remained  absolutely  desolate.  I  did  my usual wandering around, trying to find something to pass the time. It was a shame the  power  wasn’t  on,  because  there  was  a  whole  video  game  store  filled  with games  I  was  dying  to  play.  I  broke  into  the  board  game  store,  hoping  to  find something I could play alone, but every game was for two or more players. I found a pack of cards that I played with for a while, but that got boring fast, especially since I didn’t know any card games (I tried to make a card castle instead). 

For lunch, I ate more chips and more candy bars. 

And then, as I was walking down the wide, empty hallway, that familiar bored curiosity  came  back  to  me.  Next  to  me  was  a  lingerie  store.  There  was  one particular  outfit  in  the  window  that  I  thought  might  actually  look  good  on  me. 

Thinking about putting it on made my heart race. It was one thing to get dressed up like a girl as a way to keep your identity secured, but it was a whole different thing  to  put  on  lingerie.  There  was  no  reason  for  it,  but  still,  I  was  curious,  and more than anything, I was bored. I used my scissors to cut through the lock. 

I found the item that was on display. In my hands, it hardly felt like anything at all:  a  few  ounces  of  light  lace.  It  was  black,  and  it  came  with  a  garter  belt  and fishnet stockings. I took the outfit to one of the change rooms in the back. I felt so naughty slipping out of my clothes and pulling the tight little number over my body. 

It  hugged  my  cock  tight  against  my  body,  and  it  left  my  hips  and  ass  almost entirely  exposed.  But  it  felt  nice—so  soft  and  conforming.  The  fishnet  stockings made  my  legs  look  great,  like  they  belonged  in  some  sexy  magazine.  I  found  a pair of satin gloves and some gold rings and necklaces to complete the look. 

I couldn’t stop staring at myself in the mirror. I knew I should have taken the outfit off before slipping out from the change room, in case the security guy finally decided to take a walk through the empty mall, but I was suddenly feeling extra naughty. I wanted to risk it—I wanted to go out into the mall and walk around in the skimpy little number. Maybe it was that craving for excitement coming back—

fuelling me the same way it did when I broke into the mall. I peeked my head out from the change room before stepping out. I felt so exposed, so vulnerable, yet so sexy. A small part of me wanted someone to come around and see me. I wanted to see their cheeks turn red as their eyes fell upon me. 

No one came, which was probably for the best. 

I  found  a  pair  of  black  heels  in  the  store  I’d  entered  the  mall  through  that complimented the sexy outfit. It took me a good twenty minutes before I was able to walk in a straight line. It was a surprisingly fun way to pass the time. 

But the thrill eventually wore off, and I was bored once again, still locked in the mall, unable to escape. There was a store on the far end of the mall that I hoped to find something somewhat interesting in: one of those stores that sold prank gifts and  bachelorette  party  supplies,  like  penis-straws  and  stuff  like  that.  There  was

nothing all that interesting: fart-bombs, whoopee-cushions, beer-flavoured gum…

In  the  back  of  the  store,  I  found  a  selection  of  dildos  and  vibrators.  One  of  the dildos had a weird curve to it, and a thick tip. I picked it up, wondering what the hell it was. 

It was a prostate stimulator, made for men. ‘The greatest orgasm your man will ever have!’ the box claimed. I’d never stuck anything in my butt before, but I have to  admit,  I  was  curious.  I’d  heard  of  men  achieving  incredible  orgasms  through anal stimulation, but I’d never thought much about it—I’d never been interested in sticking anything up there to find out. 

But holding that box, I couldn’t help but wonder. The tip of the device vibrated, and the box claimed it was enough to make any man come. My heart skipped a beat  as  I  opened  the  box  and  looked  at  the  toy.  It  was  big.  I  had  a  hard  time believing  it  would  fit  up  my  back  end  without  a  good  amount  of  lube,  which  the store also had. I grabbed a bottle. 

I  took  everything  to  the  change  room  in  the  lingerie  store,  where  I’d  left  my regular clothes, just in case I needed to change back in a hurry. I popped open the bottle of lube and squirted a healthy amount onto the tip of the vibrating sex toy. 

Then, I pulled aside the thin strip of lace covering my asshole, and I pressed the tip of the toy up to my tight hole. I twisted it gently, spreading the lube all over my puckering anus, and then I started to push in. It took a moment before my body allowed it inside, opening just enough for the mere tip to slide in. 

It  was  a  strange  feeling,  my  butthole  being  stretched  out.  It  didn’t  hurt,  but  it certainly didn’t feel good either. It just felt… strange. The further I pushed it in, the more of a lump I got in my throat. I managed to get it in exactly where the manual said to get it, but it felt like nothing but an ass full of dildo. I tried moving it around a little bit, pumping it slightly, but it still just felt strange. Maybe anal just wasn’t my thing—

And then I turned it on, and it began vibrating. My body became tense, a warm jolt  shooting  up  my  spine.  That  feels  okay,  I  thought,  tilting  the  handle  slightly, pressing the vibrating tip up against a spot that felt particularly nice. I pushed it in just  a  bit  further,  and  the  vibrating  suddenly  became  more  intense.  My  legs trembled slightly. “Okay,” I said with a deep breath. I sunk the toy a little bit deeper again. 

I found myself staring at my reflection, watching as I stood bent over, looking as sexy as hell, fucking myself in the ass with a big, vibrating sex toy. I began to pump it slowly, massaging the tip against that sweet spot that continued to send warm  electricity  through  my  body.  “Oh  God,”  I  began  to  moan.  So  this  was  why some  men  loved  anal  so  much!  It  felt  amazing,  like  a  warm  orgasm  that  didn’t seem to end. My legs were shaking, and so were my hands. The vibrator wasn’t even turned up as high as it could go. I pressed the little plus-button, and then I dropped to my knees. “Holy shit!” I said through clenched teeth. 

I laid on my back and spread my legs, so my asshole was facing the mirror. I loved the way my legs looked, dangling in the air in their fishnet stockings. I loved

the way my asshole gripped the shaft of the dildo whenever I pulled out slightly, as if it didn’t want to let go. I didn’t want it to let go. I wanted to see how far I could push this incredible euphoria that only seemed to get better and better. 

I  pressed  the  little  plus-button  again,  and  then  I  started  moaning,  rolling  my head from side to side. It was getting harder to keep my head up to watch me fuck myself. But I didn’t want to look away, I was too hot to look away. It would have been such a waste. 

I rolled over, onto my hands and knees. I continued fucking myself in the ass, moaning  out  loud.  Thank  God  I  was  alone  in  that  mall.  My  voice  was  probably echoing down the long, abandoned hallways, filling the whole gigantic space. 

I felt a warmth pooling at my crotch. I looked down, and there was a wet spot quickly forming. I was coming. The box was right: the toy was capable of making a man  come  all  by  itself!  My  body  trembled  and  then  I  fell  over,  totally  sapped  of energy. 

I have to get me one of those vibrating toys, I thought to myself as my warm cum trickled out the side of my lingerie, down my leg. 

CHAPTER V

I was still trapped the next day, and then again the day after that. I was starting to  worry  about  my  vending  machine  supply.  I’d  hardly  made  my  way  through  a whole  row  of  snacks,  but  there  were  only  two  vending  machines  in  the  whole building, and I knew they wouldn’t last forever. 

As the days went by, I passed the time with my new hobby: cross-dressing. I was slightly ashamed of myself for doing it over and over, but I couldn’t help how fun it was, or how good I looked all dressed up and cute. With the whole mall at my  disposal,  there  were  so  many  options  to  choose  from.  It  would  have  taken multiple  lifetimes  to  try  everything  on,  and  there  were  still  entire  stores  I  hadn’t broken into yet. 

I found that I looked best in skirts. There was something about the way they framed my body that made my legs look stellar, and it seemed like every top in the mall  had  a  skirt  that  complimented  it.  A  personal  favourite  combination  of  mine: thigh-high stockings and a short skirt. There were some cocktail dresses I’d found in one of the ritzier stores that made me look like an absolute bombshell. It was like my body was designed specifically to wear women’s clothing. 

I even ended up experimenting with the makeup I had at my disposal (which was a lot). I found a few new looks that I loved. I was a big fan of minimal makeup, but I also loved the way I looked with ‘cat eyes’, little flicks of eyeliner. Over a few days,  I  managed  to  accumulate  a  decent-sized  pile  of  clothes,  makeup,  and accessories that I wanted to keep. I still had no idea how I was going to get it all out of the mall without being caught, or how I was going to get out of the mall at all, but worst case scenario, I could just leave it all behind in a big pile. 

In one of the utility closets, I found a cordless drill and a box of screws. I tried using the drill on the doors, to take the hinges off, but the doors were all fastened with big, specialty bolts—probably designed so that they couldn’t be removed by any bozo with a cordless drill. 

But I did put the drill to good use. I started collecting scrap wood I was able to find  around  the  mall.  I  disassembled  a  temporary  handrail,  made  from  two-by-fours, and I started screwing it together to make a giant ladder that could reach that window in the women’s department store. The ladder looked like a giant piece of  garbage,  with  each  rung  a  different  size  and  distance  apart.  It  was  terribly heavy,  too,  not  even  twenty-feet  high  yet  before  I  could  hardly  lift  it  off  of  the ground. I found some rope and managed to create a sort of pulley system to lift the ladder up. It took the better part of three days to finish the ladder, and a few hours to build up the confidence to climb the thing. 

From the very first step I took, it creaked and groaned loudly. Looking up the ladder,  I  realized  how  uneven  I’d  made  the  thing.  The  two-by-fours  must  have been horribly warped. I got about halfway up and then I could feel the whole thing beginning to buckle. I could hear wood splintering beneath my feet. I panicked and scrambled  back  down  the  ladder  before  it  snapped  in  half,  sending  me  falling

twenty feet towards the hard, linoleum floors. It wasn’t a lethal height, but it was definitely a bone-breaking height. 

I  decided  I  needed  to  spend  some  more  time  reinforcing  my  ladder,  which meant  building  a  stronger  pulley  system  to  raise  it  up.  But  for  that  day,  I  was exhausted. I migrated over to my luxury king memory-foam bed and went to sleep. 

I woke up earlier than usual the next morning, the sun still not quite teasing the windowed ceiling. At first I thought my bed was creaking, and then I realized, after I became totally still, that I was hearing something else: footsteps. I listened for a while  as  they  echoed  quietly  in  the  distance.  I  couldn’t  tell  where  they  were coming from, but I could tell that they weren’t too far away, possibly headed in my direction. 

I sprung out from my bed and looked around for the best place to hide. I had a lot  of  options,  but  none  carried  any  guarantee.  It  wasn’t  until  I  was  taking  cover behind a display of pots and pans that I realized I was wearing a little satin nightie, with a skirt that hardly covered the bulge of my cock in the tiny panties I’d gone to sleep in. I’d gotten so used to spending whole days alone in that mall, waking up to  the  sound  of  desolation,  that  I’d  forgotten  that  people  would  inevitably  be coming into the mall. 

The footsteps became louder. I heard a male voice muttering, “What the hell?” 

The mall was a mess. All the locks had been cut off of the gates, and all of the gates had been pulled away from the storefronts. I’d failed to fold up clothes that I’d  tried  on,  and  there  was  debris  everywhere  from  where  I’d  pillaged  pieces  of wood  for  my  giant  ladder,  which  was  still  unfinished.  Now,  it  was  looking  like  it would never get finished. My den had been found, and it was only a matter of time before whoever was walking around—probably a security guard—called the cops and had me thrown in jail. 

From  behind  my  wall  of  pots  and  pans,  I  could  hear  him,  walking  right  by, within feet. He stopped at the bed, which was unmade and clearly recently slept in. “Hello?” he called out, but of course I didn’t answer; my heart was pounding too hard and the lump in my throat was far too big. It didn’t help that I was wearing a perfume sampler from one of the other stores, which he could probably smell as he  wandered  through  the  home  department  of  the  store.  After  he  was  a  good twenty  feet  away,  I  took  a  deep  breath,  and  then  I  started  to  creep  towards  the store exit. 

If I could get to the entrance he’d come in through before he found me, I could get away. Sure, it would look weird: a girl running through the streets in nothing but a piece of skimpy lingerie, but at least no one would recognize me, and no one would stop me, unless I gave them a reason to be suspicious (or was it suspicious enough that I would be running away from a mall in nothing but a little nightie?) I managed to escape the store without being noticed. I kept to the wall in the hallway as I made my way towards the main exit, where I assumed the man had entered from. It was still boarded up. I went to the back entrance, which was also boarded. My heart started racing even faster. I tried the sporting goods exit, also

closed and locked, and I tried the bookstore with no success. Where had the man come in from? I’d tried every exit, except…

I  started  towards  the  north  fire  exit,  which  was  locked,  and  then  I  started towards the south exit. But then I heard his footsteps, and I stopped dead in my tracks.  I  looked  around  and  then  slipped  into  the  clothing  store  to  my  left.  All  I could do was hope he hadn’t heard me, and hope that he wouldn’t smell my sweet perfume sampler. I hid in the change room, pulled my feet up onto the little bench with me, and then I closed my eyes and did my best to control my breathing. 

The  man  entered  the  clothing  store.  I  hated  that  I  was  about  to  be  caught;  I was  so  close  to  escaping!  Just  a  few  hours  of  work  and  my  ladder  would  have been  climbable,  and  I  would  have  been  free.  Now,  not  only  was  I  about  to  be caught and probably arrested, I was going to be caught dressed like a skimpy little bimbo.  It  won’t  take  long  before  my  captor  realizes  I’m  not  a  woman,  just  a deranged man dressed like a woman. I hadn’t looked in a mirror yet that morning, but I could imagine that my makeup was unsightly, and as far as I knew, my wig wasn’t on right. Unfortunately, there were no mirrors in the dressing room I’d found myself in. 

“Hello?”  the  man  called  out.  “Who’s  there?  I  know  you’re  there.”  He  was approaching the change room. Either he had seen me slip in, or he could smell that perfume on me, or maybe he could hear me breathing heavily and sobbing subtly. 

Besides turning myself in, what could I do? I could run past him, make a dash for my ladder, despite the fact it was unfinished. If I was quick, I could probably get up  to  the  window  before  it  buckled  and  cracked  on  me.  But  then  what?  Then  I would have to scale down the side of the thirty-foot-tall mall dressed in nothing but a  little  satin  nightie  and  hope  that  the  man,  who  was  probably  a  security  guard, didn’t  come  out  and  catch  me  right  there,  in  public  where  it  would  be  especially humiliating. 

I tried to call back, to say that I was sorry, but the lump in my throat prevented me  from  doing  so.  Instead,  I  just  sat  there  until  he  came  and  grabbed  the  door handle for my stall, gave it a firm shake, and then said, “Alright, open up, whoever you  are.”  I  was  caught.  The  gig  was  up.  He  knew  I  was  in  there  and  he  wasn’t going anywhere until I came out. There was probably a set of keys near him that he would find sooner or later to let himself in. 

So  I  brought  myself  to  my  feet,  took  a  deep  breath,  and  then  I  opened  the door. 

CHAPTER VI

It was a security guard, a younger, clean-shaven guy, whose face turned white the moment he saw me. I still had no idea what he was looking at, how haggard I was  that  morning,  whether  I  actually  looked  like  a  woman  or  if  I  looked  like someone  who  had  escaped  from  the  mental  institution.  His  lips  parted  and  he stuttered. “Miss, what the hell are you doing in here?” 

I  tried  to  respond,  but  the  lump  in  my  throat  had  grown  too  big.  I  just  stood there, wide-eyed and dumbfounded. Was I going to go to jail? Was this where my smooth, seamless life became rocky? 

“Alright,”  he  finally  said,  after  giving  me  a  long  enough  moment  to  respond, 

“hands behind your back. I don’t know how you got in here, but you can explain that to the police. You made a real mess—probably a few thousand in damages, at least.” 

“I’m sorry,” I finally managed to say, my voice low and broken. 

“Save it for the cops,” he said, closing his handcuffs around my wrists. He gave me  a  tug  and  started  leading  me  out  of  the  store,  into  the  long,  desolate  mall corridor.  He  kept  looking  over  at  me,  and  when  he  wasn’t,  I  could  tell  he  was staring  at  me  through  his  peripheral  vision.  I  still  couldn’t  figure  out  what  he thought he was seeing: a woman or a lunatic. “Does that little dress belong to you, miss?” he said, stopping me in the middle of the hallway, next to the lingerie store where the very same nightie was hanging in the window. 

I hesitated. He’d said miss, so he must have thought I really was a lady, unless he  was  just  humouring  me,  which  was  possible—trying  to  avoid  an  awkward confrontation. Maybe he wasn’t totally sure, and he thought he would just play it safe  by  calling  me  miss,  seeing  as  I  was  clearly  trying  to  be  a  woman.  “No,  it’s not,” I said, forcing my best female voice. I’d practiced my voice a little bit over the week as I tried on different outfits, but I had no actual idea of whether I sounded genuine or completely ridiculous. 

“Where are your actual clothes?” he asked. 

I  had  to  think  for  a  moment,  my  mind  too  frantic  to  completely  process  what he’d asked. “In there, I think,” I said, motioning towards the lingerie store. I figured I would call my striped shirt and jean short combo my real clothes, seeing as my actual real clothes would give my male identity away, and as long as he and the police really thought I was a woman, there was hope that I could get away from the whole nightmare without a scratch on my record. 

“Well,  go  in  there  and  get  changed,”  he  said,  taking  off  my  handcuffs  and walking me to the door, which he stood by once I was inside, to guard. I could feel him watching my ass as I approached the change room where my clothes were waiting. I couldn’t exactly blame him, seeing as the curve of my rump was plainly visible just below the skirt of the nightie, and I had a pretty good ass. I looked back before  entering  the  change  room,  and  I  watched  as  his  head  snapped  up,  his

cheeks red, pretending as though he hadn’t just been checking out my rear-end. 

“What are you waiting for?” he asked. 

I entered the change room. My clothes were in a little pile on the bench, but next  to  them  was  the  black,  lacy  piece  of  lingerie  that  I’d  tried  on  a  few  days before, along with the fishnet stockings and the satin gloves. 

An  idea  occurred  to  me,  which  sent  a  cold  shiver  down  my  spine:  I  could convince him to let me go by seducing him. He was young and clearly horny. For him, it made no difference if he told his superiors that he’d found the mall in the state it was in, versus him finding the culprit hiding out in the mall. The damage that  was  done  was  already  done.  Besides,  the  whole  place  was  getting  pulled apart anyway, as soon as the renovations started. 

But how could I seduce him? I didn’t exactly have the female genitalia that he would  want  to  fuck—but  I  did  have  a  mouth.  I  could  offer  him  a  blowjob  in exchange for my freedom. What young man wouldn’t accept that offer? Besides, he  didn’t  strike  me  as  the  type  of  guy  who  took  his  job  too  seriously.  It  was probably just a summer job he was holding to pay for college textbooks. 

I picked up the little piece of lingerie and held it up. Was I insane? I couldn’t actually suck a dick, could I? I’d never thought I would ever try anal, but it turned out  I  liked  that,  so  maybe  I  could  suck  a  dick…  I  slipped  into  the  piece  of  black lingerie, and then I stepped into the fishnet stockings. Unlike the changing room of the previous store, the lingerie store change rooms had mirrors. I was able to fix my  wig  (which  wasn’t  as  ruffled  as  I’d  thought)  and  my  makeup  was  still  okay, luckily. As I slipped on the satin gloves, the security guard knocked on the door. 

“What’s taking so long?” he said. 

My  heart  was  racing.  I  took  a  deep  breath.  Was  I  really  going  through  with this? “I need help,” I said. 

“Help with what?” 

“Can you come in?” I took another deep breath, the back of my neck cold, my forehead hot. Here goes nothing, I thought to myself. 

He  entered  the  little  change  room  and  his  face  became  ivory.  “What  are  you doing?” he said. 

I stepped up to him, slipped my arms around him, and I kissed him on the lips. 

He didn’t kiss back; he didn’t even move a muscle. He was rendered completely frozen—but  he  didn’t  protest.  “Just  relax,”  I  said,  running  my  satin-clad  fingers gently down his sides. I kissed him again. This time, he kissed back, but only for a moment before pushing me back. “What are you doing?” he said again, this time his voice trembling. 

“I think you’re cute,” I said. 

“Really? I mean, no—I need to take you to the police. This isn’t right,” he said, and then he pulled out his handcuffs again. 

My  heart  stuttered.  I  thought  about  losing  my  job,  my  makeup-covered  mug shot  on  the  front  page  of  every  newspaper:  ‘Man  tries  to  seduce  his  way  out  of

being arrested.’ I couldn’t let that happen. The humiliation would be crippling. “You want to cuff me while I suck your dick?” I said with a forced grin. I needed to sell it. 

I needed to give him no other option but yes. 

He hesitated. “What?” he finally said. 

“I want to suck your dick. You can tell the police that you just found the place like this, and I’ll let you come in my mouth.” 

He hesitated again. My plan was almost working, but not quite. “No, I can’t, I have to bring you in,” he said. As he raised the handcuffs again, his hands were shaking. 

I  reached  down  and  slipped  my  fingers  over  the  bulge  of  his  cock.  He  was already  getting  hard.  His  face  turned  red  as  I  began  to  massage  his  long  shaft. 

“You’re  big,”  I  said,  biting  the  corner  of  my  lip.  “No  one  will  ever  find  out  about this,” I said. 

He took a deep breath. “Are you sure?” he said. 

“Positive,” I said, and then I sunk down to my knees and started doing away with his belt. My heart was pounding loudly into my chest. I couldn’t believe it—my scheme  was  working.  I  was  going  to  get  out  of  that  mall  without  a  pair  of  cold, metal cuffs around my wrists. I could go back to my regular life and pretend like my week trapped in the mall had never happened. 

Once his belt was open, his pants fell to the floor, pulled down by the weight of the many items on his utility belt. His boxers stood out like a tent being held up by a single, thick tent pole. As I took his boxer shorts from the waistband, my heart skipped a beat and I realized what I was about to do: I was about to suck a dick. 

I’d  never  even  seen  another  man’s  erect  cock  before,  outside  of  the  occasional pornography. I didn’t know how to suck a cock, and I didn’t want to suck a cock. I liked women. Hell, I liked women so much, I wanted to be a woman. 

But I had no choice. It was suck or go to jail, and from what I’ve heard, there’s plenty of forced sucking in jail. So I slipped his boxers down, letting his long, hard rod  spring  free.  I  was  afraid  to  touch  it,  skin-on-skin.  It  was  throbbing,  rigid, intimidating—and  I  still  had  to  put  it  in  my  mouth  and  suck  it.  “C’mon.  My supervisor is going to come looking for me soon,” he said. 

I  took  yet  another  deep  breath,  and  then  I  closed  my  fingers  around  his throbbing  erection.  My  hand  was  shaking,  but  I  had  no  choice—not  anymore, anyway. There was no sense in turning back now and accepting the arrest. I ran my grip up and down the length of his rod, watching as his foreskin pulled away from his throbbing tip. 

He  kept  his  hands  awkwardly  at  his  sides.  He  was  tense.  As  long  as  he remained tense, I knew it was going to be a challenge getting him off. I needed to get him to relax. I looked up into his eyes and he looked away swiftly. I ran the tip of my tongue down the base of his cock, from his balls to the very tip. This one little  move  seemed  to  make  him  fully-erect  in  an  instant,  his  cock  bloating  and

pointing  straight  up  suddenly.  I  did  it  again,  running  the  tip  my  tongue  down  the whole base of his member. He let out a soft sigh. He was finally relaxing. 

I opened my mouth and I slipped as much of him as I could fit in through my lips. What I couldn’t fit, I continued to stroke with my hand. It wasn’t nearly as bad as I thought it would be. There was something strangely satisfying about the way his cock fit snugly on my tongue, and the thought that I was able to get a man so excited  and  so  hard  filled  me  with  a  pleasant  warmth.  Plus,  it  was  kind  of  fun, playing  with  his  cock,  watching  as  every  move  I  made  had  a  strong  reaction. 

Whenever I tickled the tip of his manhood with the tip of my tongue, he squirmed slightly.  Whenever  I  pressed  his  cock  up  against  the  back  of  my  throat,  he moaned. When I squeezed firmly with my hand, his knees buckled slightly. 

His  tip  was  throbbing  powerfully.  I  could  feel  his  veins  pulsing  against  the insides  of  my  cheeks.  I  knew  I  wasn’t  too  far  from  his  big  climax.  And  I  was strangely excited to feel him unloading in my mouth, to taste his sweet cum. But I wanted more. I couldn’t help but think of that toy I’d played with a few days before, the one that made me come by vibrating in just the right place. Could the young security guard make me come? 

I pulled my head back, slipping his long, slick cock out from my mouth. “Fuck me  in  the  ass,”  I  said.  I  didn’t  wait  for  a  response  before  standing  up,  turning around, and bending over. I pulled aside the thin strip of my lingerie, keeping my cock and balls cradled in the palm of my hand, out of sight. “Fuck me,” I said. 

I heard him take a big, deep breath, and then he stepped forward, pressing his warm girth between my perky butt cheeks. He slid his tip down until it was pressed right up to my puckering hole. “Are you sure?” he said. 

“Fuck me,” I said again, swaying my bum slightly. 

He pushed in, stretching me wide as he slid in deep. He was much thicker than the toy I’d screwed around with, and much more rigid. I could feel my own saliva squishing against my tight rectum, making it nice and easy for him to slide in and out  without  resistance.  He  moaned  heavily  as  his  pelvis  pressed  up  against  my tush. “How does that feel?” he asked. 

“So good,” I said. 

Slowly, he started to thrust himself in and out. I wanted all of him; I pushed my butt  back  with  every  penetration,  making  sure  his  entire  dick  was  inside  of  my body.  As  his  pace  started  to  pick  up,  his  hands  found  my  hips,  and  he  held  me firmly in place. I loved the sound of the swift slapping of his pelvis against my soft bum,  and  the  squishing  of  his  cock  exploring  my  backdoor.  I  had  to  swivel  my body ever-so-slightly to get him to hit that sweet spot that made my legs tremble and my heart skip a beat. “Right there,” I said, my arms shaking as they held me up, palms pressed against the little bench. 

He was surprisingly strong for a young guy, slamming down with force every time  his  long  cock  plunged  my  asshole.  “Oh  fuck,”  he  said.  I  could  feel  him trembling. He was close to finishing. 

“Don’t come—not yet,” I said, but I knew it was mostly out of his control. Still, he did his best, grunting and straining to hold back as the pleasure grew stronger and stronger inside of me. “I’m about to come, just a few more seconds!” I said. 

“I can’t hold back any longer!” he said. 

I  pushed  back  hard,  pressing  my  ass  to  his  crotch  as  hard  as  I  could.  “Oh God!” I screamed, and then I felt it: his hot load, filling me up, my hot load pooling up  in  my  little  piece  of  lacy  lingerie.  We  came  in  unison.  His  warm  blasts,  deep inside of my body, felt so good, unlike anything I’d ever felt in my life. Each blast sent a warm shiver through my bones, making me want to fall to the ground in a limp puddle of pure euphoria. Somehow, I held myself up. 

He stumbled back, his legs still wobbly, his head still light. “Wow,” he said after a minute. 

“That was amazing,” I said. Before turning around, I slipped my jean shorts on, over my lingerie, to hide my new wet spot and my big bulge. 

“You should break in more often,” he said with a laugh. “You’d better get out of here  quickly.  The  contractors  are  coming  in  to  do  a  walkthrough  at  noon.  It’s probably pretty close to noon now.” 

I never saw the security guy again. Hopefully he didn’t get in any trouble on my behalf. When I got back to my car, I noticed I had many missed calls and missed messages  from  my  sister.  She  was  worried  about  me.  I  sent  her  a  message saying  that  my  phone  had  broken,  and  I  had  to  leave  for  work  a  bit  earlier  than expected.  By  the  time  I  was  back  home,  everything  was  back  to  normal,  as  if nothing  had  happened  at  all.  And  sometimes  I  would  wake  up  wondering  if anything really had happened, or if it was all a dream. 

I still had that piece of black lingerie, those jean shorts, that striped sweater, and that wig. It was the only proof I had for myself that I really had spent a week in the  mall.  It’s  funny  to  think  that  I  broke  into  a  shopping  mall  and  all  I  got  was  a woman’s outfit. But in reality, I got so much more than that. I got a new hobby and a new piece of knowledge about myself: I liked to be a girl. Being a girl is so much more fun than being a man. 

It was a while before I ever went to a mall again. Every time I was close, my heart would start racing and I would get flashbacks from my week trapped inside. 

When I finally did step foot in a mall again, it was for a very specific purpose: to get  a  whole  new  wardrobe.  I  was  going  to  need  panties,  skirts,  bras,  dresses, some tops, and maybe even a few new pieces of lingerie. 

THE END
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THE PERKS OF BEING A WOMAN

When  Ash  hears  that  female  artists  will  be  receiving  more  grant  money  than male artists, he decides to check the little ‘F’ on his application, instead of the little

‘M’.  He  figures  if  anyone  says  anything,  he  could  call  it  a  mistake.  And  as  luck would have it, he ends up getting the grant. 

But the Arts Fund wants a little bit more before they release the funds. They want to set Ash up with a little TV spot, to help promote his work, in a segment called ‘Spotlight On: Women Artists’. Ash has two options: admit the fault on his application and decline the money, or do the TV spot. 

CHAPTER I

When I ticked the little ‘F’ next to gender on my grant application, I didn’t think anything bad would come out of. I figured if I was called out on being a liar, I could say it was just an honest mistake. The ‘M’ and ‘F’ were very close together, after all. Of course I wouldn’t tell them that I was sick of being refused grant money, that I thought I had a better shot at getting approved if they thought I was a woman. 

My name, Ashley, was unisex, after all—in fact, it was more commonly a woman’s name. Kids used to make fun of me all the time, before I started just going by Ash. 

It wasn’t a secret that they gave more grant money to women than men. It was part of some bullshit “gender equality initiative”. The idea was to get more women interested  in  pursuing  artistic  careers.  If  the  government  officials  who  made  the decision  ever  actually  left  their  little  office  cubicles,  they  would  have  known  that there  were  far  more  female  artists  than  male  ones.  All  of  my  male  friends  were working in trades. The only artists I knew personally were female. 

The prime-minister himself even went on television to announce the “feminist initiative”, as if it was something worth bragging about. Did no one ever think that they  were  possibly  discriminating  against  men?  The  money  should  just  go  to whoever  has  the  better  paintings,  the  better  films,  the  better  photographs.  It shouldn’t  matter  what’s  hanging  between  their  legs.  What  does  that  have  to  do with anything? 

I’d never felt so frustrated in my life. Four straight years of being denied grant money. It wasn’t like they gave out a lot: you could apply for up to twenty thousand a  year,  which  was  enough  for  me  to  live  off  of.  If  I’d  gotten  the  grant,  I  wouldn’t have  worked  at  that  café,  serving  coffee  to  the  women  who  actually  did  get  the grant.  One  woman,  Tessa,  came  in  every  day  with  her  MacBook  laptop.  She ordered a latte, no foam, and sat in the corner. She spent most of the day surfing around  on  Facebook.  She  called  herself  a  novelist;  I  didn’t  realize  Facebook comments were considered novels… Maybe hers were especially long. 

I worked ten hours every day, and then I went out and tried to squeeze in a few hours of photography before I was too exhausted to carry on. I loved photography, and  I  was  good  at  it.  My  work  was  once  in  a  ritzy  museum  downtown.  Annie Leibovitz  came  through  and  bought  one  of  my  prints.  The   Annie  Leibovitz.  You know, the woman who photographed John Lennon and that other lady… oh yeah: the Queen. 

But instead of getting a grant for myself, the money went to some girl who put a tampon in a teacup and said, “Voila!” 

So after a few years of constant rejection, I’d had enough. I ticked the little ‘F’

next to gender, and I didn’t feel even a little bit bad about it. I considered it my own little stand against gender discrimination. I attached some of my best work to the application (including the photo that Mrs. Leibovitz purchased) and submitted it for approval. 

I  received  a  confirmation  from  the  Arts  Fund,  saying  it  would  take  a  week  or two to process my application. So I waited, impatiently, going to work every day unable to think of anything else. If I didn’t get approved, even if they thought I was a woman, then maybe it was time to stop trying. Maybe I wasn’t the photographer I thought I was. Maybe I was better suited to serve no-foam lattes to women who wrote less-than-profound comments on their friends’ Facebook pages. 

When the letter finally came in the mail, I was hesitant to open it. Holding it in my  hands,  I  knew  that  my  fate  was  sealed  inside.  Would  I  get  to  live  my photographer dream or was it time to move on to different things? There was a car factory  hiring  on  the  other  end  of  town.  I  could  always  apply  for  a  job  there; supposedly they had good benefits. 

I carefully peeled the envelope open. There was a neatly folded letter inside. I pulled it out and opened it. It was printed with the official Arts Fund letterhead. 

“Dear Ashley Wallace,” it started. “Congratulations, you have been selected…” 

I dropped the letter and threw my arms in the air, unable to contain my excitement. 

I was approved! I was being given enough money to live for a full year. Just think of  how  many  excellent  photographs  I  could  get  in  a  year!  I  could  get  a  whole exhibit together, send my work off to notable critics, finally make a name for myself in the industry. 

As I continued to read the letter, I had the biggest, goofiest smile stuck on my face—until I got to the last paragraph. “We liked your work so much, we would like to run a feature on you, to run on the CBC, during a segment called ‘Spotlight On: Women Artists’. We would arrange to have a camera crew follow you around for a few days, watching you work, and possibly get a few interviews.” I suddenly felt nauseous.  If  they  show  up  and  realize  I’m  not  a  woman,  what  would  happen? 

Would they take the money away? Would they sue me for fraud? Was pretending to be a woman considered fraud? 

I sat down on the edge of my couch, my legs suddenly trembling. They weren’t even  giving  me  the  choice;  it  was  a  condition  of  their  approval.  The  letter  even said  when  the  film  crew  would  be  arriving  at  my  flat.  I  tried  to  swallow  the  thick lump that had formed in my throat. 

Do  I  call  them  up  and  tell  them  that  I  screwed  up  my  application?  And  then what?  Go  and  apply  for  that  job  at  the  car  factory?  Sell  my  camera  on  eBay?  I couldn’t let this golden opportunity slip through my fingers—I just couldn’t. 

My head was spinning. I needed to figure out some sort of plan, some way of telling the CBC to stay home that wouldn’t strip me away from the pile of money that was coming in a separate piece of mail. I texted a good, close friend of mine, Karen. After building up the courage to tell her what I’d done, I said, “Now what the hell am I supposed to do?” I was trembling all over, a cold sweat tickling the back of my neck. 

She  seemed  to  think  my  situation  was  humorous.  “Do  you  really  think  they would take the money away if they find out you’re a dude?” she asked. 

“I can almost guarantee it,” I said. 

“Well  then  just  pretend  like  you’re  a  woman.  Say  you  identify  as  a  woman—

don’t people do that all the time these days?” She continued to laugh. 

“This isn’t funny, Karen,” I said. “And what if my family is watching, and they hear me saying that I identify as a woman?” 

“I don’t know, man, why don’t you put on a mask so they don’t recognize you?” 

And then I became silent as the idea pinged around my brain. It actually wasn’t such  a  bad  plan:  dress  up  like  a  girl,  make  myself  unrecognizable,  and  then  go ahead with the filming. How hard could it be to be convincing? It’s not like I had to be  pretty  or  sexy  or  even  remotely  good  looking.  There  are  plenty  of  women around who look like they could be men. And if I tell them I want to be credited as Ashley  Douglas  (Douglas  was  my  middle  name),  then  any  friends  or  family  who might be watching wouldn’t be able to put two and two together. 

“Are you still there?” Karen asked. 

“Huh? Yeah, I’m here. Hey, do you think I could borrow a few things?” I said. 

CHAPTER II

I met Karen at her apartment the next morning. When she opened the door to let me in, she had a big smirk on her face, which looked like it had been on her face since our phone call the day before. “Come on in,” she said, doing her best not to laugh. 

“Yeah, yeah, laugh it up. You think I want to be doing this?” I said. 

“I’m just happy you picked me to help you out. I can’t wait to see you in a little dress and a pair of cute, little heels.” She looked at my body, as if to assess what would  look  best  on  me.  We  were  about  the  same  size,  so  everything  she  had would presumably fit me just fine. 

“No dresses, no heels,” I said firmly. Just because I had to become a woman for a few days to appease the Arts Fund didn’t mean I needed to get all dolled up and ready for the prom. I wanted to skirt by with the bare minimum. Just on the way to Karen’s apartment, I saw plenty of women dressed in more-or-less unisex attire. One girl on my bus, who I thought was super hot, was wearing jeans and a t-shirt. Of course, she wasn’t just wearing boy jeans and any old t-shirt that I had lying around in my bedroom. Her jeans were skin-tight, and her t-shirt had a very specific, very feminine cut to it. She kept just the front of it tucked into her jeans, and she also had a sleek brown belt. On her wrists were a number of plain, golden bracelets, and she had a pair of golden earrings to match. 

Until I realized I was going to be pretending to be a woman for a few days, I’d never  paid  very  close  attention  to  what  girls  were  wearing,  or  the  way  in  which they presented themselves. At least with the girls who looked good, every detail was carefully determined. Every strand of hair was in its place, and every flick of eyeliner perfectly matched its counterpart. 

On  my  bus  ride  over  to  Karen’s  house,  I  realized  that  there  were  no  women who just rolled out of bed, the way I usually did—along with most men. I even paid close attention to the hair of the girls I passed. There were no indents or ruffled strands, as if they either hadn’t slept with their head on a pillow, or they spent a good chunk of time in the morning getting their hair just right. Even with the girls who kept their hair tied up, there was a carefulness to the way they kept their hair up: a perfect swirl to their bun, a clean line through their ponytails, with carefully selected strands occasionally hanging down at the sides of their faces. 

“I had to go into storage to get this,” Karen said, lifting up a long, blonde wig off of  her  kitchen  counter.  Removed  from  a  head,  the  thing  gave  me  the  creeps.  It was just a bundle of long hair, which looked completely realistic, as if she’d cut it right off of a woman’s head. There were darker roots in the wig, to make it look more authentic—and it worked. “It might be a bit dusty. I haven’t worn the old thing in probably five years.” 

She gave it a good shake, and sure enough, a plume of dust exploded out of it. 

“Maybe we’ll give it a good wash first.” I went to the bathroom with her. She turned

on the shower and then looked around. 

“What are you looking for?” I asked. 

“Shampoo,” she said. 

“Right here,” I said, holding up a bottle. 

She  laughed  at  me,  as  if  it  was  the  silliest  thing  I’d  ever  done.  I  didn’t  know what exactly I’d done wrong. The bottle said SHAMPOO in big letters. “You can’t use that on blonde hair. You need special shampoo, or you’ll end up dying it. Ah ha!”  She  pulled  a  blue  bottle  out  from  under  her  sink.  “I  knew  I  still  had  some somewhere.”  She  ran  the  wig  under  the  water  and  then  gave  it  a  good shampooing. It was a strange sight, as if she was giving a dead dog a bath. 

Once  it  was  rinsed  out,  she  hung  it  up  to  dry.  “I  guess  we’ll  start  with  your wardrobe,”  she  said.  It  was  obvious  that  I  still  had  a  hell  of  a  lot  to  learn  about being a woman. 

She  was  getting  far  too  much  pleasure  out  of  the  experience,  and  it  was beginning  to  frustrate  me.  I  wouldn’t  have  asked  for  her  help  if  I  knew  she  was going to tease me so much, and think it was so funny. It wasn’t like I wanted to be dressed up like a woman. It was just business. I just needed the money. It seemed like a small price to pay to be able to live out my dream, even despite her teasing. 

I even told her, “This is just business. Got it?” 

“So I already picked out a few outfits that I think you would look good in,” she said, leading me into her bedroom. There were a number of outfits laid out on her bed,  with  a  corresponding  pair  of  shoes  below  each.  There  were  no  t-shirt  and jeans  combinations,  it  was  all  dresses  and  skirts,  with  tall  heels,  and  skimpy-looking tops. 

“You can’t be serious?” I said. “I don’t want to wear dresses. Don’t you have a pair of jeans I can borrow? Maybe a few t-shirts and sweaters…” 

“You aren’t going to convince anyone that you’re a woman wearing t-shirts and jeans, Ash,” she said. 

“I see girls wearing t-shirts and jeans all the time.” 

“Besides,”  she  said,  ignoring  my  previous  statement,  “You’re  going  to  be  on television. You need to dress nicely if you’re going to be on TV. You can’t just wear whatever’s at the top of the pile that morning.” 

“Says  who?”  I  said,  feeling  repulsed  at  the  sight  of  one  particular  dress  she had picked out for me, which was yellow and very, very short. 

“Says  the  people  who  will  be  deciding  whether  you  get  the  grant  again  next year,  and  the  year  after  that,”  she  said,  and  she  made  a  good  point.  Sure,  if  I could be a convincing woman, I would get the money for the year and I could get a lot of work done, but there were no guarantees that I would get the money ever again,  unless  I  left  a  good,  strong  impression.  And  even  then,  there  were  no guarantees, but it certainly would help my chances. They were going through the trouble  of  hiring  a  film  crew  to  follow  me  around,  which  I  couldn’t  imagine  was

cheap,  and  they  were  going  to  the  CBC  to  get  me  a  time  slot,  which  probably meant pulling some strings. They were probably expecting some gratitude on my behalf. But couldn’t I be grateful in something a little less feminine? 

“It won’t be so bad,” Karen said with a laugh, as she watched me take a careful step closer to the dress, as if it was a poisonous spider. “Now get undressed, and then put these on. Don’t worry, they’re clean.” She handed me a pair of panties. 

My heart skipped a beat and a cold tension filled my body. 

“No way,” I said, tossing the undies onto the bed. 

“What,  are  you  just  going  to  wear  your  boxers  under  your  dress?  You’ll  look ridiculous,  Ash.  Give  me  a  break.”  She  left  the  room,  giving  me  some  space  to change. I made sure the door was locked before getting undressed. The last thing I  needed  was  her  bursting  into  the  room,  taking  pictures  of  me  slipping  into  a stupid little dress—though it was inevitable she would see me eventually. 

I  got  down  to  my  boxers  and  then  I  slipped  on  the  dress.  The  dress  was  so short  that  my  boxers  hung  down  below  the  edge  of  the  skirt.  Karen  was  right,  it looked absolutely ridiculous. So after a deep breath, and a moment to swallow my pride, I slipped out of the boxers and I put on the panties. They were much more discreet, and they were much tighter, which was probably for the best as they held my cock firmly against my body. 

“Can I come in?” Karen called out from the other side of the door. 

I looked in the mirror. “Just a minute,” I said. I looked beyond stupid. My legs were hairy, my body looked unflattering, and I simply looked like a man in a dress. 

A  pit  formed  in  my  gut.  I  wasn’t  going  to  get  that  money,  was  I?  I  was  going  to have  to  call  the  Arts  Fund  and  tell  them  that  I  lied  on  my  application,  and  that there was no point in sending the film crew to my house. 

“Open up!” Karen called out. 

I considered getting undressed, getting back into my regular clothes, but I still had  a  tiny  glimmer  of  hope  inside  of  me  that  Karen  would  be  able  to  help  and somehow make me into a convincing woman—even if I was just barely convincing

—as long as I was unrecognizable. I opened the door. 

She burst into a fit of laughter. “It actually fits!” she said, as if that was the most shocking thing about the sight of me in that little yellow dress. 

“This  isn’t  going  to  work,  is  it?”  I  said,  feeling  very  vulnerable  and  incredibly stupid. 

“Sure it is!” she said, “But we have a lot of work to do first.” She made me go to the bathroom to shave. “Everything but the hair on your head, unless you want to shave that. I don’t want to see a single body hair anywhere on you.” She gave me a whole bag of razors, which I thought was overkill until I finished shaving my first leg, which took three razors. 

Getting  my  whole  body  hairless  used  nearly  half  of  her  bag  of  razors,  but  it sure made a huge difference. Just looking down at my legs, feeling them with my fingers, I realized how feminine they looked. Was that the only difference between

men’s legs and women’s legs? Women kept theirs hairless? I suppose most men had more muscle mass than women, but that wasn’t an issue for me, seeing as I was pretty scrawny. 

“You might be itchy for the next few days while the hair grows back. Just be sure to shave it again when you start getting stubble.” It seemed like a lot of work, but it was well worth the grant money. “Now put the dress back on and let’s work on your posture.” 

Apparently,  the  reason  I  looked  like  ‘a  man  in  a  dress’  was  because  I  had terrible posture. That was another thing women seemed to be better at than men: just standing and sitting in general. Karen had me stand up straight, with my back slightly  curved  inwards  and  my  shoulders  “relaxed”  (in  the  position  she  had  me hold, they were far from relaxed). She told me to hold that position for the rest of the  day,  until  it  felt  natural.  Seeing  as  it  was  hurting  more  and  more  with  every passing minute, I had a feeling that it wasn’t going to feel natural by the end of the day.  But  I  entertained  her,  seeing  as  she  was  right:  the  posture  adjustment  did make me look much more feminine, and much less like ‘a man in a dress’. 

She made me put on a tiny pair of heels, which were slightly uncomfortable, but they really helped with my posture. I quickly learned that if you don’t walk with good posture in heels, you end up falling on your face. The heels also forced me to stand with my butt out. Karen told me I had a great ass. I didn’t believe her until I looked over at the mirror and saw it perking out triumphantly. 

I  tried  on  a  few  more  outfits,  including  a  pair  of  black  tights  and  a  tank-top, which  I  was  the  most  comfortable  in.  It  was  the  only  outfit  she  had  for  me  that actually  covered  my  legs,  that  someone  wouldn’t  be  able  to  see  right  up  if  they dropped  a  pen  on  the  ground.  The  only  issue  was  that  the  black  tights  were slightly sheer, and you could see my panties as clear as day, and the bulge of my cock was plainly obvious. “You need to tuck it,” Karen said. 

I tried tucking my cock to the left, and then I tried tucking it to the right, but it was  still  obvious.  “Between  your  legs,  dummy,”  she  said.  She  sighed.  “Here,  do you mind?” She stepped forward and then reached her hand down the front of my pants. My heart skipped a beat. She took my bare cock in her hand and stuffed in between  my  legs,  slightly  aggressively.  It  was  out  of  sight,  but  it  sure  wasn’t comfortable. 

“Why  is  your  face  so  red?”  she  asked,  as  if  it  wasn’t  obvious.  She’d  just touched my bare dick with her hand. Then she smiled. “What? It’s just business, Ash.” She laughed. 

CHAPTER III

I  was  really  starting  to  believe  that  I  had  it  in  me  to  become  a  convincing woman.  Karen  made  me  try  out  a  few  different  voice  variations,  and  then  she assured me that I was nailing it, though in my head I sounded strange. But they say  your  voice  sounds  different  to  other  people,  so  all  I  could  do  was  take  her word for it. 

When  she  finished  doing  my  makeup,  I  hardly  recognized  myself.  I  felt  a combination  of  excitement,  that  my  scheme  was  going  to  work,  and disappointment,  in  myself.  Being  able  to  look  like  a  woman  isn’t  exactly  an accomplishment,  especially  when  people  already  make  fun  of  you  for  having  a girly name. 

But I still didn’t think I really looked like a girl. Sure, I didn’t recognize myself, and I looked a lot ‘prettier’ than I was used to, but I wouldn’t say I looked like a girl… Until Karen took the now-dry wig and put it on my head. It made all of the difference in the world. Suddenly, I was staring at a pretty, blonde woman in the mirror. I watched as my lips parted and my eyes grew wide. I would have never imagined such a thing was possible. Even when I decided I would pretend to be a woman for the CBC segment, I didn’t actually think I would look totally convincing, and  I  definitely  didn’t  think  I  would  look   hot .  I  thought  I  would  just  look  like  I could  have been a girl, enough to stop them from questioning my gender, either because there was nothing to question, or because they didn’t want to offend me. 

But I got way more than I’d bargained for. 

“You look good, Ash,” Karen said, running her fingers through my hair. “I would say you’ve earned that grant.” 

I went home with a bag packed tight with different outfits and a small makeup kit.  Before  leaving,  Karen  told  me,  “When  the  camera  people  are  in  town,  you’d better stay in character the whole time. It’s also probably a good idea to spend a day or two getting into character.” And she was right. The last thing I wanted was to have a slip on television, and then have the whole country coming down on me for  gaming  the  system.  If  the  general  public  found  out  that  I  was  abusing  pro-feminist rules, they would eat me alive. 

I still had a few days before the camera team showed up at my doorstep, so I decided  I  wasn’t  going  to  take  any  risks.  I  would  start  immediately,  becoming  a woman from that moment until the camera team was done with their segment and well  out  of  town.  The  very  next  morning,  I  woke  up  nice  and  early,  and  I  went straight  to  the  mirror  to  get  ready.  I  had  a  lot  to  do,  and  I  still  hadn’t  practiced putting on my own makeup. I had no idea how long it would take to do myself, but it was better that I figure it out sooner rather than later. 

Building  up  the  courage  to  leave  the  house  was  the  hardest  part—knowing there was a good chance I could run into someone I knew, and there was a good chance  they  would  recognize  me.  I  liked  to  think  that  I  was  completely

unrecognizable,  as  long  as  I  didn’t  let  my  voice  slip  or  let  my  wig  fall  off,  but people tend to have a way of recognizing one another. Have you ever been in a crowded shopping mall, and out of the corner of your eye, you recognize an old classmate  from  high-school,  who  you  haven’t  seen  in  over  a  decade,  who  now has  a  beard  and  wears  glasses  and  grew  his  hair  long,  but  still,  somehow,  you recognize him with hardly a glance? 

I’ve  seen  people  in  the  streets  who  make  me  think,  ‘How  do  I  know  that person?’  In  a  perfect  world,  I  would  avoid  that  entirely.  I  didn’t  need  anyone inspecting my face too closely, realizing I had an Adam’s apple, narrowing down the possibilities. 

But I knew I had no choice if I was going to get the grant money. I’d already come this far. There was no turning back now. I stepped outside. My first goal: a simple walk around town. I just needed to get comfortable in my new skin, which really did feel new even though it was the same old skin with different clothes and a bit of makeup. I needed to pass people, make eye-contact, realize that I hadn’t just convinced myself I looked like the real deal, but others wouldn’t be able to see through my guise either. 

My heart raced as I turned onto the main road. Every person who looked my way  made  my  heart  stop  momentarily.  Every  time  they  smiled  and  nodded,  my racing  heart  calmed  down  for  just  a  moment,  until  the  next  face  turned  my  way. 

After thirty minutes of turning up and down streets, some of which I’d never been down before, I started feeling comfortable, at least with the way I looked. I decided to push my test further, and attempt to start a conversation with a stranger. 

I stopped at a little convenience store, and my plan was to ask for directions to a bar, which I knew was just a few blocks down the road. For the longest time, I couldn’t  bring  myself  to  go  inside,  standing  a  few  feet  from  the  door  like  a frightened  child  with  my  hands  clasped  at  my  waist.  I  was  feeling  nauseous, probably from the constant rollercoaster my heart was on, speeding up, stuttering, pausing,  over  and  over  and  over.  I  bit  my  tongue.  “You  can  do  this,  Ash,”  I  told myself, and then I went inside. 

Sure enough, the cashier didn’t seem to think twice about my appearance or my voice. He treated me like a normal person, even giving me a free candy bar before I left. I thought the little gift was weird, like I was being treated like a lost child,  but  then  I  started  noticing  similar  small  gestures  wherever  I  went.  As  I walked  by  a  flower  stand,  the  owner  passed  me  a  beautiful  rose.  “For  you,”  he said with a big, red-cheeked smile. When I got to the bar, the bartender gave me the first drink on the house, and then a man further down the bar bought me my second. I left a nice tip, seeing as I hadn’t spent a single dime otherwise. I decided to  take  the  bus  home,  and  the  bus  driver  waived  my  fare.  “Don’t  worry  about  it tonight,” he said. In case that wasn’t enough, a man gave up his seat so I could sit. 

I  was  quickly  learning  there  were  many  perks  to  being  a  woman.  The  next morning, the coffee I went out to get was free, paid for by the man in front of me in line. When I went to say thank you, he smiled and nodded, his face becoming red. 

For once in my life, people wanted me to be happy, for seemingly no reason at all, unless you count being a woman a reason. 

I went out again the next day, in full drag, changing up my makeup style just a little  bit  (this  time  I  went  out  with  smoky-eyes  and  a  sort-of  controlled  messy hairdo).  The  results  were  the  same:  people  holding  doors  for  me,  buying  me drinks, waived bus fares, free seats, and so on and so on. I couldn’t remember a day in my life where I’d smiled more. 

I  brought  my  camera  along  with  me,  to  take  any  great  photos  I  might  come across. I took a bunch throughout the day, even taking portraits of strangers (with their consent, of course), which I’d never done before. When I got home to look through my photos, I was surprised by how positive my photos were. They were all so bright and cheery—a stark contrast from my usual dark, moody pieces. But they  were  good—really  good.  I  was  excited  to  show  them  to  the  CBC  camera crew, who would be at my door the next morning. 

Maybe  pretending  to  be  a  woman  for  a  week  wouldn’t  be  so  bad.  Maybe  it would actually be kind of fun, and hard to give up once the whole thing was said and done. Staying in character was going to be easier than anticipated, seeing as I  was  struggling  to  break  character  once  I  was  home  at  the  end  of  the  day.  My natural voice no longer felt like my natural voice—now, it felt forced and awkward. 

I felt strange wearing my male clothes, as if they were all too big and unflattering on me. It was almost like I was really becoming a woman…

Before going to bed, I picked out the perfect outfit for my first day on camera. I went with the little yellow dress, tall white stockings, and a pair of black heels. I thought  the  outfit  was  so  cute,  and  I  couldn’t  wait  to  see  myself  on  camera, looking so adorable. 

CHAPTER IV

I  thought  I  would  be  unable  to  sleep  that  night,  terrified  of  putting  my  whole reputation on the line the next morning, but I slept just fine. The only thing keeping me  awake  was  a  peculiar  excitement.  I  couldn’t  wait  to  show  myself  off  to  the whole country on national television. I couldn’t wait to read the comments on the video, to see if others found me as hot as I found myself. I was waiting by the door when  they  knocked,  and  I  didn’t  hesitate  for  one  second  before  answering  it. 

“Come on in!” I said. 

I already had all of my best photos out on display, including shots I’d taken the day before, which I was starting to think was some of my best work. They asked if they could get an interview right away, and I was happy to give one. It was fun, sitting  in  their  makeup  chair,  getting  powdered  up  so  my  face  wouldn’t  shine  on camera. One of the grips kept looking at me throughout the day like a boy in love, his eyes shining, looking away swift and shy every time I looked his way. It was so cute: at the end of the last day, he came up to me and gave me his card, and said, 

“Maybe we could see a movie or something some time.” It was really sweet, and I completely planned on taking him up on the offer, until the camera team had gone and I realized that I wasn’t actually a woman. 

The  whole  week  happened  so  fast.  Five  days  of  being  followed  around  as  I snapped photos of streets, scenery, and people. The director was obsessed with my  portraits,  which  I  found  interesting  because  I’d  never  really  done  portraits before—I’d  always  been  too  shy  to  ask  people  to  pose  for  me.  But  the  director was right, my portraits were some of my best works. 

The  fifth  day  was  mostly  spent  doing  interviews.  They  asked  if  they  could interview my friends and family, and I lied and said that I’d just moved to town and didn’t  really  know  anyone.  It  was  amazing  how  many  members  of  the  crew immediately  offered  to  show  me  around  town.  I  ended  up  with  more  business cards than I’d ever gotten in my whole life combined. 

It was sad when they left, and I knew it was time to return the dresses and the skirts and the heels. But the fact that I was sad concerned me. It wasn’t something I was supposed to enjoy. I was just supposed to survive the ordeal, not enjoy it. If Karen found out that I loved every minute of it, she would mock me to no end. But the thought of heading back into the world as myself, as a man, was a tough pill to swallow.  There  would  be  no  more  free  drinks,  no  more  free  bus  rides,  no  doors held  for  me,  no  seats  surrendered  on  my  behalf,  and  certainly  no  roses  from strangers. It was back to life as usual, and that should have made me happy. 

So  I  did  my  best  to  convince  myself  that  I  was  happier  as  a  man.  “This  is normal, this is right,” I had to remind myself a few times over the next few days. 

Once  Karen  had  her  clothes  back,  it  was  easier.  There  wasn’t  a  bag  full  of temptation  lingering  in  the  corner  of  my  apartment.  Sure  enough,  as  the  weeks carried on, I started to forget about my week as a woman. They never told me the air date for my segment, and I was happier that way. I was hoping it would air and

be over with, and I could stop worrying about how I looked. As far as I knew, the thing  had  already  aired  and  was  already  forgotten  in  the  minds  of  everyone involved and everyone who saw it. 

Occasionally,  I  would  find  myself  fantasizing  about  my  days  as  a  woman. 

When I took the bus into town, I sometimes wished I was in my little yellow dress and my little black heels. I missed having people smile at me, and I even missed the occasional catcall from down the street. I saw a pretty girl wearing a red skirt and black stockings, and all I could do was imagine how good I would have looked in the same outfit. It framed her body perfectly, and we had similar figures. I asked her  where  she  got  the  skirt,  and  she  looked  at  me  like  I  was  insane.  “For  my girlfriend,” I said, lying. 

She told me the name of the store. I ended up out front it that very afternoon, as I snapped various pictures of traffic. I looked in the window. The store was filled with  the  cutest  outfits.  Inside,  there  was  a  girl  trying  on  different  outfits  with  her friends. I envied that girl more than I’d ever envied anyone. She had no idea how good  she  had  it,  how  much  fun  she  was  having—fun  that  I  would  never  get  to have again. I felt like I’d only gotten a tiny taste of the feminine life, stuck wearing the few outfits picked out by Karen. There were so many clothes I hadn’t tried on, that I never even thought about trying on until long after my week as a woman—

I pushed all of my feminine thoughts and fantasies away. I wasn’t a woman, I was  a  man,  and  I  needed  to  start  acting  like  one.  Men  don’t  put  on  women’s clothing.  Men  don’t  go  around,  charming  other  men  while  dressed  in  little  skirts and dresses. It was deceitful and strange. A friend of mine who went to a lot of AA meetings  told  me  that,  at  AA,  they  do  a  thing  called  ‘Play  it  through.’  Whenever someone’s thinking of having a drink, they say, “Play it through. You have a drink, and  then  what?  Then  you  want  another,  and  then  another…”  This  was  no different.  If  I  got  dressed  up  for  a  day,  then  what  would  happen?  I  would  get treated like gold again, I would get another taste for the good life that I could never really have, and then I would just want more. It wasn’t like putting on a skirt for a day would get the insanity out of my system. 

It was hard, and there were days where I felt depressed, but after a couple of months,  I  managed  to  forget  about  my  feminine  days,  only  occasionally remembering them for a moment before forcing them out from my head. 

My pictures started returning to their darker tones, falling more in line with my natural style. I still looked back at those bright portraits as some of my best work. I tried stopping people to get more portraits, but they weren’t the same. The smiles weren’t  as  genuine.  It  was  like  I  was  capturing  a  darker,  more  uncertain  side  of everyone, as if my subjects didn’t quite trust me the way they did when I was a girl. But still, they were interesting nonetheless, and I got a few that were portfolio worthy. 

It was three months after filming my CBC segment that I got a call. “I’m looking for Ashley Douglas,” the man said. I nearly told him that was me, but I hesitated. 

The  only  time  I’d  ever  introduced  myself  as  Ashley  Douglas  was  for  the  CBC

segment and with the Arts Fund people. 

“Just one minute, I’ll grab her,” I said. 

I took the call in my room, even though I was home alone. I felt a nervousness fill  by  body.  I  hadn’t  spoken  in  my  feminine  voice  since  that  last  day  with  the camera  team.  I  wasn’t  even  sure  I  could  do  it  anymore.  But  I  needed  to  act quickly, because I still had the fellow on the line. I cleared my throat and spoke. 

“This  is  Ashley,”  I  said.  I  still  had  it—still  effortless,  right  down  to  the  subtle mannerisms  I  had  during  that  week,  months  ago,  as  if  it  never  really  left  my system. 

“Ashley, this is Mark Greenwood from the CBC. I just saw your segment last night, and I was very impressed by your photographs,” he said. My heart skipped a beat and then began pounding hard into my ribcage. I let a little smile slip. “I was wondering if you would be interested in possibly doing a little photo-shoot for our magazine affiliate.” 

“Absolutely,” I said. He arranged to have me flown out to Toronto for the photo-shoot. I assumed that he was simply hiring me to take pictures for the magazine, but I found out quickly that I’d just volunteered to be the subject of the photos. 

CHAPTER V

I found myself feeling nervous to leave the house again, but that was about the extent of my nerves. By the time I reached the airport, I felt like I hadn’t stopped being a woman. Once I started noticing the smiles from strangers, it suddenly felt so natural once again, like what I imagined life was intended to be. 

A limousine met me at the airport. The driver held up a little sign with my name written neatly on it. I introduced myself to the driver, who said absolutely nothing as  he  led  me  to  his  long,  black  vehicle.  It’s  strange,  putting  your  faith  in  a  man simply because he’s wearing a suit and holding a sign with your name on it. 

He  took  me  to  a  hotel,  where  I  was  met  by  another  man  in  a  suit,  who  said very little besides “How are you doing? How was the flight?” as he brought me to the  front  desk  and  had  me  checked  in.  I  never  saw  the  man  again,  and  I’m  not sure whether he worked for the CBC or if he worked for the hotel. 

My suite was gorgeous, near the top floor, with a bedroom separate from the living  room.  You  know  you’re  in  a  fancy  place  when  there  is  more  than  just  one room and a bathroom. This suite had two bathrooms, but only one king-sized bed. 

I thought that was strange, especially seeing as one of the bathrooms had both a shower and a separate bath. It seemed like more than any person or couple could possibly need, but it was free for me, so I wasn’t complaining. 

I got a call on the landline. It was someone from the CBC, making sure I knew I  could  order  whatever  I  wanted  to  the  room,  and  it  would  be  covered  by  the company. They also told me to keep all of my receipts, and they would reimburse me for everything: fancy dinners out, spa treatments, even drinks. They wanted to make sure I was as comfortable as possible. It seemed like they were treating me like  a  celebrity,  or  maybe  I  was  just  so  used  to  being  treated  like  hardly-human that  it  seemed  over-the-top.  The  hotel  had  fancier  suites,  and  it  wasn’t  like  they were paying me to be out there—they were just covering costs. 

Maybe I was just used to being treated like a man. As a man, you’re always expected  to  take  care  of  yourself.  No  one  ever  goes  out  of  their  way  to  do anything for you. I was once invited to New York for a photography exhibit. Aside from the invite I got in the mail, nothing was free. I had to fly myself down, I had to get my own place to stay, pay for all of my own meals. And then when I showed up,  they  looked  at  me  like,  “Finally,  you  made  it.”  Now,  I  felt  like  I  was  being worshipped, like people were incredibly grateful that I was making the trip. 

It was hard not to assume that everything good that was happening in my life was a direct consequence of becoming a woman. It seemed like I couldn’t turn a corner  without  some  positive  event  occurring  in  my  life,  either  receiving  a  free flower  or  a  heart-warming  smile  from  a  stranger.  If  anyone  ever  tells  you  there aren’t any perks to being a woman, they’re either in denial or insane. There were more  perks  of  being  a  woman  than  I  could  count,  and  more  were  presenting themselves every day. I went down to get a slice of pizza that night, at a nearby pizza  place,  and  as  I  stood  in  the  crowd  of  hungry  customers,  the  pizza  guy

singled me out and said, “You—Miss—What can I get you?” Most of those guys were there before me. Had that happened to me as a man, they would have all thrown a fit, started yelling, ‘Hey! I was here first!’, but as a woman, everyone just smiled and moved aside, like it was the natural order of things. 

But again, I felt as though I was deceiving everyone, lying to them, only doing it for personal gain—and I suppose I was. I only started being a woman in the first place to get that grant, and that was the only reason I was doing it now, too—to maintain  the  illusion  I’d  created.  Although,  I  could  have  gone  down  to  the  pizza place as a man. It’s not like I was being spied on by CBC employees. So why did I go down as a woman? Probably because I knew I would get special treatment. I knew  I  would  get  the  biggest  slice  with  the  most  toppings.  I  knew  I  would  get singled  out  from  the  crowd.  And  I  had  a  hunch  someone  would  offer  to  buy  my slice—and they did, not without giving me their card, of course. 

If I’m going to boast about the perks, I should also mention the downsides of being a woman. As I left the pizza parlour, someone slapped me so hard on the ass, I nearly fell on my face. When I walked by men, if they didn’t stare down my top, I could tell they wanted to. At first, I liked it—it made me feel sexy. I only ever took  a  glance  down  a  woman’s  top  if  I  wanted  to  see  more  of  her.  But  after  a while,  it  started  to  get  creepy,  and  it  especially  sucked  when  I  was  talking  with someone, feeling like I was having a genuine conversation, and then they snuck a glance,  as  if  my  conversation  wasn’t  actually  holding  their  attention,  as  if  I  was worth no more than my tits (which didn’t even exist). 

Probably  the  worst  part  of  being  a  woman  was  the  condescension.  At  the airport, the man behind the counter spoke to me like I was a child, speaking slowly and  using  simple  language,  as  if  I  wouldn’t  understand  him  otherwise.  I  thought maybe  that  was  just  his  thing,  until  the  man  behind  me  stepped  up  to  check  in, and  was  talked  to  like  a  regular  adult.  The  same  thing  happened  when  I  was getting a coffee, before boarding my flight. Everyone assumes you’re stupid when you’re  a  girl—or  maybe  it  had  something  to  do  with  the  fact  that  I  was  rather attractive. I tried not to think too much about it, but like getting slapped on the ass, it was wearing after a while. 

I had to admit, the perks definitely outweighed the downsides. 

At  the  end  of  the  day,  women  get  to  feel  sexy,  and  men  don’t—at  least generally speaking. Sure, there are some male models and muscle-heads who do their  best,  but  it’s  not  the  same.  Nothing  compares  to  putting  on  a  little  piece  of satin lingerie and a pair of fishnet stockings. There’s no better feeling in the world than  looking  at  yourself  in  the  mirror,  dripping  with  sex,  like  you  belong  on  the cover of some naughty magazine. There is no male equivalent to that incredible sensation. 

I slept in a little satin nightie that I’d bought in town. I even went out and bought a  few  new  outfits,  not  sure  when  I  would  ever  get  to  wear  them  again.  It  was dangerous:  now  I  owned  my  own  clothes.  I  wasn’t  just  wearing  loaners  from Karen. I didn’t have to give these back to anyone. They would sit in my apartment, teasing me until I got around to tossing them in the trash. 

For  my  photo-shoot,  in  which  I  still  assumed  I  would  be  the  photographer,  I wore  a  pair  of  tight,  pleather  leggings,  a  loose  grey  tank-top,  and  some  flashy bracelets  on  my  wrists.  It  was  a  look  I  stole  from  a  magazine,  that  I’d  been secretly dying to try out for months. 

The limo driver met me at my door and brought me across the downtown core to the studio they’d rented out for my photo-shoot. The driver didn’t take me past the front door when he dropped me off. I just assumed I would be able to find my way once inside the building. 

CHAPTER VI

Like  most  studios,  the  place  was  barren.  Some  of  the  walls  were  a  grey plaster,  and  others  were  exposed  brick.  The  building  was  just  a  single  long hallway, with a row of studio rooms on either side. I looked in the windows of each room, and each room was empty: as empty as empty gets. Massive, open spaces with large pillars, where silence seemed to echo eternally. 

There  was  a  hint  of  an  orange  glow  mixed  with  the  whitish-blue  sunlight coming from one of the rooms. I looked in. Inside, there were lights and bounce-boards set up. Seeing as it was the only occupied room, I assumed it was where I was supposed to go. I entered. 

The room seemed enormous, and it made me think we were going to be taking pictures of large crowds of people, or maybe of large set pieces. But there were no large crowds and there were no massive set pieces, just a few bounce boards and a few lights nestled in a little space in the middle of the room. There was a man with a grey beard (though he didn’t quite look old enough to be grey) sitting on a folding director’s chair. He smiled without showing any teeth as I entered the room. “Ashley,” he said, and his voice echoed and reverberated through the large space. 

“Hello,” I said. 

“I’m so glad you could make it. My name is Mark Greenwood. We spoke on the phone the other day. How was the trip in?” He stood up and, instead of taking my hand, he hugged me. He was wearing a tinge of expensive cologne. 

“The trip was nice. I’ve never been to Toronto. It’s a really nice city.” 

“It’s the best city, with the best sports teams. Do you like sports?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so,” I said. 

“What’s your sport?” 

I had to think of it. I had nothing against sports, but I’d never been much of a sports person. “I guess I like basketball.” 

“Well then I’ll be sure to get you some tickets to a Raptors game while you’re in town. When do you leave?” he asked. 

“I think either tomorrow or the next day.” I looked around. It was just me and him in that giant room, and a couple of lights and a camera mounted on a tripod. I expected more of a production, like the big crew that followed me around for my CBC segment. 

Mark  told  me  a  little  bit  more  about  himself.  He  was  an  executive  with  the CBC.  He’d  produced  many  shows  over  the  past  fifteen  years,  and  now  he  held more of a management role. “I’m more of an ideas person these day—my job is mostly  coming  up  with  ways  of  reaching  bigger  audiences.  And  I  couldn’t  be

happier  to  have  found  you.  Your  segment  scored  really  well  with  our  test audiences,” he said. 

“Oh  really?”  I  said.  I  still  hadn’t  seen  the  segment,  and  I  still  wasn’t  sure  I wanted to. I still had a cold feeling in my gut, telling me that I needed to put an end to  this  dress-up  nonsense  sooner  than  later,  before  it  starts  to  become  an obsession (and maybe it was already too late). 

“I want to do a young artists spotlight, with you as the headliner. I want your face on the cover our magazine, with a featured gallery on our site. I was thinking something sexy, that would reach a younger audience.” This was around the point I started zoning out, hearing a high-pitched screeching in my ear, coming from my brain. “Our audience is aging. We’ve been around for so long and we’ve failed to really figure out what young people want. I was surprised when I saw the numbers from your segment. You scored incredibly high with young people, and I have to say, it’s obvious why.” He smiled at me, as if it should have been obvious to me, too.  “It’s  because  you’re  very  beautiful,  Ashley.  People  are  sick  of  seeing segments  on  little,  old  Margaret  Atwood,  and  Donald  Sutherland.  People  want Kate Upton. They want Scarlet Johansson. They want Ashley Douglas.” His smile grew even bigger. 

It was at that moment that I noticed the nearby plastic box that was filled with outfits, which upon closer inspection, were far more scandalous than the pleather pants and tank-top I currently had on. 

“People  don’t  know  this,  but  I  used  to  be  a  photographer  before  I  got  into production. I did set photography for big movies in the 90s,” he said, walking over to the camera. 

He acted as though this was all something I’d already agreed to, as if I came down  knowing  I  was  going  to  be  the  subject  of  the  photo-shoot,  and  not  the photographer. I walked over to the box of clothes. There were a few dresses in the box, along with a few pieces of skimpy lingerie. 

I felt like I should have been nauseous; I felt like I should have put up some sort  of  fight—but  instead,  I  felt  a  peculiar  nervous  excitement.  The  clothes  that had been picked out looked sexy, and I loved the idea of being on the cover of a magazine,  having  strangers  all  over  the  country  ogling  me,  beating  off  to  the thought of being with me. It was like a fantasy I never knew I had… But there was still something very off about it all—Maybe it was the fact Mark was heading the operation by himself, with no help whatsoever. “Is there a makeup girl around?” I asked. 

“I  thought  you  could  just  powder  yourself,  no?”  he  said,  motioning  towards  a table where there was a little makeup kit. 

It really was just me and him in that studio, in that whole building. 

“I thought we would start with the red dress,” he said. 

He didn’t leave the room as I pulled the dress out from the box and held it up. 

He just turned slightly away, as if to suggest he wouldn’t watch, and that I could

change  right  there,  in  the  open.  Maybe  that’s  the  way  models  do  it,  they  just change right in front of the photographer. Photographers are probably used to it—

they’ve seen it all many, many times. 

But they hadn’t seen it   all . I bet Mark hadn’t seen a chick with a cock before. I looked around for a better place to change, but there was none, unless I wanted to walk across the big space and hide behind one of the pillars, or go out into the hallway, but I didn’t do either of those things because I didn’t want to offend him. If we were going to spend the day working together, I wanted him to think I trusted him. So I turned around and carefully lifted my shirt over my head, making sure there were no mirrors or windows in front of me, reflecting my lack of tits back at Mark. My heart started racing as I slipped down my pants, and I was left standing in nothing by my padded bra and panties. 

The dress was hardly a dress—more like a nightie a woman might wear if she was trying to seduce someone. The skirt of it hardly covered my ass, and the top was cut super low, showing off a ton of cleavage. Luckily, I was able to hide the straps of my bra just under the straps of the dress, so I was able to preserve the illusion of having breasts. 

At first, I felt incredibly silly and terribly exposed posing for Mark. Even though it  was  just  me  and  him  in  that  big  room,  it  felt  like  thousands  of  people  were staring at me, and I suppose they soon would be once I was in his magazine. He kept telling me to, “Seduce the camera,” but I wasn’t really sure what that meant. 

“Let  the  camera  know  you  want  to  fuck  it,”  he  said.  At  times,  I  couldn’t  help  but laugh. Whenever he laughed along, I was able to feel more comfortable. “You’ve got a great butt,” he said, making me blush. 

I’d taken photos my whole life, but I’d never been the subject of any photos, aside  from  the  occasional  family  photo,  if  that  even  counts.  I’d  always  been terrified to step in front of the camera, but now that I was doing it, I realized it was actually  a  ton  of  fun.  I  felt  great  every  time  Mark  called  out  a  compliment,  “That shot was great! That one’s going in the magazine! You look so hot right now!” 

I  didn’t  even  hesitate  when  he  asked  me  to  change  outfits.  I  put  on  another, equally  skimpy  dress,  and  did  another  set  of  shots,  getting  more  and  more comfortable  every  time  the  camera’s  shutter  snapped.  When  he  asked  me  to change into the little piece of red lingerie, I felt all of my new confidence crumble at  once,  It  was  so  tiny,  with  hardly  a  strip  of  fabric  to  cover  my  crotch,  and nowhere to hide the straps of my bra. 

But  I  didn’t  want  to  disappoint  Mark.  I  couldn’t  bring  myself  to  turn  down  the outfit,  especially  since  the  company  had  flown  me  out,  put  me  up,  fed  me,  and treated me like gold. I turned around and slipped out of the dress. Before I put the outfit on, it became obvious the panties weren’t going to stay hidden. I had to get nude  first.  I  looked  back  to  make  sure  Mark  wasn’t  watching.  He  was  looking down at his camera, checking the photos we’d already taken. 

I moved quickly, slipping my panties down, keeping my cock and balls hidden in the palm of one hand while I stepped into the little piece of lingerie and slipped

it up. There was just enough room to fit my cock and balls neatly in the thin strip—

and I mean   just   enough.  I  had  to  uncomfortably  push  my  balls  up,  back  where they  once  came  from,  and  I  tucked  my  cock  back,  making  it  look  like  a  plump camel toe. I could feel my face turning dark red, even before I turned around to face Mark again. 

I was going to have to be careful not to make any quick, sudden movements, or my package could easily tumble out, and that was the last thing I wanted with a camera pointed in my direction. 

I was able to slip the pads out from my bra and I tucked them into the cups of the  lingerie.  It  didn’t  make  me  look  like  I  had  big  tits  by  any  stretch  of  the imagination, but at least I had some tits. After a deep breath, I turned around. 

“My  God,  you  look  stunning,”  he  said,  and  the  photo  shoot  continued.  He showed me a few of the photos, and he was right, I did look stunning. 

The next and final outfit was a little school girl outfit, with a terribly short skirt and thigh-high white stockings. I was excited to try it on, knowing it would make me look great, and I was right. I couldn’t keep the big smile from my face as he started snapping pictures. That smile quickly disappeared when he said, “I want to try  something  different,  something  more  risqué.  I  want  you  to  start  rubbing yourself.” 

CHAPTER VII

A  sudden  lump  in  my  throat  prevented  me  from  protesting.  He  waned  me  to rub myself? As in, rub my pussy? A cold trembling filled my body and I became tense. He just stood there with his camera pointed at me and an expectant look on his face. 

And then I started to wonder why I was even doing this, what I was hoping to achieve. I’d already gotten the grant money. I knew I probably had a better chance of getting it again the next year by going through with the photo shoot, but why did it have to be so sexy, so scandalous? If my female identity is ever revealed, and my  family  finds  out  about  the  sexy  lingerie  photos,  I  would  be  so  horribly humiliated. 

Before I was able to say anything at all, Mark said, “Sex sells. We’re going to make your work famous.” But was that what I wanted? Did I want to have my work become  famous  because  of  my  female  persona?  Then  I  would  be  stuck  with  it forever. Fans of my work would expect to see a girl standing behind the camera and floating around the exhibits. I could never work as a man again. 

But  was  that  such  a  bad  thing?  Again,  it  was  just  another  perk  of  being  a woman.  A  man  can’t  sell  photographs  using  his  body,  but  as  a  woman,  I  was about  to  have  all  of  my  best  work  printed  in  a  national  magazine  with  an impressive  circulation.  I’d  already  been  featured  on  TV  and  on  their  website. 

Where did the free ride end, or did it end? 

Besides, I liked being a woman. It was fun, and for once in my life I felt like I was being treated like a human. I didn’t want it to end. 

I bit my tongue and then reached down between my legs. Carefully, I started stroking the length of my cock, which was tucked between my legs. “Like this?” I said. 

He started snapping photos. “Just like that,” he said. As the tips of my fingers ran down the length of my rod, I felt a warm tingling. It felt nice, but I knew where it would eventually lead: to an erection. Looking down at my long, smooth legs didn’t help  any.  I  already  got  a  strange  erotic  pleasure  out  of  dressing  like  a  chick; rubbing my cock didn’t help to subdue that pleasure at all. 

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. In a weird way, it actually felt like I was stroking my pussy and rubbing my clit. I felt myself getting wet, but that was probably just a bit of pre-cum oozing out from the tip of my cock. I was lucky I’d changed  into  the  schoolgirl  skirt,  because  it  helped  hide  the  expanding  bulge between my legs. 

“That’s it. Keep rubbing,” he said. He started getting closer and closer with the camera.  “Now  sink  to  your  knees.  I  want  you  to  rub  your  pussy  while  on  your knees.”  I  did  what  he  said.  My  cock  was  hard  now,  and  I  was  practically masturbating right in front of a CBC executive, running my fingers up and down

my long shaft, massaging the bulging tip, sending jolts of warm euphoria pulsing through my body. “You look so fucking hot right now,” he said. 

I  looked  up.  “Really?”  I  said.  I  could  feel  the  redness  in  my  cheeks.  I  felt  so silly,  rubbing  myself  like  that  on  camera,  but  I  couldn’t  help  it.  It  felt  too  good  to stop now. 

“Really,”  he  said,  snapping  a  few  more  high-angle  shots.  “Now  stroke  my cock.” 

My heart skipped a beat before busting into a frenzy. My lips parted but I could muster  up  no  words.  I  felt  like  I  should  have  protested,  but  I  didn’t  want  to.  A strange  sensation  inside  of  me  was  begging  to  stroke  his  cock,  get  him  hard, make him come. I loved the idea of being able to make another man come. 

I did away with his belt and pulled his pants down to his ankles, letting his long, semi-erect  cock  out  into  the  open.  He  continued  to  snap  photos  once  the  long, warm snake was in my hand. I stroked it, feeling every rigid inch of his member. I could  feel  his  heartbeat  by  touching  the  tip  of  his  cock.  His  heart  was  beating quickly.  I  rubbed  little  circles  around  the  underside  of  his  throbbing  tip.  He  liked that. He moaned and a tremble ran through his legs. 

I  don’t  know  why,  but  I  decided  to  suck  his  cock,  without  waiting  for  his command. I had a feeling it was coming, but I didn’t want to wait. I wanted to get him  off,  make  him  come,  make  him  wish  I  belonged  to  him  forever.  I  loved  the feeling of being desired, being lusted after. It filled my body with a warm tingling. 

I had him rock-hard, with nearly his entire length stuffed down my throat. He was  moaning  louder  now,  taking  one  hand  off  of  his  camera  and  slipping  his fingers  into  my  hair.  “Just  like  that,”  he  said  as  I  pressed  my  nose  into  his  soft mane of pubic hair. I could taste the sweet tinge of his pre-cum on my tongue. I wanted more. 

I fondled his ball sack with my hand before leaning back and jerking him off a little bit, spreading my saliva all over his throbbing girth. 

It  was  a  strange  time  to  make  giant  life  decisions,  but  that  didn’t  stop  me;  in that moment, I decided I would remain a woman. I would tell my friends and family that  it  was  what  I  wanted.  They  would  understand,  if  not  right  away  then eventually.  It  didn’t  matter  whether  they  protested  at  first,  or  if  they  tried  to convince me to change my mind—they wouldn’t be successful. I wanted to be a woman. I wanted to have all the perks of being a woman, especially the incredible feeling  of  feeling  sexy  and  being  desired.  As  a  woman,  I  felt  like  nothing  could stop  me.  I  suddenly  felt  like  I  could  apply  for  bigger  and  better  grants,  sell  my works to major art dealers, become a big name in the photography scene. It was what I’d always wanted, plus more. 

“I’m going to come,” he moaned. 

“Me  too,”  I  said.  I  hadn’t  even  realized  until  I  said  it  that  my  hand  was  back between my legs, stroking the length of my cock discreetly under my skirt. I could

feel it approaching: my big climax. All of the muscles in my body began to contract and a warm rush of energy flowed into my brain. “Fuck!” I cried out. 

He came on my face just seconds before I came in my lacy panties. 

There was even a strange pleasure in taking a cum-shot on the face: it was the ultimate validation that I made a convincing, sexy woman. I was able to get a man off, and quickly, with one of the biggest loads I’d ever seen. He didn’t hold back, unloading  shot  after  shot  onto  my  nose,  my  cheeks,  my  chin,  my  forehead…  I licked up what landed on my lips. 

Before  standing  up,  I  slipped  my  cock  carefully  back  into  my  panties.  “That was amazing,” he said, and I agreed. 

Of course he didn’t use those later photos on my magazine cover, or anywhere but probably his personal collection. I didn’t mind them staying in his spank-bank at home. I liked the idea of getting him off again and again. And I liked the idea of there being men, all over the country, getting off to the sexy pictures of me in that magazine. I couldn’t wait to do another photo shoot. 

I  think  the  most  strange  part  of  my  whole  feminine  experience  was  how  well everyone  took  the  news  of  my  transition.  My  parents  gave  me  a  hug,  Karen laughed  for  a  minute,  and  then  she  congratulated  me.  “I  just  hate  how  much prettier you are than me,” she said, but I don’t know whether that was true. Karen was a good-looking lady. Still, it was a nice compliment. 

It  wasn’t  even  a  month  after  the  magazine  came  out  that  I  started  getting invited  to  galas  all  over  the  world.  And  everywhere  I  went,  I  was  treated  like royalty,  put  up  in  fancy  hotels,  flown  around  in  first-class,  fed  like  a  goddess. 

People seemed to suddenly love my photographs… Or maybe those were just the perks of being a woman. 

THE END

[image: Image 13]

GLORY HOLE

Tanner  didn’t  think  the  glory  hole  at  the  gas  station  bathroom  was  real—

probably just some teenaged vandalism—until someone on the other side invites him  to  stick  his  member  through  for  a  little  bit  of  fun.  It’s  the  biggest  rush  of adrenaline he’s ever had, and when it’s over, he wants more. 

But the opportunity never presents itself again—at least not until Tanner finds himself on the other side of the wall. 

CHAPTER I

My  life  would  have  never  changed  had  the  toilet  in  my  apartment  not  been broken on that late August night. Neither my roommate, Lindy, nor I had any idea what was wrong with it. The tank wouldn’t fill with water but everything seemed to be connected just fine. A few days later, we found out a little tiny screw had fallen off of one of the compartments and, by some crazy fluke, had fallen down the little water tube, blocking it completely. For three days, we were without a toilet. 

It wasn’t a problem during the day. Our neighbours were nice and would let us use  their  bathrooms,  but  after  nine,  once  their  lights  were  out  (everyone  on  our floor had small kids), we had to be more creative. 

I thought about peeing in the sink, but I knew Lindy would have killed me if she found  out.  I  probably  would  have  used  a  bucket  had  there  been  one  in  the apartment. Lindy would go down and across the street, to the old gas station. She said they had no problem with her using the bathroom, and she insisted it wouldn’t have  been  an  issue  for  me,  but  I’d  always  been  a  bit  squeamish  in  public bathrooms, so I decided to hold it. 

Until  that  late  August  night,  when  I  just  couldn’t  hold  it.  I’d  had  a  few  beers, which was my first mistake, and I spent a good hour trying to will my bladder to give me a break, but it was hopeless. With every minute that passed, I was a little bit closer to wetting myself, and I knew it was only going to get worse. So I went downstairs, crossed the street, and I went into that twenty-four-hour gas station. 

Before I even finished asking, “Can I use your bathroom?” the clerk passed me a key attached to a long wooden spoon and pointed down the long hallway, which led to the bathroom. He said nothing in the transaction. 

I ran in and peed. It was quite possibly the single longest pee of my life, and definitely the most satisfying. I made sure to get every last drop out, so I wouldn’t have to return again that night. 

There was a light tapping noise, like a bored fingernail against a desk. It had a rhythm to it: almost musical but not quite. I figured it was a leaky tap. I was about to find out what it really was. 

The  bathroom  was  small:  a  single  toilet  and  a  sink  that  was  uncomfortably close.  I  was  careful  not  to  touch  my  arm  to  the  plaster  wall  as  I  went  about  my business, which meant keeping my arm scrunched awkwardly against my side. All around  me  were  little  scribbles  and  quotes:  “To  pee  or  not  to  pee,  that  is  the question,”  said  one.  “Here  I  sit  all  broken  hearted,  ran  inside  and  only  farted.” 

Some were more clever than others. Some were just mean, and some were just strange. “Call Mandy for a good time: 989-4456.” “Mandy is a whore.” “Yes, she is.”  I  wondered  if  Mandy  was  a  real  person,  and  if  she  knew  her  phone  number was written on the wall of a gas station bathroom. If she was really a whore, as two separate people with distinct writing claimed she was, I wonder if she’d ever gotten business from people going about their business…

That tapping noise continued. 

I  zipped  up  and  turned  around,  and  then  stopped  when  I  noticed  the  image glued to the door: a beautiful blonde pressing her huge tits firmly together. Under it was a little message. “Hear the tapping? Get your willy hard and then stick it in the hole for a good time. And be sure to leave a nice tip.” 

My heart sank into my gut. I looked around and spotted it almost immediately: a hole. As soon as I saw it, I realized it was where the tapping noise was coming from. There was someone on the other side, someone waiting for me to stick my cock in the hole. 

It was a glory hole. 

I’d heard of glory holes before but I never knew they really existed. Once, on a long  drive  across  the  country,  I  saw  a  hole  carved  into  a  bathroom  stall  at  a restaurant, with an arrow and the message, “Dick goes here.” I just thought it was some  bored  punk  vandalizing  the  bathroom  stall.  I  never  for  a  second  believed that  anyone  was  sticking  their  cock  through  the  hole,  and  I  definitely  never believed that there was ever anyone on the other side, sucking cocks through a hole in a bathroom stall. 

But this hole in the gas station bathroom was unmistakable. The tapping was almost definitely human—too inconsistent to be a drip or a pipe setting. And why would someone be tapping against that very wall unless they were inviting a cock through the hole? Surely they were aware of the hole… People don’t just tap on random bathroom walls. 

My head felt hot as my heart raced. I should have left the moment I realized what was happening, but I was overwhelmed with a burning curiosity. If I stuck my dick  through  that  hole,  would  I  really  get  sucked  off?  What  was  stopping  the person on the other side from chopping my dick off and flushing it down the toilet? 

What if it wasn’t even a woman on the other side, but some creepy old man? 

I  could  have  looked  through  the  hole,  and  I  wanted  to,  but  I  was  afraid  of seeing the person, and having the person see me. The hole burrowed right into the women’s bathroom, so surely it was a woman in there, right? The gas station clerk wouldn’t have given a man a key to the women’s bathroom, unless it was the gas clerk himself in that women’s bathroom. The thought sent a shiver down my spine, but I had a hard time believing it to be true. Whoever was in that bathroom must  have  been  in  there  since  I’d  arrived.  I  hadn’t  heard  any  doors  opening  or closing,  and  the  gas  clerk  wouldn’t  be  stupid  enough  to  leave  the  whole  place unattended for that long, long enough to get a man off. 

So I decided it must be a woman on the other end. And if it’s a woman, then could I do it? 

I knew I was really considering it because my heart was racing. I had no idea what  would  happen  if  I  stuck  my  cock  through  that  hole,  but  it  was  the  mystery that had me so excited. 

The  tapping  continued.  Whoever  was  on  the  other  side  of  that  wall  was persistent. They wanted my cock, they wanted to get me off. 

I thought for a moment about who it could be—not that I would know them, of course. I’d never met a woman in my life who struck me as the type of lady who craved random sexual encounters in gas station bathrooms. But surely there was at least one of them out there, just on the other side of that wall. 

I decided to do it. I unzipped my pants and slipped them down to my knees. 

Carefully,  I  look  my  cock  in  my  trembling  hand  and  I  started  to  beat  it,  getting  it hard.  I  had  to  go  through  with  it.  I  wouldn’t  have  been  able  to  go  back  home without giving it a try. It suddenly seemed like a sexual fantasy I never knew I had. 

Besides, I planned on beating off later that night anyway, but simply beating off in the comfort of my own bedroom seemed far less exciting than what I was about to do. 

The many risks I was taking made it even better, got me rock-hard faster than I knew I was capable. I was developing a fetish at a record speed. I couldn’t wait for that stranger’s warm, wet lips to close around my girth, for her tongue to slide up and down the base of my shaft. 

It  wasn’t  exactly  a  surprise  to  me  that  I  was  willing  to  do  it.  I  loved  bungee jumping,  sky-diving,  rock  climbing,  and  mountain  biking—basically  anything  that got  my  adrenaline  pumping.  I  suppose  I  was  what  people  called  an  adrenaline-junkie. The adrenaline that was surging through my body now was stronger than the first time I jumped off of a bridge with nothing but a long bungee cord tied to me. 

I aimed the bulbous tip of my cock at the hole, which was just a bit wider than my girth. The hole was a bit lower than my waist-level, where it would have been perfectly comfortable, so I had to bend my knees slightly, bowed out to the sides so I could press my crotch up to the wall. 

The adrenaline seemed to override my fear of public bathrooms. I would have never  touched  a  public  bathroom  wall  with  my  bare  skin  before,  and  now  I  was about to press my whole bare pelvis against one. At least that particular bathroom, despite  the  graffiti,  was  clean  and  smelled  strongly  of  chemicals  designed  to obliterate every single living germ within ten kilometres. 

I took a deep breath, and then I slipped my cock through the hole, pressing my ball sack gently up to the wall. And then I waited. The tapping stopped suddenly. If the tapping was just a crazy fluke, and the person on the other side wasn’t doing it to  lure  a  cock  through  that  hole  in  the  wall,  then  she  was  about  to  be  in  for  a surprise.  I  didn’t  hear  any  shrieking  or  cursing,  and  nothing  came  down  and swatted  my  member.  Instead,  nothing  happened.  But  I  waited  anyway,  my  heart pounding with loud, dull thuds. 

Then, after a minute, I felt it. 

CHAPTER II

She started with her tongue, running the tip of it gently down the base of my shaft, ending on the very tip. I don’t know exactly how I knew it was her tongue and not just the damp tip of her finger or even a ball of wet toilet paper, but I knew. 

It was even more obvious after she did another few passes, pressing down more and more, using more of her tongue’s surface area rather than just the pointed tip. 

After the fifth stroke of the tongue, she took my whole cock into her mouth. I could feel everything: the warm flat of her tongue, a tinge of the back of her throat against my throbbing tip, and the gentle glistening of her teeth, which I could tell she was trying her best to keep out of the picture. Her mouth was warm, and she moved with an elegant rhythm, bobbing her head back and forth, making sure to give my whole length a lot of love. I was impressed by how much she was able to get into her mouth, nearly the full seven inches of my throbbing erection. 

I took a half step in, pressing my whole front side against the wall, making sure to  get  every  millimetre  of  my  cock  through  the  wall,  germaphobia  be  damned.  I even found myself thrusting slightly, plunging my cock as far into her throat as I was  capable  from  the  other  side  of  that  wall.  God,  it  felt  so  good,  her  tongue exploring  my  length,  her  lips  puckering  around  the  tip  where  it  felt  so  damned good. 

When I pulled my cock back slightly before thrusting forward again, I could see the red tinge of her lipstick smeared near the base of my shaft. It was the only real clue  I  had  that  I  was  fucking  a  woman,  though  I  suppose  there  was  nothing stopping a man from putting on some lipstick and sucking a cock through a glory hole. 

I still had absolutely no idea who was on the other side of that wall, but as the euphoria started swelling through my body, I didn’t care to waste to much thought on the matter. 

She started sucking just the tip, using her hand to stroke the rest of my shaft. It felt good, and she was quickly getting me closer and closer to orgasm. And then, as my legs began to tremble, the blowjob came to an end. My cock was suddenly exposed  to  the  cool  air  of  the  women’s  bathroom,  as  if  she  leaned  back  and vanished completely. I thought about calling out, asking her to finish me off—I was so close—but I didn’t want to expose myself any more than I already had. 

I felt stupid as I continued to stand there, waiting for her to return. I thought she was  maybe  just  taking  a  little  rest,  catching  her  breath.  I  had  no  idea  until  a moment later than she’d been getting undressed. 

Her hand found my cock again, startling me and making me nearly jump. It’s a good  thing  I  didn’t  jump,  with  my  cock  pressed  through  that  hole—that  would probably have hurt. Instead of stroking my length, she just held my dick in place, as close to the base of it as she could with the thin wall in the way of the final half-inch. Nothing happened for a moment, and then I felt it: her damp hole pressing

up  against  my  throbbing  tip.  There  was  a  dull  pressure  for  a  moment,  and  then she seemed to suck me up, allowing me inside. I slid in deep. 

Her hole was warm and very, very tight. I couldn’t tell if she was dripping wet, or if that was her saliva, still coating my hard, throbbing cock. She started pressing herself  back  and  I  could  hear  the  light  slapping  of  her  butt  cheeks  against  the bathroom wall as my cock slid in and out of her. I thrusted myself as much as I could with the wall separating us, pressing my pelvis into my side of the bathroom wall, pushing in as deep as the space would let me. A part of me wanted to run out of that men’s bathroom and into the women’s, so I could fuck her properly, get my entire length into her warm, wet hole, but I liked remaining anonymous, and I liked her remaining anonymous even more. 

As  far  as  I  knew,  she  could  have  been  a  real  hag,  the  kind  of  woman  who couldn’t  get  any  action  that  wasn’t  through  a  small  hole  carved  into  a  bathroom wall. I liked to think she was a real fox, with long blonde hair and bright, shining eyes. I liked to think her lipstick was smeared all over her face from the sucking she’d just given me. I liked to think she had long legs with thick thighs. I’d always liked nice, thick thighs. 

That  intense  euphoria  was  growing  stronger  and  stronger  with  each penetration. I wasn’t going to be able to hold on much longer. My fingers curled against the bathroom wall and I bit down on the edge of my tongue. I wanted to get her off before I got off—it only seemed fair seeing as she was doing most of the  work.  Though  as  far  as  I  knew,  she’d  already  gotten  off  many  times.  It  was impossible to know, really. I couldn’t hear any moaning, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t muffling herself, the way I was now muffling myself to the best of my ability, only letting the occasional grunt slip. I wondered if she could hear my occasional grunt…

I came. She must have felt it, because she pushed her tush back hard, sinking me deeper into her body than I’d been before. I could feel her swaying slightly as I filled  her  body  with  my  hot  load.  “Oh  fuck…”  I  muttered  out  loud,  pressing  my forehead against the cool bathroom wall. Shit, it felt good. 

And  to  think,  I  would  have  never  gotten  laid  had  I  stayed  at  home,  trying  to hold in my pee. 

Remembering the little message that read, “And be sure to leave a nice tip,” I slipped  a  twenty-dollar  bill  through  the  hole,  and  whoever  was  on  the  other  end accepted it. 

When  I  left  that  bathroom  stall,  I  was  nervous  I  would  run  into  her,  that  we would leave at the same time. I did my best in avoiding eye-contact with the gas station clerk on my way out, knowing he must have known about the glory hole. I’d been in the bathroom for nearly fifteen minutes, maybe longer, and the woman on the other side had been in for who-knows how long. 

She  didn’t  come  out  as  I  left  the  place.  When  I  got  up  to  my  apartment  and looked out my window at the little gas station, I didn’t see anyone leaving, and I watched for a good ten minutes. Maybe the girl stayed behind to suck some more

cocks,  or  maybe  she’d  slipped  out  at  some  point  between  me  leaving  and  me getting to my apartment—who knows? 

All I knew was, I wanted to do it again, and I fully intended to the very next day. 

It was free sex, after all, and it was incredibly exciting free sex at that. I relived the memory of my glory hole fucking over and over that night as I waited to fall asleep, staring  up  at  the  ceiling  of  my  bedroom.  Tomorrow  night  couldn’t  come  soon enough…

CHAPTER III

I went into that bathroom as the same exact time the next night, around ten-thirty.  The  same  clerk  was  working.  This  time,  he  just  slid  me  the  key  without looking up, before I even asked to use the bathroom. I wondered if he knew I was there  for  the  glory  hole…  I  tried  not  to  think  about  it.  I  was  happy  convinced  he was  just  some  naïve,  minimum  wage  worker  who  didn’t  give  a  shit  one  way  or another. 

I went into the bathroom and immediately became as quiet as I could, listening for that tapping. There was none. I made a bit of noise, lifting up the toilet seat, running  the  tap  momentarily,  dispensing  some  paper  towel,  hoping  the  noise would let my glory hole goddess know I was there. But still, there was nothing. I tapped on the wall for a minute, wondering if maybe there was some sort of code to get her to invite me in, but still, there was no tapping. 

I thought about simply sticking my cock into the hole and seeing if I would get any action, but deep down I knew there was no one there. I didn’t even have to look through the hole to confirm it. It was completely silent and my noise-making wasn’t reciprocating anything. I wasn’t getting my dick sucked or fucked that night. 

I  went  home  feeling  slightly  disappointed,  avoiding  eye-contact  with  the  clerk  as he quite possibly knew that I had only come in for a quickie, and I was leaving with nothing. 

I returned again the next night, and then the next, but my glory hole date never returned.  Maybe  she’d  gotten  it  out  of  her  system  with  our  little  romp,  or  maybe she’d  moved  on  to  a  different  bathroom,  maybe  even  in  another  town.  I  was starting to think that our encounter had been a dream. The memory was still vivid, but  it  certainly  had  a  dreamlike  quality  to  it—maybe  it  was  just  the  fact  that  it seemed way too good to be true. I had consumed a few beers that night, after all. 

Maybe it was just some vivid alcohol induced dream…

I  stopped  going  down  to  the  gas  station  bathroom,  knowing  it  would  start  to look  pretty  pathetic  to  the  gas  clerk,  me  coming  in  and  leaving  every  night. 

Occasionally  I  would  look  out  my  window  at  the  place,  watching  for  people entering  and  leaving.  With  every  woman  who  entered,  I  wondered  if  they  were getting  men  off.  With  every  man,  I  wondered  if  they  were  getting  off.  More  than likely, they were all just buying gas and convenient snacks. 

It  was  late  September  when  our  damned  toilet  broke  again.  This  time,  the problem was much worse than a loose screw stuck in a little tube. It broke in the middle of the night, spilling water everywhere, damaging everything. The plumber that came in the next day said that it was an old toilet, and it had been waiting to burst. “It’s a miracle it didn’t go sooner,” he said, and then he told us we would be without a toilet for a few days, seeing as they had to fix the water-damaged floor before they could swap out the toilet. 

In case that wasn’t bad enough, a pipe burst in the wall that supplied water to our shower, and they had to cut off the water to our whole unit until the pipe was

fixed.  Our  landlord  suggested  we  go  out  and  buy  a  flat  of  water  bottles  until  he could get someone in to do the work. 

“Should we get a hotel or something?” I asked Lindy, my roommate. 

“Can  you  afford  a  hotel?  I  sure  can’t,”  she  said.  “I  can  hardly  afford  rent  this month.” And I was in the same boat, scraping together the change laying around in my bedroom to make rent. Lindy ended up packing a bag and going to live with a friend across town. I asked if I could come. She said she would ask, but I don’t think she ever did. It was over a week before I heard from her again. 

It didn’t help that I went out and spent a good chunk of the money I did have left  to  buy  a  case  of  beer.  I  felt  like  I  needed  it:  I  was  poor,  with  a  broken bathroom,  living  in  a  crappy  apartment,  working  a  dead-end  job…  I  spent  that night in my bedroom with my case of beer, trying to figure out how I was going to pull myself out of the mess I was living in. 

I didn’t realize until I was finishing my third can of beer that I had no bathroom to go pee in, but I could feel the pressure building on my bladder, and I knew I was going to have to relieve myself somehow. 

So I ended up at that gas station once again. The same clerk was working the same shift, sitting with the same careless slouch behind the counter. “You need to use the washroom?” he asked as I walked in—how he always knew I wasn’t there to buy anything, I have no idea. Maybe I looked as poor as I was. 

“Yeah, can I have the key?” I asked. 

“It’s in use,” he said. He didn’t even look up at me as he spoke, his attention down at his little cellphone, probably messaging some buddy about how much he hated his job and the idiots who came in to use the bathroom. 

I  waited  a  minute,  and  then  two  minutes,  and  then  I  just  couldn’t  wait  any longer.  The  pressure  building  up  on  my  bladder  was  too  much—I  was  going  to piss myself if I had to wait any longer. “Hey man, I really have to go,” I said. 

He looked up at me for a moment, and then he slid me the key to the women’s bathroom.  I  didn’t  hesitate,  snatching  the  key  and  making  a  bolt  for  the  ladies washroom.  I  closed  my  eyes  as  I  relieved  myself,  letting  my  head  tilt  back  as satisfaction filled my body. 

The women’s bathroom was much cleaner than the men’s, and had much less graffiti, and the graffiti that was there was much less profane. I looked around at some of the sayings on the walls, none of which were nearly as funny or insightful as the options in the room over. “There is no such thing as reality, so don’t sweat it,” was the most interesting of the lot, and even it was underwhelming. 

And then, about halfway through my toilet usage, I remembered the glory hole. 

I looked down at the wall to locate it, and there it was, in all its glory. Above it was written: “Tap here for some action, make a few bucks.” My heart stuttered at the sight of it, the memory of my night with the stranger flooding back to me. 

I wondered if the man on the other side of the wall was in there, waiting for me to  tap.  Certainly  he’d  heard  me  enter  the  bathroom,  and  he’d  been  in  there  for some  time,  possibly  waiting  for  a  woman  to  come  around  for  some  action…  Or maybe I was just a paranoid freak. 

My  heart  raced.  For  some  strange  reason,  I  was  curious  to  see  what  would happen if I tapped, if the man would stick his cock through the hole. It seemed so insane to think that I had that kind of power, just by lightly tapping the tip of my finger  against  one  particular  wall  in  the  city.  Or  did  I  have  that  kind  of  power? 

Surely the man, assuming he really was just there to use the bathroom, wouldn’t be insane enough to slip his cock through a hole with a stranger on the other end, right? Well, I was that insane, so why couldn’t he be that insane? Maybe it wasn’t insanity at all—maybe it was totally normal. Maybe most men would jump on the opportunity to get their cocks sucked and fucked by an anonymous stranger. 

I felt like a small child at the mall, standing in front of the red button next to the escalator.  Mom  said,  “Don’t  you  dare  press  it,”  but  that  only  made  me  want  to press it more. 

I reached down, my fingertips cold, and I tapped on the wall, just a few times, and then I pulled my hand away quickly, unable to fully commit to the curiosity that was barking in my brain. I stared down at the desolate hole, my heart pounding. I wondered if the man on the other side had heard my tapping, and if he had, did he know what it meant? Of course he did—it was written on the wall, right in front of him. 

I looked to the door, knowing it was time for me to go, to remove myself from that glory hole bathroom before I did something regretful. But I was terribly curious to see what would happen, to see whether I really did have the power to make a man present his erect cock to a stranger. But why did I care about whether I had that kind of power or not? What difference would it make in my life? None… But knowing that didn’t sway my curiosity at all. 

I thought about tapping again, but I was too afraid—afraid of being successful, and actually seeing a hard rod push through that hole. 

I turned back to the door and reached for the handle. As I was about to leave, I noticed it out of the corner of my eye: a long, fleshy rod carefully penetrating the hole in the bathroom wall. My heart skipped a beat before falling into the pit in my gut.  I  looked  back  at  it.  The  man  on  the  other  end  had  slipped  his  meaty  cock through the glory hole. 

CHAPTER IV

I  froze  as  I  stared  at  the  cock.  It  was  big,  and  impressively  thick.  It  was surprising he was able to get it through the hole. 

I couldn’t believe he’d actually done it, regardless of the fact I’d done the same exact  thing.  And  now  he  was  waiting  for  some  action,  the  action  that  was promised to him by my tapping and the words written on the bathroom wall. And suddenly, I felt guilty, as if I’d tricked a man into making a fool of himself, exposing himself in a public bathroom. 

I wasn’t repulsed by the thing, the way I’d thought I would be. It actually looked fairly  harmless,  floating  in  mid-air,  seemingly  belonging  to  no  one.  It  was impressively hard, looking like it was carved from a slab of solid oak. To be that hard,  he  was  obviously  incredibly  horny.  Did  I  get  him  that  horny,  or  had  he showed  up  at  the  gas  station  that  horny?  Either  way,  I  was  letting  him  down…

Unless I was willing to get him off. 

A  cold  shiver  ran  through  my  body  and  my  heart  started  racing.  It  was  a familiar sensation: my heart wasn’t racing because of guilt or shock, but because I was  actually  considering  it—considering  taking  the  man’s  dick  and  beating  it  off quickly.  I  shuddered  at  the  thought,  but  would  it  be  so  bad?  In  a  way,  it  was mutually beneficial: he gets off and I get a tip, assuming he was kind enough to leave a tip. 

I could have used a tip. Even just a few bucks, to buy something to eat, seeing as my bank account would be hovering around zero after rent went through. 

The stranger’s cock remained rock-hard, towering up through that glory hole. I took a deep breath and took a step towards it, slowly sinking down to my knees. 

Was I actually going to do it? Why? What the hell had come over me? Why wasn’t I stopping myself? 

I  slipped  my  fingers  around  his  girth.  He  twitched,  probably  slightly  surprised that I was actually doing it, the way I was surprised when my glory hole date licked the length of my cock. His length was warm, and I could feel it throbbing intensely. 

He really wanted this. Gently, I began to stroke him off. 

The fact that I was doing it was concerning, but not nearly as concerning as the  fact  I  wasn’t  feeling  even  remotely  repulsed;  I  was  even  kind  of  enjoying  it. 

There was a strange pleasure in knowing I was making another man’s day, giving him an experience he would remember and maybe even cherish for his entire life. 

Plus,  the  thought  that  I  was  capable  of  getting  another  man  off  was  strangely satisfying, as if it was some kind of life accomplishment I was about to achieve. 

Was  I  gay?  Bisexual?  Something  else?  I  still  liked  girls—and  only  girls.  I  had absolutely no interest in being with or sleeping with a man. In fact, the thought of kissing a man made me shudder. 

Strange, isn’t it? How can the thought of a man’s lips be so repulsive while I sat on my knees, stroking a man’s cock. 

It  wasn’t  the  cock  I  was  interested  in.  It  was  the  excitement  of  it.  I’d  found  a way  to  one-up  my  previous  glory  hole  experience.  I’d  found  a  way  to  get  even more  adrenaline  pumping  through  my  body.  I  was  doing  something  even  more naughty,  even  more  taboo.  Now,  I  wasn’t  just  having  anonymous  sex  through  a hole in a bathroom wall—I was also tricking a man into thinking I was a woman. If he found out, would he try to hurt me, or even kill me? I smirked. 

I’d  never  sucked  a  cock  before,  but  I  suddenly  had  the  urge.  Besides,  there was nothing holding me back anymore. All of my reservations were gone. Maybe I was  drunk.  Maybe  I  would  wake  up  sober  and  instantly  regret  everything  I  was doing. Or maybe there was nothing reprehensible about what I was doing. It was just one man pleasuring another—two guys having some fun. 

I ran my tongue down the base of his shaft, the way my glory hole partner did to me weeks before. I could feel his heart rate accelerating through the throbbing of his cock. I did it again and again, flicking the underside of his throbbing tip with each pass. I could tell he was liking it, but I wasn’t sure how I could tell. I slipped my lips around his cock and I began to suck what I could fit in my mouth, stroking the rest with my hand. 

And then I remembered my own experience on the other side of the wall. My girl gave me more than just a suck and a yank—she gave me the whole shebang. 

She bent over and sunk me into her cunt and fucked me until I came. Of course I couldn’t do that for the man I was currently sucking off, seeing as I didn’t have the necessary body part. Or did I? How sure was I that I was in a pussy and not an asshole? As far as I knew, I’d fucked a man in the ass, and not a woman at all. It was particularly tight, after all… Pussies can be tight, I thought. I had a feeling it would remain a mystery until the day I died. 

But I’d never taken anything in the ass before, and I wasn’t about start with a massive, monster-sized cock. And besides, it was too late: without any warning, the man began to come, filling my mouth with his hot jizz. One shot hit me in the back of the throat, making me pull back as I gagged slightly. I slipped his cock out from my mouth while he was still coming. I watched the last few shots spray out from his cock, landing on the cold bathroom floor. I went to the sink and spat his cum out. 

He slipped two twenty dollar bills through the hole. I froze momentarily when I saw them. Forty bucks for a couple of minutes of work? It seemed too good to be true. I’d worked eight hour shifts where I’d hardly made that much! And sucking his  cock  wasn’t  even  that  bad.  I  took  the  money  and  I  slipped  out  from  the bathroom  quietly,  leaving  quickly  before  the  man  in  the  men’s  bathroom  had  a chance to see who I really was. 

CHAPTER V

I  thought  I  would  wake  up  regretting  what  I’d  done,  once  the  alcohol  had passed through my system and I was returned to full-reasoning functionality. But I didn’t regret it. I couldn’t regret it as I stared down at the forty dollars I was about to  take  to  the  grocery  store.  I  couldn’t  remember  the  last  time  I’d  gone  out  and bought proper groceries. No, forty bucks wasn’t going to get me terribly far, but it was  going  to  get  me  further  than  I  would  have  gotten  had  I  left  that  bathroom without tapping on that wall and sucking that big, meaty cock. 

I went down to the gas station to brush my teeth, and then again a few times throughout  the  day  to  use  the  toilet.  I  thought  about  asking  my  neighbours  if  I could  use  their  bathrooms,  but  I  didn’t  want  to  bother  them,  and  I  liked  the excitement  of  going  into  that  bathroom  and  listening  carefully  for  the  tapping.  It was like being a child, opening up a pack of trading cards, having no idea what you’re going to get. There was never anyone on the other side of the wall, even late at night, when I wished someone would be there the most. 

There  were  a  few  times  I  considered  slipping  into  the  girl’s  bathroom  and waiting  for  a  man  to  come  around,  tricking  him  the  way  I  did  before,  by  simply tapping on the wall. But how could I get the key to the women’s bathroom from the gas  station  clerk,  without  the  men’s  room  being  occupied?  I  couldn’t  just awkwardly wait around for someone to use the bathroom, and then demand the key to the women’s room. I didn’t exactly want the gas station clerk to know I was getting men off through the glory hole. 

A few nights into my bathroom-less September, I went into Lindy’s room to find my phone charger, which she had borrowed the day before she left to stay at her friend’s house. Her room was a mess, and finding the charger wasn’t as quick and easy as I’d hoped, but I ended up finding it under a pile of clothes. Her closet was open  and  even  more  disorganized  than  her  room.  As  I  looked  into  the  closet,  I found  myself  startled  by  what  looked  like  a  human  head.  I  jumped  back  before realizing it was a wig on a foam head. 

It  was  a  fairly  realistic  looking  brunette  wig  from  a  Halloween  costume  Lindy had  worn,  back  when  she  had  short,  blonde  hair  (a  phase  she’d  gone  through when  we  first  started  living  together).  I  took  the  wig  off  of  the  foam  head  and looked closely at it. It was soft, quite possibly made from real human hair. Holding the wig in my hands, I got a terribly exciting idea—the idea alone sent adrenaline surging through my veins. 

I  looked  around  the  room  at  all  of  Lindy’s  clothes,  which  were  all  at  my disposal.  On  her  desk  was  a  little  makeup  kit.  I  had  everything  I  needed  to become a woman. 

When  that  excitement  starts  to  buzz  in  your  body,  you  can’t  fight  it.  You  can suppress it, sure, but that won’t make it go away, so I’ve learned over the years. 

When  you  try  to  suppress  that  buzzing  curiosity,  it  only  grows  and  grows  and grows until you can’t take it any more. I didn’t fantasize about dressing up like a

woman,  and  I  certainly  didn’t  fantasize  about  tricking  men  into  thinking  I  was  a woman, but the excitement from the rouse was undeniable. 

I put the wig on, and then I started digging through my clothing options. There was so much to choose from: dresses, skirts, leggings, everything. I knew I didn’t have to put too much thought into it, just enough to make the clerk think that I was really a woman, but once I got started, I couldn’t help it. I was slightly curious to see how well I could pull it off, and I knew that curiosity would only grow if I didn’t entertain it. 

There was a short, black skirt that I thought made my legs look great. I found a pair of thigh-high white stockings that covered up thin leg hair, and a cute pair of black  flats  that  matched  the  skirt.  I  stared  at  my  figure  in  the  mirror  as  I  spun around slowly. My butt was apparently bigger than I realized, making the skirt jut out, almost to the point that it wasn’t covering my ass at all. 

My boxers were useless under the skirt, revealing themselves every time the skirt bounced even slightly into the air. I slipped my boxers off and I put on a pair of lacy panties. They actually felt quite nice, hugging my cock tightly to my body. 

There was a strange comfort to how tight they were, a comfort that I can’t quite put into words. In a good pair of panties, everything just feels secure and nicely in place. 

Lindy had pretty big tits, so I had to stuff her bra with a few socks so it wouldn’t look like I had two strange deflated cups on my chest. It looked kind of weird until I slipped a tank-top on, and then suddenly I had a frighteningly realistic bust, which went  well  with  my  apparently  big  ass.  I  did  a  little  jump,  watching  my  new  tits bounce and jiggle slightly, in a strangely convincing way. 

I knew Lindy had said she wouldn’t be home for a while, but that didn’t stop my heart  from  pounding  ferociously  into  my  chest.  Her  bedroom  door  looked  right down at the front door. If she’d decided to come home out of the blue, to pick up an outfit or something she’d forgotten, then I would be completely screwed. There was  nowhere  to  hide,  and  there  was  no  way  of  slipping  out  from  the  bedroom before  she  would  have  noticed.  And  how  would  I  explain  it  to  her?  How  could  I possibly explain why I was wearing her clothes and putting on her makeup. Surely I wouldn’t tell her the truth, that I was going down to the gas station to suck men off through the glory hole in the bathroom. 

Luckily, Lindy didn’t come home and I didn’t have to awkwardly explain my way out of an unexplainable situation. 

Doing  my  makeup  was  hard,  even  though  I  was  going  for  a  minimal  look.  If anything, I think that made it harder, trying to be conservative with every flick of eyeliner, every brush of eye-shadow. Being a minimalist was especially hard given the  fact  that  I  wanted  to  try  out  everything  in  Lindy’s  makeup  kit.  The  lipstick  I ended up using was hardly a shade darker than my natural lip colour, and I didn’t use any blush (though I was tempted). 

The  end  result  of  my  transformation  was  impressive.  I  really  looked  like  a woman, as long as I didn’t look straight up to reveal my Adam’s apple. I did a few

poses  in  front  of  the  mirror,  admiring  my  surprisingly  feminine  physique.  I  was speechless, shocked that I was able to pull it off. I knew I would be able to whip up something convincing enough for the gas station clerk, but I had no idea I would be able to whip something up that would make me think I would have been better off born a woman. I ran my hands up from my tummy and over my tits. 

I tried delivering a few lines in a feminine voice. It sounded okay to me, though that  didn’t  mean  it  would  sound  okay  to  someone  else.  They  say  your  voice sounds different to yourself than it does to others. 

My panties started to get tighter and then my cock ended up slipping out. I was giving myself an erection, staring at myself in the mirror. Was I just aroused by the woman in the reflection, or was I getting off on the excitement of dressing like a woman? I expected a cold shiver to run down my spine, but it didn’t come. Even the smirk on my face didn’t want to go away. 

I slipped my cock back into my panties, I grabbed a little purse to complete the outfit, and then I made my way downstairs, destined for the gas station bathroom: my glory hole destiny. 

CHAPTER VI

As I left my apartment building, that adrenaline rush became even stronger. My hands were visibly trembling, and there was a cold sweat on the back of my neck. 

The reality of what I was doing hit me like a train carrying a full load of lead: I was out in public, dressed like a woman, about to try and seduce men in a gas station bathroom.  Had  my  heart  been  beating  any  faster,  it  might  have  exploded  right there. 

I was glad that I decided not to wear a pair of heels, now that my legs were shaking. I probably would have fallen over. With every single step I took towards that gas station, I questioned what I was doing, and I considered turning back. I was letting my craving for taboo excitement get the better of me, and what started out as a naughty little quirk was quickly turning into a full-blown sexual obsession. 

To think, this all started with a harmless curiosity, hoping to get a blowjob through a  hole  in  the  wall.  Now,  I  was  the  one  giving  out  the  blowjobs,  not  just  trying  to convince  a  man  through  a  wall  that  I  was  a  woman,  but  everyone  I  came  in contact with as I made my way to my bathroom stall. 

I  entered  the  gas  station,  and  the  familiar  clerk  looked  up  at  me.  He  smiled, uncharacteristically, and then asked, “Hi there. How can I help you today?” Even his voice was different than I was used to, as if he put on a completely different act for girls that came into the gas station. I noticed his eyes carefully looking down to check  out  the  bust  of  my  chest  before  snapping  back  up  to  my  eyes,  as  if  I wouldn’t notice. 

I took a deep breath, straining the muscles in my throat in preparation for the feminine  voice  I  hadn’t  used  in  public  yet.  “I  was  wondering  if  I  could  use  the bathroom,” I said. 

He looked at me for a moment as a silence filled the room. He recognized me, I thought. After all, he saw me multiple times a day, including earlier that very day. 

A  sly  grin  grew  on  his  face  and  he  carefully  reached  under  his  little  counter.  He pulled up the key, attached to its wooden spoon, and he slid it forward. “It’s just down the hall and on your left,” he said. 

There was a lot in that grin of his, but I had no idea what it meant. My paranoia was  screaming  at  me  to  leave;  ‘He  knows!  Get  the  hell  out  of  there!’  But  how could  he  know?  I  hardly  recognized  myself,  and  he’d  hardly  ever  looked  at  my face before when I’d come in, only ever throwing a quick glance my way. There was no way he knew… it was impossible. Right? 

I slipped the key into the lock, turned it, and found myself inside of the quiet little bathroom. 

I sat down on the closed toilet seat and took a deep breath, trying to give my heart rate a moment to calm down. It eventually did a little bit. I took another big, deep  breath,  and  then  I  was  finally  able  to  hear  the  slight  humming  of  the

overhead fan over my pounding heart. I listened to hear if there was anyone in the other bathroom. It didn’t sound like it. 

I knew I didn’t have long, maybe fifteen or twenty minutes (at the very most) before the clerk started wondering what was taking me so long. Though I suppose lots of women drift off in the bathroom as they do their makeup and adjust their hair, so maybe I had longer than that. I had no idea how long I’d already been in there. It could have been just thirty seconds, or it could have been five minutes. 

It’s  funny  how  you  can  completely  lose  all  sense  of  time  when  your  mind  is spinning  with  anxiety.  I  still  couldn’t  quite  figure  out  what  the  hell  I  was  doing  in that little bathroom, what had possessed me to end up where I was. 

Someone  entered  the  men’s  bathroom.  The  squealing  of  the  door’s  hinges was  particularly  loud,  and  their  footsteps  were  particularly  heavy.  I  sucked  in  a deep  breath  of  air  and  found  myself  holding  it  in  my  lungs,  as  if  to  remain completely silent and not let the stranger know I was there, which was completely counter-intuitive  to  the  whole  reason  I  was  there,  the  whole  reason  I’d  gotten dolled up and wandered down to the gas station. 

I looked down at the glory hole and I tried to will myself to tap the wall. Even though  I’d  done  it  before,  I  found  it  harder  than  ever  to  go  through  with  it.  But why? What was I doing that I hadn’t done before? Why should I suddenly be so afraid when I’d already gone through with it? Again, I was like a kid opening a new pack  of  trading  cards.  There  was  no  guarantee  that  I  was  going  to  get  what  I wanted,  but  there  was  that  small,  exciting  chance  that  I  was  going  to  get  more than I wanted. 

I bit my tongue and I tapped the wall with a consistent little beat, varying it up just slightly every few taps so it wouldn’t sound mechanical. Once again, I had no idea if the man on the other end could hear me, or if he would take the bait. How could  he  not?  How  could  any  man  pass  up  the  opportunity  to  get  their  cock stroked and sucked by a stranger? Sure, there could be anyone on the other side of that wall, but it didn’t matter who it was: man, woman, whatever. At the end of the  day,  as  long  as  you  didn’t  peek  through  that  little  hole,  it  was  all  up  to  your imagination. 

I  kept  tapping.  There  was  a  good  chance  the  man  on  the  other  end  couldn’t hear  me.  By  the  sound  of  it,  he  had  his  tap  running.  Some  people  keep  the  tap running  when  they  go  about  their  business.  Maybe  he  thought  the  tapping  was just the water clunking its way through the old pipes. Maybe he was old and his hearing was terrible, and he couldn’t hear the tapping. Or maybe I was about to see a big long cock slide through that hole. I kept on tapping…

I  heard  a  flush,  the  splashing  of  hand  washing,  and  then  the  room  became completely  silent,  save  for  my  tapping.  I  didn’t  hear  the  door  open,  but  I  wasn’t entirely sure the man was still in the bathroom, as it was still totally quiet. If there was  a  man  there  and  he  couldn’t  hear  the  tapping,  surely  he  could  hear  the pounding of my heart into my ribcage. 

I stared down at the hole, which remained perfectly still and lifeless as holes in walls do. It felt like I’d been waiting for hours for something to happen. 

Then  suddenly,  and  I  shouldn’t  have  been  surprised,  a  cock  slid  through  the glory hole. It wasn’t quite as long as the cock from a few days before, but it was thicker, more rigid, and veiny. I could see the veins pulsing on it, as the man on the other side of the wall put all of his trust into a cock-sucking stranger in a gas station bathroom. 

Strangely, I found myself hesitating, afraid to take the cock and stroke it—the whole reason I came down to that gas station bathroom in the first place. I sunk down to my knees quietly and I stared at the thing, which was now just a couple of inches from my face. 

I took a deep breath, something I was getting very used to doing, and then I took the cock in my hand and I started to pump it. 

I  was  a  different  person,  as  if  over  night.  I’m  not  sure  what  snapped  in  my brain, whether something snapped at all, or when it happened. I loved the feeling of that cock in my hand, but I had no idea why. Did I love stroking my first cock this much? Was this something that had been deep inside of me all along, just waiting for its opportunity to come out? 

I began to suck the tip of his beautiful rod. 

I had the stranger throbbing powerfully, almost ready to burst after just a few pumps and a few licks. I couldn’t blame him. If he was feeling half as aroused as I was, then I had a feeling he wasn’t going to last long at all. 

But I didn’t want him to come right away. I wanted to get the most out of him while I had him. I wanted to see just how much I really loved being a little sissy, getting men off. I wanted to get fucked in the ass. 

I stood up and yanked my panties down to my knees, leaving his cock floating there in limbo. He was probably thinking the same thing I was thinking when I had my first glory hole experience: Where did she go? Did she leave? Is that it? 

I had to crouch down awkwardly to get my butt in just the right place, and then I reached back and grabbed his cock firmly, lining it up with my tight little asshole. I had a feeling it was going to hurt, but I knew it would be temporary. They say the male G-spot is somewhere in the ass, and I was excited to find it for the first time in my life. 

I pushed back, his throbbing tip pressing against my tight hole. I didn’t think it was  going  to  fit.  It  seemed  impossible.  Nothing  that  thick  was  meant  to  go  up  a hole that small. But sure enough, after a moment of pushing myself back, his cock penetrated my anus and he began to sink in deep. 

Shit, it was tight. I felt like I was being stuffed by his whole forearm and not just his cock, though his cock was fairly big. I felt like it was pushing up to my throat, about  to  poke  me  in  the  backs  of  my  eyes,  but  I  could  still  feel  some  exposed length with my hand. And I was right, it did hurt quite a bit, but nothing I couldn’t handle. 

I started to push back and forth, forcing him in and out of my tight tush. It felt strange, but I could hear him moaning and I loved the thought that I was getting him off, making him insane. Did he think he was in my pussy? Did he care? As far as he was concerned, he was fucking a woman. As far as I was concerned, it was no different. In that little gas station bathroom, I felt like a woman—a real, drop-dead-sexy woman. 

His  moaning  and  grunting  became  louder  as  he  began  to  take  over  the thrusting.  It  was  starting  to  feel  pretty  good.  He  was  hitting  a  certain  spot  that made my legs tremble, sending warm jolts of electricity through my body. My cock slipped  out  from  my  tight  little  panties.  I  was  getting  an  erection.  It  was  the strangest feeling, as if someone was holding a vibrator up to the tip of my cock. 

“I’m going to come,” the man on the other side of the wall grunted. He had a deep voice, as if he was an older, huskier man. I thought it was strange that he would reveal his voice, but he probably couldn’t help it in his state of euphoria. I was close to coming myself, and I felt like I couldn’t help it—though I did my best, biting  my  tongue,  gripping  the  edge  of  the  sink  as  I  pushed  my  bum  back, consuming as much of his cock as I physically could. 

We both came. As his hot load filled up my ass, cum began to shoot out from my cock. Fuck, did it feel good. That intense pleasure lingered long after the act was finished, still buzzing inside of me when I returned to my apartment. 

The man slipped a fifty through the hole. I guess he liked what he got, which put a big smile on my face. 

The  glory  hole  was  fun,  and  it  taught  me  a  lot  about  myself,  but  the  novelty wore off after a while. I still went down from time to time, to relive the incredible experiences I’d had in that gas station bathroom, but it was never quite the same. 

I  even  started  whispering  little  innuendos  through  that  glorious  hole—people seemed  to  like  that.  I  was  able  to  make  my  rent  with  gas  station  bathroom  tips alone the next month. 

But I did end up finding a new little endeavour that didn’t get old—at least, it hasn’t gotten old yet: going out to bars in my new feminine persona, convincing real  people,  face-to-face,  to  take  me  home  and  fuck  me.  Hiding  my  cock  was always a challenge, but it was a fun challenge to pass the time while I waited for my surgery date, where I would officially become the woman I was always meant to be. 

THE END
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GAMER CHICKS

Dan  and  Travis  have  just  started  playing  the  massively  popular  online  video game,  Lands  of  Eluria.  Just  a  few  weeks  into  their  in-game  adventures,  they realize  how  easy  it  is  to  trick  other  players  into  giving  them  gold  and  items  by pretending to be women. As the weeks go by, their little charade reaches all-new levels, even seeping into their real lives. Besides, if their scheme works on men in video games, why wouldn’t it work on men in real life? 

CHAPTER I

Both  Travis  and  I  started  playing  Lands  of  Eluria  at  the  same  time,  so  I  was understandably  surprised  when  he  logged  in  one  day  and  had  way  better  items than  me.  It  made  no  sense,  we’d  both  played  roughly  the  same  amount  of  time (which  was  a  lot,  seeing  as  we  were  both  unemployed,  living  in  our  parents’

basements),  and  usually,  save  for  a  few  nights,  we  had  always  played  together. 

So how could he have gotten so far ahead of me in such a short period of time? 

I expected him to be a bit further ahead than me, seeing as I had been out of town for a couple of days for a wedding, but Travis wasn’t just a couple of days ahead of me, he was ages ahead of me. He had items that I was fairly certain you could only get by beating some of the toughest bosses in the game, and we were nowhere near the necessary level to take those bosses on. So how the hell did he get those items? And how did he get so much gold? Something wasn’t right. 

There were websites where you could spend real money on in-game gold and weapons and armour, but I knew there was no chance Travis had ventured onto one of those sites, not because he was too poor (which he was) but because he was too cheap. Travis was the cheapest person I’d ever met in my life. He was the one who convinced me to wait before buying my copy of Lands of Eluria because he  knew  there  was  a  sale  coming  up  in  a  few  weeks:  a  few  weeks  of  anxious anticipation for three bucks… $57.00 down from $59.99. 

So how did he get the items? He wouldn’t tell me. Every time I asked, he just laughed into his microphone, as if to taunt me. “Maybe I just got really lucky with my raids last night. Did you ever think of that?” he asked, but I knew he was full of it.  I’d  known  Travis  for  long  enough  to  know  when  he  was  bullshitting  me,  and now, he was bullshitting me. He hadn’t gotten lucky, at least not with his raids, like he  was  claiming  now.  He’d  figured  out  a  little  trick  and  he  was  perfectly  happy teasing me with it, dangling it in front of my face like a piece of raw meat in front of a hungry dog. 

We’d  always  been  very  competitive  together,  probably  too  much  so  for  a couple of gamers. Whenever a new game came out, it always became some sort of contest: who could beat the final boss first, who could get to the highest level first, that kind of thing. But Lands of Eluria was different: it was a team game, and we  were  on  a  team  together.  Him  withholding  his  secret  from  me  was  holding himself back just as much as it was holding me back. I’m sure he knew that, but he  probably  couldn’t  help  it.  I’d  destroyed  him  in  the  last  five  (or  maybe  more) games that we’d played together, so this was probably his way of ‘reclaiming’ the throne. 

I  didn’t  want  to  beg  him  to  tell  me  his  little  secret,  but  after  I  missed  another night and came back to him freshly decked out with all-new gear, I felt like I had no choice. I begged, which was exactly what he wanted. I could practically hear the  smirk  over  the  internet,  through  our  voice-chat  setup.  “You  really  want  to know?”  he  said,  making  sure  I  knew  he  had  something  I  wanted,  making  sure  I

knew that I was begging like a pathetic, little loser. And it was pretty pathetic, an adult  begging  for  video  game  advice—and  rest  assured  that  I  felt  that  pathetic vibe lingering in my whole body. 

“It’s easy,” he said, and I laughed. It couldn’t   actually  be easy. If it was easy, I would have figured it out at some point in the hundreds of hours I had logged in that stupid video game. “I just pretend to be a girl and people give me stuff.” I was silent for a moment, unsure of whether or not to believe him. If he was telling the truth, then it really was easy. Hell, it couldn’t have been easier. Pretending to be a woman  for  five  minutes  for  a  piece  of  gold  beats  the  hell  out  of  grinding  in  the Dark Forest for a dozen hours. 

I called bullshit, and then he proved it. He logged out and then logged back in with an alternate character, a female character, I didn’t know he had. His alternate character’s level was nearly as high as mine, because he’d convinced guys to pull him through difficult levels where there was way more experience to be gained, if you could survive. The guys Travis had found must have been pretty good, to be able to pull a low level through dungeons where he was able to get the awesome gear that he had. 

Though I was still sceptical, until he showed me. He had me stand nearby in the town square while he sent out a public message, saying, “Can anyone help a girl out with a quest?” Within a minute, he had five high-level characters around him, offering to help. When he explained which quest he needed help with, he was clever  in  choosing  a  quest  that  was  far  out  of  his  skill  level.  Some  of  the  guys offered  to  do  the  quest  with  him,  others  gave  him  gear  that  would  help  him survive. I couldn’t believe it—I’d asked for help (that I actually needed) in the town square before, and I’d gotten nothing. He just added in the fact that he was a girl, and bam: he was getting more help than I could have dreamed of. 

He told me to try it. I felt silly making a female character, and I felt even sillier typing in “Anyone here mind helping a girl out with a raid?” I don’t know why, but I felt so naughty, so dirty. But sure enough, plenty of guys came to help out. “You’re way too low of a level for that raid,” one guy said, “But you should be fine as long as you have enchanted armour. Here, take this…” He gave me a set of enchanted armour, better than the armour I had equipped on the character I’d been playing with for weeks. I couldn’t help but feel a little bit angry, knowing how much time I’d sunk into the game that was now for nothing. 

Travis and I both played as our female characters for the rest of the day, and we ended up scoring a ton of gear, and levelling up an insane amount. After a few days  abusing  Travis’s  little  trick,  we  were  both  higher  levels  than  our  main accounts, and we had way better gear. 

It was a few days into our charade that one of the strangers in the game asked me to add him on Facebook (he sent me a link to his profile and everything), and I realized  Travis’s  gender-play  experiment  had  a  lot  more  potential  than  we  were giving it credit. 

CHAPTER II

People were giving us decent gear, and we were getting pulled through raids that were beyond our skill level, and that was nice and everything, but I wanted more.  I  wanted  legendary  items.  I  wanted  to  be  pulled  through  end-game  raids that would sky-rocket my skill-tree. But no matter how girly I got with guys in the game, no one was giving up their best loot. Even flustered virgins didn’t want to give up items that they’d spent weeks finding. 

But aside from pretending to be bubbly girls inside of the game, Travis and I weren’t  doing  much  to  convince  them  to  give  up  their  prized  possessions.  But what if they thought they were getting something in return? 

I had an idea. 

I made a fake Facebook profile, using pictures I found online. I didn’t just use any pictures, I used pictures of an amateur porn actress, someone no one would recognize. I only uploaded seemingly innocent photos of her, clothed. I added fake schooling  information,  a  little  fake  biography,  and  some  fake  interests  and hobbies. I added a bunch of random people as friends, and most of them added me  back,  probably  assuming  I  was  some  old  high  school  classmate  that  they didn’t remember. The men especially were quick to accept my friend requests. 

Then,  I  added  the  fellow  from  Lands  of  Eluria,  with  the  message,  “Hey,  it’s TiffanyStar  from  LoE!”  He  added  me  in  a  heartbeat,  undoubtedly  shocked  when he saw my pictures, which weren’t of the three-hundred pound basement dweller he was probably expecting. 

I started chatting with him, asking him about what he did for a living, that kind of  thing.  He  was  training  to  become  a  mechanic.  His  father  owned  a  small  car shop that he was probably going to take over once his father retired. He said he lived  in  a  small  town,  but  he  didn’t  say  where  (I  didn’t  ask,  afraid  to  get  too personal).  His  hobbies  included  painting,  mountain  biking,  and  who  cares…  A couple of days of casual conversation later, he gave me a legendary sword for my in-game character. “I don’t need it,” he said, but I knew he was lying. It was better than anything he owned, and it probably cost him a few weeks of hard grinding to get. I was flattered, and I felt very guilty. 

So later that night, I sent him a nude photo of me (well, not of me, of course, but of the amateur porn actress whose identity I was borrowing). It was the whole reason  I  picked  someone  in  porn,  because  I  knew  I  would  have  a  plethora  of photos  at  my  disposal  for  when  guys  started  dishing  out  the  loot.  I  can  almost guarantee  my  Lands  of  Eluria  victim  masturbated  to  that  photo  that  night,  and probably the next morning, too. 

A  week  later,  he  gave  me  a  shield  that  was  far  better  than  any  shield  he owned.  He  even  started  gifting  me  in-game  gold.  Now,  Travis  was  the  one scratching his head. “Did someone give all of that to you?” he asked. 

“Maybe,” I said with a smirk on my face that just wouldn’t go away. Now I was the one sitting in the throne, dangling the piece of raw meat in front of his hungry eyes. 

I found a few more guys that were willing to add me on Facebook, who fell for my trap, hook, line, and sinker. I chatted them up for a few days, getting more and more flirty, eventually sending over some carefully selected nudes. I was getting more legendary gear than I knew what to do with, more gold than I could spend. 

With  the  equipment  I  had,  I  was  able  to  solo  difficult  raids,  getting  more experience in single nights than I would have gotten in entire months as a man. It seemed unfair, and it probably was, though it’s hard to give a shit when you’re the one benefitting. 

When I told Travis what I was doing, he broke into a fit of laughter. “Are you fucking kidding me?” he said. I could hear him literally slapping his knees through his  microphone.  I  showed  him  my  fake  Facebook  profile,  and  then  I  endured another few minutes of his laughter. He made fun of me for the rest of that day, but then  I  knew  he  started  doing  the  same  thing,  because  just  a  few  days  later,  he started logging in with legendary gear that he never had before. 

We ditched our original male characters. It was too much of a pain in the ass to organize gear trades between characters, and there was no point anyway, seeing as our female characters had just grown to be way better. There was no sense in adding extra steps and extra work, just to have male avatars. 

By the end of the month, both Travis and I were decked out with the best gear in  the  game.  We’d  beaten  all  of  the  hardest  bosses  (many  times  over)  and  we were the highest level you could reach. Suffice to say, the novelty began to wear off. We both ended up creating new characters, male, with the intention of playing the game through properly, but it wasn’t the same as before, knowing how easy it was to just smash our way through the game by pretending to be women. 

“Do you want to do a raid or something?’ Travis asked me one afternoon. 

“Nah,” I said. I hadn’t logged into Lands of Eluria for a few days. There wasn’t any  point  in  defeating  the  hardest  boss  one  more  time  for  the  chance  to  get  an item  I  already  had.  “Maybe  another  time.”  Another  time  never  came.  The  game had lost its appeal. We stopped playing altogether. 

I forgot about my fake Facebook account, until I randomly remembered it few weeks later. I was slightly curious to see what the guys I’d spent weeks talking to thought  of  my  sudden  disappearance,  so  I  logged  on  to  check  my  missed messages. Sure enough, all of them had sent me messages, asking if I was okay, asking where I went. Larry, one of the guys who had been particularly generous, noticed that I was online, and he messaged me right then. “Hey, you’re alive,” he said. 

“I am,” I replied. I don’t know why I replied. I was done with Lands of Eluria, and there was no sense in stringing these guys along any longer. But a part of me missed  the  attention  they  showered  me  with,  the  gifts  they  gave  me  with  no

strings  attached  (maybe  a  few  of  them  were  hoping  for  nude  photos,  but  they never asked outright). 

“I’ve missed you. I was worried something bad happened. Why don’t you ever go on LoE anymore?” he asked. 

“I’ve  been  busy  with  school,”  I  said,  lying  of  course.  I  ended  up  spending  a good  chunk  of  that  night  chatting,  finding  myself  getting  flirtier  and  flirtier  as  the night  went  on,  even  sending  him  another  little  nude  tease  shot.  But  why  was  I bothering? There was nothing I could get out of the interaction, unless I wanted to continue playing Lands of Eluria, which I didn’t. So why waste a whole night of my life on something that would amount to absolutely nothing? 

I thought about it. It was the attention. It was nice, having someone to actually care about me, someone to notice when I wasn’t around for a few days, someone to shower me with compliments, even if most of them were about my fake pictures

—some of them were about my personality, which was really me. I wasn’t putting on  a  fake  personality—sure,  I  was  being  a  bit  more  bubbly  and  outgoing  than usual, and I lied about some of my hobbies and background, but my personality was still mine. I never got that kind of validation as a man. It was refreshing. 

I  felt  like  I  needed  to  tell  Larry  why  I  wouldn’t  be  online  anymore,  I  felt  like  I owed him that much after he gave me half of his gear and gold, and after he was so nice to me. “I can’t afford to pay the monthly fee anymore. Money is too tight, and  I’m  too  busy  with  school  anyway.  I’ll  hopefully  be  back  in  a  few  months,”  I said. 

“Money’s tight?” he asked. 

“Yeah, I can hardly afford rent,” I said. 

“Well I can send you some money. I don’t mind. My parents are rich and they insist on sending me money every month, even though I have a good job. I think they’re hoping it will get them grandchildren faster,” he said. 

My  heart  stuttered.  I  felt  bad,  but  at  the  same  time  I  couldn’t  bring  myself  to turn him down. He was about to send me money, for absolutely nothing. And all I’d done was chat with him for a while and I’d sent him some fake nudes. “Really, you would do that?” I said. 

“Totally,”  he  said.  He  ended  up  sending  me  five-hundred  bucks.  “Hopefully  it helps.” 

I  could  feel  the  guilt  weighing  down  in  my  gut.  It  didn’t  seem  right—it  wasn’t right.  I’m  almost  sure  it  was  technically  illegal.  I  was  an  imposter,  running  a  full-blown scam. I had a good feeling my Facebook friend wasn’t being totally honest with  me,  about  his  rich  parents  and  his  good  job.  I  had  a  good  feeling  that  five hundred dollars was a big chunk of all he had, but I accepted it anyway. Larry had lied to me when he’d given me his legendary items in the game, saying he didn’t need  them,  so  I  could  only  assume  he  was  still  lying,  probably  just  trying  to impress me. 

And then I looked at the other friends I’d added during my time playing Lands of Eluria. There were so many potential victims of my little scam. Larry was asking to  chat  with  me  over  Skype,  which  of  course  I  couldn’t  do,  but  it  did  give  me  a crazy idea. 

CHAPTER III

I deleted my Facebook profile and set up a new one, with a new name, a set of fake hobbies, and a new fake biography. If I was going to take my little catfish scam to a whole new level, I needed to start fresh. I knew that if I was going to get people sending me money, they were going to want to see me face-to-face. It was a  fluke  that  my  first  victim  was  willing  to  send  me  five  hundred  bucks  without verifying  that  I  was  a  female  first—the  thought  probably  never  even  crossed  his mind. 

I was dealing with gamers, and gamers are generally a desperate type. They spend  whole  days  inside,  playing  games,  avoiding  real  social  interaction.  As  a result, they don’t tend to get a lot of female action. I can’t exactly say that I was any better—I’d never been with a woman before, and I’m sure that was partially because I spent most of my free time alone, playing video games. But I couldn’t help it, I didn’t like going out to bars or clubs. I didn’t like going out much at all. 

People are just so negative. No one ever looks at one another in the streets. Life is so impersonal. 

That’s  why  I  played  video  games,  as  a  way  to  escape  real  life.  In  a  video game, you can be whoever you want to be, and you can do or say anything you want to do or say without fear of being ridiculed and humiliated. Inside of a video game, no one cares whether you want to go out and conquer a dungeon, or if you just want to hang around doing nothing. 

Lands  of  Eluria  was  an  especially  great  game  because  you  could  customize your character however you wanted to. You could make your character a boy or a girl,  tall  or  short,  thin  or  fat…  You  could  even  get  up  close  and  customize  the colour  of  your  eyes,  the  shape  of  your  eyebrows,  the  plumpness  of  your  lips—

everything.  In  the  game,  you  could  spend  your  gold  on  outfits  that  were  for aesthetics only, and had no affect on your character’s performance. I’ll admit that I spent  a  lot  of  the  gold  I  earned  in  the  game  on  mostly  useless  outfits  with  my female  character.  Some  of  the  most  fun  I  had  playing  that  game  was  in  the character customization. 

For  my  new  Facebook  profile,  I  couldn’t  just  upload  any  photos  to  my  page, seeing  as  I  knew  people  were  going  to  want  to  Skype  with  me,  see  my  face, especially  once  I  lured  them  deeper  into  my  scheme.  I  was  going  to  need  to become a woman. 

I didn’t have any women’s clothing or makeup or even a wig at my disposal. 

Though  I  did  have  more  than  enough  money  to  get  myself  set  up,  with  the  five hundred bucks that Larry had given me, but I was far too nervous to go into the mall by myself, into those women’s clothing stores to try on different outfits. I tried

—I  went  to  the  mall  and  found  myself  standing  outside  of  the  stores  I  knew  I needed to go into, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. 

Spending a good chunk of your life in front of a computer screen, playing video games  in  the  safe  anonymity  of  the  internet,  one  tends  to  develop  a  degree  of

social  anxiety.  Social  anxiety  tends  to  stop  a  person  from  going  into  a  woman’s clothing store and trying on women’s clothing. 

I  called  Travis  and  asked  him  to  meet  me  at  the  mall.  “I’ll  explain  why  when you get here,” I said. I sat alone on a bench while I waited for him to show up. For some reason, I could bare the idea of doing the shopping with Travis. For some reason,  the  thought  of  explaining  my    outrageous  plan  to  Travis  seemed  a  lot easier than trying to face the awkwardness alone. I knew he would make fun of me, like he usually did, but I had a feeling he would be on board, and he would probably want in on it, once he found out where my initial investment came from. 

I was right, he did make fun of me, and then he stopped laughing when I told him about the five-hundred dollars Larry sent me. “Do you really think we can look like  women?”  he  asked,  already  including  himself  in  on  the  plan  without  my invitation. 

“I don’t see why not.” We were both smaller guys and neither of us could grow any facial hair. In high school, girls used to tell me how they wished they had my eyelashes—apparently  I  had  very  full,  long  eyelashes.  And  Travis  was  always being mistaken for a woman from behind, because of his longer hair and his petite stature.  I  couldn’t  see  any  reason  why  we  couldn’t  transform  ourselves  into convincing women. 

Besides, it’s not like we needed to become supermodels. We were going to be conning gamers, guys who rarely or never got any action. When you’re desperate, your standards tend to take a nosedive. 

Even with Travis, I had to take a deep breath before going into the women’s clothing store. Travis didn’t seem to have the same reservations, walking right in with his head up high. He had dollar signs in his eyes. He could have cared less what the store clerk thought about him. 

I  followed  him  in,  doing  my  best  not  to  make  any  eye-contact  with  the  store clerk  who  was  looking  our  way,  wondering  what  two  guys  were  doing  in  a  store that sold dresses and skirts and high-heels. She probably thought we were buying gifts for our girlfriends, but she probably stopped thinking that when Travis took a dress off of the rack and said, “I’m trying this one on. What do you think?” He held it up. It was a small, white summery dress with thin shoulder straps. Travis went into the change room and slipped into the little dress. He came out and did a little spin.  “It  fits  perfectly,”  he  said.  The  store  clerk  was  staring  at  us  now  with  wide eyes and parted lips. 

“I think it looks good,” I said. “It’s a bit short though, don’t you think?” The skirt of his dress hardly covered his ass. 

He turned around and give his bum a good wiggle. “What? Don’t you like it? I think it’s sexy.” He started to laugh. His carefree attitude was certainly helping me relax. I’m not sure whether he was really getting into it, or if he was just having fun with it, getting a kick out of the store clerk’s expressive reactions. 

He  tried  on  three  different  dresses  before  I  built  up  the  courage  to  try  on  a single top. I went for something simple: a tight black tank-top and a pair of short

jean shorts. I took a padded bra into the change room with me, knowing the tight top would look awfully strange on a flat chest. 

I  got  undressed  in  the  change  room  and  then  I  slipped  into  the  jean  shorts. 

They  were  tighter  than  any  shorts  I’d  ever  put  on  in  my  life,  and  exponentially shorter. They were shorter than my boxers even, so I had to go commando. The tip of my cock kept slipping out the leg of the shorts—I was going to need to get a good pair of panties to hold everything in properly, I thought to myself. I struggled to get the bra on (it took me a while before I realized I could clip it on backwards and then spin it around), and then the struggle continued as I slipped on the tank top, which was tighter than any shirt I’d ever worn. Why are women’s clothes so tight? I looked in the mirror—oh, that’s why. 

I looked good—at least, my body looked good. When I blocked out my face, I thought I was really looking at a woman. It’s amazing how much different a person can  look  with  a  quick  wardrobe  change  and  a  fake  bust.  I  slipped  out  from  the outfit, and then back into my regular clothes. Unlike Travis, I wasn’t feeling quite brave  enough  to  jump  out  into  the  open  to  show  myself  off.  I  thought  I  looked good, but I don’t think I was in any place to brag. 

I found a few more outfits: a skirt I really liked, a sweater that went with it, a few pairs of stockings, a pair of camouflage leggings (which may have been my favourite of the lot, they made my legs look amazing), and a little black dress that just  about  touched  my  knees.  My  haul  wasn’t  nearly  as  skimpy  as  Travis’s selections. Everything he picked looked like it was designed for eighteen year old floozies  to  wear  down  to  the  clubs.  The  most  conservative  piece  of  clothing  he bought was a pair of shiny gold leggings, which were very, very tight. He slipped his cock between his legs and said, “Doesn’t it look like a camel toe?” 

The store clerk said nothing at all when we checked out. I’m not sure whether or  not  she  even  blinked  as  she  scanned  each  item  and  then  handed  us  the payment terminal. 

We stopped in at a shoe store, where I picked up a cute pair of white flats and Travis  got  a  couple  pairs  of  heels,  we  hit  up  a  store  that  sold  wigs,  where  I  got myself a long platinum blonde wig, and then we finished our shopping spree at the makeup store, where we each bought a complete kit, seeing as neither of us knew exactly what we needed. By the end of the day, we’d spent the entire five hundred that Larry had given me. 

CHAPTER IV

I  looked  online  at  different  makeup  styles,  trying  to  pick  one  that  would  best suit my character. Searching through the various possibilities, I started to realize how similar creating my female character was to customizing my Lands of Eluria character. I ended up logging into my Lands of Eluria account to take a closer look at my character, to see how her makeup looked. I ended up trying to emulate that style, which was a kind of smoky-eyed look with understated pink lipstick. It was harder than I thought it would be, applying the eyeliner, the eye-shadow, and the mascara, but the results were unbelievable. Before I was even finished, I hardly recognized myself, especially once I had my wig on my head. 

I had the sudden instinct to go and lock my bedroom door, not that my parents ever  came  anywhere  near  my  bedroom  anyway.  Suddenly,  what  I  was  doing seemed  real.  I  was  really  going  to  pretend  to  be  a  woman,  not  just  behind  the safety of a computer screen, but with my face in front of a webcam, speaking out loud with my real voice. It seemed so ludicrous! Did I actually think that I could fool men into thinking I was a woman? Why was that such an insane proposition? I did look  like  a  woman,  didn’t  I?  I  even  looked  pretty  good,  better  than  most  of  the women I knew in real life. If I saw a girl who looked just like me on the streets, I would have fantasized about asking her out. Of course I would have never done it

—I  was  way  too  cute  to  actually  approach,  way  out  of  my  league,  way  too intimidating. 

I  laughed.  It  was  silly  to  think  I  was  out  of  my  own  league.  Hopefully  the desperate gaming community didn’t think the same. It would have been a shame to put in all that work and then to have nothing come out of it because guys were too afraid to chat me up. 

When my parents were out at work, I set my camera up on a tripod in the yard, and  I  set  it  to  take  a  picture  every  five  seconds  for  three  minutes.  I  wanted  my pictures to look real, so I would look like a real person. It was too easy to just sit in my room and take pictures with my webcam. I pretended to be doing activities in the yard, walking casually, looking around as if there was no camera there, but the pictures  all  ended  up  looking  odd.  Sure,  I  looked  good  in  them,  but  they  looked more staged than ever. If I was going to get real-looking pictures, I was going to need to go out into the real world, something I hardly ever did, even as a man. 

Before leaving I practiced my voice. There were tons of ‘how to speak like a woman’  tutorials  on  the  internet,  some  of  them  were  better  than  others.  It  only took me an hour or so before I thought my voice was convincing enough. I figured I could always practice more later, but I’d gotten good enough at saying, “Do you mind taking my picture?” that I was comfortable going out. 

At  least,  I  thought  I  was  comfortable  going  out.  I  was  fine  for  the  first  few blocks, as I made my way towards 17th avenue, our town’s ‘trendy’ street, where most people hung out. As soon as I started seeing people all around me, I began to panic, my social anxiety flooding back to me like a tidal wave. I was suddenly

hyper-conscious  of  the  way  I  looked,  worried  people  would  be  able  to  tell  I  was wearing a wig, or that they would be able to distinguish my Adam’s apple, or that my voice wasn’t actually convincing at all. 

I froze up, my body becoming tense, as a group of men walked right by me. 

One  of  them  looked  me  in  the  eyes  and  then  he  looked  down  and  scanned  my body. Every inch of my body felt wrong, as if my padded bra had been nudged out of place, my skirt was riding up to expose my bulge, and there were spots on my legs that I’d failed to shave. The man looked back up at me with a smile, and then he said, “Hello,” and kept on walking. 

I  looked  down.  My  bra  was  fine,  my  skirt  was  fine,  and  my  legs  were  still  as smooth as butter. There was nothing wrong with the way I looked, save for the fact that my tense shoulders were up near my ears and I was walking like a robot that needed its hinges greased. I took a deep breath. No one was looking at me funny. 

The only looks I was getting were smiles and friendly nods. In fact, I was getting a better reception than I was used to getting as a man. People rarely smiled at me, usually only frowning when we made eye-contact—or scowling, as if to say, ‘Why the  hell  are  you  looking  at  me?’  As  a  result,  I  developed  a  bad  habit  of  staring down at my feet and avoiding all possible eye-contact. 

That  bad  habit  was  quickly  disappearing  with  every  smile  I  got  out  on  17th avenue. I stopped at a red light and the man next to me said, “I love your skirt. It’s very flattering.” My initial instinct was to assume he was screwing with me, teasing me  because  he  knew  that  I  was  actually  a  man.  Then  I  looked  up  at  him  and realized he was smiling with rosy cheeks. His face seemed genuine. It was a real compliment. I thanked him, my own cheeks turning a shade of crimson, and then I carried on. 

I found a few strangers who were willing to take my picture for me. I pretended to be a tourist, new to the city, wanting to have some memories of my trip. One of the men who took my picture smiled when I told him I was a tourist, and then he brought me in a little nearby shop, which belonged to him, and he gave me a ball cap, with our town’s name on it. “It looks great on you,” he said, and then he took a picture of me wearing the hat. 

When  I  told  another  man  that  I  was  a  tourist,  he  told  me  about  a  nearby restaurant.  “It  has  the  best  appies.  You  need  to  try  the  spinach  dip  before  you leave—in fact, what are you doing right now?” He ended up walking with me to the restaurant. We got a small table on the patio, and he bought a round of drinks and a few different appetizers. I tried to pay half, but he wouldn’t let me. I was being treated  like  a  goddess.  It  was  just  like  my  experience  as  a  woman  in  Lands  of Eluria all over again: men jumping on the opportunity to spoil any woman willing to give them attention. 

But were they willing to spoil   any  woman, or was I maybe special? I did look pretty hot, after all, and the more comfortable I got, the more flirty I became. By the end of the day, I was chatting with everyone, completely forgetting that I ever suffered from even a tiny ounce of social anxiety. I even ended up forgetting the

whole reason I left the house in the first place: to get pictures for my social media accounts. Luckily, I ended up with a handful of great shots. 

I couldn’t wait to get home and upload the photos, even though I didn’t have anyone  to  show  them  off  to  yet—but  that  would  come  in  time.  For  now,  I  had myself to show them off to. I ended up admiring the photos for the better half of the night, even more impressed than before with how good I was able to look as a lady. 

CHAPTER V

There was a special excitement, logging back into Lands of Eluria and creating a whole new character, to meet new people who would eventually see   me  as a woman,  in  drag.  Every  interaction  got  my  heart  racing.  Unlike  my  previous charade  as  a  woman  in  Lands  of  Eluria,  this  time  there  were  consequences.  I wasn’t playing anonymously. The guys I would end up adding would see pictures of  my  actual  face.  Sure,  it  was  my  face  masked  by  makeup,  but  it  was  still  my face. 

My  plan  was  no  different  from  before,  at  least  off  the  bat.  I  would  go  to  the town square and ask for help, making sure everyone knew that I was a woman. It was no surprise when a flock of men came to my aid, and helped pull me through tough  dungeons,  some  of  them  insisting  I  take  their  valuable  items,  just  like before.  Except  this  time,  I  didn’t  care  about  my  in-game  character’s  level  or  her gear, I was looking further ahead. I was starting to build relationships with the men in the game, building them up before asking them to add me on Facebook. 

There was one guy, whose character was only a few weeks old, who did his best to help me out. He tagged along with me on raids and quests, giving me his best items. When I was logged off, I knew he was putting in extra time, trying to earn some extra gold and gear so that he would have something to offer me the next day. Again, I couldn’t help but feel a bit guilty, even though I knew it was all fictional. It wasn’t real gold or gear, of course, it was all just lines of code inside of a computer game. 

After a week, during our game time, me and the man started talking about life outside of the game. He started telling me about his real life, what he was taking in  school,  what  he  wanted  to  be  when  he  grew  up.  As  soon  as  he  told  me  his father wanted him to be a mechanic, I knew exactly who it was—and I was right, which  I  found  out  a  couple  of  days  later  when  he  asked  me  to  add  him  on Facebook.  It  was  Larry.  He  must  have  created  a  whole  new  character  after  I disappeared from the game and his life. 

Our conversation continued on Facebook Messenger. He told me a lot about himself  that  I  already  knew,  occasionally  adding  in  bits  of  information  that  were new to me. He really wanted to be a concept artist for video games and movies, but  his  father  insisted  on  him  being  a  mechanic  and  carrying  on  the  family tradition.  He  showed  me  some  of  his  concept  art  pieces.  He  was  actually  pretty good. 

I found myself telling Larry about my real life. Every time I would type out a lie, I  would  find  myself  staring  at  the  screen,  unable  to  send  it.  It  was  strange—I should  have  been  getting  better  at  lying,  but  instead,  it  was  getting  harder  and harder, maybe because I felt so bad for Larry, who was about to get scammed for the second time in a row. 

One day he asked, “Do you want to Skype with me sometime?” 

“Sure,” I said, and we planned our Skype date for the very next day. 

My  plan  was  moving  forward  ahead  of  schedule.  Though  with  each  passing day,  I  felt  worse  about  the  fact  that  I  was  taking  advantage  of  the  same  guy’s friendliness  and  generosity.  Over  the  days,  I  added  a  few  more  people  onto  my new  Facebook  account,  chatting  them  up  occasionally,  but  I  was  never  able  to hold a conversation with anyone the way I was able to hold a conversation with Larry. He was easy to talk to, and he always seemed genuinely interested in what I had to say. 

Before  our  Skype  call,  I  got  myself  nice  and  dolled  up.  My  parents  were asleep,  and  I’d  moved  my  whole  gaming  rig  down  to  the  basement,  where  they wouldn’t  be  able  to  hear  me  speaking  in  a  girl  voice  in  case  they  woke  up.  My heart  was  racing  when  I  logged  into  Skype  and  I  saw  him  signed  in,  waiting  for me, about to call at any second. I felt cripplingly nervous, even though I’d been out in public before in my feminine guise. Getting validation from strangers was one thing, but getting it from someone who I wanted to like me was a whole different beast. 

The little jingle began to play, and the call window popped up on my screen: answer or hang up? I thought about pressing the little red hang up button, telling him that there was a glitch on my end and I couldn’t connect, but I’d come this far and it was senseless to turn around now. I pressed the green button, and then a moment later, there he was, staring at me through his computer screen. 

I’d  seen  pictures  of  him  on  his  Facebook  page,  but  I  hardly  recognized  him when he came on the screen. Strangely, he looked better live than he did in his photos (most people have the opposite problem). I never noticed in his photos that he had a nicely chiselled jawline and bright, shining eyes. He smiled when he saw me, and that smile made a warmth buzz inside of my body. “Hey,” he said. 

“Hi, Larry,” I said. 

I  looked  at  myself  in  the  top  corner  of  the  screen  to  make  sure  everything looked  right  and  nothing  had  slipped  out  of  place.  I  looked  good—better  than good. I looked great. His big, goofy smile should have been no surprise. “You look really great—I hope you don’t mind my saying so,” he said. 

I  bit  the  inside  of  my  cheek,  feeling  like  I  was  succumbing  to  the  charm  I’d never realized he had. “Thanks, and I definitely don’t mind you saying so,” I said. 

His  cheeks  were  a  light  shade  of  pink  and  he  suddenly  seemed  speechless, his lips parted as if he had something he wanted to say, but his mind was blank. I was feeling the same way. I was sure I had prepared a whole bit that would lure him further into my trap, but now I could think of nothing. 

“What are you up to tonight?” he asked. 

“Just this,” I said. 

He  had  impressively  thick  arms  with  well-defined  muscles.  None  of  his Facebook photos suggested he was fit, though his photos all seemed to be old. 

Maybe he’d been hitting the gym since all of his photos were taken. Regardless, I

had a hard time looking away from his arms, which was strange because I’d never in my life cared about any man’s physique. Why did I care all of a sudden? Why was it suddenly attractive? Was playing the role of a female slowly feminizing my brain? “Do you go to the gym?” I ended up asking. As soon as I asked, my face became warm. 

He laughed. “Not in years. I got a part-time job working as a farm hand, which is better than any gym membership, in my opinion,” he said. He had a nice, deep voice—again, not at all what I had expected. I expected a shy, little nerd, probably with  glasses  and  acne,  who  wouldn’t  be  able  to  form  a  proper  sentence  in  his nervousness. Instead, I got Larry, the Lands of Eluria hunk. 

We ended up talking for hours, late into the night. I asked him why he played Lands  of  Eluria.  “I  guess  it’s  just  nice  to  escape  the  real  world  sometimes,”  he said. It was almost as if he’d snuck into my bedroom and read the diary I didn’t have.  His  reason  was  the  same  as  mine,  and  as  our  conversation  went  on,  I began to realize we had a lot in common. 

A  strange  sequence  of  events  happened  during  our  conversation.  Larry  told me to go onto Facebook to watch a funny video he’d found. When I logged on, I noticed  I  had  a  friend  request.  It  took  me  a  second  to  recognize  the  man  in  the photo: it was the man who took me out for lunch a few days before, when I went out  to  get  photographs.  I  accepted  the  friend  request,  and  then  a  minute  later, Larry said, “Wait, how do you know Kevin?” 

“Kevin?” I said. “Oh, I met him just the other day. Why? Do you know him?” 

“He’s my roommate.” In that moment, I realized I’d never asked Larry one very big question: ‘Where do you live?’ Apparently, Larry lived in the same exact town as me. My heart stuttered. “You live in Barry?” he said. 

My lips parted but I couldn’t bring myself to respond. I felt like I’d been caught, even  though  I  was  far  from  being  caught,  seeing  as  I  hadn’t  done  anything  yet. 

“Yeah,” I said, though I should have said no—I should have said I’d been visiting. 

Though it would have done no good, my profile even said that I lived in Barry—

another big mistake I’d made, that I was now stuck with. 

“We should meet up. What are you doing for the rest of the night?” he said. 

I thought about lying and saying I had plans, and then I remembered that I’d already told him I was doing nothing that night, that I’d made no plans aside from our Skype call. I had no excuse. “Hanging out with you,” I said. A cold shiver ran through my body. 

My adventures as a female gamer chick were getting too real, seeping too far into  my  real  life.  Had  my  wig  fallen  off  in  our  Skype  call,  I  could  have  simply disconnected  and  deleted  my  Facebook  page,  and  there  would  be  no consequence. If my wig falls off while I’m out with Larry, then I’m in trouble. 

CHAPTER VI

We met up at a little café, which was a nice change from the moody bars I was used to hanging around. The café was quiet, a perfect place to sit down and talk, though as soon as I walked in, I wished it would have been loud and dark, to mask any imperfections in my voice and visage. 


I was once again surprised by Larry. Somehow, he was even more handsome in person than he was on Skype. He had a certain glow about him that no camera could  capture.  His  face  seemed  so  vibrant,  and  his  smile  seemed  so  genuine.  I tried  to  remember  what  shirt  he’d  been  wearing  on  Skype;  the  shirt  he  was wearing now was tight, and it showed off his impressive chest. Was it the same shirt? Was I just noticing his muscular chest now? 

He  bought  me  a  coffee  and  we  took  a  seat  in  the  corner,  picking  up  our conversation  where  we’d  left  off  online.  He  was  beaming  with  confidence  that seemed  to  grow  and  grow  with  every  passing  moment.  He  stared  into  my  eyes while  we  spoke.  At  first  it  was  slightly  intimidating,  but  after  a  while,  I  started  to appreciate  it.  I  wasn’t  used  to  people  looking  me  in  the  eyes.  I  wasn’t  used  to people looking at me at all. It was refreshing. 

He complimented me a few times, making my cheeks turn red and my heart pound into my chest. Had I ever been complimented as a man before? I tried to think, but could think of absolutely no instances. As our conversation carried on, I started to wonder if I’d been drugged. I found myself zoning out as I stared into his eyes. I was attracted to him, but I was straight—at least I thought I was straight. Is there  a  drug  on  the  market  that  can  make  a  straight  man  develop  feelings  for another man? 

I tried to suppress the sudden feelings. It was just my female persona trying to take over my body. I needed to fight it. 

He got up and bought a round of teas, getting these ones in to-go cups. “Let’s go for a walk,” he said. We walked around town while we chatted and sipped away at our teas. It wasn’t until we passed that little souvenir store that I remembered the  whole  reason  I  was  out  with  Larry:  to  convince  him  to  give  me  money.  I suddenly  remembered  my  whole  scheme,  which  involved  telling  him  about  how poor  I  was,  slipping  it  casually  into  our  conversation  until  he  offered  to  give  me money, the way so many gamers had given me their in-game gold and gear. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I liked Larry, and the thought of breaking his heart just broke mine. 

We walked into a park. Now, instead of thinking of a way to get his money, I was thinking of a way to give it back—even though I’d already spent it all. I felt like I needed to tell him, to apologize, but I how could I do it without revealing that I was  a  man,  or  without  making  him  think  that  I  was  using  him,  without  lying?  I didn’t want to lie to him. I couldn’t have lied to him if I’d tried, and I did try, multiple times, but I just kept finding myself at a loss for words. 

“You’re a nice girl, Karen,” he said to me, and then I kissed him. 

I can’t explain why I kissed him—even I didn’t understand it. Maybe I thought it was,  in  some  weird  way,  a  way  of  paying  him  back  without  telling  him  what  I’d done. Maybe it was my way of trying to fix things without telling him. Maybe—but if that was true, then what I did next made no sense at all: “Larry, I need to tell you something. I’m Tiffany,” I said. 

He looked at me, at first with narrowed, confused eyes, and then suddenly with the widest eyes I’d ever seen. “Wait, what?” 

“That was a fake profile,” I said. I thought about lying, and telling him that I’d created  the  profile  because  I  was  self-conscious  with  my  actual  self,  but  I  just couldn’t do it. I liked Larry too much to lie to him. “I stole your money. I would give it back, but I don’t have it.” Maybe I had been drugged; I was acting insane. It was probably for the best (in terms of my mental well-being) to tell him the truth, but to tell him late at night, in person, while we were alone together in a park? It was like I was asking to be beaten up, or killed, my body left to be found in the morning by some poor guy walking his dog. 

“You’re  Tiffany?  But  why?  The  five  hundred  dollars?”  he  said.  “And  now—

you’re doing it again?” I couldn’t tell if he was taking the news really well, or if he was still in shock, about to snap at any moment. 

“There’s something else,” I said. I was about to make a giant mistake, and no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop myself. It was as if some foreign entity had taken over my body, bent on destroying me. “I’m a man.” 

Somehow, his eyes grew even wider. The park became silent. I wanted to look around, hoping there was someone there in case Larry got violent, but I couldn’t move.  The  muscles  in  my  neck  were  locked.  Every  muscle  in  my  body  was locked.  But  I  didn’t  need  to  look  around  to  know  that  we  were  all  alone.  It  was nearly midnight, and we were far from the glow of streetlights. 

“What?”  he  finally  said.  His  face  was  pale.  If  he  was  about  to  snap,  it  was going to happen at any second. 

“I’m sorry,” I somehow managed to say through the lump in my throat. 

There was another long silence, and then he said, “Prove it.” 

CHAPTER VII

I didn’t know what he wanted me to do to prove it. I could have removed my wig, but I was too afraid of exposing myself, even though he already knew. I could have lifted up my shirt, and showed him the socks stuffed in my bra, but it would make no difference. I could have spoken in my real voice, but I didn’t want to see his reaction—I didn’t want to see him hurt any more than he already was. 

“I said prove it,” he said again, louder, making me jump slightly. My heart was pounding against my ribcage. 

“How?” 

“Show me your cock.” 

I couldn’t tell if my heart had stopped beating altogether or if it was ferociously slamming its way out of my chest. I was dizzy, feeling like I was about to fall over. 

“I said, show me your cock.” 

I was scared. He was strong enough that he could have snapped me in half if he wanted to, and I was rigid enough that I probably wouldn’t have moved had he tried. I bent over slowly, grabbed the bottom of my skirt, and then I flipped it up, revealing the bulge of my cock in my panties. I could tell by the look on his face that  it  wasn’t  enough  for  him,  he  still  didn’t  quite  believe  me.  So,  after  some hesitation, I pulled down my panties, revealing my cock. 

He put his hand to his mouth, as if to stop himself from screaming. He really didn’t  believe  it  until  that  very  moment.  I  covered  up  quickly.  “But—But  you  look like a woman,” he said. 

“I’m sorry,” I managed to say again. 

“You  don’t  just  look  like  a  woman—you  sound  like  one.  You  act  like  one.  It doesn’t  make  any  sense.”  He  was  right:  being  a  woman  was  one  of  the  most natural things I’d ever done in my life. I’d never felt more comfortable before, I’d never felt more free. 

“I  like  being  a  woman,  Larry,  but  I’m  not  a  woman.  I’m  so  sorry.  I  feel  so horrible for what I did to you. I promise I’ll get you your money back as soon as I have it. I’ll get a part-time job just to make it up to you.” 

“Don’t bother,” he said. He wasn’t snapping and attacking like I half-expected him to. Instead, he just stood there looking heart-broken, which was far worse. I almost wished he would have stepped forward and beaten me down to the ground and put me in an ambulance. 

“I want to make it up to you,” I said. 

“Why?” 

“Because I do, okay? Just let me make it up to you. I’ll do anything.” 

His eyes flashed. “Anything?” he said. A cold shiver ran down my spine. 

“Anything.” 

“Get on your knees,” he said. 

I didn’t hesitate. I was so determined to make it up to him, I really was willing to do anything. I would have even let him beat me to a bloody pulp. 

Though I didn’t expect what he had in mind. He pulled away his belt, unzipped his fly, and then he pulled out his cock. “Suck my cock,” he said, looking down at me. 

Didn’t he care that I was really a man? Did he not have any issues with a man, dressed like a woman, sucking his cock? Again, I didn’t hesitate. I grabbed his big cock in my hand and I began to stroke it. It was heavy, even flaccid, and it started to grow quickly. I could feel it throbbing as blood pumped into it, making it bigger and bigger, harder and harder. I bent forward and licked his tip. 

I didn’t hesitate at all, even with my heart pounding and my head spinning. I couldn’t believe what I was doing: sucking another man’s cock, in a public park, in the middle of the night—and it was a man I hardly knew, on top of it. But I was so determined to right my wrong that it seemed like nothing. It seemed like it wasn’t enough of a punishment for what I’d done to him. 

I slipped his cock through my lips, pressing my nose into his soft pubic hair. I started  to  suck  like  my  life  depended  on  it,  bobbing  my  head  back  and  forth, wrapping  my  tongue  around  his  impressive  and  growing  girth.  “Fuck,  that  feels good,” he said. It was nice to hear, knowing that despite what I’d done to him, I was still able to make him feel good, even if it was just sexually. 

Soon enough, he was too big to fit in my mouth. I tried my best, but I ended up gagging  as  his  cock  plunged  down  my  throat,  so  I  sucked  as  much  as  I  could while I jerked him off. The throbbing in his member was getting faster and faster. I liked the idea that I was about to get a man off, that I was pretty enough to make a man aroused. It was like the ultimate validation. 

I  fondled  his  ball  sack  with  my  free  hand.  His  balls  were  big,  and  I  liked  the way they swelled and contracted slightly in the palm of my hand. “Do you want to come on my face?” I asked after surfacing for a breath of air. 

“No,”  he  said.  His  answer  surprised  me.  “I  want  to  come  in  your  ass.  Bend over.” 

My heart stuttered, but once again, I didn’t hesitate. I bent over and I even did him the service of flipping up my skirt and yanking down my panties. My plan had ultimately  backfired:  I  went  out  with  Larry  to  try  to  get  money  from  him,  and  I ended up bent over in a park, taking his big cock from behind. He was the winner, but  I  didn’t  care.  I  just  wanted  him  to  be  happy.  I  wanted  to  forget  that  I’d  ever stooped to the level I was at, scamming men for my own personal gain. It made me sick to my stomach, thinking about it. If I could make things right by letting him penetrate my virgin asshole, then so be it. 

He pressed the tip of his cock up to my tiny hole. I could feel him throbbing, eager to gain access. I was ready for it, even though I knew it would hurt. I’d never

had  anything  stuck  up  there  before,  and  his  cock  wasn’t  exactly  beginner-sized. 

But still, I remained bent over, ready to take it from behind. 

He pushed forward hard, and then penetrated me suddenly. It didn’t hurt, like I’d expected, through it felt strange as he sunk in deep, filling me up. It felt like I suddenly had to go to the bathroom. “Oh yeah,” he muttered as I felt his ball sack press  up  against  my  soft  tush.  “That  feels  so  fucking  good.”  He  hadn’t  even started thrusting yet. 

He  was  slightly  pressing  against  something  that  felt  good,  sending  a  slight tingle  through  my  body.  I  wiggled  my  bum  gently,  trying  to  adjust  him  into  the perfect spot, so more of him was pressing against that sweet-spot. I found it, and then my legs trembled. As I started to moan, he started to fuck me from behind, slapping his pelvis hard into my ass. I nearly fell over from the first penetration, so I planted the palms of my hands against the bench in front of me, spreading my legs wider to keep my balance. 

Each thrust was harder and faster than the one before it. Each thrust sent a powerfully  warm  vibration  through  my  body.  “Shit.  Just  like  that,”  I  said,  pushing my bum back to ensure I was getting all of him inside of me. 

I was a virgin. I’d never been with a woman before, and now, I was losing my virginity  to  a  man,  while  dressed  like  a  woman.  Everything  about  it  sounded  so strange in my head, but it felt so right in real life, and it only felt better and better with each passing second. I could feel his cock swelling in my butt, I could feel his veins throbbing. I loved the way his nails dug into my hips while he held me tight and fucked me like a glorified sex toy. I loved being his to do what he wanted with, being submissive, being a little, sissy whore. 

“Fuck me harder,” I said, and he followed the command, slamming down with hard strikes, pushing his cock somehow deeper into my body. 

My own cock was rock-hard now, oozing drops of cum into my panties. God, it felt so good. I centred one of my hands on the bench and then used the other to rub myself, over my panties, making more and more warm cum ooze out. 

“That feels so good,” I said between heavy breaths. 

He  was  grunting  loudly  now  with  each  thrust.  I  could  tell  he  was  close  to finishing, and I was ready for it, ready to feel his hot load deep in my asshole. I couldn’t wait—I wanted it so badly—

“Fuck!”  he  screamed,  and  then  I  felt  it,  and  it  was  so  much  better  than  I’d anticipated.  His  sudden  blasts  of  jizz  made  my  legs  tremble,  sending  me  into  a whole different level of orgasm that I’d never felt before. I moaned and shook all over, my dick still oozing out my own cum. God, it felt so good. I wished it would never end, but of course that was inevitable. 

He stumbled back, making me feel suddenly empty as his long snake slithered out from my anus, leaving it gaping and exposed. He sat on a nearby bench as he caught his breath. I managed to spin around and sit down on the bench I’d been

leaning on, his creampie spilling out onto the wooden slats. “Shit that felt good,” I said. 

“Yeah, it did,” he said. 

After a few minutes of a strangely euphoric silence, I said, “I really am sorry for what I did. I promise I’ll make it back to you.” 

“You already have,” he said. 

“But I’ll pay you back. I won’t be okay with this until you get your money back.” 

“What did you spend the money on?” he asked. 

I looked down at myself. “This,” I said. 

“Well  then  as  long  as  you  belong  to  me,  it’s  not  really  like  I  lost  the  money then, is it?” he said with a big smile. 

I couldn’t help but smile myself. 

I  only  ever  pretended  to  be  a  woman  to  get  things  that  I  wanted,  and  in  the end, I got more than I ever knew I wanted. Not only did I get Larry, but I learned a lot  about  myself,  and  what  I  needed  to  be  happy  in  life.  I  couldn’t  have  been happier. 

After a few weeks, I decided to come out to my friends and family as a woman. 

I  knew  there  would  be  some  negative  reactions  at  first,  but  once  they  saw  how happy I was, they would all understand. Before I could come out, Travis beat me to it. “I met a guy,” he said. Even Travis, one of the happier guys I knew, seemed happier than ever in his new body. Plus he looked pretty sexy as a woman, I have to admit. Him coming out first made it a lot easier for me to come out. 

Funny enough, I still got treated like pure gold by Larry. He still showered me with gifts without me having to ask, though sometimes the gifts were more for him than they were for me, like the piece of black, lacy lingerie he brought home the day after I came out. We had a lot of fun that night, though I have to admit that I had a hard time walking the next morning. 

And to think, none of it would have ever happened had Travis and I not gone and become a couple of gamer chicks inside of a video game. 

THE END
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BEND OVER

Nate’s  step-mother  has  always  chosen  spankings  as  her  punishment  of choice. “Bend over.” He will never forget those words: those spankings still haunt Nate’s dreams. 

Nate  thought  he  was  done  with  bending  over,  but  after  he  is  accused  of objectifying a woman in the worst way possible, and his step-mother bails him out, Nate  is  in  for  one  last  humiliating  punishment  that  involves  finding  out  first-hand what it’s like to be objectified. 

CHAPTER I

I  still  flinch  whenever  I  hear  someone  say,  “Bend  over,”  whether  I’m  out  in public or in the intimate comfort of my own home with the woman who is now my wife. I don’t know if it would technically be considered PTSD, but it was certainly what I assumed PTSD felt like. 

I have my step-mother, Margaret, to thank for the cold shudder that ran down my spine every time I heard those two words in succession. I could still remember the first time she said those words to me, just a few weeks after she had moved in with my father and me. My dad was at work, and Margaret called me down to the kitchen. I was fourteen years old. 

When I saw her sitting at the kitchen table with my laptop in front of her, I knew I was in trouble, and somehow, I knew why I was in trouble. She’d found my little stash of pornography. “You’ve been very bad, Nate,” she said, shaking her head with a disappointed glare. I was afraid she was going to tell my dad. I didn’t care what   she  thought. I hardly knew her, and despite what she’d always asked of me, I   never  called her ‘mom’. 

“Don’t tell my dad,” I said. 

“Your dad would be very upset with you,” she said, as if I didn’t know it. 

“Please don’t tell him.” I can still remember feeling cold all over, feeling like the kitchen was suddenly enormous and I was just a tiny, insignificant thing standing in the middle of it, and she was like a hungry wolf, staring at me as if I was a piece of fresh meat. 

“I can’t promise anything one way or the other,” she said. “But I need to punish you. Come over here and bend over.” Those words still echoed through my skull, refusing to leave even many, many years later. 

Margaret was much younger than my father, almost half his age. I never knew exactly how old she was, but I’m willing to bet that she was closer to my age than she was to my dad’s age. She was in college when she started dating my father. 

My father had graduated college three years before I was born. I thought the age gap  was  strange  but  I  understood  why  he  did  it:  she  was  pretty.  She  had  long blonde hair and a curvy in all the right places figure. Sometimes, when she wasn’t looking, I would stare at her tits. Sometimes she wouldn’t wear a bra, and I could see her nipples poking out through her thin tops. I would watch her rack bounce when she walked. 

“I said bend over, Nathaniel,” she said. 

With a good deal of hesitation, I did what she said. I planted my hands on the kitchen table, not entirely sure what to expect. I’d never been spanked before. As far as I knew, none of my friends had ever been spanked before. I’d heard of kids getting spanked, of course, but I assumed it was just some antiquated parenting technique, something that only existed in books and movies. So when the palm of Margaret’s hand slapped against my ass, I shrieked. I tried to run but she grabbed

my arm and held me in place. “Bad boys get spanked,” she said to me. “Now bend over. I’m not finished with you.” 

I didn’t want to bend over. My ass was still hot from her first slap. “Please don’t tell my dad,” I said again. 

“Bend  over,”  she  said,  so  I  did.  She  spanked  me  three  more  times.  I  didn’t scream again, but I wanted to. I had to bite the edge of my tongue to stop myself from screaming out loud. I did cry, though not until I was back in my bedroom with the  door  closed  and  locked.  Margaret  held  onto  my  laptop,  probably  searching through it for more evidence that I was a horrible child. 

When my dad first started dating Margaret, I didn’t like her. She would always come over and look at me as if I was a nasty bug that had crawled into the house through the shower drain. She never looked me in the eyes, always looking at my body,  as  if  there  was  something  wrong  with  it.  I  went  from  not  liking  her  to absolutely hating her when she took my dad away from me on my birthday. She insisted that her and my father continue their Friday night date tradition. My father didn’t put up much of a fight. He came up to my room and promised he would be home before I went to bed, to have some cake and give me my present. I stayed up until midnight, and then lost hope. My dad was still out with Margaret, so I went to bed heartbroken, with tears in my eyes. 

Even  after  she  moved  in  with  us,  she  still  looked  at  me  with  that  crooked expression, as if I was an inconvenient obstacle between her and my father. 

To my surprise, she never did tell my father about the pornography. She didn’t even delete it off of my computer (it was the first thing I did when I finally got my laptop back). As I went through and deleted the videos, another chill ran down my spine.  I  didn’t  realize  until  that  moment  that  a  few  of  the  videos  featured  young men  and  their  step-mothers.  My  humiliation  was  even  worse  than  I’d  thought. 

What did Margaret think of me? Did she think I was sexually attracted to her? Did she think I had a fetish for her? Sure, I’d pictured her naked while masturbating a few times, but I’d done that with pretty much every decent-looking girl I’d ever met; I was a teenaged boy, after all. 

It wasn’t the last time I got a spanking. When I was fifteen, she found out I’d snuck out of the house to go to a party. She made sure my ass was good and red after  that  one.  Another  time,  she  caught  me  with  a  joint  in  my  backpack.  She confiscated the joint and then slapped the hell out of my ass. When I was sixteen, she  came  into  my  room  while  I  was  masturbating.  It  was,  by  far,  the  most humiliating moment of my life (soon to be topped). I was completely naked, on the other side of the room from my bed. I only had my hand to cover up my erection. 

She  made  me  uncover  myself  and  bend  over  my  desk.  My  face  must  have been the darkest possible shade of red. I was still erect as she spanked me. 

I didn’t think I would ever suffer through a more humiliating moment in my life, but  I  was  very,  very  wrong.  Shortly  after  my  eighteenth  birthday,  I  got  in  big trouble, and my step-mother wasn’t going to let it slide without punishment. 

CHAPTER II

When I was eighteen, I lost my virginity at a house party, to a girl named Laura. 

Laura  was  a  totally  average  girl,  who  I’d  never  really  noticed  at  school  much before. I was surprised when she showed up at that party, dressed in a mini-skirt and  stockings,  looking  surprisingly  sexy.  I  was  even  more  surprised  when  I watched her shotgun a beer along with some other girls. She’d never struck me as the drinking and partying type. Apparently I was wrong. 

We’d both had a few drinks, but neither of us were drunk—just a bit buzzed. I’d heard  around  school  that  Laura  had  a  thing  for  me.  I  didn’t  have  too  much  of  a thing for Laura, but that night, I thought she was cute, and after a few drinks, she seemed like the perfect girl to lose my virginity to. 

It  was  her  friend,  Stephanie,  who  I  was  really  interested  in,  but  I’d  always thought that Stephanie was way out of my league. Stephanie dressed to kill, with short-shorts  that  hardly  covered  her  snatch  and  tops  that  did  next  to  nothing  to hide her breasts. 

Laura came up to me and started chatting me up. We talked for a while as we drank, and eventually we started kissing. After just a few minutes of kissing, we found  ourselves  in  an  empty  bedroom,  away  from  the  party.  She  asked  me  to squeeze her tits, so I did. They were nice and perky, maybe a little too firm for my taste, but I wasn’t about to complain. Her nipples were as hard as rocks. “Do you want to touch my pussy?” she asked. 

“Okay,” I said, and then I reached down under her skirt and carefully ran my fingers over her panties, over the slight bulge of her pussy lips. Her panties were wet. I thought,  that must be uncomfortable, walking around with a damp spot right between  your  legs ,  but  at  the  same  time  I  thought  it  was  ridiculously  sexy.  My cock was hard within seconds. “Want to touch my dick?” I said. 

“Yeah,”  she  said  after  a  second  of  hesitation,  and  then  she  reached  down between  my  legs,  her  hands  trembling.  She  jumped  a  little  bit  when  her  fingers found my hard cock. Her face turned red and her eyes became wide. She stared down at my crotch as she carefully ran her fingers down the length of my hard rod. 

“It’s so big,” she said. 

“Do you want to suck it?” I asked. 

She  looked  up  at  me.  There  was  fear  in  her  eyes,  and  for  some  reason  I suddenly  felt  guilty.  I  didn’t  retract  my  offer  though.  She  accepted,  sinking  down between my legs, carefully doing away with my belt and unzipping my fly. I had to help  her  get  my  pants  and  boxers  down,  so  my  cock  was  out  and  ready  to  be sucked. She seemed afraid of it, afraid to touch it, but she powered through her fears and did it anyway. 

At first, she was far too gentle, hardly touching me as she ran her fingers up my  length,  and  then,  after  I  said,  “You  can  hold  it  tighter  than  that,”  she  had  a death-grip that was far from pleasant. I didn’t say anything, afraid of embarrassing

her. When she finally bent over and slipped my cock through her lips, it felt nice. 

Her  mouth  was  warm  and  wet,  and  she  seemed  to  know  exactly  where  to  work her tongue, as if it was some primal instinct. I leaned back, planting my hands into the mattress of the stranger’s bed. “That feels good,” I said. 

“Really?” she said. 

“Yeah.” I let her suck me off for a few more minutes, and then I could feel the orgasm approaching, so I stopped her. I didn’t want her to think I was a premature ejaculator; I needed to give my cock a break. “Lay on your back and spread your legs,” I said. 

Her face became pale. “Why?” she said. 

“I’m going to eat you out,” I said. 

“That’s okay. You don’t have to.” 

“I want to.” 

“It’s really okay.” 

“C’mon, it’ll be fun,” I said. 

She reluctantly lay back, taking a slow, deep breath as she placed her head on a pillow. Her body was tense as I flipped up her skirt and pulled down her panties. 

She immediately covered her cunt with her hand. 

“I’ll be gentle,” I said. 

“Promise?” 

“Promise.” 

She uncovered her beautiful, plump lips. She had just a little bit of hair down there, thin and light as if that was all she was able to grow, as if a razor had never explored that region of her body because there was no sense in it. I sunk down between her legs. I had no idea what to expect. I started by running the tip of my thumb between her damp lips, feeling her tight hole and the bump of her clit. I did this a few times before making the same motion with my tongue. 

I expected there to be a taste, but there was none, until I started pushing my tongue into her tight snatch, then there was a slight bitter tinge, that didn’t taste like  anything  in  particular.  I  wasn’t  getting  much  of  a  reaction  out  of  her.  She remained  still  and  silent  as  my  tongue  explored  her  private  area.  I  tried  gently tickling what I thought was her clit, but even that didn’t seem to get too much of a reaction from her, only making her squirm ever-so-slightly. “Does that feel good?” I asked. 

There was a hesitation. “I guess so,” she said in a flat voice. 

I was determined to get something out of her, so I kept stroking my tongue up and  down  the  length  of  her  wet  pussy.  She  was  getting  wetter,  and  from  what  I understood,  that  meant  she  was  into  it.  Her  squirming  started  to  become  a  little more animated, and she even let out a soft moan. When her fingers slipped into my hair and she pulled me in tighter, I knew I was doing something right. 

My  cock  remained  as  hard  as  a  marble  pillar  the  whole  time,  still  buzzing slightly with that pre-orgasm tingle I was hoping would subside. It didn’t subside, and unfortunately, when she finally said, “Fuck me,” I didn’t last very long. 

She  was  so  wet,  penetrating  her  was  simple;  my  cock  slid  in  without  much effort  at  all,  despite  how  tight  she  was.  I  didn’t  even  get  five  thrusts  in  before  I could feel my cock swelling. “Oh fuck, right there,” she moaned. 

But I couldn’t hold it. I tried biting my tongue, flexing my muscles, closing my eyes—everything—but I couldn’t stop myself from coming deep in her pussy. I let out a loud groan as warm jizz blasted out from my cock. “Are you coming?” she asked while I was mid-orgasm. 

“Yeah,” I managed to say through the euphoria. 

She  looked  slightly  disappointed,  probably  not  far  from  coming  herself.  But  I was  finished.  I  rolled  over  next  to  her,  suddenly  sapped  of  energy.  I  felt  bad.  I knew that was her first time, too, and I didn’t exactly make it the most memorable moment for her. I asked her if she wanted to wait ten or fifteen minutes and then go  again,  but  she  was  suddenly  acting  strange.  “No,  that’s  okay,”  she  said.  She forced an awkward smile and I knew something was wrong, but I didn’t ask what. I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what. 

And in that moment, I have to admit that I didn’t really care. I was high on the fact that I’d just lost my virginity. I’d just had sex for the first time—a moment every man cherishes for the rest of his life, a moment every virgin fantasizes about on a nightly basis. 

What  they  say  is  true:  after  you  lose  your  virginity,  you  become  a  different person. The very next morning, I understood what people meant when they said, 

“Man, you need to get laid.” Your whole outlook on life changes after you’ve had sex. I suddenly felt like a man, I suddenly had more confidence than I knew what to do with. The female body had been demystified. 

The weekend after my romp with Laura, I ended up hooking up with Stephanie, the girl I’d fantasized about for years. She was more attractive than Laura, and I’m sure every guy in our school would have agreed. Her tits were bigger, her ass was fuller, she had the face of a model, and I slept with her. I don’t think I was her first; she  sucked  my  cock  like  it  was  her  job.  Luckily,  I’d  masturbated  just  an  hour before hooking up with her, so I was able to last much longer than I did with Laura. 

Stephanie was much more relaxed. When I penetrated her, she started to rub her clit with her fingertips. Occasionally, I felt her long, painted nails against my hard shaft, but I didn’t mind. “Come on my tits,” she said, “I’m not on birth control.” 

She held her breasts together when I came, which was a nice touch. I nearly came a second time after watching her tilt her head down to taste my cum off of her  nipple.  “Do  you  want  to  be  my  boyfriend?”  she  asked  me  after  we  were  all cleaned up. 

“Sure,” I said. 

We never really went on any dates. Our relationship was mostly based on sex

—or I should say, it was entirely based on sex. We only met up to fuck. If my dad and step-mom were out, we would fuck at my place, if her parents were out, we fucked like animals at her place. If our parents were home, we would fuck in the back of her dad’s car, which she was allowed to use whenever she wanted. It was great. It was a shame it only lasted a few weeks, until the day Laura found out. 

CHAPTER III

I should have mentioned that, over the weeks I was sleeping with Stephanie, Laura was sending me messages every single day, asking how I was, asking if I wanted to meet up to see a movie or get dinner. I lied every time and told her I was  busy.  She  would  ask  what  I  was  up  to,  and  I  would  invent  some  activity  or another, and then she would say, “Another day, I guess.” I didn’t have the heart to tell her I wasn’t interested in pursuing a relationship with her. 

She took the news, that I was fucking her best friend, very hard. I didn’t know that she had even found out until the police arrived at my doorstep to tell me that I was being charged with rape. 

Laura had told the police that I’d gotten her drunk and taken advantage of her at  the  party.  It  was  a  preposterous  claim,  seeing  as,  if  anything,  I’d  been  more drunk  than  her  and  she’d  taken  advantage  of  me.  I  was  taken  into  the  police station  and  brought  into  a  cold,  windowless  room.  Three  different  police  officers interrogated  me,  asking  me  the  same  questions.  “Did  you  rape  Laura  Hanson? 

Were you aware of how much she had to drink that night? Did you sleep with her with  her  consent?”  My  head  was  spinning  the  whole  time  and  the  questions seemed  to  blur  together.  My  memory  of  my  time  in  that  police  station  is  still  a haze, but I do remember being allowed to leave the room to get a drink of water. 

In  the  waiting  area  outside,  I  saw  three  different  people  from  my  school,  all  of whom  were  at  the  party  that  night.  I  can  only  imagine  they  were  there  to  be questioned about Laura’s claims. 

I spent nearly twelve hours in that police station before the police told me I was allowed to go home. They told me they would call me if they needed to investigate further,  but  they  never  did.  From  what  I  understand,  my  fellow  classmates  were quick to tell the police that Laura wasn’t hammered that night, that she practically pulled me up to that empty bedroom, and that I had consumed far more alcohol than her that night. 

Before I left, one of the police officers told me that many rape allegations are the same story: an irritated woman wanting revenge. I was angry with Laura, but that didn’t stop me from feeling guilty. 

My heart sank into my gut when I stepped out from the cold interrogation room and saw Margaret sitting in one of the waiting room chairs, with her purse in her lap. She looked up at me with an unexpected smirk and then rose to her feet. “You have some explaining to do, Nathaniel.” 

The  car  ride  home  was  silent.  I  wanted  to  ask  how  she  found  out  about  my arrest, but I was too afraid to speak, not wanting to give away any information she didn’t already know. At first, I figured she only knew I was arrested, and she had no idea for what reason. But I realized she knew more than I thought when she finally spoke, after over ten minutes of complete silence. “You should be ashamed of the way you treated that girl.” 

My heart was somewhere deep in the pit of my stomach. “It was her idea,” I said. 

She looked at me with a scowl, as if I’d just said the most reprehensible thing she’d ever heard. “You took advantage of her. You used her for sex.” 

“She was the one that wanted to have sex with me!” I said, suddenly raising my voice to defend myself. “They’re dropping the charges, you know. She lied to the police. She’s the one that should be getting in trouble, not me.” 

“They might be dropping the charges, but that doesn’t change what you did.” 

I wondered again how she found out about the whole ordeal, and how she’d found out so many details. Maybe an officer had called the house and explained it all  to  her?  Seeing  as  she  was  married  to  my  father,  she  was  technically  my guardian—though I was eighteen; do you still have legal guardians when you turn eighteen?  Would  they  have  told  her  anything?  I  still  couldn’t  bring  myself  to  ask her how she’d learned about it all, though it wouldn’t have mattered. I doubt she would have told me anyway. 

“Do  you  have  any  idea  what  it’s  like  to  be  used  like  that?”  she  asked  me.  It took  me  a  moment  to  realize  she  was  still  talking  about  Laura,  who  I  still  didn’t think  I’d  used  in  any  imaginable  way.  “Do  you  have  any  idea  what  that  poor  girl went  through?  She  only  slept  with  you  because  she  thought  it  would  make  you like her. You understand that, right?” 

All I could think was,  so even you admit that she had used me . And she did use me—Laura had seduced me in an attempt to make me be interested in her romantically. “So that’s her problem, not mine,” I said, and then I got another dark scowl from my step-mother. 

“You need to be taught a lesson,” she said, shaking her head slowly. She let a sly grin slip and I knew ideas were being hatched in her mind. “Your father doesn’t know  about  any  of  this—yet.”  My  heart  skipped  a  beat.  I  knew  my  dad  wasn’t going  to  be  happy  when  he  found  out  that  I  was  accused  of  raping  a  girl, regardless  of  whether  I  did  or  didn’t.  The  thought  of  him  finding  out  made  my stomach turn. 

“They’re  dropping  the  charges,”  I  said.  “I  didn’t  even  do  it,  so  why  does  he need to know?” 

“You might not have broken the law, but you still did something very bad.” The car became silent for another long while as we made our way home. She seemed to  be  driving  well  below  the  speed  limit,  dragging  the  torture  out  as  long  as  she could. That sly smile returned to her face a few times during that long silence, as if there was some dark conversation going on inside of her head. “I’ll tell you what,” 

she finally said. “Either your father can punish you, or you can let me punish you. 

Those are your options.” 

It had been a long time since she’d made me bend over for a spanking, since before I’d had my growth spurt and grown taller than her. Though I didn’t think a spanking  was  what  she  had  in  mind.  I  had  no  idea  what  she  had  in  mind,  but  I

wasn’t  exactly  excited  to  find  out.  I  thought  for  a  moment  about  how  my  father might punish me. He didn’t need to do anything for it to be worse than anything Margaret could come up with. Just the disappointment I could imagine him feeling was enough to make me a miserable wreck. 

I thought the world of my father. He raised me by himself after my mother ran away  to  Brazil  with  some  Brazilian  guy.  My  father  worked  two  jobs,  working overtime at both, so we wouldn’t have to live in poverty, and so I could have some money to go off to college. Sure, he had questionable taste in women, but he was still my hero, the man to which I owed everything I had. 

“Don’t  tell  my  dad,”  I  said,  and  then  I  watched  that  sly  smirk  grow  on Margaret’s face. 

We  were  only  about  ten  minutes  from  home  when  I  agreed  to  let  Margaret choose my fate, but that ten minutes felt like a lifetime. There wasn’t another word spoken in that car, no sound at all save for the cold buzzing of dread in the back of my mind. I didn’t know what my fate was, but I knew Margaret wasn’t going to go easy on me. 

CHAPTER IV

Dinner  that  night  was  quiet  and  awkward.  I  kept  noticing  Margaret  looking  at me  with  that  evil  grin.  I  didn’t  have  much  appetite  but  I  forced  myself  to  eat everything on my plate, so my father wouldn’t become suspicious. I hated that grin on Margaret’s face. She knew she held my fate in her hands and could ruin me at any given moment. All I would have to do was look at her funny, and she could make my life a living hell. So I kept my mouth shut, spoke only when spoken to, and made sure not to slouch, not to eat with my mouth open, not to do anything that might make her decide to leak my little secret to my father. 

“I think I’m going to take tomorrow off of work,” Margaret said, looking at me briefly while she said it. She knew I had the next day off of school, and I knew as soon as she said it that whatever punishment she had in store for me was coming the next day. 

“Why?” my dad asked. 

“I just need a day off. Work’s just been so crazy lately and I feel like I’m losing my mind. I’ll see how I feel in the morning, but I’ll probably end up calling in sick.” 

“Let me know if there’s anything I can do for you,” my father said. 

“Thanks, baby,” she said. I hated when Margaret called my father baby. Even after years of hearing it, it still seemed so wrong. I never got used to their age gap. 

There wasn’t a dinner that went by without me thinking about how wrong it was, that my dad was married to a woman who was young enough to be his daughter, young enough to be my sister. I still couldn’t figure out why my dad even liked her

—at least if she’d had a nice personality, it would have made a little bit of sense. 

She  was  nice  to  him,  but  not  nice  enough  that  I  could  understand  it.  I’d  always assumed she must have been good in bed. 

I  didn’t  get  a  lot  of  sleep  that  night,  thanks  to  my  dread-induced  insomnia.  I found  myself  staring  up  at  the  ceiling,  thinking  about  all  the  horrible  possibilities Margaret had in store for me. I had a feeling her punishment was going to be bad. 

But  even  in  my  anxious  state  of  exhaustion,  I  had  no  idea  just  how  bad  it  was going to be. 

I woke up late, to the sound of Margaret moving throughout the house. I was used to waking up to silence, so the noise was an immediate reminder of the day before, of my day at the police station and my looming punishment. 

Before leaving my room, I went onto my computer to see what my friends were up to. I had a number of messages on my Facebook page from friends who heard about Laura’s allegations. From my female friends, the messages were mostly the same: “How dare you! What were you thinking?” From my male friends, it was the opposite. “Fuck that bitch, man. I can’t believe she did that to you.” There was no middle-ground,  no  grey-area  whatsoever.  I  thought  about  responding  to  the women  in  an  attempt  to  explain  myself,  but  I  couldn’t  think  of  anything  to  say, mostly because I didn’t exactly have an explanation. They all seemed to know that

I  wasn’t  guilty  of  what  Laura  had  accused  me  of,  but  they  were  agitated nonetheless.  What  I’d  done  to  Laura  seemed  to  strike  a  chord  with  many  of  my female classmates. 

I still didn’t understand how anyone could be upset with me. After all, I didn’t rape her. I didn’t even take advantage of her, as far as I was concerned. I was still convinced it was the other way around, that she was just upset that she’d tried to take  advantage  of  me  and  her  plan  backfired.  I  was  surprised  that  there  wasn’t more sympathy for me. I was accused of committing rape! Had the police actually believed Laura’s allegations, I could have gone to prison, and spent the rest of my life as a registered sex offender, having to go door to door telling everyone where I lived,  having  to  introduce  myself  as  a  man  who  raped  a  woman.  My  life  could have been completely ruined because a girl was sad that I slept with her friend. 

And it wasn’t like I got off scratch-free—there were still plenty of people who jumped  onto  Laura’s  side  without  asking  any  questions,  people  who  believed Laura’s  allegations  and  accused  me  of  being  some  spoiled  white  kid.  “Another white  kid  gets  away  with  a  crime,”  was  one  message  that  was  sent  to  me,  by  a classmate  who  removed  me  from  their  friend-list  shortly  after  sending  the message,  blocking  me  in  the  process.  Even  if  I  wanted  to,  I  couldn’t  defend myself. 

As the messages poured in that morning, I felt less and less bad about what I’d done.  The  guilt  started  to  disappear,  realizing  how  much  of  an  impact  Laura’s vengeance was going to have on my life, and how much it could have had if she’d been successful. At that moment, I hated Laura more than I’d ever hated anyone. 

I wished I could get my own revenge. I wished I would have taped me fucking her friend  so  I  could  have  sent  it  to  her,  and  told  her,  ‘This  is  what  a  woman  is supposed to do during sex, not just lay limp like a beanbag chair with a damp hole burrowed  into  it.’  I  thought  about  picking  up  the  phone  and  calling  her  to  say horribly mean things to her, to crush the last of her dignity, leave her with a lifelong broken ego. 

The image of her crying brought a smile to my face. I got a little bit of joy out of the  thought  that  there  were  people  on  my  team,  sending  her  angry  messages, calling  her  out  on  being  a  life-ruining  scumbag.  They  say  all  actions  have consequences, and I hoped she was discovering those consequences now. 

But I had other problems to face that morning. My step-mother was now at my door, knocking, “Time to wake up, Nate. We have a lot to do today.” 

CHAPTER V

She  brought  me  down  to  the  basement.  On  the  way  down,  a  nervousness tingled  through  my  body.  The  basement?  What  did  she  want  from  me  in  the basement?  Did  she  plan  on  torturing  me?  I  didn’t  say  anything  as  I  followed, hoping that whatever punishment she had in store for me would go by quicker if I didn’t put up a fight. 

We stopped in front of the spare bedroom door. She looked at me, the same way she always looked at me: scanning my body but avoiding my face. “You know the deal: if you do what I say, your father doesn’t find out about that girl. Got it?” 

“Got it,” I said. 

“And that means he doesn’t find out about this, okay? Under no circumstance can he find out about what’s about to happen here,” she said. My legs suddenly felt weak. What was she going to do to me? What could be so bad that my father couldn’t find out about? 

“I guess so,” I said. 

“If he finds out about this, then he finds out about the girl, and the time I caught you jerking off, and the time I found all of that step-mom porn on your computer.” I felt my face become red as my heart fluttered in my chest. I had to fight to stop myself  from  falling  to  the  ground.  Until  that  moment,  I  was  never  entirely  sure whether she knew the porn on my computer that she’d found was full of step-mom action. It wasn’t in the porno titles, which meant she watched at least some of it. 

I didn’t have to respond in order for her to know I agreed to her terms. It was written all over my pale, lifeless face. 

“Okay,  let’s  get  started  then,  shall  we?”  she  said,  and  then  she  opened  the door. 

I took one step into the room and then that familiar wave of blunt shock rolled over me. Laid out on the spare bed was a little black dress, a wig, a padded bra, a pair of panties, and on the floor was a pair of black heels. There was a big, cruel smile on Margaret’s face. “Get undressed,” she said. 

I opened my mouth to speak, but it took a moment to overcome the thick lump in my throat. “What? What is this? Why?” I said. 

“Because you need to learn what it’s like to be used. You need to learn what it’s  like  to  be  a  lady.”  Her  words  made  my  skin  crawl.  She  wanted  me  to  get dressed up like a woman—but why? How could dressing up like a woman make me feel any differently about Laura? It seemed just like cruel punishment for the sake of cruel punishment. 

But again, aside from some silent reluctance, I didn’t protest. I stepped up to the dress and lifted it up. It seemed so small in my hands—way too small to fit my body,  not  that  I  was  a  big  guy  or  anything  like  that.  I’d  always  been  one  of  the smaller guys in my classes, but small or not, I had a hard time believing any adult

—man  or  woman—could  fit  that  little  dress.  I  gave  it  a  little  tug,  to  see  if  it  was stretchy. It was, but just how stretchy can a piece of clothing be? 

I  wondered  if  it  belonged  to  her.  I  couldn’t  remember  ever  seeing  her  wear anything  that  revealing.  And  the  shoes—where  did  those  come  from?  Her  feet were considerably smaller than mine. Did she go out an buy a pair of heels just for me to wear? I didn’t ask, and to be honest, I didn’t really care. 

“Any day now,” she said, standing in the doorway with her arms crossed. She was tapping her finger on her arm like an impatient school teacher. 

I took off my shirt slowly, feeling uncomfortably vulnerable, even though she’d seen  me  shirtless  countless  times.  I  had  to  take  a  deep  breath  before  I  had  the courage  to  remove  my  pants,  even  though  I  wasn’t  revealing  anything  private save for the bulge of my cock in my boxer shorts—seeing as she’d seen my erect cock before, I shouldn’t have cared in the slightest. 

“Boxers, too,” she said. 

That increasingly familiar chill crept down my spine. “Why?” I said. 

“What, are you just going to put the panties on over your boxers? You would look ridiculous.” 

I stared at the panties. They were black, with a small piece of cotton to cover the user’s vagina and butthole, and a lace band to wrap around the waist. They looked  so  small  and  innocent,  yet  somehow  so  intimidating  at  the  same  time. 

Were they her panties, or were they a fresh, new pair? I wasn’t exactly about to give them the sniff test in front of my step-mother. 

I started to turn around, but she stopped me. “You can do it in front of me. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before,” she said. 

I bit my tongue and thought about putting up a fight but there was no sense in it. She had way too much dirt on me and she knew that she was going to get what she  wanted.  So  with  another  long,  reluctant  sigh,  I  slipped  down  my  boxers, revealing my bare cock and balls. 

Her eyes lit up. “Wow, you’ve grown!” she said, and she took a step forward and  reached  down.  I  became  completely  frozen  the  moment  her  fingers  slipped under  my  cock.  She  gently  ran  her  fingers  down  my  length,  as  if  to  measure  it. 

“And your balls are so big. No wonder all the girls want you.” She cupped my balls with the palm of her hand. “Are you getting an erection?” 

I was—I couldn’t help it. I tried to speak, but I couldn’t formulate a sentence. 

My face was red-hot. I could feel the pulsing in my cock as blood pumped into it, making it bigger and harder. It wasn’t fair though—it was because of the physical stimulation. Men can get erections from bumpy car rides or chaffing underwear (it was why I wore boxers and not briefs). “Ladies don’t get erections, Nathaniel,” she said to me. 

I covered myself up. I don’t know why I didn’t cover myself up the moment it started happening—probably because I was so rigid with sudden fear. 

“Move your hand away,” she said. 

After a moment of hesitation, I did. 

“It’s still getting bigger! Why is it still getting bigger?” she asked. 

“I can’t help it,” I said, finally breaking my embarrassed silence. 

“Are you turned on? Do you like the idea of putting on women’s clothing?” 

I couldn’t look her in the eyes; the humiliation was too severe. I thought about turning around and leaving the room, letting her go to my dad and telling him all about  my  Laura-incident,  but  I’d  already  come  this  far.  I’d  already  gone  through the  embarrassment  of  stripping  in  front  of  my  step-mother,  letting  her  touch  my penis, and showing her my erection. 

She  crossed  her  arms  again,  tapping  her  finger  against  her  arm  with  that impatient rhythm. I didn’t know what she wanted me to do. I couldn’t seem to will my  body  into  letting  my  dick  go  flaccid,  and  with  every  second  that  passed,  I became even more embarrassed. 

“Don’t tell me you’re into the whole humiliation thing…” she said. 

“I’m not,” I managed to say. 

She  took  a  deep  breath  and  then  let  out  a  long,  frustrated  sigh.  “Fine,”  she said.  And  then  she  reached  down  and  wrapped  her  fingers  around  my  cock without  warning,  making  me  twitch.  She  started  to  jerk  me  off.  I  became  frozen again, my eyes dry, my face hot. 

“What are you doing?” I asked. 

“I’m dealing with it so we can get on with our day. You obviously have a thing for me and you need to get it out of your system.” She tightened her grip slightly. It felt good. She knew just where to put the perfect amount of pressure. 

“I don’t have a—” 

“—Shh,”  she  said,  interrupting  me.  “Don’t  look  at  the  floor;  look  me  in  the eyes.” 

It  was  a  battle  to  bring  my  gaze  up  to  her  eyes.  She  was  looking  me  in  the eyes, her hand still firmly on my cock, beating me off with quick wrist jerks. She had that sly grin on her face. I couldn’t tell if she was enjoying the handjob, or if she was just enjoying the fact I was dark red with humiliation. My legs started to tremble. “Don’t look away,” she said as my gaze began to drift. 

She had nice eyes and a pretty face. She was actually pretty sexy, and damn, did she know how to work a shaft! But her good looks and her impressive cock-handling skills didn’t stop me from feeling completely naughty. I was getting jerked off by my step-mother—though I’d never really considered her my step-mother, so was it really so wrong? Yes, yes it was wrong—she was married to my father, for Christsakes. 

“Warn me if you’re going to come. I don’t want cum on this dress,” she said, aiming  my  cock  slightly  to  the  side,  where  I  couldn’t  blast  her  torso.  I  wanted  to

come on her big tits. I wanted to come in her mouth, and I wanted to watch her swallow  my  hot  load.  She  must  have  felt  my  cock  bloating  up,  because  I  really was about to come. 

“I’m going to come,” I said, my voice staggered. 

She  stepped  to  the  side,  her  hand  still  jerking  my  cock,  and  then  she  said, 

“Come away!” I did. My cock began to unload, all over the side of the spare bed and the cool basement floor. My body trembled all over. While I was coming, she pressed her thumb into the underside of my cock’s tip. I don’t know what pressure point she was hitting, but it made it feel totally incredible. 

My cum was expelled from my body along with my pent-up sexual frustration, and with my sexual frustration gone, my sensibilities came rushing back to me: I’d just gotten a handjob from my step-mother. Now that I didn’t feel horny, I felt sick. I felt like I’d just done something so, so wrong. 

“Finally,” she said, looking down at my cock, which was beginning to relax and shrink. “Now let’s get you dressed up.” 

CHAPTER VI

I put on the stupid panties and the stupid padded bra and the stupid dress. I looked absolutely ridiculous: like what you would expect, a man wearing a dress. 

Even the wig didn’t really help bring the look together, seeing as it did nothing to hide my broad shoulders or my five o’clock shadow, that seemed to still be visible after she walked me to the bathroom to shave (she also made me shave my legs, which was a strange sensation to say the least). 

I couldn’t fight the little smile from my face after I saw her frowning, upset that her sissyfication was failing. Except she wasn’t about to go down without a fight. 

“Straighten your back and relax your shoulders,” she said. “That’s better. Now do a few laps like that.” I felt stupid, walking in circles around the room in that dress, my  cock  being  hugged  against  my  leg  by  the  tight  panties.  I  felt  even  stupider when she had me put on the little black heels. After just a few laps, my feet started hurting. I couldn’t believe how women torture themselves with the damned things, until my feet went numb and I figured that was how. On the bright side, the heels made holding the posture she wanted me to hold much easier—they forced me to stand up straight, and when I became too tense, they started to wobble beneath my feet. The trick was to walk with a fluid step, with my body in a perfect vertical line. 

She had me sit down in a chair and close my eyes while she applied makeup. 

All I could think was,  it’s going to take a hell of a lot of makeup to make me look even remotely like a woman . But I let her go at it anyway. If she wanted to waste her whole day trying to make me look like a pretty girl, then so be it; I couldn’t get any more embarrassed than I already was. I’d already reached the climax of my humiliation.  All  that  was  left  was  her  satisfaction,  but  that  didn’t  make  any difference  to  me.  She  already  couldn’t  tell  my  dad  about  Laura  knowing  that  I would  just  turn  it  around  and  tell  my  dad  about  her  dressing  me  up  like  a  girl behind his back, and jerking me off. 

“Open your eyes, beautiful,” she said. I did, and then I saw myself in the mirror

—though it took a few moments to realize I was looking at myself and not at a real woman. I don’t know what she’d done with her makeup, but I’d been transformed. 

I reached up and felt my face, to make sure I really was looking at a mirror and not a  television  screen.  She’d  covered  up  my  five  o’clock  shadow  with  concealer, she’d changed the shape of my face with contouring, she’d brought out my eyes with a combination of eye-shadow, eyeliner and mascara, and she’d made my lips look juicy and plump with what I think was lip-gloss. I dabbed my bottom lip with the tip of my tongue. There was a sweetness to whatever glossy substance was smeared on my lips. 

I really did look like a woman. Even my shoulders seemed less broad, though maybe that was just a trick of the mind. “Now you need to start working on your voice,” she said, and then she started feeding me sentences to repeat back to her. 

She gave me adjustments, which I was reluctant to make. Her sly grin got bigger and bigger with each sentence. I looked in the mirror again, reminding myself of

just how feminine I was capable of looking. A cold tingle buzzed through my body, sending a wave of goose bumps rising up on my skin. 

“For the rest of the day, you’re going to be my sister. Let’s go shopping, shall we?” she said. 

CHAPTER VII

I don’t know what going on a shopping spree, pretending to be her sister, had to do with Margaret’s plan to make me understand my wrongdoing. Once again, it just seemed like humiliation for the sake of humiliation: pointless and cruel. She must not have been satisfied with my reactions to her little game. She must have wanted more out of me than she was getting. 

I wasn’t sure whether to give her more or not. In a weird way, I felt like I was in control.  Going  out  of  the  house  as  a  woman  wasn’t  so  bad,  but  I  know  that Margaret wanted me to feel like I was being tortured. I found myself pretending to be humiliated with the situation, so that she could get whatever it was she needed to  get  out  of  her  system  out.  But  to  be  honest,  I  felt  strangely  free—even  more free than I usually did as a man. 

It was probably the fact that I was in a disguise that was so meticulous, even I could hardly recognize myself. No one else was going to recognize—even if I ran into my friends, I knew they wouldn’t recognize me unless they got up really close and  really  scrutinized  every  detail  of  my  face,  which  I  knew  wasn’t  going  to happen.  Before  we  entered  the  mall,  Margaret  turned  to  me  and  said,  “You’d better  stay  in  character,  for  your  own  sake.  Make  it  look  like  you’re  enjoying yourself.”  It  was  a  difficult  task  to  accomplish:  making  it  look  like  I  was  enjoying myself while still making her think that I was feeling utterly humiliated. Somehow I managed to pull it off—I’m still waiting for my Oscar nomination. 

Margaret  brought  me  into  countless  stores,  holding  up  different  shirts,  pants, skirts, dresses, and so on, and asking, “Do you think this would look good on me, sis?”  or,  “I  bet  this  would  look  cute  on  you.”  She  made  me  try  on  more  clothes than I could count. And some of it did look really cute on me. I still couldn’t believe how well I was able to rock women’s clothing. I knew girls who looked more boyish than me—though I wasn’t quite sure how to feel about that. 

I saw the lingerie store coming up from a distance. A coldness crept into my body  (particularly  in  my  exposed  legs)  as  we  walked  closer  to  the  store.  I  was hoping we would pass the store, that she wouldn’t notice it, or have no interest in it,  but  I  knew  that  wasn’t  going  to  happen;  she  was  out  for  blood,  after  all.  She wanted to make our outing as humiliating as possible. “Let’s go in here,” she said with an evil smirk on her face. 

I followed her in, suddenly feeling that cold tension filling my whole body—the tension  she  had  obviously  been  hoping  I  would  feel  since  she  knocked  on  my bedroom  door  that  morning.  The  store  was  filled  with  the  skimpiest  little  outfits imaginable,  and  the  changing  rooms  weren’t  separated  from  the  store  like  they were in some other stores. In fact, the changing room doors could be seen from the mall hallway, and I had a good feeling Margaret was going to want me to try some lingerie on. 

I was right. She picked out a little red piece of lacy lingerie that looked like it would hardly cover an inch of my body. “I want to see you try this on,” she said. I

couldn’t even tell which side was up and which side was down. 

“Do I have to?” I asked. 

Her eyes became dark. “Yes, now go.” 

My  hands  were  trembling  as  I  took  the  little  piece  of  lingerie  from  her.  It couldn’t have weighed more than an ounce or two. It was incredibly soft, but I was struggling with my anxiety a little bit too much to enjoy the softness. 

I went into the change room and put the thing on. It was tight, too tight where my  cock  was  squashed  in,  and  too  lose  around  my  chest,  where  my  tits  should have  been.  I  couldn’t  possibly  leave  the  change  room  looking  like  that!  I  tried stuffing my cock into the little outfit a few different ways, and eventually found that stuffing it directly between my thighs was the most covert solution. As for the tits, I managed to slip the pads out of the padded bra, which fit almost perfectly in the skimpy lingerie. 

I felt more exposed than ever as I turned to face the door to leave the change room—even  more  exposed  than  when  I  stood  in  front  of  my  step-mother  with  a big, throbbing erection. I took a deep breath.  Just get it over with,  I told myself, and then I opened the door. 

Her  eyes  lit  up  when  she  saw  me,  but  I  could  also  see  there  was  a  tinge  of disappointment on her face. Maybe she was hoping I would look ridiculous in the thing,  that  everyone  would  look  over  at  me  and  know  in  an  instant  that  I  was  a man.  Instead,  I  only  got  looks  from  the  bored  husbands  waiting  outside  of  the store, with wide eyes filled with lust as they stored me into their memories for later. 

Margaret noticed the men staring, too. I really did look good—great, even. And it felt  strangely  nice,  seeing  the  jealousy  in  Margaret’s  eyes.  I’d  never  noticed before,  but  my  body  was  sexy.  My  ass  had  the  perfect  curve  to  it,  and  my  hips were to die for. With a little bit of practice, I probably could have had any man I wanted—not that I wanted a man. 

“Alright, get dressed. We need to get going,” my step-mother said with a scowl. 

I took my time getting changed out of the piece of lingerie. There was a pair of black fishnet stockings that had been left behind in the change room. I tried them on, and thought they really completed the outfit. I loved the way they shaped my legs and made me look like a Playboy centrefold. 

Margaret knocked on the door. “What’s taking so long?” she said. 

I couldn’t keep the smile from my face as I got dressed back in my dress. I did my  best  to  hide  it  when  I  stepped  out  from  the  change  room,  but  I  had  a  good feeling Margaret could tell I was enjoying myself a little bit too much. 

The stop at the lingerie store was our last stop at the mall. Margaret was done showing me off in public. I assumed my day as a woman was coming to its end, but I was about to find out that I was very, very wrong. 

CHAPTER VIII

When we got home, Margaret brought me straight down to the basement. She closed the basement door at the top of the stairs, which had never been closed as long  as  I  could  remember.  “We  have  just  over  an  hour  before  your  father  gets home,”  she  said  to  me,  without  looking  me  in  the  eye.  “Something  tells  me  you haven’t learned a damned thing today—even when those guys were staring at you in that lingerie store.” 

I shrugged my shoulders. I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to learn—that it feels  nice  to  feel  sexy?  That  it’s  fun  to  feel  attractive  and  noticed  for  once?  I assumed those weren’t the lessons she had set out to teach me with her day of humiliation.  Her  plan  had  backfired  completely,  and  the  redness  in  her  face  told me that she knew it, damn well. 

“Do you honestly not understand? That poor girl you slept with didn’t put out because she wanted to sleep with you. She put out because she felt like she had to, because you wouldn’t notice her otherwise.” 

I  stared  blankly  at  Margaret,  not  entirely  sure  what  kind  of  reaction  she expected. Even if that was true, what did it have to do with getting me dressed up like a woman and parading me around in public? I could think of nothing. 

“It doesn’t feel good to be reduced to a sex object, to know men are only ever looking at you and thinking about your tits bouncing around as they stick their big, hard cocks in you. Those guys at the lingerie store weren’t looking at you because they wanted to get to know you, you realize that, right?” 

I understood what she was saying to me, but I didn’t believe it, especially after the buzz of adrenaline I’d gotten from the men’s horny gawking. 

Margaret  sighed.  “Bend  over,”  she  said,  pointing  at  the  bed.  I  hadn’t  heard those two words in a long, long time. 

“Why?” I said, as my heart stuttered in my chest. After a whole day’s worth of humiliation,  she  was  going  to  cap  it  off  with  a  spanking?  It  seemed  like  such  a massive anti-climax. I hesitated, knowing that a spanking wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction she was hoping for, especially seeing as her dressing me up like a little bimbo and dragging me through the mall had fallen short. 

“I said, bend over,” she said. 

So after a sigh, I turned around and placed my hands down on the mattress, staring  forward  at  the  blank  wall  of  the  spare  basement  bedroom.  The  room became  silent  for  a  moment,  and  then  I  heard  the  sliding  of  a  desk  drawer, rummaging, and then more silence. I didn’t look back. For some strange reason, I was too afraid to look back. 

She flipped up the skirt of my dress and then, after yet another long moment of silence,  she  slapped  my  ass.  It  hurt,  and  made  me  jump,  but  it  was  what  I  was expecting—and  it  didn’t  hurt  nearly  as  much  now  that  I  was  an  adult,  taller  and

stronger than her. After the initial shock of the first slap, I let my body relax. She spanked me a few more times, but aside from a bit of soreness, it didn’t phase me in the slightest. 

She pulled down my panties. “Your panties keep getting in the way,” she said. 

I  let  a  little  snicker  slip.  Sure ,  I  thought,  my  panties  are  the  reason  this spanking isn’t working the way you want it to—not the fact that I’m a grown adult, capable of withstanding a few slaps on the ass by a woman who weighs less than one-hundred  and  twenty  pounds .  I  let  her  get  a  few  more  slaps  in  before  I  got brave and said, “Are you done?” 

She  laughed.  “Not  just  yet,”  she  said,  and  then  I  felt  something  wet  and  dull press  up  between  my  ass  cheeks.  It  took  me  a  moment  to  realize  it  was something phallic and long: a dildo. I looked back sharply and saw the long pink dildo  hanging  between  her  legs,  attached  to  a  secured  black  harness.  She  was about to fuck me in the ass with a strap-on. 

A strange sensation found itself in my gut. It wasn’t fear or dread or shock, but it was guilt. Guilt? I did my best to push the feeling away. 

“What the hell are you doing?” I said, turning around. She grabbed me before I could  spin  all  the  way,  and  she  pushed  me  back  onto  the  bed.  I  was  in  an awkward position, bent over the bed, sandwiched between her and the mattress. 

Pinned, my strength advantage was no good to me. “Margaret, stop,” I said. I felt the tip of the dildo, wet with what was probably her saliva, slip back up between my bum cheeks. 

“Just relax. You’ll like it. I promise,” she said. 

“I don’t want it.” 

“Just relax, beautiful,” she said, and then she pressed a hand against my back, holding  me  down  with  pressure.  The  wetted  tip  of  her  big  dildo  began  to  press down against my tight hole. I tried to resist, but it started to penetrate me anyway. 

“The more you fight it, the more it will hurt. Just relax.” It did hurt, the thick tip of the  sex  toy  stretching  my  tight  rectum  wide.  She  was  right:  every  time  I  tried  to clench, a shot of pain would tingle through my midsection. When I took a breath and let my muscles relax, there was no pain at all. 

But I needed to fight it—I couldn’t let my step-mother fuck me in the ass! I tried clenching again, to stop her from sliding in any deeper, but again, the pain was too much to handle.  What was the point of fighting it anyway?  I wondered. She was going to get what she wanted, whether I liked it or not. She still had more dirt on me than I had on her, and she must have known that my father wouldn’t believe me if I told him Margaret held me down and stuck a dildo in my ass. Besides, even if he did believe it, that was still terribly embarrassing for me. So what other choice did I have? I had to take the ass-fucking. 

I relaxed my muscles again, letting her slide in until the plastic ball sack was pressed up against my bum. “That’s a good girl; take it like a lady,” she said, and then  she  started  to  thrust  her  long  plastic  cock  in  and  out  of  my  body.  She  was

relentless, pulling out almost completely, until the very tip of the toy was teasing the  rim  of  my  asshole,  and  then  plunging  in  deep,  so  her  pelvis  was  pressed against my bottom. At least she was courteous enough to start out slow, to give my anus a moment to stretch out to accommodate her thick girth. But it didn’t last long. After just a few thrusts, I could feel her picking up her pace, coming down faster and harder. I could feel my anus sucking onto the dildo as she pulled out, as if, for some strange reason, it didn’t want to get the sex toy go. 

“How does that feel, you little slut?” she asked. 

I didn’t answer. I didn’t know how to answer. It didn’t hurt—it actually felt kind of nice, and I was ashamed of that. 

I could hear a faint buzzing, and then I began to notice it picked up in time with her  thrusting.  There  must  have  been  a  little  vibrator  in  the  strap-on,  vibrating against her pussy, the sensitivity controlled by how hard she fucked me. I’d seen similar  toys  in  lesbian  porn  before,  but  I’d  always  assumed  they  were  fake. 

Apparently I was wrong. She started to moan. The more she slipped into her state of  euphoria,  the  harder  she  plunged  down  inside  of  me.  I  wasn’t  sure  whether  I could take it any harder, but she was determined to get herself off, whether I liked it or not. 

I was about to open my mouth, to tell her that it was starting to hurt, when she hit  a  spot—I  don’t  know  what  spot  she  hit,  but  it  sent  pure  pleasure  buzzing through  my  body.  So  instead  of  protesting,  I  said,  “Right  there.”  She  started thrusting into that sweet-spot, making my cock grow and harden in my little lacy panties. 

The  buzzing  sound  was  loud  now,  and  so  was  Margaret’s  moaning.  I  still couldn’t believe how much pleasure I was in—the more intense the pleasure got, the more shame I felt. I was getting off on getting fucked in the ass. I felt my cock beginning to bloat up, ready to unload cum into my panties. Before I came, as I listened to Margaret moaning as warm pussy juice ran down her legs, I realized what she had been trying to teach me all along. It wasn’t something that can be put eloquently into words. It was more of a feeling: that lingering guilt that I’d been feeling  inside  of  me  since  I  felt  the  tip  of  that  dildo  slide  in  between  my  butt cheeks. 

I was letting Margaret fuck me to get out of trouble with my dad. I was letting her fuck me to satisfy her punishment. I wasn’t being fucked because I wanted to be, but I was letting it happen anyway—and Laura had done the same thing with me. She wanted me to notice her, to notice that she liked me, and after a while, she started to realize that the only way to get my attention was to put out, to dress sexy and to drink alcohol when she hated the stuff. Laura didn’t want to put on that mini-skirt or shotgun that beer. She was just trying to impress me, selling a part of her dignity in the process. 

And now, I was trying to satisfy Margaret, selling absolutely all my dignity in the process. 

I  came  in  my  panties  as  she  plunged  her  strap-on  dildo  deep  into  my  ass.  I loved the feeling of my hot, moist load pooling up against my crotch. I loved the feeling of it dripping out the sides of my panties, down my legs. 

In the end, I did learn the valuable lesson she’d set out to teach me. I learned it so hard that I couldn’t sleep that night, my brain trying to process everything and make sense of what had happened. 

I woke up to another slew of angry messages from my female classmates, and defensive messages from my male classmates. I ignored all of them. They were all wrong—none of them could see both sides of it. I decided to hop on a bus and head down to Laura’s house. It was still early when I knocked on her door, and it was a while before the door opened, as if I’d woken the house up. 

It  was  Laura,  staring  at  me  with  a  combination  of  fear  and  confusion.  When she saw me, she must have thought I was there to hurt her, to get some kind of revenge. But I wasn’t there for revenge; I was there to apologize. 

I didn’t deserve it, but she accepted my apology. She even accepted my offer to take her out on a date, which I wasn’t expecting. When she asked me what she should wear, I told her to wear whatever she found comfortable. As sexy as she was in the little mini-skirt and the thigh-high stockings, I couldn’t bare to think of her that way. I wanted to see her as a human being and not a hot piece of ass. 

And  believe  me,  after  a  few  dates,  when  we  finally  found  ourselves  in  the bedroom again, this time with real feelings for one another, the sex was   so   much better. 

THE END
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COSTUME PARTY SISSY

Pete hates going to parties, but when his friend, Wayne, convinces him there will  be  tons  of  easy  girls  at  an  upcoming  costume  party,  he  decides  to  give partying one more go. Except the party is just a couple of hours away and Pete doesn’t have a costume. 

After  a  long  search  through  his  house  and  garage,  he  finds  a  possibility:  the sexy witch costume his sister wore at Halloween, many years before. He’s about to toss it aside when he realizes it might be kind of funny to wear to the party. And it would be funny, if people didn’t actually think Pete was a real woman. 

CHAPTER I

Don’t be like my friend, Wayne. 

If you’re going to ask someone to meet you at a party you’re going to, make sure you actually show up—especially if the person you’re inviting knows no one at the party. 

Wayne  spent  the  whole  week  trying  to  convince  me  to  go  to  that  stupid costume party with all of his old high school buddies. I knew no one, and in my experience, being the odd man out at a party is a total bummer. “I’ll be there. You’ll know me,” he said. It would have been true had he shown up. 

Wayne  and  I  had  been  friends  since  the  first  grade.  Since  the  day  we  met, we’d  been  practically  inseparable.  Even  after  his  family  moved  across  town  and he  ended  up  at  a  different  high  school  than  me,  making  new  friends  and developing  new  interests,  we  stayed  close,  meeting  up  at  least  twice  a  week  to grab a drink, play video games, or whatever else we felt like doing. 

He was always dragging me out to parties where I knew no one. And for some reason,  he  always  seemed  to  know  everyone.  After  the  third  party  I  went  to,  I started to wonder how Wayne knew all of these people. It seemed like every party we went to was a whole new batch of guys and girls, people I’d never met before, who had little to no interest in talking to me. 

I tried to show Wayne how much it sucked being the odd man out by inviting him  to  a  party  filled  with  my  old  high  school  friends,  people  he  had  never  met before, and of course he had no problem fitting in and making a whole new set of friends. Some people are just like that, I guess. I wasn’t one of them. 

Wayne  called  it  the  fourth  annual  July  Costume  Party.  His  sales  pitch  was essentially: “There will be tons of hot chicks there dressed like sluts. How can you not go?” It was a good sales pitch. It had been over a year since I’d last gone to one of Wayne’s parties. The last one I’d gone to, I ended up standing the corner the whole night with a red solo cup in my hand, looking like some pathetic loser. 

Wayne was upstairs railing some chick, and he was also my ride home (the party was way out at some country house). I tried talking to a few people, but everyone gave  me  the  cold  shoulder.  One  guy  even  said,  “Can’t  you  see  we’re  talking here?” when him and the guy he was with weren’t even talking. As I stood in that corner,  watching  everyone  having  fun,  laughing,  drinking,  making  out,  I  decided that I would never accept one of Wayne’s party invites again, unless I personally knew other people who would be in attendance. 

I should have remembered my own vow when Wayne was trying to convince me to attend his fourth annual July Costume Party. “I promise you’ll get laid,” he said  to  me,  putting  his  hand  on  my  shoulder  in  a  weird  father-son  kind  of  way. 

“The girls that show up for these things are always as horny as hell.” 

“I don’t know if I should believe you or not,” I said. 

“Just trust me. There’s this one girl who’s going to be there, Julie—you’d like her.  She  just  broke  up  with  her  boyfriend  and  she’s  looking  for  a  rebound.  She likes  funny  guys,  like  you.”  He  told  me  a  little  bit  more  about  Julie,  and  she sounded too good to be true, as if he was just making her up so I would go to the dumb party. I wanted to dismiss him, but there was that little glimmer of self-doubt in my mind. What if Julie was real? And if not Julie, what if the girls at the party really were slutty and looking to put out? 

Or what if I showed up and ended up standing in the corner all night with a flat beer in my hand, looking like an introverted loser? 

I left making the decision to the last second. Wayne called me just a few hours before the party and asked if I was going. “I don’t think so,” I said. 

“C’mon Pete, don’t you want to get laid tonight?” he asked. That sparked an internal  conflict  that  raged  on  in  my  head  for  a  moment.  What  if  he  was  right? 

What if I really would get laid at the party? How could I pass up the opportunity? 

Besides, it wasn’t like I was doing anything else that night. 

“Fine, I’ll be there.” 

“Alright, I’ll be there at nine,” Wayne said, and then he sent me the address. 

Like all of his other parties, it was on the far side of town, requiring a number of busses and a train to get to—which meant I either had to shell out big money for a cab to get home, or sleep at the party house, which was always terribly awkward after feeling like an outsider all night. One time, one of Wayne’s friends woke me up in the morning by tapping on my forehead, saying, “Hey, who the hell are you and  why  are  you  sleeping  on  my  couch?”  Wayne  had  already  left  a  few  hours before, without waking me up. My face turned dark red when as I tried to convince him  I  had  been  there  with  Wayne.  “I  don’t  remember  you  being  here,”  he  said. 

“Oh, were you that guy standing in the corner all night?” 

It wasn’t a memory I was looking forward to reliving. 

It was just two hours before the fourth annual July Costume Party, and I was determined not to remake the mistakes of parties past. I brewed myself a pot of coffee. If I was going to have a chance with a woman that night, I was going to need to be outgoing, which meant I needed energy. I took a long shower, making sure to scrub every inch of my body, and I even conditioned my hair—something I only did once or twice a year for special occasions. 

I went to my closet to pick out my best dress shirt, and then I remembered it was a costume party, and I didn’t have a costume. 

CHAPTER II

Tracking  down  a  costume  a  few  hours  before  a  costume  party  isn’t  easy business, especially in July, when costume stores won’t even be open for a few more months. I dug through my closet, trying to find an old Halloween costume, but I had none. I hadn’t bought a Halloween costume in a decade—probably not since I was in Elementary school. I think the last costume I’d worn was a Bruce Lee  costume  (his  wardrobe  in  Enter  the  Dragon),  and  that  was  in  the  sixth  or seventh grade. 

I thought about going to the party dressed as a hockey player. I had all of the gear, and a number of jerseys to choose from, but the idea seemed like a copout. 

Every Halloween party I’d ever been to, there were at least five guys who showed up dressed like sports players, too lazy to actually come up with a costume. I once saw  a  guy  dressed  as  a  soccer  player,  and  I  was  pretty  sure  he’d  actually  just come from soccer practice because there were grass stains on his knees and he kind of smelled of body odour. 

But what else could I wear? I sent Wayne a text message asking if he had any spare costumes I could borrow, but he didn’t answer. I figured he was busy getting ready  himself,  and  by  the  time  he  got  my  message,  it  would  be  too  late,  and  I would already be on my long journey towards the party. 

I went into the garage, hoping my parents had stashed away at least one old costume.  When  I  was  younger,  my  father  would  always  dress  up  like  Dracula when he took my sister and me out trick-or-treating. My mom would stay at home handing out candies dressed like the bride of Frankenstein. I couldn’t find either costume in any of the boxes or the old plastic bins. I did find my dad’s old work uniform,  from  when  he  was  doing  highway  work.  I  thought  about  wearing  it:  a neon orange vest with reflective strips, and a hardhat, but I decided against it, for the same reasons I decided against going as a hockey player. 

I was losing hope, and then in the very last box I looked in, I found a costume: one  of  my  sister’s  old  costumes.  It  was  a  witch  outfit,  complete  with  the  big pointed  hat,  the  long  curly  wig,  and  the  black  dress.  I  could  still  remember  my sister  wearing  it  when  she  was  about  twelve  or  thirteen  years  old,  the  dress hanging  down  to  her  ankles  (my  mother  had  to  secure  it  in  multiple  places  with safety pins), the long blonde hair from the wig passing her sternum, and the hat doubling up her height. I could still remember her begging for the costume, weeks before  Halloween.  “Don’t  you  want  to  be  something  else?”  my  mom  said.  “No!  I wanted to be a witch—that witch!” It was way too big on her back then, and now, as I held it up, I realized how tiny it was, and how tiny she must have been when she wore it. 

Holding it up now, I realized that it was actually an adult’s costume, made for girls who wanted to get all skanky for Halloween. No wonder my mother was so against my sister wearing it. I started to laugh; the dress wasn’t even designed to

cover  the  ass  of  the  girl  wearing  it.  In  the  packaging,  there  was  even  a  little makeup kit and a couple of foam inserts for the outfit’s breasts. 

I started to stuff the outfit back into the bin I’d found it in when an idea crossed my  mind:  what  if  I  went  as  the  sexy  witch?  It  would  be  funny,  right?  One  time, years before, Wayne went to a Halloween party dressed as an Asian schoolgirl. It was a costume he bought off of the rack at a costume store, in the women’s isle, and everyone thought he was the king of the party. I wasn’t at the party, but I saw the pictures and the comments online the next day. 

If  I  wore  the  sexy  witch  costume,  I  could  say  it  was  my  own  little  way  of lampooning costume culture. It would be a great conversation starter, and it would definitely help in remaining visible so I wouldn’t blend into the corner of the room like I’d done at so many parties before. I took the witch costume inside, along with the wig and the little makeup kit. 

As I walked through the front door, I noticed my sister’s pair of tall black leather boots that she’d just worn out to a party of her own the night before. My mother hated those boots. “You want people to think you’re a prostitute? Because that’s how you make people think you’re a prostitute,” my mother would say to my sister every time she put them on. But my sister was old enough to do what she wanted, and she insisted on wearing the boots. Almost on impulse, I snatched them on my way up to my room. 

My sister and I had roughly the same sized feet. She had always been a few inches taller than me and a few pounds heavier. I always assumed there would be a day when I had a growth spurt and I found myself looking down at her, but that day  never  came.  Sometimes  I  wondered  if  I  was  adopted.  Both  of  my  parents were  over  six  feet  tall,  and  so  was  my  sister.  They  were  all  built  with  athletic bodies  and  broad  shoulders.  Meanwhile,  I  was  hardly  5’6”,  with  a  narrow  build. 

Even my facial features didn’t quite seem to match up with my parents’, but every time  I  questioned  where  I  came  from,  my  mom  threatened  to  show  me  my  birth tape. No thanks. 

I was home alone—my parents were out of town visiting my aunt and uncle, and  my  sister  was  out  with  friends—but  I  still  felt  suddenly  terrified  someone would  walk  in  on  me  getting  dressed  up  as  the  slutty  witch  character.  I  walked over  to  the  door,  shut  it,  and  made  sure  it  was  locked  securely,  just  in  case  my parents  decided  to  come  home  early  from  their  out-of-state  visit,  or  my  sister decided she didn’t want to go out with her buddies after all. I even went to make sure  my  blinds  were  closed,  without  even  the  slightest  crack  someone  might  be able to see through, despite the fact my window looked out into woods, and it was dark out. 

I  stripped  down  to  my  boxers  and  then  I  held  up  the  little  dress.  I  felt  so naughty for some reason, even though I was just doing it as a joke. I stepped into the  little  outfit  slowly,  and  pulled  it  up  carefully,  not  wanted  to  rip  it,  seeing  as  it was the only costume at my disposal. It felt so soft an thin, as if it would rip from the slightest tug, but it held together surprisingly well, even as I tugged it up over the bust of my ass. 

My  boxers  looked  absolutely  ridiculous,  bunched  up  under  the  tight  black dress, and sticking out beneath the skirt of the dress. I tried going commando, but after  just  a  few  steps,  the  dress  would  ride  up  and  the  tip  of  my  cock  would become  plainly  visible,  dangling  between  my  legs.  I  looked  through  my  dresser drawers  for  something  more  subtle,  but  I  only  had  more  boxer  shorts.  Then  I remembered my sister had a pair of bike shorts that weren’t quite as long as my boxers, but were tight to her skin and would easily hold my package in place. 

I  opened  my  bedroom  door,  peeking  my  head  out,  making  absolutely  sure  I was  alone  in  that  house,  and  then  I  crept  down  the  hallway  towards  my  sister’s bedroom. I made sure to leave the bedroom door open while I rummaged through her closet, so I could hear the door downstairs in case anyone came home, so I could make a quick escape. I dug through her things, but I couldn’t find those bike shorts to save my life. Where were they? 

Her closet was jam-packed with stuff. I could have dug through it for days and not gone through everything—how she managed to find what she wanted to wear was a complete mystery to me. 

My only other option was wearing a pair of her panties. The thought made me cringe, but I couldn’t think of anything else. I carefully opened her panties drawer, turning  my  face  away  from  it  cautiously  as  if  it  was  filled  with  gross  bugs  and spiders and snakes. There must have been one-hundred different pairs of panties in that drawer. 

I lifted one pair up that I couldn’t even believe my sister owned; it was a lacy thong with an opening for the pussy. I dropped it as soon as I realized what it was. 

I did my best to erase the mental image of my sister wearing the racy thing. 

I found a pair of black cotton panties that still had the tag attached, and they still smelled like a department store. They weren’t too skimpy, and they looked like they  would  have  no  issue  holding  my  junk  in  place,  so  I  took  the  little  pair  of undies back to my room with me, after putting all of my sister’s clothes back where I’d found them. 

I have to say, I kind of liked the way the panties felt, holding everything firmly in place  while  remaining  sleek  and  understated—not  to  mention,  they  were  way softer  than  any  pair  of  underwear  I  owned.  The  tag  said  they  were  made  from polyester,  but  I  could  have  sworn  they  were  made  from  satin.  Regardless,  they were  the  solution  to  my  underwear  problem—they  even  managed  to  hold  my bulge between my legs, so I didn’t have an awkward bump between my legs that would have certainly gotten some off-looks at the party. 

I looked in the mirror. The dress actually fit me surprisingly well, and the foam inserts looked surprisingly realistic. When I did a full spin, and made a point of not looking  at  my  face,  I  actually  kind  of  looked  like  a  chick.  If  it  wasn’t  for  the  hair covering  my  legs,  my  body  would  have  looked  more  feminine  than  my  own sister’s!  And  that  got  me  wondering:  should  I  shave  my  legs?  I  thought  about leaving the hair, thinking it would be funnier if I had hairy legs, but then I started wondering if that would defeat the whole joke behind the costume. I went to the

bathroom, picked up a razor, and then deliberated for a few minutes in my head: to shave or not to shave? 

A part of me was curious to see how it would look. I was already surprised by how  feminine  I  looked  with  the  dress  on—so  how  far  could  I  push  it?  It  was probably the only instance in my life that I would get to find out just how girly I was capable  of  looking,  and  I  had  the  excuse  of  the  costume  party  as  a  defence,  in case people started asking questions. I don’t know why I cared so much to know my feminine-potential—maybe it was just a growing curiosity. 

I  shaved  my  legs,  doing  a  few  passes  until  they  were  as  smooth  as  butter. 

Even before I looked in the mirror, I was totally creeped out by how surreal they looked. They really did look like women’s legs: shiny, smooth, and soft-looking. I ran my fingers down the length of my legs a few times, shocked by how soft my skin was capable of being. It made me wonder what differences there really were between men and women, aside from genitals. I mean, there isn’t really anything, is there? Sure, there’s body hair, but even women get body hair, they just shave it off,  generally.  Women  are  generally  smaller  than  men,  but  that  isn’t  always  the case; it wasn’t the case for me. I was smaller than most of the girls I went to high school with—smaller than my own mother and sister. 

Even when it came to facial features, aside from facial hair (which I had none of), there weren’t really any biological differences. Some men have more chiselled faces,  but  like  many  others,  I  wasn’t  one  of  those  men.  Men  have  shorter  hair generally, but there’s nothing stopping men from growing their hair out. It’s not like women can grow their hair longer or anything like that. Most of what differentiates men  and  women  is  societal:  clothes,  hairstyles,  makeup,  and  body  hair.  So genitals  aside,  what  makes  a  smaller-statured  man  like  myself,  in  a  dress  and makeup, any different from a woman? 

Getting  my  makeup  just  right  was  actually  a  lot  of  fun.  It  was  insane  how radically different you can make yourself look with the stroke of a brush and a flick of eyeliner. A little bit of blush changes the shape of your face completely, and a little bit of eyebrow filler completely changes the focal point of your face. 

I hardly recognized myself wearing the makeup. I didn’t recognize myself at all once the blonde wig was on my head. It was like I’d become someone else. I even felt  like  someone  else,  as  if  I  was  suddenly  having  different  thoughts.  Isn’t  that strange? 

Have you ever watched a movie, and after the credits roll, for a short period of time,  you  feel  like  the  protagonist  in  the  film?  I  remember,  after  watching  The Good,  the  Bad,  and  the  Ugly,  for  days  I  would  look  at  people  with  that  Clint Eastwood  glare,  feeling  like  I  was  the  had  somehow  consumed  some  of  Clint’s badass  energy.  It  was  a  similar  sensation  in  that  dress  and  makeup  and  wig.  I found myself posing like a little Instagram hoe in front of the mirror, checking out and admiring my ass, seeing how sexy I was able to look. 

I lifted up the skirt of my dress slightly, teasing myself by showing off a little bit of ass. I actually managed to get myself aroused. I felt my panties tightening as

my cock began to harden. I faced the mirror front on and grabbed the cups of my dress, squeezing them, staring at myself in the eyes. Fuck, I was actually sexy. I could  see  my  bulge  growing  as  it  began  to  push  against  the  thin  dress.  I  was going  to  have  to  be  careful  at  the  party  if  I  was  going  to  be  surrounded  by  girls dressed in slutty outfits. 

My sister’s tall leather boots made me even more irresistible. Once I was in the tight leather boots, my cock finally slipped out from my little panties and pressed out against my dress like a rogue tent pole. If I was able to arouse myself, would I end  up  arousing  guys  at  the  party?  Had  my  joke  of  an  idea  manifested  into something completely different—something more sinister? 

I couldn’t see the humour in my costume anymore. I looked too good for it to be  funny.  I  should  have  left  the  hair  on  my  legs,  and  maybe  even  drawn  a  fake stubble  beard  onto  my  face.  Instead,  I  found  myself  looking  like  a  total  babe.  I wasn’t  going  to  make  people  laugh,  I  was  going  to  make  them  hit  on  me—and they wouldn’t be laughing once I opened my mouth and they realized I was really a dude. 

CHAPTER III

I looked up at the clock and realized I didn’t have any time to second guess my costume choice. I had to either start making my way to the party, or call Wayne and  tell  him  I  wasn’t  going  to  make  it  at  all.  If  I’d  had  a  few  minutes  to  think  it through, I probably would have come to my senses and realized the bad situation I was about to get myself into, but under pressure, that realization didn’t come to me. 

I  grabbed  my  phone  and  my  wallet  and  I  ran  downstairs.  It  was  ten-to-nine, and I was a good thirty or forty minutes from the party. I sent Wayne a text letting him  know  I  was  going  to  be  late,  but  of  course  he  didn’t  respond.  Wayne  had always been shit with his cellphone, sometimes taking multiple days to respond to a  simple  message.  Occasionally  I  would  be  confused  by  messages  I  would  get from him “Sure thing,” he would say and then I would realize he was answering a message I’d sent him days before—an answer that was no longer relevant. 

I  didn’t  have  any  pockets  in  my  dress  (and  yes,  I  checked)  so  I  stuffed  my phone and wallet into one of my sister’s spare purses. Then I left. It wasn’t until I was  three  blocks  away,  stepping  onto  the  city  bus,  that  I  was  overcome  with nerves.  “Thanks,  miss,”  the  bus  driver  said  to  me.  I  don’t  know  why,  but  I’d assumed people would still be able to tell I was a man, despite the fact I looked exactly like a woman. I’d never had anyone call me ‘miss’ before, and I suppose I figured there was some sort of biological aura or pheromones that made people know  the  real  thing  from  the  cross-dressers.  You  know  when  you’re  walking behind a girl at the mall, and she’s got a short, boyish haircut, and she’s wearing a baggy  sweater  and  sweatpants,  yet  you  can  still  somehow  tell  she’s  a  woman, even without seeing her face or her tits? I heard a thing on the news once, where scientists  were  saying  there  were  actually  many  more  senses  than  just  five—

something like twenty different human senses. I thought maybe gender distinction was one of them… Apparently, I was wrong. 

A guy even stood up from his seat so I could sit down. My initial instinct was to tell  him  that  I  was  man.  I  don’t  know  why  I  felt  I  needed  to  tell  him,  probably because  I  knew  he  was  only  surrendering  his  seat  because  he  thought  I  was  a woman,  but  I  stopped  myself.  I  was  already  getting  weird  looks  from  strangers because I was dressed up like a witch in July—I’m sure the weird looks wouldn’t have come to an end once they heard my deep, male voice coming out from my mouth. 

I  did  my  best  “Thank  you,”  in  a  girly  voice.  I’m  not  sure  whether  it  sounded totally genuine (I’d never even tried to do a girl voice before) but it didn’t seem to get a strange reaction out of him, so it couldn’t have been too bad. Still, I made a point of remaining silent for the rest of the bus ride. Out of the corner of my eye, I could  see  one  man  sitting  a  few  seats  down  staring  my  way.  When  I  finally gathered the courage to look over at him, to confirm whether he really was staring at me and not just an advertisement near my head, he said, “Hello,” with a smile. 

I just nodded my head and smiled, afraid to put my girl voice to the test again. I was  already  in  too  deep  to  reveal  myself  to  the  bus  full  of  strangers  that  I  was actually a man. 

My experience on my second bus ride was identical: men smiling at me and offering  me  their  seats.  It  was  a  nice  feeling,  but  it  left  me  with  a  cold  buzzing inside of my body. What if these people realize I’m not actually a woman? What if someone notices the subtle bulge of my cock or my Adam’s apple, and calls me out in front of everyone? What if someone starts up a conversation with me that I can’t just smile and nod my way out of? 

Luckily, none of that happened, but after I got off of the second bus and started towards the train, I decided to take a detour, swinging through a little park that was dark  and  desolate.  I  made  sure  there  was  no  one  around,  and  then  I  started practising my voice. I didn’t want to chance it. 

It  would  have  been  easier  to  simply  step  onto  the  bus  and  announce  to everyone that I was a man—then at least I wouldn’t have to worry about anyone catching on. I could just say, “Hey everyone, I’m a man and I’m going to a party like this as a joke!” everywhere I went, and I could have relaxed knowing I didn’t have to put on a charade. But I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. Even when a guy walked by me in the park and smiled at me, instead of just saying, ‘Hey man, I’m actually a dude,’ I decided to say, “Hey,” in my girly voice. It was like my body was acting against my better judgement, betraying me consistently. 

But  why  was  I  bothering?  Why  was  I  letting  whatever  foreign  entity  was attached to that witch’s costume control me? Once I was at the party, I was going to  have  to  reveal  my  true  self,  seeing  as  Wayne  would  if  I  didn’t.  It  wasn’t  like Wayne was going to play along with my little girly game. I needed to out myself right away, to avoid humiliation from everyone. I needed to make sure everyone knew that I was just dressed up like a girl as a joke. Besides, wasn’t I going to the party for the women? How was I going to hook up if the girls thought I was a girl? 

That’s what I should have been practicing in that park: not my girly voice, but my explanation as to why I was wearing what was essentially skimpy lingerie; why I was wearing my sister’s panties and her tall leather boots and her makeup. Like a stand-up comedian going to open mic nights, I could have practiced it like a bit with  the  people  on  the  busses  and  the  train.  But  I  didn’t.  I  couldn’t  gather  the courage to out myself to all of those strangers. 

But I still knew I was going to have to out myself at the party. The only problem was,  when  I  got  there,  I  couldn’t.  As  I  stepped  into  the  house,  a  panic  washed over  me.  I  looked  around,  hoping  to  spot  Wayne  in  the  dense  crowd  of  party-goers.  I  couldn’t  spot  him,  but  it  was  a  big  house,  and  I  had  a  lot  of  ground  to cover. “Hey,” one man said to me as we passed in the hallway. I returned the hello in  my  female  voice.  A  cold  buzzing  ran  down  my  spine.  The  guy,  like  everyone, thought I was a woman, and I was going along with it. God, I felt so stupid. It was like I was just setting myself up for a grand humiliation. 

I  checked  in  a  number  of  rooms,  running  into  strangers  around  every  corner who wanted to chat me up. Sometimes when I said hello back to guys, their faces would  turn  red  and  they  would  become  flustered.  “What’s  your  name?”  a  guy asked as he held his red solo cup up against his sternum with both hands. 

“Kat,” I said, despite the fact I knew I was just making it worse on myself, just piling  more  embarrassment  onto  the  mounting  humiliation  pile.  “Have  you  seen Wayne Merchant around here by any chance?” I asked. 

“Wayne?  I  haven’t  seen  Wayne  at  all  tonight.  Are  you  two  dating?”  the  man asked. 

“Just friends,” I said. 

I continued my hunt, asking the odd person if they’d seen Wayne. No one had; apparently,  Wayne  had  never  showed  up  for  the  party—which  was  probably  for the  best,  seeing  as  I  no  longer  wanted  to  be  outed.  I  was  in  too  deep  and  I’d talked to too many people. 

I was stuck at that party full of strangers by myself, as a woman. 

CHAPTER IV

My  hunt  for  Wayne  lasted  a  good  forty  minutes,  checking  all  of  the  rooms, finding quiet spaces and trying to phone him, asking around, and scanning faces in  the  large  yard  that  was  packed  full  of  jolly  drinkers.  He  really  wasn’t  there.  I figured  he  was  maybe  running  late,  so  I  decided  to  wait  around,  away  from  the crowds,  half-hoping  he  would  show  up  and  half-hoping  he  wouldn’t.  I  thought about leaving. I should have left as soon as I realized Wayne wasn’t going to show up. Hell, I shouldn’t have even come in the first place. 

Guys  kept  coming  up  to  me  to  chat  me  up.  It  was  a  surreal  feeling,  not  just being noticed by strangers, but having strangers feel compelled to come and talk to  me.  Everyone  kept  asking  me  the  same  questions:  who  I  was  there  with, whether I went to the same high school as them, if they could get me a drink. It was nice, not having to brave the crowded party kitchen to get myself a beer, and it was even nicer to think that people felt I was worth going out of their way to get me a beer. 

I kept trying to figure out why I was still there, what was compelling me to stay. 

I had no reason to be there. I wasn’t there to meet up with Wayne anymore, and seeing  as  I  wasn’t  there  as  myself,  it  wasn’t  like  I  was  there  to  make  friends  or meet girls. So what was keeping me at the party? I knew that the busses would stop running if I stayed for too long, but still, I stayed. Why? 

I knew why, but I didn’t want to admit it to myself. I liked being someone else for a change. For once, I didn’t feel anxious. I didn’t feel like I had to recede into the corner of the room and avoid eye-contact with all of the people having fun. For once,  I  felt  like  one  of  the  people  having  fun.  Hell,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I danced.  A  man  came  up  and  asked  me  to  dance  with  him,  and  for  whatever reason,  I  didn’t  hesitate  before  saying  yes.  I  was  complete  rubbish  but  no  one cared—it was just harmless fun. 

I found myself invited into a game of beer pong, and then a game of Drinking Jenga.  Whenever  it  was  my  turn  to  push  a  block  out  from  the  tower,  the  guys around me would all chant, “Kat! Kat! Kat! Kat!” And then they would cheer when I successfully  removed  a  block.  No  group  of  strangers  had  ever  remembered  my name before, even though I suppose it wasn’t technically my name. 

The  alcohol  didn’t  help  in  gaining  control  of  my  sensibilities.  Had  I  not consumed  far  more  than  my  usual  amount  of  liquor,  I  may  have  come  to  my senses before the busses stopped running and made my way home. But by the time  I  even  remembered  I  needed  to  get  home  eventually,  it  was  too  late.  The busses  had  stopped  running  for  the  night,  and  I  was  going  to  be  stuck  either cabbing it (which I couldn’t afford) or staying the night at the party house. 

My  new  group  of  friends  invited  me  down  to  the  basement  where  multiple doobies were being passed around. I had a few puffs, though I’d never been much of a marijuana enthusiast before. I decided to limit myself so I wouldn’t make too many mistakes—though in the end, it didn’t matter. 

“Who  wants  to  play  spin  the  bottle?”  someone  asked,  and  everyone  seemed on-board. My heart stuttered, but still, I followed the group as they migrated over to the centre of the room, where a few guys were already rearranging the furniture around a circular table. We used a big empty vodka bottle for the game. 

Every time someone spun the bottle, my heart would feel as though it stopped beating, and then when the bottle started to slow down, my heart would burst into a  frenzy,  pounding  so  powerfully,  I  was  surprised  no  one  could  hear  it  over  the booming of the music upstairs. 

The game’s rules were simple: if you spin the bottle, you have to hug whoever it  lands  on.  If  you  get  the  same  person  a  second  time,  you  have  to  kiss,  and  a third  time  means  you  have  to  go  to  the  bedroom  with  them.  “What  are  you supposed to do in the bedroom?” I asked, a cold shiver running through my skin. 

Everyone laughed. I knew for a fact there were a few guys hoping to land on me, just based on the way they were ‘casually’ looking up at me every time the bottle landed anywhere near me. They seemed relieved every time the bottle didn’t land on  me,  when  someone  else  was  spinning  it,  and  they  seemed  disappointed whenever they spun it and got someone else. 

A guy dressed like a T-Rex, his face completely covered my a T-Rex mask, got me on his second spin. My body shuddered, even though it was only a hug. As I went in for the hug, I could see the disappointment on the faces of many others through  the  corner  of  my  eye.  I  was  playing  a  dangerous  game,  getting  guys’

hopes up, making them think they really had a chance with me. What if something happened  and  people  realized  I  wasn’t  really  a  woman?  What  if  they  found  out after  I  kissed  one  of  them?  I  know  I  wouldn’t  be  too  happy  if  I  felt  tricked  into kissing another man. 

The bottle landed on me again, and one of the guys who’d had his eyes on me all night finally got to hug me. When our hug was finished, his face was dark red. 

He knew that he just needed to land that same spin one more time and he would be getting tongue, and then he would only be a spin away from taking me into the bedroom. 

I  looked  over  at  the  bedroom.  What  would  I  do  in  the  bedroom,  if  someone actually got that far into the game with me? It’s not like I could actually put out. I couldn’t even let someone squeeze my tits without realizing they were just foam pads. But still, knowing this, I still wasn’t leaving. It would have been as easy as excusing myself to use the bathroom, and then simply slipping out the front door. 

Maybe I didn’t have enough money in my bank account to get a cab, but I could have put it on credit. I could have walked over to that little park and slept on the bench. There was nothing but myself keeping me from leaving that party. 

The bottle landed on me again—another hug from an excited guy. He slipped his  hand  down  and  carefully  felt  my  ass  with  the  tips  of  his  fingers,  eliciting  an excited reaction from the crowd. The horny advance should have been enough for me to leave—so why the hell wasn’t I leaving? 

It  was  obvious  why:  I  liked  it.  I  liked  how  excited  the  guys  were  getting  over me.  I  liked  being  the  centre  of  attention.  I  liked  being  noticed  for  once,  being fawned over for once. I loved the fact there were men all around me trying to land that  bottle  on  me,  hoping  desperately  that  they  could  get  one  kiss  in  before  the game came to an end. I never got anything like it as a man, and I didn’t want to let it go now. 

A few rounds later, the bottle landed on me again. It was the T-Rex. Without speaking, he motioned for me to stand up. I took a deep breath, and then I did. I was  about  to  kiss  a  man,  but  for  some  reason  I  wasn’t  fighting  it.  Sure,  I  was terrified,  but  I  was  also  excited.  Why  was  I  excited?  Since  when  did  I  have  any interest in kissing men? 

He  lifted  up  his  mask  just  enough  to  reveal  his  lips.  I  leaned  forward  and  he kissed me. He was a nice kisser, gentle but playful. The kiss only lasted about five seconds,  but  it  was  long  enough  to  reduce  me  to  a  puddle  of  mush.  A  warm buzzing  ran  through  my  body.  I  actually  enjoyed  the  kiss—I  actually  enjoyed kissing  a  man.  What  was  happening  to  me?  Was  it  the  alcohol?  Was  it  the costume? Or was it me? 

A few rounds later, the bottle landed on me. I hadn’t been paying any attention to  the  game,  as  I  was  still  revelling  in  my  post-kiss  elation.  “Oh  shit!”  someone called  out.  I  looked  over  at  them,  assuming  they  were  the  one  who  spun  the bottle. But he wasn’t standing up. Instead, the T-Rex stood up again. It was the third landing—I was being taken off to the bedroom. 

Now my heart was really racing.  I should have left when I had the chance,  I told myself. But what was stopping me now? It wasn’t like I was legally obligated to  go  into  the  bedroom  with  the  stranger.  There  was  nothing  stopping  me  from saying, “Sorry, but I actually need to be going.” I could have even given him a nice goodbye kiss as an apology, and I’m sure he would have taken it gracefully. But instead, I wasn’t resisting. I let him take my hand and lead me into the bedroom. I didn’t even stop him from closing the door behind us and locking it. 

CHAPTER V

The  bedroom  was  terrifyingly  quiet,  as  if  whoever  had  built  it  made  sure  to soundproof  the  walls,  windows,  and  doors—or  maybe  it  was  just  that  I  couldn’t hear the sounds of the partying over the ringing in my ears. The T-Rex didn’t take his mask off, which made the whole scenario even more terrifying, but somehow more tolerable. I didn’t have to see the face of the man I was about to disappoint. 

He  took  a  seat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  and  then  motioned  for  me  to  do  the same by patting the spot next to him. I slowly made my way to the spot, trying to convince  my  brain  to  think  of  an  out.  Instead,  my  brain  was  swirling  with  more thoughts than I could process. I was still reeling over the fact that men were really swooning over me, that I really made a convincing woman—and I was still thinking about how insane it was that I let a man kiss me, that I wasn’t telling people the truth. I couldn’t even understand how I ever thought going to the party dressed like a sexy witch could have been conceived as a joke. 

He took off his rubber T-Rex gloves and he put his hand on my back, slipping it further over until his arm was around me. He lifted up his mask again, revealing his  lips  but  not  his  eyes.  It  was  like  he  wanted  to  remain  just  as  anonymous  as me. “What’s your name?” I asked, pushing the words past the lump in my throat. 

“Call  me  Rex,”  he  said,  smirking  slightly.  He  was  putting  on  a  fake-sounding deep voice. He really did want to keep our little encounter completely anonymous, not that I knew who he was anyway, and he didn’t really know who I was, even if he thought he knew my name. At first, I couldn’t quite figure out why he was so keen on keeping his mask over his eyes, and his name a secret, but then I started to get it as a hot buzzing crawled through my body. It was exciting—a romp with a complete stranger. To think that you could pass one another in the street the very next day and have no idea you’d fucked the night before was an exciting thought, to say the least. 

He  leaned  forward  to  kiss  me  and  I  let  him,  even  kissing  back,  biting  his bottom  lip  playfully.  He  slipped  his  tongue  into  my  mouth.  “I  don’t  know  if  this  is really a good idea…” I said, or at least I tried to say before he put his index finger against my lips and said, “Shh.” I let the kiss continue, and I even let him work his way  down,  kissing  my  neck  and  then  the  exposed  part  of  my  chest.  When  he started to pull down the top of my dress, I finally came to my senses and pushed him away. “I don’t think it’s a good idea,” I said. 

He  took  my  hand  and  slipped  it  up  his  shirt,  placing  it  down  on  his  hard muscles.  I’d  never  cared  about  any  man’s  muscles  or  physique  before,  but  now that I was feeling them first-hand, things were different. I couldn’t believe how rigid he  was,  how  big  his  muscles  were.  I’d  never  really  wondered  what  a  muscular body  felt  like,  but  I  must  say,  I  wasn’t  disappointed.  There  was  something strangely  satisfying  about  running  my  fingers  over  his  bulging  abs  and  his  hard chest. When he breathed in, I could feel all of his muscles expanding, and when he  breathed  out,  I  could  feel  them  contracting.  Why  was  it  such  an  addicting

feeling? Was I secretly attracted to men? Was I so deep in the closet that even I didn’t know I was gay? 

Or was it the costume? 

He  pushed  me  down  onto  the  bed,  and  again,  I  let  him.  I  lay  there  while  he explored my body with his hands, running his hands over my tits and grabbing the edge of my dress. I tried to stop him one more time, but he pinned my hands to my  sides.  “Just  relax.”  My  heart  was  pounding,  and  I’m  sure  he  could  feel  it.  I closed my eyes, trying desperately to think of some kind of out, but I couldn’t think of  anything.  I’d  surrendered  completely,  ready  to  face  the  consequences  of  my actions. He pulled down the top of my dress, revealing my tits. 

My tits? I froze at the sight of them. On my chest was a real pair of tits: big, soft,  wobbling  on  my  chest  like  a  pair  of  water  balloons.  I  could  feel  his  hands squeezing them, fondling them, playing with my perky nipples between his thumbs and  index  fingers.  It  felt  good,  but  not  good  enough  to  distract  from  the  fact something completely inexplicable and supernatural had occurred. Where the hell did  the  tits  come  from?  Was  this  a  dream?  Or  was  my  body  somehow transforming? 

He bent down and locked his lips with one of my nipples. He began to suck. 

My God, did it feel good, sending warm shivers through my whole body, making me  squirm  slightly,  and  moan  gently.  My  hands  found  themselves  on  his  body, running  down  his  big,  rigid  arms,  and  his  bulging  back.  There  was  a  warm dampness on his skin. 

My  heart  was  still  racing  and  my  head  was  still  spinning,  but  I  was  quickly succumbing to the pleasure of having my nipples sucked. I didn’t even notice his hand  slipping  down  my  tummy  towards  my  cock;  I  didn’t  notice  until  his  fingers had slipped between my legs and he started rubbing over my panties. I became rigid  again,  worried  my  cock  would  begin  to  grow  and  harden  at  any  second  (it was  a  miracle  it  hadn’t  already  become  erect).  But  something  felt  different.  His rubbing  felt  strangely  euphoric,  as  if  I  was  on  the  verge  of  coming  before  I  was even hard. 

And then I realized he wasn’t rubbing my cock—he was rubbing my clit. I felt a warm wetness pooling in my panties, and it wasn’t cum. He was making me wet, making my pussy ooze warm juice. He sunk down further, pulled my panties away, and nestled his face in-between my legs. He started to eat me out. With his T-Rex mask pushed up, it looked like a T-Rex was staring me in the eyes as he ate me out. It was kind of silly, but kind of uncomfortable, so I pulled the mask away and tossed it aside. And then I realized I was being eaten out by Wayne. 

My heart stopped momentarily before exploding into another frenzy (something which was happening a lot that night). I felt like it was only a matter of time before my  heart  stopped  beating  altogether  and  I  dropped  dead.  I  pinched  my  arm, certain  I  was  dreaming,  but  the  pinch  hurt.  They  say  you  can’t  feel  pain  in  a dream, right? So did that mean I wasn’t dreaming? 

Wayne  obviously  didn’t  recognize  me,  and  if  he  had  noticed  any  similarities between my male and female personas, any suspicion he had was thrown out the window when he revealed my tits and pussy. Even I wasn’t sure I was still myself. 

Maybe  there  was  some  glitch  in  the  matrix  and  my  consciousness  had  jumped over  into  someone  else’s  body.  Or  maybe  I  was  some  schizophrenic  who  had really  been  a  woman  my  whole  life,  convinced  like  a  lunatic  that  I  was  really  a man. Or maybe there was no sense in trying to explain what was happening. 

I  slipped  my  fingers  into  his  hair  and  pulled  him  in  tighter  into  my  snatch.  I suddenly  felt  so  naughty,  like  I  was  indulging  in  gay  sex,  even  though  I  was somehow a biological woman. But regardless of whether it was gay or straight, if I was a man or a woman, I was still having sex with my best friend—and that felt wrong. At least, I tried to convince myself it felt wrong, but I wasn’t doing a great job, seeing as I was letting him stroke the length of my slit with his tongue, and I was letting him hold my legs apart with his hands. 

I  felt  a  warm  gush  of  fluid  pour  out  onto  his  face,  and  I  instantly  felt embarrassed.  I  couldn’t  help  it,  but  he  didn’t  seem  to  mind.  He  kept  on  licking, digging his tongue in deeper and deeper. Fuck, did it feel good. My whole body suddenly felt numb, squirming on its own, without my control, like a chicken with its head chopped off. 

“I want to suck your cock.” I felt my face turn dark red as I heard the words slip off of my tongue. Again, it was like a foreign entity had taken control of my body. 

The last thing I wanted to do was suck his cock. I didn’t want our act to go any further. I wanted to get out and figure out what the hell was going on. Was I going to  be  stuck  in  this  female  body?  Was  there  any  way  to  change  back  into  my regular self? 

CHAPTER VI

Did I want to change back into my regular self? I pushed the thought away—of course I did. I wasn’t a woman. I was a man, damnit! I liked girls, and I liked being a guy. But what exactly did I like about being a guy? If I did remain a woman, what would I miss about being a man? I couldn’t think of anything on the spot, but I was sure there was lots. I was sure I was meant to be a man. 

He tugged down his shorts and planted his knees on either side of me. He was already  erect,  and  he  was  big,  thick,  and  throbbing.  I  opened  my  mouth  and  let him  slide  his  big  meaty  member  in.  I  couldn’t  believe  what  I  was  doing,  but  for some reason, I wanted it so badly. I loved the feeling of his veins throbbing on my tongue, the way his girth sat so perfectly in the curve of my tongue. I tried bobbing my head to suck him off, but it was tough on my back. Luckily, he had no problem doing  the  work,  thrusting  gently  in  and  out  of  my  mouth  with  his  palms  planted firmly against the mattress. 

His cock sunk in deeper with every thrust, pushing down my throat, suffocating me momentarily and making me gag. But I didn’t mind. The elated moans coming out  from  his  mouth  made  it  all  worth  it,  knowing  I  was  giving  him  some  of  the greatest pleasure of his life, a moment he would likely never forget until the day he died. I liked the thought that I had the ability to be memorable, maybe for all of the guys  at  the  party  who  were  eyeing  me  up,  and  definitely  for  Wayne.  I  loved  the idea that I was capable of giving someone so much pleasure. Somehow, I felt so powerful. 

“Roll  over,”  he  said,  and  it  was  less  of  a  suggestion  and  more  of  a  demand. 

Once his cock was out from my mouth, he slipped his hand under my body and he flipped me quickly onto my stomach, not wasting a moment before mounting me and slipping his warm, wet cock in-between my legs. He rubbed his length along my quivering slit, the tip of his cock against my oh-so-sensitive clit. All he had to do was touch the thing and it felt like I was on the verge of an orgasm. Sex as a woman is so much better than sex as a man…

“I’m going to fuck you in the pussy,” he said. “Are you on birth control? I don’t have a condom.” 

I didn’t know what to say. I wasn’t on birth control, but I also wasn’t a woman. 

“Just  pull  out  and  come  on  my  tits,”  I  ended  up  saying,  again,  shocked  by  the words that I heard coming out from my mouth. 

He pushed the tip of his cock in and my body became tense. Jolts of pleasure blasted  through  me,  making  me  shiver  and  squirm.  He  pushed  in  deeper  and deeper, and my pussy felt tighter and tighter. He was big, and I had no idea what I was able to take. He didn’t get all of it in before he started thrusting, but that was probably for the best. It was my first time as a woman, and it was probably best to take it slow. 

I felt bad, letting him do all of the work as I lay there, revelling in the intense euphoria. I found myself moaning, rolling my head from side to side, clenching the bed sheets firmly. If this is what being fucked as a woman feels like, why the hell would I ever want to be a man again? Imagine that three seconds of male orgasm stretched  out  over  the  entire  act  of  sex.  That  was  just  the  sex—what  would  an actual orgasm feel like as a woman? 

He  flipped  me  over,  probably  because  he  wanted  to  fondle  my  tits  (and  I wanted him to fondle my tits). 

I  reached  up  and  grabbed  his  sides,  my  thumbs  on  his  hard  abs.  He  was sweaty,  and  I  liked  it.  I  was  probably  sweaty,  too.  I  slid  my  hands  down  and around,  feeling  his  hard  ass.  He  came  down  harder  and  deeper,  making  the intense  euphoria  more  overwhelming.  I  sunk  my  nails  into  the  skin  of  his  ass cheeks, but he didn’t seem to mind. 

I loved being his glorified sex doll. I loved letting him flip me over whenever he wanted, and I loved letting him fuck me in whatever hole he wanted. 

He moved his hands from my tits to my sides and he held me tight, so that I wouldn’t go sliding up to the headboard as he pounded my pussy raw. His pelvis and  ball  sack  slapped  loudly  against  my  butt  while  he  drilled  me.  His  face  was turning red and I could see a vein bulging in his forehead. He was holding back. 

“I  want  your  cum  so  badly,  baby,”  I  said.  “Fuck  me.  Fuck  me.  Oh  God,  I’m going to come.” I don’t know how I knew I was going to come, or even what it was going to feel like but somehow I knew. I started to scream and my legs closed in on  his  body.  My  head  was  pounding  with  euphoria,  and  my  whole  body  felt weightless.  It  was  almost  too  much  to  handle—any  more  intense  and  it  would have  been  uncomfortable.  But  it  was,  without  question,  the  single  greatest sensation I’d ever felt. 

He  was  so  into  the  moment,  he  forgot  to  pull  out.  He  came  deep  in  my  wet cunt,  sending  me  into  another  swirling  orgasm  that  seemed  to  last  forever.  His heavy, muscular, sweaty body fell limp on top of me, but in a weird way, I liked it. It was a nice reminder of how much more powerful he was than me, and how I really was just his sexy little plaything. 

We fell asleep together on that bed, and in the morning, I was still a woman, still  with  my  tits  and  my  pussy.  Even  my  wig  wasn’t  a  wig  anymore—it  was  my actual hair on my head. A part of me was ecstatic that the transformation was real, but another part of me was terrified. How was I going to explain it to my parents and my friends? 

When  I  got  home,  I  noticed  a  note  on  the  refrigerator.  It  was  the  note  my parents had left before leaving to visit my aunt and uncle. “Kat, the credit card is in the bottom drawer if you need it. Please remember to feed the cat every morning. 

Love, Mom and Dad.” I had to rub my eyes and read the note again to make sure it was real, that it was actually addressed to Kat, and not to Pete. I went up to my room and opened my closet. It was filled with women’s clothing. 

I  had  to  pinch  my  arm  again  to  make  sure  I  wasn’t  dreaming.  The  witch costume  hadn’t  just  changed  my  body,  but  it  had  changed  my  life,  my  past,  my everything. I opened my underwear drawer and it was filled with panties. I didn’t understand what had happened, and I don’t think it was possible to understand. 

The universe is a mysterious bitch sometimes. 

I stripped down to nothing and then turned to the mirror, expecting everything to change back now that I was no longer in the outfit. Nothing changed. I was still a woman, and a pretty hot woman at that. And then I noticed the clothes on the bed: my regular, male clothes—jeans, boxers, and a t-shirt. Somehow I knew that I was being given the choice: put on the male clothes and turn back into a man. 

Store them away, and remain a woman. 

I didn’t even need to think about it. I took the clothes, stuffed them into a bag, and then I stuffed that bag into the garbage. The last thing I wanted to do was go back to my male life, standing in the corner, unnoticed. I’d had so much fun as a woman, and I wasn’t interested in going back, not in the slightest. 

I  couldn’t  fight  the  smile  from  my  face.  I  looked  in  the  mirror  again.  I  was staring at the beginning of my new life, a life full of potential and opportunity and fun and excitement. It wasn’t just going to be a night as the costume party sissy, but  a  whole  life  as  a  woman—a  life  I  never  even  knew  I  wanted  more  than anything in the world. 

THE END
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THE CELEBRITY’S SISSY

When Andy, who was recently fired from his job as a locksmith, learns that half of the mansions in Beverly Hills are empty for half of the year, he can’t help but indulge, moving from mansion to mansion, living the high-life, sitting by the elites’

million-dollar pools, walking around in their cashmere housecoats. In order to fool the neighbours, he sometimes has to dress up like the gardener, sometimes like the pool boy, and sometimes like the homeowners themselves. 

One  day,  he  finds  himself  in  the  mansion  of  mega-celebrities,  Scarlet Henderson and James Joseph. It’s a swelteringly hot day, and if he wants to go for a swim, he needs to get dressed up like one of them—and seeing as he isn’t built remotely close to the superhero-playing hunk, James, he decides to slip into one of Scarlet’s bikinis. 

CHAPTER I

Whenever I broke into one of those super-mansions in one of those ritzy Los Angeles  neighbourhoods,  I  knew  I  was  doing  something  very  illegal,  though  I never thought I was doing anything wrong. It wasn’t like I was stealing anything, damaging any personal property, or hurting anyone, emotionally or physically. As a  matter  of  fact,  whoever  owned  those  houses  was  unknowingly  being  very charitable, seeing as they were helping me out during a very tough time in my life. 

I suppose it wasn’t so tough, lounging by their massive private pools all day, sleeping  on  their  California  Kings,  sauntering  around  in  their  cashmere housecoats  (every  super-mansion  I’ve  ever  been  in  has  at  least  two  cashmere housecoats). 

But  I  always  made  sure  everything  was  cleaned  and  put  back  in  its  rightful place before I left. In fact, their houses were usually in nicer shape after I left, so in a way I was doing the rich folks a service. 

It  all  started  when  a  very  wealthy  friend  of  mine,  Walter,  told  me  about  his neighbour’s  epic  six-month  long  vacations,  which  he  took  every  year  like clockwork, October 1st to April 1st. “Wouldn’t that be nice,” Walter said. I couldn’t see why anyone would need a six month vacation every year when their life was already beyond my definition of a vacation. Walter’s neighbour owned more cars than I had fingers, his house had a private little beach on a private little bay, with a dock and a couple of boats, and a house bigger than the block I grew up on. Why would anyone want to get away from that? 

A few weeks after learning about Walter’s insanely rich neighbour (who made Walter,  who  was  very  rich  himself,  look  like  Oliver  Twist),  I  was  fired  from  my minimum  wage  job  as  a  locksmith’s  assistant  (for  trying  to  sleep  with  my  boss, long  story),  and  I  lost  my  apartment.  In  a  matter  of  days,  I  was  rendered homeless. And as I walked away from my ex-apartment with nothing but a bag of clothes on my back, with the thought of sleeping on the cold, dirty ground crossing my mind, I realized I wasn’t necessarily homeless—there was an empty bed that had my name on it until April 1st, and it was only January 12th. 

Once  the  sun  was  down,  I  broke  into  Walter’s  neighbour’s  house.  It  was  a surprisingly easy feat, at least once I was over the ten foot fence. He had the most common keypad lock, which was easily overridden with the manufacturer’s reset code (which I knew by heart, seeing as I had reset a dozen of the things every day for nearly three years), and his alarm system wasn’t even armed, not that it would have mattered anyway—I knew all of the alarm system manufacturer codes, too. 

I was careful as I entered the home, scanning the top corners of each room for cameras.  There  were  none,  save  for  the  one  at  the  front  door  and  the  one overlooking the pool, which weren’t even recording—just there to scare off casual criminals, like most security cameras. 

I lived in that house for three months, with only a handful of close calls. 

The first close call came on my third day in the mansion. I had fallen asleep by the pool, and when I woke up, it was dark out, and I hadn’t eaten anything since lunch. I went to the kitchen to make myself something to eat, and naturally turned on the lights to do so. I was in the middle of frying an onion when the phone rang. 

The  sudden  ringing  made  my  heart  slam  into  my  chest.  I  stared  at  the  phone, which  continued  to  ring.  At  first,  I  assumed  it  was  a  telemarketer  or  some  old relative  casually  reaching  out,  but  then  I  started  to  panic.  What  if  it  was  a neighbour who saw the kitchen light? 

I  forced  myself  to  pick  up  the  phone.  “Herman  residence,”  I  said,  forcing  a smile into my voice. 

“Um, hi, sorry—who’s this?” the voice on the other end asked. 

“My name is Jake Pilgrim, I’m Mr. Herman’s nephew. May I ask who’s calling?” 

The phone nearly slipped from my sweaty palm. 

“This  is  Andrew  from  next  door.  I  saw  the  light  on  in  the  kitchen  and  I  was worried someone had broken in. I know Tony’s away on holiday—he asked me to keep an eye on things while he was away.” 

“Ah, no, it’s just me. I got in a few days ago. Uncle Herman asked me to house sit while he’s away, bring the mail in, that kind of thing. I guess there have been a few break-ins in the area and, well, you know Uncle Herman.” 

The man on the other end laughed, as if with relief. “Oh, well that’s good. Take care now.” 

When  I  hung  up  the  phone,  I  took  a  deep,  heavy  breath  in,  my  hands trembling.  It  wasn’t  the  closest  call  I  would  face  during  my  stay  in  that  super-mansion. 

On the last day of the month, I was awoken by the sound of footsteps in the house. I listened for a moment, trying to decide whether I was hearing the house settling or if there was someone in the house, and then I sprung to my feet when I realized it was the latter. I quickly got dressed in whatever was at the top of my clothes pile and then I looked around. I was on the third floor, so jumping out the window was out of the question. Whoever was in the house was approaching the bedroom door. I was doomed. 

I ran into the master bathroom and was about to close the door when I noticed I was wearing my Peter’s Locksmith shirt. I ran back to the bedroom. In my bag was my Peter’s Locksmith hat—completing the uniform I was probably supposed to return after I was fired. I put the hat on and hopped over to the door. Then, the door opened. 

Standing  on  the  other  side  of  the  doorway  was  a  cleaning  lady,  Mexican, wearing a beige outfit. Her eyes became wide and she froze at the sight of me. It didn’t help that I hadn’t shaved since being fired, and my hair was starting to grow long—I probably looked like a homeless squatter, which I suppose is exactly what I was. “Go ahead,” I said, opening the door and stepping out of the way. 

It took her a moment to thaw before she was able to walk into the bedroom. 

She  kept  her  gaze  glued  to  me  the  whole  time.  “Just  changing  out  the  locks,”  I said. “Las cerraduras.” 

“Ah, sí,” she said. The fear seemed to drain from her face in an instant. I don’t know  whether  she  believed  me,  or  if  she  just  didn’t  care  enough  to  probe  any further. It wasn’t her problem if there was someone squatting in her client’s house

—she was still going to be paid regardless. Plus, she probably didn’t want to draw any more attention to the fact she was likely in the country illegally. She went and pulled the sheets off of the bed I’d slept on, not commenting on the fact the bed had clearly been slept in since the last time she’d likely been there. 

I went down to the kitchen and got a screwdriver from one of the drawers (I’d seen it there a few days earlier) and I returned upstairs and started to take apart the  lock  on  the  door.  I  kind  of  just  took  it  off,  tinkered  with  it  (doing  absolutely nothing) and then I put it back on. “Just like new,” I said aloud, even though I knew she couldn’t understand a word I was saying. I just wanted to seem more genuine. 

I  went  and  did  the  same  thing  to  other  doors  in  the  house  until  she  left,  and then  I  took  a  long,  hot  shower,  to  wash  away  all  of  that  cold  sweat  that  had accumulated on my body. 

CHAPTER II

My  original  plan  was  to  use  my  time  in  that  super-mansion  to  get  my  shit together, to clean myself up, to apply for jobs, and to find a new apartment. But when  you  can  spend  your  whole  day  lounging  by  the  pool  with  an  unobstructed view of the ocean, it’s hard to find the motivation. 

Like  I  said  before,  I  never  stole  anything  or  damaged  any  property.  I  would even sneak out of the house to buy my own food, making sure to leave the pantry and fridge exactly the way I found them. Though I did sample one of Mr. Herman’s very expensive scotches one night. 

I had my bag all packed and I was ready to go, a few days before Mr. Herman was due to return home from his very long vacation, and I decided to go for a long stroll on the beach to watch the sunset. But instead of looking out at the water and the sun setting over the horizon, I found myself looking the other way, at the giant houses which were all seemingly vacant, windows dark. And then I wondered how many other rich people just left their houses vacant for huge chunks of the year, with  only  the  occasional  gardener  and  housekeeper  swinging  by  to  check  on things. 

I  should  have  gone  out  the  next  day  to  buy  a  nice  suit  I  could  wear  to interviews, but instead I found myself at a costume store, buying a mailman outfit, and  a  simple,  green  gardener’s  outfit.  The  whole  night  before  I  could  think  of nothing except for the continuation of my luxury lifestyle. I didn’t want to go back to  apartment  living.  The  thought  made  me  quiver:  laying  down  on  a  small mattress, staring up at the ceiling of a dark room, riddled with insomnia from the swarm of sirens outside—looking out my window at the brick wall of the building next to me, twenty feet above a shady drug deal between shadier people. It would have been even worse knowing that there were hundreds of beautiful homes with gorgeous swimming pools, sitting empty and alone, waiting for someone with half a  brain  to  figure  out  a  way  to  take  advantage  of  the  luck  of  a  few  tremendously lucky people. 

I  needed  the  mailman  uniform  in  order  to  look  through  mailboxes  without drawing suspicion. Lots of people had locked mailboxes, but even then I could see with my phone’s flashlight which boxes were jammed full of many months’ worth of mail.  Once  I  found  a  house  with  plenty  of  untouched  mail,  I  would  go  to  their neighbours, dressed in my mailman outfit, carrying an old postage box I found in an  alleyway.  “Excuse  me,  I’ve  been  trying  to  deliver  this  package  to  your neighbour, but I seem to keep missing him.” 

“Oh, they’re away on vacation—I don’t think they’re going to be back for a few months still,” I was able to get one neighbour to admit. So the next day, I showed up in my gardener’s outfit and I let myself in. Once again, my new house had a beautiful  view  of  the  ocean,  a  big  swimming  pool  and  a  hot  tub,  and  more bedrooms than I could possibly sleep in. On the fridge was a calendar with all of the owner’s vacation days marked off. They wouldn’t be back for three months, so

that  was  where  I  lived  for  three  months.  The  calendar  even  had  the  housekeeping schedule marked, as well as the schedule of the actual gardener, so there weren’t  any  heart-stopping  surprises  during  my  stay.  I  made  sure  to  keep  the lights turned off and the blinds closed, so that any nosy neighbours wouldn’t know there was a squatter in their community. 

I found some part-time work online that didn’t pay much, but it was enough to buy myself some groceries and to eat out occasionally. I didn’t need much. When you have literally no bills, it’s amazing how little you can live off of. 

My scheme wasn’t so easy in the summertime, when most people were back living  in  Los  Angeles,  and  the  people  who  were  away  were  only  gone  for  a  few weeks at most. I ended up spending a few nights sleeping on the beach, spending my days wandering the streets in my mailman outfit, looking for loaded mailboxes and  finding  only  the  odd  junk  mail.  I  was  starting  to  think  I  was  going  to  be spending  the  whole  summer  sleeping  on  the  beach  (which  isn’t  as  romantic  as you would think) when I finally found a seemingly vacant house. The mailbox was full  of  mail,  and  the  neighbours  all  said,  “I  think  they  might  be  away  for  the summer. I can’t remember the last time I saw them out.” I went through my usual routine, putting on my gardener’s outfit, picking the lock when no one was looking, and carefully making my way through the house, keeping an eye out for cameras. 

There was a thick coating of dust on the floors, as if it had been a couple of years  since  anyone—cleaning  staff  included—had  stepped  foot  in  the  house.  I wasn’t  able  to  find  any  calendar  or  schedule  hinting  at  when  the  home  owners might  return.  Had  it  been  one  of  the  long  winter  months,  where  half  of  the  LA mansions  were  empty,  I  would  have  gone  and  found  a  different  place—

somewhere a little bit more certain—but there was nothing else, and after just a few  days  away  from  my  luxury  lifestyle,  I  was  feeling  like  a  drug  addict  in withdrawal. I’d developed a dependency. I couldn’t go from spending my days in a cashmere  house  coat  by  the  pool,  to  being  shooed  away  by  police  officers  who didn’t want tourists seeing all of the bums crowding the beaches. 

So I decided to stay at the house. 

I  decided  to  do  a  little  bit  of  investigative  work  in  an  attempt  to  find  out  how long I had before I had to leave. Lots of the people who owned houses in those neighbourhoods were well known people whose lives were very public. Some of the  houses  I’d  stayed  in  belonged  to  famous  musicians,  whose  tour  dates  were easily found online. I went and pulled a handful of mail from the mailbox, and then I started searching. But the name on the mail, Katherine Peterson, came up with no  meaningful  results.  The  mail  made  out  to  James  Roy  also  came  up  with nothing. 

And  then  I  found  some  pictures  of  the  homeowners  on  the  wall,  and  I  froze. 

The names on the mail were fake names, and for good reason. The couple who owned  the  home  were  Scarlet  Henderson  and  James  Joseph,  two  of  the  most famous  American  actors  of  my  generation.  They  were  one  of  those  super-Hollywood power couples, nicknamed Jamlet by the tabloids. With just a little bit of

research,  I  found  that  they  were  in  Vietnam,  shooting  some  epic  Hollywood blockbuster, and the months’ long shoot wasn’t even half done. 

My heart stuttered. If I was caught, it would be big news. My face would end up on the cover page of so many tabloid magazines: The Jamlet Squatter, they would call me, and I could say goodbye to any future job prospects. 

CHAPTER III

Still,  despite  the  fact  I  knew  I  was  playing  with  fire,  I  stayed  at  the  house.  I couldn’t bring myself to leave. I kept telling myself, I’ll leave as soon as vacation season  rolls  back  around  and  there  are  more  options  for  me  to  choose  from. 

Besides, the homeowners were on the other side of the world, shooting a movie. 

Clearly, they didn’t have a regular house-keeping service or even a friend to come and pick up their mail, so I should have been safe, right? 

There was one major flaw with the home’s design (and I found this was a thing with  a  lot  of  performers’  houses):  it  wasn’t  very  private.  Instead  of  a  ten-foot  tall privacy fence, they had a short glass fence around the pool area. There weren’t many rooms in the house without enormous floor-to-ceiling windows, and some of the windows didn’t even have blinds. I think it must be an exhibitionist thing—most celebrities secretly love being watched and photographed by fans and paparazzi. 

It  wasn’t  the  extravagant  lifestyle  I  had  become  used  to:  avoiding  certain rooms, crawling under windows, unable to swim in the pool or lay out and feel the warm ocean breeze on my skin. For once, I really felt like a squatter in someone’s home, like a mouse trying my best to remain hidden from the house cat. It wasn’t much fun, but I still couldn’t let it go. 

It was late July, one of the hottest days on record, and I was desperate to go for  a  dip.  I’d  snuck  out  a  few  times  in  the  middle  of  the  night  for  a  swim,  but  I wasn’t crazy enough to risk it during the day, especially seeing as I could see the neighbours lounging by their pools. I couldn’t exactly pretend to be the gardener going for a swim without raising a few alarms. 

But  I  was  sweating  my  ass  off,  and  I  needed  to  cool  down.  I  found  myself standing by the window, staring at the pool like a hungry dog staring at a pile of juicy T-bone steaks. I went to the basement and did my best to fix the broken AC

unit, but it was hopeless; the thing hadn’t been touched since the 80s. I even tried cooling off by sticking my head into the refrigerator, but the relief was short-lived, and I didn’t want my milk to spoil. 

And then I got an idea. It was an insane idea, but that was no surprise, seeing as the sweltering heat was driving me to the edge of insanity. Even the tap water was  running  warm,  seeping  directly  into  my  brain  with  every  sip,  driving  me madder and madder. But my plan may have been crazy, but it certainly wasn’t a bad plan—it was at least thought out. 

I didn’t look anything like James Joseph, who was 6’4” and two hundred and forty  pounds  of  muscle,  but  my  body  wasn’t  too  different  from  Scarlet Henderson’s. 

In researching Scarlet Henderson, I learned that she had quite the unfriendly reputation. I found one tabloid that claimed she was a recluse and never talked to her neighbours. “She doesn’t even respond when you say hello,” an anonymous source revealed. 

My hair was even about as long as hers in all of the tabloid shots that came up when  I  searched  her  name.  She  had  a  notoriously  flat  chest  (she  was  always doing  nude  scenes)  and  she  even  had  some  similar  facial  features  to  me—the features that weren’t similar could hide behind a big pair of sunglasses, of which there were many lying around the house. Besides, no one was going to see me up close. Even the closest neighbour was a good fifty feet away. All I needed was a good shave and a bikini that was strong enough to hold my package in place—

and there was no shortage of bikinis in her giant walk-in closet (which was larger than the apartment I was kicked out from). 

I  felt  like  a  complete  lunatic  as  I  shaved  my  legs  in  the  bathroom,  speaking aloud in a female voice, practising, in case a neighbour asked what I was doing home so early. My plan was to tell them I was given a couple of weeks off while they shot some action scenes with my stunt double. I had no idea whether Scarlet really was going to be in any action scenes in the movie they were shooting, but I figured the neighbours wouldn’t know one way or another. Maybe it was just my heat-induced delusion, but I thought I actually sounded pretty good. And with my legs, chest, and face all shaved up, I thought I looked pretty good too. 

I was slightly embarrassed that I was able to fit into Scarlet’s bikinis. But at the same  time,  it  was  exciting  putting  on  the  bikinis  of  a  mega-famous  celebrity,  to think  that  I  was  wearing  the  same  exact  bikinis  that  Scarlet  Henderson  wore.  I tried on a few different options before I found one that covered all of my bases: it was  a  black  one-piece  and  it  was  understated  (I  didn’t  want  to  draw  any unnecessary attention), it covered my chest, and it was nice and strong between my legs, holding everything in place. 

I had curly blonde hair that just touched my shoulders. I was long overdue for a haircut, but now that seemed like a blessing. I found Scarlet’s hair straightener in a drawer in the master bathroom, and I was able to make my hair almost as long as hers. 

With  a  big  pair  of  Scarlet’s  sunglasses  on  my  face,  I  passed  my  own  test.  I stood in front of the mirror and stared at myself, surprised that I was able to look the  part.  I  turned  profile,  noticing  curves  I  never  knew  I  had,  and  then  I  turned again to check out my back, which, thanks to the fact I was too lazy to go to the gym and tone up, looked shockingly feminine; the deep cut of the bikini helped. 

I  stood  in  front  of  the  glass  patio  doors  for  a  few  minutes,  building  up  the courage to step out as a woman, as Scarlet Henderson. But the cool, refreshing pool  was  calling  out  to  me.  The  warm,  stuffy  air  of  the  mega-mansion  was  still muddying  up  my  brain,  fuelling  my  delusions.  I  took  a  deep  breath  and  then  I stepped out. 

CHAPTER IV

The  moment  my  body  entered  the  water  was  quite  possibly  the  most refreshing,  most  satisfying  moment  of  my  life.  I  felt  all  of  my  trembling  anxiety wash away as I pushed through the large, expensive infinity pool. Even the pool wasn’t  safe  from  Scarlet’s  apparent  exhibitionist  ways.  The  glass  ending  looked down the desert hill, at a public pathway. I couldn’t make out anyone’s face from that far away, but I could see them, which meant they could see me. And I’m sure there  were  plenty  of  people  who  knew  which  celebrities  lived  where,  so  if someone  saw  a  woman  swimming  in  Scarlet’s  pool,  they  would  only  assume  it was Scarlet. I decided to keep my distance from that glass edge, though nowhere was safe from the neighbours. 

As  I  flipped  over  to  swim  on  my  back,  I  noticed  one  of  Scarlet’s  neighbours staring my way. She looked away quickly, rolling her head over and looking back up at the sky while she consumed as much sun as humanly possible, using a foil reflector to get below her chin. I can’t imagine that’s any good for the eyes. 

I caught another neighbour staring my way, who also looked away as soon as I turned my head in their direction. Apparently, even the mega-rich elite of Beverly Hills  had  a  peculiar  fascination  with  celebrities.  Luckily,  none  of  the  neighbours seemed concerned that I was swimming in the pool, which must have meant I was pulling off a convincing Scarlet. 

As I was swimming around, and my core temperature was dropping back to a normal  level,  I  realized  the  absurdity  of  what  I  was  doing.  Was  I  insane?  Was  I really so desperate to go for a swim that I was willing to risk everything? What’s the jail sentence for breaking and entering? As far as the cops were concerned, I would be considered a first-time offender. Did that make it any better? 

I slipped out from the pool and I returned inside, hoping no one else would see me and have a chance to realize I wasn’t actually their celebrity neighbour. But not even an hour later, I was suffering all over again, the dry desert heat making my throat  sore  and  my  skin  arid.  I  tried  taking  a  cold  shower,  not  wanting  to  reveal myself outside again, but the water ran warmer than the air. When I was a kid, my mom  would  tell  me  to  chew  on  ice  if  I  was  too  hot.  Unfortunately,  Scarlet  didn’t have an ice tray in her freezer, and her fridge didn’t have one of those fancy icemakers. I looked through cupboards and drawers hoping to find an ice tray to get the  ball  rolling  on  making  some  ice,  but  I  couldn’t  find  one.  Though  I  did  find  a huge wad of cash. 

I called an air-conditioning company and told them I’d pay extra for same-day service.  “We’ll  be  right  over,”  dispatch  told  me.  I  felt  conflicted.  I’d  never  stolen anything from anyone, save for a few sips of scotch, but at the same time, was it really stealing? They needed their air-conditioner fixed. In a way, I was doing them a service. I was saving them the trouble of having to deal with it. Wouldn’t that be a  pleasant  surprise,  to  return  from  a  long  movie  shoot  with  a  newly  working  air-conditioner? 

I stayed in my black one-piece, my big sunglasses, with my hair straightened. I thought about returning to my male self, but what if a neighbour saw me when I went  to  open  the  gate?  What  if  the  air-conditioning  people  had  Scarlet  and  her husband on some file, and they started asking who the hell I was? What would I tell them? 

Besides, it wasn’t like I had to talk with them—no more than a few words. I just needed to let them in and show to the air-conditioning unit. 

Well, I wouldn’t have had to talk to them, had the young man who showed up not recognized me almost immediately. “Wait—aren’t you Scarlet Henderson?” he said  before  he  was  even  up  the  front  steps.  It  was  amazing,  seeing  as  I  wasn’t wearing  a  mask  and  I  didn’t  have  a  speck  of  makeup  on—I  was  just  me  in  a bathing suit and some sunglasses, with straight hair. Maybe I was wearing some iconic  bathing  suit  that  Scarlet  had  worn  in  a  photo-shoot,  and  sunglasses  she wore for the paparazzi—or maybe I really did look a lot like her. 

“That’s me,” I said with a smile, doing my best to imitate the celebrity’s voice. 

“Can  I  have  an  autograph?”  he  asked,  digging  through  his  pockets  for something  to  have  signed.  He  produced  an  old  receipt,  which  seemed  like  a strange  thing  to  sign,  but  I  signed  it  regardless.  I  have  no  idea  how  close  the scribble I made was to Scarlet’s actual signature, but it satisfied the AC repairman all the same. “I loved you in Black Windows,” he said. 

“Thanks, let me show you to the—” 

“—And  you  were  great  in  Rust  and  Flowers.  I  bet  that  was  a  fun  movie  to shoot.” 

I smiled. “Thank you. It was fun. Let me show you to the air-conditioner.” 

I brought him down to the broken unit. He looked at it quickly and said, “This will be easy. It should only take me ten minutes or so.” 

“Great.” 

“I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but you look great. You know how you see a movie and you just assume the stars only look good because of the special lighting and all the movie makeup and the touch-ups they do in post-production? I saw Jack Nicholson downtown once, and he just looked terrible. Well, you actually look better in real life.” 

I  felt  warmth  rush  into  my  cheeks.  “Aw,  thank  you,”  I  said.  I  wasn’t  sure whether to take it as a compliment, seeing as I was literally just myself in a bikini and some shades, with my legs and pits shaved. I was being told I was a pretty woman, but I wasn’t actually a woman. Still though, it was strangely nice to hear, and I couldn’t help how good it made me feel. 

“I mean it. Anyway, I should fix this thing up for you. It’s hot as heck in here,” 

the repairman said, and then he started to work away. 

When he was finished, he wouldn’t accept my money. “Please, keep it. It was an easy job,” he said. “Just keep making great movies.” Once again, I felt a rush

of warmth enter my cheeks, but I don’t know why; it wasn’t a compliment to me—it was a compliment to Scarlet. 

That night, I found myself looking at pictures of Scarlet again, looking closely at the small details. In most of the pictures I found of her out in public, she had her nails  painted  pink.  She  always  had  a  bluish-green  tint  of  eye-shadow  below  her eyes,  and  she  filled  in  her  eyebrows  in  a  very  specific  way.  Instead  of  going  to sleep,  I  decided  to  stay  up,  doing  my  best  to  imitate  her  exact  look  with  the makeup  kit  that  was  out  in  the  master  bathroom.  I  even  found  a  little  jar  of  her signature  nail-polish.  When  I  was  finished,  and  I  stepped  back  to  look  at  the finished product, my heart stuttered; I really did look just like her. I was practically her  doppelgänger.  And  now  the  air-conditioning  was  working,  and  there  wasn’t any heat-induced delusion to blame the resemblance on. 

CHAPTER V

Over the next few weeks, I would wake up each morning and spend my first hour awake perfecting my look. I would make sure every inch of my body (save for my  head)  was  shaved  smooth,  I  would  straighten  my  hair,  I  would  meticulously perfect  my  makeup  to  match  the  reference  photos  I  had  of  Scarlet,  and  then  I would pick out a bikini to wear by the pool. 

As  the  days  went  by,  I  found  myself  getting  more  and  more  brazen,  sitting closer to the edge of the patio, swimming right up to the glass wall of the infinity pool,  even  waving  at  my  neighbours  when  they  looked  my  way.  The  occasional tourist would point from down on that walking path, and I would stand up, smile, and wave. I got a little bit carried away one afternoon, waving at fans down on the path,  when  one  of  them  pulled  out  a  camera  and  started  snapping  photos.  I casually stepped away from the ledge, back towards the safety of the house, out of sight of the tourists. A week later, I saw the picture posted online on a tabloid website:  “Scarlet  Henderson  takes  a  break  from  long  shoot  to  enjoy  the  Los Angeles weather.” 

When I saw the headline, I found myself in a panic. I started packing up all of my things, ready to leave and find a new home, or even sleep on the beach, to avoid being caught. I knew it was just a matter of time before that photo got back to Scarlet and James, or someone from their production who would say, ‘Wait a second… Scarlet didn’t go back to Los Angeles.’

But the phone never rang, no one came to the door, and no one online pointed out the inconsistency. I was lucky—beyond lucky. Maybe Scarlet and James did see the photo and they just assumed it was an old photo, being sold as new by some desperate paparazzo. There was nothing in the photo to suggest the actual date, after all, and I’m sure paparazzi do that all the time. Regardless, I was more careful after that, staying away from that glass fence, keeping the shades on my face  whenever  I  was  outside.  It  would  just  take  one  picture  of  me  without  my shades  on  to  spoil  my  whole  scheme.  Those  paparazzi  have  cameras  that  can zoom in insanely close—close enough for them to realize I wasn’t actually Scarlet Henderson,  just  an  imposter.  Sure,  I  looked  a  lot  like  her,  but  there  were  a  few obvious differences. For instance, our eyes were different colours, her nose was a bit  smaller,  and  her  jawline  was  a  bit  rounder.  From  afar,  the  differences  were indistinguishable. From up close, it was a gamble. 

I continued to go out for a swim every day, spending my afternoons lounging by  the  poolside  with  my  wonderful  view  of  downtown  Los  Angeles,  despite  my mounting paranoia. The way I saw it was, it would have been a waste of the risk if I  just  sat  inside  all  day,  hiding  like  a  scared  church  mouse.  Besides,  there  was only a few months left before people started leaving for vacation. I overheard my neighbours chatting about their upcoming trips. The couple who lived two houses down  said  they  were  leaving  for  three  months,  for  an  extended  African  safari.  I only had to risk being identified for a few more—

I was standing in the kitchen, pouring myself a tall glass of ice water, when I heard the front door open and close. “Oh God, it’s good to be home,” a deep voice rang out through the house. It was a man. I probably should have made a run for it

—I could have ran outside and hopped the little glass fence, and then slid down the arid hillside. But what about my things in my bag upstairs? What about all of my  outfits  and  my  wallet  with  my  ID  in  it?  I  couldn’t  let  that  be  discovered  and turned over to the police as soon as the homeowners realized someone had been living in their home. 

I’d been squatting in peoples’ houses for nearly two years, and I’d never run into  a  homeowner  before.  I  knew  how  to  fool  housekeepers,  gardeners,  pool cleaners, neighbours, delivery boys, even family members who decided to pop by for a quick visit—but not homeowners. Maybe if I had access to my bag of outfits, I might have been able to lie about being there to clean the pool or to clean the house, but my bag was upstairs, and the stairs were in the main foyer, where the homeowner currently was. 

Was Scarlet with him? Would he recognize her bikinis on my body? When the police showed up, would he realize I was a man, living in their home, dressing up in  his  girlfriend’s  clothes?  Oh  God,  does  that  sound  bad  without  context!  Hell,  it sounds bad with context…

The man started towards the kitchen, his joyous humming growing louder and louder. I tried to will myself to run, but I couldn’t move. My muscles were frozen and my joints were locked. I was completely paralyzed by the fear of my inevitable doom. 

James Joseph walked into the kitchen, and as his gaze found me, he jumped back, eyes wide. “What the hell!” he shouted. “What are you doing here? Aren’t you supposed to be… I mean, you were just…” he stared at me for a second, and then his eyes narrowed. “Wait a second, who the hell are you?” 

I opened my mouth and tried to speak, tried to say, ‘I can explain’, but all I was able to produce was some unintelligible mutterings. 

“What are you doing in my house? Who let you in here? Why do you look like Scarlet?”  He  kept  his  distance,  taking  a  few  careful  steps  back  in  case  I  was  a crazy person, about to snap and attack. I didn’t blame him—I would be afraid of a man who broke into my house and got dressed up in my girlfriend’s clothes, too. 

“Wait, I know you,” he said. “It’s Jane, right? Jane… Oh, what’s your last name, Jane Kerrigan—Scarlet’s stunt double. What are you doing here?” 

It’s amazing how quickly the human brain is capable to processing information under pressure. I’m not sure I even thought about what I said next. It just came out  of  my  as  if  instinctual.  “Scarlet  told  me  to  come  stay  here  for  a  couple  of weeks, after we wrapped on her action scenes.” 

“Of course she did,” he said with an air of contempt in his voice. “And of course she didn’t bother telling me.” 

“I—I’ll leave. I didn’t mean to intrude. I just—I kept everything clean. I got your air-conditioner fixed and I had the pool cleaned.” 

“No, no, don’t leave. I get why Scarlet told you to come here. You really worked your  ass  off  over  the  last  few  weeks—you  deserve  a  good  vacation.  It’s  just,  I thought  you  still  had  a  few  scenes  left  to  shoot.  Maybe  I  misread  the  shooting schedule.” 

“They pushed those scenes to next month,” I said. There was a cold tingling in my spine. Everything I was saying—all of my lies—could easily be disproven. All he had to do was call up his producer and ask about me, ask about the shooting schedule,  or  call  up  his  girlfriend,  and  ask  whether  she  really  did  tell  her  stunt double to come stay at the house. 

“Right,  I  think  I  heard  something  about  that,  yeah,”  he  said.  “It’s  just  strange that  Scarlet  would  tell  you  to  come  stay  here,  knowing  I  was  coming  back,  you know? I mean, I don’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable or anything, you’re obviously  welcome  to  stay  as  long  as  you’d  like,  God  knows  we  have  enough spare  bedrooms  and  spare  bathrooms  and  spare  kitchens  and  spare  home gyms…” 

“I’ll leave. I really don’t mind,” I said, and that was an understatement. I wanted to get out of there as soon as possible, before he noticed the bulge of my cock in my bathing suit, before he got a call from Scarlet, who would immediately crush all of my lies. 

“Please don’t leave. Stay. I would feel terrible if you left. Besides, I could use the company—and it would be good for PR. My manager keeps telling me to be in more photos with Scarlet, and you know Scarlet—I can’t even get her in the same room as me, never mind in the same photo.” 

I  forced  a  smile.  “Sure,”  I  said.  I  was  plotting  my  escape  in  my  head.  I  just needed to run upstairs, grab my bag, and make a run for it. I was fairly certain all of  my  things  were  in  my  bag.  What  about  fingerprints?  Would  they  brush  for fingerprints to catch a squatter? If they did, would it matter? It’s not like they had my fingerprints on file or anything like that. 

James  scanned  my  body,  making  my  heart  tremble  in  my  chest.  “You  know, you  look  better  than  Scarlet  in  that  bikini.”  It  was  the  worst  possible  time  to  feel flustered, but that didn’t stop me from feeling flustered. “Better be careful Scarlet doesn’t see you like that, or she would be insanely jealous.” James went to use the bathroom, which was my opportunity to run upstairs and grab my bag and fix the sheets on the bed, making it look like I never slept in his bed. When I returned downstairs, he was just coming out from the bathroom. 

Had he taken a minute or two longer, I would have made my escape. Instead, he ended up asking me to join him outside by the pool. 

CHAPTER VI

I had many opportunities to make a run for it, to grab my bag and bolt out the door, but I didn’t. I’m not sure why I didn’t leave—I had no reason to stay. I wasn’t exactly enjoying my time by the pool anymore, now that I was one little slip away from  being  revealed.  Maybe  I  was  scared  of  leaving,  scared  that  I  would  leave something  behind,  scared  he  would  catch  me  leaving.  I  kept  telling  myself,  just wait  for  the  night.  Once  James  went  to  sleep—and  surely  he  was  tired  from travelling  halfway  across  the  globe—I  could  do  a  good  once-over  of  the  house, make sure I had everything, and then I could make a clean escape, maybe even leave  a  little  note  that  would  suppress  suspicion  for  at  least  a  few  days,  until James finds out I wasn’t really his girlfriend’s stunt double. 

It was getting late and James insisted I come sit up near the glass fence with him to watch the sunset. I could see that there was a man walking down the path with a camera in his hands, looking towards the Beverly Hills mansions, hoping for a celebrity sighting. I didn’t want to be in any more photos, but I also didn’t want to rub  James  the  wrong  way.  I  mean,  he  was  letting  me  stay  in  his  house  free-of-charge, after all. 

I took the seat next to him, close enough to him that I could smell a tinge of his very expensive cologne. He reached over and grabbed my hand. “Do you mind? 

Just for the paparazzi,” he said, his cheeks a shade of rose. His hand was so big and so muscular, it actually made me feel like my hand was overly-feminine. Was this Scarlet Henderson disguise possibly too fitting, too perfect? I’d always known I  was  shorter  than  the  average  man,  and  thinner  than  the  average  man,  but  I never  realized  I  had  a  chick’s  body—not  just  any  chick’s  body,  but  the  body  of chick that had posed for countless magazines and starred in countless Hollywood blockbusters. 

The paparazzi turned his camera on us. “God, don’t you just hate how careless they  are?  They  don’t  even  care  that  they’re  taking  photos  of  people  on  their private  properties,”  James  said  through  his  teeth  as  he  smiled  for  the  camera.  I wondered how long the paparazzo’s lenses were, whether he was shooting close enough  to  make  out  the  inconsistencies  of  my  appearance.  But  were  the inconsistencies really that noticeable? I had James fooled for a moment, and even now, James seemed to think I looked close enough to show me off in front of the camera. 

“Do you ever get used to it?” I asked. 

“Never,”  he  said.  “I  used  to  go  down  to  Mike’s  Billiards,  down  on  5th,  almost every day with some buddies of mine. Now I can never go. I can’t go more than five  minutes  without  a  crowd  of  photographers  forming  around  the  window.  You know how hard it is to make a good shot when their stupid flashes are going off every  second?  How  distracting  it  is  to  have  people  shouting  your  name  while you’re trying to focus and relax? It’s miserable. Sometimes I wish I would have just stuck to doing little student films and art-house projects.” 

“But I bet it’s nice having so many fans—people who enjoy your work. Right?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. Sometimes. Sometimes it’s hard to appreciate them when they’re shoving their camera phones in my face.” 

“Well, if it wasn’t for them, you wouldn’t have all of this,” I said. 

He  laughed.  “Well,  it  looks  like  I’ll  be  losing  all  of  this  soon,  so…  yeah.”  He continued to smile for the camera. “Scarlet and I broke up just over a month ago. 

Our PR people want us to continue pretending to date until the film is out. Then, she’ll probably take everything. She told me she’s going to fight for all of it, and I just don’t care enough to fight back. I don’t know why I’m telling you all of this.” He finally looked over at me. “Promise you won’t tell anyone.” 

My heart stuttered. I also don’t know why he was revealing so much to me. I was being let in on an enormous secret—if I wanted to, I could have gone to TMZ

and sold the story for thousands of dollars. A few thousand bucks is enough to live for a few years when you have no expenses. But I don’t think I would have been able to do it. James had been nice to me, and by the sounds of it, he was going through a rough patch. He didn’t deserve to have his life made any more difficult than it already was, just so I could get a few thousand bucks. 

“Feel free to say no, but will you kiss me—just for the camera. Just a screen kiss,  like  we  did  on  the  last  shoot  we  were  on—or  was  that  Scarlet’s  other double?” 

My heart was suddenly pounding viciously into my ribcage. My lips parted and it  took  a  moment  for  me  to  respond.  “Sure,”  I  said.  I  didn’t  want  to  kiss  him.  I’d never kissed a man before, and I was proud of that fact, but I was also happy that I wasn’t being thrown out on my ass or being arrested. Whenever I left any super mansion I’d been living in for some time, I always felt a lingering guilt, as if I owed the homeowners something I couldn’t give them. Renting a super mansion for a vacation costs over a thousand bucks a night, and I went months without paying a dime. I’d spent weeks in James’s house, enjoying the fruits of his labour. I’d never had  anything  against  rich  people.  I  wasn’t  one  of  those  wannabe-socialist  types who stand downtown and demand we tax the rich more and all that bullshit. 

So I kissed him. I didn’t know how to screen kiss, and to be honest, I couldn’t tell the difference between what we did and any other kiss I’d ever had, save for the  fact  I  was  sharing  it  with  a  man  and  not  a  woman.  The  kiss  also  lasted peculiarly long, longer than it needed to be for the paparazzo, who was probably taking ten shots a second. James even slipped a little bit of tongue—that’s when I pulled away. 

“I’m  sorry,”  he  said,  his  face  turning  red.  “I  thought—I  mean—I  meant  to…  I shouldn’t have done that.” He looked away from me quickly. It was strange, seeing a  famous  celebrity—a  man  every  woman  in  the  country  would  have  killed  to  be with—flustered and shy. James Joseph played superheroes in movies, he was the fearless face of so many action flicks, and now he was a stuttering mess. 

“It’s okay,” I said. “Hopefully they got a good shot.” 

There  was  a  long  silence,  and  then  James  stood  up.  “I  should  probably  be getting to bed. I didn’t get any sleep on the plane. I think I’ve been up for close to thirty hours now. I’ll see you in the morning, Jane.” 

CHAPTER VII

I slept over, taking one of the many guest bedrooms on the main floor of the house. It was as if my body was defying my brain, refusing to listen as it begged me to leave, to get out before things started going south. It was a miracle nothing had  gone  downhill  yet,  that  I  managed  to  survive  James’s  sudden  return  home and the paparazzi photos pouring all over the internet. If you play with fire for long enough, you’re bound to get burned eventually. I needed to get out. 

But I couldn’t bring myself to leave. For some strange, fucked up reason, I felt it was somehow my duty to stick around for James, like I owed it to him after using his  home  for  weeks.  I  felt  bad  for  him,  with  Scarlet  taking  everything  he  owned away from him. If it made his life easier having me around to distract the media, then it seemed like the least I could do. 

Or maybe I was just justifying it all to myself because I didn’t want to let go of the  lifestyle.  I  knew  there  was  still  a  few  weeks  left  before  homes  started  to become  vacant,  and  the  thought  of  sleeping  on  the  public  beach  with  all  of  the other  bums  made  me  feel  cold  and  nauseous.  So  I  spent  the  night  in  James’s mansion,  rolling  the  dice,  gambling  with  my  perfect  criminal  record  and  my reputation. Not to mention, my life—if James found out he kissed a man, and he decided that I was a trespasser, what was stopping him from beating me half to death?  He  was  literally  built  like  an  action  star,  and  according  to  his  Wikipedia page,  he  had  plenty  of  martial  arts  training.  Hell,  he  could  have  killed  me  and disposed of my body. There was no one in the world who would have noticed me missing—I was a ghost, a nobody, a drifter moving from house to house, leaving no trace of my own existence behind. 

As  I  fell  asleep,  I  thought:  this  is  my  chance  to  pay  it  back.  So  many  people had unknowingly made my life so much better, and now it was my chance to do something for someone else. I would pose for all of his pictures, cook him meals (I was  an  excellent  cook),  and  make  sure  he  was  taken  care  of  for  at  least  a  few days.  I  would  start  the  very  next  morning—wake  up  early  and  cook  him  a  nice breakfast. 

He beat me to it. I woke up to the smell of frying bacon, eggs, and fresh toast. 

He was singing, his voice reverberating through the halls. He was a terrible singer, but I’m sure he knew that and didn’t care. I got up and slipped into the cashmere housecoat that hung on the back of the door (there was one in every guest room), I made sure my hair and makeup were still okay, and then I made my way to the kitchen. 

His face lit up when he saw me. “You’re awake!” he said as he tilted his pan to let the fried egg slide onto a plate. “Perfect timing.” I tried to think if I’d ever seen someone  so  happy  to  see  me  awake  before,  or  so  happy  to  see  me  at  all.  I couldn’t think of any instances. 

“I was going to cook you breakfast,” I said. 

“Nonsense. Sit down and eat. Breakfast is on me this morning. It’s the least I can do after last night.” I assumed he was talking about the awkward kiss, but I didn’t probe any further to find out for sure. 

I ate the food, and it was good. He was a good cook—surprising, seeing as I’d always  assumed  stars  had  personal  chefs  who  cooked  everything  for  them.  It’s strange—you know celebrities are real people, just like anyone else, but it’s hard to  believe  until  you  actually  spend  some  time  with  one.  James  wasn’t  like  the characters he played in movies. He wasn’t some teeth-grinding, always-cool tank-man. He wasn’t the suave playboy that was always grinning handsomely on the red  carpets,  or  the  always-witty,  charmer  that  graced  the  presence  of  every interviewer  he’d  ever  sat  down  with.  He  was  just  a  regular  guy,  with  his  own unique hobbies and interests. His sense of humour was dirty, and he had a thing for daytime soap operas—he recorded all of them and then did his best to catch up in his off-time. He had nearly fifty hours of Days of our Lives recorded on his PVR. “Don’t you dare tell anyone about this,” he said with a laugh, when I walked into the room while he was watching. 

But the fact that he wasn’t some always-cool, always-suave, always-charming, always-witty  super-robot  made  him   more   appealing.  I  couldn’t  see  why  women would  be  interested  in  a  person  who  was  traditionally  perfect  in  every  way possible, but I could see why someone might be interested in James as a real guy, the  James  who  watched  Days  of  our  Lives  and  painted  model  trains  in  his basement. 

He caught me vacuuming his house. “What are you doing?” he said. 

“I thought I would clean up a bit—so I’m not just a big freeloader,” I said. 

“Well stop it. Just relax. I can do that later.” 

“I don’t want you to do it later, though,” I said. “I want you to relax.” 

He looked at me with a half-tilt, the way a dog looks at a man shouting a new command.  “You’re  an  interesting  gal,  you  know  that?”  he  said,  and  then  he unplugged the vacuum. “I’ll tell you what, if you want to help out, I’ve got a knot in my shoulder that I’ve been trying to get out for weeks. Maybe you can take a shot at it.” 

“Sure. Sit down,” I said, and he did. I started rubbing his shoulders. It was like rubbing a chiselled stone; his muscles were so dense and hard. I couldn’t tell what was a knot and what was just muscle, so I just rubbed blindly—though he seemed to like it. 

“Oh, right there,” he said, letting his head fall forward as I rubbed. I did my best to rub in between his bulging muscles, getting in as deep as I could. His massive shoulders  made  my  hands  look  puny.  His  whole  body  made  me  feel  like  a  tiny, weak little thing in his presence, like he could lift three of me up with one hand, without hardly flexing a muscle. 

All  I  could  think  while  rubbing  his  shoulders  was:  I  can’t  believe  I’m  actually doing  this,  rubbing  James  Joseph’s  shoulders,  living  in  James  Joseph’s  house, 

tricking the world into thinking I’m Scarlet Henderson. It seemed so surreal, like a dream  I  was  going  to  wake  up  from  at  any  moment.  But  I  wasn’t  waking  up—it wasn’t a dream. 

His  phone  rang,  and  he  pulled  it  out  from  his  pocket.  Before  he  answered,  I saw  ‘Scarlet’  on  his  caller  ID.  My  heart  stopped  momentarily,  and  then  began racing when he answered it. “Hey Scarlet, what’s up?” he said. 

I  backed  away  slightly,  looking  around  slowly  at  all  of  my  possible  exits.  My ears started ringing and my head started spinning. I couldn’t stay focussed on his conversation  with  his  ex-girlfriend,  but  I  needed  to—I  needed  to  listen  for  any mention  of  me  or  Scarlet’s  stunt  double.  There  were  so  many  things  that  could have  been  said  that  would  have  thrown  me  to  the  sharks,  but  by  yet  another miracle,  I  remained  safe.  The  conversation  ended  after  just  a  few  minutes,  and James didn’t mention me. He hung up the phone, looked back at me, and smiled. 

“Looks like they’re going to need me back out there in a few days,” he said. It was probably the biggest relief I’ve ever felt, knowing that I would have the house all to myself again in just a few days. Of course I wouldn’t stay, but I would start looking for a new place to stay immediately. I only had to gamble my life for a few more days. 

But of course I would have to leave right away. If James got to set and then saw the real Jane, the person he thought I was, it would be a matter of minutes before the police were on the property. Now I wasn’t just looking at being charged with breaking and entering, but also fraud and identity theft. I was quickly closing in on a maximum prison sentence. 

CHAPTER VIII

Maybe I stayed because I liked the company. For almost two years, I’d been living  alone,  avoiding  all  human  contact  while  I  hid  out  in  peoples’  houses.  I couldn’t  remember  the  last  time  I’d  had  a  conversation  with  somebody  where  I wasn’t duping them into thinking I was a mailman, a locksmith, a pool cleaner, and so on—although I suppose I was technically duping James, but it didn’t feel like it. 

I never felt like I was lying to him when I spoke. I wasn’t just making up stories to reinforce  my  character.  In  fact,  I  was  trying  to  avoid  talking  at  all  about  being  a stunt  person  because  I  knew  absolutely  nothing  about  being  stunt  person. 

Thankfully, James didn’t seem interested in talking about work. 

We spent the last few days by the pool, soaking in the warm sunshine, cooling off  in  the  water  with  our  spectacular  view  of  downtown  Los  Angeles.  A  few paparazzi came around to snap photos, and I went along with it. 

James let me wear whatever I wanted from Scarlet’s closet—though I suppose he  could  have  cared  less  either  way,  seeing  as  none  of  it  belonged  to  him,  and Scarlet wasn’t even his girlfriend anymore. He insisted on taking me out one night for dinner, as a thanks for putting up with all the paparazzi photos. I got dressed in one of Scarlet’s dresses, which I’m fairly certain she wore at the Oscars just the previous year. It was red and backless, and it was by far the softest thing I’d ever touched  to  my  skin.  I  got  carried  away  while  getting  dressed  for  dinner,  finding myself in front of the mirror with a curling rod, making sure each strand of my hair was in a perfect curl, making sure each flick of eyeliner matched the one on the other side. I wasn’t trying to imitate Scarlet’s look anymore, I was trying to find my own look, and it was actually a lot of fun. 

Picking  out  a  pair  of  shoes  from  the  hundreds  of  options  in  Scarlet’s  shoe closet was a surprising amount of fun as well. They all made my feet look so cute, and  each  pair  completely  changed  the  dynamic  of  my  outfit.  It  was  strangely serious business, picking out a pair of shoes, and there was a peculiar addictive quality to the process. I ended up picking a pair of white sparkly heels, which took me a few minutes to get used to. I did a few laps around the large closet, getting comfortable with the things. 

And  then  I  put  the  big  sunglasses  on,  to  hide  the  fact  that  I  wasn’t  actually Scarlet  Henderson  from  the  blood-thirsty  paparazzi.  James  told  me  to  take  the glasses off. “Just go as yourself,” he said. 

“But what will people think?” I said. 

“Who cares what they think? It’s just me going out with my friend. Besides, I know  a  place  that  the  paparazzi  doesn’t  know  about.”  We  got  into  his  big  black SUV,  with  dark  tinted  windows,  and  we  drove  across  town,  pulling  up  in  an alleyway  far  outside  the  ritzy  Los  Angeles  neighbourhoods.  “Come  on,”  he  said, offering  his  hand  to  me.  I  took  it.  He  led  me  to  a  backdoor  that  was  made  from steel  and  covered  in  graffiti,  and  then  we  went  down  a  flight  of  stairs.  Though another thick steel door, we were in a little basement restaurant, the air filled with

roasted garlic and butter. The menu was Italian, and so was the music. As we sat down, I recognized Ryan Reynolds sitting at a nearby table with his wife. And then I  recognized  Johnny  Depp  sitting  in  the  corner,  by  himself,  with  three  different glasses of wine in front of him, all reds. 

“What is this place?” I asked. 

“It’s a little place for people who don’t want to be bothered. There are tons of them  all  over  town,”  he  said.  “This  one’s  my  favourite.”  He  ordered  for  me, insisting  that  he  knew  what  was  best.  The  wine  that  was  brought  to  us  was  far better  than  any  wine  I’d  ever  tasted,  and  it  lingered  beautifully  on  the  tongue throughout the meal. 

When dessert came, a chill ran down my spine and I had the sudden urge to tell James the truth, to tell him that I wasn’t actually Scarlet’s stunt double. I held back  the  urge,  but  those  words  festered  on  the  tip  of  my  tongue.  “Is  everything alright?” he asked, looking up at me, into my eyes. 

“With me? I’m fine,” I said. 

I  even  had  the  urge  to  tell  him  I  was  really  a  man—another  urge  I  kept suppressed. 

An  anxiety  started  to  overpower  me.  I  excused  myself  for  the  bathroom,  and once  I  was  out  of  sight,  I  started  hyperventilating.  It  was  as  if  I’d  managed  to outrun reality for so long, and now it had caught up to me. What was I doing? I’d had  so  many  opportunities  to  escape,  to  take  my  things  and  leave.  So  what  if  I had  to  live  on  the  beach  for  a  few  weeks?  Since  when  was  that  enough  of  an excuse to make me gamble with my life? Was I insane, pretending to be a woman with one of the most powerful men in Hollywood? 

That anxiety grew stronger as another reality hit me. It wasn’t the company or the mansion or the swimming pool that had me sticking around. It was the clothes, the makeup, the act—I was enjoying it too much, and I didn’t want it to end. I liked being a woman. For once, I liked being seen by strangers, by the neighbours, and by  James.  I  liked  the  validation  I  was  getting:  James  treating  me  so  nicely,  the paparazzi taking my pictures, the neighbours staring at me, everyone believing I was the real deal. I liked seeing myself in the mirror, looking all pretty, trying on the different skirts and dresses and bikinis and shoes. 

Once  I  leave  James’s  mansion,  then  what?  Then  I  go  back  to  being  myself, just another guy, hiding in the shadows like a pest…

Blake Lively walked into the bathroom and smiled at me. I forced a smile back. 

It  was  amazing  to  think  that  I  was  really  pulling  the  whole  woman  thing  off.  Not only was I tricking the neighbours, and the air-conditioning guy, and the paparazzi shooting  photos  from  a  mile  away,  but  I  was  convincing  people,  up  close,  who surrounded  themselves  with  beauty  on  a  daily  basis.  It  was  the  most  effortless, most natural disguise I’d ever put on—and from time to time, I would forget that I was  even  disguised.  I’d  been  doing  my  female  voice  for  so  long,  I  couldn’t remember how to do my own voice. 

I took another few deep breaths, and then I returned to James. “Ready to go?” 

he asked. He looked at me with a warm smile, his whole body perking up at the sight  of  me.  I  was  going  to  miss  that:  having  someone  there  who  was  actually excited to see me, who actually cared about whether or not I was happy. 

“Let’s go,” I said, forcing a smile. 

CHAPTER IX

When we got back to James’s mansion, and the door was closed behind us, he kissed me. I froze. This wasn’t for the cameras. I’d had a bad feeling all night that  James  was  starting  to  see  me  in  a  different  light,  and  maybe  that  was  the whole reason he was so okay with me staying at his place: because he wanted to sleep with me. 

I  should  have  pushed  him  away  and  told  him  I  wasn’t  interested  in  having  a romantic relationship, or even a quick fling—he only had a day left in town, after all—but I felt overwhelmingly guilty. I was using him, even more so than I’d used anyone in the past. I wasn’t just using his house, but I was using his emotions to get  what  I  wanted.  So  instead  of  pushing  back,  I  let  him  kiss  me,  and  I  kissed back. 

Maybe  I  was  losing  my  mind.  I  couldn’t  gather  my  spinning  thoughts  into anything meaningful. I was a man, dressed as a woman, kissing another man so that I could live in his house—or was it because of the guilt? Or was it something else…

I placed my hands on his big, hard arms, and I ran my fingers down his bulging muscles. He pulled me in close to him, and I could feel his heart beating. It was obvious he didn’t just want to kiss and make out. We were leading up to a more intimate  act—one  that  I  couldn’t  partake  in  for  the  obvious  reason  between  my legs. I needed to pull myself away from him sooner rather than later, before he got too carried away, before I disappointed him any more than I had to—but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I couldn’t bring myself to push away from him. There was a strange pulsing euphoria throughout my body and I was surrendering to it. 

As he started to kiss my neck, my body became weak. I tried to squirm free, but  he  was  holding  me  tightly,  and  I  liked  it.  So  this  is  what  it  feels  like  to  be dominated,  I thought. I was his completely, his to do whatever he wanted with. His hands cupped my breasts and he squeezed. He was just squeezing the pads of my bra, but he didn’t seem to mind, and I didn’t mind either. I was just another girl with small tits. 

I  could  feel  my  cock  throbbing  in  my  panties,  growing,  hardening.  I  subtly reached  down  and  tucked  it,  somewhat  uncomfortably,  between  my  legs,  so  it wouldn’t  sprint  free  and  press  against  his  thigh.  It  was  a  nice  reminder  that  I wasn’t actually a woman and I needed to get the hell out of there. Not only was I not a woman, but I also wasn’t a gay man—so what the hell was I doing making out  with  a  man?  Why  was  I  enjoying  it?  Had  I  gotten  too  into  my  character?  Or was this part of my genuine self finally coming out. 

He pushed the straps of my dress over my shoulder, letting the top of my dress fall down to my waist. I could tell my bra was next on his hit list, so I needed to act quickly. 

But instead of excusing myself and making the escape I should have made, I pushed his hands away and sunk to my knee. I pulled away his belt and unzipped his fly. He didn’t protest in the slightest. 

Was I insane? Was I seriously about to suck his cock? Why not? What did I have  to  lose?  In  a  way,  it  was  the  perfect  solution—he  gets  off  and  is  satisfied without seeing my non-existent tits and pussy. I pulled his cock out and then froze for  a  moment  at  the  sight  of  the  thing.  It  was  long  and  heavy,  already  half-erect and throbbing. Every beat of his heart was a visible twitch in his cock, which was getting harder and harder by the second. “Oh my God…” I muttered. 

I could feel him smiling. “You like that?” he asked. 

I was afraid that I would be repulsed by his dick, completely turned off, and that I would regret my decision to drop down to my knees and get him off quickly. But instead,  I  liked  it.  It’s  huge  size  got  me  excited.  I  felt  like  a  dirty,  little  whore, desperate to suck cock—and that’s exactly what I was. I took the warm throbber in my hand and I began to stroke it, feeling every hard ridge and bulge. He let out a long, relaxed sigh. 

I watched as it got bigger and bigger, and I wondered if it was ever going to stop. It was already reaching up near his sternum, like a third arm, hand clenched into  a  tight  fist,  growing  out  from  between  his  legs.  I  leaned  forward,  my  heart racing,  and  I  licked  the  whole  underside  of  his  shaft.  I  watched  it  harden  even more, practically turning to stone, it was so rigid. I had to bend from my elbow to stroke it off—bending from my wrist I was hardly able to cover half of its mighty length. 

I sunk as much as I could into my mouth and I sucked, stroking his exposed length off with my closed grip. 

Hearing  him  moan  and  sigh  made  my  guilt  flutter  away.  Finally,  I  was  giving back. For once, I wasn’t just some slimy freeloader. I was giving him something of value, something he would remember and appreciate. It seemed like such a small gesture in the scheme of things, but it was something—and it was more than I’d ever given back before. 

“Fuck. Suck that cock, baby,” he said, and then he nestled his fingers into my hair.  He  gently  massaged  my  scalp  while  I  sucked  his  giant  cock.  I  loved  the feeling of it throbbing against my tongue, pressing against the back of my throat. I loved when he took my head firmly in his hands and he began to face-fuck me, thrusting his long rod gently down my throat, making me gag. I don’t know why I loved it—why it was so satisfying, so intoxicatingly addictive. I didn’t care why—I just knew I loved it. 

He  pulled  his  cock  out  from  my  mouth  and  then  he  pushed  me  down  on  the floor. Before I could process what was happening, he was on top of me, my knees up at his sides, and he was tasting his own cock on my lips. My own stiff erection had sprung loose, and was now outside of my tiny panties. I tried to reach down to hide it, but he had my wrists pinned at my sides. With a slight shimmy, his cock was pressed against mine, but he didn’t seem to notice. I noticed. My heart was

beating ferociously. It was just a matter of seconds before he noticed, a matter of seconds before he became enraged and realized he’d just had his dick sucked by a man, he’d kissed a man, and he’d been living with a man for a week. 

CHAPTER X

He  started  to  grind  his  cock  against  mine,  still  not  realizing  there  was something off. My eyes were wide and dry; I couldn’t even bring myself to blink, I was so frozen. I knew it was just a matter of—

He noticed. He stopped grinding, stared into my eyes for a moment, and then he looked down. It took him a second to process what he was seeing, and then he sprung back in a flash. “What the fuck is that?” he said. 

I  thought  about  saying  something  like,  ‘I  can  explain,’  but  I  couldn’t  explain anything. My explanation was likely far worse than whatever was running through his mind. He’d just been grinding up with a criminal, an imposter, a lowlife squatter who moved from house to house, wearing strangers’ housecoats and swimming in their pools. If he wasn’t already about to kill me, my explanation certainly would have pushed him over the edge. 

He stared down at my cock again, his body trapped in a sort of rigor mortis. I don’t know why I didn’t cover myself up—probably because I was in a sort of rigor mortis of my own. My whole body was trembling in waves, my skin was cold, and my head was spinning. For a moment I considered the possibility I was having a nightmare. I tried waking myself up, but nothing happened—I wasn’t dreaming. I was really about to be murdered by James Joseph. 

“You’ve got—got a cock,” he said. 

“I’m  sorry,”  I  managed  to  say.  “I  should  have  told  you.  I  don’t  know  why  I didn’t.” 

“I  guess  that  explains  why  you’re  such  a  good  stunt  person,”  he  said  in  a surprisingly calm voice. 

“I’m  not  actually  a  stunt  person,”  I  said,  and  then  I  regretted  saying  it immediately. 

“What? Then what are you? Who are you?” 

I tried to swallow the thick lump that was in my throat. And then, I explained the truth to him, regretting every word that came out of my mouth, but unable to stop myself. He just stared at me with wide eyes, his face pale with terror. 

“But you look—you look just like her,” he said. 

“It’s just a coincidence,” I said. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t take anything—I promise. I just—I don’t have anywhere to go. I have no job, no home, nothing.” 

“So why did you seduce me? So I would let you stay longer?” he said. 

“No. I didn’t seduce you. I don’t know—I should have told you. I shouldn’t have let  you  kiss  me.”  My  thoughts  were  starting  to  jumble  together  once  again.  Any clear thought I had in my head was gone. “Please don’t call the police. I’ll leave right away and you’ll never see me again.” 

“I’m not going to call the police, but you need to be punished. Turn around.” 

I  was  so  desperate  to  make  things  right,  I  didn’t  question  or  protest  his demand.  I  immediately  turned  around.  He  stepped  up  behind  me  and  tugged down my dress and my panties, leaving me standing naked. 

“Bend over,” he said, and I did that too. “This is probably going to hurt, but you deserve it.” 

Then, I felt the tip of his big, throbbing cock press up against my tight asshole. 

He  started  to  press  it  in.  It  took  a  moment  for  his  thick  tip  to  penetrate  my  tight rectum. Once he was in, he started to slide in slowly. Still, I didn’t protest. I felt like I  deserved  it—and  he  was  right,  it  did  hurt.  His  cock  was  way  too  big  for  any asshole,  let  alone  my  little  virgin  asshole.  But  if  it  meant  not  getting  the  police involved, then fine—I was willing to take the pain for a few minutes. 

His  cock  felt  endless,  sliding  in  deeper  and  deeper  and  deeper.  I  could  feel every  inch  of  it  inside  of  me,  throbbing  mercilessly,  stretching  my  tight  hole relentlessly.  I  bit  down  on  my  tongue  in  a  failed  attempt  to  deviate  the  pain.  My toes clenched against the ground. Still, his cock continued to slid in deeper and deeper, like it was four feet long, though I knew it wasn’t. When he was finally in completely, I swear I could feel it pressing against the inside of my chest. 

He  started  to  thrust  in  and  out  with  big  motions,  pulling  his  whole  length  out almost  completely,  and  then  slamming  in  to  the  point  his  ball  sack  was  pressed against my bum. 

Goddamnit, did it hurt, but my God, did it feel good. With each thrust, the pain was less (surprisingly, seeing as each thrust was harder than the one before it), and  the  pleasure  was  greater.  He  was  hitting  some  sweet-spot,  some  pressure point inside of my butt that made my legs tremble and my body shake. I clenched the edge of the table in front of me for support, my legs wobbling in my tiny heels. 

It was a miracle I was standing up at all. 

I could hear his pelvis slapping against my ass. My cock was rock-hard after just a few pumps. It was supposed to be a punishment, but I was loving it. It felt way too good to be any sort of conceivable punishment. Maybe it was supposed to be humiliating, but instead, it just made me feel like a naughty, little slut, and I liked  that.  I  liked  being  his  little  fuck-whore.  I  liked  being  his  glorified  sex  toy,  to plunge and pound as he wished. “Fuck me harder,” I said. “Fuck me with that big, hard dick!” 

He  followed  my  command,  his  nails  digging  into  my  sides  as  he  came  down with force. There was no more pain—just overwhelming euphoria swirling inside of me.  I  didn’t  want  it  to  end.  I  wanted  more!  I  looked  down  and  realized  my  cock was oozing cum. My God, he was making me cum without even touching my dick! 

I had no idea such a thing was even physically possible. 

He  slapped  my  ass.  I  liked  that.  Then  he  reached  around  and  squeezed  the cup  of  my  bra.  I  think  he  was  enjoying  it  just  as  much  as  I  was—maybe  even more. I could hear him grunting and moaning in his own state of euphoria. “You’re so fucking tight,” he said through clenched teeth. 

“You like it tight?” I said. 

“Yeah,” he said. He voice was becoming more and more strained as he held back.  I  could  tell  he  was  about  to  come.  I  could  feel  his  cock  bloating  up  and swelling  in  my  backdoor.  I  could  feel  the  throbbing  intensifying,  and  his  cock becoming somehow harder. 

“Come in me, baby. I want your hot load deep in my ass,” I said. 

He  grunted  one  final,  loud  grunt,  and  then  I  felt  it:  his  hot  load  filling  me  up deep. He slammed down with one final, hard thrust, and then he stumbled slightly, grabbing onto my body to keep himself up. “Oh fuck,” he said in an elated moan. 

His  hands  gently  explored  my  body  while  the  final  few  drops  of  cum  oozed  out from his cock. 

After  a  moment,  he  stepped  back,  slipping  his  cock  out  from  my  stretched hole,  letting  his  hot  load  spill  out  down  my  legs.  He  didn’t  say  anything  as  he found a seat to sit on and catch his breath. 

“I guess I should get going,” I said. 

He didn’t reply, so I went to my room and grabbed my bag. I was going to miss the high-life with James. I was going to miss the company and the courting and, strangely, I wasn’t looking forward to finding another house to live in. It suddenly didn’t  feel  right,  breaking  into  peoples’  homes,  even  if  they  weren’t  there  and  I wasn’t  breaking  or  stealing  anything.  Maybe  it  was  time  for  me  to  get  my  life together and make it on my own—a new job, a new apartment…

“Where are you going?” James said. He was standing in the doorway. 

“I don’t know. I guess that’s to be determined,” I said. 

“Why don’t you stay here for a while, until you figure it out?” He was smiling, his cheeks red. 

I couldn’t fight the smile from my face. “You would let me do that?” I said. 

“Sure, as long as you’re willing to pose for a few photos, and put out like that from time to time.” 

I  ran  up  to  him  and  jumped  into  his  arms,  squeezing  him  tightly.  “Whenever you want,” I said. I never did end up finding my own place. I never even looked. 

I didn’t have to find a new job, because James got me one as his assistant on his  film  shoots.  My  duties  involved  making  sure  he  had  everything  he  wanted, which  wasn’t  much,  and  that  he  was  always  satisfied.  I  got  to  travel  the  world, meet tons of well-known celebrities, and I got to live out my life as a woman—as James Joseph’s woman. 

THE END
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HUSBAND IN PANTIES

When  Karen  catches  her  husband,  Dave,  dressed  in  her  lingerie,  giving  the neighbour some oral pleasure, she’s ready to call it quits on their relationship. But not before getting a little bit of humiliating revenge. 

If Dave ever wants to see his daughter again, he’s going to have to go ahead with the little date Karen has set up for him, with three well-endowed men who are all looking to have their way with the sissy husband. 



CHAPTER I

I  often  came  home  to  things  in  my  closet  being  out  of  place—certain  items sometimes missing for a few days before randomly reappearing—though I never suspected it was my husband. I’d been married to Dave for eight years and never had  he  hinted  at  being  a  cross-dresser.  I’d  always  just  assumed  it  was  our daughter,  messing  around  in  our  bedroom—little  girls  love  trying  on  mommy’s clothing. But husbands? 

One afternoon, I sat our daughter down and I asked her about it. “Janice, have you  been  playing  in  mommy’s  closet?”  Dave  was  in  the  room  when  I  asked, leaning against the wall in the corner, his gaze moving between my daughter and the hockey game on the television in the next room. 

“No, mommy,” Janice said, but I didn’t believe her, not at the time, anyway. It never  crossed  my  mind  that  it  might  be  my  husband:  the  sports-loving,  car-obsessed carpenter. 

I  caught  Dave  one  night,  when  I  was  home  early  from  work.  The  lights  had been left on in the house, but the house was empty. I called out for him, but there was no answer. When I checked the bedroom, I noticed my closet door had been left open, and there was clothing on the ground, discarded options: all lingerie. 

My initial instinct was that my husband was cheating on me, and his mistress was  wearing  my  lingerie—and  the  two  of  them  were  hiding  somewhere  in  the house, waiting for me to walk away so they could slip out. Maybe it was a girl from Dave’s work who came over at the end of every day. How many times had I put on a  spicy  little  number  that  she  had  worn  just  hours  before  me?  I  could  feel  my blood pressure rising. 

I went to his closet and I swung open the door. He wasn’t there, and there was nothing out of place. I went to the bathroom and did the same thing, then to the spare bedroom, and then I went down to the basement. I knew they were there somewhere and I wasn’t going to let them get away with it. It didn’t matter whether I  found  them  or  not—I  knew  Dave  was  sleeping  with  another  woman.  The relationship was as good as over already, caught in the act or not. 

Though a part of me held onto the hope that I was mistaken, that I would find Dave in the basement surrounded by rose petals, with my lingerie laid out on the spare  bed,  candles  glowing  in  every  corner.  But  the  basement  was  empty.  So  I tried the garage. His car was there, so where the hell was he? I went out to the yard and I looked around. I walked over to the garden shed, but it too was empty. 

And then I saw the faint glow emanating from our neighbour’s bedroom window. 

Our neighbour, Larry, was a handsome man. He was always working out in the yard, shirtless, pushing around weights, doing chin-ups, flexing his muscles. Dave would  always  get  mad  at  me  when  I  stared  out  at  the  glistening  hunk,  and sometimes he would stare out and make comments like, “Does he have to do that


in  front  of  our  window?  Can’t  he  do  that  in  the  basement?  Doesn’t  he  know  we have a young, impressionable daughter?” 

Now,  Larry  was  standing  naked,  his  fingers  nestled  into  the  blonde  hair  of  a little bimbo, who was on her knees wearing black lingerie, his cock in her mouth. 

And then I realized it was my black lingerie. Larry was married, but that wasn’t his wife.  Was  Larry  the  one  cheating  on  his  wife,  and  if  so,  why  the  hell  were  they coming over and borrowing my lingerie? 

And then I realized what I was seeing. That little bimbo was my husband. 

Dave  worked  with  his  hands,  he  earned  most  of  our  money,  and  he  always voted Republican. He was the last person I would have expected to see wearing a wig  and  my  lingerie,  sneaking  over  to  the  neighbour’s  house  to  suck  off  the neighbour. Was my husband gay? I had to sit down so I wouldn’t collapse. I took a deep  breath.  Dave?  But  Dave  was  the  one  who  always  scorned  at  the  people standing outside of the gay bars. He always got all worked up when they talked about  gay  or  trans  rights  on  the  news.  My  Dave  wasn’t  gay—how  could  he  be? 

Was  it  all  just  an  act?  Was  our  whole  marriage  just  a  sham,  and  I  was  just  his cover? 

His parents were very religious, and the guys he worked with were all super-conservative—it was quite possible he just kept me around to appease everyone. 

I looked back at the window. Dave was now looking up at Larry with a big smile on his dolled-up face, Larry’s long, thick cock in his hand. He was beating him off quickly, cock aimed at Dave’s chin, and judging by the constricted look on Larry’s face, he was about to come. I couldn’t force myself to look away, no matter how hard  I  tried.  I  watched  my  husband  take  a  big  cumshot  to  the  face,  smiling  the whole time. 

What  if  Dave  was  just  bi-sexual?  What  if  he  really  did  like  me,  but  for  some reason he was too afraid to tell me about his fantasies, worried about my reaction. 

What if he was going around in my lingerie, giving out blowjobs because I wasn’t satisfying him in the bedroom? Was it all my fault? 

I went to my car and I drove around the block. I cried for a while, waiting until six when I usually got home from work, and then I pulled into our driveway. Dave was in the kitchen, in his work clothes, working on a pot of chilli. He looked at me when I walked in and he smiled. “Hey, baby. How was work? What’s wrong? Have you been crying?” 

I forced a smile. “It’s just that time of month,” I lied, and he nodded. 

“Well,  it’s  nothing  my  famous  chilli  can’t  help,  right?”  he  continued  to  cook, oblivious to what I now knew about him. I went up to our bedroom and looked in the closet. Everything had been put back in its place. I wondered where he kept his wig and his makeup kit. He wasn’t using my makeup—I could tell nothing had been  touched.  I  looked  around  in  the  far  reaches  of  the  closet  but  could  find nothing. But it was somewhere…

I thought about telling him what I’d seen, what I knew, but I didn’t know how to turn what I’d seen into words. And even if I could verbalize myself, I wouldn’t have been able to push those words past the thick lump in my throat. 

CHAPTER II

I  blamed  myself  for  Dave’s  infidelity.  It  was  my  fault  he  felt  he  needed  to  go elsewhere to be satisfied sexually. And as the days went by, I consoled myself in the thought that he wasn’t having a romantic relationship with anyone. From what I could tell, it was strictly physical—not that that made it right. 

Whenever I could, I would come home from work early, parking the car a few houses down from our own, and sneaking up to see if I could catch a glimpse of Dave going about his secret, sexual life. I saw him a few times: twice through the window of Larry’s house, and once as he was slipping across the lawn. I got up close to Larry’s bedroom window and I looked in. I wasn’t too worried about being caught—I had a feeling I wasn’t the one that would be getting in any trouble. 

Dave looked surprisingly good in my lingerie, but the big surprise was how well he  was  able  to  do  his  makeup.  Had  I  known  he  was  such  a  pro,  I  would  have gotten  him  to  do  my  makeup  before  going  out  on  Friday  nights.  He  wore  his eyeliner dark, he was conservative with the eye-shadow, and he wore the perfect shade of pink on his lips. I wanted to ask him what shade it was so I could get the same thing. 

His  wig  was  impressive,  too.  Had  I  not  known  any  better,  I  would  have assumed it was the real thing. It couldn’t have been cheap, probably made from real human hair. It extended down to the bust of his chest (how he made the bust, I have no idea, but it looked convincing), and it was complete with highlights. 

I  wondered  if  Larry  knew  that  Dave  wasn’t  really  a  woman.  Surely  he  knew, right? Surely he recognized Dave under that wig and that makeup… Though he was  convincing,  I’ll  give  him  that.  He  wasn’t  just  convincing,  he  was  hot.  It  was strange,  watching  my  husband  kissing  another  man,  running  his  hands  down another  man’s  chiselled  torso.  It  was  especially  strange  watching  my  husband sinking down to his knees and pulling down another man’s pants, taking another man’s big, throbbing cock in his hand and beating him off. 

In a strange way, it was kind of sexy, seeing my Dave staring up into another man’s  eyes  as  he  worked  that  throbbing  shaft,  seeing  him  leaning  forward  and running  the  tip  of  his  tongue  along  the  underside  of  the  massive  erection.  Dave was able to make Larry’s face turn red. I’d never been able to make Dave’s turn red like that. I kind of liked watching Larry take my husband’s head in his hands, face-fucking him, sinking his cock deep into Dave’s throat. 

“Just  like  that,”  I  could  just  hear  Larry  saying  through  the  window.  I  stepped closer so I could hear more. 

“You like that, baby?” Dave said. I couldn’t believe his voice. For a moment, I wasn’t so sure it was actually him—he sounded so genuine, like an actual woman. 

“Yeah,”  Larry  said,  and  then  he  took  a  deep  breath  in.  “Let  me  fuck  that  wet pussy of yours, babe. Just this once.” 

“No way, Hun. You know the rules.” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Were they just roleplaying or did Larry actually think my husband was a girl? My God, I couldn’t believe it. I just couldn’t believe it…

“I’ll wear a condom, Mindy,” Larry said. 

“It’s not happening, sweetheart,” Dave said, and then he continued to suck our neighbour off. The frustration on Larry’s face soon disappeared as he came closer to his orgasm. I watched his fingers curling against my husband’s head, his legs trembling suddenly. 

“Oh, fuck!” he cried out. Dave kept the cock deep in his mouth. His eyes lit up as his mouth was filled with cum. I could see it squishing out the sides of his lips, running down his face. He swallowed what didn’t fall out, and then he wiped up what did and he swallowed that, too. My husband wasn’t just a cross-dresser, he was a full-blown whore. 

Before standing up, he reached between his legs and tucked his erection back into his panties. It had slipped out, but thankfully Larry didn’t notice. I wondered if Dave knew he was playing a dangerous game. It was only a matter of time before Larry realized he wasn’t being sucked off by a woman—and then what? Would he get  violent?  Would  he  kill  my  husband?  Would  he  tell  the  whole  neighbourhood that  my  husband  liked  to  get  dressed  up  before  going  around  and  sucking  off other men? 

I ran across the lawn and back to my car. As always, I drove around the block, waited  a  good  thirty  minutes,  and  then  I  returned  home  to  my  husband  in  the kitchen,  preparing  dinner,  oblivious  to  what  I  knew  about  him.  I  had  a  hard  time looking him in the eyes, knowing that no matter what I did, I wasn’t able to satisfy him sexually. There were a few times in the bedroom that I thought about telling him to put on my lingerie, but I didn’t want to embarrass him, and I didn’t want him to  catch  on  that  I  knew  about  his  secret.  I  still  wasn’t  sure  what  to  do  with  the information I now possessed. I still wasn’t sure if all of this meant the end of our relationship, if it was something I could fix, and if not, was it something I could live with. 

I  didn’t  want  to  change  my  husband.  I’ve  always  been  a  firm  believer  that people  can’t  be  changed  by  external  influences.  If  Dave  was  going  to  fix  his problems,  he  needed  to  do  it  himself.  But  I  didn’t  know  how  long  he’d  been sucking off the neighbours—as far as I knew, it had been going on since we got married, maybe even before. 

When  we  made  love,  I  still  felt  like  he  really  loved  me—the  way  his  hands cupped  my  breasts  and  explored  my  body,  the  way  he  kissed  me,  the  way  he plunged me with his big, hard cock. He’d never had any issues getting hard with me.  Sometimes  I  wouldn’t  even  be  out  of  my  top  and  his  erection  would  be  a throbbing pillar of warm marble. I’d read online that closeted husbands generally need a good deal of foreplay before they can get it up, and most of them struggle to keep it up unless they’re messing around in the backdoor. Dave certainly had no issues keeping it up, and he had no issues coming—sometimes coming within

a  minute  or  two  of  penetrating  my  warm,  wet  pussy.  He  rarely  closed  his  eyes when we made love, and he rarely wanted to take me from behind. I don’t think he was gay. 

But any man who goes next door to suck off the neighbour while dressed like a girl  isn’t  straight.  Maybe  he  was  bisexual,  or  maybe  he  was  something  else—

falling into one of the other thirty-six sexual-preference categories. 

But his sexual orientation wasn’t the major issue at hand. More important was the fact that I needed to figure out the next step—what was I going to do about it? 

CHAPTER III

I  decided  I  had  two  options:  confront  him  and  ask  him  to  stop,  or  leave  him without giving him the chance. I considered the first option for some time, but in the  end,  I  decided  it  went  against  my  morals.  I  knew  that  confronting  him  and asking him to stop his charade was just delaying the inevitable. He would stop for a  while  and  then  he  would  probably  find  another  outlet  behind  my  back,  and maybe  I  wouldn’t  be  so  lucky  the  next  time.  Maybe  I  wouldn’t  find  out  about whatever shenanigans he was getting up to, and I would be the oblivious one. It made me sick to think about how oblivious I was for so long—I couldn’t go through it again. 

So I decided I was going to leave him. I wasn’t angry with him—I told myself that  I  would  leave  him  for  his  own  sake,  so  he  could  go  and  find  someone  who could satisfy him sexually, who was okay with his little kink. I had my little speech all  planned  out  in  my  head.  I  knew  exactly  what  I  was  going  to  tell  him,  and  I planned  on  opening  with  my  newfound  knowledge,  concerning  his  little neighbourhood romps. 

I came home from work early. I figured if I caught him in the act, he couldn’t just deny everything I said. I didn’t need our split to turn into a big argument. He was great at arguing, and apparently he was great at lying, too. I didn’t need to be convinced to stick around, or convinced that I was mistaken. He was capable of pulling it off, I’m sure, and I was vulnerable enough to fall for it. 

When I came home, the house was empty and my closet door was open. He was  next  door,  as  expected.  I  walked  across  the  lawn  towards  the  glow  of  the bedroom light, and I looked in. There he was, with Larry. They were kissing. Dave took  Larry’s  bottom  lip  playfully  between  his  teeth  and  pulled  back  gently.  They both laughed and then continued to kiss. 

And then I heard the rumbling of an engine and the heavy crunching of gravel. 

I looked around the corner. Larry’s wife was home, early from work. A panic filled my body. Larry and Dave were completely oblivious. I crept back into the shadows and I watched Larry’s wife step out from her vehicle and walk towards the house. 

I didn’t care so much about Larry’s fate, but I was worried about Dave. I didn’t want him to become the victim of some domestic violence. Larry’s wife had always been  a  bit  crazy,  always  screaming  at  Larry  about  this  or  that.  The  police  had pulled  up  to  their  house  a  few  times  after  other  neighbours  called,  worried  she was about to become violent—and that was just over nonsense like dirty dishes and  failed  attempts  at  doing  the  laundry.  How  would  she  react  to  finding  her husband  with  another  woman?  And  what  if  she  recognized  Dave,  unlike  her husband? 

I watched as she opened the front door, and then I watched as Dave and Larry perked up and froze. The colour drained from Larry’s face. They were doomed. I made my move, running across the lawn to the front door of their house. I rang the doorbell  quickly,  stopping  Larry’s  wife  from  travelling  too  far  down  the  hallway

towards my husband and his fling. I watched through the little door window as she stopped  in  her  tracks  and  turned  around.  She  answered  the  door.  “Hey  Karen, what’s up?” she said. 

“Hey,  I  saw  you  pull  up.  I  was  wondering  if  you  could  give  me  a  hand  with something. My husband’s out and I need to get this box in from the garage.” 

She  stared  at  me  curiously  for  a  moment.  I’d  never  asked  her  for  anything before, in the half-decade we’d lived next door to one another. 

“Sure, just let me get changed out of my work clothes.” She turned around and started towards the bedroom. 

“Actually, it’s kind of urgent. It won’t take long, I promise. Please?” I said. 

She  looked  at  me  again  with  that  curious  gaze,  and  she  hesitated.  “Alright, fine,” she said, and then she followed me to my garage. 

I  pointed  at  the  first  box  I  saw  and  said,  “That  one  right  there.”  She  walked over  to  it  and  lifted  it  up  herself  without  much  effort.  “Wow,  you’re  so  strong,”  I said. 

“It hardly weighs fifteen pounds,” she said. 

“I guess I need to start hitting the gym more often,” I said, and then I showed her where I needed it, in the living room. She put it down, looked at me with that tilted gaze, and then she left. Luckily, she didn’t notice my husband running across the lawn as she walked back to her house. 

My husband thought he could sneak by me. I heard him carefully closing the backdoor  and  creeping  up  the  stairs.  I  waiting  to  hear  the  bedroom  door  close before I went up and confronted him. 

I was sad to see him in my lingerie, in that wig, with makeup on his face. It was suddenly real—that really was my husband going next door. A small piece of me had  held  onto  the  hope  that  I  was  just  mistaken,  that  the  girl  sucking  Larry  off every night was just some girl with a few similar facial features as Dave, who was looting my closet because she knew no one was home. It was an absurd theory, but my heart didn’t want to let it go. Now, it had no choice. There was no denying it: the neighbourhood cocksucker was my husband. 

He froze at the sight of me. “I can explain,” he said. 

I didn’t have any words. My whole prepared speech had been forgotten in an instant.  I  just  stood  there  feeling  like  a  complete  moron,  feeling  like  my  life  was officially crumbling to pieces around me. 

“We’re putting on a little play at work—it’s like a charity thing. But the script we have has three girls in it, and there are only two girls who work for the company, and I drew the short straw. It’s funny, right?” he said. 

But still, I couldn’t say anything, and I knew he could tell from my face that I wasn’t buying it. 

“I’m serious. You can even ask my boss,” he said. 

“Okay, give me your phone,” I said, and then his expression dropped. 

“Well, he’s out of town right now, but I think he’s going to be back in a day or two. You can ask him then,” he said, his voice shaken. 

“I  saw  you  with  the  neighbour,”  I  said,  and  then  the  room  became  silent.  He had no more excuses, no more lies, though I could tell he was trying desperately to think of something. I saw fear in his eyes. He looked like he was about to throw up.  I  didn’t  need  my  whole  speech—the  silence  in  the  room  was  more  than enough. “I’m the reason you got away. I saved your ass, and your lover’s ass, but I’m not sure why I did it.” 

“He’s not my lover, Karen. I—I can explain,” he said. I was curious to see how he planned on explaining his way out of this once. 

“Go ahead,” I said. 

He stared into my eyes and then he looked down at his stocking-clad toes. His lips  parted  but  no  words  came  out  from  his  mouth.  He  closed  his  lips  and  tried again—still  nothing.  He  had  no  explanation,  and  now  he  was  just  trying  to  buy time while he thought of something. 

“I’m leaving you,” I said and then he started begging me to stay, begging me to forgive him, promising he would change and go to therapy and this and that and the  other  thing.  I  stopped  listening  after  a  few  seconds—it  was  just  noise,  just desperation.  I  couldn’t  believe  he  was  really  sorry  for  me.  He  was  just  sorry  for himself,  angry  he’d  been  caught  instead  of  being  angry  for  hurting  me.  I  wasn’t buying it. “I’m going to pack my bags and leave tomorrow.” 

He stared at me with red eyes. He was still in that wig and that makeup. It was so surreal, hearing his voice coming out from that slutty little body. “Where are you going to go?” he asked. 

“I don’t know yet, but I’m going to take Janice with me.” 

He didn’t protest. He just stood there looking broken. I told him to sleep down in the basement guest room, and he didn’t put up a fight. He went downstairs and I didn’t see or hear from him for the rest of the night. I knew I needed to get out sooner than later—before he came up with some intricate lie to make me stay. 

I  didn’t  know  why  he  wanted  me  to  stay  so  badly.  If  I  wasn’t  satisfying  him, what did he want from me? Did he actually love me or was he just afraid of being alone? 

I  wasn’t  able  to  sleep  that  night.  With  every  sleepless  hour  that  passed,  I became angrier and angrier with him. To think that he would lie to my face like that

—a lie he’d carried on for years and years. I started to wonder what else was a lie. 

When  he  went  away  for  his  friend’s  bachelor  party  and  didn’t  come  back  for  a week, was he out cheating on me? All those days he came home late from work, was  he  out  cheating  on  me?  How  long  had  Larry  been  part  of  his  life?  Had  he sucked off any of our other neighbours? I thought about asking him, but I knew he would just lie. I wouldn’t be able to trust anything he ever told me again. 

And worst of all, he was the father of my daughter. Once we were apart, would he get her for half of the week? Would he lie to me about her life? Would he lie to her? I didn’t want my daughter being raised by a man who dressed up as the town slut  and  went  door  to  door  pleasuring  the  neighbourhood.  I  didn’t  want  my daughter to come home early from school one day and see her father dressed in lace and satin and fishnets. Even if we split up, I needed him to straighten out his life. I needed him to realize the seriousness of what he was doing. It infuriated me to  think  that  he  could  have  been  picking  our  daughter  up  from  day-care,  but instead he was getting men off in my lingerie. 

As  the  sun  started  to  rise,  and  I  hadn’t  even  gotten  ten  minutes  of  sleep,  I decided I wanted more than a divorce. I wanted revenge. 

CHAPTER IV

My  husband  was  gone  once  I  got  out  of  bed,  presumably  at  work.  As  I  was getting  ready  for  work,  I  received  a  text  message  from  him.  “I’m  so  sorry  about everything,” he said. I didn’t bother responding. It wasn’t a conversation I wanted to get sucked into. I didn’t have time to pity him. I needed to start thinking about myself, and about my daughter. 

I looked up some articles on how to handle a divorce with a child in the mix. 

They say children of divorce have a far greater chance of being poor as adults, a far  greater  chance  of  ending  up  divorced  themselves,  and  a  greater  chance  of abusing drugs and alcohol. The stats went on and on, making me feel guiltier and guiltier. Was I hurting my daughter’s future by leaving Dave? Did that make me a bad mother. 

For better or worse, in sickness and health… It was a contract I agreed to and now  I  was  breaking.  Does  anyone  actually  agree  to  their  vows  though?  No  one actually  thinks  they  will  stick  around  when  things  start  sliding  towards  the  ‘for worse’ end of the spectrum. 

But could I stay with Dave for the sake of my daughter? What about my own mental well-being? How could I live day-to-day, not knowing what he was up to? I wouldn’t  be  able  to  leave  him  alone  without  assuming  he  was  getting  up  to something . He couldn’t possibly suppress his urges forever. 

Then I had a thought: What if I blackmailed him? What if I had something in my possession  that  would  strike  so  much  fear  into  his  heart,  he  wouldn’t  dare  fool around  behind  my  back  ever  again?  Even  if  I  did  leave  him,  I  needed  him  to control  himself  for  the  sake  of  my  daughter.  I  didn’t  need  my  daughter’s  father being killed by some angry wife who found out Dave sucked off her husband. How could I ever explain such a thing to such a vulnerable, young child? 

But what could I blackmail him with? I could threaten to tell his boss and all of his co-workers about what he’d done, but would they even believe me? Maybe at first, but once Dave got to them—he would have no problem explaining what I’d said away, convincing them all that I was insane and full of vengeance. I needed something  tangible.  Something  I  could  show  people  and  leave  them  without  a shadow of a doubt. 

Damn  it,  I  should  have  taken  pictures.  I  should  have  slipped  out  my  phone while  Dave  was  in  the  bedroom  with  Larry,  and  snapped  a  few  quick  ones—or better yet, a video. I wasn’t going to get that kind of chance again. Not unless I set it up myself. 

As I made my way to work, the idea festered in my head, growing quickly and becoming more and more intricate. It wouldn’t be hard to set up; I just needed to find a man who was looking for a free, easy good time. Getting Dave to go along with it wouldn’t be hard. I could tell him it was a fantasy I wanted to play out, and I’m sure he would go along with it. I could have told him the only way I was staying

with him was if he jumped off of a bridge, and I’m sure he would have done it. I caught myself smiling in the rear-view mirror as I thought about it. 

I  wouldn’t  just  find  one  man.  I  would  find  two  men—no,  make  that  three.  My husband, being dominated by three men while I watched—cameras hiding in the room,  recording  everything,  getting  all  of  his  sissy  humiliation  on  tape.  I  could picture Dave’s face as he tried to keep himself together. The men wouldn’t know he was really a man—that would be his secret to keep hidden. Let him struggle to keep those men’s hands off of his crotch. 

I made a fake advertisement at work the next day, setting up an anonymous email address to receive the potential takers. “Bisexual. Want to be fucked by three men  while  my  girlfriend  watches.  Please  include  a  photo  of  your  face  and  your assets,” I wrote in the ad. I logged into the e-mail shortly before leaving work for the day. I’d expected to get a few submissions throughout the week. Instead, I got dozens before the end of my day at work. I quickly closed my computer screen so my co-workers wouldn’t see the dozens of cock photos that were lingering on my screen. I went home, excited to scan through the applicants. 

Why are there so many men scowling classified ads? Sure, there were some duds  in  the  submissions—men  who  looked  like  they’d  never  left  their  parents basements  in  their  lives—but  there  were  also  some  serious  babes.  One  guy looked  strikingly  similar  to  the  model  on  that  month’s  issue  of  men’s  health.  He looked like he lived in the gym and ate nothing but protein powder. His cock was enormous.  At  first  I  thought  it  was  some  gag,  but  upon  closer  inspection,  it  was real. It hung halfway down his thigh. I sent him an e-mail telling him he was in. 

One of the submissions was a Latino guy, no more than twenty or twenty-one years old, with the most beautiful face. His cock was about average, but I couldn’t look  away  from  his  glowing  blue  eyes.  I  sent  him  an  e-mail  letting  him  know  he was in. 

My final choice was an older man—maybe fifteen years older than Dave, with a grey beard and a weathered face. I nearly dismissed him until I saw the picture of him naked, his huge erect cock slapped right between his rippled abs. I felt like I could see that monster of a cock throbbing in that still image. His face scared me a little bit, but that just made me want to bring him in even more. I sent him an email, and then I awaited the responses. 

CHAPTER V

I felt a considerable amount of guilt when I asked Dave to come meet me in the bedroom after he was home from work, knowing I was about to deceive him, humiliate him, and use his emotions to get what I wanted, but I felt less guilty after reminding  myself  that  what  I  wanted  was  best  for  our  daughter.  He  was  silent when he walked into the room, his cheeks still red from the initial embarrassment of being caught. I couldn’t imagine that redness was going away anytime soon. 

“I’ve thought about it, and I might be willing to give you another chance,” I said. 

His  face  lit  up  and  he  smiled  for  the  first  time  since  being  caught.  “You’re making the right decision,” he said. That smile made the guilt come flooding back. 

I had no intention to stay with him—nothing more than a tiny shard of hope. 

“It’s not final yet,” I said. “I still don’t know why you did it.” 

“I won’t do it again,” he said. 

“But  I  don’t  want  you  to  just  pretend  like  you  don’t  want  that  anymore.  You obviously liked it—and it’s always going to be on your mind.” 

“I’ll get help—I promise,” he said. 

“Well,  I  was  thinking  that  maybe  I  could  be  part  of  it  with  you.  Maybe  it’s something we could do together,” I said, and then I watched as his face flushed and his pupils grew wide. I couldn’t tell if the idea excited him, or if it repulsed him. 

Given  his  history,  I  would  guess  that  it  excited  him,  but  he  was  repulsed  by  the idea of me seeing him as ‘Mindy’ first-hand. There was a reason he kept that part of his life secret from me, and it was the same reason his face was now a shade of greenish ivory. “But if it’s not something we can do together, then I don’t know that this will ever work.” 

He swallowed the last of his pride, and it went down hard. “Okay, fine,” he said. 

For some reason, his agreement filled me with a warm joy. He must have really loved  me  if  he  was  willing  to  share  that  deep,  dark  piece  of  his  life  with  me. 

Though,  I  suppose  if  he  truly  loved  me,  he  would  have  told  me  about  it  before going off and indulging with the neighbour. 

I told him I would find someone and we would all fool around together. I told him  that,  more  than  anything,  I  wanted  to  watch  and  see  what  he  was  like  as Mindy.  He  smiled  briefly  and  then  he  quickly  reverted  back  to  his  serious  face. 

“Sure,” he said. I didn’t tell him that there would be three men, all looking to share him. I’m not sure he would have agreed to the little charade if he’d seen the size of  the  muscular  man’s  giant  cock—or  maybe  he  would  have  agreed  in  a heartbeat, without a moment of hesitation. I felt like I didn’t know my husband at all. 

We  slept  in  separate  beds  that  night  again,  and  the  next  night.  I  was  finally able to get a little bit of sleep, though I was still kept awake until it was very late, 

plagued  by  the  fear  of  my  daughter’s  reaction  to  finding  out  mommy  and  daddy were splitting up. 

The next day, I heard back from my three selections. They were still interested in sharing my husband, so I set the date for that Friday evening—two nights away. 

Two nights for me to get my cameras hidden, two days to make sure everything was perfect for my husband’s ultimate humiliation. 

I  told  my  husband,  “I  found  a  guy.  He’s  coming  on  Friday  night.  He  thinks you’re actually a woman, so you better not let anything slip out.” 

“Okay,”  he  said  with  a  very  serious  face.  I  turned  around  and  caught  him smirking in the reflection. Sure, he was smirking now—and if he wanted, he could smirk through the whole act of being gangbanged by three well-endowed men, but he  wasn’t  going  to  be  smirking  when  I  showed  him  the  tape  and  threatened  to show it to everyone, his parents included. I wasn’t screwing around. I was making sure my daughter had a responsible father, even if that meant playing dirty. So go ahead and smirk away, Dave—your day is coming. 

I spent the next evening going through my closet, picking out the cutest outfits I could, for myself and for my husband. Our guests weren’t simply going to show up and expect to get right down to business. They were expecting to make a night of my husband, so I would make sure they got it. I picked him out a little cocktail dress, one that I hadn’t worn in years. It was black and small, cutting off only a few inches below the crotch. It was tight, and it was going to be a challenge for Mindy to keep her cock tucked away in the little number, but that was her problem. 

For underneath, I picked out one of my favourite pieces of lingerie—a little pink nightie. It was nothing over the top, but it had a little skirt that would help in hiding his bulge, especially once he started getting hard, like I knew he was going to. I wasn’t  completely  evil.  I  wasn’t  exactly  hoping  to  see  my  husband  get  his  ass kicked by three muscular men—even if I did plan on leaving him. 

For  shoes,  I  picked  out  a  pair  of  black  heels.  I  had  no  idea  whether  he  was capable of walking in heels, but again, that was his problem. If he had to spend the whole day practicing, then that’s what he had to do—it made no difference to me. Finally, I picked out a red lacy bra—mainly just because it was padded, so it would actually look like he had a chest—and some cute black earrings, a pair he’d bought me for our third anniversary. 

As  I  got  the  house  all  cleaned  up  for  our  guests,  I  noticed  my  razor  on  the edge of the bathtub, and then I tried to remember Dave’s legs, when he was down on his knees, sucking Larry’s big cock. Were his legs shaved? And his armpits? 

How long had he been keeping them shaved? I tried to think about the last time I truly saw my husband naked. When we had sex, it was usually under the covers. 

Sometimes he would slip into the shower with me and fuck me from behind. I tried to think if I’d ever looked down and noticed how smooth his legs were. 

When he came home from work that day, I noticed he was wearing pants and a  long-sleeved  shirt,  which  I  thought  was  peculiar,  seeing  as  it  was  quite  warm outside. And then I started to realize that I couldn’t remember when he’d stopped

shaving the stubble-beard that he usually wore. At what point did I stop noticing the changes happening with my husband? 

That night as I went downstairs to get a glass of water, I saw him sitting in the living  room,  reading  a  book.  I  hardly  noticed  it  at  all,  until  I  realized  it  had  been years since I’d last seen him reading a book. In fact, the only time I’d ever seen him reading was when I was pregnant, and he read What To Expect When Your Wife’s  Expecting.  Now,  he  was  reading  fiction—something  thick  by  some  long-named Russian author. 

Was  Dave  going  elsewhere  for  his  sexual  satisfaction  because  of  me? 

Because I’d stopped being a good wife? Because I’d stopped paying attention to his needs and desires? He was like a completely different person from the man I married, and I hadn’t even noticed him changing. 

I  thought  about  myself.  I  was  a  different  person,  too.  I’d  developed  new interests,  found  new  hobbies,  met  new  friends,  and  made  new  goals  since marrying Dave. People change. Couples are supposed to change together. Dave and  I  changed  apart—it  was  my  fault  and  I’d  been  too  lost  in  my  own  world  to notice. 

He waved at me with a smile and then he returned to his book. I smiled back and returned to the bedroom. 

CHAPTER VI

It was just after eight when our first guest showed up on Friday night. It was the  older  man,  dressed  in  a  nice  dress  shirt  and  slacks,  with  his  beard  neatly trimmed.  In  his  online  picture,  he  was  intimidating,  but  in  real  life,  he  had  a charming smile. He had a small bouquet of flowers. “I hope I’m not too late,” he said, but he was only about eight minutes later than I’d told him to show up. 

“Not at all. Come on in,” I said. 

He  stepped  in  and  he  looked  at  me  for  a  moment,  and  then  said,  “Are  you Mindy?” 

“No, I’m her girlfriend, Karen,” I said. 

“Ah, well these are for both of you,” he said, reaching the flowers out to me as he scanned the room. His floating gaze stopped when his eyes met Mindy on the couch. She was sitting, fully in character, with her legs crossed and a smile on her face. She nodded to the older gentleman, who then introduced himself as Charles. 

She didn’t appear to be nervous, probably because she hadn’t seen the pictures of him naked, his surprisingly ripped body and his impressively large cock. 

She  looked  to  me  with  a  slight  head  tilt,  as  if  to  say,  ‘This  is  the  guy  you picked?’

“Are  the  others  already  here?”  Charles  asked,  and  then  I  watched  Mindy’s expression  drop.  She  looked  at  me  again,  this  time  with  wide  eyes  and  a  pale face, as if to say, ‘Others?’

“They’re  on  their  way.  They  shouldn’t  be  too  long  now.  Have  a  seat,”  I  said. 

“Can I get you something to drink?” 

“I’d love a scotch or a rye, if you have,” Charles said, taking the seat across from Mindy. “No ice, no water.” 

“Sure  thing,”  I  said,  and  then  I  went  into  the  kitchen  to  fetch  his  drink.  I watched  Mindy  as  she  tried  to  control  her  breath.  She  was  nervous,  but  I’m  not sure why—it was nothing new for her, romping around with men she hardly knew. 

Though getting it on with multiple partners was probably a new experience for her. 

“I hope this isn’t too forward, but you’re very beautiful,” Charles said to Mindy. 

Her  cheeks  turned  red.  She  kept  looking  down  at  her  body  to  make  sure everything  was  in  place—to  make  sure  her  padded  bra  hadn’t  been  nudged,  or that her cock hadn’t slipped out from her panties. 

It was so strange, watching my husband slip into a pair of my panties. I’d sat on  the  bed  to  watch  him  get  ready  for  the  night.  He  was  very  meticulous  about every detail, and it took him nearly two full hours before he was satisfied with the way  he  looked.  Watching  him  do  his  makeup  made  me  question  how  long  he’d been  getting  into  his  Mindy  character.  He  was  too  good—the  way  he  rolled  the mascara  brush  so  gently  and  so  perfectly—that  required  too  much  muscle

memory to pull off elegantly. And he made no mistakes. Every little flick of the pen was magazine-worthy. 

When I watched him squeeze into the little hootchie dress, I began to doubt my own agenda. It almost seemed like it would be a shame to tell him he couldn’t be Mindy anymore. He fit into that little dress and those little shoes better than I did. 

Women all over the world would have killed to have a body like that. And it wasn’t until I watched him doing his makeup that I realized how feminine his face was. It had always been hidden under a stubble beard before—though there were times he shaved that beard off throughout our relationship. I wonder if he was becoming Mindy behind my back then…

He  must  have  been  at  it  for  quite  some  time.  He  could  do  the  female  voice perfectly, without any warming up or hesitation. It made me wonder if that was his natural voice, and what he used with me was the forced voice. 

When he stood in front of the mirror, fully dolled up, it was hard to even see my husband. I was staring at a woman. I was staring at Mindy, and she was beautiful. 

And now, she was starting to relax, chatting with Charles, asking him about his line of work. I brought Charles his drink. 

“I worked on a fishing ship for many years. Now I work on the docks. I’m too old to go out on those waters now,” he said. 

“I’ve always had a thing for fishermen,” Mindy said with a cool smile. She was a natural flirt, which took me by surprise. Dave had always been so reserved, so shy  around  new  people.  People  always  told  me  they  found  him  intimidating, because he was so quiet, but in reality he was just shy. But as Mindy, there was no  shyness  whatsoever.  Even  when  her  face  was  red  with  nervousness,  she wasn’t  afraid  to  flirt  her  heart  out—even  with  me  in  the  room.  It  was  like  she became  a  whole  different  person  when  that  wig  was  on  her  head,  and  that makeup was on her face. 

There was a knock at the door. “I’ll get it,” I said. Mindy and Charles continued to chat. 

The beautiful Latino was at the door. “Hello, I hope I’m at the right house. Are you Mindy?” he asked. 

I  smiled  and  then  moved  aside  to  let  him  into  the  house.  “She’s  just  on  the couch. I’m Karen,” I said, extending my hand. 

“Juan,”  he  said.  I  will  admit  that  I  invited  Juan  to  the  gangbang  because  I wanted  to  see  him  in  person  and  I  wanted  to  see  him  naked.  He  was  just  as beautiful in real life as he was in his photos. When I sent him the invite, I thought that maybe I would get involved in the action, just so I could feel the kiss of his lips. I was so sure that Dave and I would be divorcing that I was already ready to move on, already looking at new men with a spark of excitement. Now, I felt guilty, as  if  I  was  being  unfaithful  to  my  husband—though  I  hadn’t  done  anything  yet. 

Besides,  I  still  planned  on  leaving  him.  At  least  I  was  pretty  sure  I  was  going  to leave him. 

“Mindy,  this  is  Juan.  Juan,  Mindy,”  I  said.  Mindy  stood  up  and  shook  Juan’s hand.  Even  her  eyes  lit  up  at  the  sight  of  him.  I  watched  the  nervousness  shed from her face, replaced instantly by excitement. Juan and Charles didn’t greet one another.  They  only  made  eye-contact  for  a  brief  second  before  looking  back  to Mindy, the reason they came in the first place. 

The  three  of  them  started  chatting.  I  got  Juan  a  drink,  and  then  I  watched Mindy  slip  further  and  further  into  character,  getting  more  animated  with  each sentence  that  passed  through  her  mouth,  getting  more  flirty.  When  I  came  back with a second round of drinks, the men were sitting on either side of her. Juan had his arm over her shoulders, and Mindy had her hand on Charles’s lap—not too far from that big cock of his. 

The final knock at the door came, and I answered it. No one in the room even seemed  to  notice  the  knock,  save  for  me.  It  was  our  final  guest.  “Ken,”  he  said, and I thought the name was too fitting. He was enormous, having to duck his head slightly to get through the doorway. His arms were thicker than my legs, and the floor creaked as he walked. My God, he was big. He looked big in his photos, but there was nothing in the photos for scale. 

I remembered that his cock hung nearly halfway down his thigh, which I was realizing  now  was  about  the  size  of  my  forearm.  The  room  became  silent  as everyone noticed the hulk of a man standing in our living room. He walked over and took a seat across from the trio. Mindy’s face was white and her eyes were glazed over. I started to think I’d gone too far. How the hell was she going to keep the three men away from her crotch? How was she going to stop them from trying to rip her lingerie off of her body? She couldn’t possibly satisfy all three men with just  her  mouth,  and  the  last  thing  I  wanted  was  to  send  Ken  into  some  steroid-induced rage upon finding out he’d been duped into fucking a man. 

Juan’s hand was on Mindy’s thigh, and he was gently stroking up and down, slipping  his  fingers  up  the  dress  of  her  skirt,  getting  awfully  close  to  discovering that bulge between her legs. 

Maybe this wasn’t such a great idea after all…

CHAPTER VII

Mindy looked over at me with fear in her eyes—at least I thought it was fear, and maybe there was a hint of fear, but upon closer inspection, I realized she was looking  at  me  for  approval.  She  was  waiting  for  the  green-light,  so  she  could unleash her true self onto the group of horny men. “Why don’t we move over to the bedroom?” I said. 

Charles was the first to stand up, then Ken. Juan took a few seconds to realize what I’d said, too pre-occupied staring into Mindy’s eyes. It was Juan who slipped his hand onto Mindy’s ass as we all made our way to the bedroom. Mindy gave Juan’s cock a subtle grab with her hand. I watched her fondle his package for a moment before carefully slipping her hand off. 

She wasn’t scared at all—not even in the slightest. But how could she be so confident? She knew the men all thought she was really a woman. She must have known  things  wouldn’t  end  well  if  they  got  into  her  panties,  but  still,  she  didn’t seem  to  care.  Maybe  she  had  a  plan  she  hadn’t  shared  with  me,  or  maybe  she really didn’t realize the severity of what could happen. These were strangers we were dealing with, not buddies, and they certainly weren’t passive. 

Charles asked me if it was okay to have a cigarette in the bedroom. I allowed it,  and  he  pulled  out  a  smoke  and  lit  up.  He  kept  his  distance  from  Juan  and Mindy,  who  started  kissing,  their  hands  exploring  each  other’s  bodies.  I  didn’t blame Mindy—Juan was a truly stunning man, and I would have liked to share a kiss with him myself. 

Juan slipped his hand up to Mindy’s breast and he squeezed. He didn’t seem to notice that he wasn’t squeezing a real breast, but in Mindy’s defence, the pads she  was  wearing  looked  and  felt  surprisingly  realistic.  Mindy  looked  over  at  me, once again for the green-light, and then she slipped her hand down Juan’s pants and began to fondle his cock. 

I didn’t understand it. How could Dave have been so secretive about this part of his life for so long, and now be so open and so unfiltered? Maybe this was his way  of  making  things  right—and  in  a  strange  way,  I  felt  better  this  way  than  I would have felt if he’d just thrown away his wig and his makeup and said, ‘Never again.’ Finally, he was sharing his passions with me, and it felt like the first time in a long time—maybe ever. And I think he saw it the same way. 

Charles was finishing his cigarette and Ken was getting undressed. He tossed his  shirt  onto  the  ground  and  then  made  quick  work  of  his  pants  and  boxers. 

Apparently,  Ken  wasn’t  too  interested  in  foreplay.  He  was  ready  to  get  down  to business.  His  monster-sized  cock  swayed  from  side  to  side  as  he  stepped forward. Mindy saw the thing and her eyes grew wide—but she didn’t hesitate in taking the thing in her hand, stroking it off slowly, staring at it, mesmerized. Even Juan and Charles took a good look at the thing, looking impressed. 

I  watched  Mindy  stroking  the  giant  cock  with  one  hand,  fondling  Juan’s package  with  the  other,  mesmerized.  She  was  so  in  her  element,  so  happy.  I couldn’t  remember  the  last  time  I’d  seen  my  husband  so  happy—even  when  he was with Larry next door, he wasn’t   this  happy. But as Mindy, she was on top of the world. This was her passion. 

I jumped when I felt his hands on my shoulders—Charles, behind me, slipping the  straps  of  my  dress  over  my  shoulders.  I  looked  back,  feeling  the  warmth rushing into my cheeks. “Oh, I’m just happy watching,” I said. 

“Nonsense,” he said, and then my dress slipped down to my waist, leaving me in just my bra. I felt the instinct to cover my chest with my arms, feeling suddenly vulnerable—though  I  wasn’t  nearly  as  exposed  as  Ken,  who  was  completely naked and quickly becoming erect. But when Charles started to suck on my neck, I  started  to  give  in.  Maybe  I  could  play  along—just  a  little  bit.  His  hands  came around me and he cupped my tits and started to squeeze. 

Mindy looked at me with a smile. She liked what she was seeing. She wanted me in on the fun. A little indulgence never hurt anyone. 

“Lay down,” Juan said to Mindy, so Mindy did. Juan stood up, yanked down his pants,  revealing  his  cock,  which  was  already  erect  and  throbbing,  and  then  he sunk down, planting his knees next to Mindy’s shoulders. “Open up,” he said, and then  he  sunk  his  cock  into  her  mouth.  Ken  stood  next  to  Mindy,  keeping  within reach  so  his  handjob  could  continue.  His  cock  was  getting  big—massive.  It  was too heavy to stand up straight, but it did its best, hovering in the air, twitching as more and more blood pumped into it. His veins throbbed with each twitch. 

Ken  reached  down  for  Mindy’s  pussy,  starting  with  his  hand  on  her  chest, slipping over her abdomen and then—

Mindy reached down and stopped him, grabbing his hand and pulling it up to her tit. It was a close call, and it wouldn’t be the last. The men were just getting hornier and hornier, and sooner or later, they would want the pussy. 

Charles managed to get my bra off and he was now massaging my naked tits, fondling my nipples between his thumbs and index fingers. “You’re here for Mindy, don’t forget,” I said with an elated breath. 

“I know. I’ll get to her,” he said, and then he reached one hand down the front of my panties, slipping his fingers over my snatch. He started to rub my pussy. My legs  quivered  and  I  melted  into  his  embrace,  his  beard  tickling  my  shoulder.  I could feel his big, warm bulge growing against my bum. 

I looked back over towards Mindy, who was now lost under the mass of Ken and Juan, only her legs sticking out as the two men took turns getting their cocks into  her  mouth,  and  making  love  to  her  body.  She  was  in  a  state  of  joyful helplessness, being dominated by two strong men. She wouldn’t be able to stop them from exploring her downstairs forever…

Charles  had  come  around  me  and  dropped  down  to  his  knees.  His  nose nestled  into  my  pubic  hair  and  he  was  eating  me  out.  His  tongue  felt  amazing, 

exploring  my  pussy.  Dave  had  never  been  too  fond  of  going  down  on  me—he always  liked  getting  right  to  business,  getting  straight  to  penetration.  I’d  never minded;  he  was  good  at  getting  me  off  with  just  his  cock—but  my  God,  did  an experienced tongue feel like heaven. Charles drew little circles around my clit with the tip of his tongue, making my body tremble. “You’re so wet,” he said, looking up at me, his lips shining with the fluid from my cunt. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, my cheeks turning red. 

“Don’t be sorry. It’s good.” He continued to eat me out, and then I noticed Ken getting positioned between Mindy’s thighs, holding his big cock in his hand. Mindy had her hand over her own package, and Ken was trying to move it. I wanted to jump in and help, but I didn’t know how—I couldn’t think of anything to say. Ken was determined, and Mindy wasn’t strong enough to hold him back. Finally, Ken overpowered  her,  taking  both  of  her  wrists  and  pinning  them  to  her  sides.  He shimmied in close and he looked down at his concealed prize. Mindy was in deep shit. 

“Flip me over and fuck me in the ass,” she said. I couldn’t believe what I’d just heard. 

Even Ken looked surprised. “Really?” he said. 

“Yeah. I want your big cock in my ass so badly, baby,” she said, and Ken didn’t hesitate. Once Juan had moved aside, Ken quickly flipped her over and then he pulled  aside  the  tiny  strip  of  her  panties,  away  from  her  puckering  hole.  Ken slapped his big cock down between Mindy’s butt cheeks, the tip of it reaching all the way up to her lower back. There was no way my husband would be able to handle  such  a  thing.  Had  he  ever  taken  anything  in  the  backdoor  before?  If  so, was it the size of his forearm? 

Ken leaned forward and spat right on Mindy’s asshole. He was going to need a lot of lubricant to get into that little hole. Mindy propped herself up on her elbows so she could continue sucking Juan’s cock. 

And then Ken started pushing in. “Oh God!” Mindy cried. Her fingers clutched the bed sheets and her face constricted with pain. I can’t imagine it felt too nice, being stretched nearly as wide as a beer can. But Ken wasn’t interested in being gentle.  He  continued  sliding  his  massive  throbber  in  deep.  He  pulled  out  very briefly to wipe some more saliva on his large rod. 

My  heart  hurt  watching  my  husband  in  so  much  pain.  I  went  to  her,  crawled over to her on my hands and knees, and asked, “Are you okay?” 

She just nodded ‘yes’, but there was still a tremendous amount of pain on her face. 

“You’ll  be  okay,”  I  said,  and  then  I  kissed  her  on  the  lips.  She  kissed  back, slipping one of her hands behind my head. 

“I love you,” she said, looking right into my eyes. 

“I love you, too,” I said, and then we continued to kiss. 

Ken started to thrust in and out of her. He didn’t even have half of his cock in her,  but  he  was  getting  deeper  with  each  penetration.  Mindy  moaned,  at  first  in pain, but it was quickly turning to pleasure. Maybe the giant cock was making her numb, or maybe she was just getting used to being stretched so wide. 

And  then  I  felt  it:  the  tip  of  a  cock  pressing  up  to  my  damp  pussy.  I  looked back. Charles was mounting me, his hands clutching my hips. “You’re so tight,” he said  with  a  deep  breath  as  he  began  to  slide  in.  That  trembling  returned  to  my body. Mindy pulled me back down for another kiss, which was short-lived—Juan wanted  back  in  on  the  action.  He  plunged  his  cock  into  Mindy’s  mouth  and  she sucked him off like the little whore she was, saliva running down her cheeks. 

I didn’t expect him to pull his rod out and press it up to my lips. I thought about telling  him  to  keep  it  with  Mindy,  but  I  was  in  too  much  pleasure  to  protest  or argue. I opened my mouth and he slipped his cock in. Mindy watched me with a smile on her face as she bounced on that enormous cock. 

It was strangely romantic, being fucked side by side, being shared by the same men. It was the most fun thing we’d ever done together, and God, did it feel great. 

Maybe I was too quick to judge my husband for what he’d done. I understood why he wanted to keep it a secret. There is no good way to break that kind of news to your  partner.  It’s  something  you  need  to  experience  first-hand  to  understand.  It was  strangely  sweet,  sharing  Juan’s  cock,  being  rammed  from  behind,  while holding  each  other’s  hands.  It  was  almost  a  shame  when  Ken  said,  “Fuck,  I’m going to come in your ass, babe,” knowing it was almost over. 

He  grunted  loudly  and  then  Mindy  screamed  and  bit  down  on  her  lip.  There probably wasn’t too much more space back there for his huge load. 

Once Ken dismounted, Charles pulled out of me and assumed Ken’s position, slipping his cock into Mindy’s gaping, cum-filled hole. He started fucking her while Juan came around and took his turn with me. 

Everyone came in Mindy’s asshole, and then Mindy slumped over, exhausted, the cum of three men oozing out of her gaping hole. She had the biggest smile on her face. 

The men didn’t say much as they got their clothes back on. There wasn’t much to  be  said.  Charles  came  up  to  me  before  leaving  and  thanked  me  for  the wonderful  night.  He  kissed  me  on  the  cheek,  and  then  he  kissed  Mindy  on  the cheek, and then he left. The others simply said their goodbyes and took off. 

I didn’t expect to be impressed by Mindy’s ability to take three men on at once. 

I didn’t expect to be proud of her, and I certainly didn’t expect to come out of the experience wanting to do it again. 

Before  going  to  bed  that  night,  next  to  Mindy,  who  was  still  in  her  wig  and makeup, I realized that I never pressed record on my camera setup. The hidden cameras were for nothing, and I didn’t have my blackmail. But it didn’t matter—I didn’t want it anymore. I didn’t want to leave my husband. I felt like we were more connected now than ever before. There were no more secrets between us and we had a new common interest. 

And I was starting to think that my husband wasn’t the only bisexual one in the relationship. I might have had a bit of it myself as I stared into Mindy’s eyes. God, she  was  beautiful.  It  really  would  have  been  a  shame  to  tell  her  to  lose  the persona, to live the rest of her life as Dave. I liked both of them, Mindy and Dave, and  I  was  excited  to  live  out  the  rest  of  my  life,  just  the  three  of  us  and  the occasional guest or three. 

THE END
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GENDER GAMES

Kieran  Parker  assumes  there  was  some  mistake  when  he  was  chosen  to represent  Zone  18  in  the  upcoming  Games,  the  annual  battle  to  the  death between all one-hundred Zones. It’s been ages since the last time the choice went to  a  random  lottery  and  there  wasn’t  a  volunteer.  Had  Kieran  known  getting chosen was a possibility, he probably would have learned to fire a gun or put a few pounds of muscle onto his small, slender body. 

So  if  he’s  going  to  be  able  to  compete  with  all  of  the  well-trained  killing machines representing the other Zones, he’s going to need a different strategy—a unique strategy that involves a little skirt and a cute blonde wig. 

CHAPTER I

I  shouldn’t  have  been  on  that  plane,  about  to  be  thrust  into  almost  certain death—there  must  have  been  some  mistake.  They  must  have  had  the  wrong Kieran  Parker.  Someone  must  have  volunteered  for  the  Games  with  my  same name, and they came knocking on the wrong door. 

There  was  a  saying  in  Zone  18,  the  Zone  I  grew  up  in:  You  have  a  better chance of winning the lottery than losing it. I’d bought a few lottery tickets before, and I’d never won a single dime. Now I’d lost everything. 

One  hundred  men  and  women  enter,  one  man  or  woman  leaves.  Even  Mel Gibson wouldn’t fare well in those odds. Occasionally two or three people left, if there  was  something  preventing  the  final  few  survivors  from  killing  one  another, but  that  hardly  helped  my  odds  any,  or  my  confidence  as  I  looked  at  all  of  the people in my plane with their parachutes tied tightly to their backs. I wasn’t even sure I would survive the parachute down into the Play Zone. Given my luck, my parachute  would  fail  to  deploy  and  I  would  end  up  splattered  all  over  the  Play Zone, the first man dead. I would be the first announcement on the loud speaker:

“Zone 18 has been eliminated.” At least I wouldn’t have to hear it, or the audible shame  of  the  eight  million  Zone  18-ers  who  would  be  watching  my  body disintegrating against the ground while I screamed like a little girl. 

I built up the courage to look around for the first time since stepping onto the plane—until that moment, my gaze hadn’t left my feet. 

I could tell everyone on my plane had volunteered. There was excitement on their faces, and they all looked like they’d trained their whole lives for this moment. 

Each Zone had between five and ten million residents—there were usually at least a  few  lunatics  who  wanted  to  compete  in  the  Games.  How  was  there  not  one volunteer  that  year  in  Zone  18?  Or  had  I  pissed  off  some  government  official enough that he slipped my name onto the ballot? I’d always had a short temper with police officers and other authority figures…

There wasn’t a man on the plane who didn’t have at least fifty pounds on me, whose arms weren’t covered in tattoos, whose muscles didn’t look like they were about to burst out from their skin. All these men knew how to fire guns, and they all  probably  knew  how  to  kill  a  man  with  their  bare  hands.  I’d  never  held  a  gun before, and the guns that were scattered all over the Play Zone weren’t loaded. 

You were supposed to find the ammo separately; it was supposed to make it so you  wouldn’t  get  wasted  right  out  of  the  gate,  but  it  didn’t  stop  people  from murdering one another with their bare hands. 

There was one girl on my plane, who looked just as scared as me. She looked so tiny, squashed between two large men, her blonde hair tied into a bun on top of her head. She couldn’t have been older than eighteen or nineteen—the minimum age  to  compete  in  the  Games.  There  was  no  way  in  hell  she’d  volunteered. 

Judging by the fact her face was completely pale, I assumed she didn’t know how lucky she was. 

Girls were always surviving the Games. In fact, a statistic I read before being shipped off said that women have nearly ten times the odds of winning than men, based  on  data  collected  from  previous  years.  The  same  article  speculated  that men have a harder time bringing themselves to kill a woman. Just the year before, there were two winners: a man and a woman. They apparently fell in love on the plane ride over to the Play Zone, and he made sure to keep her alive until the very end, and then he refused to kill her, so the game ended. Sometimes when allies made  it  to  the  end,  they  forced  them  to  battle  to  the  death  by  threating  to  kill everyone still alive—but that year people liked the love story so they let it slip. It wasn’t the first time. 

Though it was rare that two men were left alive, so that little statistic didn’t help me any. 

I  looked  down  to  the  end  of  the  plane,  at  the  floating  glass  orb  that  was watching all of us. There were two of them on the plane, and one hundred of them down in the Play Zone. They were cameras that floated in pre-determined paths, broadcasting the glorious violence of the Games to the world. Back home, there were  roughly  eight  million  people  staring  at  me,  shaking  their  heads,  wondering how  they  got  stuck  with  me  as  their  representative.  It  was  their  fault  for  not stepping up to the plate, letting it come down to a random lottery. It wasn’t my fault I hadn’t trained for this a day in my life—I’d been told, since the day I was born, that it was astronomically unlikely that I would end up competing in the Games, so I  went  into  computer  programming—the  least  physically-demanding  profession  I possibly  could.  And  I  was  a  damn-good  computer  programmer.  It  was  a  shame that  talent  was  now  being  wasted.  Hopefully  I  would  be  a  lesson  to  future generations: don’t tell your kids that it’s impossible, or they might just end up like Kieran Parker, splattered all over the Play Zone, the first one dead. 

I  had  to  look  away  from  the  glass  orb  camera.  It  was  like  looking  into  your father’s eyes after you’ve done something you know you shouldn’t have. I felt so ashamed. I was about to let so many people down. 

The  Games  served  a  very  important  purpose:  they  determined  which  Zones got funding and which Zones got left behind. The first twenty zones eliminated got nothing  from  the  government  and  their  people  were  stuck  living  in  absolute poverty until the next Games came around. The second twenty eliminated got a little bit of funding, but nothing worthwhile—enough to feed everyone some bread once every couple of days. The third eliminated twenty got an okay cut—enough to  pay  for  food  and  water  and  electricity.  The  fourth  twenty  got  a  better  cut  yet, enough  for  the  aforementioned  plus  some  bonus  money  to  pay  for  things  like police and teachers. The top twenty got to sleep warm, fed, safe, and wealthy for the year, and the winning Zone got enough to live like kings and queens for the better part of the decade. 

From what I learned in school, before they implemented the Games, the world government  was  truly  communist—splitting  up  assets  equally  amongst  all  the Zones. But with that system, everywhere was left poor and struggling, and each year, crime was spiralling more and more out of control. They decided to create a

system where twenty Zones got to take turns being wealthy while the others were poorer than ever, but the system quickly fell apart when Zones finished their year of  wealth  and  realized  it  would  be  half  a  decade  before  they  got  to  experience wealth  again.  They  tried  a  random  system  for  a  while,  but  the  people  protested that. They tried a bunch of different methods of wealth distribution, and eventually they tried out the Games, and it was a hit. People loved it. The protesting seemed to end overnight and it became a sort of worldwide phenomenon. People felt like their  destinies  were  in  their  own  hands.  Individuals  loved  it  because  it  was  their chance to be heroes. With enough hard work and training, they could bless their Zone with years of prosperity. I’d never seen that kind of enthusiasm from anyone, but  if  the  textbook  said  it  was  true,  it  must  have  been  true  and  not  just propaganda, right? 

But sometimes there were Zones that didn’t have anyone who wanted to be a hero, but all Zones were obligated to compete, so a lottery was put in place. Every person  between  the  ages  of  eighteen  and  fifty-five  was  put  into  the  system  and one name was drawn. In my lifetime, in Zone 18, the lottery had been used only three times. I was the third winner, or loser, depending on how you look at it. 

“Hey,” said the man sitting across from me. I looked up. He was looking right at me. “You alright?” His head was shaved and he had a tribal tattoo on his face. He was smirking. 

“I’m fine,” I said. 

“What’s your name?” 

“Kieran,” I said. “Kieran Parker.” 

“I’m going to find you down there, Kieran Parker. You know how I’m going to find you down there?” he asked. 

“How’s that?” I said. 

“I’ll  be  able  to  smell  the  shit  in  your  pants,”  he  said  and  then  he  started  to laugh.  I  didn’t  laugh  with  him.  I  just  looked  back  down  at  my  feet  and  hoped  I wouldn’t be deployed into the same square mile as him. Once that door opened up, you didn’t get to choose when you jumped. The seats were all rigged to eject automatically, one person every five seconds. Seeing as me and the man with the face  tattoo  were  sitting  right  across  from  one  another,  that  meant  we  would  be deployed within at least twenty seconds of one another. 

“Hey baby,” another man said. I looked over. He was talking to the little blonde. 

“If you let me fuck you, I’ll let you live. What do you say?” he said. 

She was in too much shock to hear him. She just sat there, pale-faced, staring at her toes, wondering how she ended up in this mess. 

A bunch of the guys on the plane laughed. I couldn’t imagine laughing under the circumstances. How could these men be so confident? Even if they were all well-trained and confident in their combat abilities, surely they were aware of the terribly small odds of winning—right? It doesn’t matter how skilled you are with a rifle when there are ninety-nine other people with rifles, all trying to kill you. All it

takes is a little bit of bad luck—land out in an open field, end up stuck in a house with no weapons, get sniped from a mile away by a guy you never even saw—it took far more luck than it did skill to win in the Games. I had neither. 

The  door  opened  suddenly  and  the  first  man  was  ejected.  My  body  became tense and the whole thing became suddenly real. I didn’t want to die. I didn’t want to be ejected from a plane, down to a small island where there were ninety-nine people looking to kill or be killed. 

The second man was ejected. 

“Here  we  go,  boys.  Yee-haw!  The  moment  we’ve  all  been  waiting  for,” 

someone shouted. 

The  third  man  was  ejected.  Then  the  fourth.  Then  the  fifth.  The  plane  was quickly emptying out. The combined sound of the plane’s engines and the rushing of the wind was deafening, as was the ringing in my ears. I felt like I was on the verge of throwing up and passing out. I had to bite down on my tongue to keep myself  conscious.  The  last  thing  I  needed  was  to  pass  out  before  pulling  my parachute’s string. 

There  were  only  four  people  left  ahead  of  me.  Make  that  three:  fifteen seconds. “See you down there, kiddo,” the man with the face tattoo yelled at me. I took a deep breath. Then I felt the jolt and I was pulled violently out of the plane by the strong, invisible G-force. 

CHAPTER II

It’s  hard  to  remember  advice  when  you’re  under  extreme  pressure.  Luckily,  I remembered  the  advice  my  friend  gave  me,  who  hadn’t  missed  watching  the Games his whole life: don’t pull your parachute too early. The last thing you want is  to  end  up  floating  slowly  to  the  ground  while  everyone  else  is  already  finding guns. Not only will you miss out on finding a gun of your own, but you’ll end up being shot out of the sky. He even showed me a clip from a few years before of a guy with a sniper rifle picking off multiple falling competitors. There was something very  haunting  about  the  sight  of  those  dead  bodies  floating  slowly  towards  the ground.  That  image  stuck  with  me  while  I  watched  the  tiny  island  become  very large.  I  watched  little  dots  materialize  into  whole  buildings,  green  smudges  into forests. 

The island was twenty miles across north to south, and about the same west to east. Each morning, the Play Zone would shrink in half, until it was just a half-mile across in all directions. We all had little watches with the map of the island on our wrists, letting us know where the Play Zone was and how long we had to get there before they started gassing us. If you didn’t get to the Play Zone in time, the gasses  that  they  sprayed  from  little  vents  all  over  the  island  would  kill  you  in  a matter of seconds. It honestly didn’t seem like such a bad way to go, considering the other options. 

I looked around me. I could see many of the others falling. Some had pulled their parachutes already, and some were using their bodies to direct themselves towards ideal areas, making themselves fall faster by pushing their arms to their sides and keeping their bodies straight. I looked down to see where I was about to end up. 

There was what looked like a cluster of bombed-out apartment buildings below me. I wasn’t sure whether it was a stroke of luck or the opposite. I’d been told that food, guns, and water could all be found in buildings, but aside from that cluster of apartment  buildings,  there  weren’t  any  structures  in  sight—which  meant  the people landing in the nearby fields would all be coming my way right off the bat. I was going to need to be quick finding some vital supplies and even quicker finding a good hiding place. 

The  ground  was  suddenly  coming  at  me  quickly.  I  panicked  and  pulled  my parachute.  I  came  out  with  a  loud  whop,  and  then  I  felt  the  sudden  tug  of  my harness  and  the  dull  pressure  against  my  chest.  It  worked.  I  was  floating  down towards the apartments at a safe speed. 

I  looked  around  me.  Just  about  everyone  had  pulled  their  parachutes.  Some had pulled theirs so early, I could hardly make them out, way up in the sky, floating so  slowly  down  to  the  earth.  It  would  be  at  least  fifteen  minutes  before  they reached the ground. Maybe I could be that guy picking off the floaters. 

My  plan  was  to  hide  for  as  long  as  I  could.  I’d  always  been  very  good  at squashing myself into tight spaces, ever since I was a child. I’d always been one

of the smaller guys, and for once, that was going to work in my benefit—unless I found myself face to face with an opponent, in which case my size was going to be to my detriment. 

I thought I was floating to the ground slowly, until I was about thirty feet away from the ground and I realized I was actually travelling quite quickly. The ground came up on me fast, and I hit it hard, a sharp pain reverberating up my legs and into  my  spine.  “Fuck!”  I  yelled  as  the  pain  lingered.  I  was  pretty  sure  I’d  just sprained my ankle, but the adrenaline was overriding the pain. I quickly detached my  parachute,  scrunched  it  up  into  a  tight  armful,  and  I  ran  into  the  closest apartment  building,  slamming  the  door  shut  behind  me.  I  stuffed  the  parachute into the first cupboard I could find. I didn’t want to leave a trace. 

The apartment reeked of gunpowder, and there was broken glass everywhere. 

They  didn’t  bother  resetting  the  island  after  each  Games.  There  was  even  dried blood  on  the  floor  from  past  engagements.  At  least  they  picked  up  the  dead bodies. I could handle the smell of gunpowder, but rotting flesh? 

I  started  rifling  through  cupboards  and  drawers,  filling  my  pockets  with whatever seemed remotely useful. I grabbed a kitchen knife and slipped it through my  belt—it  was  better  than  nothing.  The  first  apartment  had  nothing  good  in  it. 

The  second  apartment  was  the  same.  In  the  third  apartment  I  found  an  empty backpack, and in the fourth, I found a box of cereal. I took the bag out of the box and stuffed it into my backpack. I found a few water bottles and I grabbed those as well.  I  went  to  the  window  and  looked  out.  There  was  a  man,  way  off  in  the distance,  running  towards  the  apartment  cluster.  At  the  pace  he  was  running,  I guessed him to be about ten minutes out. I kept stuffing my bag with whatever I could find. In one drawer, I found a hand grenade. I put it on my belt. 

I found a rifle in one of the upstairs apartments. I grabbed it, mainly because I didn’t want someone else to get it, and then I inspected it. I didn’t know anything about  guns,  aside  from  what  I’d  seen  in  video  games.  I  could  tell  the  rifle  was missing a magazine. I looked around for one, but couldn’t find anything. I looked back out the window. I couldn’t spot that man that had been running towards me. 

How long had it been since I’d looked out last? Was it possible that he’d reached the apartments already—was it possible he was downstairs currently? 

I  carefully  walked  over  to  the  stairwell  and  I  listened  carefully.  I  didn’t  hear anything so I—

The sound of a door opening made me freeze. It came from downstairs, about three stories below me feet. I heard some footsteps and then another door, and then  silence.  He  was  raiding  the  downstairs  apartments.  Unless  he’d  found something I’d missed, he was unarmed. And unless I found a magazine for that rifle,  I  was  unarmed,  too.  I  returned  to  the  cupboards  and  drawers,  desperately pulling everything out, hoping to find some ammunition. 

I  found  nothing  I  could  use,  and  now,  I  could  hear  him  downstairs,  just  one floor below me. Could he hear me? My heart was racing. They hadn’t announced a  death  yet  through  the  many  loudspeakers  that  were  scattered  throughout  the

Play  Zone  (one  of  which  I  could  see  just  outside  of  the  window),  and  it  was starting to look like I was going to be that first announcement. 

His  footsteps  were  heavy,  making  the  floorboards  creek  and  groan.  I  snuck over to the bathroom of the apartment I was in and I closed the door carefully. I locked it. I looked around that bathroom in a last-ditch effort to find ammunition for my rifle, but there was nothing but a few bars of soap and an old makeup kit. The bathtub  had  dried  blood  spattered  all  over  it.  Someone  had  been  killed  there before, and I was pretty sure someone was about to be killed there again. 

There  were  no  windows  in  that  bathroom—no  means  of  escape.  It  was  a terrible hiding place, but I was stuck there. I could hear him coming up the stairs, and any move I decided to make would undoubtedly be heard. All I could do was hope  that  he  somehow  missed  that  bathroom  while  he  went  around  looting  the apartments.  I  listened  to  his  footsteps  coming  closer,  moving  further  away,  and then coming closer again. At one point he walked right by the bathroom door and my  heart  stopped  beating  momentarily.  And  then,  when  he  was  just  a  few  feet away,  it  became  completely  silent.  He’d  stopped  moving.  Had  I  made  a  move? 

Could he hear me breathing? Did he sense that I was in the bathroom. I took a deep  breath  and  pointed  the  rifle  at  the  door,  hoping  it  would  scare  him  away  if nothing  else.  I  sat  there,  tucked  into  the  corner,  rifle  aimed  at  the  door,  and  I waited. 

But the apartment remained silent. 

CHAPTER III

The silence persisted for a long time—how long, I can’t say for sure. It might have  been  close  to  an  hour,  maybe  two  hours,  or  maybe  just  ten  minutes.  My heart was beating ferociously and my head was spinning. I lost all sense of time. 

The  man  in  the  apartment  with  me  crept  across  the  floor,  making  the floorboards  groan  gently.  He  was  moving  away  from  me.  His  footsteps  became more and more silent, until he was gone. I continued to hold my ground, thinking it was possibly a trap. I sat there in silence for another ten minutes or so, and then I heard  a  struggle—someone  banging  into  walls,  loud  grunting,  and  then  a  loud, dull thud. Then it was silent all over again. I was terrified, so I didn’t move. 

“Zone  62  has  been  eliminated,”  the  monotone  announcer  called  out.  The sudden voice made me jump. I remained completely still, the apartment remaining completely silent. A few minutes later, the voice made me jump again. “Zone 81

has been eliminated.” “Zone 14 has been eliminated.” People were dying on that island.  The  Games  were  officially  underway.  I  tried  to  keep  track  of  the eliminations in my head, keeping a count until I reached five, and then my state of panic became overwhelming, and I started losing count. 

It  was  dark  outside  when  I  finally  slipped  out  from  my  bathroom  hideout.  I looked at my watch to see where tomorrow’s Play Zone would be, and I was right in the middle of it, which meant I could keep on hiding for at least another day. But I  wasn’t  comfortable  simply  hiding  in  the  bathroom—I  was  bound  to  be  found sooner or later, so I needed to find a better hiding place, and something to defend myself when I inevitably found myself face to face with an opponent. 

I went to the window and looked out. I could hear gunfire off in the distance—

little  pops  like  someone  stepping  on  bubble  wrap.  Moving  very,  very  slowly,  I started  searching  through  cupboards  and  drawers.  I  went  up  to  the  next  level, pausing for a minute every time one of my footsteps elicited a slight creak. I found a magazine that fit my rifle. It had cartridges already loaded into it. I stuck it into the  gun  and  I  inspected  the  gun.  I  found  the  little  switch  labelled  ‘SAFETY’.  I flicked it to the off position. 

I  turned  around  to  carry  on  my  search  for  supplies  and  then  I  saw  it  right  in front of me: one of the floating orbs, floating in the air, filming me. I jumped and nearly shot my gun. “Shit,” I muttered under my breath. At least I wasn’t one of the first  people  eliminated.  Surely  my  Zone  was  happy  about  that—and  I  bet  they were happy to see me holding an armed rifle, regardless of whether or not I knew how to use it. 

“Zone 95 has been eliminated,” the robotic voice announced, making me jump, this  time  on  camera.  God,  I  probably  looked  so  pathetic,  jumping  at  every  little noise, my face pale and my eyes red. I’m not sure I’d blinked once while in that bathroom, waiting for the door to burst open. 

I  wasn’t  sure  how  many  people  had  been  eliminated—probably  not  quite twenty, but it must have been close. I knew that if I survived until the morning, I would probably make the top 80, which meant Zone 18 would get   some  funding

—though my people were probably hoping for more than just   some  funding. 

I crept into another apartment and then I saw her, laying dead on the ground: the blonde girl from the airplane. Her skin was blue and ivory and her tongue was sticking  out  of  her  mouth.  There  were  dark  red  marks  around  her  throat.  She’d been strangled to death. 

I looked away. It was a sad sight. A girl like that should never have been sent into  the  Games  to  begin  with,  and  now  there  was  a  mother  out  there  without  a daughter. And God—to think that her mother may have watched the act go down on live television… I started feeling nauseous. I had to sit down. Her eyes were open so I closed them. I wondered if I would have done the same thing—probably not. Even if she came at me with a knife, I don’t think I could have done it. 

So what would I do when a man came at me? Would I be able to shoot him? If it meant surviving myself, could I choke a girl out? I couldn’t even imagine doing it. 

I felt guilty enough checking her pockets for anything useful. She had nothing on her; it had either already been stolen, or she hadn’t survived long enough to find anything—probably the latter. All she had were the clothes on her body. 

I  looked  at  the  clothes  on  her  body:  a  skirt,  a  tank-top,  and  a  little,  short-sleeved  camouflage  blouse.  An  idea  crossed  my  mind  that  I’d  never  considered before, and that I couldn’t believe I was considering now. That statistic lingered in my mind as I stared down at the poor, dead girl: women have a ten times higher chance  of  surviving  the  Games  than  men  do.  What  was  stopping  me  from becoming a woman? I could fit into those clothes, and there was that makeup kit in the bathroom, one floor below me. 

The  thought  of  being  seen  by  millions  of  people  putting  on  women’s  clothing was  exceptionally  humiliating,  but  when  it  comes  to  life  or  death,  who  cares?  I wouldn’t  care  about  humiliation  if  I  wound  up  dead—I’d  be  dead  and  I  wouldn’t care about anything—and if I ended up surviving, then that certainly would negate the  humiliation.  Sure,  a  few  people  might  laugh  at  me,  but  I’d  be  alive,  and  the people laughing at me would have me to thank for their sudden prosperity. 

And if there was anyone else like me on that playing field—anyone who would pause  before  blasting  a  small,  innocent  woman  away,  even  under  the circumstances, then how could I not get dressed up like a lady? I slipped the skirt off of the dead girl and then I slipped off her blouse. I made sure she wasn’t facing the  camera  when  I  slipped  her  bra  off  (I  put  a  blanket  over  her  body  so  her nakedness wouldn’t be seen by the world). The camera orb was gone, but I knew it would be back. 

I  stripped  out  of  my  clothes  and  then  I  slipped  into  hers.  It  felt  wrong  on multiple levels: putting on a dead girl’s clothes. But on an island where the goal was to murder every other living person, morals weren’t exactly a priority. I stuffed the  bra  with  some  wads  of  toilet  paper,  and  then  I  snuck  back  down  to  the

bathroom where I’d seen the makeup kit. I pulled it out and started to work away. 

The plan seemed to make more and more sense as I stood in front of that mirror thinking about it. I’d always had a more feminine figure—at least that’s what kids at school always told me, usually in the gym change rooms. I’d never been able to grow the slightest amount of facial hair, and women always told me, “I wish I had your cheekbones.” It was the furthest thing from a compliment until now—now that it might end up saving my life. 

It wasn’t until I started to move onto the detail work that I realized my hands were shaking. I wondered if they’d been shaking the whole time—probably since my name was pulled in that lottery. I tried taking a few deep breaths to calm my nerves,  and  I  was  close,  and  then—“Zone  20  has  been  eliminated,”  was announced, making me jump and grab at my chest. If I was going to find a new place  to  hide,  it  would  hopefully  be  a  good  distance  away  from  one  of  those loudspeakers. 

I gave myself another minute to relax before moving onto my eyeliner. I drew it on thick and I liked the way it looked. I probably got too carried away with the eye shadow, but I liked the way that looked too, so I left it. It was scary how a little bit of makeup and a simple outfit was enough to make me look like a woman. I wasn’t the most beautiful woman on the planet, but I sure looked like a woman. 

It  was  strange,  staring  in  the  mirror  at  myself,  looking  like  a  lady,  hardly recognizing myself despite the fact I wasn’t wearing a mask—just makeup; I’d just darkened  around  my  eyes  and  brought  out  my  cheekbones  with  a  little  bit  of blush.  I  smiled  and  did  a  few  little  poses,  admiring  my  small  accomplishment—

though  it  wasn’t  an  accomplishment  until  I  actually  came  into  contact  with someone and made them hesitate. But who knows—maybe I would be sneaking across a field and someone would see me through the scope of their sniper rifle. 

As soon as they realize I’m a woman, they hold off—and I’ll never know about it unless I somehow survive the whole ordeal and make it back home to watch the footage. 

I could think of no scenarios in which my feminine disguise ended up getting me  killed.  No,  it  didn’t  guarantee  me  anything,  but  it  didn’t  hurt  me  either.  I  had nothing to lose except dignity, which had no place on an island crawling with one hundred people fighting for their lives. 

The distant popping of gunshots rang out across the island. “Zone 29 has been eliminated,” the voice announced. I didn’t jump that time—I was getting used to it. 

CHAPTER IV

I  woke  up  to  the  sound  of  that  increasingly  familiar  popping.  I  was  only  half awake  until  the  loudspeaker  blasted:  “Zone  52  has  been  eliminated.”  It  was  the first kill in a while, and I’d managed to get a few hours of sleep in. That was one of the tips I was given before shipping out: “Sleep whenever you can. You need to be constantly alert.” I think that was the mayor of Zone 18 that told me that. 

I  checked  my  watch  and  it  showed  me  where  the  Play  Zone  would  be restricting  to  in  about  sixteen  hours.  I  wasn’t  in  it,  but  I  was  close.  Some  of  the apartments made the cut, just not the one I was in. But I was in no rush to make my way over to the safe area. I had all day for that, and I knew it would probably be safest to wait until dark before making my way to the new Play Zone. I laughed at the term Play Zone. It sounded so harmless, like the ball pit at the fast food joint where kids go to play while their parents eat their meals. Murder Zone would have been a more appropriate title, in my opinion. 

I hit my head when I stood up. I’d forgotten that I’d crawled up into the attic of the apartment building. I found the attic access in the hallway, and I’d pulled the ladder into the attic with me once I was up. There was a pair of binoculars in the attic, and a small dusty window. I wiped the window and looked out. I could see no movement—no  sign  of  other  people  whatsoever.  They  were  almost  certainly hiding—some of them probably in those very apartments. 

There was a little wooded area near the apartment cluster. It was dense and it looked quiet. I wondered if maybe that was a safer place to run to come nightfall. I figured  most  people  would  take  shelter  in  the  buildings,  hoping  to  find  some supplies while they were at it—or maybe they would avoid the buildings, sticking to the woods where they could remain unseen. Most of the survivors probably had guns, food, and water by now, so there was no need to go to the apartments. It was gambling either way. 

I needed to use the bathroom so I carefully opened the attic hatch and lowered the ladder down. I took my time. I was in no rush, and I didn’t want to alert anyone who  might  have  snuck  into  the  building  during  the  night.  Every  few  feet  I  would stop  and  listen  for  a  good  ten  seconds  or  so  before  carrying  on  towards  the bathroom. As I reached for the bathroom door handle and began to open the door, I  thought  I  heard  a  creaking  so  I  turned  and  looked  back.  I  stood  frozen  for  a moment,  listening  for  further  sounds,  but  there  were  none,  so  I  turned  and stepped into the bathroom. 

And  then  I  jumped  back  when  I  saw  her  standing  in  the  bathroom  staring  at me. I fell to the ground and scurried to get up to my feet. She did the same thing at the sight of me—and then I realized she was me. I was looking at a mirror. Had there been anyone on that floor, or even the floor below, my position would have been compromised from the sound of my panicked fall. Thankfully, as I stood and listened  for  even  the  softest  footstep,  I  could  hear  nothing.  I  was  fairly  certain  I was alone in that building. 

I  stared  at  myself  in  the  mirror.  I’d  forgotten  that  I’d  put  on  that  girl’s  clothes and that makeup I’d found in the bathroom. I forgot how convincing I looked. Hell, I tricked myself—I must have been pretty convincing. 

I  used  the  bathroom  and  then  I  returned  to  the  safety  of  my  attic  hideout.  I spent  the  day  staring  out  the  window,  watching  for  movement,  being  startled  by the  booming  announcer  every  hour  or  so,  announcing  yet  another  death  on  the playing field. It had been a long time since I’d lost count of the number of players that had been eliminated, but I knew I was at least in the top eighty—maybe even in the top sixty by now. Maybe I wasn’t letting my Zone down quite as badly as I’d originally thought. 

Far in the distance, I watched a man running across a field, from a little forest to a little cluster of houses. He was too far away to shoot, so I just watched. He was running towards the Play Zone, right out in the open. He was either brave or stupid—though I don’t think you can have one without the other. 

The  popping  of  distant  gunfire  rang  out  and  the  man  in  the  field  ducked  his head.  He  was  only  about  halfway  between  the  woods  and  the  houses  when  he went down. By the looks of it, a bullet got him in the leg. He was only down for a few seconds before he got up and began limping towards the houses. There was more popping, shots missing. He was close now—within fifteen feet of the houses. 

I looked around to see where his shooter was hiding, but I couldn’t spot him. More popping. Another hit and the man went down. This time, he didn’t get up. 

“Zone 4 has been eliminated,” the announcer called out. 

I  was  going  to  be  making  a  similar  run  later  that  night.  I  broke  out  into  a nervous sweat just thinking about it, running for my life, having no idea if I was in the  sights  of  someone’s  scope.  Would  I  wait  until  the  last  minute  before  making my  sprint?  Or  would  there  be  shooters  expecting  weaklings  like  me  to  wait  until the last minute? 

The day dragged by slowly. I tried to keep count of the number of deaths, but I kept slipping away into anxiety-ridden states of panic, and I would lose all trains of thought. 

I found myself passing time by staring at myself in the mirror, tinkering with my makeup,  trying  out  different  looks,  quietly  practising  my  girl  voice.  Maybe  I  was just slipping into some sort of delusion, but it was kind of fun, playing around with all the different looks I could pull off—seeing how a little flick up could completely change my appearance from a little flick down. I lost track of time in front of that mirror. When I finally emerged from the bathroom, it was dark out. It was time for me to make my run. 

CHAPTER V

I  don’t  know  how  long  it  took  me  to  reach  the  bottom  level  of  the  apartment building—maybe  an  hour,  maybe  longer.  I  moved  slowly,  listening  carefully  for signs of other squatters. I knew I wasn’t the only one hiding out in that apartment cluster, and I had a good feeling I wasn’t the only one waiting until the last minute to make a run for the Play Zone. Before opening the front door, I looked out the window  and  considered  my  options  one  last  time:  the  woods  or  the  cluster  of houses.  I  picked  the  houses.  The  woods  were  further,  and  I  didn’t  want  to  be running out in the open any more than I needed to, even if I did have the cover of nightfall  on  my  side.  Plus,  houses  have  basements  and  attics  and  nooks  and crannies  to  hide  in.  If  you  hide  behind  a  tree,  you’re  still  exposed  in  three  other directions. 

So I took a deep breath, poked my head outside, feeling fresh air for the first time in over a day, and then I started running. The night was silent, save for my footsteps in the overgrown grass. There was a low-lying mist in the field between the  apartments  and  the  houses  that  had  a  peculiar  glow  to  it.  There  wasn’t  a second in which I wasn’t expecting to hear the pop of gunfire, to feel the hot lead entering  my  body.  That  shot  never  came—either  because  my  potential  shooter didn’t have a clean shot or because no one noticed my mad dash. I reached the houses. 

The  doors  had  been  left  ajar,  as  if  people  had  already  come  and  gone. 

Drawers  and  cupboards  were  left  open,  already  looted.  I  carefully  closed  the doors, the drawers, and the cupboards. I wanted to make the house look like no one  had  been  there,  so  if  anyone  came  in  they  would  look  around  for  supplies rather than looking around for me. Once everything was reset, I went down to the basement and looked around for the best place to hide. I planned on staying there until the Play Zone narrowed and forced me to run again. 

I took a seat behind a clothing rack, in a dark corner of the basement, and I tried  to  compose  myself.  I  couldn’t  seem  to  calm  my  pounding  heart,  no  matter how hard I tried. It was a miracle I was still alive. That guy who had been gunned down in the field—that could just as easily have been me. I ran across that same field. 

Once  my  heart  finally  did  begin  to  settle,  and  my  nerves  cooled  down  to  a reasonable  state,  I  decided  to  explore  the  basement.  There  were  clothing  racks everywhere, some with strange outfits and costumes. One rack was strictly filled with monkey outfits, like the ones from 2001: A Space Odyssey. Another rack had lots of denim and plaid; under it were cowboy boots and cowboy hats. It was like I’d wandered into the stock room of a costume store. 

I looked around hoping to find something camouflage—maybe a ghillie suit or some sort of military outfit. I couldn’t find anything, but I did find an assortment of women’s clothes, shoes, makeup, and wigs. I tried a few of the wigs on and then there really was no denying it: I was capable of looking more like a woman than a

man. At least once every couple of months, someone would mistake me for a girl, usually from behind. One time I was face to face with a waitress at a restaurant and she called me ma’am, and she didn’t correct herself until I said, “I’m a man, miss.” I’d always just assumed it was because of my size and my petite build, but now,  as  I  stared  into  the  mirror  with  my  little  outfit,  my  makeup,  and  my  long blonde hair, I realized that I really did look like a chick—and a good-looking chick, at that. It wasn’t a fact I was proud of, but I had a good feeling it was going to help me as the Play Zone continued to narrow. 

I  couldn’t  sleep  so  I  tried  on  a  few  different  outfits.  There  was  a  rack  of  little cocktail  dresses,  and  I  was  curious  to  see  how  I  would  look  in  tiny,  tight-fitted number.  I  looked  pretty  good.  There  was  a  little  white  dress  with  gold  frills  that looked especially cute on me. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw something move. I turned around suddenly. 

My gun was on the other side of the room. “Please don’t shoot!” I said on instinct. 

But it was just one of the many camera orbs floating throughout the island. 

I felt suddenly embarrassed, standing in that little dress in front of millions of people.  At  least  it  was  the  middle  of  the  night,  and  most  people  were  probably sleeping. I liked to think that my little game of dress up wouldn’t make the cut for the next morning’s highlight reel. 

It was especially embarrassing because I knew that my name and Zone were on the screen along with the image of me in that cute white dress. I couldn’t even pretend like I was someone else to the people watching on TV. And I didn’t exactly have an explanation as to why I was dressed like a little floozy—dressing like a woman was one thing, it was a fine strategy as far as I was concerned, but getting dolled up and putting on a little pair of heels? There was no conceivable strategic benefit. To anyone watching, I simply looked like a lunatic. 

The camera buzzed away and I got changed back into the little outfit I’d taken off  the  dead  girl.  But  I  kept  the  wig—it  added  an  extra  layer  of  realism  to  my disguise. I made a little bed by piling up clothes in one of the dark corners of the basement, and I went to sleep. They say you don’t get a rested sleep when you sleep  in  a  new  place  for  the  first  time.  I’ve  found  that’s  true—and  it’s  even  truer when that new place is a potential death-trap. It’s hard to get well-rested when you know  you  might  not  wake  up,  or  you  might  wake  up  to  the  sight  of  a  rifle  barrel pressed up to your forehead. I had nightmares all night that were too realistic to bare. I kept waking up in a cold sweat, springing up, sometimes happy to be alive, sometimes cursing the fact my death was just looming around the corner. 

“Zone 100 has been eliminated,” the announced called out when the sun was just rising over the horizon. I wondered if I was in the top forty yet. “Zone 95 has been eliminated.” If not, I must have been getting pretty close. 

I checked my watch for the new Play Zone. I wasn’t even close—a good hour-long hike. I suddenly remembered advice my friend had given me before I shipped out. “Always try to stay right in the middle of the Play Zone so you never have to travel far when the Play Zone restricts.” I realized now how good that advice was. 

I  ran  for  three  minutes  out  in  the  open  the  night  before  and  I  thought  it  was  a miracle I was still alive. How the hell was I going to survive an hour-long trek out in the open? Sure, I could try to run from cover to cover, but then I was looking at far more than an hour of travelling. 

“Zone 33 has been eliminated,” the announced called out. They were dropping fast  that  morning.  I  hated  to  think  that  each  announcement  was  the  loss  of  a human life, but there was also a peculiar consolation in knowing that was one less person  who  would  be  scanning  the  fields  for  stragglers  like  myself,  trying  to  get into the Play Zone at the last second. 

I went upstairs to look out the window, hoping it was foggy so I could make my move  before  nightfall.  It  was  bright  and  sunny.  I  stepped  up  to  the  window  and looked  out.  As  I  did,  someone  ran  right  by  the  window,  just  a  few  feet  from  my face.  They  didn’t  notice  me  as  they  carried  on  from  house  to  house.  The  man stopped  in  plain  view,  his  head  turned  away  from  me.  I  carefully  opened  the window and I lifted up my rifle. I had a clean shot. My hands started to tremble. If I didn’t  kill  him,  he  could  end  up  being  the  one  who  kills  me—if  not  now,  maybe later.  He  looked  like  a  soldier,  like  one  of  the  many  burly  men  who  trained  their whole  life  for  this  moment.  Can  you  imagine?  Training  your  whole  life  for something  and  then  being  wasted  by  some  timid  man  dressed  in  girls’  clothing because you made one little misstep? 

My sights were right on him. I closed my eyes and pulled the trigger. My gun just clicked—no bullet fired. I opened my eyes and now the man was looking at me,  his  eyes  wide.  I  looked  down  at  my  rifle.  Why  didn’t  it  shoot?  What  was  I forgetting?  I  noticed  the  bolt  sticking  out  the  side  and  I  remembered  seeing  a similar gun in a war movie. I pulled the bolt back and heard the cartridge clicking into the chamber. The man across from me had broken from his rigid shock and was  now  raising  his  gun  at  me.  I  fired.  It  was  the  loudest  noise  I’d  ever  heard, making my ears ring and hurt. But I got him, right in the centre of the chest. He dropped his weapon, grabbed at his heart, and then went to the ground. 

My  hands  were  shaking  violently  now.  I  could  hardly  breathe.  “Zone  9  has been eliminated,” the announcement said. I killed a man. My head was spinning. I could taste a tinge of gunpowder on my tongue. My God, I’d just killed a man. But what other choice did I have? I had to kill him to survive. I had to kill him for my Zone. 

My heart was pounding faster and faster with each passing minute, rather than calming  down  like  I  wanted  it  to.  I  couldn’t  get  the  image  of  him  falling  to  the ground out of my head—or the thought that everyone within five miles just heard the gunshot and now knew there was someone alive and armed in that cluster of houses. Sights would be turned my way, no doubt about it. The question was: do I move now, or do I wait until dark? I looked to that small forested area. It wasn’t far

—a sixty second sprint at most. And it was still early in the morning—maybe most people would still be sleeping. Or maybe my eye-bursting gunshot woke everyone up. Or maybe there was no right or wrong time—maybe it was all just gambling either way. 

I didn’t think too much about it. I just opened the door and started to run. My eyes were shut for most of the heart-pounding sprint. My body was tense, waiting to be ripped apart by a barrage of bullets. But somehow, I made it to the woods. I made it to safety. I hopped over a fallen tree and peeked back towards the houses and the apartments. Everything was silent—no sign of people at all. For once in my life, luck was on my side. 

“Zone 2 has been eliminated,” the announcer called out. Zone 18 was still in the game and gunning for that top spot. 

CHAPTER VI

I kept a close eye on my watch as I trudged through those woods. It seemed like I wasn’t getting any closer to the Play Zone, like it was going to take all day, and I was already exhausted. Walking while crouched takes its toll on your back and thighs quickly. It wasn’t long before I realized it was going to take a lot longer than an hour to reach that Play Zone, seeing as I’d been in those woods for nearly an hour and I wasn’t even a quarter of the way. I decided to stop for a drink and a bite to eat. I fished my bag of cereal out from my backpack. It was running low—

just a few handfuls left, but I wasn’t too worried. The longest game ever lasted five days, so worst case scenario, I would go without eating for a couple of days. Can’t humans  live  for  something  like  two  weeks  without  food?  Still,  I  only  ate  a  small portion, saving the rest for when I was really hungry. 

The loud speaker called out another elimination, but I was too far away to hear which  Zone  was  cut,  not  that  it  mattered.  I  was  another  step  closer  to  getting home, and another step closer to giving my people the prosperity they deserved. 

My fellow Zone 18-ers must have been proud of me. I’m sure when they saw my face on the news after the lottery, they didn’t have much hope. But now, I was fairly certain I was in the top half, and I’d managed to eliminate another Zone—

though no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t convince myself to be proud of that fact. 

I  took  a  drink  from  one  of  my  water  bottles  and  then  I  felt  a  cold  dullness pressed  against  my  throat.  “Stand  up,”  a  low  voice  said,  “and  don’t  make  a sound.” Somehow I managed to stand up, despite the rigidness in my limbs. My rifle was way out of reach. “How’d a pretty girl like you survive this long?” the man said. He leaned his head up next to mine, pressing his chin down on my shoulder. 

The  blade  of  his  knife  was  pressing  so  hard  against  my  skin,  I  was  shocked  he wasn’t breaking through. 

“Please don’t kill me,” I managed to say, though I don’t know why I said it. Of course he was going to kill me. It would be stupid not to kill me—the whole reason he was there was to kill me. 

“I’m going to kill you. The question is when. I can keep you alive for a bit. How does  top  twenty  sound?  What  are  you  willing  to  do  for  one  of  those  top  twenty spots, huh?” 

“Please  don’t  kill  me,”  was  all  I  managed  to  say  back.  Those  were  the  only words my brain was able to process. 

“Right now, by my count, you’re about to be twenty-sixth. It would be a damn-shame to be eliminated that close to getting that much money for your Zone,” he said. Twenty-sixth? Had I really managed to stay alive for that long? I would have celebrated had I not been on the verge of having my throat slit. “Bend over,” he said, and then he pushed me over the log I’d been sitting on. He dropped down to his knees behind me and he reached up my skirt, grabbing a handful of my ass. 

“I’ll keep you alive for six more announcements if you promise to be a good girl,” 

he  said.  “I  promise  it  won’t  hurt.  You’ll  probably  like  it.”  He  slipped  down  my underwear slightly. He was just an inch away from discovering my ball sack—that was the last thing I wanted. 

Maybe  dressing  up  like  a  girl  wasn’t  such  a  good  idea  after  all.  Now,  some murderous goon was about to discover he was feeling up a man, and he probably wasn’t going to take it so well. A swift death would have been nice, but once he realized my secret, I was pretty sure there wasn’t going to be anything swift about it. 

I heard him unzip his pants. I looked back, pushing through the rigidness of my neck. It was the man with the face tattoo—the man who had been sitting across from me on the plane. He smirked at me, I saw him whip out his big, veiny cock, and then I turned my head forward. My heart was pounding up in my throat and I could taste bitter copper on my tongue. 

He ran his thumb over my asshole. “You’re a tight one. You ever taken it in the ass  before?”  he  asked.  I  started  to  squirm  in  an  attempt  to  break  away,  but  he leapt onto me, pressing that knife into my throat again. “Where do you think you’re going?”  he  asked.  I  could  feel  his  bare  cock  against  my  ass,  throbbing  and growing.  He  pressed  it  right  between  my  ass  cheeks,  keeping  that  blade  to  my throat.  He  was  warm  and  sweaty  and  he  smelled  as  though  he’d  been  in  those woods since descending from the sky. 

He  reached  down  and  cupped  my  stuffed  bra.  He  gave  my  fake  tit  a  firm squeeze. “Just think, you’re doing a good thing for your Zone,” he said, and then he pressed his bulbous tip up to my hole. 

And then he slumped over me, suddenly motionless and suddenly heavy. His blade fell to the ground and blood dribbled down my shoulder. I grabbed the blade and rolled him off of me. And then I noticed the arrow sticking out from his head. 

He was dead. 

“Zone  17  has  been  eliminated,”  the  announcer  called  out  through  the loudspeaker. 

Standing  twenty  feet  behind  the  dead  body  was  a  man  with  a  bow.  He  had another  arrow  readied  and  aimed  right  at  me.  I  winced  my  face  away  and stumbled back, falling over the log onto my own backpack. I grabbed my rifle, and then an arrow struck it, forcing it out from my hands. The arrow graved my hand. It burned. “Shit!” I cried. 

“Don’t move,” the man said, already with a new arrow pulled back in his bow. 

Why wasn’t he killing me? Did he want the same thing as the tattooed man? Was he looking to get a bit of action before offing me? “Hands on your head,” he said. I did  as  he  said.  My  whole  body  was  trembling.  “Calm  down.  I’m  not  going  to  kill you.” 

I noticed then that he didn’t have a watch on his wrist. Those watches didn’t come off once they were on, unless you wanted to lob off your hand—but this man still had both of his hands. 

He started to look around cautiously. “We’re not alone. Just stay quiet and try not to move.” I did as he said. He was a damn-good shot with that bow and for some reason I trusted him. I had no choice but to trust him. He stepped towards me. “I’m going to ask you something and I’m going to trust you. I want you to grab your gun and cover me while I look something up.” It took me a moment before I was able to snap free from my state of frozen anxiety. I picked up my gun, looking him  in  the  eyes,  and  then  I  started  to  look  around.  The  woods  were  silent  and seemingly empty. 

He  pulled  out  a  little  tablet.  As  far  as  I  knew,  there  were  no  computers  or tablets on the island. Maybe he was some Games official? But then why was he interfering with the game? “It says Zone 18 is here somewhere, and it says he’s close. Damn close.” On his screen was my picture, my name, my everything. He’d somehow  accessed  the  whole  Games  database.  Next  to  my  name,  it  said

‘STATUS: ALIVE’. 

My heart stuttered. He looked around and then called out: “Eric, if you’re here, I’m not going to hurt you. I’m here to help you—to get you out of here.” 

“I’m Eric,” I said. “I’m Zone 18. This is a disguise.” I realized after I said it that I’d said it in the girl voice I’d been using and practising. Suddenly, it seemed hard to shake the voice, as if it was suddenly my natural voice. 

He looked at me with wide eyes and a tilted head like a confused pug. “You?” 

he said. 

I cleared my throat. “I’m Eric. I got these clothes off of a dead girl,” I said in my male voice, which felt surprisingly forced. “It’s a disguise.” 

He  stared  at  me  for  another  moment,  as  if  still  deciding  whether  or  not  to believe  me.  “Well,  it  probably  just  saved  your  life,”  he  said.  “Smart.”  He  kept staring at me as if he didn’t quite believe me. “I need you to come with me,” he said, and then he started leading me away from the Play Zone. 

The sun was starting to set and it wasn’t going to be long before we needed to get to the Play Zone. My saviour didn’t seem to think this was a problem when I brought  it  up.  “We’ll  be  fine.  It’s  safer  we  go  this  way.”  He  showed  me  his  little tablet, which had a map of the playing field on it. There were little dots all around us, and an especially dense cluster on the other side of the forest, when I’d been making  my  way  towards  before  my  run  in  with  tattoo-face.  “Those  are  surviving players,” the archer explained to me. 

“Why did you save my life?” I asked. 

“Because I’m not playing the game. I’m just trying to end it.” He explained that he’d snuck onto the plane the night before the Games were underway. “I’m going to  put  an  end  to  the  Games.  No  more  of  this  unnecessary  bloodshed.”  His expression dropped suddenly and his gaze turned inward. I had a feeling he had some  personal  reasons  for  wanting  the  Games  to  be  ended  but  I  didn’t  want  to prod. I continued following him. 

“What’s your name?” I asked. 

“Zach,” he said. 

“And why do you want me?” I said. 

“Because you know computers, and I need someone who knows computers.” 

It was pitch-black outside when we finally reached the edge of the Play Zone, just thirty  minutes  before  the  area  became  restricted.  Before  emerging  from  the treeline,  he  checked  his  little  tablet  to  make  sure  there  was  no  one  nearby,  and then  we  ran  across  a  field  into  an  empty  house.  The  loudspeakers  called  out another  elimination.  Zach  winced  slightly  at  the  announcement.  He  seemed  to hate  everything  about  the  Games.  I  wasn’t  exactly  a  big  fan  of  them  myself, seeing as they had nearly cost me my life, but to me they were just a fact of life. 

They’d  been  around  since  before  I  was  born,  and  they  seemed  to  serve  a purpose. Though I couldn’t help but think that there was a better way. 

“This  is  where  we’re  going,”  Zach  said,  turning  his  tablet  towards  me.  He pointed  right  at  the  middle  of  the  Play  Zone,  at  the  centre  of  a  little  village. 

“Underneath  that  tower  is  the  computer  that  runs  everything.  I’m  going  to  need you to hack into it for me.” 

“What if I can’t?” I said. 

He smiled. “You can,” he said. “If anyone on this planet can hack it, it’s you,” 

he said. His words filled me with a peculiar warm confidence that was short-lived. 

How  did  he  know  so  much  about  me?  How  was  he  so  sure  I  would  be  able  to hack the computer? 

“What exactly are we doing?” I asked. 

“After  each  Games,  all  of  the  top  government  officials,  including  the  Prime Minister himself, gather on this island to announce the winners and which Zones will be getting what. We’re going to take them out, along with this damned island.” 

He  continued  to  explain  the  plan  to  me.  It  was  a  good  plan,  if  your  goal  was  to take out the most powerful people on the planet. He wanted me to break into the computer system and rig it so all of the gas vents would open on the island during the closing ceremony. There were thousands of vents all over the island, and the gas was flammable. Zach wanted to time the vents with the fireworks, the sparks of  which  would  be  enough  to  ignite  the  whole  island  into  flames,  incinerating everything. 

“And  then  what?  And  then  they  bring  in  another  Prime  Minister  and  build another island,” I said. 

He  smiled.  “No.  And  then  we  take  over,”  he  said,  and  then  he  pulled  out  his dog  tags.  He  was  military.  “Back  home,  there  are  thousands  of  us  hiding  out, waiting to take control of parliament once those fireworks go off.” 

“So this is a coup?” I said. 

“Exactly. And it doesn’t work unless you can get into that computer,” he said, and  then  I  realized  there  was  something  he  wasn’t  telling  me.  The  odds  of  me being  selected  to  represent  Zone  18,  one  of  the  most  heavily-populated  Zones, were  astronomically  high—impossibly  high.  Because  they  were  impossible.  I

wasn’t selected by the lottery. Zach and his men had made sure I was selected. 

They needed a computer programmer, and they chose me. Before I could call him out on it, he said, “I’m sorry.” But he didn’t actually seem all too sorry. 

“And what if I don’t do it?” I said. 

“Then the Games carry on, year after year. And people—young girls, like the one  you  took  those  clothes  off  of—will  continue  to  be  killed.”  The  image  of  her poor, lifeless body entered my mind. 

“Fine. But I can’t promise you anything,” I said. 

“I have faith in you.” He looked into my eyes and smiled. He had nice eyes—

big and shining and gentle. 

The snapping of gunshots rang out. They weren’t far away. Zach pulled out his tablet and the screen was all fuzzy. “Damn, I was worried about this,” he said. 

“What?” 

“There’s a storm coming in and it’s messing with my signal. Hopefully it passes soon,” he said. As safe as I felt around Zach, he was just a human. And without his  tablet,  we  were  just  as  vulnerable  as  anyone  else  in  the  game.  Those gunshots  were  close,  maybe  just  a  house  or  two  over,  and  the  Play  Zone  was small now, just a few miles across. I offered him my rifle, but he said he preferred the bow. “It’s quieter,” he said, but the bow wasn’t going to help in a fire fight. It doesn’t matter how good you are with a bow, a rifle is always going to win at one-hundred yards. 

“Get  some  sleep.  You’ll  need  it  for  tomorrow,”  he  said.  I  went  down  to  the basement  while  he  stayed  upstairs  on  guard  duty.  I  wasn’t  sure  whether  to  feel angry that I’d been pulled into a scheme I never wanted to be a part of, or happy that for the first time since finding out I’d been selected for the Games, I actually thought  I  was  going  to  live.  There  were  only  twenty  people  left,  and  I  had  a personal  body  guard  who  had  a  GPS  of  all  the  people  that  were  still  out  there, looking to kill me. When I was on the plane, flying in with all of those burly men, I was  so  sure  that  I  was  a  goner,  looking  around  at  all  of  the  well-trained  killing machines. Now, I was the one with the major advantage. And as an added bonus, in case things went south and I didn’t survive until the end, I’d already made the top twenty. Regardless of what happened, my Zone was going to be taken care of until the next Games. No one was looking at me on their televisions with shame. 

CHAPTER VII

When I woke up, the house was empty. Zach was nowhere to be seen. I crept upstairs and I whispered his name, but there was no response. Then I noticed the camera floating in the middle of the room, looking my way. It stayed on me for a bit and then it buzzed off, slipping through an open window and disappearing. “Hey,” 

a voice said behind me, making me jump, but it was Zach. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare  you.  I  was  hiding  from  the  camera.  If  they  see  me  here,  they’ll  shut  the whole  thing  down  and  our  whole  operation  will  be  done  for.”  He  looked  at  me. 

“Where’s your wig?” 

“I took it off yesterday. Now that I’ve got you, I don’t need it anymore,” I said. 

“Do you still have it?” he asked. 

“It’s in the basement.” 

“Put it back on. You aren’t going to have me for much longer. I can’t go in much further.” 

My heart stopped beating for a moment. “What?” 

“The cameras move in with each Play Zone restriction—there’s just too many of  them.  I  can’t  risk  getting  seen.  You  need  to  get  to  that  tower  and  set  the  gas yourself. In the system, you should be able to see when the fireworks are rigged to go off, just set the—” 

“—I can’t go in there myself!” I said. “I can hardly shoot a gun, and that area is going to be crawling with people.” 

“You  can  do  it.  Just  wait  for  nightfall  and  move  then.  While  you’re  in  the computer, disarm the gas for this area,” he said, showing me an area on his table between the tower and the ocean, “and there will be a boat there waiting for us. 

We’ll take it out of here.” He pointed to a specific point on the map where the boat would be waiting. 

“And what about you?” I said. 

“When you take off for the tower, I’m going to start towards the boat. I expect the gas to be disarmed by midnight—that’s when I’m going to cross the line. If it’s not disarmed, I’ll be killed.” 

“Jesus, putting enough pressure on me?” I said. 

“You’ll be fine. Now go get back into your disguise. It might just save your life again.” 

I  went  downstairs  and  got  back  into  my  wig  and  my  little  outfit.  I  would  have never admitted it to anyone, but I was actually happy getting back into that little disguise. I felt comfortable in it. It made me feel safe, and I even felt kind of sexy. I knew it was no time to feel sexy or to indulge, but I couldn’t help it. For once in my life,  my  body  looked  good.  I  wasn’t  just  the  small,  scrawny  guy—I  was  a  pretty woman. And Zach was right, the fact that I looked so good had saved my life. Had

I been myself when the tattoo-faced man jumped me, he probably would have just ended me right then and there. Had I not been such a looker as a woman, maybe it would have been the same ill-fate. 

Even  Zach  looked  at  me  differently  when  I  was  in  that  outfit.  While  we  were sitting around and waiting for nightfall, I caught him looking at me a few times. It was a testament to how good I was able to look—he knew I wasn’t really a woman and even he couldn’t help himself. 

At one point, I bent over to pick my rifle up off of the floor, and through my legs, I caught Zach staring at my ass. His face became red and he looked away quickly. 

“Sorry,” he said. 

I couldn’t help but laugh. It was kind of cute. He was on a mission to save the world  from  a  corrupt  government—the  whole  mission  resting  on  his  shoulders—

and  I  caught  him  staring  at  my  ass.  I  thought  of  reminding  him  that  I  wasn’t actually a chick, but I didn’t exactly blame him—I really did look like a girl, and my body may as well have belonged to a girl. Whenever I found myself in front of a mirror, I couldn’t help but check myself out, posing for myself, admiring how cute I looked with my eyeliner nice and dark. 

The mood changed when the sun started to set and the reality of the situation began to set in. There was a good chance I wasn’t going to make it to that tower. 

There  was  hardly  any  cover,  save  for  a  few  bushes,  between  me  and  that  little town, and the moon was shining bright. It might as well have been broad daylight. 

CHAPTER VIII

I  took  only  my  rifle  with  me,  leaving  my  bag  behind.  If  all  went  according  to plan, we would be on that boat in just a few hours. I didn’t need food or water. If all did  not  go  according  to  plan,  I  would  be  dead  and  it  wouldn’t  matter  how  many water bottles or bags of cereal I had packed away. I took a few deep breaths in an attempt to calm my throbbing heart. 

Now the stakes were even higher. It wasn’t just my life and it wasn’t just the prosperity of my Zone. Now, it was the future of humanity. 

“Show  me  how  you  aim  that  thing,”  Zach  said  to  me,  motioning  towards  my rifle. I held it up and aimed at a cup in the cupboard. “No, that’s no good,” he said, and then he stepped up behind me. “You want to relax your shoulders and lean forward  just  a  little  bit.  Yeah,  like  that.  Now  press  the  butt  of  the  gun  right  here, into the soft part between your shoulder and your collarbone. How does that feel?” 

“I guess it feels okay,” I said. 

“Lean  forward  just  a  little  bit  more,”  he  said.  He  put  his  hand  on  my  hips  to keep  me  stabilized.  The  position  felt  somewhat  awkward.  “Now  when  you  go  to shoot,  and  you’ve  got  your  target  in  your  sights,  hold  your  breath  and  then squeeze  the  trigger.  Don’t  just  pull  the  trigger  until  the  gun  goes  off—squeeze  it down  in  one  smooth  motion.  Don’t  do  it  now,  but  when  you’ve  got  someone  in your  sights.”  I  wasn’t  terribly  fond  of  how  he  said,  ‘when  you’ve  got  someone’

instead of ‘if you’ve got someone’. 

He reached his arms around me, putting his hands on mine to slightly adjust my posture. “How does that feel?” he asked, but I was distracted. I could feel the bulge of his cock against my bum. 

“It  feels  good,”  I  said,  turning  my  head  to  him.  We  were  eye-to-eye,  inches apart. 

“Good,” he said, and then he kissed me. I froze. And then I kissed back. It only lasted  about  five  seconds  and  then  he  pulled  away,  probably  remembering  I wasn’t actually a woman. 

“I’m  sorry,”  he  said.  “I  don’t  know  what  came  over  me.”  He  stared  me  in  the eyes for a moment and then he released me. “You’d better get going.” His cheeks were  dark  red.  Had  he  really  forgotten  momentarily  that  I  was  a  man?  In  his defence,  there  were  moments  where  I  forgot  that  I  wasn’t  really  a  woman.  The outfit fit too well, the makeup went on too easily, and I looked too good. The voice was so natural and that same voice filled my head, as if my own voice had packed up and left. 

I  walked  to  the  door  and  looked  back  at  him.  He  was  looking  at  me  with  a solemn expression. It wasn’t the confidence-building send-off I’d hoped for. 

I opened the door and I started to jog across that long field towards that little town, with the tower in the middle. It was far away—I could barely make out the

tower through the haze, and there wasn’t much to hide behind along the way, save for the tall grass. 

My heart pounded viciously the whole way. There were roughly fifteen men still alive,  likely  armed  and  definitely  desperate  for  that  win.  I  wished  I  could  have reasoned with them, told them what I was going to do. There’s no need to kill one another! I know where the main computer is—I can disarm the whole system. 

But  the  Games  needed  to  go  on.  Those  men  needed  to  die  for  the  cause. 

There  needed  to  be  a  winner  for  the  ceremony  to  take  place,  so  that  all  of  the government  officials  could  convene  in  one  spot.  The  men  and  women  of  that Games would be like martyrs, dying so no one would ever have to die again on that island. 

And  if  the  plan  works,  what  would  they  think  happened  to  me?  Would  they assume  I  was  killed  off-camera,  and  there  was  some  issue  with  my  watch—

perhaps it was hit by a bullet and it malfunctioned, failing to send my vitals to the server?  If  I  disappeared  from  the  Game,  would  my  Zone  still  get  top  twenty funding? If the plan failed, would I be wasting the opportunity to finish first? I tried not to think too much about it—focussing on the task at hand: getting to that tower alive. None of it mattered if I was shot dead halfway. 

That field was eerily silent—just my footsteps crunching the tall, dry grass. No distant popping of guns. No booming announcements. Not even a gentle breeze. 

When  I  reached  the  town,  my  body  became  tense.  There  were  so  many windows  looking  down  at  me,  no  matter  where  I  hid,  no  matter  which  wall  I pressed  my  body  against.  It  seemed  like  a  matter  of  time  before  I  passed  a window  concealing  a  man.  Would  I  even  see  it  coming,  or  would  my  life  just suddenly end? Would I hear the gunshot before I was dead? 

I crept through the town. It was dark out, darker thanks to the shadows of the buildings—but  still  I  felt  completely  vulnerable.  I  slipped  around  one  corner  and then  saw  a  man,  his  back  to  me,  crouching  just  down  the  lane  between  the homes. I slipped back, trying to remain completely silent, even holding my breath. 

I raised my rifle and I considered blasting the man. I leaned around the corner and aimed the gun right at him, just the way Zach taught me. I had a perfect shot—it would  have  been  an  easy  kill,  and  I  could  have  moved  quickly  away  from  the scene, before anyone moved in on that position. 

But  I  couldn’t  bring  myself  to  do  it.  Instead,  I  carefully  stepped  towards  him, gun drawn. I stopped about ten feet away, and then I said, “Drop the gun and don’t make a noise.” 

He  didn’t  even  look  back.  He  carefully  placed  the  gun  down  and  then  raised his hands into the air. “Side arm, too,” I said, and then he dropped that as well. 

He turned around slowly. “Please don’t shoot,” he said. He looked like a soldier

—big arms, shaved head, scars all over. He was a tough guy, but even tough guys don’t want to die. At the end of the day, no one wants to die. 

“I need to get to that tower, and once I’m inside, I don’t want anyone coming in,” I said. He stared at me with wide eyes. “I need you to watch the door for me. 

Now pick up your gun,” I said. Those eyes became wider and full of confusion. He slowly  reached  for  his  gun,  probably  thinking  it  was  some  kind  of  trap,  but  he didn’t have a choice. 

When I turned away from him, he didn’t shoot me. I didn’t think he would. Even in the Games, people still have their humanity. He put his trust in me and now I was putting my trust in him. He watched me slip away, moving towards the tower. 

Once  I  was  up  against  the  side  of  the  tower,  I  looked  back.  I  could  see  his silhouette, crouched in that laneway, guarding the point I’d asked him to guard. I don’t know why I trusted him and I don’t know why he trusted me—but somehow I knew he would. I slipped into the tower and a wave of relief washed over me. 

I started looking around for the basement access. I tried all of the doors and eventually  found  a  locked  door.  It  was  a  simple,  inconspicuous  wooden  door.  I bashed the lock with the butt of my rifle until it was hanging loose to the side. Sure enough,  there  was  a  stairway  leading  down  to  another  locked  door,  which  was made of steel—not something I could easily bash with the butt of my gun. 

It  had  a  big  bolt  lock,  but  I  didn’t  know  how  to  pick  a  lock.  I  stepped  back, aimed right at the lock, and fired. It left a dent, and sent my bullet ricocheting back at me (missing narrowly), but it didn’t break the lock. I stepped back, behind the doorframe of the first door, and I shot again, and again, and again, leaving more dents but making no more progress. “Fuck,” I muttered. And then I remembered I had a hand grenade. I pulled it off of my belt and I pulled the pin. I tossed it down the stairs and I closed the door. Five seconds later, there was a loud bang and a heavy  rumble.  The  man  watching  the  tower  entrance  for  me  probably  thought  I was being massacred. 

The steel door was open, the metal all twisted and bent, and I could see the flashing  lights  of  computers  in  the  newly  opened  room.  I  ran  down,  through  the heat of the recent detonation. The room was filled with large drives and servers, all blinking and beeping away. At the end of the room was a simple computer, with a screen, a mouse, and a keyboard. I took a seat. 

It  was  running  a  single  program  called  games_216.exe.  The  program  was using  over  100  GB  of  RAM.  Turning  it  off  would  have  been  a  simple  click  of  a button, and everyone still alive probably would have been freed and sent home—

and I would probably have been arrested and put in jail, or killed. But if Zach was right, then going through with the original plan would save countless lives, not just the lives of ten people or so. 

The  program  had  no  interface,  so  I  was  stuck  trying  to  figure  everything  out through the coding. It was programmed in a language I didn’t recognize, but there were  some  familiar  universalities,  which  helped  me  gain  a  rudimentary understanding  of  how  the  program  operated.  I  scanned  through  lines  of  code, slowly figuring it all out, and then I noticed the time on the corner of the screen. It was 11:55, five minutes before Zach ran out of the Play Zone and got gassed to death.  I  needed  to  act  quickly.  I  did  my  best  to  focus,  scanning  through  lines  of

coding, skipping over what looked like procedural computing stuff. I did a search for anything marked as “gas” but there was nothing. It was in there somewhere, probably with a vague variable as a name. 

It was 11:57 and I wasn’t any closer to figuring it out. I thought about shutting the  whole  thing  down,  to  at  least  save  Zach’s  life,  but  I  knew  he  would  sooner have me carry out the plan than save his life. I kept looking. 

Finally, I found a chunk of code dealing with radius size. One line mentioned vents and, in computer-language, said, “All vents outside of Play Area are active.” 

I switched the value from true to false. It was 11:59. Hopefully that was the only line of code that mattered for Zach’s sake. There would be no way of knowing until I left the Play Zone myself. 

Finding  the  code  for  the  fireworks  was  easier,  as  the  launch  program  was called fireworks_protocol.exe. I wrote in my own line of code, mimicking the one I’d  disabled  minutes  earlier,  telling  the  program  to  set  all  vents  to  true  when fireworks_protocol.exe  was  set  to  true.  One  simple  line  of  code  to  destroy  an entire  land  mass  and  wipe  out  an  entire  government.  And  it  was  done—my  job was done. 

Before leaving, I found the database of players by searching my name. There were three status options: Alive, Eliminated, and Unknown. I changed my status to unknown and I disabled my watch. 

I made my way back up the stairs and then I opened the front door. The door wouldn’t  open  all  the  way.  There  was  a  dead  man  blocking  it.  The  laneway silhouette waved at me and I waved back, and then I slipped away, headed for the edge of the Play Zone, headed for the boat. 

CHAPTER IX

Crossing over the edge of the Play Zone was a heart pounding moment, but I survived, so I knew that I must have done my job right. And for the first time since landing on that island, I didn’t feel like death was waiting behind every tree, every rock,  and  every  log.  I’d  survived  the  Games.  I  was  one  of  the  historic  few  who would return home and see my friends and family again. 

I  saw  the  boat  in  the  distance,  bobbing  in  the  shadow  of  a  tall  cliff.  It  was  a small speed boat, and I could see a man on it. It was Zach. He waved to me and I waved  back.  He  helped  me  onto  the  boat,  and  then  I  couldn’t  help  myself—I jumped into his arms. I was so happy to see him. I felt like I owed him my life, my families’ lives, my future children’s lives. He held me tightly. 

“You did good,” he said. “Now let’s get out of here.” He punched a few buttons into the boat’s navigation system and the boat started to direct itself home. “We’ll have  you  back  in  Zone  18  in  just  a  few  hours.  I  recommend  you  stay  in  your disguise  for  at  least  a  few  weeks,  until  after  the  ceremony,  and  after  the  new government  it  set  up.  Your  family  will  probably  assume  you  didn’t  make  it,  but they’ll understand once it all—” I kissed him. I had to kiss him. 

He kissed back, completely dropping his little speech. His arms slipped around me again and he held me tight, pressing his hard chest and abs against my small body.  I  loved  the  feeling  of  his  rough  stubble  against  my  face,  and  I  loved  the smell of his musk in my nostrils. 

I’d  never  thought  about  kissing  a  man  before,  but  now  it  seemed  so  right.  I couldn’t think of a world where I wasn’t in Zach’s arms, where his tongue wasn’t exploring  the  inside  of  my  mouth.  I  could  feel  his  big  bulge  against  my  pelvis.  I rubbed  myself  into  it  gently,  obsessed  with  the  feeling  of  it  getting  bigger  and bigger. 

When  our  kiss  finally  ended,  he  looked  into  my  eyes.  “You  know,  you  could always stay like that. I think it suits you,” he said, looking down at my body. 

“You think so?” I said. 

“It did save your life, didn’t it? It would almost be a shame to get rid of it.” His cheeks were a shade of dark crimson. 

“I think it saved yours, too,” I said. 

We  kissed  again.  This  time,  his  hands  came  up  and  fondled  my  chest.  “You look good in that little skirt,” he said. 

“Want to see what’s underneath?” 

He sunk down to his knees and he slipped down my undies. Then he began to fondle my cock. It felt good. It felt even better when he sunk my rod through his lips  and  began  to  suck  me  off.  His  mouth  was  warm  and  wet,  and  his  tongue moved expertly up and down my throbbing length. I slipped my fingers into his hair and I pulled him in tight. 

I looked back. The island was hardly a speck on the horizon. In a day or two, it would be ablaze with raging fires. And thank God for that. It was a horrible place of needless death. 

I looked back down at Zach and he was looking up at me. “You like it?” I said. 

“I love it.” 

“Let me play with yours,” I said, biting the corner of my lip. I sunk down and he lay back. I tugged down his pants, letting his big, spring-loaded cock flip out. He was big, hard, and throbbing impressively. I took his member in my hand. It was heavy. I bent forward and slipped it into my mouth. Everything about our little romp felt so natural—I never questioned it for a second. Was it wrong? Maybe to some people—but  who  cares?  We  just  saved  countless  lives  and  helped  overthrow  a corrupt government. The least we could do was have a little bit of fun. 

I could taste the sweet tinge of his pre-cum on my tongue. I ran my hands up and down his warm, rippling abs while I sucked him off. 

I  was  getting  hornier.  I  wanted  more  than  just  his  cock  against  my  tongue.  I crawled over his body and I sat myself down on his lap, feeling his throbbing rod between my butt cheeks, placing my ball sack on his abdomen. “It’s my first time. 

Be gentle,” I said with a smirk. 

He  bit  his  lip  and  took  a  deep  breath.  I  reached  down  and  grabbed  his  rod, lining it up with my tiny hole. He penetrated me and I sunk down low, pressing my bum  right  against  his  pelvis.  “Oh  God,”  I  moaned,  the  pleasure  overtaking  me almost instantly. Warm energy was suddenly pulsing through my body. I could feel every inch of him inside of me, throbbing warmly. I slowly bounced up and down, feeling him sliding in and out. God, it felt good. I grabbed my chest and squeezed. 

He grabbed my hips and held me tightly, and then he started thrusting upwards into  me.  That  was  the  point  where  I  lost  all  control.  I  started  moaning  wildly, placing my hands down on his chest so I wouldn’t flop over like a convulsing trout. 

His  pelvis  slapped  against  my  tush  with  each  penetration.  I  was  totally  lost  in euphoria  and  lust.  I  wished  I  would  have  discovered  this  side  of  me  so  much sooner in life. 

“Jerk yourself off on my chest,” he said, and I did without hesitation, reaching down  and  grabbing  my  cock  firmly,  beating  it  quickly  with  small  strokes.  Within thirty seconds I was coming all over him, and he liked it. He moaned and groaned and  then  his  nails  dug  into  the  skin  of  my  hips.  “I’m  going  to  come,”  he  said through clenched teeth, and then I felt it: his hot load blasting deep inside of me. I fell  down  on  him,  soaking  my  top  with  my  own  cum.  I  didn’t  care.  I  was  too  far gone to care. 

We kissed again, tasting a tinge of each other’s cocks on our tongues. “Maybe you can come live with me in Zone 18,” I said. 

“In a heartbeat,” he said. 

And he owned up to his word. One week after the news had been announced that the Prime Minister had been killed and the government had been overthrown, 

he found his way to my doorstep. The door was hardly open before I threw myself into his arms. 

It was the beginning of a new life in so many ways. There was so much to look forward to, so much everyone had to look forward to. 

THE END
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HIS PERSONAL CUTIE

Ryan  is  a  passionate  actor  who  loves  a  good  acting  challenge.  So  when  his friend Bobby asks if he will get dressed up and play the role of his girlfriend to get some guys at school off of his back, Ryan jumps on the opportunity. If Ryan can pull this gig off, he can pull anything off. 

CHAPTER I

I  will  admit  that  I  was  a  bit  excited  when  Bobby  asked  me  to  pose  as  his girlfriend  for  a  few  days  to  get  some  of  his  classmates  off  of  his  back—not because I fantasized about dressing up like a woman or spending an hour in the bathroom  flat-ironing  my  hair,  but  because  I  was  an  actor  and  it  was  one  of  the greatest  acting  challenges  I’d  ever  been  presented  with.  I  loved  a  good  acting challenge, and since the summer production of Hamlet, in which I played Laertes, I hadn’t had a chance to put my acting chops to the test. Since then, aside from a chewing gum commercial, I’d done nothing at all. 

Bobby looked surprised when I said yes to his proposition—maybe because I didn’t hesitate for even a second. He stared at me curiously for a moment, as if I was pulling his leg, and then he said, “Seriously?” 

“Absolutely. It sounds like a blast. When can I start?” I asked, and he gave me that curious look again. 

A  bunch  of  guys  in  Bobby’s  university  classes  had  started  picking  on  him  in such a juvenile way: calling him gay, putting pictures of buff, naked men on his lab locker, that kind of stuff, and it all started after he rejected Tessa, a girl who asked him out on a date. 

Tessa  was  a  pretty  good-looking  girl,  and  it  was  the  rejection  that  made everyone  realize  that  Bobby  had  never  been  seen  with  a  woman  before—so  of course,  he  must  have  been  gay.  “I  just  wasn’t  interested,”  he  told  me,  and  I believed him. Bobby had always been picky with girls, and he had peculiar taste. 

There was a period when we were still in high-school that I started to wonder if he was gay, so I asked him why he never talked to girls. He ended up telling me there was  a  girl  he  liked,  Marla  Evans.  Marla  was  cute  enough:  a  shy,  petite  redhead who never said much of anything to anyone. People always thought Marla and I were brother and sister, because we both had red hair. 

“Why don’t you ask her out?” I remember asking him. 

“I don’t want to bother her,” he said. Eventually they did start hanging out, but then she moved away shortly after to another state, and that was the last I ever heard of her, from Bobby and everyone else. Bobby never seemed too broken up over it, but he was a quiet, composed guy, so it was impossible to tell, really. 

Besides  me,  Bobby  didn’t  have  too  many  friends.  He  didn’t  want  too  many friends.  He  liked  spending  his  nights  by  himself,  with  a  book  and  a  radio  and nothing  else.  He  liked  going  to  movies  alone  and  sometimes  he  even  went camping alone. He’d never cared about what people said about him before, “So why do you care so much about what everyone thinks all of a sudden?” I asked. 

“I  don’t  care,  but  I  screwed  up,”  he  said.  “When  everyone  started  grilling  me about Tessa, I had to tell them something. I said I already had a girlfriend. It got them  off  of  my  back,  at  least  for  a  little  while.  Now  they  don’t  believe  me.  Why don’t they believe me?” he asked. 

“Because you lied?” 

“I know., I know. It’s so annoying,” he said. 

He only needed me for long enough to prove to everyone that he wasn’t a liar, even though he technically was a liar. It was a white lie—it didn’t hurt anyone and it got everyone off of his back. I had no issues with it, and I was happy he trusted me to help him. I was also happy to have the chance to really put my acting skills to the test. 

Bobby knew I was capable of pulling off the whole woman thing. He’d seen me in  drag  before,  doing  the  voice  and  all  that,  in  various  skits  I  did  with  a  comedy troupe I was part of a couple of years before. It was an all-male comedy troupe, so occasionally we would play chicks. Whenever we needed a really convincing girl, they would pick me. If it was more of a comic-relief thing, one of the other guys got the  role.  In  fact,  Bobby  was  the  assistant  director  and  occasional  writer  of  the troupe, and he was the one that always suggested I play the girls when they were needed. Sometimes he even wrote female roles for me because I was able to pull them off so convincingly. 

I came to Bobby the next day with a Pinterest board of ideas. He looked at me with  that  increasingly  familiar  curious  gaze.  I’d  picked  out  different  outfit  styles, makeup styles, and hair styles. “How long did you spend making this?” he asked. 

“I  don’t  know—a  few  hours  last  night.  I  also  worked  on  a  few  different inflections—we can run through those later.” The first and most important part of any role is research. My acting coach once told me that the difference between a good actor and a bad one is whether or not they really understand what they’re talking about. I did a lot of research, more than I told Bobby about. I spent hours just  researching  shoe  and  purse  designers.  I  learned  the  difference  between caged, platform, stiletto, and pump heels, and I made sure I was familiar with the defining characteristics of the different designers. Christian Louboutin’s trademark was his red soles. 

“I just need you to show up, be around a few times when the other guys are around, and that’s it. Let’s not make a big production out of this,” Bobby said. 

“But what if they ask me questions? What if their girlfriends are with them and they want to chat? We need to nail down all of the details, otherwise you’re going to  look  even  more  foolish,”  I  said.  I  watched  his  expression  drop  and  his  face flush.  He  hadn’t  considered  the  possibility  of  the  whole  thing  backfiring—and  it wouldn’t take much to backfire. Just a little slip—verbal or wardrobe. Even if they didn’t find out I was a man, it wouldn’t take much investigating to find out I wasn’t really Bobby’s girlfriend. 

“Maybe this was a bad idea. Let’s forget I ever suggested it,” Bobby said. 

“No,  no!  We’re  going  to  pull  this  off,  Bobby,  don’t  you  worry.  We’ll  get  those guys off of your back and we’ll make you into a legend. Everyone’s going to wish they were you—I promise.” 

“I  don’t  want  everyone  to  wish  they’re  me.  I  just…”  He  didn’t  finish  his sentence. 

“You just want them to leave you alone, I get it. That’s fine, and we’ll do it.” 

“Ryan, I’m sorry but I don’t think this is a good idea. Let’s just forget about it. 

Everyone  else  will  drop  it  after  a  few  weeks,  I’m  sure.  But  thanks  for  offering  to help—I  really  appreciate  it.”  That  was  all  he  said  to  me  before  he  left  for  the evening. 

But I wasn’t okay with just giving up like that. I was determined to put an end to Bobby’s  suffering,  and  I  was  determined  to  take  a  stab  at  one  of  the  greatest acting challenges ever. And it really was the greatest challenge—there were real stakes. If I failed, I wasn’t simply looking at a slew of bad reviews, I was gambling with my reputation and Bobby’s. Marlon Brando used to sit down next to strangers and he would start chatting with them. After a little bit of back-and-forth, he would start reciting his lines for whatever he was working on, and his goal was to keep the  stranger  from  finding  out  he  was  running  lines  and  not  just  having  a conversation. Sometimes people thought he was crazy when he started going off about  his  daughter’s  wedding,  but  no  one  ever  realized  he  was  acting.  A  true legend. 

But Marlon Brando never tried to fool strangers into believing he was a woman

—that was a whole new level of acting, and I knew it would make me a greater actor and artist in the end. 

CHAPTER II

I spent the night looking through my Pinterest board, adding in new photos that caught my interest. I was trying to build a character. Every element that I added to my character had to meet a few different criteria. 

First, it needed to be a quality that Bobby would actually go for. I knew for a fact he didn’t like girls with facial piercings or tattoos. Luckily I had neither. I knew he liked redheads, because the only girl I ever saw him talk to was a redhead. My hair  wasn’t  long  enough,  so  I  was  going  to  need  a  wig.  He  liked  girls  with  blue eyes, and luckily I already had blue eyes, which meant I didn’t need to buy a set of colour contacts. 

Second,  the  choices  I  made  had  to  feel  at  least  somewhat  natural.  It  was  a tough role I was undertaking, so I needed to feel at least a little bit comfortable in my  choices.  I  always  hated  those  jean  thongs  that  so  many  girls  wear  out  in public,  so  I  kept  those  off  of  my  list,  and  I  always  found  the  idea  of  earrings uncomfortable,  so  I  made  sure  not  to  create  any  outfits  that  needed  earrings  to bring everything together. I didn’t mind the idea of a belly-button piercing, and I’d always wanted to run my hands through my own long hair, so getting a nice, long wig was going to be important. 

Third,  I  needed  to  be  sexy.  It  would  have  been  easy  just  to  throw  a  baggy hoodie over my body, put on a pair of glasses, and cover my face with a messy wig—but  I  didn’t  want  Bobby’s  classmates  to  go  from  thinking  he  was  gay  to thinking  he  had  bad  taste  in  women.  I  wanted  them  to  be  jealous.  The  best revenge is a good dose of jealousy. 

I  was  trained  in  the  Meisner  technique,  and  Meisner  trained  actors  must become their characters. Everything needs to be natural, because there is no line reading as a Meisner actor, there is just speaking. You must completely do away with all notions of your former self while you become the character. If I was going to call Bobby my boyfriend, I needed to believe that he was my boyfriend. If I was going  to  talk  shoes  with  one  of  his  classmates,  I  needed  to  believe  that  I  liked shoes. The Meisner technique involves a lot of lying to yourself, but when you lie enough about one thing, it starts to become a reality. I do love shoes. I love shoes so much. I wish I had a pair of Louboutins. 

My first stop was at the wig store downtown. I walked in and walked right up to the counter. On the back wall were all the different wigs—wigs of every length and colour. Curly wigs, straight wigs, wavy wigs, you name it, they had it. The woman working looked up at me. “Men’s styles are on that wall over there,” she said, but I ignored  her.  Why  was  she  telling  me  where  the  men’s  styles  were?  I  was  a woman. I gave her a dirty look and then I watched her eyes grow wide. 

“I’ll take that one there,” I said, pointing to a long redhead wig. It was straight with tones of copper, orange, and light brown. The woman bagged it for me and I paid the bill. 

My next stop was at the women’s underwear store. I needed to start from the core. I couldn’t simply slip some girl clothes over my boxers and call it a day—I needed  to  be  able  to  feel  the  snug  embrace  of  the  satin  and  lace.  I  needed  to have different options that I needlessly matched with my outfits, the way women tended  to  do.  No,  there  was  no  point  in  having  a  pair  of  panties  to  match  your shoes  unless  you  planned  on  getting  down  and  dirty  (and  even  then,  it  was superfluous),  but  it  was  important  to  get  into  that  mindset.  “Shopping  for  your girlfriend?” the store clerk asked. I gave her a dirty look, too. 

“For myself. Do you have this bra in my size? Preferably padded.” 

“Um,  I  can  get  your  measurements  and  then  I  can  go  look  in  the  back,”  she said. She looked over at her co-worker friend, who looked equally as perplexed. 

She  measured  my  chest.  It  would  have  been  easy  to  become  flustered  and embarrassed, but that’s the biggest challenge of the Meisner technique—staying out of your head. You have to remain in the moment and in character, despite any embarrassments, despite whether a whole film crew is staring at you or just the minimum-wage workers at the underwear store. 

The woman returned with a few different bra options, all padded, all my size. 

Some were colourful, but I wasn’t a colourful-bra kind of chick. I liked the simple white lace option, and the black option in the same style. I took both, and I found panties  that  matched.  I  bought  a  thong  for  good  measure,  because  every  girl should  own  at  least  one  thong.  Before  leaving,  the  lingerie  section  of  the  store caught my eye and I found myself browsing. 

I could feel the employees watching me. That embarrassment I’d tried so hard to suppress was creeping in, but I pushed it away. I had to stay true to the Meisner technique. I had to learn to stay out of my head no matter what the circumstances were. It was the whole reason this becoming a woman for a few days thing was such an amazing opportunity. 

I had no intention of ever wearing any of the lingerie, but I felt like I needed to own it. I felt like I couldn’t be my character—who was a bit sexy, a bit bubbly, and a  bit  flirty—without  owning  a  pair  of  white  stockings  and  a  little  white  teddy.  If  I didn’t  own  those  things,  I  would  just  be  lying  to  myself,  and  I  wouldn’t  be immersed in my character. It is absolutely necessary for a Meisner-trained actor to immerse themselves in their character, otherwise the performance isn’t genuine. 

At the end of the day, when I finally returned home from the mall, I did my best to not get hung up on the fact that I’d just emptied half of my bank account into clothes I would only wear once or twice—some I may never wear at all. I had to ignore  it  because  it  was  vital,  not  just  because  I  needed  wardrobe  but  because dropping large sums of money on clothes is, in a way, a female right of passage. If I  was  going  to  be  Bobby’s  cutie  girlfriend,  I  needed  to  be  the  part,  and  Bobby’s cutie girlfriend would drop half of her bank account on clothes without batting an eyelash. 

It  dawned  on  me  that  I  didn’t  have  a  name.  What  about  Sandy?  No,  Sandy wouldn’t be a redhead. What about Laureen? No, that sounded too dated. Jenna? 

Too porn-ish. Amber? I liked Amber. The more I thought about it, the more I felt like it suited me. Amber King. I liked the name. It sounded like I could be a famous actress, playing superheroes in blockbuster movies. Amber King. The more I said it aloud, the more I liked it. “Hi, I’m Amber,” I said to myself in the mirror as I got my  wig  on  just  right.  “Hey,  I’m  Amber.  Amber  King.”  I  tested  out  different inflections. 

The wig looked good, and I probably could have gotten away with just the wig, the clothes, and a touch of makeup—that’s all I would have done for our skits—but I  needed  to  go  further.  I  wasn’t  just  trying  to  fool  an  audience  from  afar.  I  was going to be up close and personal, improvising, and I had to be convincing. I spent a good thirty minutes in front of the mirror plucking my eyebrows, shaping them carefully.  If  you  take  a  picture  of  a  man  and  a  picture  of  a  woman  and  you  put them  side  by  side,  you’ll  see  that  the  biggest  difference  between  the  genders  is the eyebrows. Sure, most guys had broader jawlines and most women had softer features, but it wasn’t true in all cases. For instance, I had soft features and a soft jawline. Even my Adam’s apple wasn’t terribly noticeable. But with the eyebrows thinned out and shaped just right, the look was just right. You could have put my picture right next to any girl’s and anyone would have struggled to pick the man out of the lot. 

I  stripped  down  naked.  It  was  time  for  hair  removal.  I  thought  about  simply shaving my legs, and then I thought, What would Sanford Meisner do? I needed to do a full shave—arms, legs, chest, pits, even my crotch. I decided to shave a cute little heart above my cock, because that’s what Amber would have done—and it’s what Amber did. I tucked my cock and balls between my legs and I stood in front of the mirror. The illusion was frighteningly feminine. 

A Russian filmmaker named Lev Kuleshov once edited a small film where he showed  a  shot  of  an  actor  followed  by  a  different  image  that  the  actor  was supposedly looking at. In one image, he showed a baby in a casket, and the actor looked  sad.  In  another,  he  showed  a  beautiful  woman  on  a  bed,  and  the  actor looked excited, and in another, he showed a bowl of soup, and the actor looked hungry—at  least  that’s  how  the  audience  thought  the  actor  looked.  It  was  the same exact shot of the actor. Audiences refused to believe it because they were sure  the  expression  had  changed  from  shot  to  shot.  They  call  it  the  Kuleshov effect. 

With  my  wig,  my  soft,  smooth  skin,  my  cock  tucked  between  my  thighs,  and my meticulously shaped eyebrows, it looked like I had breasts—small breasts, but breasts nonetheless. I reached up and cupped them and gave them a little lift. It looked like I was playing with my own set of A-cups. I smiled. 

I hadn’t even gotten into the makeup or the clothes that I’d bought. “Hey, have you  seen  Bobby  anywhere?”  I  asked  myself  in  the  mirror.  The  voice  was becoming  more  and  more  natural.  I  couldn’t  wait  to  show  myself  off  in  front  of Bobby’s  classmates.  I  couldn’t  wait  to  have  them  swooning  over  me,  throwing themselves  at  me,  begging  Bobby  for  forgiveness.  Hey  Bobby,  do  you  want  to

come  to  our  party  this  weekend?  Say—why  don’t  you  bring  that  girlfriend  of yours? What’s her name? Amber King. Yeah, bring her, it’ll be fun. 

I got into my white lacy bra, but I felt like it was missing something. The pads gave the illusion of a decent bust, but it was missing that mouth-watering boob-jiggle. I went to my computer to do some more research. I found a little tutorial on how to create fake breast inserts that fit into the slots designed for pads. Just plop the  pads  out  and  slip  in  little  Ziploc  bags  filled  with  gelatin.  I  double  bagged  the gelatin  so  there  wouldn’t  be  any  accidents,  but  sure  enough,  the  effect  was convincing. I did a little jump and I watched my tits bounce and then jiggle slightly as they settled into place. I cupped them gently and gave them a squeeze. It was so  realistic,  it  made  me  wonder  how  many  girls  I’d  seen  in  public  with  gelatin under their bras. 

I  slipped  on  a  pair  of  panties  and  then  I  slipped  into  one  of  the  dresses  I’d bought.  It  was  a  perfect  fit,  and  the  soft  satin  felt  so  nice  against  my  skin.  Why couldn’t men’s clothing feel this soft? Why did we get stuck with cheap cotton and rough denim and nothing else? Where was our satin? Even the panties felt way nicer  than  my  boxers,  the  soft  fabric  hugging  my  cock  and  balls  firmly  in  place. 

The only downside was that my package slipped out a few times, so I was going to have to be careful when I was out in public. 

It  was  getting  late,  so  I  finished  my  night  with  a  quick  makeup  test.  I  went simple, just a touch of eyeliner, some light eye-shadow, a nude lipstick, and a dab of eyebrow filler. I knew there was so much more I could do, and would do when the time came, but for now I was satisfied. I was looking at a woman in the mirror. 

I’d successfully become a lady—I’d become Amber King. Until my duty with Bobby was finished, I would be Amber King. 

I slept that night in nothing but my panties and I dreamed in lace. 

CHAPTER III

Bobby didn’t know who I was when I took the seat next to him in his chemistry class. He looked over at me briefly and then looked back down at his textbook, his cheeks red. It was still a few minutes before class started, and the classroom was mostly empty. “Aren’t you going to say hi?” I said with a little smirk. 

He looked up at me and forced a smile. “Hi,” he said, “How are you?” 

“I’m good—happy to see you,” I said. 

He looked at me with a slight tilt of his head, and then said, “Sorry, do we know each other?” 

I gave him a playful shove. “Oh c’mon, don’t be like that,” I said. His cheeks turned even redder, and then his face flushed completely as he realized who he was staring at. 

He  looked  around  to  make  sure  no  one  was  listening  and  then  he  leaned  in close. “Ryan? What the hell are you doing? I told you not to do this,” he said. 

“Ryan? Who’s Ryan? It’s me, Amber. Silly.” I leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek. Now his face was red all over again. 

“Look, I told you that I didn’t want—” Before he could finish speaking, a couple of guys took the seats behind us. He looked back at them, smiled, and nodded. 

He  sunk  low  into  his  chair.  Then  he  looked  at  me  with  wide  eyes  and  tried  to motion for me to go. But I wasn’t going anywhere. I knew he wanted this—and I knew that he needed it, too. I wasn’t going to let everyone walk all over him. 

I turned and looked at the two guys behind us. They looked back at me. “Hey,” 

I said. 

“Hey,” one of the men said back to me. 

“I’m Amber—nice to meet you,” I said with a big smile. 

“Tim,” one man said. “Lars,” said the other. They looked at me for a moment and then they looked at one another. 

“Amber,” Bobby said. He was looking at me with a stern face, as if trying his best not to shout. 

“Yeah?” I said. 

He stared at me for a moment, trying to tell me something with his eyes, and then he said, “Maybe those guys don’t want to be bothered right now.” 

“It’s  no  bother,”  said  Tim.  I  turned  back  around  and  smiled.  “Are  you  new  to class?” Tim asked. 

“No,  I’m  just  sitting  in.  I  don’t  actually  go  here,  but  I’m  thinking  I  might  next year. I’m just here visiting my boyfriend,” I said, and then I grabbed Bobby’s arm and gave it a playful hug. 

“You’re Bobby’s girlfriend?” Tim said, his eyes suddenly wide. 

Bobby remained frozen, his eyes forward. I have to admit, his arm was more rigid and muscular than I was expecting. I could tell he wanted to throw me off and deny knowing me, but even he knew deep down that this was best for him. It was what he had asked for, after all. He was just worried it would backfire, but I was prepared  to  do  everything  in  my  power  to  make  sure  that  didn’t  happen.  His reputation was safe in my hands. I was a tremendous actor, after all. 

“I  guess  I  should  say  we’re  just  dating,”  I  said.  “Have  been  for  a  few  weeks now.” 

“Wow—I mean, that’s great. Bobby’s a really lucky guy,” Tim said. 

“Or am I the lucky girl?” I said, and then I turned to Bobby. I leaned into him, resting my face on his shoulder. 

I felt somewhat guilty throughout that chemistry class, not just because I was undoubtedly  distracting  Bobby  from  learning,  but  because  he  was  pretty  much defenceless, forced to accept whatever I had in store for him, unless he wanted to out me as not his girlfriend, which was effectively outing himself as a liar. So he put  up  with  me,  but  it  was  for  his  own  good.  A  few  minutes  into  the  professor’s lecture, I slipped my hand down the armrest and my hand found his. I slipped my fingers  in-between  his  and  clasped  my  hand  shut.  He  had  no  choice  but  to reciprocate,  or  the  guys  behind  us  might  question  our  relationship  and  possibly even his sexual preference. He held my hand throughout the class. 

It felt strange holding Bobby’s hand, but I did my best to stay in character, stay in Amber’s head. Amber would hold her boyfriend’s hand and she would enjoy it, so I needed to enjoy it, even though it felt terribly unnatural, holding my best friend of many years’ hand. He had bigger hands than I’d ever realized before, and he had  a  strong  grip.  Every  summer  he  worked  for  his  brother’s  landscaping company, which explained that. 

After class, I tagged along with him down the hall. Once everyone was out of sight, Bobby looked over at me and said, “I’m so mad at you.” He couldn’t look me in the eyes for more than a second without looking away. “I told you not to do this, but you did it anyway.” 

“Oh, babe, it’s just harmless fun.” 

“Don’t call me babe. Go home and never do this again, or I’ll never talk to you again—and I mean it,” he said. 

I stared into his eyes. “What? But what about me and you?” 

He sighed. “There is no me and you—you’re delusional. You need to drop this character now, because it’s starting to piss me off.” 

“Are you breaking up with me?” I asked. 

He planted his face into the palm of his hand. “Yes, fine, I’m breaking up with you. Now get out of here.” 

Even though I knew it wasn’t real, I felt heartbroken. I’d spent days getting into that character, getting emotionally invested in Amber and her hobbies, her goals, 

her life. I stood there feeling crushed as Bobby walked away. I was losing out on a huge opportunity to hone my acting chops. In a way, I felt like I’d failed—I’d failed to convince the one person that really mattered: Bobby. If I was truly a great actor, I  would  have  been  able  to  convince  him  that  I  really  was  a  woman,  and  I  really was his girlfriend. Marlon Brando would have pulled it off, and it would have been epic. As for me, I was just another hack—another wannabe Brando. 

I started to walk down the hall and then I heard Bobby’s voice from around the corner. “Who? Amber? Oh, she’s just a friend,” he said. 

“You guys looked like more than just friend,” said whoever he was talking to—a male with a smooth, deep voice. 

“Just friends,” Bobby said. 

“Well if you’re just friends, do you mind passing on her digits to me? You have to admit, she’s pretty hot.” 

“Um, I don’t know if she would be interested. No offence.” 

“Oh,  c’mon.  Or  is  that  your  way  of  saying  there  really  is  something  going  on between you two?” the man asked. 

“No, there’s nothing. She’s just a friend, visiting from out of town. That’s it.” 

“Well why don’t you bring her around tomorrow night. We’re having a party at my place. It would be good to see the two of you there.” 

There  was  a  short  silence,  and  then  Bobby  said,  “Yeah,  maybe.  I’ll  let  you know.” 

Before  I  turned  to  leave,  I  overheard  another  interaction  between  Bobby  and one of his classmates. “Hey Bobby, way to go with that cute little redhead.” I heard the high-five. 

Maybe my role wasn’t for nothing. Maybe I’d managed to complete my goal in less  time  than  I  thought  I  needed.  By  the  sounds  of  it,  Bobby’s  reputation  was rescued. 

CHAPTER IV

There  was  a  mix  of  pride  and  sadness  as  I  removed  my  wig  and  placed  it down on the bathroom vanity once I was back home. It wasn’t needed any longer. 

As much as I wanted to carry on the acting challenge of being Amber, I didn’t want to burn the bridge between Bobby and me, which was already singed along the edges. 

A famous acting coach once told me, ‘There’s no such thing as a small role. 

Treat every role as if you’re the lead. If the writing is good, every character plays a vital part.’ I lived by those words, partly because I believed them to be true, and partly because I only got small roles. But as far as I was concerned, Newspaper Man #2 was the lead in that feature I was in, back in the springtime. Amber King may have only been a bit part in Bobby’s life, but that was all that was needed. 

The writing was good. There was no more need for Amber King. 

And then I got the call. It was Bobby, and he wanted to apologize. “I may have overreacted,” he said. 

“It’s no problem,” I said, and then I realized I said it in my female voice, which was hard to slip out from. I cleared my voice and said it again in my proper voice. 

“You were right. It got those guys off of my back, so I guess I owe you one,” he said. 

“Anytime.” 

“But I was wondering if you could do me a big favour. I was hoping you could come to this party with me tomorrow, as—you know—maybe you could come as Amber,” he said. He said the last bit in a quieter voice, as if he didn’t want anyone to hear him, despite the fact he lived alone. 

“Really?”  I  said.  I  looked  down  at  my  redhead  wig  and  got  excited.  The challenge wasn’t dead, and the role lived on. It was like finding out your character scored  well  with  test  audiences,  and  the  studio  wants  you  back  for  the  second season—maybe  in  a  recurring  role.  No,  there  would  be  no  paycheque  for  my portrayal of Amber King, but the fulfilment was just the same. Amber King tested well with the audiences and now she was coming back. 

“I’m just worried people will think the whole thing was staged if they never see you again. Maybe if we go to this party, they’ll all get it out of their system.” 

“Pick me up at eight. I can’t wait,” I said. 

“Just please don’t get too over the top. They just need to see that you exist, and  that’s  it—nothing  more  than  that.  Please.”  That  was  the  end  of  our conversation, and I disregarded that whole last bit. Of course I was going to go all out. People couldn’t think that Bobby’s girlfriend, Amber King, was a bore. Amber doesn’t  simply  go  to  parties  and  blend  into  the  crowd.  If  Bobby  didn’t  want  his classmates to think our relationship was staged, then I needed to show the world that it wasn’t staged. 

I went to my closet to pick out an outfit. I had a few different options, but there was  one  option—one  I  didn’t  think  I  would  actually  wear  when  I  bought  it—that was just perfect. It was a little black hootchie dress, with an opening in the centre of the chest, and it only extended a couple of inches below my crotch. I was going to have to find a way to keep my manhood out of the picture. One little slip and it would have been hanging down for everyone to see. I could figure that out later though. 

I laid out the dress and I thought about trying it on. I couldn’t wait to try it on, along with the pair of cute black heels I bought. 

Before going to bed that night, I put on a facemask (moisturizing), put the E! 

Channel  on  the  television,  and  I  sat  on  the  couch,  painting  my  nails  a  shade  of pure white. I thought it would contrast the dress nicely. I found myself staring at the dress. I couldn’t wait to put it on—but I wanted to wait. I wanted to save the fresh excitement for the party. 

I was an extra on a big film shoot with Bruce Heyburn once. I was only on set for  two  days,  but  in  those  two  days  I  got  to  watch  his  process  first  hand.  There was a big set-piece that his character was supposed to stumble upon in the film—

a magical tower. Bruce had a PA guide him around the set while he kept his eyes closed, whenever he was near the tower. He didn’t want to see it until they went to picture, so his reaction would be its most genuine—like a true Meisner actor. I was doing the same thing with that little hootchie dress. 

But my desire to get all sexy was too overwhelming. Luckily, I had that lingerie teddy and those stockings. I went to my bedroom, stripped down, and got into the little  lacy  outfit.  God,  it  was  so  soft  on  my  skin,  and  it  looked  so  sexy.  My  legs looked fantastic in those stockings, like they belonged in the movies—and they did belong in the movies, as far as I was concerned. My little gelatin inserts even fit perfectly into the cups of the teddy. 

I did a few poses in the mirror, and I got myself so excited. It was a shame no one would ever see me like this. It seemed like such a waste. And then I got an idea. 

I set up my camera on a tripod and I set it to take a photo every five seconds. I snapped a few dozen shots of me in different poses, looking sexier than ever. The photos were good, except there was a problem: my cock. I was getting too excited in  the  lingerie  and  I  was  making  myself  erect  whenever  I  caught  myself  in  the reflection. I tried tucking myself in every way possible, but it wasn’t happening. I needed to deal with the issue. 

I  found  myself  in  the  bathroom,  in  front  of  the  mirror,  with  my  erection  in  my hand.  I  jerked  myself  off  while  staring  at  my  own  body.  God,  I  was  so  hot—it almost made me wish I could have been born a woman. I wouldn’t have had any issues  finding  roles  with  this  God-given  beauty.  Producers  would  have  been drooling the moment I walked in the door. 

There  was  something  strangely  hypnotizing  about  the  sight  of  a  gorgeous redhead in skimpy lingerie, stroking her big, throbbing cock. I stared at my hands, 

my  painted  nails,  sliding  up  and  down  so  elegantly.  I  even  jerked  off  the  way Amber  King  would,  with  grace  and  elegance.  I  bit  my  lip  as  my  legs  started  to tremble. My climax was approaching. 

With  my  free  hand,  I  reached  up  and  squeezed  one  of  my  breasts.  It  felt strangely  pleasant,  as  if  it  really  was  my  breast  and  not  just  a  gelatin  insert. 

Everything  felt  so  good.  My  body  was  warm  and  weightless.  I  was  on  a  whole different plane of—

I came. My white, hot load spewed out all over the vanity, the mirror, and my hand. I watched my cum dripping off of my feminine fingers. Shit, it felt good. 

Once my situation was taken care of, I returned to the living room to continue my photo shoot. 

The  photos  turned  out  great,  so  they  went  straight  to  the  internet,  under  an anonymous username. I watched as the comments rolled in. “I’d love to eat our your sweet pussy,” one man said. “God, I wish you would show your tits.” “Have mercy!”  “I  know  what  I’ll  be  jerking  off  to  tonight.”  If  only  they  knew  they  were swooning over a man…

It  was  so  much  fun—no  wonder  so  many  girls  post  nudie  photos  on  the internet.  The  reception  was  addictive.  I  found  myself  reading  through  comments all night long, flirting with strangers. But I finally stopped myself, remembering that I was in a relationship. I had a boyfriend: Bobby. I wouldn’t want him flirting with other girls online, so why was it okay for me to flirt with other guys? I turned off my computer and went to sleep. I slept in my lingerie. 

CHAPTER V

I set aside a few hours to get ready for the party. It was probably more than I needed,  but  I  wanted  everything  to  be  perfect.  I  took  my  job  seriously,  after  all, whether I was being paid or not. 

My first task was finding a way to get my package to stay in place under my little  hootchie  dress.  I  tried  on  different  pairs  of  panties,  but  none  of  them  were strong enough to hold thing together. Strangely enough, the thong I’d bought did the  trick.  The  little  triangle  of  fabric  was  stronger  than  the  flimsy  cotton  panties, and it was slightly wider, before it shrunk down to hardly more than a thread. 

My  heart  was  beating  fast  when  I  slipped  into  my  little  black  dress.  It  was everything I’d dreamed of, fitting perfectly, complimenting the curve of my ass and the  curve  of  my  bust.  Bobby  was  going  to  take  one  look  at  me  and  fall  in  love. 

How could he not? Everyone at that party was going to be looking at me, wishing they were Bobby. 

I did my makeup slowly and carefully, getting each little line and flick just right. I was going for a sexier look. I was imitating a picture I’d found when I looked up

‘clubbing  makeup  styles’.  I  played  around  a  little  bit  with  contouring  and  I darkened  up  my  lips.  I  looked  good,  ready  to  rock  that  party,  ready  to  make everyone drool with jealousy. 

The doorbell rang and I answered it. It was Bobby, dressed in a clean dress-shirt and jeans. His eyes lit up when he saw me. He looked down my body quickly and then his eyes darted back up. “Hey, are you ready to go?” he asked. 

“Let’s do it,” I said, and he led me down the steps towards his car. 

He  looked  at  me  for  a  moment  and  then  he  looked  forward  again.  “You  look good,”  he  said.  His  cheeks  were  turning  a  shade  of  pink.  I  didn’t  blame  him—I looked good. He was lucky to have a girlfriend like me. I don’t think he knew just how lucky he was. 

Staying in character takes a lot of practice. In a lot of ways, it’s like meditation. 

If  you  let  your  mind  slip  for  just  a  couple  of  seconds,  you  can  ruin  the  whole process. You need to stay focussed and you mustn’t let the actor come through ever—only the character. 

I reached down and slipped my hand over Bobby’s. He let me do it, at least for a few seconds before he pulled his hand back. “What are you doing?” he asked. 

“Just holding my boyfriend’s hand,” I said, and then I smiled. 

“Maybe just save it for the party,” he said. His whole face was now a shade of pink. 

“Sure, babe,” I said, and we continued on. 

Whenever I turned my head to look out the window, he would look down at my thighs. I had great thighs, so again, I couldn’t blame him. He didn’t know I could

see him through the window reflection. He was quick to look back forward before I turned my head back. I wished he would indulge just a little bit, put a hand on my thigh,  have  a  little  bit  of  fun  before  we  got  to  the  party.  It  was  hard  staying  in character with him being so determined to stay out of it. 

When he pulled up to the party, he was slow to get out of the car. He took a deep  breath  and  stared  at  the  party  house,  which  was  teeming  with  his classmates. If there was potential for disaster, it was here—but I wasn’t going to let  it  happen.  I’d  never  been  more  into  a  character  in  my  life.  Until  my  Amber character, I’d never truly understood what Meisner was saying when he said you needed  to  become  the  character.  For  the  first  time  ever,  I  truly  believed  I  had become the character. “C’mon, let’s go,” I said, and I stepped out. He took a few more seconds before he followed suit. 

I  walked  next  to  him  as  we  approached  the  door.  There  were  clusters  of students  on  the  front  lawn,  drinking  and  smoking,  casually  looking  our  way.  I smiled  and  nodded  at  some  of  them.  Bobby  just  kept  his  focus  on  the  door.  He wasn’t a partier, and this wasn’t his kind of scene. But I was determined to make him feel comfortable, like any good girlfriend would. I slipped my hands around his arm, feeling his hard muscles through his shirt. 

“Let’s find a drink,” I said. We walked through the house. The music was loud and the flashing lights were distracting. We had to push past a number of people to get to the kitchen. The kitchen island was buried beneath liquor, and the fridge was  overflowing.  “Help  yourself  to  anything,”  a  man  said  to  us.  He  was  tall  and handsome. He turned to me and smiled. “You must be Amber. Bobby was telling me about you yesterday.” 

“Really?” I said, turning to Bobby. 

“He wasn’t lying. You really are quite beautiful. I have to admit, I didn’t believe Bobby when he told me.” 

“Awe,” I said, snuggling tight into my boyfriend. He blushed. He looked me in the eyes for a  brief moment and then he looked away. I wondered if it was true, or if  he  was  just  adding  legitimacy  to  his  white  lie.  Did  Bobby  really  think  I  was beautiful, or was I still just convenient? 

Bobby got a beer from the fridge, and then he got me a vodka water in a red solo cup. “Here,” he said, handing it to me. 

“Thanks, babe,” I said. 

We  wandered  around  the  party.  We  stayed  close—my  arms  still  wrapped around his arm. The wandering was aimless. Bobby didn’t seem to know what to do. He wasn’t interested in talking to anyone. Whenever we were near any of his classmates, he would avoid eye-contact. “Why don’t you go say hi?” I asked. 

“I don’t want to bug him. He’s talking to someone,” he said. “Maybe we should just go.” 

“Nonsense. You just need to cut loose a little bit—enjoy yourself.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t really want to,” he said. 

“If  you  do,  maybe  you’ll  get  lucky  later,”  I  said  with  a  wink.  Once  again,  his cheeks  turned  red.  It  took  a  few  seconds  before  I  realized  I’d  just  offered  to  put out, and I’d offered it to my best friend, who knew that I was actually a man. He didn’t say anything, ignoring what I’d said completely. Though he never suggested leaving again. 

“Hey Bobby,” someone said behind us. We turned around. It was Tim, from his chemistry class. “Hey Amber—you made it,” he said. 

“Sure did—wouldn’t miss it.” 

“Great. You know Bobby’s a really a great guy.” 

“Oh, I know.” 

“Be good to him—and Bobby, be good to your girl here. It seems like you’ve found a good one.” 

Bobby simply smiled and nodded his head. 

We ended up back in the kitchen, getting another round of drinks. Bobby mixed mine  again  for  me.  This  time,  there  was  a  significant  amount  more  vodka  than water.  “Whoa,  are  you  trying  to  get  me  drunk?”  I  said,  giving  him  a  playful  little shove. 

“Just trying to cut loose, like you said.” 

We made our way out onto the back lawn, which was equally dense with party-goers.  We  found  a  little  spot  that  was  somewhat  removed  from  the  action,  and Bobby  looked  into  my  eyes.  “Thanks  again  for  doing  all  of  this.  I  know  it  seems super fucked up, but it’s really helping me out.” 

“It’s my pleasure,” I said. “It’s the least I can do for my boyfriend.” 

He laughed. “You really are sticking to the character, huh?” 

“I’m just being myself, baby.” 

He stared into my eyes for a moment and then he looked away, looking around at all the college students having a good time. I couldn’t help but wonder if that’s what he wanted, if he was just too shy to go for it, to let himself free. There were a few  couples  nearby,  some  holding  hands,  some  laughing  together,  and  some kissing. Bobby looked at them with a strangely sombre look, and then he looked away. “What do you want to do?” he asked. 

Maybe  Bobby  had  never  had  a  girlfriend  before,  not  because  he  never  liked anyone, but because he was too shy to put himself out there. He never had any friends to push him. I’d never pushed him. It isn’t easy, building up the confidence to  put  yourself  out  there—especially  when  you  aren’t  a  trained  actor.  “Don’t  you ever want that?” I asked, motioning towards the couple kissing on the bench by the fence. 

He shrugged his shoulders. “I dunno,” he said. 

“Isn’t there a girl you like? Maybe I can help you out.” 

“I don’t need help. There’s no one I like. I just like being by myself,” he said. 

“C’mon, Bobby. You’ve been saying that for years and I just don’t believe you anymore.” 

He looked at me and shrugged again. I could tell I was pushing him out of his comfort  zone,  but  it  needed  to  happen.  By  dragging  me  around  and  telling everyone I was his girlfriend, he was just putting a Band-Aid on the issue. In fact, he was making it harder on himself, making all the available girls think that he was off-limits.  He  was  sabotaging  himself  to  protect  his  feelings.  It  was  time  to  push him out of his little bubble. 

“If you don’t tell me, I’m going to pick someone and set you up myself,” I said. 

“I really don’t like anyone here,” he said. “Can we just let it go?” 

“No.  I’m  not  letting  it  go.  I’ve  let  it  go  for  the  last  decade.  I  want  to  see  you happy, Bobby. Tell me what you’re looking for. Describe your perfect girl.” 

He looked down at his feet and he sighed. “Well, I want someone outgoing, but not  over  the  top.  If  they  had  some  of  the  same  interests  as  me,  that  would  be nice.” He looked around. “I’ve always liked redheads. I like girls who look natural

—not too fake, who aren’t afraid to be themselves… I don’t know, this is stupid. 

Do I have to do this?” 

I laughed. “Careful what you’re describing, Bobby. That sounded an awful lot like  me.”  I  kept  laughing  until  I  realized  he  was  looking  at  me  and  he  wasn’t laughing. Wait—was he describing me? Did he like me? But—but I wasn’t actually a girl. I was just his friend. 

“Maybe we should go,” he said. 

“No, wait. Bobby, what are you trying to say?” I said. 

“I just want a girl like you—except, you know, a girl.” 

I smiled. “Am I not a girl enough for you?” I asked, grinning. 

He  blushed  again,  and  then  I  realized  he  wasn’t  kidding  around.  He  was looking into my eyes, looking guilty, looking embarrassed. He was putting himself out  there—he  was  pushing  himself  out  of  his  comfort  zone.  But  it  wasn’t  in  the way I’d anticipated. 

And then I thought back through our relationship—all the way back to when we were in that little comedy troupe together, and he would write female roles for me. 

Did  he  just  like  seeing  me  dressed  up  in  drag?  Did  he  like  me  when  I  was  a woman? And when he asked me to pretend to be his girlfriend, was he trying to get more than just a reputation bump out of it? 

“This was a bad idea,” he said, and then he began to turn around. 

“Wait,” I said. He looked at me. There was a silence. “Do you like me, Bobby?” 

I said. 

He shrugged his shoulders. His lips parted momentarily, as if he was trying to say something, and then his lips closed again. He couldn’t think of anything to say. 

Instead, he just leaned forward and kissed me. I froze. I wasn’t sure what to do. 

And  then,  out  of  fear  of  humiliating  him  more  than  anything,  I  kissed  back—or maybe it was me trying to stay in character, committing fully, the way I was trained to do. Or maybe I wanted to kiss him. 

The  kiss  lasted  about  ten  seconds,  and  then  there  was  a  terribly  awkward silence afterwards. He stared at his feet and I stared at mine. I just kissed my best friend—I just kissed a man. My heart was pounding. I was confused. Something inside of me was telling me it was right, that it felt good, but it couldn’t have been right—he was Bobby, and I wasn’t really Amber. 

But  if  I  was  Amber,  would  it  have  been  so  wrong?  If  my  true  identity  was Amber King, the bubbly little redhead, would the kiss have been so out of place? 

But  it  didn’t  feel  out  of  place,  so  what  did  that  mean?  Did  that  mean  I’d  truly discovered the secrets of the Meisner technique, or did it mean that, deep down inside, I really was Amber King. When those female roles were written into those skits, was my excitement to play them not grounded in the acting challenge, but something deeper? When Bobby asked me to be his girlfriend, was I just excited to  become  a  woman  for  a  few  days?  When  I  went  shopping  and  bought  all  of those clothes and makeup and shoes, was I really just indulging in a suppressed fantasy of my true self? 

Was Bobby in love with me? 

CHAPTER VI

He led me through the house and to an empty bedroom. We closed and locked the door, and then Bobby said, “I think we should talk about this.” And then there was silence. We both knew there was nothing to say. The kiss had said it all. Now, there was only the decision—what would we do about it? 

“I don’t know how else to say this, but… I like you,” he said. 

I bit down on my tongue. There were so many emotions swirling around in my brain,  I  couldn’t  tell  one  from  the  other.  Was  I  sad?  Happy?  Embarrassed? 

Mortified? 

Being Amber was fun while it lasted, and maybe it was a lot more than just fun, but it was time to be real. I needed to speak honestly with Bobby. “Do you like me, or do you like Amber?” I said. 

He  was  silent,  and  that  was  enough  for  me  to  know  the  answer.  He  liked Amber. He wasn’t gay. 

“I’m not Amber, Bobby,” I said. 

“Aren’t you?” he asked. 

I  was  speechless.  It  was  a  hard-hitting  question.  Was  I  really  Amber?  I  felt more comfortable, more happy, and more alive in that wig and that little dress. I’d spent years trying to master the Meisner technique, and I was pretty sure it wasn’t a  coincidence  I  finally  figured  it  out  when  I  got  my  chance  to  play  a  woman—a woman  of  my  own  creation.  But  I  wasn’t  a  woman,  unless  men  could  become women.  Can  a  man  be  a  woman?  What  was  the  difference?  Everyone  at  that party  thought  I  was  a  woman,  and  Bobby  clearly  saw  me  as  a  woman—and  at times, I saw myself as a woman. 

“But—but what would people think?” I said. 

“Who cares. If there’s anything I’ve learned in my life, it’s that things only go south when you start caring about what other people think.” I felt a clenching at my heart, as if something was trying to hold me back. I felt small and weak, like I was missing a piece of myself. 

And  then  he  stepped  forward  and  kissed  me  again,  and  I  kissed  back.  That clenching disappeared and I felt free. Finally, I felt free—I was out of my head. 

The whole theory behind the Meisner technique is to get out of your own head. 

You can’t truly act until you stop caring about what everyone around you thinks: the camera guys, the producers watching eagerly, and the rest of the people in the world. Let go of those cares and let yourself be free. I didn’t understand freedom until that moment, when I freed myself from my own conceptions of who I was. I was whoever the hell I wanted to be, and I wanted to be Amber. I wanted to be Bobby’s Amber. 


He  lowered  me  down  onto  the  bed  and  he  crawled  on  top  of  me.  His  kiss moved  from  my  lips  down  to  my  neck.  He  sucked  playfully.  It  felt  nice.  I  ran  my hands down his strong arms and back up them again. Then I slipped my hands under his shirt. 

I  wasn’t  the  only  one  who  had  freed  themselves  from  their  own  artificial shackles. Bobby was like a new person, invigorated and happy. It was so uplifting, seeing him in that state—and he was happy because of me. I let him pull away the straps  of  my  dress,  leaving  me  in  just  my  white,  lacy  bra.  He  squeezed  my  tits, and then he removed the bra. He bent over and sucked my nipples. I slipped my fingers into his hair and raised my thighs around his body. 

I’d never felt so strongly about anyone before. What we had between us was powerful.  Our  bond  was  unbreakable.  And  I  was  floating  away  to  a  different universe, where I intended to stay. My new name was Amber King. 

He  pulled  my  dress  down  my  legs,  leaving  me  in  just  my  thong.  He  ran  his fingers over the bulge of my cock. “I like your thong,” he said. 

“I bet you’d like it better off,” I said. 

“You’re right.” He slipped it down my legs and tossed it aside, letting my half-erect cock flop over against my thigh. He lifted it up and stroked it gently, staring at it with lust in his eyes. He stroked it a few times before slipping it through his lips. 

He fondled my balls while he sucked me off. I let my head fall back onto the bed and I stared up at the ceiling. My God, did it feel good. And it felt right—more right than  it  had  ever  felt  with  any  girl.  I  loved  the  way  his  tongue  slipped  around  my girth,  and  the  way  his  lips  puckered  up  and  down  my  hard  rod.  He  had  me throbbing and rock-hard within fifteen seconds. 

He slipped my rod out from his mouth and started to jerk me off. His head went lower, to my butthole, which he began to eat out. My thighs closed in on his head. 

I couldn’t help it. The pleasure was too intense. “If you aren’t careful, you’re going to  make  me  cum,”  I  said.  He  smiled  and  then  he  stood  up  on  his  knees.  He undressed himself. His cock was already hard, tall, his veins pounding. He slipped forward and took both of our cocks in one hand, pressing them together, stroking them as one. I liked the way it felt as our tips rubbed together. He was bigger than me, but I didn’t mind, seeing as he was the man. 

He drew the tip of his cock down the length of my rod, over my balls, and up to my asshole. “Ready?” he said. I smiled, and then he began to push in. I’d never been  fucked  in  the  ass  before,  so  I  had  no  idea  what  to  expect.  I  figured  there would be some pain, but I was wrong. It felt amazing, every inch of it stretching my little hole wide. I could feel his veins throbbing, his rigid edges sliding against the tight walls of my anus. 

“Fuck me,” I said. 

He began to thrust himself in and out of me. It felt damn good. I watched my legs  floating  in  the  air,  my  heeled  feet  bouncing  up  and  down.  My  heels,  my makeup, and my wig were the only traces of my female self that were on my body, 

but still, I felt like a woman. I was a woman being fucked senseless by her man’s big, hard cock. 

He  held  my  thighs  up  to  his  warm,  sweaty  torso  while  he  plunged  me repeatedly. “Fuck, that feels good,” he muttered. 

“Yeah,” I said. “Don’t stop.” Every thrust felt better than the one before it. My body was being filled with warm jolts of pleasure; they were quickly overtaking me, making me weak, making me moan, making me come. Hot jizz began to ooze out from my dick, onto my belly. “Oh God,” I moaned. 

He started pounding me harder and harder, faster and faster. Cum kept oozing out from my hard cock. “Please don’t stop!” I said, over and over, but I knew he was close. I could feel his manhood bulging and bloating, and he was beginning to grunt with every thrust, holding back with all of his effort. 

“Fuck!” he grunted loudly, and then I felt his warm, hot jizz filling me up deep. I moaned and squirmed but he held me tightly, making sure every last drop ended up inside of my body. After one last deep breath, he released me and fell back, his cock slipping out from my bum, his creampie oozing out. 

I met up with him at school the next day, taking the seat next to him, cuddling into  his  side  as  his  professor  went  on  and  on  about  things  I  didn’t  really understand. Bobby put his arm around me and embraced me, in front of everyone, without  shame  or  embarrassment.  I  had  no  shame  or  embarrassment  myself when  I  brought  Bobby  to  hang  out  with  my  other  friends.  “Ryan?”  one  of  my friends said to me. 

“It’s Amber now,” I said with a smile. There was some confused glances at first, but they all got used to it, and soon enough, I was just another girl to them. That’s another thing Meisner said: Don’t worry about being embarrassed when you let go

—everyone else is too concerned with their own matters to care about yours. He was right. No one really cared, not even my parents or my brother. There wasn’t much more discussion aside from, “Are you sure about this?” 

I was sure. I was more sure about it than anything in my life. I didn’t want to be Ryan anymore. I didn’t want to be a struggling actor. I wanted to be a struggling actress—though  I  knew  I  wouldn’t  be  struggling  forever.  I  wanted  to  be  Bobby’s girlfriend, his own personal cutie, his arm candy, his little hottie to tote around in front of all his friends and classmates. 

THE END
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BOYS IN SKIRTS

The  new  dress  code  at  school  has  left  the  girls  terribly  uncomfortable,  while the boys are still allowed to wear whatever they want, and Principal Hodgeson is refusing to budge on the matter. So as a form of protest, the boys have decided to expose Principal Hodgeson’s hypocrisy and show up for school in cute little skirts. 

Dave doesn’t want to participate in the protest, but unless he wants to be called a strike-breaker, he has no choice. 

As the protest carries on for longer than expected, some of the boys start to realize  they  like  their  cute,  new  outfits.  Dave  is  one  of  them,  but  he  can  never admit it. 

CHAPTER I

It was a hot spring afternoon when the teachers at our school got together and decided that it was time to create a new dress code. Teachers were worried that the girls were showing off too much skin, and as a result, the boys were struggling to pay attention to the lectures. They weren’t wrong. Even I could think of a few instances where I’d failed to hear the class assignment because I could see the round of Becky’s ass poking out from beneath her skirt. 

“Every  girl’s  skirt  must  be  at  least  knee-length,”  was  the  announcement  the very  next  morning.  The  frustration  was  audible,  from  the  boys  and  the  girls.  For us,  it  was  the  end  of  seeing  the    glorious  legs  and  butts  and  the  occasional panties sighting up a skirt. And for the girls, it meant sweating half to death in the uncharacteristically  hot  weather.  Shorts  had  already  been  outlawed  two  years before,  when  girls’  shorts  started  looking  more  like  bikini  bottoms  than  shorts. 

Leggings had been outlawed for years, because they were too see-through when girls  bent  over.  All  that  was  left  was  long  skirts  and  pants.  Meanwhile,  us  boys were allowed to wear whatever the hell we wanted. 

The  next  day,  as  the  new  dress  code  came  into  effect,  the  discomfort  was obvious. Girls were squirming in their seats, constantly wiping sweat off the backs of their necks and their foreheads. Occasionally a girl would stand up and shake out her skirt, as if to get some fresh air up there. Our teachers didn’t seem to care, for the most part. Mr. Duncan, who taught senior-year science, tried to repeal the new  ruling,  but  he  was  unsuccessful.  “The  girls  are  dying,”  he  said  to  Mr. 

Hodgeson, the school principal. 

“They’ll get used to it,” Mr. Hodgeson replied. As you might expect, this quote wasn’t an easy pill for the girls to swallow. The girls got together and organized a protest. The next day, they all walked out of their third period class and went down to the principal’s office with signs they’d spent the previous night making. My sister was  among  them.  She  told  me  that  Mr.  Hodgeson  just  put  on  a  pair  of headphones  and  closed  the  blinds  to  his  office.  All  of  the  girls  were  marked  as absent by their teachers, and when the next day came around, the next protest, only  a  quarter  of  the  girls  left  their  classes.  And  the  next  day  there  were  just  a handful of girls in front of those closed blinds. 

I thought the girls were slightly exaggerating their discomfort in the sweltering heat, until I saw my sister come home from school, tired and exhausted. The heat had  sapped  the  energy  right  out  of  her.  Mr.  Duncan  told  us  the  next  day  that women  have  an  extra  layer  of  fat  on  their  bodies  that  makes  them  stay  warmer than  men.  The  extra  layer  of  fat  is  meant  to  insulate  and  protect  women  while they’re pregnant. Mr. Duncan tried explaining this scientific fact to Mr. Hodgeson, but Mr. Hodgeson didn’t want to hear it. “They’ll get used to it,” he said again, and that was the end of that. 

But  after  a  week,  I  could  tell  the  girls  weren’t  getting  used  to  it.  And  the temperatures were rising a little bit every day as summer approached. I wasn’t the

only  one  who  could  tell  the  girls  weren’t  adjusting.  At  lunch,  my  friend  Aaron suggested we do something about it. “There must be something we can do,” he said,  and  we  all  sat  there  and  thought  throughout  the  rest  of  that  lunch  break. 

None of us admitted it, but I can pretty much guarantee the real reason the other guys all cared was because they wanted the short skirts back. We all missed the cute butts and long legs. So what could we do? 

“We could protest,” someone suggested. 

“The girls already tried that,” Aaron said. 

“They can’t fail all of us.” 

“That’s what the girls thought, too.” 

A few more ideas were tossed around but nothing stuck. And then we all went to  our  next  classes  and  watched  the  girls  walk  in  like  zombies,  melting  under layers  of  fabric  while  we  sat  there  in  shorts  and  tank-tops  because  we  were allowed  to  wear  whatever  the  hell  we  wanted  and  they  weren’t.  I  joked  to  my buddy next to me, saying that we could have even worn those short skirts if we wanted to, without breaking a single rule. He laughed and then he looked at me with an inward gaze. “You’re right. We could,” he said. 

He  had  something  on  his  mind,  which  came  in  the  form  of  a  group  text-message  later  that  evening,  while  I  was  sitting  up  in  my  bedroom,  looking  at pictures of naked girls on the internet. The text message was sent out to thirty of us. “Forward this to every guy in your classes. Tomorrow, we’re all wearing skirts to  school.  The  shorter  the  better.  Borrow  from  your  sisters  or  friends.”  Over  the next  thirty  minutes,  I  got  the  same  message  another  five  or  six  times  as  it  was circulated to every boy in the school. I thought it was a brilliant idea, exposing the faculty’s hypocrisy, until I found myself in my sister’s bedroom, asking her if I could borrow one of her skirts. When she pulled one out from her closet and handed it to me, I felt suddenly stupid and embarrassed. 

I  held  it  up  to  my  waist.  It  was  so  short.  It  would  expose  my  pale  legs  and make me look downright ridiculous. And what if I wore the skirt to school and no one else did? What if everyone chickened out, and I was left wearing a skirt like a complete  dunce?  My  sister  looked  at  me  with  big,  shining  eyes,  and  said,  “You have to do it. It’s an important statement,” but in that moment I couldn’t figure out for the life of me what that statement was. The only outcome I could see coming out of the charade was Mr. Hodgeson changing the word ‘girls’ to ‘students’ in the revised dress code. 

But my sister was right. I had to do it. Sure, it would be embarrassing to end up as the only one wearing a skirt at school, but it would be even more embarrassing to be the only one not wearing a skirt. Everyone would think I was protesting the protest. Don’t you care about women’s rights, Dave? Aren’t these issues important to  you,  Dave?  I  took  the  skirt  back  to  my  room  and  found  myself  in  front  of  the mirror, wearing the stupid little thing. It made me wish puberty had hit me harder than it had. My legs were hairless, and when I blocked out my face, I actually felt like  I  was  staring  at  a  woman’s  lower  half.  At  least  if  I’d  had  thick  muscles  or

coarse  hair,  like  most  of  the  other  guys,  it  would  have  been  funny.  But  there’s nothing funny about a thin, smooth-skinned boy wearing a skirt. But like my sister said, I had to do it. 

CHAPTER II

I was late for school the next day, partly because I slept in later than usual, and partly because I kept flip-flopping on whether or not to wear the skirt. I knew I had to do it, but for the longest time, I couldn’t bring myself to leave my bedroom. It didn’t help that I kept getting a boner every time I put on the skirt. I couldn’t seem to  help  it.  I  blamed  morning  wood.  I  slipped  into  the  bathroom  and  jerked  off quickly  so  I  could  regain  control  of  myself.  It  helped,  but  it  felt  very  wrong. 

Everything about going to school in a skirt felt wrong. 

But  somehow  I  managed  to  overcome  my  pounding  heart  and  the  cold, paralyzing sweat on the back of my neck, and I walked the five blocks to school, in my  skirt,  closing  my  eyes  every  time  a  car  passed,  begging  they  wouldn’t  look over and see my face. 

I  had  long  hair  that  touched  my  shoulders.  I  wasn’t  sure  whether  it  was  a blessing or to my detriment. From behind, I probably looked like a chick. I tried to pick the most masculine top I could, but nothing I owned was overtly masculine. I ended up wearing a grey zip-up hoodie, which I thought was a great choice until I saw the ad at a nearby bus stop for American Apparel, where a girl was wearing an  almost  identical  skirt  and  hoodie  combination.  I  thought  about  running  home and  changing,  but  I  was  already  late,  and  if  I  ended  up  any  later,  I  would  be marked as absent. My grades were already terrible enough. 

When  I  walked  into  the  school,  I  still  had  no  idea  whether  I  was  going  to  be that  boy  who  wore  the  skirt  to  school,  or  one  of  the  many  boys  in  skirts.  The hallways were empty and quiet. I had to ascend three flights of stairs and travel down  three  long  hallways.  And  then  I  slipped  into  my  classroom  and  everyone turned  to  look  at  me.  I  watched  their  eyes  drift  down  to  my  skirt—the  teacher’s included.  And  then,  once  I  overcame  my  sudden  paralysis,  I  looked  down  and noticed the skirts under the desks. I wasn’t the only one—thank God. There were only  a  few  guys  in  the  school  who  weren’t  wearing  skirts—all  of  whom  claimed they never got the memo, but I could tell they were lying. They all probably went through the same struggle as me—wondering whether they would end up looking foolish. Now, they just looked heartless. I was happy I ended up in that skirt. 

And  I  have  to  say,  it  was  surprisingly  comfortable,  sitting  in  that  little  skirt, getting  that  fresh  air  up  my  thighs.  At  times  I  almost  felt  cold,  I  was  so  used  to keeping  my  crotch  covered  and  insulated.  And  best  of  all,  there  was  a  look  of approval  from  my  female  classmates.  I  was  standing  up  for  them  and  they appreciated it—probably buying me some brownie points for when I finally grew a pair and asked one of them out on a date. 

I had the pleasure of seeing Mr. Hodgeson’s reaction to the skirt brigade. Me and a group of friends were walking to our second period class when he emerged from his office. He stopped in his tracks and stared down at our skirts. One of my buddies, Marty, who had a surprisingly feminine body, shook his bum and winked, teasing the shocked principal. We all laughed. 

I  still  wasn’t  sure  what  exactly  we  were  hoping  to  accomplish.  How  was wearing skirts supposed to force the faculty to ease the dress code for the girls? 

Sure,  it  might  make  them  realize  they  made  some  faults  in  the  wording  of  their documents, but what difference did it really make? I had a good feeling we were going to be hearing an announcement before the end of the day, outlawing short skirts  for  everyone—not  just  the  girls.  And  I  may  have  been  right,  had  the  local news station not showed up to cover the bizarre protest. As I stepped out from my second period class to head to my locker, I noticed the camera ten feet away from me, aimed in my direction. A reporter I recognized from TV was standing next to the film crew, scribbling something onto a notepad. I watched the crew from my locker as they went around asking boys for interviews. I wasn’t asked, thankfully. I probably would have froze up and looked even sillier on camera. 

The  coverage  put  Mr.  Hodgeson  in  an  awkward  position.  He  had  to  make  a tough decision: fold to the students’ demands or stick to his guns. He refused to do an interview with the local news station, and he even asked them to leave at lunchtime.  “You’re  distracting  the  students,”  he  said  to  them—the  clip  of  him saying it ended up on the evening news. “This whole thing is just a big distraction. 

These kids should be learning, not worrying about what clothes they’re wearing to school.” 

We wore our skirts to school again the next day—most of us, anyway. Some showed up in their usual clothes, feeling like the statement had been made. But some  of  us,  particularly  those  of  us  with  sisters  or  close  female  friends,  felt  as though we needed to continue. My sister said, “If you stop now, they’ll just assume you all did it as a joke. They need to take you seriously.” 

Mr. Klein, our math teacher, hated the skirt protest. “All you’re doing is making fools of yourselves,” he said at the beginning of his lecture. 

Marty  made  a  point  of  teasing  Mr.  Klein.  “Don’t  you  think  we  look  pretty,  Mr. 

Klein?” he said, crossing his legs like a lady, making his skirt ride up to reveal the skin of his ass. 

Mr. Klein looked angry. “No,” he said. Later in the class, Marty was asked to come to the whiteboard to solve a problem. Marty dropped the whiteboard marker on the ground and made sure his ass was facing Mr. Klein when he bent over to pick it up. 

“Woops,” Marty said, his feet together and his legs straight, looking like a pinup model from the 50s. I swear Mr. Klein blushed before sending Marty out into the hallway. “For what?” Marty asked. 

“For purposely distracting my classroom.” 

Marty turned to the students. “They don’t look distracted,” he said. 

“Hallway, now.” Mr. Klein was probably just angry because everyone laughed at him, because everyone probably saw his cheeks turn a shade of red. 

The announcement came at the end of the day, but it wasn’t what anyone was expecting—not the students who thought we were going to win the battle or the

students  who  thought  the  dress  code  was  simply  going  to  be  changed  to  be gender neutral. Instead, Mr. Hodgeson doubled down on his revised dress code. 

“Short  skirts  will  remain  off-limits  for  female  students,  along  with  the  following: makeup,  crop-tops,  tank-tops,  and  low-cut  tops.  Female  students  with  long  hair will now be required to wear their hair up in a bun or a ponytail. This school is a place  of  learning,  not  a  glorified  fashion  show.  The  new  dress  code  is  effective immediately. E-mails to all parents and students will be sent out shortly, including a list of prohibited items, some of which were not listed in this announcement.” It was difficult to hear the end of the announcement over the collective frustration of the girls in the classroom. 

“No makeup?” one of them said. “How can they ban makeup?” 

“This is a load of crap!” another student shouted. 

The  e-mail  was  long,  containing  a  detailed  list  of  prohibited  items.  Anything lace was now forbidden, along with fishnets, spaghetti straps, ‘anything too tight’, and ‘anything too thin’. The e-mail said teachers could perform a transparency test if they feel a female student’s clothes are too translucent. If even a hint of a bra could be seen, the student would be sent home. 

“It’s official. We’re going to school in the goddamn Middle East,” my sister said. 

Even our parents thought the new rules were ludicrous. 

“You  graduate  in  a  year,”  they  said  to  us.  “Just  bite  your  tongue  and  power through it.” It wasn’t what my sister wanted to hear. Now it wasn’t about being too hot  during  class—it  was  about  oppression  and  it  was  about  freedom  of expression.  I  wondered  if  she  would  have  been  as  angry  if  the  rules  applied  to men as well—not that it would have mattered; no boy was planning on going to school in fishnets or lace or spaghetti straps. But the new rules made a point of singling out girls, and the boys’ skirt protest did nothing to make the faculty realize the hypocrisy. 

My  sister  went  to  her  bedroom,  angry.  And  then  I  got  another  group  text message. “Look pretty tomorrow, boys. Skirts, dressed, tank-tops, lace, fishnets, makeup, whatever you can get your hands on. Forward this message to all your friends.” 

My heart stuttered. As I got the message over and over again, I knew I had to do  it.  I  knew  I  had  to  get  dolled  up  for  school  and  I  knew  it  was  going  to  be embarrassing,  but  not  nearly  as  embarrassing  as  doing  nothing  at  all.  I  knew  it wasn’t  going  to  be  so  bad,  once  I  saw  all  of  my  friends  wearing  their  sisters’

makeup and clothes, but that didn’t make the whole ordeal any less humiliating. 

CHAPTER III

It  was  especially  embarrassing  asking  my  sister  to  help  me  with  my  makeup the  next  morning,  while  she  was  slipping  into  a  baggy  t-shirt  and  tying  her  hair back.  She  looked  boyish,  and  at  first  I  thought  it  was  intentional,  and  then  I realized  she  didn’t  own  much  that  wasn’t  on  the  banned  list  for  girls.  It  was strange,  being  transformed  into  a  girl  while  the  girls  all  turned  themselves  into boys. 

It was kind of nice, getting my makeup done. I was impressed with how well it covered  all  of  my  blemishes,  and  how  soft  it  made  my  skin  look.  I’d  always thought girls just had softer, cleaner faces, but I was starting to think that was just a result of the makeup. I liked the feeling of her lipstick gliding across my lips, and the  eyeliner  along  my  eyelids.  It  was  strangely  serene.  It  took  me  a  moment  to notice  when  my  sister  was  done  doing  my  makeup  and  she’d  started  doing  my hair. She tied it up into cute pigtails. “You look so cute,” she said, stepping back to get the full picture. 

And I realized she was right: I did look cute. I looked unmistakably like a girl—

like a girl I might even have been attracted to. I stood up and did a little turn, as per my sister’s request. My skirt floated up slightly, teasing my boxer shorts. “You should wear panties,” she said to me, and then she dug out a cute pair of white panties.  It  wasn’t  until  I  had  the  little  female  undies  on  that  I  started  to  question why I needed the panties—and why I had to look so genuine and so cute? Could I not have just lazily smeared some makeup on, put on some unflattering clothes, and still made the same statement? 

Looking  at  myself  in  the  mirror  as  I  stood  next  to  my  sister,  I  started  to  get hard. I had to excuse myself for the bathroom before my cock slipped out from my panties  and  pushed  my  skirt  up  like  a  tent.  I  couldn’t  believe  how  hot  I  was.  I couldn’t believe how real I looked—like I was actually a girl. I couldn’t go to school like this. I would be laughed at, mocked tirelessly. 

I lifted up my skirt and looked at my cock, which had slipped out and was now aimed straight forward, throbbing, thick, and hard. It was a strange sight: a pretty girl with a big, hard dick. I reached down and started to stroke myself, staring at myself in the mirror. Even the padded bra my sister gave me looked genuine, like I actually had a pair of tits under my little white blouse. 

I beat my dick harder and faster, watching as the tip of my cock turned a shade of red. I hated how much I loved what I was seeing. I hated how sexy I felt. How could  I  be  feeling  sexy?  I  wasn’t  even  a  woman.  I  bit  my  lip  as  the  tingling overcame me. My legs trembled and I came all over the vanity with a big, hot load. 

I cleaned it up and then I got ready for school. I didn’t want everyone to see me like this, but I felt like I had no other choice. 

It was a surreal sight as I walked into the school and saw all the boys dressed like cute girls, and all of the girls looking like boys. Some of the girls had to borrow clothes from their brothers, because everything they owned was either too hot for

the weather or it didn’t meet the new dress code requirements. I was amazed at how boyish the girls looked without makeup, and how girly the boys looked with makeup. It almost seemed as if the only difference between a male and a female face is makeup and sometimes facial hair—and no one in our school could grow more than a couple little hairs on their face. 

The  teachers  stood  in  front  of  their  classroom  doors,  staring  at  the  crowds, speechless.  I  couldn’t  blame  them.  I  was  speechless  for  the  better  half  of  that Thursday morning, and so were most of the girls in the school as they looked at their male classmates, some of whom looked better as girls than they did. 

“Hey Dave, I like your outfit,” one girl said to me as she walked by in the hall. 

When I looked at her she smiled. The comment wasn’t dripping with sarcasm or mockery.  She  genuinely  thought  I  looked  good  in  my  sister’s  clothes—and unfortunately, she was right. 

At  the  end  of  first  period,  Marty  came  up  to  me  and  he  asked  how  I  got  my makeup to look so good. “I wanted to try something like that, but I couldn’t get the eyeliner on right,” he said. 

“My sister helped me. It actually looked pretty easy,” I said. 

“Maybe  you  can  help  me  out,”  he  said,  and  then  we  found  ourselves  in  the bathroom—me showing him how to do the little makeup technique I’d watched my sister do on me. A few other guys came in and watched and took note. “Your tits look crazy real. Can I feel them?” Marty asked, so I let him squeeze my fake tits. 

“What about mine? Do they look okay?” he asked. 

His  tits  looked  slightly  off,  so  I  adjusted  them  slightly  for  him.  “That  looks better,”  I  said.  It  wasn’t  until  we  were  all  leaving  the  bathroom  together  that  I realized  how  insane  what  had  just  happened  was.  We  weren’t  just  dressed  like girls, we were acting like girls. I took a deep breath and told myself to snap out of it. It was embarrassing enough wearing my sister’s panties to school. 

Once again, we all spent our final period class waiting for the announcement from  Mr.  Hodgeson.  The  ball  was  in  his  court,  and  after  his  last  reaction,  it  was anyone’s guess as to what would happen. We all expected something, but we got nothing.  Even  the  teacher,  who  had  stopped  his  lecture  every  time  the  school secretary called someone down to the office, looked surprised at the lack of official statement from the principal. 

“What are we supposed to do?” I asked Marty as we reconvened at our lockers at the end of the day. 

“I  guess  we  do  the  same  thing  tomorrow,  until  he  makes  a  statement.  He’s probably  just  hoping  we  get  bored  and  forget  about  it  so  he  doesn’t  have  to  do anything.” So that night, yet another group text message was sent out, instructing everyone to continue the dress code protest. 

My sister opened up her closet to me. “Wear whatever you want,” she said, so I  spent  the  better  part  of  that  night  picking  out  my  outfit  for  the  next  day.  “You would look really cute in this,” she said, holding up a little white dress. I held it up

to  my  body.  The  fabric  was  so  light  and  soft.  I  got  excited  as  I  thought  about wearing it to school. My sister even had a little pair of white heels that fit perfectly, that  matched  the  little  white  dress.  I  was  already  thinking  about  how  to  do  my makeup—pink lips, dark eyeliner, a bit of eye-shadow, and maybe even a touch of blush. 

CHAPTER IV

I  was  less  embarrassed  showing  up  for  school  the  next  day,  having  already gotten the initial reactions out of the way, and knowing with certainty that most of the other guys would also be showing up in their sisters’ and girlfriends’ clothing and makeup. It was slightly concerning how comfortable I was, slipping into that dress,  getting  my  makeup  just  perfect,  and  leaving  the  house,  going  out  into public. 

I  was  halfway  to  school  when  a  buddy  of  mine  caught  up  to  me.  “Hey,  nice dress,” he said. He was wearing a dress as well. His was red and frilly at the base. 

He had a pair of stockings on, which I thought was overkill. He looked more like a stripper  than  a  schoolgirl.  “What  do  you  think  Mr.  Hodgeson  is  going  to  do?”  he asked. 

“I don’t know,” I said. But I had a pretty good idea: Mr. Hodgeson was going to do nothing. He knew we weren’t going to dress up like girls for the rest of the year

—probably  not  even  for  the  rest  of  the  month,  which  only  had  a  week  left  in  it. 

He’d proven that he was stubborn, so it was hard to believe that by getting dolled up, we were going to change his mind. The only reason I was still getting dolled up was because I didn’t want to be the odd man out. I didn’t want to be the scab that gets blamed when the whole thing inevitably falls to pieces. 

Gym class was a welcomed relief, getting changed into my regular gym outfit. 

A few of the guys wore the girls uniform, but thankfully I didn’t have a girl’s gym uniform, so I wore my usual shorts and t-shirt. Though I still had my makeup on, so I must have still looked pretty ridiculous. 

It was after gym class that things started to get weird. My makeup was ruined, so I had to spend a few minutes fixing it. When I was done, there were just a few of  us  left  in  the  change  room.  I  needed  help  getting  back  into  my  dress,  as  it zipped up in the back, so I asked one of the guys, Frank, who was struggling to get into his own dress. He zipped me up and then he asked me to zip him up. His zipper was stubborn. His dress was tight—so tight that I could make out all of his curves, including the curve of his bum. I have to admit, he had a nice ass and he rocked that dress—if only the damn thing would zip up. 

It wasn’t until I took a step forward to get a better grip on Frank’s little zipper that  I  realized  my  cock  had  slipped  out  from  my  panties,  and  was  getting  hard. 

And the only reason I realized is because it rubbed up against his soft butt. He let a little laugh slip. “What did I just feel?” he said in a joking tone. 

“Huh? Nothing,” I said. I quickly stuffed my cock back into my panties. “What do you mean?” I said. I could feel the redness in my face. 

“Am I making you horny?” he said with a laugh, and then he pushed his bum back,  grinding  it  against  my  crotch.  Now  he  could  definitely  feel  my  boner.  He seemed  to  think  it  was  hilarious.  He  looked  back  at  me  and  laughed  yet  again. 

“Don’t  be  embarrassed,”  he  said.  “I  take  it  as  a  compliment.  I  really  do  have  a

great  ass,  don’t  I?”  He  gave  it  a  little  shake  and  I  watched  it  ripple  slightly.  Any woman would have killed for an ass like that. 

“It’s nice, I guess,” I said, feeling my face getting hotter. His zipper still wasn’t done up, and there was only the two of us left in the room. 

“Do you mind?” he said, referring to his zipper. So I tried again. I managed to get it halfway up before it started giving me troubles again. He slowly inched back, nestling his bum against my crotch. I swear he was doing it intentionally, trying to make me horny. My theory was confirmed a moment later when he said, “Want to do it?” he asked. He was looking around with a sly look on his face. 

“Do it?” I said, playing dumb. 

“Want  to  fuck?  There  is  no  third  period  gym  class.  We  have  the  room  all  to ourselves.  You  have  to  admit  you  thought  about  it,”  he  said.  He  bit  his  lip  and smirked like a little slut. It wouldn’t have been such a hard decision if he didn’t look so feminine—admittedly hotter than any of the girls that had ever showed interest in me before. “I’ll hide my cock if you want.” 

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t bring myself to respond. There was a thick lump in my throat and I was actually considering it. From behind, he looked just like a girl, and I was as horny as hell. Was it gay to fuck a man dressed like a woman, if that man looked exactly like a woman? It’s not like I would have ever done it if he was just in his regular clothes. 

“C’mon,  baby.  Fuck  me  like  I’m  your  little  whore,”  he  said  in  a  surprisingly genuine  female  voice.  He  bent  over  and  swayed  his  perfect  tush  in  the  air.  My hands found themselves on his hips, feeling his curves, pulling up the skirt of his dress  to  reveal  his  little  pink  panties.  My  hands  were  trembling  as  I  pulled  the panties down, revealing his tight hole. “C’mon, you know you want it,” he said. He curved  his  back  downwards,  making  his  bum  more  prominent.  He  held  his  legs close  together,  keeping  his  cock  hidden  from  my  view.  He  was  neatly  shaved down there. “Please?” he said in that tantalizing female voice. 

I lifted up the front of my dress and I stepped forward, cock in hand. I pressed it between his warm butt cheeks, and then I slowly lined my tip up with his hole, which opened and closed slightly, as if it was begging for my cock. He spat into the  palm  of  his  hand  and  then  he  reached  around  back,  spreading  his  natural lubricant all over his bum hole. And then, still tense all over, I started to push in. 

“Oh  shit,  that  feels  good,”  he  said,  his  legs  trembling  slightly.  I  pushed  in  deep, until my pelvis was pressed against his tush. And then I started to thrust in and out of him. 

I  couldn’t  even  remember  how  it  had  started,  why  I  did  it,  or  why  I  was  still doing it—but I couldn’t make myself stop. It felt too good, feeling the inside of his body, feeling his tight hole puckering along my length. He planted his hands on the bench in front of him and he pushed back with each penetration. His butt slapped against my pelvis. 

I kept looking back at the door, to make sure we were still alone. God, it would have  been  horribly  humiliating  to  be  caught  like  that,  fucking  another  guy  in  the

ass while dressed in my sister’s clothes. “Make me come,” he said to me between moans. 

I held his hips tight. I had the strangest impulse to reach around and grab his dick,  to  beat  him  off,  but  I  suppressed  the  urge.  I  wasn’t  fucking  a  man,  I  was fucking a woman—that’s what I kept telling myself. I had to keep reminding myself for  the  sake  of  my  sanity.  I  wasn’t  gay.  This  wasn’t  gay  sex.  Whenever  I  looked down  at  that  curved  back  and  that  perky  butt,  I  saw  a  woman.  I  was  fucking  a woman. 

And I came deep in her ass, groaning loudly as cum blasted out from my cock. 

“Oh my God, you made me come. I’m coming!” she said. I looked around her, and sure  enough,  cum  was  oozing  out  from  her  flaccid  cock,  onto  the  change  room floor. I didn’t even know such a thing was possible from just anal stimulation. 

With a hard tug, I got her dress done up, and then we quickly cleaned up our little mess and went on to our next classes. My heart was racing. I felt so naughty, like I’d done something so wrong. 

CHAPTER V

I did my best to avoid making eye-contact with Frank when we passed in the halls,  but  out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye  I  saw  him  winking  at  me.  A  cold  sweat started to form on the back of my neck. What if he went around telling people what we’d done? Why would he? It would be just as embarrassing for him—even more embarrassing, seeing as he was the one taking it in the backdoor. 

The day ended with more silence from Principal Hodgeson, and some of the guys started to speculate that he wasn’t going to do anything at all. “He’s letting us embarrass ourselves,” someone suggested. 

“Well the joke’s on him, because I’m not embarrassed,” Marty said. 

“Me  neither,”  someone  else  agreed.  A  few  more  people  agreed.  I  remained silent.  I  was  embarrassed—embarrassed  about  the  fact  that  I  wasn’t embarrassed. It wasn’t normal for guys to put on skirts and dresses and heels and makeup, and we weren’t supposed to be enjoying it. If you protest out of the joy of protesting, it kind of defeats the whole purpose of protesting. 

And what would happen if Mr. Hodgeson did stay quiet on the topic? Would we continue  to  show  up  to  school  wearing  our  sisters’  clothing  until  graduation? 

Would there come a point where we would give up and switch back to our regular clothing? This concern was brought up by another student, and Marty was quick to say, “I’ll keep wearing this dress until college, if I have to.” A cold chill ran up my spine.  I  wasn’t  sure  whether  the  other  guys  quite  remembered  why  we  were getting  dolled  up  every  morning—even  I  had  a  hard  time  remembering.  I  had  a bad feeling that the guys were enjoying it and happy to have an excuse to carry on the charade. 

I  was  happy  to  get  out  from  my  sister’s  clothes  that  evening.  They  were starting to scare me, but that fear didn’t go away. When I went to bed that night, and I closed my eyes with my head against my pillow, I could only imagine myself in  drag,  wondering  how  I  would  look  in  other  outfits  that  were  hanging  in  my sister’s  closet.  She  had  a  cute  pair  of  jean  shorts  and  a  grey  tank-top  that  she often wore together, and I bet I would look pretty good in the little combo myself. I began to wonder what the other guys would think of the outfit and then I caught myself.  There  I  was,  falling  further  and  further  down  the  rabbit  hole,  but  even though  I  was  totally  conscious  of  it,  I  was  still  falling.  I  needed  to  pull  myself together. 

That weekend was like going through detox. I had no reason to get dolled up, but something inside of me wanted to. Every time I passed my sister’s bedroom, my body trembled slightly, like a recovering crack addict going through withdrawal. 

There were so many outfits I wanted to try on, and all I could think was that my time was running out—Mr. Hodgeson could send out an e-mail that night and the days  of  cross-dressing  would  be  over,  just  like  that.  But  I  stopped  myself  from going into the bedroom. 

But  the  temptations  grew  stronger,  especially  once  my  sister  took  off  for  the night, to sleepover at a friend’s house, and my parents took off for a business trip they wouldn’t return from until Wednesday. I found myself standing outside of my sister’s bedroom door, deliberating aloud like a crazy person. “Don’t do it, Dave. 

Why don’t you go play video games or something?” I went to play video games and Marty was online. We played a few games together, and then I let it slip that my sister was gone and my parents were out of town. 

“You’re home alone?” Marty asked. 

“Yeah,” I said, and then Marty asked if he could come over. “Sure, I guess so.” 

I just assumed he wanted to play video games in the same room as me—though I had  a  bad  feeling  that  I  pushed  to  the  back  of  my  mind  that  he  wanted  to  play dress-up. 

That  bad  feeling  was  right.  When  he  showed  up,  he  went  straight  for  my sister’s  bedroom.  “Let’s  pick  something  out  for  Monday,”  he  said.  He  was  giddy with  excitement.  I  stopped  him,  stepping  between  him  and  my  sister’s  bedroom door. 

“Hey man, this is getting out of control,” I said. 

“What’s getting out of control?” he asked. 

“This  whole  dress-up  thing.  It  just  seems  like  we’re  doing  it  for  the  wrong reasons.” 

“We’re doing it for the girls,” he said, but I don’t think he believed it. I tried to think  of  some  rebuttal,  but  nothing  came  to  mind.  I  stepped  aside  and  let  Marty through.  He  didn’t  hesitate.  It  was  strange  to  me  to  think  that  he  wasn’t  even  a little bit embarrassed, putting on women’s clothes and makeup. None of the other guys seemed even slightly embarrassed, which had me scratching my head. Was I missing something? Was this more normal that I realized? 

“Do you think your sister would mind if I tried this on?” Marty asked, holding up a low-cut tank-top. “I think it would look super cute with this skirt.” He held up a short yellow skirt. 

I  shrugged,  and  that  was  enough  of  a  go-ahead  for  Marty.  I  stood  on  the  far end of the room, watching him, trying to think of a way to tell him I didn’t like what was  happening  to  us,  as  if  the  girls’  clothes  were  poisoning  our  brains.  But  I couldn’t think of a way to say it. I might have been able to if I could have stopped thinking about trying on the clothes myself. I wanted to indulge, but I didn’t want Marty to see me like that. I didn’t want anyone to see me enjoying it. It just wasn’t right. 

“Oh my God, I would look so cute in this,” he said, pulling out a little red dress. 

He held it up to his body. He wasn’t wrong. He would have looked cute in it, and it probably would have fit him perfectly, but I didn’t want to say anything. I already felt  awkward  enough  as  it  was.  He  got  undressed  right  in  front  of  me.  I  was surprised to see that he was already wearing a pair of panties under his shorts. 

That increasingly familiar chill crept up my spine. He got changed into the dress and he turned to me. “How do I look?” he asked. 

He looked good. Once again, I was surprised by how feminine he was able to look with a simple change of clothes. He did a little spin, the dress lifting slightly, showing  off  his  smooth  thighs.  He  had  the  perfect  gap  between  his  thighs—the kind of gap that would make most girls jealous. He turned back to the closet and started  digging  around  for  more  goodies.  He  bent  over  to  check  the  bottom shelves,  making  his  bum  perk  up.  I  started  to  remember  my  romp  in  the  locker room, bending Frank over, sticking my cock far up his ass and making him come all over the floor. I pushed the thought away. 

And  then  Marty  turned  around  again  with  a  big  smirk  on  his  face.  He  was holding  up  a  tiny  black  satin  outfit.  “Ooh-la-la,”  he  said.  “Your  sister’s  got  some sexy outfits in here.” He walked up to me, that smirk still plastered to his face. “Try it on,” he said. 

“What? No way,” I said. 

“C’mon, it would look so good on you. It’s way too small for me. Please?” he said. 

After  a  moment  of  hesitation,  I  took  the  piece  of  lingerie  and  I  held  it  up. 

“Why?” I said. “What’s the point of putting this on? It’s not like I’m going to wear it to school or anything.” 

“Isn’t it a shame that you can’t?” he said, ignoring the question. 

“Marty, this has gone way too far. We need to put an end to this.” 

“Just  put  it  on—just  entertain  me—and  then  we  can  go  play  some  video games.” 

I  sighed  and  looked  at  the  little  outfit.  If  it  could  fit  me,  it  would  hardly  cover anything. “Fine. Turn around.” He turned around and started digging through the closet again. I turned my back to him and I slipped off my shirt and pants. I felt so stupid, standing naked in the same room as Marty, who was wearing my sister’s dress.  I  felt  even  stupider  when  I  realized  I  was  about  to  put  on  my  sister’s lingerie. 

I stepped into the little outfit and pulled it up. It was tight, but incredibly soft. I liked the way it hugged my curves and my cock, though I wasn’t terribly fond of the  wedgie  it  gave  me—the  thin  strip  of  fabric  tugging  up  my  butt.  But  I  kind  of liked the way it showed off my butt, and made it seem perkier than it really was. I had to stuff my cock and balls downwards so they wouldn’t spill out the sides of the lingerie. The chest had little pads already built in, giving the illusion of a small pair of tits. I turned around to face Marty, and he was already looking at me with wide eyes. “Whoa,” he said, his lips remaining parted. 

“Are you happy?” I asked. 

He walked up to me. “You rock that thing, girl,” he said and then he spanked me on the ass, making me jump. 

“Marty, c’mon. You’ve had your fun,” I said. 

“Oh please, just entertain me. Turn around,” he said. I did. He put his hands on my sides and ran them up my body. “We’re like a couple of lesbos,” he said with a laugh. I wasn’t laughing. He kept feeling my body, wrapping his hands around my front  to  cup  my  breasts.  In  a  strange  way,  it  felt  nice.  He  stepped  forward  and  I could feel his body against my back. 

“What are you doing?” I asked. 

“I’m  just  messing  around,”  he  said,  but  he  didn’t  stop  doing  it—and  I  wasn’t stopping him. Why the hell wasn’t I stopping him? What was he doing? What was I letting him do? His hands moved down. One slipped between my legs, over my cock. I jumped forward and spun around. 

“Marty, what the hell, man?” I said. 

“Oh,  get  over  yourself.  It  was  just  a  joke.”  He  laughed  and  then  he  stepped forward. He pushed me back onto the bed. “Don’t you think I’m hot?” he asked. 

I have to admit, he was pretty hot in that dress. I never realized how perfect his hips  were,  and  how  thin  his  waist  was,  like  he  belonged  on  the  cover  of  some fashion magazine. With a bit of makeup, he would have been completely feminine. 

“I don’t know, Marty,” I said. My heart was racing. Something was happening and I didn’t like it. Was he coming onto me? 

He stepped up between my legs and looked down at me. “I think you’re hot,” 

he said. 

I felt the warmth rush into my cheeks, but I didn’t want it. “Thanks,” I said coyly. 

“I  mean  it,”  he  said,  and  then  he  put  his  hands  on  my  thighs.  “You’ve  got  a killer  body—and  damn,  do  you  look  hot  in  that  little  teddy.  Hold  on  just  one second.” He turned around and ran back to my sister’s closet. He returned with a pair of fishnet stockings. “Legs out,” he said, and then he put the stockings on my legs for me. “Oh my God, that looks so good,” he said, running his hands down my  fishnet-clad  legs.  My  heart  stuttered  and  I  could  feel  my  face  turning  red. 

“Fuck, you’re sexy.” 

“Really?” I asked. 

“Yeah,” he said. His hand ran up my thigh and back over my crotch. This time I didn’t  stop  him.  I  was  frozen.  I  couldn’t  bring  myself  to  react  at  all.  I  just  let  him gently rub my cock. He climbed up onto the bed, between my legs. And then he bent over and kissed me. I kissed back. My brain was screaming at me to stop, to protest, to put up a fight, but my body had its own plans. I let him make love to me on my sister’s bed. 

He snuggled in tight. I could feel his big, throbbing cock pressing against mine. 

He was hard, and I wasn’t too far behind him. He slowly dry-humped me, rubbing our  cocks  together.  “We  shouldn’t  do  this,”  I  finally  forced  myself  to  say,  but  he ignored it, and I couldn’t bring myself to say it again. 

CHAPTER VI

He reached down and pulled the little strip of fabric out from my butt crack. I was about to ask him what he was doing, but he shushed me, pressing a finger to my lips. After a moment, he stuck that finger into my mouth, and I sucked. It was the strangest impulse, as if my body had abandoned me sensibilities completely. It was  just  doing  whatever  the  hell  it  wanted,  revelling  in  the  moment.  Though  my heart refused to stop pounding ferociously into my ribcage. 

He got his cock out and pressed it between my butt cheeks. I felt his throbbing warmth creep up to my tight hole. “Fuck, you’re hot” he said, looking down at my body.  I  loved  it  when  he  called  me  hot.  It  filled  me  with  a  warm  energy  that vibrated through my whole body. 

My body became tense when he started to push in. My legs closed in on him, but  he  seemed  to  like  that.  I  watched  as  he  bit  his  lip  and  closed  his  eyes.  He laughed. “What’s so funny?” I asked. 

“You’re such a slut,” he said with a big smirk. 

“Just  shut  up  and  fuck  me,”  I  said,  feeling  the  euphoria  beginning  to  pulse through me. He started to thrust his big cock in and out of me. He was so big, I swear I could feel it in my stomach, trying to push its way towards my throat. But I loved it. I loved the way it stretched out my tiny, puckering hole. I loved the way his ball sack slapped against my tush with every thrust. 

He  reached  down  and  grabbed  handfuls  of  my  hair  with  both  hands,  and  he pulled. It hurt, but in a weird way, it felt so good. “What—you like that?” he asked. 

“Yeah,”  I  said,  my  voice  trembling  as  I  quickly  descended  into  euphoria.  He slapped my face, and I liked that too. “Choke me,” I said. 

He didn’t waste a beat, pressing his hand against my throat, tightening slowly. 

It wasn’t long before I couldn’t breathe. I’d never been choked before, and I had no  idea  why  I  was  suddenly  so  interested,  but  I  liked  it.  It  somehow  made  the feeling  of  his  cock  plunging  my  ass  so  much  more  intense.  The  tip  of  his  big, warm  dick  was  pressing  up  against  some  magical  sweet  spot.  My  legs  were trembling, my knees rising up and hugging his body. “Take it, you slut,” he said, making sure every inch of his huge dick was inside of me. 

He let go of my throat so he could slap my face again—long enough for me to get a breath. I loved his rough play. I loved being his little slut. I loved him being my master, doing whatever the hell he wanted with me. I was like his sex toy, his glorified fuck doll. “I’m going to come,” he announced. 

“Come on my cock, baby,” I said. 

He  reached  down  and  pulled  the  thin  strip  of  fabric  away  from  my  cock, exposing my throbbing erection. He grabbed it and gave it a few strokes, and then he held it up. “Shit,” he moaned. He pulled out and pressed the tip of his cock up to my shaft. He started unloading his hot load all over my crotch. It oozed down

my length, into my pubic hair, down my ball sack. God, did it ever feel amazing. 

My body was still trembling in my lingering elation. 

He slumped over next to me, catching his breath. I found myself stroking my cock, rubbing his warm cum all over my shaft. I wasn’t far from coming. With my free hand, I reached around and stuck two fingers into my asshole. It was enough to push me over the edge. I came all over my lingerie-clad chest. Marty watched, smiling, biting the corner of his lip. 

“We should do this more often,” he said as he caught his breath. 

“Yeah,” I said, catching my own. 

“Want to pick out outfits for Monday?” 

“Sure,” I said. 

We  walked  into  school  together  that  Monday  morning,  and  the  sight  was  a familiar one: many of the boys dressed like girls and many of the girls dressed like boys. For once, it didn’t seem like such a strange sight. 

We  came  around  a  corner  and  saw  the  camera  crews:  about  six  of  them, filming  the  peculiar  scene.  One  of  the  crews  was  from  CNN,  and  another  from MSNBC. It was national coverage—not just our local news station, who was also there with their dinky little cameras. That night, we watched our TVs as the story was  aired  in  every  city  in  the  country.  “Students  tear  down  gender  barriers,”  the headline read on CNN. The story ended with an interview with Mr. Hodgeson. 

“What’s going to come from this protest?” the interviewer asked. 

“Well,  the  faculty  got  together  to  discuss  the  issue,  and  we  decided  it’s  a matter of the first amendment—freedom of expression, so as of tomorrow, there will be no dress code. But I think it’s very important that the students understand that freedoms come with responsibilities.” He said the last part into the camera. 

We’d won. The girls were ecstatic. My sister ran up to me and gave me a big hug. But something felt off, like somehow I was being left with a hole in my heart. I knew  it  was  the  end  of  coming  to  school  all  dolled  up  and  sexy.  I  was  going  to miss the compliments and the attention. For once I felt like I was being noticed. 

For once things seemed to make a little bit of sense. 

I showed up for school the next day in my regular clothes—a t-shirt and a pair of  jeans—for  the  first  time  in  over  a  week.  It  felt  strangely  unnatural,  like  I  was being someone I wasn’t. And then I looked down the hall and saw it: some of the men  were  still  dressed  like  women,  and  some  of  the  women  were  still  dressed liked men. Had they not heard the news? 

They had heard the news. But they’d realized over past week that they could be whoever they wanted to be. There’s nothing wrong about wanting to dress like a girl if that’s what makes you feel comfortable. It’s all just a big social construct that was slowly being torn down. Under those skirts and panties were just regular people. 

And I couldn’t wait until the next day so I could be one of them. 

THE END
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THE GIRL AT THE CABIN

When Hank returns to his ex-girlfriend’s cabin where he discovered his secret cross-dressing fantasies, he doesn’t expect to fall for the new neighbour, a pretty little brunette who happens to be living out his dream life. It’s love at first sight, but there’s  nothing  Hank  can  do  about  it.  Not  only  is  he  not  supposed  to  be  at  that cosy little cabin, he already made the mistake of meeting the cute new neighbour as Eve, his ex-girlfriend’s cousin—his fake, female identity. 

CHAPTER I

As soon as I could see the cabin appearing through those thick pine trees, my heart  started  racing.  Even  though  I  knew  I  wasn’t  going  to  get  caught—I’d meticulously  planned  everything,  down  to  every  last  detail—I  still  knew  I  was doing  something  wrong.  It  was  still  breaking  and  entering,  and  possibly  identity theft as well. What exactly constitutes identity theft? 

I brought my car to a stop, just before the little property line marker. I was fifty miles from the nearest town, six miles from the nearest neighbour, and Marcy was on the other side of the planet, and would be for the next three or four months. So why was I so worried? I’d been to that cabin dozens—maybe hundreds—of times and I’d never seen another soul there, save for Marcy and occasionally the retired fellow who went for a long walk every Wednesday morning. He was fit for an older guy, casually walking nearly fifteen miles. But it wouldn’t matter if he saw me—his vision wasn’t great, and I was confident he would think I was Marcy anyway. 

I  crept  forward  slightly  and  then  found  myself  stopping  once  again.  I  could make out the heart I’d carved into the tree six years earlier—the last time I was at that cabin. The M+H inside of the heart was still legible. I wasn’t sure how to feel about  it,  but  I  ended  up  cringing.  I  don’t  know  why  I  ever  thought  I  loved  that woman…  and  to  do  something  as  juvenile  as  carving  our  initials  into  a  heart?  I was surprised that heart was still there. It made me wonder if Marcy had been at the cabin since we’d split up, or if it had just been sitting there, rotting away as the pine forest grew taller and denser. 

I  was  starting  to  feel  like  it  was  the  latter,  seeing  as  the  weeds  were  so overgrown, they covered half of the windows, and the deck and roof was covered in enough moss that the cabin would probably be invisible from a plane. I couldn’t understand how you could own such an amazing little cabin on such an amazing little piece of land, and never use it. Though, knowing Marcy, I wasn’t surprised. 

She never liked the cabin. It was never her idea to come out for the weekend, and within an hour of arriving, she was always already complaining about something—

the water pressure sucks, it’s too damp, I get no cell reception, there are spiders in the bathroom, the owls are keeping me awake. Marcy was the kind of gal who could only sleep to the sound of heavy New York City traffic. The booming bass of some Puerto Rican’s car was her lullaby. I couldn’t even stand the gentle hum of the residential streets in the suburbs. Come to think of it, Marcy and I didn’t have a whole lot in common. How had we stayed together for so long? 

Because she was hot. She had a great body. She was my first. And because she owned that cabin. It’s hard to leave your first, especially when everyone you meet pats you on the back and says, “Way to go, buddy.” I was with her on four separate  occasions  when  she  was  approached  by  talent  scouts  looking  for models. It was always strange when they pulled out their cameras and snapped photos  of  her  on  the  subway.  Sometimes  strangers  would  come  up  to  me afterwards and say, “Your sister is a babe.” I was never sure if it was there way of seeing if Marcy was single, or if it was because we looked disturbingly alike. 

At  least  once  a  week,  people  would  comment  on  how  similar  we  looked.  A bartender once asked if we were twins. We always laughed about it, and it wasn’t until after we broke up and I was looking at old photos that I realized we really did look a lot alike. I would be afraid to have a blood test done. 

I parked my car and stepped out, smelling that fresh air for the first time in too long.  I  could  hear  the  gentle  babbling  of  the  nearby  creek,  which  fed  into  a beautiful  lake  about  a  mile  away.  The  water  in  that  lake  was  always  warm.  We used to lay on the shore with our feet in the water, sometimes all day. Once we were out there until the stars came out, but the mosquitoes ultimately shooed us away. 

I  walked  over  to  that  little  brook.  There  was  a  salamander  sitting  on  a  rock. 

They say salamanders are great indicators of clean, fresh air. Their skin is hyper-sensitive  to  carbon  monoxide  and  they  can’t  survive  with  even  the  tiniest  bit  of pollution.  Marcy  used  to  hate  the  salamanders.  I  would  pick  them  up  and  hold them  out  to  her,  and  she  would  run  away  screaming.  I  don’t  know  why—they’re cute little critters. 

I returned to the cabin and I did a slow lap around it. God, I missed this place. 

For so many years it was my haven, my own personal sanctuary. Near the end of my relationship with Marcy, I would come out by myself. She always wanted to go out  clubbing  on  weekends,  and  I  wanted  nothing  to  do  with  those  loud  and obnoxious  places,  filled  with  horny  losers.  It  was  at  that  cabin,  on  one  of  those weekends I came up alone, that I discovered I had a thing for dressing up like a girl. It started to become one of the big reasons I travelled up to that cabin, so I could  dress  up  in  Marcy’s  clothes  and  feel  sexy  without  anyone  seeing  me, humiliating  me.  Only  once  did  I  try  wearing  a  pair  of  her  panties  when  we  were living in the city, but I was so close to getting caught, I decided I would never do it again—not unless I knew I had many miles of separation from the nearest human being. 

CHAPTER II

It  was  one  year  before  our  split,  and  it  was  the  second  time  at  that  cabin  by myself.  I  was  looking  forward  to  swimming  in  the  lake,  soaking  up  the  sun,  and reading a few books before I had to return to the city for work. And it wasn’t until I pulled up to the cabin that I realized I’d left my bag of clothes at home. All I had were  my  jeans,  a  t-shirt,  and  my  hoodie.  I  thought  about  making  the  four  and  a half hour drive back to get my things, but first I thought I would check the cabin bedroom to see if I’d left anything behind from previous visits. I’d left nothing, but Marcy had left plenty. 

I couldn’t stand the thought of driving an additional nine hours just to get some clothes. I thought about driving to town to buy some, but it was already late into the evening and the stores wouldn’t be open until the next day, which wasn’t the end of the world but I wanted to go for a swim that night. I could swim naked, I thought, so I went down to the lake, but on the far end of the lake was a family, sitting by the water. I could hardly make them out, they were a good mile away, but  even  with  a  mile  of  separation,  I  didn’t  want  to  expose  myself  to  a  bunch  of children. I thought about swimming in my underwear, but I only had the one pair. 

And then I had the crazy idea to put on one of Marcy’s bikinis. I was far enough away  from  that  family  that  there  was  no  way  they  could  tell  if  I  was  a  man  or  a woman. If anything, they probably thought I was a woman because of my petite build. I found myself in the cabin bedroom, putting the bikini on, more as a joke than anything—just seeing if I would look ridiculous or downright stupid. I wiggled into  the  bikini  bottoms  and  then  I  fought  my  way  into  the  top—which  wasn’t  as easy as Marcy made it look. I felt silly, and then I looked in the mirror. 

The bikini fit too well. I can still remember that chill that crawled up my spine as I  looked  at  myself.  I’d  never  wished  I  had  a  gym  membership  more  than  that moment. It was time for me to lift some weights, put on some muscle. My God, I had a woman’s body. All I was missing was a pair of tits, but you wouldn’t know it because of the padding in the bikini top. I was right about feeling ridiculous, but for the wrong reasons. I felt ridiculous because I actually looked good in the bikini. I did a few poses in front of the mirror, turning around and admiring my bum. Who knew  I  had  such  a  great  ass?  I  gave  it  a  grab  and  watched  it  jiggle  slightly.  My heart sunk into my gut. 

I actually went for a swim in the thing. I felt so exposed as I walked down the path towards the lake, even though I knew no one could possibly be around to see me. I kept my face tilted down as soon as I was within sight of that distant family, even  though  I  knew  they  couldn’t  see  my  face,  unless  they  had  a  pair  of binoculars. And then I went into the water and went for a swim. 

I liked the way the water felt against my skin, flowing over my bare ass. I didn’t think much of it at the time, but it was the beginning of a brand new obsession. 

The next morning, I wanted to go for a walk. The clothes I’d driven up in smelled like  body  odour  (it  was  ninety-five  degrees  out  the  whole  way  up  and  the  air-

conditioner  in  the  car  was  busted),  so  I  ended  up  putting  on  a  pair  of  Marcy’s panties, her little jean shorts, and a white tank-top. My heart raced as I stared at myself in the mirror. What if I run into someone on the path? It was unlikely, but possible. I ended up putting on a bra, stuffed with a couple of socks, and a pair of sunglasses.  If  someone  did  see  me,  they  would  at  least  think  I  was  a  woman, instead of a man in woman’s clothing. 

I ended up on a path that I was fairly certain no one knew about, that was a bit more of a challenging hike. I liked the way my clothes—Marcy’s clothes—felt on my body as I walked. I loved the way her panties held my junk in place, and the way  the  tiny  jean  shorts  left  my  legs  exposed  to  the  fresh  mountain  air.  I  don’t know why, but I felt sexy. I felt good about myself, showing off my fit little body to no one. 

That  night  the  air  was  cool,  but  I  wanted  to  sit  out  by  the  lake  to  watch  the meteor shower. I could have put on Marcy’s jeans and one of her sweaters, but instead I found myself putting on a little black summer dress and grabbing a throw blanket from the cabin. The dress felt so freeing, so light and airy. Again, I didn’t think much of it. 

The next morning, I went for another walk, this time sticking to the usual path. 

It was a bit brisk out, so I was wearing a skirt over a pair of leggings, and a fitted sweater. I left the sunglasses behind. I caught myself hoping to run into someone as I walked around a sharp bend. There was no one there, luckily, but why had I hoped there was? Did I want to be seen like this? Why? 

Going  to  that  cabin  by  myself  became  a  sort  of  ritual.  I  looked  forward  to spending  the  weekends  by  myself  with  that  closet  full  of  Marcy’s  long-forgotten clothes and bikinis. It wasn’t until the third or fourth trip out that I realized what I was doing wasn’t normal. If Marcy found out, she would have been shocked.  Are you gay?  she probably would have asked. I don’t think I was gay, I just liked the way the clothes felt, and I liked the way I felt when I wore them. The thought of being with a man repulsed me. 

I started growing out my hair. I’m not sure whether it was a conscious decision or a subconscious one. Marcy hated it. “Cut your hair, you’re starting to look like a girl,” she would say to me. I told her I thought the long hair made me look like a rock-star. “Yeah, you look like Nancy Wilson from Heart,” she said. I even started playing around with her makeup when she was out of the house, teaching myself to put on mascara, eyeliner, eye-shadow, lipstick, blush. I always wanted to shape my eyebrows, but I knew that was too dangerous. That would just be asking for suspicion. 

Sometimes, out at that cabin, I would get dressed up all sexy, as if I was going out to some event, even though I was just sitting around, reading books. I once sat on the porch in a red cocktail dress and tall black stilettos, after spending two hours perfecting my makeup. I’d never felt so hot in my life. I didn’t get a ton of reading done though, constantly distracted by my own reflection, my heel-clad foot gently swinging back and forth, my leg hung over the arm of the chair. That was the weekend before Marcy and I split up. 

“We’ve  just  grown  apart,”  she  said.  It  was  true.  We  hardly  did  anything together.  I  spent  weekends  at  the  cabin,  she  spent  weekends  at  the  clubs.  We both  worked  on  weekdays,  and  during  the  evenings,  we  went  our  own  ways.  I couldn’t remember the last time we’d gone on a date. I saw the breakup coming, so I wasn’t too devastated. But the cabin was hers, left to her by her late-father, who had been a very wealthy man. 

I was sure I was never going to see that little cabin ever again, my little haven, my  cross-dressing  sanctuary.  But  when  I  saw  Marcy  post  to  Facebook  that  she would be leaving for three months on a European vacation with her new husband, Steve, I couldn’t resist the temptation. I still had the key to the cabin on my key ring. 

CHAPTER III

I expected to see that cabin for the first time in six years and feel relaxed. But instead, I felt torn. The sight of the old deck chair I used to sit on to read made me sad. I once dreamed of retiring to that cabin, living there for the rest of my life. I didn’t need much, just enough to pay for the property taxes, some food, and some upkeep. There was a small open patch of land on the property where I wanted to plant a vegetable garden. Back when I was still living with Marcy, I even calculated exactly  how  much  money  I  would  need  to  retire,  and  it  wasn’t  much,  just  over $200,000. I figured I could save that much in about ten years. 

But now the property didn’t belong to me, and I suppose it never really did. A few  months  after  the  breakup,  I  looked  into  similar  properties  in  the  area,  and could  find  nothing  for  less  than  $700,000—setting  my  retirement  plan  way,  way back.  And  by  the  time  I  had  enough  for  a  down  payment,  I  knew  that  number would be way higher. It seemed hopeless. 

It wasn’t much, but it was my dream—a dream I would probably never realize. 

I went to her closet and was blinded by a plume of dust as I opened the closet door.  The  little  red  cocktail  dress  was  exactly  where  I’d  left  it,  six  years  before. 

She  really  hadn’t  come  to  the  cabin  since  we  were  together.  It  made  me  angry thinking  about  it,  how  someone  could  waste  something  so  perfect.  I  even  loved the  way  the  floorboards  creaked  as  I  walked  through  the  little  cabin.  I  still remembered  exactly  which  boards  creaked  and  which  ones  groaned.  For  years that cabin was a part of me. The strong smell of cedar was still the same in the bedroom. 

I  let  my  hair  down  (I  always  kept  it  up  in  a  bun  when  I  was  anywhere  near people) and then I pulled out one of my old favourites: a little white summer dress, which went perfectly with the little white sandals that were covered in a coating of dust. I had to give the dress a good shake before putting it on, to get the dust out of it. I wore my own panties under the dress. I saw them in a store window at a mall a few years before and I had to buy them. I lied and said they were for my girlfriend. They were white and lacy with little straps—probably for a bride, but oh well, I liked them. There’s no better feeling than lace hugging your cock, and that’s a fact. 

I wiped the dust off of the mirror and then I did my makeup. My heart jumped when I saw my reflection in that mirror, not because I was surprised by the way I looked (I already knew I looked good) but because that mirror was where I saw myself  looking  sexy  for  the  first  time  in  my  life.  Memories  of  weekends  spent  at that cabin came rushing back to me. I started to wonder if Marcy would give me a good  deal  on  the  cabin  if  I  asked  nicely  enough.  But  who  was  I  kidding?  I  still couldn’t afford the place if she cut the listing price in half, assuming it was worth the same as the neighbouring properties I’d looked at online. I just had to accept that I would never be able to afford a plot of perfect land of my own. 

I went for a walk down the little path. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been out  in  public  dressed  in  women’s  clothing.  In  the  city,  I  wouldn’t  even  leave  the house  with  my  panties  on  under  my  clothes—it  was  just  too  risky.  I’ve  noticed panties have a tendency to ride up above the waistband of you pants, regardless of how careful you are. And when was the last time I’d gotten out of the city, on my own?  I’m  not  sure  I  had  at  all  in  the  last  six  years,  since  I  last  walked  that  very path in one of Marcy’s little outfits. 

But now, if I was going to go out of the cabin, it was crucial that I got dressed up like a chick, in case I was spotted by a neighbour. When I got my makeup just right, like it was now, I looked just like Marcy, and that was perfect. I had no idea whether the neighbours were aware that Marcy and I weren’t together anymore, and it wouldn’t be good if word got back to Marcy that I’d visited the cabin. But as long as they looked at me from across the lake and assumed I was Marcy, then it didn’t  matter.  Even  if  they  thought  I  was  some  other  chick,  if  word  got  back  to Marcy, she would never assume it was me. She never caught on to my little cross-dressing addiction during our whole relationship. 

The sun was starting to set but it hadn’t dipped below the treeline just yet as my  feet  touched  the  warm  lake  water  for  the  first  time  in  six  years.  The  sun’s warmth on my skin brought back more memories than I could process, piling onto the sad realization that my cabin life was never going to happen. Maybe I should have  put  more  effort  into  my  relationship  with  Marcy…  But  why?  Why  keep  a relationship going just so I could use a cabin? That wouldn’t be fair to her. 

I sat down at the edge of the lake and I looked out at the shimmering water. 

Maybe coming to the cabin again was a mistake. I’d forgotten how much I loved the place, and that was probably for the best. Now, I had to go through the whole process of forgetting my dreamland all over again. I lay back, soaking in the final few minutes of the summer sunset. Maybe I could win the lottery, I thought. Maybe the housing market would crash and take vacation properties down with it—every week they were saying it would happen any day now… They’d been saying that for  thirty  years,  though.  Sometimes  I  think  that’s  just  some  property  investor conspiracy, keeping people away from the market so they can have free reign. I could still hope, though it would need to be quite the crash for me to afford it on my unemployed salary. 

I  sat  up  as  the  sun  crept  off  of  my  body  and  made  its  way  to  the  treetops before leaving for the night. A half mile away, sitting on the edge of the lake, was a girl.  She  was  by  herself,  her  arms  wrapped  around  her  knees,  her  hair  gently floating  in  the  warm  summer  breeze.  She  was  sitting  in  a  peculiar  spot,  on  the side  of  the  lake  where  there  were  no  houses.  Maybe  she  wasn’t  from  the  area. 

Maybe she’d just gone for a walk and ended up there. But as far as I knew, there was no way to access that side of the lake without bushwhacking your way over there—no roads, no trails, not even any decent boat access. 

It was the next morning that I decided to head in that direction, to try and see how the woman got to that spot. There was a trail—a new trail that forked off of

the  old  one.  Some  foliage  had  been  cleared  and  the  ground  had  been  more  or less levelled, and the path led all the way to a new cabin. 

I stopped as soon as I saw it. It was almost identical to Marcy’s cabin, eight-hundred  square  feet  at  the  most,  built  from  cedar  logs,  with  a  very  similar wraparound porch. Even the deck chair sitting next to the door was the same chair that Marcy had. The biggest difference was how clean and new it looked, the way Marcy’s cabin probably looked when her father built it, forty years before. Next to the  cabin  was  a  path  leading  down  to  the  lake,  the  same  spot  the  woman  was sitting at the evening before. 

There  was  movement  inside  of  the  cabin,  someone  passing  the  window.  I jumped aside, hiding behind a tree, even though the path was public and skirted the property line. I didn’t want anyone to see me dressed like a woman. I’d been dressing  in  girls’  clothes  for  the  better  part  of  the  decade  and  no  one  had  ever seen  me,  except  for  the  occasional  person  from  a  mile  away,  across  the  entire warm water lake. 

I watched for a few minutes. It was the girl from the beach, her brown hair tied up in a cute, messy bun on top of her head. She was wearing a long, baggy t-shirt that extended down past her knees. She was making a pot of coffee. She closed her eyes for a moment and yawned, and then looked out the window towards the lake. The shimmering water was visible through the trees. Her cabin was closer to the water than any other cabin on that lake that I was aware of. It was a nice spot. 

It  was  unusual  seeing  a  girl  out  there,  way  out  in  those  woods.  As  far  as  I could tell, she was alone, which was especially peculiar. Women don’t generally venture  into  the  woods  on  their  own.  They’re  usually  dragged  out  by  their husbands or boyfriends. Sure, I’d seen a few girls out in nature before, but never a girl  like  that.  The  solo  chicks  I’d  seen  all  wore  baggy  plaid  shirts  they  bought  at men’s  clothing  stores,  and  they  all  looked  like  they  could  wrestle  bears  to  the ground. But this gal was pretty. She looked innocent, untouched by the potential harshness of nature. 

She turned towards me and I ducked for cover. My heart raced. Did she see me? I should have just kept on walking. There were no rules against me being on that path, but it sure didn’t look good when I was crouched behind a bush, staring into someone’s windows. I peeked back up and she was looking forward again, at the lake through the trees. 

I decided to head back to my cabin—Marcy’s cabin—to get ready for my day. 

CHAPTER IV

I had no idea how long I intended to stay at that cabin that I had no business staying  at.  I’d  recently  been  laid  off  at  work  and  the  lease  had  expired  on  my apartment. I moved my few things into my parents’ garage, and they offered my old  bedroom  to  me  where  I  stayed  for  four  nights,  but  there’s  something  terribly degrading about sleeping in your childhood bedroom at the age of thirty-three. My old Green Day poster was still on the wall, as well as the picture of Katie Price I’d cut out of a magazine. My mom hated that picture, I was surprised she hadn’t torn it down. I wished she had—I cringed at the sight of it, an unwanted memory of my horny teenaged years, covered in acne and spending far too much time jacking off with the door locked—too many times to that very picture of Katie Price. 

I had to get out of there. I spent my first day at my parents’ house applying for every  job  I  could  find  that  I  seemed  even  remotely  qualified  for,  and  I  spent  the second  and  third  days  waiting  to  hear  back  from  potential  employers.  On  my fourth day, I realized it wasn’t happening, the economy was too deep in shit. So I started  thinking  of  where  I  could  go  to  get  away  from  the  sadness  that  was sleeping in my childhood bedroom, living with Mommy and Daddy. Somehow, in my  mind,  breaking  into  Marcy’s  old  cabin  seemed  like  a  step  up  morally.  There was at least a glimmer of independence at that cabin, even if I wasn’t paying for any of the bills. 

I told myself the reason for going up to that cabin was to reset, to figure out my priorities, and to make a plan with my life. I was thirty-three with no money in my bank  account,  no  college  degree,  and  no  job.  I  was  hardly  more  qualified  than most  teenagers  when  it  came  to  most  minimum  wage  jobs.  For  the  years  I  was living with Marcy, it was hard to see the point in chasing a lucrative career. I didn’t want much more than we already had. After the breakup, I was too discouraged to chase my dreams, realizing I could never afford a cabin on a big piece of beautiful land. Everything seemed hopeless. And now, it all just seemed hopeless because I’d  waited  so  long  and  I’d  let  my  life  slip  away  from  me.  Friends  I  went  to  high-school  with  were  now  doctors,  lawyers,  CEOs  of  big  corporations,  and  so  on. 

Even the guys who hardly graduated high-school had good careers in the trades, making  more  money  in  a  month  than  I  could  make  in  a  year  flipping  burgers  or folding shirts. 

I liked to tell myself I would go back to college, but I had no idea what to take and  no  money  to  pay  for  it  regardless.  When  I  sat  down  to  think  about  what  I wanted to do with my life, like I did that fourth night in my parents’ house as I sat beneath that old, faded picture of Katie Price, all I could think about was the cabin. 

I  just  wished  I  could  live  at  that  cabin,  growing  my  own  vegetables,  hunting  my own meat, taking care of the property, enjoying the sunshine. But we don’t get to do  that  with  our  lives  when  our  fathers  aren’t  deceased  millionaires  who  owned properties all over the country. 

Marcy never knew how lucky she was. Her New York apartment was paid for in full by her father, the cabin had been paid off for decades, and same with the little

house on Cabo, overlooking the ocean—the one with the private beach. It wasn’t the  nicest  house  on  the  Mexican  peninsula,  but  how  many  people  can  say  they own a house off the ocean on Cabo? 

I didn’t care about the New York apartment or the house on Cabo, or the three million dollar cash inheritance. If my father had just left me a cabin like that one, I would  have  been  happy.  Don’t  get  me  wrong,  I  wasn’t  angry  with  my  father.  He worked  hard  and  did  the  best  that  he  could.  He  did  far  better  than  I  was  doing. 

Thank  God  I  didn’t  have  kids  to  disappoint  when  I  pass  away  and  leave  behind nothing  but  debt  and  a  secret  drawer  full  of  panties  and  skirts  and  dresses  and stockings. 

I returned to Marcy’s cabin and I got changed into a bikini. I brought my own bra  pads  with  me,  which  I  ordered  online—specifically  designed  for  cross-dressers. I hate that I owned anything specifically designed for cross-dressers. I hate  the  word  cross-dresser.  It  sounds  so  wrong  and  so  dirty  in  the  worst  way possible. Though there’s no better term for it—it perfectly describes exactly what I was doing when I slipped into a bikini. 

Before leaving the cabin, I quickly did my makeup and I practiced my voice. I’d been practising that voice for more than half a decade but I’d never tried it out in public before. As far as I knew, I’d been perfecting a terrible-sounding voice that would reveal me immediately upon opening my mouth. 

I went down to the water. The lake was silent and I had it all to myself. I slipped into the warm water and I went for a swim. I swam for a good twenty minutes and then I flipped over and floated on my back, feeling the warmth of the sun on my body.  I  remembered  teaching  Marcy  how  to  float  on  her  back,  the  year  we’d started dating. She could float for about five seconds before panicking and giving up. “You just have to trust the water to hold you up, relax your body,” I said. Her breasts would float to the surface—I missed that. Looking down at my own chest, I wished my fake tits would do the same. 

When I got out of the water, the girl from the new cabin was at her spot, sitting on a reclined beach chair with a book in her hand. She was wearing a big pair of sunglasses. She lowered the book slightly and looked at me. Then she waved. I could  just  make  out  the  smile  on  her  face  from  the  distance.  My  heart  began pounding. I forced myself to wave back with an equally forced smile. 

Did she think I was Marcy? Did she even know Marcy? That cabin wasn’t there six years earlier, and as far as I could tell, Marcy hadn’t been back in that time, so how  could  they  have  possibly  met?  Or  was  the  real  reason  my  heart  was  sent aflutter the fact that I’d just been seen in public for the first time dressed up like a girl. I looked down to make sure my cock and balls were securely in my bottoms. 

They  were,  and  the  bulge  was  hardly  noticeable—definitely  not  noticeable  from where she was sitting. 

I took a seat on my towel, my body still tense. Her attention was back down on her book. She didn’t seem too concerned about me, or even confused about me. I needed to relax, to get out of my own head. I took a few deep breaths and I lay

back. I felt so exposed, constantly looking down to make sure everything was in place,  including  the  pads  in  my  bikini.  I  found  myself  feeling  my  throat,  making sure  my  Adam’s  apple  wasn’t  too  apparent.  I  knew  I  looked  fine,  but  my  nerves insisted on remaining tense. 

I thought about going back to the cabin, packing my things, and leaving. There was a small chance I was mistaken, that Marcy had been back and she had met her  new  neighbour,  and  there  was  a  tiny  chance  that  the  new  neighbour  didn’t recognize  me,  and  then  what  would  be  stopping  her  from  calling  up  Marcy—or worse, the police? God, it would be so humiliating to be arrested in a little bikini. 

Would they let me change for my mug shot? 

Back at the cabin, I looked around for any sign that Marcy had been back in the six years. How long did it take for a half centimetre of dust to build up? I tried my best to remember how the cups and plates were arranged. There were a few dishes in the sink. Were those dishes I’d left there? What about the moss covering the driveway? How long did that take to grow back once it had been driven over? 

It was grown back now, but did that mean anything? 

I  was  taking  a  close  look  at  the  dishes  in  the  cupboard,  trying  to  tell  the difference between the dust on the front row versus the dust in the back row, when there was a knock at the door. I jumped and nearly screamed, throwing my hand over my mouth and spinning towards the door. There was no window on the door, no peephole to look through. But whoever was there knew I was home. 

CHAPTER V

The cabin had no backdoor and the windows were all screened, so sneaking out  wouldn’t  be  an  easy  task.  I  thought  about  slipping  into  one  of  the  two bedrooms and closing the door, hiding in the corner until whoever was at the door went away. I’d never heard a knock at that door before, in the many years I’d been going to that cabin. 

They  knocked  again.  The  knock  seemed  to  reverberate  through  the  whole cabin,  and  through  my  bones.  There  was  a  bluntness  to  the  knock,  the  kind  of knock  you  would  expect  from  a  six-foot-four  police  officer,  looking  for  a  murder suspect. They knocked a third time. They knew I was there, there was no question about  it.  I  had  to  answer  the  door  and  I  didn’t  have  enough  time  to  change  out from my girl clothes and makeup. 

I forced myself towards that door. My hand trembled as I grabbed the handle. I held  my  breath  as  I  opened  the  door.  And  then  there  she  was,  the  girl  from  the cabin down the path. She was smiling and standing small in the doorway. “I hope I’m not bothering you,” she said. 

I just stood there, frozen, with the biggest forced smile on my face. I wanted to say ‘Not at all,’ but I had no faith in my girl voice, which I’d practiced for years. So I just stood there silently, smiling. 

“I was just wondering if you has some sugar I could borrow. I was going to do some baking this afternoon and I just realized I’m totally out.” 

After a moment of crippling silence, I managed to say, “Yep.” I turned around and went to the kitchen to fetch the bag of sugar, which was kept with the coffee maker. When I turned around, she was there. She’d followed me inside. 

“Wow,” she said, looking around, “this place is just like mine. Do you know who built it?” 

I  cleared  my  throat.  “My  dad  built  it,”  I  said  softly.  Hearing  my  own  voice  out loud gave me a bit of relief. At least to me, it sounded okay, and the girl from the cabin  down  the  way  didn’t  seem  to  think  I  sounded  strange.  She  wasn’t  raising any eyebrows or looking at me with any peculiar expressions. I watched her walk around, checking out the layout. 

“It’s  got  so  much  character,”  she  said.  “I  thought  this  place  was  abandoned. 

I’ve walked by here almost every day for the past three years and I’ve never seen anyone inside. You must not get a lot of time to come out here, huh?” she said. 

“Not really,” I said. 

She  poked  her  head  into  the  bedroom.  My  heart  skipped  a  beat.  I  tried  to remember if I’d left my male clothes out or if I’d stuffed them into my bag. If she saw  them,  would  she  put  the  pieces  of  the  puzzle  together,  or  would  she  just assume I was there with a man? Or would she even be able to tell they were male clothes? I bit down on the edge of my tongue in an effort to suppress my paranoia. 

“I  love  it.  It’s  so  cosy.  You  should  come  by  and  see  my  cabin  sometime.  You wouldn’t believe how similar the layout is. I designed it myself—me and your dad must think a lot alike.” 

I forced a little laugh. 

She turned and looked at me. “I’m sorry, I’m being so rude. I’ll get out of your hair. It was nice meeting you. I’m Sam, by the way.” She extended her hand. After a moment of hesitation, I reached out and shook her hand. I wanted to tell her my name, but I froze up. I should have told her my name was Marcy, but I was afraid that  one  day  she  would  meet  the  real  Marcy  and  realize  we  weren’t  the  same person. So I just shook her hand silently. 

Her  expression  dropped.  “Thanks  for  the  sugar,”  she  said,  and  then  she  left awkwardly.  I  must  have  made  her  feel  so  uncomfortable  with  my  silence.  I probably  came  off  as  standoffish.  Oh  well,  on  the  bright  side,  she  didn’t  seem concerned  over  my  being  there,  and  she  did  confirm  that  Marcy  hadn’t  been  to that  cabin  since  we’d  broken  up.  I  wondered  if  Marcy  even  remembered  she owned the cabin. Her father’s estate manager managed all of the bill payments, including  the  property  tax  and  other  bills  concerning  the  cabin—it  was  entirely possible she’d completely forgotten about the place. 

Is there not some squatter law, where I get to keep the place if I squat there for long  enough?  I  remembered  hearing  something  about  that,  where  you’re supposed  to  take  an  ad  out  in  the  paper  announcing  that  you’ve  taken  up residence at the abandoned location, and then you need to stay there for a certain period of time. I could look into that the next time I was in town…

I  went  back  down  to  the  lake  for  the  evening,  this  time  wearing  a  fairly conservative little dress. The skirt of the dress reached my knees, and it was not cut for cleavage. Now that I knew I wasn’t entirely safe from being seen, I needed to be more careful. And as much as I wanted to dress sexy, it just wasn’t worth it. I found a little private nook on the beach, out of sight of Sam’s little beach area, in case she finished baking and came down to the lake. I had a book with me, but I couldn’t bring myself to read. My mind was racing with thoughts. I kept reliving my interaction with Sam over and over in my head, cringing at my awkward silence, wishing I would have conducted myself differently, less embarrassingly. 

I figured I should go over and apologize, properly introduce myself, make sure I didn’t raise any red flags with the new neighbour. I decided I would go over in the morning. For the rest of that evening, I needed to build up my confidence, and I needed  to  get  my  facts  straight.  My  new  name  was  Eve,  and  I  was  Marcy’s cousin. I was visiting from out of state while Marcy was away on vacation with her new husband. 

CHAPTER VI

I hadn’t been in any serious relationships since splitting up with Marcy. I’d gone on a few dates—a couple a year at the most—but nothing felt right. The girls were nice, nothing wrong with them at all, but it always felt like something was missing. 

I could never quite put my finger on what exactly, but I had a bad feeling it had to do with my secret cross-dressing habit. 

When  I  was  out  with  a  girl,  I  always  found  myself  distracted  by  her  outfit, wondering how it would look on me, what I would do differently. I wondered what else they had in their closets. I dated one girl who was a model. At her house one night,  while  she  ran  out  to  buy  a  bottle  of  wine  from  the  liquor  store  down  the block, I snuck into her bedroom and found myself looking through her closet. She had an incredible clothing selection. She got to keep a lot of the outfits they made her wear at work. I wanted to try so much of it on, but I didn’t have the time. For our next dates, I kept insisting that we hang out at her place, and I found myself wishing  an  opportunity  would  arise  that  I  would  have  an  hour  to  myself  in  her bedroom—maybe she had to run an errand, or maybe if I slept over and she went off  to  work  in  the  morning,  I  could  spend  the  day  trying  different  things  on.  And then one day I realized I was staying in that relationship for the worst reason ever, so I broke it off. 

I realized I had a real problem—possibly a serious psychological malfunction. I thought  about  seeing  a  therapist,  but  I  knew  I  wouldn’t  be  able  to  even  tell  a therapist  about  my  cross-dressing  fantasies.  They  were  too  embarrassing.  So  I started looking for a new girlfriend, one with a wardrobe I wouldn’t care for. That was  the  best  solution  I  could  think  of:  find  a  girl  with  a  closet  full  of  clothes  I couldn’t care less about. I ended up finding a girl who was a bit of a hippie, and all of her clothes looked like they were straight out of Woodstock. I hated all of it, and for a while, it was great. I was able to focus on us, and she liked getting outside of the city. We had quite a bit in common, save for her love of psychedelic drugs and ambient  music.  But  after  a  while,  I  started  to  lose  interest.  There  was  no excitement  in  the  relationship,  like  it  was  moving  along  on  some  predetermined, easy path of least resistance. I broke it off and she was surprised. 

So I decided I would stop dating until I felt that spark—I would let my destiny guide me. I wouldn’t date girls simply because I wanted to wear their clothes, and I wouldn’t date girls simply because I hated their clothes. I would just wait for that spark. I knew the spark existed: I’d felt it once before with Marcy, and then I’d let it slip away. But I knew it would come back one day. So I waited. And I waited. But that spark never came. 

Until  I  was  standing  at  Sam’s  cabin  doorstep,  and  the  door  opened  and  she was  standing  there  in  a  little  black  dress,  her  hair  wet  as  if  she  was  freshly showered. She smelled like lavender and vanilla and she was beautiful. “Hey,” she said. “Did you come for your sugar? I’ll go grab it.” 

“No,”  I  said,  stopping  her  before  she  got  too  far  away.  “I  just  came  to apologize,”  I  said.  The  whole  hour  before  walking  over,  I’d  stood  in  front  of  the mirror,  making  sure  my  voice  sounded  right.  I  even  used  my  phone  to  record  a series  of  lines.  I  thought  I  sounded  pretty  good.  “I  was  rude  earlier,  and  I  didn’t mean  to  be.  I  was  just  surprised—you’re  the  first  person  to  ever  knock  on  the door.” 

“You weren’t rude,” she said. “I just assumed you were busy.” 

I extended my hand and introduced myself properly. “I’m Eve.” 

“And I’m Sam,” she said with a laugh. “But you already knew that. Want to see my place?” 

“Sure,” I said, and she let me in. 

I  had  a  hard  time  keeping  my  eyes  off  of  her,  even  as  she  showed  me  the layout  of  her  cabin,  which  was  strikingly  similar  to  the  layout  of  Marcy’s  cabin.  I don’t  know  what  was  so  mesmerizing  about  her.  She  just  seemed  real,  not  shy about  being  in  her  own  element.  Her  eyes  seemed  to  be  shining  brightly  and  I swear  she  was  glowing,  radiating  some  fantastically  warm  aura.  My  heart  was racing. It was the spark—and I couldn’t have been more frustrated about it. 

“The  only  difference  is  your  cabin  has  a  bathroom  inside.  I  just  have  the outhouse,  and  the  shower  in  the  back,”  she  said.  I  looked  out  her  window.  Her shower  was  a  long  rod  protruding  from  the  ground,  with  a  spout  on  the  end.  It reminded me of the showers they had at outdoor swimming pools. 

I’d waited years to feel that spark, that raw attraction to someone, and now I was feeling it when I could do nothing about it. If I left and came back as a man, as myself, she would certainly recognize me. And even if she was a lesbian, she would  inevitably  discover  that  I  wasn’t  really  a  woman.  It  was  the  ultimate  lose-lose situation. “Try one of these cookies. Let me know what you think,” she said, passing me a plate of chocolate chip cookies. I took a bite and it was delicious. 

“That’s amazing,” I said. 

“Really? It’s a new recipe. I think I might like my old recipe better.” 

“I’m having a hard time imagining anything better than this,” I said. 

She  blushed.  She  looked  adorable  when  she  was  blushing.  “Thanks,”  she said.  “Want  a  beer?”  She  went  to  the  fridge  and  pulled  out  a  pair  of  beers.  We ended up walking down to the lake together. I briefly fed her my phony backstory and then she told me about herself. She worked at a law firm in Manhattan for ten years, and then she got into a workplace accident, sued the company, and made enough to retire early. “A workplace accident at a law firm?” I asked. 

She blushed again, looking as cute as hell. “It’s kind of embarrassing. It was the staff Christmas party and my boss kept insisting that I dance with him. He was drunk, and he ended up falling over, knocking me out. I was unconscious for two whole minutes. I hardly remember any of it—I got a terrible concussion. But, if it wasn’t  for  that  knock  to  the  head,  I  wouldn’t  have  any  of  this.”  I  was  jealous.  I

wished I had a boss who would get drunk and fall on me so I could sue and end up with my own cabin on a big plot of beautiful land. 

We  talked  for  hours.  I  didn’t  even  realize  how  long  it  had  been  until  the  sky started to darken and the glow of sun started to disappear over the treed horizon. 

“I should probably get out of your hair,” I said after looking over at the little table next to me and realizing I’d drank three of her beers and eaten half of her cookies. 

She’d gone through three beers herself. 

“Maybe I’ll see you around tomorrow,” she said, and I took off. 

I felt giddy as I walked back to the cabin, but it was short lived as I realized I’d just  set  myself  up  for  disappointment.  Like  going  to  a  restaurant,  and  as  you  sit down the waiter tells you they’re all out of the clam chowder, and it’s not until that moment  that  you  realize  all  you  really  wanted  was  the  clam  chowder.  I  couldn’t remember the last time I’d completely lost track of time with a woman like that. I couldn’t remember the last time a conversation had pulled me away from reality. 

I drove into town the next morning to buy Sam a new case of beer, to replace the one I’d polished off the night before. While I was in town, I decided to swing by the little library at the town square and check to see if I could find anything about taking  over  a  property  by  squatting.  I  found  a  whole  bunch  of  information  on

‘adverse possession’, which used to be called squatter’s rights. According to the local laws, I would need to squat there for ten years “without discontinuance”, and I had to notify the county that I’d taken up residence. It seemed unlikely that Marcy wouldn’t come around in that ten years, especially after I announced to the whole town that I was going to be there. In some way or another, I was sure it would get back  to  her,  and  at  some  point,  her  new  husband  was  probably  going  to  be interested in seeing the cabin he now partially owned. 

Taking over the land was a pipe dream. I felt stupid for even thinking there was a small possibility. I felt even stupider as I loaded the case of beer into my car and started  back  towards  the  cabin.  I  didn’t  just  buy  that  beer  to  replace  Sam’s  old stock—I  didn’t  want  to  admit  it  to  myself,  but  I  really  just  wanted  an  excuse  to spend more time with her. I knew that if I gave her that case of beer, she would invite me to have one or two with her. But what was the point? Whose time was I wasting, hers or mine? Probably both. 

Before  leaving  the  library,  I  checked  in  on  my  Facebook,  to  see  what  I’d missed since venturing off to that cabin. At the top of my feed was a status from Marcy. I had to read it a few times before it fully registered in my brain. “I’m back early. Trip didn’t work out as planned.” I’m not sure my heart was beating while I read  that  status.  I  felt  sick,  like  there  was  suddenly  a  large  pit  in  my  stomach. 

What  did  she  mean,  it  didn’t  work  out  as  planned?  She’d  changed  her  profile picture  from  a  shot  of  her  and  her  new  husband  to  a  shot  of  her  playing  with  a dog. Had they gotten into a fight? Did I have to worry about her showing up at the cabin? 

I reminded myself that it had been nearly a decade since she’d last visited that cabin, and the chances of her randomly deciding to visit now were slim to none. I

knew  Marcy  well  enough  to  know  she  wouldn’t  just  decide  one  morning  to  visit that  cabin.  She  only  ever  came  out  when  I  dragged  her  out,  and  if  her  and  her new husband were fighting, I had a feeling he wasn’t about to drag her out to a cabin she hated. I packed up my things and headed back to the cabin. 

I found myself at Sam’s doorstep, with the case of beer in hand. I knocked a few times, but there was no answer. Her car was in the driveway, so I knew she was around, possibly down by the lake. I decided to walk down and see if she was there. As I came around the house, I heard a splashing sound. I stepped around the corner, and then I froze as I saw her. 

She was naked, showering with her back to me. Her head was tilted back and her  eyes  were  closed  as  she  washed  shampoo  out  of  her  long  brown  hair.  She had a nice ass. I started to back away, then her eyes opened and she saw me. 

She  shrieked  and  threw  one  arm  over  her  breasts  and  the  other  down  at  her crotch.  “I’m  sorry,”  I  said.  “I  was  just—I  mean—I  was  going  down…  I  didn’t  see anything. I’m sorry.” I spun around and retreated behind her cabin. My heart was pounding. 

I  started  walking  back  towards  my  cabin.  She  caught  up  to  me,  with  a  white towel wrapped around her body. “Hey, where are you going?” she said. 

“Back to my cabin. I didn’t mean to intrude like that.” 

“It’s  okay,  you  just  surprised  me,  that’s  all.  Besides,  like  you  said,  you  didn’t even  see  anything,  right?”  She  looked  into  my  eyes.  I  loved  the  way  her  eyes glowed and shined. 

“I swear I didn’t see anything,” I said. 

She  laughed.  “Even  if  you  did,  it  wouldn’t  really  matter.  We’re  both  girls. 

Nothing we haven’t seen before, right?” She laughed. 

“Yeah,” I said. “I bought you this. Sorry for drinking all of your beer last night.” I handed her the case of beer. 

“Thanks, you didn’t have to do that. I’m happy to share. Maybe you can come over again tonight and we can have another drink or two. I realized after you left that I spent the whole night talking about myself and I didn’t even ask what you do for a living.” 

I smiled awkwardly. I thought about lying, hoping a random profession would pop into my head, but instead, I felt strangely obligated to tell her the truth. “I’m kind of in-between jobs at the moment. I was laid off. That’s kind of why I’m here, to try and figure out what I want to do next.” We ended up making plans to meet up later that evening. 

CHAPTER VII

Sam  and  I  had  a  moment  that  night.  It  was  a  short  moment,  but  it  was impossible to ignore. We’d both had a few beers, and our chairs ended up right next to one another as I pointed out constellations to her. She was fascinated by my knowledge of the stars, and I have to admit, I was making some things up to stay  in  the  moment.  “Is  that  a  constellation  there—the  one  that  looks  like  a  big W?” she asked. 

“That’s Cassiopeia,” I said. That one I knew was right. 

“And that one—those four bright stars there?” 

“That’s Aquarius,” I said—that one was a lie, and I was a terrible liar. I started laughing. “I’m sorry, I don’t know what that is,” I admitted. She gave me a playful shove and then we went back to watching the sky. 

Then  her  hand  slipped  on  top  of  mine,  and  her  fingers  nestled  in-between mine.  She  was  holding  my  hand.  Is  that  something  girls  did?  Hold  each  other’s hands? Marcy never held any of her friends’ hands, not that I ever saw. And even if she had, Sam and I had only known one another for a couple of days. I don’t think we were at the hand-holding-friends stage yet. 

So was she a lesbian, and was she coming onto me? I let her hold my hand, pretending not to notice, enjoying the moment while it lasted. Her hand was warm and  soft.  I  wanted  to  lean  over  and  kiss  her,  but  I  fought  off  the  impulse.  I  still didn’t  really  know  how  she  felt  about  me,  and  if  I  ruined  things  with  her,  then  I ruined my stay at the cabin. I couldn’t possibly stay after a humiliation like that. If she rejected me, it could be the end of my cabin days, of which I wanted to cling onto as long as possible. 

Besides,  it  was  pointless.  I  couldn’t  have  her  anyway,  because  I  wasn’t  who she thought I was. And the more I revelled in the feeling of her soft hand holding mine, the further I was slipping from that reality. I was a man, dressed up like a girl. I was tricking her. She deserved better, and I didn’t deserve her. “I should get going,” I said. 

“So soon?” 

“Yeah, I want to get up early tomorrow and take the canoe out on the lake,” I said. 

“You’ve got a canoe? Can I come along?” 

I wanted to say yes, but I couldn’t. I wanted her to come along, but I knew she couldn’t. I needed to detach myself from her, let go of that nonsensical hope that it could work between us. How could it ever work between us? Did I honestly think I could hide my cock and my lack of tits for the rest of my life? Even lesbians have sex—and from what I understand, they go at it more than most people. “I’ve only got the one paddle, and the canoe is pretty small,” I said, which was a lie. 

I  got  up,  brought  my  empties  to  her  recycling  bin,  and  I  said  goodbye.  She watched me with hurt eyes. She didn’t realize I was doing her a favour, saving her from a real heartbreak. This was nothing compared to what it could have been. 

I slept in the next morning. I didn’t end up taking the canoe out. I’m not sure I ever intended to. And seeing as it took me hours to fall asleep that night, waking up  early  was  out  of  the  question.  I  ended  up  staying  inside  all  morning,  looking occasionally out the window at the path down to the lake. I wanted to go down to the water for a swim, but I didn’t want to see her. Even the thought of her was a reminder of what I couldn’t have. 

I was sitting on the couch, staring up at the ceiling, when I heard her step up to the door. I waited a moment for her to knock, but the knock never came, as if she was standing at the door, deliberating whether she really wanted to see me or not. 

She was giving me time to decide whether to answer the door or not—whether I should start packing my bags so I could get on with my life. Sitting alone at that cabin, my life was just slipping away from me. I was surrounding myself in a life I wanted so badly, but it was never going to happen if I didn’t get back to the city, back into college, back on track to actually do something with my life. 

I hated that cabin more than ever. Now it wasn’t just a lifestyle I was going to miss, it was Sam, too. I knew that every girl I would meet back in the city would be compared to Sam in my mind. 

The door handle jiggled. Was she just going to let herself in without knocking? 

Luckily it was locked. Maybe she knew I wouldn’t answer if she knocked, but how could she? 

Then I heard the clunk of the turning lock. I sat up and froze. The door opened. 

It wasn’t Sam at the door, it was Marcy. She took one step in and then froze at the sight  of  me.  Time  stopped  for  a  moment  while  neither  of  us  moved  a  muscle.  I hadn’t seen Marcy in six years, but she looked exactly the same, as if she hadn’t aged at all since the day she told me things weren’t working out. “Who the hell are you?” she finally managed to say. 

I  couldn’t  think  of  a  response.  I  knew  that  lying  was  hopeless,  it  was  only  a matter  of  time  before  she  recognized  me.  Maybe  she  already  had  but  she  was denying the reality. It was too crazy to be real. 

I  watched  her  eyes  widen  as  the  realization  set  in.  She  put  her  hand  to  her mouth, as if to stop herself from screaming, and then she said, “Oh my God…” I wanted  to  die.  I  wished  I  was  living  through  a  nightmare  that  would  end  at  any moment. Any moment now… But the nightmare continued. 

CHAPTER VIII

She stared at me with big, dark eyes. Somehow I managed to bring myself to my feet. I felt so stupid, feeling the soft fabric of one of her skirts touching my legs. 

I tried to think of a lie, an excuse, some way to explain away what she was seeing, but I could think of nothing. All I could do was hope that the nightmare would end at any second, and I would spring awake in bed. I should have never gone up to that cabin. 

“You… You’re wearing my clothes?” she said. Her lips remained parted. 

And  as  I  stared  into  those  eyes,  I  realized  it  was  inevitable.  And  I’d  always known it was inevitable. From the moment I put on my first pair of panties, I knew it was just a matter of time before I was caught, either by Marcy or by one of the million people I would encounter throughout my life. No secrets remain secrets. “I don’t  know  what  to  say,”  I  said.  I  realized  after  I  said  it  that  I  was  still  using  my female voice. I couldn’t break out of it. I’d been using it so much, it had become natural. It would take days to train back my real voice. 

“You became a woman?” she said, still slack-jawed. 

I  thought  for  a  moment  before  responding.  Had  I  become  a  woman?  No—I was still just myself. I was just me, wearing women’s clothing, and she was just her,  wearing  women’s  clothing.  “No,  I  just…  sometimes…  I  like  to…”  I  couldn’t finish the sentence. I didn’t know how to, but I didn’t need to. I could tell she knew exactly what I was trying to say. 

“For how long?” she asked. 

“Since  before  we  broke  up,”  I  said.  My  body  was  still  rigid  with  tension.  My joints were locked. A part of me wanted to run, but I knew it was pointless. 

“I feel like I should be mad but I’m in too much shock.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. I hated the way she looked at me, when she was looking at me and not down at her feet. It was like she had to look at me, like she didn’t want to  miss  the  freak  show.  I  couldn’t  stand  to  look  at  that  face  any  longer.  I  looked down at my feet. “I’ll go.” 

I  went  to  the  bedroom,  stuffed  my  things  into  my  bag  and  then  I  started towards the door. I was leaving with one of her outfits but I had a feeling she didn’t care, that she would sooner see me gone right away rather than wait for me to get changed.  Besides,  she  hadn’t  worn  those  clothes  in  nearly  a  decade—it  was nothing she was going to miss. “Wait,” she said before I got to the front door. 

I stopped, but I didn’t look back at her. “Steve and I broke up,” she said. 

I was silent for a moment before saying, “I’m sorry to hear that.” 

“He cheated on me, while we were engaged. He told me last week, after I saw the text messages on his phone.” I don’t know why she was telling me. Maybe just because  she  wanted  to  tell  anyone  and  I  was  the  only  one  there  to  hear.  She

wasn’t crying or showing much emotion at all. Maybe she was still in shock from seeing me in her clothes and makeup. Maybe she was in shock from the breakup. 

Or maybe she just didn’t feel anything for her now ex-husband. 

“It sounds like you’re better off without him,” I said. 

“Yeah, I guess so,” she said. 

The room became silent. I took that as my cue to leave, so I continued towards the car. 

“Is  there  something  wrong  with  me?”  she  asked.  I  stopped  again.  “Like,  why did he cheat on me?” 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders.  I  couldn’t  believe  that  was  what  was  on  her  mind after finding her ex-boyfriend squatting in her cabin, wearing her clothes. Was that not a big enough deal to address for more than ten seconds? “You’re a nice girl. 

I’m sure you’ll find a good guy eventually.” 

She forced a smile. “You think so?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Why did you leave me?” she asked. 

“You left me,” I said. 

“I  left  you  because  you  didn’t  want  me.  You  always  wanted  to  go  off  and  do your own thing.” 

“We didn’t have a lot in common. But I should have tried harder. You deserved better,” I said. 

“You  know,  after  Steve  left,  I  could  only  think  of  you.  We  had  it  so  good,  at least during the first few years.” 

I didn’t know what to say to that. I just stood there, wondering why she wasn’t more  perturbed  by  the  fact  I  was  standing  in  one  of  her  skirts,  looking  and  still talking like a girl. It didn’t even seem strange to her, now that the initial shock had worn  off.  Was  it  not  as  big  of  a  deal  as  I’d  always  thought  it  was?  I’d  always imagined being caught and having life crash down in flames around me. I always thought there would be tears and anger and confusion, but it just ended up being little more than a shrug of the shoulders. 

“You look good in that skirt. I never looked good in the damn thing. It always made my ass look big in the worst way possible,” she said with a little laugh. My heart was still racing and my head was spinning. 

“Thanks,” I said. 

“I  have  a  whole  bunch  of  clothes  I  don’t  wear  anymore  in  the  city.  You  can come by and pick them up some time. I was just going to bring them all down to the Salvation Army.” 

“Sure, thanks,” I said. 

She looked around the cabin and then she laughed. “I forgot how much I hated this place. You used to love it. You still love it, by the looks of it. I’m not even sure why I came up here. I just started thinking about you, and then I thought about this place, and… well, here I am. I’m probably going to sell it. I can give you a deal, if you want to buy it. I looked up prices in the area—I can probably give it to you for, say, half a million.” 

“I’d love that, but I can’t afford it,” I said. 

“Four hundred?” 

“Still can’t afford it,” I said. 

“Well I can’t go any lower than that. I’m nice but I’m not crazy,” she said with a laugh.  She  looked  down  at  her  feet.  “Maybe  I’ll  wait  a  few  years  before  I  sell  it, and then maybe you’ll have enough.” 

“Maybe,” I said, but the thought of having any money seemed unlikely. 

She  looked  around  some  more,  at  nothing  in  particular.  There  was  a  long silence. I wasn’t sure whether she was waiting for me to say something, waiting for  me  to  leave,  or  just  waiting  for  life  to  make  sense.  I  just  stood  there.  “You know,” she started, “I didn’t know why I was coming up here, but I’m glad I came. 

In  a  weird  way,  it  feels  like  closure.  I  should  start  heading  back  for  the  city.  You can stay here, if you want. At least for a little while.” 

She  gave  me  a  hug  and  then  she  left.  Once  the  grumble  of  her  car  was inaudible and she was totally out of sight, I wondered if I’d just had a strange lucid dream. It was hard to believe the interaction had really happened. And if it was a dream, what the hell did it mean? 

CHAPTER IX

There are moments in life where it’s hard to believe there is no guiding hand of fate.  Sometimes,  things  really  do  happen  for  a  reason,  and  coincidences  are impossible to ignore. Marcy’s sudden arrival at the cabin was no coincidence. She didn’t  know  what  brought  her  there,  but  I  knew:  it  was  fate.  The  same  fate  that brought  me  to  that  cabin.  It  was  destiny  giving  us  both  our  own  versions  of closure. 

I felt a warm tingling inside of me. For the first time in nearly a decade, I didn’t feel like a loser. I didn’t feel like I was hiding some disgusting, insane secret. I felt strangely normal. I felt like I had nothing to be ashamed of. I’m not sure whether it was Marcy’s reaction to seeing me all dolled up, or if it was something else, but I knew what the reason of it was, and I knew what I had to do next. 

I went down to the water. Sam was out for a swim, paddling gently on her back on the warm lake. She looked happy and peaceful. I watched her for a while. She was living the life I wished I had, but for once, it didn’t feel like that life was way out of reach. I knew I could pull my life together. I could scrounge up the money for the down payment on the land, if Marcy really was offering to give me a deal. It would be a lot of work, and I would have to get back to town as soon as possible to start, but it wasn’t impossible and for once I felt like I could do it, like there was nothing holding me back. 

Sam swam out from the water and she began to towel herself off. She turned to me and then she smiled and waved. I waved back, hypnotised by her beauty and lost in my suddenly achievable cabin fantasy. The sun was beginning to set. I watched as she packed up her few things and headed back up the trail. And then I walked up to the path and started towards her cabin. 

I had nothing to lose and everything to gain. When I saw her cabin appearing in the distance, my heart started racing, but I didn’t falter. I didn’t slow down and I didn’t  hesitate.  I  walked  up  to  her  door  and  knocked,  and  as  soon  as  she answered, I said, “You should know something about me.” 

She stared at me with wide eyes for a moment before asking, “What?” 

“I’m a man,” I said. “This is just what I like to be when I’m alone. You weren’t really supposed to see me like this.” 

She  was  silent  for  a  few  seconds  before  looking  down  at  me  and  saying, 

“Wow. I can’t tell if you joking or not.” 

“I’m not.” 

“You had me fooled,” she said. 

“I  didn’t  mean  to  fool  you.  I  just  didn’t  know  how  to  tell  you.”  My  heart  was pounding  ferociously,  but  I  felt  free.  I’d  never  felt  so  free  in  my  life.  Suddenly,  I wasn’t living with a big, dark secret. The reaction from Marcy, and now from Sam, 

just proved to me that there was nothing to be ashamed of, nothing to hide from. I was who I was and that was all that mattered. 

“Can I tell you something?” she said. 

“Sure.” 

“I’m a man, too,” she said. “And you’re the first person I’ve ever told.” 

I laughed. “You know I’m being serious, right?” I said. 

“And so am I.” She laughed. Her face was dark red and she looked small and vulnerable. If she was lying, she was a damn-good liar. 

“I don’t believe you,” I said. 

“Well, do you want to come inside and I can prove it to you?” 

My heart stuttered. She gently grabbed my collar and pulled me into her cabin home. The smell of fresh cedar filled my nostrils as she reached down and gently pulled up her little skirt, revealing a big bulge in her panties. My heart skipped a beat.  She  wasn’t  kidding—she  really  was  a  man.  “So  does  that  make  us  gay, straight, or lesbos?” she asked with another red-faced laugh. 

“I don’t know. What difference does it make?” I said. We kissed. It was a kiss we’d  both  been  waiting  for,  desperately  holding  off,  and  now  it  had  come  at  the perfect time. Her lips were soft and warm. Her tongue poked through my lips and wrapped  around  mine.  I  put  my  hands  on  her  sides.  It  was  hard  to  believe  she was a man with that body. Then again, she seemed to think it was hard to believe I was really a man. Maybe we weren’t men. Maybe we were just women born with a few of the wrong parts. 

I slipped my hand down the front of her panties and felt her long rod with my fingers. I started to rub, feeling it growing and throbbing. I’d never touched a cock before. I’d never wanted to until that moment. But it didn’t feel wrong. It didn’t even feel like I was touching a man. She slipped down my panties and then she took a step forward, pressing her body against mine. She reached down and took both of our  cocks  in  the  same  hand,  rubbing  them  together,  stroking  them  as  one.  I squeezed her breast, which was just a pad under a bra, but I didn’t mind. To me, she was a woman. I couldn’t fathom any scenario in which she was a man, even with her cock and her padded bra. 

“Bedroom?” she asked. 

“Sure,” I said. We didn’t waste any time. She jumped right up onto the bed and got onto her hands and knees. Her panties were a band between her knees. She wiggled her perfect bum in the air. I could see her big ball sack hanging between her plump thighs. I mounted her, getting the tip of my throbbing cock right up to her little hole. 

“Fuck me,” she said. I could feel the excitement radiating off of her body. She could probably feel the same excitement radiating off of me. We were finally free. 

Fate had brought us together and liberated us from the unwritten rules of society. 

Who says a guy can’t dress like a girl? If it feels right, it’s right. If no one’s getting hurt, then it should be fine and even encouraged. 

I  pushed  in  and  she  began  to  moan  right  away.  “You  like  that  big  cock?”  I asked. 

“Yeah, baby. Fuck me,” she said between moans. I started to thrust in and out of her, feeling her tight, puckering bum hole hugging every inch of my cock. It felt amazing. I loved the sound of my ball sack slapping her soft tush. I didn’t want the moment to end. 

And  it  didn’t  have  to  end.  There  was  nothing  stopping  us  from  going  at  it whenever we wanted, every day, twice a day, three times a day, if we really had it in us. Because after I came in her perfect little asshole, she asked me to stay with her. How could I not? It was everything I’d ever dreamed of and more. And with the  rest  of  her  settlement  money,  we  had  more  than  enough  to  buy  Marcy’s property as well, just because why not? That cabin would always have a special place in my heart and I couldn’t bare to see it get torn down by some developer. 

And as for Marcy, she ended up marrying Sam’s real-estate agent. I was in the room when they met, and they both froze and stared into one another’s eyes. It was  love-at-first-sight,  no  question  about  it.  And  if  that’s  not  the  guiding  hand  of fate, I don’t know what is. 

THE END
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PRANK GONE WRONG

A group of nerdy engineering students have created a hidden camera that is virtually undetectable, and they want to plant it in the change room of the Kappa Omega Kappa house: the hottest sorority on campus. They just need someone to get dolled up to get the camera inside. 

Mike is the easy choice, with his petite figure and his feminine features. Only things don’t quite go according to plan, and now Mike is in the hands of the Kappa Omega Kappa girls, and he’ll have to do what they want if he doesn’t want to get kicked out of college. 



CHAPTER I

The  plan  would  have  worked  had  I  known  anything  about  being  a  woman. 

Apparently, it’s not just about how good you look—I know because I looked great; that’s why they picked me to go into that sorority house. I was the smallest among the options, with the softest features, and as Kyle put it, “The girliest hips.” 

My  makeup  job  was  spot-on,  my  hair  was  just  right  (and  it  was  my  real  hair, too),  and  we’d  spent  a  week  perfecting  my  voice.  But  still,  I  was  caught  red-handed.  Those  girls  knew  there  was  something  up  the  moment  I  walked  in  that door. 

Kappa Omega Kappa had the hottest girls of any of the sororities on campus, maybe  even  in  the  whole  state.  Twelve  of  the  fifteen  cheerleaders  were  Kappa Omega  Kappa  girls,  and  our  college’s  football  team  had  been  voted  ‘Hottest College  Cheerleaders’  five  years  in  a  row.  If  you  were  a  girl  and  you  got  into Kappa Omega Kappa, every girl on campus was jealous of you. If you were a guy dating a Kappa Omega Kappa girl, every guy was jealous of you. 

We  always  held  our  study  group  at  Kyle  Jenkins’s  house,  which  was  just across  the  alley  from  the  Kappa  Omega  Kappa  house.  Very  little  studying  got done, especially when the girls were outside, lounging by the pool in their skimpy little bikinis. We would all crowd in the attic and take turns looking out the tiny attic window—the  only  window  that  could  see  over  the  fence  into  the  Kappa  Omega Kappa backyard. One time we saw two girls sunbathing topless. We all agreed it was a top five life moment. They both had perfect, water balloon tits. 

We  were  never  invited  to  their  biannual  campus  party.  Only  fraternities, sororities, and sports teams were invited. They had no interest in letting a group of engineering  students  through  that  coveted  white  doorway,  which,  save  for  those two nights a year, only women were allowed through. And even during those two nights,  men  weren’t  allowed  ascending  the  curved  staircase.  The  upstairs  was only for sorority members. Though we knew what was up there—everyone knew what was up there, at least according to campus legend. 

The  upstairs  of  the  large  house  was  a  big,  open  space,  with  bedrooms  all around  it.  The  bedrooms  were  all  small,  because  there  were  no  closets.  One  of the  Kappa  Omega  Kappa  rules  was,  clothes  must  be  shared  amongst  all members.  That  big  open  room  was  filled  with  racks  of  clothes  and  mirrors.  And every  morning  and  every  evening,  all  of  the  girls  would  strip  down  and  get dressed. That room saw more glorious tits than any man would ever see in their lifetime.  Some  of  those  girls  went  on  to  become  supermodels  and  actresses. 

Imagine being a fly on the wall in that room…

And according to a few of the pledges from the year before, the room was real. 

It  was  where  they  ‘measured’  the  sorority  pledges.  Because  one  of  the requirements of becoming a Kappa Omega Kappa was that you be the right size. 

You’ll be sharing clothes, after all. 

When we heard the rumour buzzing around that the Kappa Change Room was a real place filled with real titties, Kyle had a crazy thought: “Can you imagine if there was a camera in that room, and we could watch the video from here?” 

“Then we’d really never get any work done,” Marc said. 

“I  would  be  okay  with  that,”  Kyle  said.  We  all  stared  out  the  window  at  the Kappa house, our minds full of fantasies. 

There  was  a  single,  small  window  into  that  legendary  upstairs  room,  but  the glass was frosted. Occasionally, you could see a figure pass by, and sometimes you could see the outline of a perfect rack. It was hard to tell whether it was really a free set of tits or a pair in a bikini, but it was imagination fuel nonetheless. 

One night, I noticed Kyle staring at that window more than usual. “What’s up?” 

I asked him. 

He was slow to respond. He didn’t look away from that window when he finally did.  “Solar  panels,”  he  said  slowly,  as  if  he  was  slipping  into  some  strange psychosis. 

“Solar panels?” I repeated. 

“They work through glass, right? Not as effectively—about a fifty percent drop in  efficiency,  because  of  the  light  reflection  and  the  iron  content  in  the  glass.  It would  be  more  like  thirty  percent  efficiency  through  frosted  glass,  maybe  even closer to twenty-five percent.” He spoke slowly in a low tone, as if hypnotized. 

“You okay, buddy?” I asked. 

“A two-by-two inch solar panel running at twenty-five percent efficiency would take  about  eight  hours  to  charge  a  small  lithium-ion  battery.  A  small  security camera can run for about twelve hours on a single charge.” 

He  kept  talking,  but  I’d  already  figured  out  what  he  was  getting  at.  He  was thinking of putting a hidden camera in that change room, with a small solar panel facing  that  little  window.  It  was  borderline  genius,  but  it  was  impossible.  The Kappa house was filled with security features and alarms, and it always had been. 

Horny  guys  were  always  trying  to  sneak  onto  the  property  to  look  through windows, trying to break in to steal panties as part of their fraternity initiations. I’d heard  those  alarms  going  off  loads  of  times  while  at  Kyle’s  house,  studying.  I’d watched  police  throw  college  kids  into  the  backs  of  cruisers  after  break-in attempts. Twice an hour, a private security company had a car do a slow drive-by. 

That  company  had  stickers  on  every  window,  including  the  frosted  upstairs window into that change room. The house even had a resident pit-bull, which had supposedly put a number of kids in the hospital. 

“We could sneak it in during the biannual party in two weeks,” Kyle said. 

I laughed. “We’ve never been invited to that party, and I don’t think that’s about to change,” I said. 

He continued to stare at that little frosted window, deep in thought. He was an engineer,  and  it  was  in  his  nature  to  come  up  with  a  solution  to  the  problem. 

“There must be a way,” he muttered under his breath. And then I watched his eyes light up. 

CHAPTER II

Kyle got excited and started pacing around the room. He had an idea working itself out in his brain. Whenever I asked, “Kyle, what’s going on?” he would ignore me  and  continue  his  pacing  around.  I’d  only  ever  seen  him  in  that  state  once before, when he came up with the idea for our sophomore year final project. He designed a prototype for a self-driving lawn-mower. The thing actually worked, but our  professors  docked  us  points  because  the  design  was  “absurdly  dangerous”. 

We would have aced the project otherwise. I guess having a spinning blade going off and doing its own thing wasn’t a tremendously fantastic idea. 

When Kyle was finally ready to share his epiphany, he called our whole friend group  up  and  then  he  continued  pacing  around  while  he  waited  for  everyone  to show up. When everyone was there, he announced, “We’re going to build a self-operating, self-charging camera, and we’re going to hide it in the Kappa Omega Kappa house.” Everyone started talking over one another, some intrigued, some feeling  as  though  their  time  had  been  wasted.  Kyle  wasn’t  the  first  person  on campus  to  suggest  hiding  a  camera  in  a  sorority  house.  A  few  years  ago,  a fraternity  hid  a  camera  in  a  sorority  bathroom.  Everyone  involved  was  expelled from the school and that fraternity ceased to exist. Someone reminded Kyle of that very incident. 

“Sure, but we’re not going to get caught,” he said, raising one finger in the air as if his plan was so much more genius. 

He pulled out a pen and a pad and he started drawing up a design. His plan was to build the thinnest solar-panel ever made—hardly thicker than a few sheets of paper, and make it look just like a security sticker. He seemed to think it was an easy  task.  The  light-absorption  side  would  be  stuck  to  the  window,  and  the security company’s logo would be on the other side of the sticker, along with a tiny camera  that  was  wired  into  the  solar  panel.  Everyone  broke  out  again,  arguing whether such a thing was even possible. This arguing got louder and louder and went on for a good five minutes before I stood up and said, “It doesn’t matter if it’s possible or not—we wouldn’t be able to get up there anyway.” 

And then Kyle looked at me with a sly grin, and he said, “You’re going to do it, next week.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Next week, Kappa will be trying out new members. The first thing they do with new  members  is  bring  them  upstairs  and  measure  them.  They  bring  about  a dozen  girls  up  at  a  time.  All  you  have  to  do  is,  when  no  one’s  looking,  stick  the sticker on the window.” 

Everyone was silent, with the same thing on their mind. Someone finally said it aloud: “But Mike’s not a girl, Kyle.” 

And then Kyle’s grin grew bigger. “Not right now, but he will be by next week.” 

Everyone  looked  at  me,  suddenly  scrutinizing  every  detail  of  my  face  and  body. 

“Oh yeah, I can totally, see it,” one guy said. “Shit, this might actually work!” said another. “Oh my God, Kyle, you’re a genius.” 

“Um, what?” I said finally, bringing silence to the rest of the guys. “There’s no way I’m getting dressed up like a girl and doing that.” 

“C’mon, Mike. You’ve got the hair and the face and the body. It’s not like you need to go through with the initiation. Just get through that door, get upstairs, stick the sticker to the window, and then leave. At worst, you’ll be measured.” 

“I do not have the hair or the face or the body,” I said. 

“Oh please,” someone in the group said. And unfortunately, I knew they were right. I’d always been told that I had ‘feminine features’. My parents were Swedish, so naturally, I had a small nose and a smooth jawline, and high cheekbones. I’d always been smaller than most guys. When I was a kid, my mom would buy me girl  jeans,  because  they  had  wider  hips.  Men’s  jeans  would  be  way  too  tight around my hips. It was terribly embarrassing, but my mom always said, “Oh, calm down. No one can tell the difference unless they read the tags.” Of course I made sure those tags were cut off and thrown out before going to school in those jeans. 

“C’mon, Mike You have to do this,” Kyle said, and all of the guys were staring at me with wide, glowing eyes, like a pack of puppies begging for a treats. 

“No way,” I said. 

“Mike!”  everyone  seemed  to  groan  in  unison.  I  felt  guilty  for  saying  no—but why should I be guilty? They weren’t doing anything to put their academic careers in jeopardy, the bunch of hypocrites. 

“Sorry,” I said. 

They all looked away from me, shaking their heads in disappointment. It wasn’t their unanimous disappointment that eventually changed my mind on the matter. It was the end goal, getting that camera into that room, and seeing all of those girls changing twice, maybe even three times a day. “You really think you can build this sticker camera in the next week?” I asked Kyle. 

“Does a camel shit in the desert?” he said with a big smile. 

We all divided into groups. Kyle and a few guys went to start building the solar cell, a few other guys went to track down a small, discreet camera, and I went with Marc to his parents’ house. 

Marc’s parents and his little sister were out of town on vacation. “You and my sister  are  about  the  same  size,”  he  said,  looking  at  me  and  squinting.  It  was uncomfortable  having  all  of  my  friends  looking  at  me  and  imagining  me  wearing women’s  clothes  and  makeup.  But  I  tried  not  to  think  of  that.  I  tried  to  keep  my mind on the prize. 

“Let’s get you dolled up, shall we?” Marc said, throwing open the door to his little sister’s very pink bedroom. 

CHAPTER III

I wasn’t thrilled that I was going to be wearing Marc’s little sister’s clothes. I’d met his little sister before, and she was a hoe. She always wore shorts that left her butt  hanging  out,  and  her  tops  were  practically  thin  strips  of  fabric,  hardly  even covering  her  nipples.  She  always  hung  out  with  older  boys.  She  liked  the attention.  I  hated  the  idea  of  putting  on  her  little  panties,  but  none  of  the  other guys with sisters in our friend group felt comfortable stealing their sisters’ clothes. 

I hope they at least knew, deep inside, that they were a bunch of filthy hypocrites. 

“I’m  thinking  a  skirt,  so  we  can,  you  know,  hide  the  bulge  of  you  dick,”  Marc said, and then he started tossing a selection of skirts onto his sister’s pink bed. I picked one of the skirts up. It was so damn short, hardly six inches long. I held it up  around  my  waist,  seeing  if  it  would  even  cover  my  whole  bum.  It  hardly  did. 

And then Marc looked over at me and said, “I think it sits higher up, like this…” He took  the  skirt  and  lifted  it  up  to  my  stomach.  Now,  the  skirt  covered  next  to nothing. 

“You let your sister wear this shit?” I said. 

“I don’t give a shit what she wears,” Marc said. 

“You’re a terrible brother.” 

“I know. Now get undressed. And here, put these on.” He tossed me a pair of white cotton panties. I felt like a creep holding his little sister’s undies in my hand. 

They were soft, with lace decoration along the waistband. I stared at the tiny skirt for a moment, and then I turned away from Marc. 

“I can’t believe I’m actually doing this,” I said, and then I tried to remember the end  goal:  a  twenty-four  hour  feed  into  the  college  equivalent  of  the  Playboy Mansion. By the end of the month, we would have dozens of hours of the hottest girls  in  the  state,  stripping  down,  getting  dressed,  comparing  tits,  having  naked pillow fights. Girls do all of that stuff, right? 

I  looked  over  my  shoulder  to  make  sure  Marc  wasn’t  looking,  and  then  I slipped out of my boxers and quickly pulled up the panties. They immediately went up  my  butt  crack,  and  if  my  cock  and  balls  weren’t  falling  out  the  left  side,  they were falling out the right side. “I’m going to need something stronger,” I said. 

He  tossed  me  a  new  pair:  red  and  made  from  what  felt  like  satin.  I  slipped them  on.  They  did  a  much  better  job  holding  everything  together,  and  the  soft fabric felt amazing against my crotch. It was strangely luxurious. I could get used to it. 

I wrapped the skirt around my waist and I buttoned it up. It naturally rode up into  the  position  Marc  had  shown  me  before,  and  the  curve  of  my  butt  was  left poking out beneath the pleats. “I’m going to need something longer, Marc,” I said. 

Marc looked at me and said, “Dat ass!” I wasn’t expecting him to reach down and spank my tush like he did. 

“Jesus, Marc!” I said. 

“What? That’s the way it should look. That’s how girls wear skirts these days, you know. Haven’t you ever left your little apartment before?” He was right. If you wanted to see hot asses, all you had to do was walk through the campus on a hot day. Jean shorts were more like jean bikini bottoms these days, and skirts were more  like  loose-fitted  panties.  But  regardless  of  what  girls  were  wearing,  my concern  was  my  cock.  One  wrong  move  and  it  would  slip  out  from  my  little  red panties, and that skirt wasn’t going to do much to keep it covered up. 

“We’re  going  to  have  to  figure  out  tits  later—I  can  probably  make  something out of silicone and latex. For now, just take this bra and stuff it with a few socks.” 

He  tossed  me  a  white  lacy  bra  and  a  barrage  of  socks.  It  took  me  nearly  five minutes  to  figure  out  how  to  get  into  the  thing.  First,  I  tried  clipping  it  before slipping into it, but I couldn’t get both of my arms through the arm holes. And then I  tried  putting  it  on  my  chest  and  reaching  around  back  to  clip  it,  but  my  hands couldn’t reach the middle of my back where the clips were. Then, I figured out that I could put the bra on backwards, clip it, and then spin it around my body and slip into  the  arm  holes  last.  Marc  watched  me  the  whole  time,  laughing  his  ass  off. 

“That was something to watch,” he said. 

“I don’t see you trying any of this shit on,” I said. 

“Luckily I don’t have to, because you look so hot in it.” He laughed, but I wasn’t laughing along. I stuffed the socks into the bra, and then I put on the tight white long-sleeved crop-top he’d picked out. “My sister always wears that skirt with this top,” he said. I kind of liked the way the top hugged my chest and my arms. It was strangely comforting, like a big, heavy blanket on a cold winter night. “Go into the bathroom and shave. Don’t use my razor—use my sister’s. It’s on the edge of the bathtub—the  pink  one.  And  start  practising  your  lady  voice.  You’re  starting  to creep me out, looking like a chick but talking like a man.” 

I had no idea how to do a lady voice. I kept pitching Marc lines. “How does this sound?” I would say, and then he would laugh. 

“You sound like a Monty Python character. Why are you doing a weird British accent?” 

“How’s about this?” 

“Now you sound like a drag queen from New Orleans.” 

“Well I don’t know how to do a lady voice!” I said. 

“You  need  to  speak  more  smoothly  and  softly,  like  this,”  he  said,  doing  an impressive girl’s voice. 

“How the hell do you know how to do that?” I said. 

“Playing video games online. Guys let you win if they think you’re a girl.” 

“What’s  the  fun  in  that?”  I  said,  but  he  didn’t  answer.  So  I  tried  his  advice, speaking smooth and soft. 

“That’s  better.  Just  like  that,”  he  said,  sounding  disturbingly  excited.  That morning,  when  I’d  pulled  myself  out  of  bed,  I  didn’t  see  myself  wearing  a  short skirt and panties, shaving my legs smooth, speaking like a lady to one of my best friends. For a moment, I couldn’t even remember how I’d gotten to this point, what crazy series of events had landed me dressing like a little slut. A cold shiver ran down my spine as reality came rushing back to me. 

Was I really going to do this? Was I really going to try and convince the girls at Kappa  Omega  Kappa  that  I  was  a  chick?  Was  I  really  going  to  try  and  hide  a camera in their change room, in plain sight? Had I lost my mind completely? 

“Now  with  the  makeup,  there’s  going  to  be  some  trial  and  error,  unless  you know what any of this shit is,” Marc said, walking into the bathroom with a big box full of makeup supplies. 

“Well, we have all night,” I said in my best girl voice. 

CHAPTER IV

Kyle built the sticker camera. It was a technological wonder. The camera was hidden in the middle of the second ‘S’ in the SSS logo: Security System Solutions. 

You could only see it if you were looking very closely—a slight, shiny bulge. On the exterior of the solar panel was clear double-sided sticky tape. “The tape will reduce the cell’s efficiency by another few percentage points, but it will still work,” 

Kyle said. 

“How do I turn it on?” I asked. 

“It’s already on. Come and look.” He brought everyone over to his laptop. And sure enough, there was the camera feed. He held the sticker camera up to face me.  I  was  in  my  skirt  and  makeup,  with  my  hair  straightened  neatly.  I’d  seen myself  in  the  mirror  plenty,  but  for  some  reason  seeing  myself  on  camera  was different,  like  it  was  suddenly  real.  My  heart  started  pounding.  “You  okay?”  Kyle asked me. I could see that my face was pale on the laptop screen. 

“Me? Yeah. I’m fine,” I said. 

“You look like a babe, man. Don’t worry about a thing,” one of the guys said. 

I couldn’t go thirty seconds without reaching down and tugging on my skirt. If I didn’t, it would ride up so high, you could see my panties. And I’d caught a few of the  guys  staring—I  wasn’t  sure  how  to  feel  about  that.  On  one  hand,  it  meant  I was pulling the guise off. On the other hand, it meant my friends were staring at my ass. 

We all looked out the window. The new pledges were already starting to show up,  crowding  on  the  front  lawn,  waiting  for  their  chance  to  enter  into  the  sacred sorority that was once home to some of today’s most beautiful, successful women. 

And soon, I was going to be standing among them, hoping they wouldn’t be able to see through my guise. There was so much riding on me passing for a woman: the  academic  futures  of  ten  bright  men.  But  the  risk  was  outweighed  by  the reward.  Who  needs  an  academic  future  when  you  could  have  eyes  into  that coveted room? 

“Okay, let’s get you warmed up. Say something in your girl voice,” Kyle said, clasping his hands behind his back as he paced back and forth. 

“Like what?” I said. 

“I  don’t  know  anything.  Why  don’t  you  say  how  badly  you  want  to  be  part  of Kappa?” he suggested. 

“Like, oh my God, being part of Kappa Omega Kappa would be, like, a dream come  true,”  I  said  in  my  voice,  which  I’d  spent  the  better  part  of  the  week practising. I lost sleep practising that voice, memorizing every little inflection and tone. But it had to be perfect. I wasn’t going to go into that sorority house without every little detail being absolutely perfect. Unlike with our self-driving lawn-mower, one  little  imperfection  wouldn’t  lose  us  a  percent  of  our  grade,  it  would  lose  us

everything.  I  didn’t  have  a  criminal  record  and  I  didn’t  want  one  either.  I  fed  the guys a few more lines. 

The  more  I  spoke,  the  easier  it  got.  I’d  heard  of  actors  experiencing  a phenomenon  where,  by  the  end  of  a  long  movie  shoot,  they  have  a  hard  time becoming themselves again. I saw an interview with Marlon Brando where he said he  took  a  part  of  every  character  with  him.  I  could  understand  that  now,  as  I slipped deeper into my character. 

“Okay, good. I think we’re all set. You’ve got the sticker?” 

I opened up my little purse to make sure it was there. It was. I had everything I needed. I was about to make history, become a legend amongst my friends. I took a deep breath and walked to the door. Someone gave me a pat on the ass, but I didn’t  look  back  to  see  who.  It  was  strangely  confidence-inspiring.  I  left  for  the sorority try-outs. 

My body felt cold, despite the warm sun. I walked slowly up to the little table that was set up on the grass, which was surrounded by potential Kappa Omega Kappa members. There was a stack of waivers and another stack of applications on the table. Behind the table was a rookie member handing one of each out to each girl. “Trying out for Kappa Omega Kappa?” she asked me. 

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “Yep,” I managed to say. I felt like all of the confidence I’d spent the week building up was suddenly gone. She stared into my  eyes  for  a  moment,  and  then  she  looked  slowly  down  my  body.  The  silence was painful. “Is everything okay?” I managed to ask, and then she smiled. 

“Just fine. Just fill these forms out and leave them here.” 

I took a spare pen and started filling out the forms, putting ‘Mandy’ down as my name.  I  felt  a  cool  breeze  cross  my  bum,  reminding  me  that  my  skirt  was incredibly short, and in my bending over to fill out the forms, I was giving all the other pledges a nice view of my ass, and if I wasn’t careful, the bulge of my balls between my legs. I sunk down into a squat as I finished filling out the forms. 

“All done?” she asked. 

“All  done,”  I  said.  As  I  handed  her  the  pen  back,  I  noticed  my  hand  was trembling slightly. And once again, she was looking at me with that curious gaze. 

Did she know something was up, or was I just slipping into a paranoid delusion? 

“Just  wait  out  here  and  someone  will  come  and  get  you,”  she  said.  I  walked towards  the  crowd  of  girls.  Everyone  was  chatting  with  one  another.  Everyone looked so cute, dressed in their best little outfits, making sure to show off lots of skin, because that was one of the Kappa hallmarks. Instead of joining in on one of the  conversations  myself,  I  found  a  nice  quiet  spot,  where  I  felt  unnoticed.  I wanted  to  simply  blend  in—get  in  and  get  out  as  fast  as  I  could  without  anyone noticing  I  was  ever  there.  But  as  I  stood  silently  off  to  the  side,  I  realized  I  was accomplishing the exact opposite of my goal. I was getting strange looks from the Kappa members who were standing by the door, and strange looks from that girl behind the table. 

I  felt  my  throat,  making  sure  my  Adam’s  apple  hadn’t  decided  to  grow overnight. I adjusted my skirt and looked down at my chest, to make sure my tits hadn’t  slipped  out  of  place.  They  were  specially  made  by  Marc,  using  mostly silicone. They felt real to squeeze, and they even bounced like real tits. They were almost as impressive as Kyle’s sticker camera. 

Someone  came  and  relieved  the  girl  at  the  table,  who  went  inside,  throwing one  last  glance  my  way  before  disappearing.  My  heart  stuttered.  It  certainly seemed like they knew something was up. I took a deep breath. It wasn’t too late to chicken out, to walk away and return to Kyle’s house. Sure, the guys would be disappointed,  but  ultimately  they’d  be  happy  they  weren’t  getting  kicked  out  of school for setting up a camera in a room where dozens of beautiful girls changed multiple times every day. 

And then I thought about the potential footage from that camera, and I stuck around, convincing myself I was being a paranoid spaz. 

I  heard  my  name  called  out  among  a  list  of  others.  There  was  a  Kappa  girl standing  in  the  doorway,  calling  a  round  of  girls  in  for  measuring.  I’d  made  it through my first obstacle. Now, I just had to get that sticker on the window. 

CHAPTER V

They brought me inside of the Kappa Omega Kappa house. The lobby was a grand white space, with curving staircases on both sides of the large room, which met  in  the  middle,  at  another  big  set  of  doors.  The  house  looked  big  from  the outside,  but  it  looked  enormous  from  the  inside.  There  were  a  few  Kappa  girls lounging around the large space, sitting on the white sofas, sipping what looked like  champagne,  despite  the  fact  it  wasn’t  even  11:00  AM  yet.  I  recognized  one particularly  beautiful  blonde  from  the  cheerleading  team.  Whenever  I  went  to games,  I  always  made  sure  to  get  a  seat  near  the  forty-yard  line,  where  the cheerleaders spent most of the game doing their routines. 

As  I  made  my  way  up  the  stairs,  I  recognized  another  girl  from  the cheerleading team: a brunette with short hair and huge, natural tits that bounced and jiggled enough to turn any man into mush. 

There were ten girls in that first group, myself included. We were led through those  upstairs  doors  into  a  large  circular  room,  with  doors  all  around  it.  Every second door had a girl’s name on it. The ones in-between were closets; some of them  were  open,  and  there  were  a  few  Kappa  girls  going  through  the  clothing options. On the far side of the room was a little frosted window. I was inside of the room—the room that no man had supposedly ever been inside of before me. On the  other  side  of  that  small  frosted  window  was  Kyle’s  house,  and  all  of  my buddies,  probably  crowded  in  the  attic,  hearts  pounding,  their  futures  resting  on my success. 

A  Kappa  senior  member  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  room  with  a  long  tape measure.  She  called  girls  up  one  at  a  time.  There  was  another  girl  with  her, standing  by  her  side,  probably  some  sort  of  protégée  who  would  take  over  the measuring duties once the main girl graduated. 

I looked around the room. There were five Kappa members in that room, the two girls in the middle and three girls picking out outfits for some upcoming event. 

One  step  at  a  time,  I  made  my  way  towards  that  window.  Whenever  a  glance turned my way, I would stop and pretend as though I was just looking around and admiring the room. I felt a cold sweat running down the back of my neck. I was just a few feet away from that window when someone said, “Excuse me?” I turned around  and  everyone  was  looking  at  me.  “You  are  Mandy,  right?”  the  main  girl said. 

“Yeah,” I replied. 

“I’ve been saying your name for, like, a minute now. Come get measured.” My heart  was  pounding.  After  a  brief  moment  of  hesitation,  I  went  over  to  her  and followed  her  instructions.  “Stand  up  straight,  raise  your  arms,  chin  up…”  She wrapped the measure around my torso and then my waist, and then my hips, and then my thighs, and my arms, and then she measured my height. Everyone was staring at me, probably wondering why I was suddenly so pale and tense. I tried to

calm myself down, but my efforts were futile. My heart insisted on pounding like a war drum, and my muscles insisted on being completely rigid. 

“Okay,  that’s  all  we  need.  Thank  you,”  she  said,  and  I  stepped  away.  Some eyes  stayed  on  me  curiously.  I  stood  around  for  a  few  minutes  before  starting towards  that  window  again—one  step  at  a  time.  Time  moved  slowly.  Every  time someone looked over at me, I could feel it. I didn’t even have to look back to see their eyes looking my way. I would stop and look around casually, probably looking completely  insane  and  suspicious.  But  somehow,  I  got  to  that  window  and  I  got the  sticker  out  from  my  purse.  I  looked  around.  No  one  was  looking.  I  quickly placed it on the window and stepped away, looking around again to make sure no one had seen a thing. I was in the clear, so I started making my way towards the exit. 

“Where are you going?” the main girl asked. 

“I thought we were done,” I said. 

“No.  I’ll  tell  you  when  you’re  done.  Just  stay  here,  please,”  she  said.  She seemed  frustrated  with  me,  which  made  me  nervous  until  I  realized  she  was frustrated  with  all  of  the  new  pledges.  She  seemed  to  have  something  against women who were younger than her. She was especially annoyed with her young protégée,  throwing  narrow-eyed  glances  her  way  every  time  she  opened  her mouth. 

After  about  ten  minutes  passed,  which  felt  more  like  three  hours,  she  told everyone they could leave, except for me. “Why me?” I said, my body beginning to tremble. 

She stared at me with those dark, narrowed eyes. She was beautiful, like the rest of the Kappa girls, but she was also terrifying. “Because you’re the right size,” 

she said, “and the other girls aren’t.” There was a wave of relief, but it was short lived. I wanted to get the hell out there. 

“Do you mind if I just go out for a quick smoke?” I asked. 

“Kappa girls don’t smoke,” she said. 

“Oh,  well  I  guess  I’m  probably  not  going  to  make  the  cut  then,  huh?”  I  said, forcing a little laugh. But she wasn’t laughing. 

“Just come with me, would you?” She led me down the stairs through a set of doors,  and  down  another  set  of  stairs,  into  the  basement.  It  was  cold  and  dark. 

She  just  said,  “Wait  here,”  and  then  she  left.  She  was  gone  for  about  a  minute when I decided to just make my escape. I went up to the door at the top of the stairs but it was locked. I gave it a good tug, but it wouldn’t budge. There were no other doors in that basement. 

I  tried  to  calm  myself  down,  but  it  was  hopeless.  I  was  a  nervous  wreck.  I knocked on the door but no one answered. I called out, but no one called back. 

What was happening? What were they going to do to me? 

There  was  a  mirror  in  that  basement.  I  found  myself  in  front  of  it,  staring  at myself, trying find some imperfection in my guise. Surely there must be something

wrong, I thought to myself, just judging by the way everyone had been staring at me,  and  judging  by  the  fact  I  was  now  locked  in  the  basement,  alone.  But everything  looked  normal.  I  looked  good.  My  makeup  was  perfect,  my  hair  was perfect, my outfit was perfect, my tits looked real, my cock was still tucked neatly in  my  panties.  So  what  was  wrong?  Was  it  my  voice?  The  guys  all  seemed  to think my voice was spot-on, but maybe the girls heard something different. 

I slipped my phone out from my purse to call the guys, to beg for help, but I had no service in that basement. I tried holding my phone up high, but it made no difference. 

It  was  an  hour  before  that  door  opened  and  a  line  of  girls  came  in.  My  eyes had  adjusted  to  the  dark  of  the  basement,  so  the  light  from  the  open  door  was blinding. Once the last girl slipped through the doorway, it closed, and I heard the heavy bolt sliding into its locked position. “Mandy, is it?” one of them asked. They all formed a semi-circle around me. 

“That’s me,” I said, trying to force some enthusiasm into my voice. Maybe this was  all  just  part  of  the  initiation  process.  Maybe  they  were  trying  to  scare  me, trying to test my limits. I knew they did stuff like that at the fraternities, so it wasn’t such a big leap to assume they would do the same at the sororities. 

“Mandy. That’s a cute name. Did you come up with it all by yourself?” 

I felt my heart up in my throat. “What?” I said. 

“Well, that can’t be your real name. I’ve never met a Mandy with a dick quite as big as yours before.” The girls all laughed. 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, my voice suddenly shaking. 

“We know you’re not a girl, so you can save us the bullshit.” 

“I am a girl,” I said, but I knew it was no use. I closed my eyes and wished it was all a nightmare that would end at any moment. I took a deep breath, feeling the silence seeping into my bones. “It was just a prank, okay,” I said, folding under the pressure. “My buddies just wanted to see how far I could get. It was a dumb joke. I’m sorry. I’ll leave, okay? I’ll just leave and I won’t tell anyone anything.” 

The girls all started to laugh. “You’re not going anywhere.” 

I tried to calm my mind, so I could think of some way out of this mess. “I didn’t do anything wrong. There’s no law against me pretending to be a girl. In fact, you can  get  in  trouble  for  discriminating  against  me,”  I  said.  I  was  pretty  proud  of myself for that one. They’d invited me into their house—I hadn’t broken in. “And you’re holding me against my will, which is also a crime. But I won’t tell anyone if you just let me go.” 

The  blonde  cheerleader  stepped  forward  holding  our  sticker  camera  in  her hand. “I think this might be against some laws,” she said as it dangled in the air. 

My  heart  sank  deep  into  my  gut.  It  was  over—everything  was  over.  I  wanted  to curl up on the floor and cry. What was I going to tell my parents? That I got kicked out for trying to film girls changing? Would that not make me a sex offender? Did that mean I would probably never find a decent job in my life, having to go door to

door  every  time  I  moved  to  let  the  neighbours  know  they  were  living  near  a registered sex offender? 

“I—I’m sorry…” I said. I tried to come up with an excuse, but I had nothing. I was doomed and my fate was in the hands of that group of pretty, young sorority chicks. 

CHAPTER VI

The windows of Kyle’s house were dark when I finally returned late that night. 

Everyone  had  gone  home,  knowing  the  mission  had  failed.  I  let  myself  in  and made  my  way  to  Kyle’s  room.  His  light  was  on  but  his  blinds  were  closed.  He looked  at  me,  his  face  pale,  and  he  said  nothing.  He  knew  the  mission  was  a failure  and  he  knew  what  that  meant—it  was  only  a  matter  of  time  before  the police  were  at  his  doorstep.  Even  if  the  girls  didn’t  go  to  the  police,  surely  they would go to the college faculty, who wouldn’t hesitate to go to the police. 

The last thing Kyle saw on his sticker camera stream, before his screen went black,  was  me  in  the  basement,  surrounded  by  those  girls.  They  brought  the sticker over to me and told me to turn it off. I followed the command. Eight hours had passed since then, and as far as Kyle knew, I’d spent that eight hours being tortured. But clearly he was more concerned about his own fate, not even asking, 

‘Are you okay?’

Aside from the turning in my gut and the lingering image of my own reflection in my mind, I was okay. I was exhausted and my feet were as sore as hell from walking  in  tall  stiletto  shoes  all  afternoon.  My  arms  were  sore  from  holding  up blow-dryers, hair straighteners, and curling irons. The girls wouldn’t let me leave until I’d mastered everything. “You look like a woman, but it was obvious from the moment you stepped onto our lawn that you aren’t a woman,” the Kappa girls had told me. “And now you’re going to learn how to properly be a woman.” 

It  was  the  subtleties  that  got  me—things  very  few  men  would  ever  noticed, things  none  of  us  engineering  students  had  noticed  during  the  week-long preparation.  I  spent  so  long  working  on  my  voice,  but  I  hadn’t  spent  any  time perfecting the way I walked, my hand gestures when I talked, the way I sat. The list went on and on, and that afternoon, those girls made sure all those problems were fixed, because they had a little prank of their own up their sleeves. 

My  first  few  hours  in  captivity  were  spent  walking  around  in  circles,  in  heels, constantly being shouted at. “Relax your shoulders! Back straight! Move with your hips! Relax your shoulders!” I could still hear those voices pinging around in my skull. 

“What are they going to do?” Kyle asked after a long, awkward silence. 

“They aren’t going to do anything,” I said, walking over to his window. I opened the  blinds  and  looked  towards  the  Kappa  Omega  Kappa  house.  Lights  were  on upstairs as the girls were getting ready for bed. It was a long day for them as well, between trying out pledges and teaching me how to properly be a woman. 

“Actually?” Kyle said, suddenly full of hope and energy. 

“Actually,” I said. “As long as I stay like this for the rest of the semester.” 

Kyle  became  silent.  As  I  looked  over  at  him,  he  looked  away,  his  face  red, finally feeling sorry for me and not just himself. There were two months left in the semester, and part of my punishment was that I had to stay in that guise, continue

being Mandy. They assured me they would be watching, and they assured me that the faculty and police would find out about our little scheme if I was seen in my male  clothes  before  the  end  of  the  school  year.  I  tried  not  to  think  about  it  as  I stood in that room with Kyle, to keep the nausea at bay. 

“Sorry, man,” Kyle said solemnly, looking the other direction. While he wasn’t looking,  I  stuck  the  sticker  on  his  window.  My  last  few  hours  with  the  girls  were spent modifying Kyle’s sticker camera. It took me a good hour to figure out how Kyle had everything set up, and then it took me another hour to get the stream to feed  onto  the  girls’  computer  instead  of  Kyle’s.  We  peeled  the  ‘SSS’  logo  off, leaving it plain and white. Kyle would never notice the sticker through the clutter on his windowsill, which had been there since I’d met him at the start of our junior year. 

I turned back to Kyle and he was still looking away from me, oblivious to the sticker on his window. One of the bedroom lights at the Kappa house turned on and off a few times—the girls were letting me know everything was up and running smoothly. They now had eyes into Kyle’s bedroom. 

They  weren’t  just  interested  in  punishing  me.  They  wanted  Kyle  and  they wanted Marc. The other guys were getting off lucky. I’d managed to convince the girls  there  were  just  three  of  us  in  on  the  operation.  Thankfully,  my  punishment wasn’t nearly as bad as theirs, assuming the Kappa girls kept to their word and blurred out my face when they eventually released the footage. 

Kyle  stood  up  and  let  out  a  long  sigh  of  relief.  I  caught  a  quick  smile  on  his face, which rubbed me the wrong way. He really didn’t care that I was taking the punishment on everyone’s behalf. He really did only care about himself. And in a weird  way,  it  was  relieving,  making  me  feel  less  bad  about  what  was  about  to happen to him. He didn’t know how lucky he was. We could have easily been in police custody by now, expelled from school, facing sex-offender charges. 

Kyle’s  reaction  wasn’t  as  frustrating  as  Marc’s  reaction  the  next  Monday morning, when he saw me in class all dolled up, with my hair neatly curled and my eyeliner  on  thick.  It  was  a  new  style  I  was  trying  out—one  where  I  looked  as unrecognizable  as  possible,  and  it  worked.  No  one  but  my  buddies  knew  who  I was, and they all knew why I was doing it. Some of them came up to me and said thank you, but not Marc. I saw Marc laughing from across the room, and when he finally came up to me, he said, “I can’t believe you’re actually doing it.” His lack of appreciation sent a chill through my bones, and I became even less guilty about his impending fate. 

Throughout my first day as a woman, I was getting a lot of male attention. At first I felt bad for the guys who were looking my way, smiling, and checking out my ass  as  I  walked  by,  but  then  I  found  myself  in  the  bathroom,  touching  up  my makeup, staring at my reflection. I really did look like a woman. It was disturbing how  feminine  my  face  was,  how  curvy  my  figure  was.  Even  the  girls  who  were coming  and  going  in  that  women’s  bathroom  didn’t  seem  to  notice  there  was  a man standing there, touching up his lips with a cute neutral pink. 

The beauty of college is that there is no attendance-call, and the classes are so big, no one could possibly say you don’t go to this or that class. People have their little friend groups, and outside of that, no one knows anyone. Faces change from  day  to  day.  People  sit  in  new  seats.  Friends  with  different  majors  and nowhere else to be join their friends in class, and sometimes strangers who don’t even go to the school come and sit in on lectures. So it was easy to blend in. 

A  few  casual  acquaintances  looked  at  me  as  if  they  knew  me,  but  couldn’t quite  place  me.  My  heart  skipped  a  beat  every  time  I  saw  someone  I  knew.  If  I was called out by someone, my plan was to try and convince them it was all a big prank.  If  they  didn’t  buy  it,  then  at  least  I  wasn’t  sitting  at  the  police  station, watching my college transcript being fed through the paper shredder. 

After a few days, my engineering buddies seemed to have forgotten how close they’d come to the end of their academic careers. Kyle even casually suggested trying again, creating an even subtler camera to hide in that room. “They’re going to  bring  you  back  there,  right?”  he  said  to  me.  I  had  to  take  a  deep  breath  and gather my composure before responding. Once again, he was already planning to use me as his scapegoat—the bastard. When I told him there was no way I would do it, he huffed and looked disappointed. “I understand,” he said, but I don’t think he really did. I don’t think he realized just how lucky we all were. 

“We  should  get  back  at  those  Kappa  girls  for  putting  you  through  this,”  Marc said.  “My  friends  out  east  drilled  a  hole  in  their  rival  fraternity’s  wall,  and  they slipped  a  bunch  of  cheese  through  the  hole.  A  month  later,  the  whole  house reeked of rotting cheese, and the frat had no idea why.” Some of the guys backed away  from  the  suggestion,  but  some  got  into  the  idea,  sharing  their  own  cruel ideas.  Why  did  they  all  think  we  needed  to  get  even?  They  were  the  ones  who had attempted to secretly film a bunch of girls changing. Once again, they had no idea how lucky they were, and with each passing day, that reality slipped further and further away. If anyone still needed to get even, it was the girls, and they were going to—very, very soon. 

CHAPTER VII

For  the  first  couple  of  weeks  following  the  failed  camera  installation,  my femininity was a running joke amongst my buddies. But soon enough, they ran out of jokes and lost interest in poking fun, and it started to become the norm. And for me,  it  was  getting  easier  and  easier  with  each  passing  day.  The  voice  was  so natural, I was even using it when I was at Kyle’s house, surrounded exclusively by people who knew my real identity. The only time I wasn’t using it was when I was on the phone with my parents, and even then it tried to slip into the conversation, as if I had to concentrate on holding it back. I was starting to worry I was losing my male voice, and once everything was over, it would be gone for good. 

During  my  second  week  as  a  woman,  I  was  asked  out  by  not  one,  but  two men. One had been sitting closer and closer to me every class, and the other I’d never seen before in my life—he just walked up to me in the food hall and said, “I saw you from across the room and I felt compelled to tell you how beautiful you are.  Would  you  go  on  a  date  with  me?”  With  red  cheeks,  I  told  him  I  had  a boyfriend,  and  he  politely  walked  away.  A  warm  fuzzy  feeling  filled  my  body.  I’d never been asked on a date before. I’d only ever asked girls out, and I’d always been rejected. 

Marc was with me the third time it happened. We were walking from our first class  to  our  second  when  one  of  the  football  players  came  up  to  me.  He  was wearing a neatly buttoned dress shirt and he had his hair slicked back carefully. 

“Excuse me, Mandy?” he said. His cheeks were red. “Would you consider going out  for  coffee  with  me,  maybe  this  afternoon?”  Marc  started  laughing,  and  the football player’s face became even redder. 

“I’d love to,” I said. I didn’t really want to for obvious reasons, but I felt bad for the guy after Marc had laughed in his face. 

“You’re  seriously  going  to  go  out  with  the  guy?”  Marc  said  after  the  football player was out of earshot, and my phone number was in his pocket. 

“Maybe,” I said. “What difference does it make?” 

“Well, you’re not actually a chick, so that’s a big difference.” 

“What—you don’t think I’m lady enough?” I said. “If you didn’t know any better, I bet you’d ask me out, too.” 

He laughed. “Yeah right.” 

“Oh please, I’ve seen you checking out my ass. Just admit it—you wish I was actually a chick.” 

His face suddenly became red. “No I don’t,” he said. 

I stepped in closer to him as we walked and I slipped my arm around his body, putting my hand on his pec. “You’re telling me you don’t want any of this?” I said, making  sure  my  breasts  were  pressed  firmly  against  his  body.  His  face  became

redder and he became flustered. “Besides, what’s the difference between me and a girl?” 

“You have a dick and no tits,” he said after a moment. 

“And what else?” 

I could tell he was thinking about it, but he said nothing—because he had no answer, because there really was no difference aside from a couple of body parts. 

I  looked,  smelled,  and  sounded  like  a  lady—even  more  so  than  most  of  the women in our classes, and he knew it. 

When I talked to Marc or Kyle, I always made sure to touch them a lot, just like the girls taught me during their Flirting 101 seminar, after they taught me how to walk and compose myself like a lady. “If you’re going to seduce your friends, you need to know all the tricks,” they said to me. I didn’t actually think I would be able to seduce Marc and Kyle, but now I was starting to wonder. More and more, I was catching them looking my way. I don’t think they knew their faces would turn red when I got up close, when I gently ran my fingers down the naked skin on their arms. It was amazing what a gentle touch could do. Two grown men, who knew damn-well that I was a man, were falling for me, falling right into the trap that was set out for them. 

My  heart  sunk  into  my  gut  when  I  started  to  realize  the  plan  might  actually work, and that I might end up in Kyle’s bedroom with them, fucking, and getting it all  on  tape.  The  realization  hit  hard  one  evening,  when  we  were  all  together, having drinks, and Kyle was sitting next to me. He was a few drinks deep when his hand slipped onto my thigh and stayed there, just under the fold of my skirt. At first  I  tried  to  convince  myself  that  his  hand  was  there  as  an  accident,  but  who accidentally places their hand on their friend’s thigh? 

There was no question about it: it was a move. The real question was whether he’d  forgotten  I  wasn’t  actually  a  woman,  or  he  simply  didn’t  care.  Either  option was  a  real  possibility.  Sometimes  I  would  forget  that  I  wasn’t  a  real  woman, especially  after  long  days  in  class,  having  guys  looking  my  way  all  day  long, chatting me up. Sometimes I startled myself when I took off my bra at night, and my  fake  tits  fell  off,  onto  the  ground.  Oh  right,  those  aren’t  real…  Sometimes  I swear I could feel them, as if they were really part of my body. 

I  could  probably  have  gotten  Kyle  out  of  the  way  that  night,  but  instead  I became tense with nerves. I couldn’t actually sleep with my male friend, could I? 

Was it really worth it? Would those Kappa girls really rat us out to the faculty and to the police if I didn’t do it? I looked over at the white sticker on that window, with the  little  tiny  camera  watching  us,  watching  Kyle’s  hand  subtly  moving  up  my thigh. He stopped himself when he reached my panties, but he’d already made it clear  that  he  wasn’t  going  to  be  a  challenge.  A  bit  more  work,  and  he  would  be mine to do what I wanted with. 

And Marc wasn’t far behind. We were alone together one afternoon at Kyle’s house,  when  Kyle  went  out  on  a  beer  run.  We  were  working  on  an  engineering project when I dropped a screwdriver on the ground. I bent over to pick it up, and

suddenly Marc was behind me, with his hands on my hips. “You know, from this angle you really look like a girl,” he said with a laugh. I stayed bent over. 

“You and me both know I look like a girl from every angle,” I said. 

“Maybe.” He rubbed his hands up my sides. “It’s almost too bad you aren’t a girl. I have to admit, God wasted a good ass.” 

“I  could  be  a  girl,  if  you  wanted  me  to  be,”  I  said,  and  I  looked  over  my shoulder at him with a grin. My heart was racing. His face turned red. 

“I’m not gay,” he said, suddenly defensive. 

“There’s nothing gay about wanting to fuck a girl in the ass,” I said with a wink. 

I was using a joking tone, but we both knew I wasn’t really joking. Or was I? Even I wasn’t so sure. The only thing on my mind was the mission. I had to go through with  it,  whether  I  liked  it  or  not.  I  couldn’t  get  kicked  out  of  school.  I’d  paid  too much money and I’d worked too hard. If I had to sleep with a couple of guys, then so be it. How bad could it really be? Gay dudes sleep with guys all the time and they seem to like it. 

I tried not to think about it. No matter how I justified it to myself, my heart was still sent aflutter and that familiar nausea began to overtake me. But there wasn’t a day that went by that I didn’t think about it. That nausea was always there. And I knew it wouldn’t go away until I got it over with, and I lived up to my promise with the  Kappa  girls.  So  one  evening,  after  we’d  submitted  our  final  project  for Engineering  301,  I  suggested  to  Marc  and  Kyle  that  we  get  together  for celebratory  beers,  at  Kyle’s  house.  “Just  the  three  of  us,”  I  said,  and  they  were both in. 

CHAPTER VIII

The night of celebration started off innocently enough. Marc and Kyle cracked beers and I whipped up a vodka martini and then we clinked our drinks. We talked for  a  while  about  our  engineering  assignment,  and  then  after  our  second  drink, while Marc was in the bathroom, Kyle complimented my dress. “It looks good on you,” he said with a strangely genuine smile. 

My heart skipped a beat and I forced a smile of my own. “Thanks. You should feel it. It’s so soft.” He came up to me and ran his fingers down my side. 

“Oh yeah, it is soft,” he said. 

When  Kyle  went  to  the  bathroom  a  bit  later,  Marc  threw  his  arm  over  my shoulders and said, “So just a couple of weeks left of being a woman, huh? Less, even.” 

“Yeah,” I said. 

“Are you going to miss it?” he asked. 

I smiled. “I don’t know. Maybe. Are you going to miss it?” 

He  didn’t  answer.  He  just  smiled.  When  Kyle  came  back,  Marc  was  quick  to retract  his  arm  from  my  shoulders.  We  all  had  another  drink,  and  the  room  was starting to become more and more silent. It was the opposite of a usual drinking celebration, where everyone gets more and more outgoing as the alcohol begins to set in. With every drink, I was quickly becoming the focus of their attention. My heart  raced,  knowing  the  Kappa  girls  were  probably  watching.  I’d  told  them  that morning  that  tonight  was  the  night.  They  were  probably  all  huddled  around  that laptop screen—some of the most beautiful women in the school, waiting eagerly for the fun to start. 

“Why  don’t  we  play  a  drinking  game?”  Marc  said.  “Do  you  still  have  that Drinking Jenga game?” 

“It’s in the cupboard, just over there.” 

The Drinking Jenga game was not a random choice of drinking games. We’d made it ourselves before a party we threw at Kyle’s house at the beginning of the year.  Under  each  block  was  a  command.  Take  a  drink,  finish  a  drink,  everyone drinks,  everyone  finishes  their  drink.  But  we’d  made  the  game  with  the  hopes there  would  be  girls  playing,  so  there  were  blocks  that  said  things  like:  kiss  a member  of  the  opposite  sex,  remove  a  piece  of  clothing,  kiss  a  member  of  the opposite sex and slip a little bit of tongue. And there was one block that said: The other players get to do whatever they want to you. Marc was the one who came up with that block, hoping he would get the opportunity to squeeze a girl’s tits. 

Kyle set up the game. The room was completely silent. We all knew what was written  on  those  blocks  and  we  were  all  playing  dumb.  The  game  started  and  I went first. My block had nothing written on it. Then Kyle went. He had to finish his drink, which had just been refilled. He burped loudly after the final gulp. Marc got a

blank block, and then I got the first block that I’d been dreading: remove a piece of clothing. 

They both looked at me with red faces. I didn’t have much to remove: just my shoes,  my  dress,  and  the  lingerie  they  didn’t  know  I  was  wearing.  I  took  off  my shoes,  and  the  game  continued.  More  blank  blocks,  more  drinking  blocks.  The tower was starting to wobble. A part of me hoped it would fall and the game would end, and we could move onto something different. But another part of me wanted that special block so I could get all of this nonsense over with. 

Kyle  pulled  the  kiss  with  tongue  block.  His  face  became  dark  red  and  he laughed.  “I  forgot  about  this,”  he  said,  obviously  lying.  “I  guess  there’s  no members of the opposite sex here, so should I just drink?” 

“Well we’ve got Mandy over here,” Marc said with a big grin. 

“Mandy isn’t exactly the opposite sex, is she?” Kyle said. 

“I don’t know, are you a boy or a girl, Mandy?” Marc asked. 

“What do I look like?” I said, forcing a grin. My heart was tolling like a church bell. 

The room became quiet, and then Kyle scooched towards me. He took a deep breath,  closed  his  eyes,  and  leaned  towards  me,  lips  puckered.  I  took  a  deep breath of my own and then I kissed him. It took a few seconds before he slipped the tongue through my lips. The tips of our tongues touched, and then he pulled away, his face a shade of purple now. “Homo,” Marc said with a laugh. 

“What? It was the block,” Kyle said, his voice cracking slightly. 

The game continued. More drinking, more blank blocks, and then I got another remove a piece of clothing card. The boys both looked at me with wide eyes. After a  moment  of  hesitation,  I  stood  up,  slipped  the  straps  of  my  dress  over  my shoulders, and I let the little number fall to the ground, leaving me in just the lacy black lingerie the Kappa girls had leant to me. The silence in the room continued. 

Both guys checked me out, their faces reddening. “That fits you well,” Kyle said, his lips remaining parted slightly. 

“Alright, it’s your turn,” I said. 

It was another few turns before the next kissing block was pulled, this time by Marc.  He  smiled,  embarrassed,  and  then  he  turned  to  me.  “Let’s  get  this  over with,” he said, but I could tell he really wanted to kiss me. We closed our eyes and then we kissed. I gently grabbed his lower lip with my teeth and I pulled playfully. 

The kiss lasted much longer than it needed to. 

Then  it  was  my  turn.  As  I  carefully  pulled  out  my  block,  I  could  tell  the  guys were hoping for that special block. But the block was blank, and now it was Kyle’s turn. 

And Kyle pulled the block. ‘The other players get to do whatever they want to you.’

The room was silent for a few seconds before I said to Marc, “What should we do to him?” 

More  silence,  and  then  Marc  said,  “I  dare  you  to  suck  his  dick.”  The  silence became sharp. I could only hear the hum of the air-conditioner and nothing else. 

Most concerning of all was the fact that Kyle wasn’t rejecting the idea. 

After  a  deep  breath,  I  found  myself  down  on  my  knees,  between  his  legs, looking  up  at  him.  He  was  looking  down  at  me,  his  body  tense.  I  carefully unzipped his fly while Marc said, “Oh my God, she’s actually doing it.” 

“Shut up, Marc,” Kyle snapped, and then he looked back down at me. I looked over at the window. I could see that sticker, which meant the girls could see me. 

I  reached  into  his  fly  and  I  felt  it:  his  warm,  throbbing  flesh.  He  was  already getting hard. I slipped my fingers around his girth and I pulled it out from his pants. 

He was big—bigger than I’d expected, and growing quickly. He let out a long sigh as I began to stroke his length. Then he laughed awkwardly. “She knows how to stroke a dick.” 

“Yeah she does,” Marc agreed. They were both making a point of saying ‘she’, as  if  it  would  become  true  if  they  said  it  enough—as  if  they  were  determined  to make sure we all knew this wasn’t ‘gay’. After another deep breath, I bent forward and slipped the cock through my lips. I started to suck. 

“Shit, that feels good,” Kyle said, his fingers slipping into my hair as my head bobbed  up  and  down  on  his  lap.  “Just  like  that.”  He  got  rock-hard  fast.  I  did  my best not to gag when the tip of his rod started to slide down my throat. It turns out, taking a dick in the throat isn’t much different than shotgunning a beer. It’s just a matter of opening up your throat. The scent of cologne was strong, as if Kyle had sprayed a little bit directly into his pubes, expecting to get a little oral action. 

“I think she likes it,” Marc said with a laugh. 

“Of course she does, ‘cause she’s a little slut—aren’t you?” 

“Mhm,” I said, muffled by his big, hard dick. 

Marc  snuck  up  behind  me  and  placed  his  hands  on  my  hips.  He  started  to explore my body, reaching around and squeezing my tits. It wasn’t long before one of his hands was down between my legs, and his fingers were running across my tight little butthole. “Damn, she’s fine,” he said. 

It  wasn’t  so  bad.  I’d  expected  to  be  repulsed  by  their  cocks.  I  didn’t  think  I would be able to go through with it. But now that things were underway, it seemed easy. It seemed like I was getting off easy with my punishment. And there was an excitement in my heart, knowing I was off the hook—I’d done everything the girls wanted  me  to  do,  save  for  making  sure  the  camera  saw  my  cock,  so  everyone would know Marc and Kyle were fucking a man and not a woman. 

I felt a thick warmth press up to my butthole. It was Marc’s cock. He’d wrangled it  out  from  his  pants  and  now  he  was  about  to  fuck  me  from  behind.  I  took  a moment to mentally prepare myself. I knew it was going to hurt, but I knew I was going to survive. “Don’t come in her ass,” Kyle said. “So I can have a turn.” 

“What? You don’t want my sloppy seconds?” Marc said. I could hear the grin in his voice. 

He started to push in. I was right—it did hurt. But I bit my tongue and then I kept on sucking Kyle’s dick. I could taste the sweet tinge of his pre-cum as he let out a long, elated moan. If I wasn’t careful, I was going to make him come in my mouth, and the last thing I wanted was to taste Kyle’s hot, sticky load. 

Marc  wasn’t  interested  in  any  foreplay.  Once  he  was  in,  he  was  thrusting, grunting loudly, slapping his pelvis against my soft butt. His fat cock was stretching my asshole wide. But the pain was starting to subside. Either I was going numb or I was getting used to it. 

Everything was going according to plan, except for one major detail: my cock was  still  tucked  away  in  my  lingerie,  and  my  lower  half  wasn’t  being  seen  the camera, blocked by the little coffee table. So I spat out Kyle’s cock and I looked back at Marc. “Get on the couch,” I said. 

He paused for a moment, and then he did as I said. He spread his legs wide and threw his arms over the back of the couch. “Like this?” he said with a big grin. 

“Just like that.” I sat down on his cock, back to him, front to the window where the sticker was recording everything. Once I started to bounce up and down on his fat rod, I reached down and fished out my cock. Then, something happened that I wasn’t expecting…

Kyle bent down, took my cock, and started to suck it. My body became tense. 

So much for pretending I was a girl. The Kappa girls were getting way more than they’d wanted, and they were probably loving it. I could see their bedroom lights on  and  I  could  imagine  them  huddled  around  that  laptop  screen,  cheering  and dying of laughter as they watched the men who tried to film them naked fuck one another in a strange, cross-dressing orgy. 

Kyle  got  me  so  hard  so  fast.  I  ended  up  putting  my  hands  on  his  head  and pushing  him  down,  forcing  him  to  take  all  of  me  in  his  warm,  wet  mouth.  He slurped his tongue up and down like a wild man, tickling the underside of my shaft in  just  the  right  spot.  He  couldn’t  help  but  fondle  my  ball  sack  while  he  sucked away. 

“I’m  going  to  come,”  I  warned  him  as  I  felt  the  tingling  coming  on.  He  didn’t budge, as if he wanted it, he wanted to taste it, he wanted every last drop inside of him. “Kyle—I’m going to come,” I warned again, but again, he didn’t budge. 


And then I came. He reached down and grabbed my shaft firmly, squeezing it near the tip. He opened his mouth and made sure he swallowed every last drop. It felt goddamn amazing. I trembled all over and my legs closed in around his body. 

And then Marc let out a loud grunt and I felt his hot load firing off, deep in my ass. I reached down and sunk my nails into his thighs. My head was spinning in euphoria.  The  room  became  silent  as  we  all  caught  our  breath,  and  as  reality rushed  back  to  us.  For  the  guys,  it  was  just  an  awkward  night—one  too  many

drinks  and  a  little  romp  they  would  never  mention  again,  and  hopefully  forget about. For me, it was something much, much bigger. 

As Marc’s creampie oozed out from my stretched-out asshole, I realized I liked being a woman much more than I liked being a man. The past month had been the  best  month  of  my  life,  being  noticed  for  once,  being  complimented,  being swooned over. Even the sex was way better—there is no better feeling than being dominated and stuffed and creamed. I was already thinking of a way to get them to take me again—I had a feeling it wouldn’t be too hard. 

And then the next day, the tape leaked, all over the internet. And as promised, my face was blurred. Marc and Kyle didn’t find out about the leaked tape until they showed up for class the next morning, and everyone pointed and laughed. At first they  refused  to  talk  to  me—for  about  two  weeks—and  then  they  found  me  on campus and forgave me. They either realized I’d saved their academic careers by fucking  them  on  camera,  or  they  just  wanted  another  crack  at  me,  which  I  gave them that night as my own little apology. 

And when that semester ended, instead of returning to my male self, I found myself  online,  booking  a  consultation  with  a  doctor  specializing  in  sex reassignment surgery. None of my friends had any complaints. Even they thought I was better off wearing little skirts and dresses. 

The next year, I found myself on the Kappa Omega Kappa lawn once again, filling  out  the  forms,  waiting  for  my  chance  to  try-out  for  the  most  prestigious sorority in the state. 

THE END
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INDULGENCE

After a night of drinking, Roger and his buddies decide to go to the local strip club  to  take  in  a  show.  None  of  them  have  ever  been  to  the  strip  club  on  a Wednesday  night—who  goes  to  see  the  strippers  on  a  Wednesday  night? 

Apparently a lot of people, but it’s not the usual crowd, and they aren’t about to see  a  usual  show.  Because  the  night  belongs  to  Little  Lisa,  a  special  girl  with  a special, not-so-little surprise between her thighs. 

Roger and his buddies leave as soon as Little Lisa makes her big reveal. But a week  later,  Roger  finds  himself  back  in  that  club,  alone,  curious  to  see  how  the show ends. 

CHAPTER I

My  heart  raced  as  I  walked  into  the  strip  club  on  Main  and  14th  that Wednesday night. It was raining outside and the streets were strangely forlorn, but still  I  felt  like  everyone  in  the  city  was  watching  me.  Even  with  my  baseball  cap and my sunglasses, I felt like they were about to recognize me and tell the whole world that I was there to watch Little Lisa. And unlike last time, there was no mix-up. I knew damn well who was performing that night. I knew she performed every Wednesday night. 

I’d been to that strip club a dozen times, always with friends. Going in alone was a whole new disaster I’d gotten myself into. 

I  looked  around  before  I  stepped  inside,  to  make  sure  there  weren’t  actually people  watching.  I  even  carefully  scanned  all  of  the  nearby  apartment  windows, checking for gawking faces lit by dim lamp light. There were no faces. I was even more careful when I entered the joint, scanning the faces sitting around the place. 

Unlike on a normal night, no one was sitting around the bar, and no one was there with friends. Each table had one person and three empty chairs, each booth had a whole  bench  unoccupied.  All  of  the  dark  corners  were  already  taken,  but  the whole place was relatively dark—darker than usual even. Even the club manager knew that wasn’t somewhere a guy wanted to be recognized. 

I  got  comfortable  in  a  seat  near  the  edge  of  the  bar.  I  spoke  quietly  to  the bartender  when  he  asked  what  I  wanted.  I  had  to  repeat  myself  because  he couldn’t hear. “A double whisky, no ice,” I said, and he made me my drink quickly. I looked to the clock. It was five minutes until show time. I still had five minutes to come  to  my  senses  and  get  the  hell  out  of  that  place.  What  was  I  doing  there? 

Was I really there to watch Little Lisa again? 

I was taking the first sip of my drink when the front door flew open and a group of  young  men  marched  in.  They  looked  drunk,  reminding  me  of  myself,  the Wednesday before. We’d had a few drinks at Lou’s Tavern, down the street, and we decided we’d take in an erotic show. None of us had ever gone to the strippers on a weekday. My buddy, Ted, even asked if they were open on weekdays. “Only one way to find out,” I said. We were all surprised that cover was more expensive than usual, but we still paid anyway. The bouncer who took our money didn’t tell us  what  we  were  in  for.  But  surely  he  knew  we  were  completely  oblivious.  He probably got a kick out of oblivious blokes like us, and he was probably getting a kick out of the group that had entered the place now—four guys finding seats right at the front of the stage. 

They looked around, probably wondering why no one else was taking up the prime  seating,  just  minutes  before  the  big  show.  They  were  probably  wondering why  everyone  was  wearing  baseball  caps,  and  why  some  guys  were  even wearing dark shades, despite the darkness of the room. I looked away when they looked  my  way,  just  in  case  one  of  them  happened  to  be  some  kid  from  the mailroom at work or something. I would have sooner died than be recognized in

that  particular  place  on  that  particular  night.  I’m  sure  the  same  went  for  most  of the guys in the strip club. 

“Little Lisa will take the stage in one minute,” the host of the night announced from the darkness of his little booth, next to the stage. You could see his silhouette through  the  shaded  window.  On  normal  nights,  those  shades  were  up.  He  had nothing to hide on normal nights. 

My heart started racing, harder than it had since Little Lisa revealed her little secret a week before, leaving me and all of my buddies speechless. We only stuck around for another thirty seconds before Ted stood up and said, “Let’s get the hell out of here.” We went to the bar to settle our tabs. While I was waiting for the pay terminal to come my way, I saw her out of the corner of my eye, spinning around that pole, running her fingers between her beautiful, plump thighs. I couldn’t help but remember Ted cheering when she first took the stage, before she took off that red thong. “Damn, she’s hot, isn’t she? She’s got to be the hottest piece of ass I’ve ever seen,” he said to us—that was before he knew her secret, though it wasn’t much of a secret to the rest of the crowd. 

When we were leaving that night, Ted made sure we all knew that he was just being  polite.  “I  knew  she  could  hear  me  and  I  didn’t  want  her  to  think  we  were rude  or  anything,”  he  said,  making  himself  very  clear.  “I  didn’t  actually  think  she was hot.” He laughed awkwardly and we all laughed along, though it was painfully clear that none of us found it funny. 

“Thirty  seconds,  ladies  and  gentlemen.  We’re  just  thirty  seconds  away,”  said the announcer. 

I looked around carefully, seeing if any of the guys with their tilted down caps were my buddies. In a weird way, I was hoping one of them would be. I didn’t want to be the only one who came back. I didn’t want to believe I was the only one who wanted to see the end of that show. 

“Alright ladies and gentlemen, give a big round of applause for Little Lisa!” the announcer  said,  and  then  the  coloured  lights  came  on  and  the  stage  lit  up.  The boys  up  front  started  cheering.  And  when  she  stepped  out  in  her  eight-inch stilettos, the boys went crazy. One guy didn’t wait before tossing a ten-dollar bill onto the stage. The boys were practically drooling, and I didn’t blame them. One of them leaned over and whispered something into the ear of another—probably word for word what Ted had said to us before that thong came off. He would be regretting those words shortly. 

Little Lisa did a lap, and then she walked up to the edge of the stage, bent her knees, and stuck that perfect ass of hers right in the big-tipper’s face. His smiling face  turned  red  and  he  gave  her  tush  a  good  motor-boating.  Unlike  a  normal stripper, Little Lisa didn’t mind. She even seemed to like it, grinning. She probably knew those boys were about to be terribly embarrassed. She knew what it meant when someone was sitting up front. 

She did another lap, taking off her first layer, revealing her lacy bra. The boys cheered.  Everyone  else  in  the  joint  remained  silent,  hearts  beating,  hoping  to

remain  hidden  in  their  shaded  nooks.  Little  Lisa  swayed  her  hips  to  the  slow music. It was music I’d never heard before. I couldn’t even tell what genre it was, it was  so  unusual  and  surreal—like  a  cross  between  R&B,  techno,  and  some strange tribal music. Even the pace of the music didn’t have a consistent rhythm to  it,  the  tempo  constantly  changing.  But  Little  Lisa  knew  every  beat,  and  she didn’t miss a move. 

Another  ten  dollars  was  thrown  onto  the  stage,  and  then  another,  and  then another.  The  guys  up  front  were  eating  it  up,  and  the  couldn’t  wait  for  the  big reveal. 

And then they got it. And the place became silent, save for the music and the sound of her heels clunking against that seemingly hollow stage. It took a minute before the men’s shock wore off and they got up, paid their tabs, and left. Those of us  sitting  in  our  dark  corners  and  nooks  watched,  probably  all  remembering  our first time. I’m sure that’s how everyone finds out about Little Lisa, and I’m sure one of those guys would be back, with a baseball cap and a pair of shades of his own, wanting to see how the show ends. 

With  a  row  of  empty  seats  in  front  of  her,  Little  Lisa  turned  away  from  the crowd  and  bent  over  with  her  legs  spread  wide,  touching  her  toes.  She  pulled aside the thin strip of fabric covering her butt crack, revealing a vibrating butt plug. 

It was on, and even from across the joint I could see it trembling slightly. 

CHAPTER II

Little Lisa had a special talent, which I didn’t learn about until a few days after that  day  we  all  left  the  show  early.  It  took  me  a  few  days  to  build  up  enough courage  to  look  her  up  online.  I’d  spent  those  few  days  unsuccessfully  trying  to convince  myself  that  I  was  just  as  repulsed  as  Ted  and  the  other  guys,  that  the only reason I couldn’t get Little Lisa off of my mind was because she was such a freak—the same way you can’t look away from a train wreck. But every time I let my mind drift away to that image of her up on stage, a warmth washed over me and my cock would get as hard as reinforced concrete. I don’t think a train wreck has that kind of power. 

So I looked her up, found a little ad about her in the adult section of the local classifieds. “You have to see her sissygasm for yourself.” I had to look up the word

‘sissygasm’. I found a video. I watched it through the slits between my fingers: a tranny  with  big,  fake  tits,  bouncing  up  and  down  on  some  muscular  hunk’s  fat cock. Her cock suddenly begins to rise up, higher and higher, getting harder and harder, until it suddenly begins shooting white streamers into the air, coating the man’s sweaty thighs. I closed the video fast, looking back to make sure my blinds were  closed  and  no  one  was  peeking  in.  I  made  sure  to  delete  my  browsing history. 

I  didn’t  even  know  such  a  thing  was  possible:  coming  without  touching  your cock.  Judging  by  the  look  on  the  man-lady’s  face  in  the  video,  it  felt  pretty amazing, too—though I suppose it was her job to make it look amazing. I couldn’t help but feel like there was some sneaky editing in the video—her jerking herself off between takes, getting that cock ready to burst. But then how did she make it go from flaccid to erect without touching it? 

I tried to occupy my mind with other things, but it inevitably wandered back to Little Lisa and her big secret. The name Little Lisa was an ironic one. It reminded me of a gangster name, like a three-hundred pound Italian goon named Tiny. Little Lisa  was  far  from  little  between  her  legs.  She  was  hung  like  a  goddamn  horse. 

The  lighting  in  the  strip  club  was  dim,  and  my  memory  was  hazy  from  the combination of liquor and shock. Part of the reason I returned to that strip club the next  week  was  to  see  whether  it  really  was  the  real  deal,  and  not  just  some prosthetic  piece  with  a  subtle  tube  running  into  it,  allowing  it  to  fire  without stimulation.  It  sure  looked  real  in  my  memories,  but  the  imagination  has  a tendency to fill in the gaps. But as I looked at her now through the glasses I hadn’t worn in six years (I’d switched to contacts after high school), there was no denying the  thing  was  real,  the  tip  of  it  more  than  halfway  down  her  thighs  towards  her knees. It swung to its own rhythm, heavy, occasionally slapping her thigh hard. 

She made her way over to the pole and showed off some impressive moves, spinning around, flipping upside down, all while keeping that vibrating toy shoved deep  into  her  ass.  Every  thirty  seconds  or  so,  I  would  scan  around  the  bar  to make sure I wasn’t the only one watching, that I wasn’t the only one who looked as nervous as all hell. I wasn’t the only one. 

My  heart  raced  when  Little  Lisa  got  down  on  her  hands  and  knees,  asshole towards  the  scattered  crowd,  and  she  started  to  push  the  vibrator  out  from  her asshole without the use of her hands. She got it half out before sucking it back in. 

She did that over and over, as if there was some horny ghost fucking her in the ass with that vibrating toy. It was a neat trick, and she seemed to like it, her legs trembling slightly after a moment. 

I  bit  down  on  my  lip.  My  cock  was  rock  hard.  I  had  to  adjust  the  way  I  was sitting.  She  rolled  over,  showing  the  crowd  her  long  rod,  which  was  hardening, beginning to rise up towards the centre of her chest. My God, her cock was nearly as thick as my wrist! I could see it throbbing from across the dark club. 

She really did have a beautiful face, a face that could only belong to a woman. 

She  bit  her  lip,  closed  her  eyes,  and  let  her  head  tilt  back.  She  was  breathing deeply,  her  breasts  heaving.  Was  it  about  to  happen?  Was  I  about  to  see  the legendary sissygasm? 

Her body twitched, bringing me—and everyone else in that place—to the edge of my seat. Even the bartender stopped to watch, even though he’d probably seen the spectacle one hundred times before. He stood still with a glass in one hand and  a  rag  in  the  other.  Little  Lisa  twitched  again,  and  then  her  body  shuddered. 

Her  cock  was  rock-hard,  like  a  third  arm,  raised  into  the  air,  hand  in  a  fist.  Her balls  were  heavy  and  swelling.  Her  breasts  heaved  again,  and  then  her  eyes opened.  I  swear  she  looked  right  at  me,  our  gazes  connecting.  And  then  it happened: shots were fired. White streams of glory were sent into the air in every direction, some landing on her, some on the stage. It was real. If that was fake, then somebody somewhere deserved a special effects Academy Award. 

She stayed down for a moment, catching her breath. She pushed the vibrator out onto the stage, and it buzzed around by itself in circles until she gathered the energy to pick it up and leave. That was the whole show—just a few minutes long. 

Those few minutes cost thirty dollars at the door and the incredible risk of being seen watching a kinky tranny stripper. The single song she’d timed her routine to wasn’t even over yet. 

I was paralyzed, my heart racing, my dick throbbing. There was no denying it now:  I  was  obsessed.  I  was  already  counting  down  the  minutes  until  the  next Wednesday, when she would take to the stage again. 

CHAPTER III

On a normal night at the strip club, once the girls finish their shows, they take to the floor in an attempt to earn a few more bucks. Some pick up serving trays and deliver drinks, others try to coax men into private rooms for private dances. 

Little Lisa didn’t come out to make a few extra bucks, but she did come out. 

It was about ten minutes later, and half of the place had emptied out when she came  out  wearing  a  long  red  dress  with  a  long  slit  up  one  side,  showing  off  the smooth skin of her hip. She took a seat at a table near the centre of the room and the bartender brought her a drink. She seemed to be enjoying the music, looking comfortable,  one  leg  crossed  over  the  other.  She’d  changed  into  a  new  pair  of stilettos with heels so thin, it was amazing they didn’t snap underneath her when she walked. 

She  scanned  the  club  slowly,  and  then  her  eyes  found  mine.  I  looked  away quickly, my heart suddenly racing. I wasn’t sure why I was still there. I tried to tell myself it was because I wanted to finish my drink, but I was taking my sweet time with  that  drink.  When  I  finally  looked  back  over  at  her,  she  was  still  looking  my way, with a cunning smirk on her face. It was like she knew everything, like she recognized me from the week before. She knew I’d be coming back, and her face screamed ‘I told you so’, just like it had screamed, ‘You’ll be back’ when I’d left the week before with Ted and the other guys. 

I  was  fairly  certain  she  was  inviting  me  to  come  and  sit  with  her.  Maybe  she wanted me to buy her a drink, or maybe she was looking for a tip. I opened my wallet and pulled out a twenty. On a normal night, during a normal routine, with a normal  girl,  the  stage  was  littered  with  bills  before  the  girl  was  down  to  her panties.  Little  Lisa  had  only  made  about  thirty  or  forty  dollars  from  the  group  of misplaced men. And it was my understanding that strippers didn’t make a wage. 

So the least I could do was give her a little tip. 

I took a deep breath and then I walked it over to her. I placed it down on the table  and  said,  “Good  show.”  My  words  came  out  soft  and  quiet,  lacking  any confidence.  She  smiled  and  slid  the  bill  closer  to  her.  She  said  nothing  in response.  I  wondered  what  she  sounded  like,  if  it  would  ruin  the  illusion completely  if  I  heard  her  speak.  Maybe  that  would  be  a  good  thing,  having  the illusion ruined, thrusting me back into reality. Or maybe it was best that she stayed quiet, left me with my little fantasy, left me feeling like I wasn’t indulging in some gay  fantasy.  I  thought  of  her  as  a  woman,  despite  that  big  horse-dick,  and  I couldn’t imagine living with the thought that I’d paid thirty bucks (fifty with the tip) to watch a man come all over the stage. 

So I smiled, turned around and started towards the bar to settle my tab. Then I heard  her  voice:  “What’s  your  name?”  she  asked.  I  stopped,  my  heart  suddenly aflutter.  Her  voice  sounded  good.  It  sounded  right,  the  way  a  woman’s  voice should sound, like a cool jazz singer, smooth like velvet, and a little bit deep in a sexy sort of way. 

“Roger,” I said after some hesitation. I thought of giving her a fake name, but I also  wanted  to  think  that  I  wasn’t  ashamed  of  myself,  that  I  wasn’t  doing something  so  taboo  that  I  needed  to  invent  a  fake  identity.  Besides,  it’s  not  like Little  Lisa  knew  my  friends,  my  co-workers,  or  my  family.  I  didn’t  have  to  worry about word getting around that Roger spoke briefly with a trans stripper. 

“Nice to meet you, Roger.” She stretched her arm out, offering me her hand. I took it. Her hand was warm and her skin was soft. She had a gentle grip, like you would expect from a petite woman. 

“Nice to meet you, too,”  I said, my heart beating irregularly. 

I began to turn around again when she said, “Will I see you next week?” 

“Maybe.” 

That  curious  grin  returned  and  then  I  made  my  escape.  When  I  got  home,  I jerked off to that memory of her sitting on that stage, cock tall and thick, blasting a hot, heavy load into the air. I came so fast, it seemed like a miracle I didn’t come in my pants during the show. It was well passed my usual bedtime, but I felt more awake  and  more  alive  than  ever,  as  if  I’d  spent  the  night  pounding  back cappuccinos and shots of espresso. The adrenaline was real. I couldn’t wait until the next Wednesday. 

The  excitement  didn’t  wane.  The  week  crawled  by  slowly.  The  weekend  felt especially slow as I sat around, trying to think of something to do. At least during the  week  I  had  my  work  to  occupy  my  time.  Usually  my  weekends  would  fly  by and  I  had  a  hard  time  picking  one  activity  over  the  other.  But  the  only  activity  I could think of was going to see Little Lisa, but unfortunately that wasn’t an option. 

On Saturday night, Ted and I went out for drinks. We were a few drinks deep when he suggested heading over to the strip club “to see some titties.” We went, paid the twenty-dollar cover, and sat up front. We watched eight or nine girls take the stage that night. But it wasn’t the same. The routines seemed over-rehearsed and dull. The most exciting part of the night was when one of the strippers stuck three Ping-Pong balls into her snatch, and three into her asshole. She shot them out across the stage, trying to land them in a series of cups. She missed all shots except for one, but still got a loud applause from the crowd. 

As soon as I realized the same bartender from Wednesday night was working behind the bar, I kept my distance. At one point I was pretty sure he looked over at me,  but  I’m  not  sure  whether  he  recognized  me.  I  was  terrified  he  would  say something when Ted and I went to pay our tabs, along the lines of, ‘Hey, you’re back.’ He didn’t end up saying anything, simply handing us the pay terminal and returning to his customers. He was too busy to notice me, and even if he did, he was too busy to call me out. 

When I got home that night, I couldn’t even remember what the stripper girls looked like. I could only visualize Little Lisa and her big secret swinging between her legs. It had become more than just an obsession—now it was an addiction. I spent the rest of that night on my computer, trying to find any and every picture of Little  Lisa  that  I  could.  There  weren’t  many—none  that  I  could  find  with  her

showing off the goods. On her website, I saw that she had some upcoming tour dates, where she was going to be on the road for a couple of months, hitting up strip clubs all over the west coast. I was disappointed, realizing I wouldn’t have my fix  for  a  couple  of  months,  and  slightly  relieved,  thinking  a  long  break  might  be what I need to get over my new sickness. 

CHAPTER IV

On Wednesday night, I found myself staring at Little Lisa from across the club, trying to build up the courage to go over to her and take a seat at her table. There were only three other guys in the whole club, the bartender included. There had been about a dozen during the show, but most had left as soon as Little Lisa left the stage covered in her hot load. The show was the same as the week before, and  so  was  the  excitement  that  went  with  it.  Even  knowing  exactly  what  was coming, my heart still pounded and I still found myself sitting on the edge of my seat, my cock as hard as a steel beam in my pants. 

I  had  no  idea  what  I  wanted  to  say  to  her  but  still,  I  felt  compelled  to  say something—anything.  She’d  made  eye-contact  with  me  again  during  her  show, just  before  her  head  fell  back  and  cum  began  billowing  out  from  her  cock  like  a loaded volcano at a child’s science fair. She looked at me again when she took a seat at that table, and as far as I could tell, she wasn’t looking at the other guys in the  bar,  the  ones  who  stayed  small  in  their  dark  little  crannies,  sunglasses covering their eyes and their identities. 

I worked hard to convince myself that I didn’t know any of them, even though it was  obvious.  There  were  three  million  people  living  in  that  city;  what  was  the chance  I  knew  the  two  who  were  taking  in  a  tranny  sex  show  on  a  Wednesday night? Astronomically low. 

I took a deep breath and brought myself to my feet. She didn’t look over at me as  I  approached,  or  as  I  took  the  seat  across  from  her.  “It’s  Roger  right?”  she asked before she even looked over at me. 

“That’s right,” I said. 

“I’m glad you came back,” she said. She smiled. “Did you enjoy the show?” 

“You’re  very  talented,”  I  said,  my  heart  racing.  I  felt  so  strange,  so  naughty, admitting  that  I’d  enjoyed  a  sex  show.  I’d  always  wondered  who  the  weirdoes were who felt compelled to leave comments on porno videos, and now I felt like one of them. I watched Little Lisa pull out a long Audrey Hepburn-style cigarette holder. She placed a smoke in it, lit it, and took a long drag, letting the smoke swirl on her tongue before releasing it in an elegant breath. 

“You seem like a nice guy, Roger,” she said. 

“Thanks.”  I  took  another  deep  breath.  “You’re  very  beautiful.  Have  you  been doing  this  long?”  I  felt  like  a  young  boy  talking  to  a  girl  for  the  first  time  since hitting puberty. I felt weak in her presence, as if she had some strange aura that sucked away all of my confidence. 

She  just  smiled.  “Doing  what  long?”  she  asked  with  a  little  smirk,  as  if  she found the question amusing. 

“Dancing, here at the club.” 

She  just  smiled  and  returned  to  her  cigarette.  She  took  another  long  drag, letting the smoke billow directly up, around her nose and across her forehead. It was hard to believe that she was really a man—at least in the biological sense. 

She was born a man, but her face looked so genuine, her body was so small and curvy. I considered the possibility she’d been taking hormones since she was very young. I’d heard that can have an impact on a man’s development. But this didn’t just look like a woman, she looked like the kind of woman every woman wished they were. She had the body of a supermodel, the face of a Hollywood actress, and the voice of seductress. No hormones could do all of that to a person. 

“I’m  going  away  on  tour  for  a  few  months,”  she  said,  “in  a  couple  of  weeks. 

Next week is my last week here. You should come—I’ll make it special.” 

“I  saw  that  on  your  website,”  I  said,  and  then  I  immediately  felt  my  cheeks turning red. I was starting to sound like a creep, like a stalker. I knew her schedule

—I  was  worse  than  the  weirdoes  who  comment  on  porno  videos.  I  was  like  the guy who could identify porn stars with nothing but pictures of their pussies. There was  no  doubt  that  I  could  have  picked  Little  Lisa’s  cock  out  from  a  line-up—but that wasn’t saying much. “I’ll be here,” I said. 

“Good.” She smiled and took another long drag from her smoke. “Do you want to go to a back room?” she asked. 

“Next week?” 

“Now,” she said, and then my heart started pounding as hard as it could. “It’s fifty dollars usually, but for you, the first time’s free.” She stood up and extended her  hand.  I  hesitated,  wondering  if  everyone  got  the  same  offer,  or  if  I  was somehow special. 

I stood up and I took her hand. I’m not sure if she noticed my hand trembling as she led me towards the back room. The room was only about fifty feet away, but the walk seemed endless as my sensibilities screamed at me, begging me to stop and go home. The week before, I’d made a terrible mistake: I’d indulged. I’d let  myself  slip  away  from  reality  into  the  fantasy  that  had  been  planted  by  a mistaken visit to a strip club. And now, I couldn’t help myself. I just kept indulging, and  I  was  starting  to  doubt  my  ability  to  stop  myself.  The  more  a  gambler gambles, the more a druggie uses, the more a foodie eats, the harder it becomes to stop. 

The  room  was  only  separated  from  the  club  by  a  purple  velvet  curtain,  and there was only one chair. She told me to sit. And then she walked over to a little control box and she pressed a button. A song started to play, much like the song from her routine, but different. This song was even slower, the kind of music that only exists in strange dreams. She started to circle me with that grin on her face. “I don’t get to do a lot of private shows,” she said. 

I wasn’t sure how to answer that. I wasn’t sure whether that made me special or  whether  that  made  me  especially  depraved.  She  put  her  hands  on  my shoulders  and  started  to  sway,  leaning  forward.  I  could  see  down  her  top.  She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her tits were so close to falling out from her top, and I was

so close to grabbing them and squeezing them. But the mental reminder that she wasn’t  a  she  at  all  prevented  me  from  doing  so.  It  was  bad  enough  that  I  was getting a private show from a tranny. Besides, there was a little sign that said, ‘Do not touch the dancers or you will be asked to leave’. I obeyed the sign. 

She turned around, continuing to sway her hips, lowering her perfect tush onto my  lap  slowly.  She  pulled  up  her  dress  so  her  bare  ass  was  touching  my  legs. 

Again, I wanted to reach down and squeeze those soft cheeks, slap them, make them  jiggle—but  they  belonged  to  a  man.  Those  cheeks  weren’t  much  different than  my  own.  So  I  kept  my  hands  to  myself,  which  was  hard  once  her  cheeks were  cradling  my  erection  in  my  pants,  stroking  me  up  and  down.  I  felt embarrassed, being so hard so fast—being hard at all was embarrassing, as if I was somehow admitting that I was gay. But I wasn’t gay. I didn’t like men. I had no interest in watching men strip, nor did I have any interest in getting a lap dance from a man. Little Lisa was a woman. She had the face, the body, the tits, and the voice of a woman, so she was a woman, right? 

She leaned back, pressing her back against my chest and resting the back of her head on my shoulder. She looked into my eyes, continuing to grind her bare ass into my lap. “Are you having fun?” she asked. 

“Yeah,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. I felt like I was teetering on the edge of sanity, my head swirling with anxiety. I was frozen. I wanted to get up and leave, but  I  couldn’t.  My  body  absolutely  refused.  Or  maybe  I  didn’t  really  want  to  go. 

Maybe I was just trying to convince myself so I felt more normal than I really was. 

“You can ignore the sign,” she said, reaching down and grabbing both of my wrists.  She  brought  them  up  to  her  chest,  pressing  my  hands  to  her  tits.  I squeezed. I couldn’t help it. She moaned gently, continuing to grind. I was so hard

—if I wasn’t careful, I would come in my pants. I bit on the edge of my tongue and tried to distract my mind with nonsensical thoughts. It didn’t help much. 

She  slipped  the  straps  of  her  dress  over  her  shoulders,  letting  her  top  fall down.  Then  she  stood  up,  spun  around,  and  let  the  dress  fall  to  the  floor  of  the private booth. My heart skipped a beat. My God, she was beautiful. And as perfect as her body was, I couldn’t keep my eyes off of that enormous bulge in her little panties,  begging  to  be  let  out.  She  sat  down  on  my  lap,  her  hands  on  my shoulders, and she continued to sway, giving my cock a much needed break from all  of  the  stimulation.  She  stared  into  my  eyes.  “You  look  nervous.  Don’t  be nervous,” she said. 

I let a slow, trembling breath out. 

“I like your cock,” she said, slipping a hand off of my shoulders and reaching down. I didn’t stop her. I let her rub my rod through my pants. My cheeks were red hot and my body was totally rigid. 

“Careful,” I said. “You’re going to make me come.” I felt embarrassing admitting it, admitting that I was a premature ejaculator, but I’d sooner be a bit embarrassed than totally embarrassed when I came in my pants. She let out a cute little giggle. 

“And you don’t want that?” she said. She undid my belt and then she reached down  my  pants,  grabbing  the  real  thing,  skin-on-skin.  “I’m  not  supposed  to  be doing this,” she said, and I wondered if that was true. I’d heard plenty of stories of strippers going the extra mile for the extra tip. Certainly she knew I was going to leave  her  a  big  tip—how  could  I  not?  Especially  now  that  she  was  running  her warm fingers up and down my hard cock…

“Really, I’m not kidding,” I said between breaths. 

She  laughed  again  and  then  she  spun  around,  straightening  her  legs  and bending  down  to  touch  her  toes.  Her  thong  did  nothing  to  hide  her  puckering butthole. It was still gaping slightly from her vibrator—the vibrator that made her erupt cum all over the stage. I wanted to grab her hips and bring her down on my cock—fuck  her  in  that  tight  little  asshole–but  somehow  I  kept  my  composure, taking  a  deep  breath  and  reminding  myself  yet  again  that  this  wasn’t  exactly  a woman presenting her asshole to my face. 

She sat on my lap again, reached for my right hand, and she brought it to her lap. Before I registered what was happening, my hand was on her bare cock, and she was curling my fingers around her girth. She started to guide my hand up and down her length, making me stroke her off. Her cock was warm—hot, even—and it  was  throbbing  like  it  had  a  heart  of  its  own.  When  her  hand  finally  released mine, I didn’t stop stroking. My heart was racing and my head was spinning, but I didn’t  stop  stroking.  She  was  even  thrusting  her  hips  slightly,  helping  me  cover more distance in faster time. 

Her bum was rubbing my cock again, pressing it against my belly, cradling it between  plump  cheeks.  I  was  literally  inches  away  from  fucking  a  shemale—a thought that would have made me quiver weeks before, but now it was my only desire in the world. With my free hand, I fondled her chest. She moaned, bending forward as a special euphoria consumed her. 

I was going to come. I could feel it coming, my cock tingling, getting ready to burst any second. And then she stood up and said, “That was fun, wasn’t it?” She picked up her dress and slipped it back on, leaving me on the verge of an orgasm, my balls as blue as the sky on a cloudless day. 

Now I had to come back next week. I couldn’t think of any reason short of a family emergency that could stop me from coming back. 

CHAPTER V

There  was  no  hesitation  walking  into  that  strip  club  on  the  next  Wednesday evening,  only  excitement.  I  was  early—the  first  one  there,  save  for  the  bouncer and the bartender. I went to my seat, ordered a drink, and watched as the regulars trickled  in.  I’d  started  to  recognize  the  Wednesday  regulars  behind  their  shades and  under  their  baseball  caps.  It  was  always  the  same  group  of  strangers  and they  would  always  go  right  to  their  same  spots  in  the  club,  slouching  into  their seats in the very same way. I was becoming one of them. I’d found my own little spot near the edge of the club, where I could keep one eye on the stage and one on  the  door,  in  the  very  unlikely  chance  someone  I  knew  came  in.  I  was  close enough to the back exit that I could easily slip out. 

While  I  was  watching  the  door  and  sipping  my  drink,  a  woman  took  the  seat across from me, startling me. I nearly choked on my drink. It took me a second to recognize her. It was Little Lisa, with her hair tied up and without her makeup on. 

Her skin was fair and her eyes were striking. She was naturally beautiful, making me wonder why she wore all of that makeup to begin with. “Hey sexy,” she said to me with a big smile. 

“Hey,” I said, looking around to make sure no one was watching. I don’t know why  I  was  so  nervous  all  of  a  sudden.  Even  though  she  looked,  sounded,  and smelled like a woman, I still couldn’t stop reminding myself I was talking to a man

—a man with an enormous cock that would soon be coming all over the stage. 

“Nice to see you again,” she said. “I leave for my tour tomorrow afternoon.” 

“Are you excited?” I asked. 

“A little bit. I’m going to miss you, though.” 

I felt my cheeks becoming warm, even though I knew she didn’t really mean it. 

She probably said the same thing to all of her regulars. After all, she didn’t pull in nearly  the  same  audience  that  the  normal  strippers  pulled,  so  maintaining  her clientele  was  understandably  important.  “Well,  I’ll  be  here  when  you  get  back,”  I said. 

“I really hope so.” Whether she was just entertaining me or not, it was hard not to blush. I’d been obsessing over her for weeks, since the moment I saw her take the stage, before I knew what was dangling between her perfect legs. 

I heard the hinges of the front door squeaking from across the club, in slow-motion. My heart skipped a beat and I turned my head slowly towards the sounds. 

Before I even saw the newcomer entering the joint, I knew it was bad, like some sixth sense was tingling down my spine, telling me to get the hell out of there. The person entering was wearing a black ball cap and a dark pair of sunglasses, but I still recognized him through it all. It was Ted, unmistakably. He started to scan the bar,  from  left  to  right.  I  was  to  his  right,  and  I  managed  to  turn  away  before  his eyes landed on me. Even with him staring at the back of my head, my heart was pounding. 

“Is everything alright?” Little Lisa asked me. She looked over at Ted, and then back at me. “Do you know that guy?” 

“Yeah,” I said. My eyes found the exit and I started to plan my escape. Even after I noticed the ‘Opening the door will sound the alarm’ sign, I still considered making a dash for the exit. I couldn’t have cared less in that moment if I set off the alarm  and  ruined  everyone’s  night.  They  would  all  understand  if  they  knew. 

Everyone  in  that  place  would  have  done  the  same  thing.  “I  should  go,”  I  said.  I could  hear  Ted’s  footsteps  behind  me  as  he  walked  over  to  one  of  the  vacant tables against the dark back wall. 

I got up, and then Little Lisa got up with me. “Follow me,” she said, and then she started walking towards the door next to the stage. I hesitated and considered making  my  dash  for  the  exit.  Ted  was  just  fifteen  feet  away  from  me,  probably looking at the back of my head, moments away from recognizing my jacket. Little Lisa  slipped  through  the  door  and  then  I  decided  to  follow.  I  figured  she  was leading  me  towards  another  exit  that  wouldn’t  set  off  the  alarms,  ruin  the  night, and draw all of the attention towards me—Ted’s included. 

So I slipped through that door and I followed Little Lisa down a long hallway, which led backstage. It was a large dark room, lit only by a couple of orange floor lamps. There were no back exits that I could see, but a wave of relief washed over me nonetheless, as I was out of Ted’s sight. What was he doing there? Wasn’t it obvious? He was there for the same reason I was there—to see Little Lisa’s show, to see the big finale that he missed the first time. Like me, he probably went home with  the  seed  planted  in  his  brain,  and  he  let  it  grow  and  grow  until  he  couldn’t deny it any longer. It was like a virus you pick up at the doctor’s office. It takes a week or two, but suddenly you wake up sick, wondering what the hell happened. 

For  some  people,  it  happens  over  night,  for  others,  it  takes  a  while.  But  for everyone, it’s inevitable. 

Little Lisa was across the space, at one of the many racks of skimpy clothing. 

“We’ve got about twenty minutes to get ready,” she said. We? What did she mean, we ?  I  walked  over  to  her.  She  pulled  a  number  of  outfits  out,  held  them  up, considered them, and then put them back. She looked over at me and said, “What are you doing? Go and shave your legs.” She pointed at a sink, which sat alone in the corner of the room. There was a washer on one side and a dryer on the other. 

On the edge of the sink was a pack of pink disposable razors. 

“What?” I said. 

“I’ll  make  sure  your  friend  doesn’t  recognize  you—but  we’re  going  to  have some fun together.” 

“What are you talking about?” I said. 

“You and me, on stage. You’ve got the perfect body for it.” She held one of the little outfits up to my torso. It was red and lacy and looked like it wouldn’t cover a damn thing. 

“You’re insane,” I said. 

“You know it’s my birthday,” she said. 

“Happy birthday.” 

“You can’t say no to me on my birthday.” She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. Her lips were soft and warm and I felt my body beginning to melt in an instant. “Besides, I’ll make it worth your while,” she whispered into my ear. Now my  heart  was  really  pounding.  My  thoughts  were  spinning  around  in  my  head. 

How could I say no? I wasn’t even sure what I was saying no to anymore. 

The next thing I knew, I was at that little sink with the warm water running and a pink razor blade in my hand. 

CHAPTER VI

It  wasn’t  until  I  heard  the  announcer  call  out,  “One  minute  until  show  time, ladies and gentlemen,” that I stopped to wonder what the hell I was doing. I looked at  myself  in  the  mirror,  unable  to  recognize  myself  through  the  wig  and  the makeup and thought,  You aren’t actually going through with this, are you?  Had I lost  my  mind?  Had  I  slipped  so  far  into  my  obsessive  delusion  that  I  was  really going  to  go  out  on  stage  and  embarrass  myself  in  front  of  everyone?  And  what exactly  did  I  plan  on  doing  up  there?  What  was  Little  Lisa  expecting  me  to  do while she squirmed on the ground with her vibrator in her ass? 

“Are you ready?” Little Lisa asked me, placing her hands on my shoulders and massaging gently. 

“What am I supposed to do?” I asked. 

“I’ll  lead  you  over  to  a  seat,  and  then  you’ll  sit  down.  That’s  it,”  she  said.  It sounded too simple to be true. I could tell by the smirk on her face that she was leaving out the important details. 

I  looked  in  the  mirror  again.  The  wig  that  Little  Lisa  had  picked  out  for  me looked surprisingly realistic. It was blonde and long, cascading over my shoulders and  down  to  the  bust  of  my  padded  top—which  also  looked  surprisingly  real.  I liked how big the eyeliner made my eyes look, and the way the blush brought out my cheekbones. But what I liked more than anything was the little dress she’d put me in. It was so short that it hardly covered my crotch, but it was so soft, made from something even softer than satin—maybe bamboo. At times it felt like I was wearing nothing at all, so I had to reach down and grab a handful of the little dress to be certain. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, give it up for Little Lisa!” the announcer called out. 

Little Lisa turned to me with a big grin and said, “Wait here. I’ll be right back,” 

and then she slipped through the curtain as the music started—that strange music she always set her routines to. My heart was in a panic. I walked up to the curtain and peeked through. She was doing her laps around the stage. The front row was empty—no newcomers tonight. Just the regulars in their shadows and Ted in the corner  with  his  big  sunglasses.  I  watched  as  Little  Lisa  stripped  down  to  a stunning  piece  of  black  lingerie.  I  was  impressed  with  her  impeccable  balance, stepping  gracefully  across  the  stage  in  her  tall,  thin  heels.  It  was  even  more impressive once her cock was out and swinging from side to side. You’d think that big heavy rod would throw off her balance, but somehow she stayed on her feet without the slightest stumble. 

I  found  myself  looking  back,  trying  to  see  if  there  was  another  exit  I  hadn’t noticed before. I needed to act quickly, before it was my turn to take the stage. I couldn’t  even  remember  how  I’d  gotten  into  this  mess—wearing  a  dress,  a  wig, and  a  full  face  of  makeup.  At  least  I  wasn’t  remotely  recognizable,  unless somehow my wig fell off and my makeup smeared. 

Little Lisa walked down the little staircase to an empty nearby table. I’d never seen her leave the stage during a routine before, but tonight was special. She was leaving for a few months and she was determined to go away with a bang. She brought the chair up to the centre of the stage, facing the silent crowd. Then she turned  and  looked  at  me.  She  smiled  and  started  towards  me.  I  wanted  to  turn around and run. 

I was suddenly filled with regret. I should have never followed her back stage. 

Hell, I should have never come to that strip club. I should have just let my curiosity pass after that night with Ted and the other guys. Instead, I had to indulge. Once you  indulge,  there’s  no  turning  back.  Once  you  indulge,  you  end  up  indulging again and again and again, until you have no more control over yourself. Now, I had  no  control  over  myself.  I  wanted  to  run,  but  I  didn’t.  Instead,  I  was  lured towards Little Lisa like a sailor lost at sea, being lured towards a beautiful siren. 

I walked out onto the stage, towards her. She took my hand gently and led me towards the chair. Once on stage, I couldn’t see the crowd. The stage lights were pointed right into my face. I felt strangely alone, as if Little Lisa and me were the only people in that club, the only people within a mile. But I reminded myself that Ted  was  there  watching,  and  I  quickly  became  tense.  I  couldn’t  see  him,  but  I knew he was sitting to my left, so I kept my head turned to the right, and I kept reminding myself over and over, ‘He won’t recognize you. He can’t recognize you.’

I  took  a  seat,  my  heart  pounding.  Little  Lisa  did  a  few  laps  around  my  chair. 

She stopped behind me at one point and reached around me, running her hands up  from  my  stomach  to  my  chest.  She  squeezed  my  fake  tits.  I  could  feel  her warm breath tickling my neck. “Are you ready?” she whispered. 

“I  don’t  know,”  I  managed  to  say  through  my  tension.  I  took  a  deep  breath.  I could still see nothing but her and the blinding light beaming down on me. 

She  walked  around  me,  blocking  out  the  light  as  she  faced  the  crowd,  her perfect  ass  facing  me.  I  found  myself  reaching  out  and  running  my  hands  down her  soft  butt  cheeks,  grabbing  generous  handfuls  and  squeezing.  That’s  when  I noticed the slit in her lingerie, a perfect opening revealing her tight hole. She didn’t have the vibrator in. That’s when I realized what was about to happen. 

CHAPTER VII

She  turned  around,  sunk  to  her  knees,  and  flipped  up  my  skirt.  I  must  have looked  so  ridiculous,  sitting  in  that  chair  with  my  shoulders  next  to  my  ears.  I couldn’t move. I was completely locked with anxious tension. I was about to have my cock sucked in front of a dozen or more strangers. The only thought running through  my  mind  was,  Is  this  disguise  really  good  enough?   Maybe  for  the strangers,  but  what  about  for  Ted?  I  saw  Ted  every  single  day.  If  anyone  would recognize me, it would be him. And if he did recognize me, then I had to face him every day with the utter humiliation resting on my shoulders. 

Little  Lisa  fished  my  cock  out  from  my  borrowed  panties,  and  she  started  to stroke  me,  bending  forward  and  circling  the  tip  of  my  dick  with  the  tip  of  her tongue. It felt good. An elated shudder ran through my body. I bit my lip. I had to stop myself from moaning gently, worried it would be enough for Ted to recognize me. 

The  worst  part  of  it  all  was  knowing  that  Ted  would  say  nothing  if  he  did recognize  me.  He  would  be  too  afraid  to  admit  he  went  to  the  show,  so  I  would never really know for sure. It would always be on my mind, every time I saw him. 

 Does he know? Did he recognize me? 

I  was  surprised  that  I  was  able  to  get  so  hard  in  front  of  a  crowd.  I’d  always had a hard time getting it up under pressure. The first time I ever had sex, it took me thirty minutes to get it up through my anxiety. I don’t know how many times I told  my  date,  “It’s  not  you,  it’s  me.  I  promise.”  Keeping  it  up  was  even  harder under stress, but not with Little Lisa. She knew exactly how to stroke me, where to tickle  with  her  warm,  wet  tongue.  I  was  a  throbbing  rod  of  marble  in  her  mouth, between her plump lips. 

I slipped my fingers into her soft hair and I massaged her scalp. I closed my eyes  and  started  to  drift  away.  I  remembered  my  own  reflection,  how unrecognizable I was. There was no way Ted could recognize me—especially not from across the club. I was worrying about nothing. I was just finding excuses to not enjoy the moment. I took a deep breath and let my shoulders relax. I felt my body slouch slightly into my seat. So what if a dozen strangers were watching? If they  didn’t  like  it,  they  could  leave.  And  if  they  were  into  it,  they  could  stay  and watch. What did it matter to me? 

Little Lisa stood up, wiped the saliva off of her lips, and then she turned to the crowd,  leaving  my  cock  hard  and  throbbing  in  the  silence  of  the  strip  club.  She reached down and fished her long horse-cock out from her lingerie, letting it hang down for the crowd to see. Now I really had nothing to worry about. There was no way  anyone  was  looking  at  my  face  while  that  magnificent  beast  was  out  in  the open. It doesn’t matter how beautiful the bridesmaids are once the bride walks out

—especially when the bride has a foot-long throbber swinging between her thighs. 

She took a step back and began to lower herself down. She reached around and grabbed my hard rod, lining it up with her tight hole. I was about to fuck her in

the  ass—I  was  about  to  fuck  a  tranny  stripper  in  the  ass.  But  in  that  moment  I couldn’t  have  cared  less.  I  let  her  sink  down,  I  let  her  take  my  cock  into  that perfect tush of hers. She was tight, but she took it like a champ, not hesitating for a  moment  as  she  consumed  my  entire  length  until  her  bum  was  pressed  down against  my  pelvis.  My  hands  found  themselves  on  her  chest,  squeezing  her perfect tits. 

And  then  she  started  to  bounce  up  and  down.  Her  giant,  heavy  cock  swung wildly in every direction, occasionally slapping hard against my thighs. She placed her  hands  over  mine,  pressing  hard  into  her  chest.  Her  nipples  were  hard  and erect. Every time she rose up, her butthole teased the tip of my dick, millimetres away  from  letting  me  go  completely.  And  then  she  sunk  down  until  she  couldn’t sink any lower. 

I had to bite down on my tongue to stop myself from coming too soon. It would have been easy to let myself go straight away, filling her ass with my hot load and ending  her  show  early—but  the  show  must  go  on,  so  I  held  on.  “Oh  fuck,”  she moaned gently—too quiet for the crowd to hear, but just loud enough that I could bask  in  her  ecstasy.  I  started  to  kiss  her  neck,  and  then  I  noticed  it  as  I  looked down  over  her  shoulder:  her  cock  beginning  to  rise  up,  grow,  and  harden.  It stopped  slapping  wildly  against  my  thighs.  Now,  it  was  bouncing  up  and  down, centred, right between her legs. It grew taller and taller and taller until it was just touching the base of her plump tits. I could feel her body quivering. She was close to coming—close to showing the crowd her famous sissygasm. I wanted to reach around and beat her off, feel her warm, throbbing cock in my fist, but I resisted the temptation, knowing the crowd came to see her special, unassisted ability. 

“Fuck!” she cried, and then cum shot up into the air. One blast got me on the chin, the next few coated her tits, and then the rest billowed down her hard rod. 

She  trembled  all  over  and  then  she  stood  up,  letting  my  cock  slip  out  and  slap against my stomach. “Get up,” she said to me, and I didn’t waste a second. She spun the chair around and then told me to bend over. I planted my hands on the seat  of  the  chair  and  then  she  stepped  around  me,  pressing  the  tip  of  her  cum-coated cock against my asshole. I’d never been fucked in the ass before, but now was as good a time as any. Standing up in high-heels wasn’t as easy as Little Lisa made it look, especially when a giant cock is slithering into your ass. 

I looked up and could see the silhouettes of the strangers in the crowd. I could see  the  outline  of  Ted’s  body  as  he  watched  from  the  safety  of  his  corner.  Who cares if he recognizes me? If he does, it won’t be embarrassment he’ll be feeling for me, but jealousy. He probably wished he was the one on stage, dolled up, bent over, and being penetrated from behind. Little Lisa started to thrust her enormous cock into my ass. 

It hurt at first, but not for long. Soon enough, my body began to succumb to the euphoria. My legs trembled but I managed to stay on my feet. Little Lisa helped by holding  me  firmly  in  place  at  my  hips.  I  loved  the  feeling  of  her  warm  cum squishing between her rod and my virgin asshole. My own cock was beginning to bloat and throb. I felt an intense tingling between my legs. “Holy shit,” I muttered

under my breath. It was about to happen—I was about to feel it! My whole body trembled and my cock suddenly felt red-hot. 

And then I started to come. I was having a sissygasm. My cock was unloading a massive load without being touched, all over the stage. I nearly slumped over, but Little Lisa held me up. 

The music had come to an end. The crowd was silent. Little Lisa helped me up to my feet and then she took my hand and led me off of the stage. “You did good out there,” she said with a smile. “You should come on tour with me.” 

“Okay,” I said, and then I froze as I heard the word slip off of my tongue. Did I just say   okay?  Did I just agree to go on tour with her—on her stripping sex-show tour? 

“Really?” she said, looking at me with wide-eyes. 

My heart was pounding more now than it was when I stepped onto the stage. 

Now I wasn’t afraid of the strangers in the crowd, but I was afraid of myself. What was happening to me? What was I becoming? But instead of worrying about my mental well-being, I was worried about the fact I no longer cared. I didn’t care that Little  Lisa  wasn’t  born  a  woman,  and  I  didn’t  care  that  my  co-worker  had  just watched me have a sissygasm on a strip club stage. I wasn’t sure whether I’d just lost my sanity, or if I’d just gained it for the first time. 

I walked up to the curtain and peeked out through the little slit. Ted was settling his bill with the bartender. I couldn’t see his face, so I couldn’t tell one way or the other  if  he  knew  or  not.  But  it  didn’t  matter.  So  what  if  he  knew?  It  made  no difference to him, and him knowing made no difference to me. Different people like different things. Besides, he was at the show, too. So it’s not like he could go and tell everyone at work without outing himself. 

When Little Lisa stepped up to me and kissed me gently on the lips, I knew I was  making  the  right  decision,  even  if  it  was  a  crazy,  sudden  decision.  But  so what? Why should life be a series of safe, predictable decisions? Why not shake things  up  every  once  in  a  while  by  doing  something  crazy  and  unpredictable?  It wasn’t like I knew anyone in the cities we were going to, and I could always get a new job. The world would keep spinning, lives would go on. 

There’s no harm in a little bit of indulgence from time to time. 

THE END
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NEPHEW TO NIECE

A  few  years  before  Steve’s  auntie  passed  away,  she  married  Mel,  an extraordinarily wealthy man. Now, Mel’s only been given a few months left to live, and with no immediate relatives, everyone’s wondering who’s going to get the big inheritance. 

Steve decides to throw his hat into the ring, showing up on afternoon on Mel’s doorstep, but Mel’s memory isn’t so good, and he doesn’t remember having any nephews. But that doesn’t deter Steve. He’s determined to get into his Uncle Mel’s will,  even  if  it  means  dressing  up  like  a  girl  and  pretending  to  be  one  of  Mel’s beloved nieces. 

CHAPTER I

A  few  years  before  my  auntie  passed  away,  she  married  Mel,  this  really  rich dude who owned big houses all over the world. I’d never met the guy—I’d never even met my auntie, expect for once when I was five or six years old. I saw Mel for the first time at my aunt’s funeral. He pulled up in a long white limousine and I remember thinking it seemed terribly inappropriate for the occasion. He even wore a white suit, which I’m pretty sure is a serious no-no for funerals. 

My auntie had a good chunk of dough herself, all of which was passed on to her  husband,  not  that  he  needed  it.  It  was  disappointing  because  my  mom  had always  told  me  growing  up,  “Maybe  you’ll  get  lucky,  Steve,  and  Auntie  Jean  will leave  you  some  money  in  her  will.”  She  didn’t,  and  unlike  my  Auntie  Jean,  my parents were poor and left me nothing after they passed away in a car accident. 

The funeral was just a few months after Auntie Jean’s. 

Auntie Jean was just one of six of my mother’s sisters. She had no brothers. 

Auntie Jean was the only sibling who didn’t have any children. Everyone else in the  family  had  one  daughter,  save  for  my  mother,  who  had  one  son:  me.  Male genetics weren’t very strong in my family. Growing up, I was constantly mistaken for  a  girl.  I  always  thought  it  would  stop  once  I  could  grow  some  facial  hair,  but unfortunately  I  was  never  able  to  grow  any.  So  I  always  made  sure  to  keep  my hair short—that was about all I could do. But even still, I got the occasional ‘miss’

at the grocery store. Unfortunately short hair on girls was in style all of a sudden. 

I  found  out  through  Facebook  that  Mel,  my  late-Auntie  Jean’s  husband,  was diagnosed  with  stage-4  cancer.  He  only  had  a  few  months  to  live,  at  least according to my cousin, Tracy, who, like all of my other cousins, I’d only ever met once  or  twice.  “Going  to  visit  my  dying  Uncle  Mel,”  she  wrote  on  her  Facebook wall.  It  seemed  like  a  strange  post,  and  it  seemed  like  she  was  basking  in  the sympathetic  comments  her  friends  were  leaving  by  the  dozens.  “Thank  you  so much for your kind words. I’ll be sure to pass the positive energy onto Uncle Mel.” 

She didn’t mention to any of her Facebook friends that Uncle Mel had only been her uncle for a couple of years, and he’d spent the majority of that time by himself in his mega mansion in Thailand. 

A  few  days  later,  I  saw  a  similar  status  from  another  cousin  of  mine  and  I quickly clued into what was happening. They were trying to get into Uncle Mel’s will.  A  few  days  later,  yet  another  one  of  my  cousins  posted  photos  of  her  with Uncle Mel, as well as a number of photos of her lounging next to Uncle Mel’s pool in  a  skimpy  bikini.  Everyone  was  taking  their  turn,  travelling  to  California  to  visit dying Uncle Mel, getting their schmooze on, sneaking their way into that big, fat will of his. 

How  big  could  his  will  be?  Pretty  big.  I  looked  it  up.  Mel  Silverstein  was  the CEO of two major oil companies, publically traded, therefor his salary was listed publically.  With  one  company,  he  made  eighteen  million  dollars  a  year,  with  the other,  fifteen  million  dollars.  That’s  thirty-three  million  dollars  every  year,  plus

bonuses, plus investments, plus poor old Auntie Jean’s bank account. Uncle Mel had more money than anyone I’d ever met in my life—more money than anyone I’d  ever  seen  in  my  life.  I  didn’t  blame  my  cousins  for  trying  to  get  a  little  piece. 

Even if Mel only left them each a measly million, that was nothing to scoff at. 

I  would  have  loved  a  spare  million  dollars.  I  couldn’t  even  hold  down  a minimum wage job for more than a few months. My bank balance was a negative number, and I still wasn’t sure whether or not I was responsible for paying off my parents’ debt. I was getting collection notices in the mail, and they were made out in my parents’ names. I didn’t have the money to hire a lawyer to figure any of that shit out. When you die, do you pass your debt onto your children? 

So when I was fired from my job at Burger King, I decided I would give it a shot myself. I hopped on a bus destined for Los Angeles, to pay my Uncle Mel a visit. I figured that maybe he needed someone to rub his feet every night until he finally kneeled over. I had no problems with that. It beat the hell out of chasing festering rats away from the meat fridge at Burger King. 

I hadn’t paid rent in three months, and I hadn’t answered any of my landlord’s phone calls, so I left my apartment behind, along with all of my crap, packing only a backpack with clothes. The last of my money was spent on that bus ticket. Once I was in Los Angeles, I didn’t even have enough money for a cab to Beverly Hills where Uncle Mel’s house was. So I walked. It took me six hours to make the trek, but I made it. As the sun was beginning to set over the horizon, I stepped up to Uncle Mel’s door and I rang the doorbell. 

His maid answered. “Hi—is Uncle Mel home?” I asked, putting on the biggest smile I could muster. 

“One  moment,”  she  said  in  a  thick  Mexican  accent.  “Mel!  Someone  is  at  the door  for  you!”  she  called  out.  Then  I  heard  him  coming.  I  stood  up  tall  and straightened my shirt. 

“Can I help you?” he said with a big frown on his face. He looked twenty years older than I remembered. 

“Uncle Mel, it’s me, Steve Dunning, your nephew.” 

“Steve Dunning? I don’t know any Dunnings,” he said with a grunt. “And I don’t have any nephews, son. Nice try though.” 

“I’m your late-wife’s nephew… You know… Jean Dunning?” I said. 

“Never heard of her,” he said, and then he turned and walked away. I stood in the doorway, feeling terribly confused and afraid. Now what? I’d put everything I had into this trip, and it turned out to be a total bust. 

Before  I  walked  away,  Mel’s  maid  apologized  on  Mel’s  behalf.  “It’s  his Alzheimer’s. It’s not so good.” Apparently it doesn’t matter how much money you have. No amount of cash can save you from deteriorating completely. 

As I walked out onto the street, I suddenly realized how much trouble I was in. 

I was homeless, unemployed, and in a city I knew nothing about. What did people even do for work here? Act in movies? Star in pornos? Get involved in gangs? I

wandered  down  the  street,  hoping  to  chance  upon  somewhere  I  could  sleep  for the night, but all the good alleyways were taken. 

CHAPTER II

It was two weeks later when I found myself back on Mel’s doorstep, reaching for that doorbell. As I waited for his maid to answer the door, I reached under the skirt  of  my  dress  and  tugged  up  my  stockings.  I  had  to  keep  tugging  them  up every five minutes or so, or they would fall down in rings around my ankles. Until I could afford the garter belt to hold them up, I was stuck tugging constantly. 

I felt so stupid, standing there, feeling the warm breeze riding up and teasing the skin around my crotch that my panties didn’t cover. The boxer shorts I usually wore  covered  half  of  my  thighs.  With  these  panties,  it  felt  like  I  was  wearing nothing at all—and sometimes that was the case when my cock would slip out the side of the tiny strip of fabric. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I muttered under my breath. 

I looked back and considered bailing. Did I really think I could weasel my way into his will? Did I really think I could fool Mel and his house staff into thinking I really was a woman? 

Andy was sitting in his rusty Ford Pinto, the engine idling loudly. I’d told him to wait around the corner for a few minutes, in case I got turned away and needed a ride back to Venice Beach. But he wasn’t waiting around the corner. He’d pulled up right out front, probably excited to see Mel’s reaction when he saw me in that stupid  wig  and  that  thick  coating  of  makeup.  I  could  see  Andy’s  big  smirk  from down the long driveway. Even he, a high-school dropout pot dealer, thought this was a stupid idea—even though it was his idea. 

I met Andy the night after I left Mel’s house the first time, with nothing but my bag  full  of  clothes.  I’d  just  wandered  into  Venice  Beach  and  he  came  up  to  me, trying to sell me some marijuana. I tried to convince him that I had no money, but he kept trying to convince me to buy. “Tough customer, huh?” he said. 

“No, I really don’t have any money,” I said, but he didn’t believe me. 

He ended up taking me to his apartment, to ‘show me the good stuff’. “Maybe that’ll change your mind.” I don’t know why I went with him—probably because I had  nothing  better  to  do.  He  showed  me  his  wide  selection  of  marijuana,  and again,  I  told  him  I  was  broke.  “Well  maybe  you  can  buy  some  when  you  have some money,” he said. 

“Maybe.” He made me a cup of terrible tasting tea, and we got to talking. He asked where I lived, and I told him I was homeless, and then he asked what I did for a living, and I told him I was unemployed. 

“Shit, man, so what are you going to do?” he asked. 

“Well, I was trying to get into my rich dying uncle’s will, but apparently he only thinks  he  has  nieces  and  not  nephews.”  It  wasn’t  long  before  Andy’s  eyes  lit  up and he had the bright idea of me dressing up as a girl and trying to wiggle my way into Uncle Mel’s will. 

“You said he’s got Alzheimer’s, so worst case scenario, he throws you out and then he forgets all about it,” Andy said. 

I thought he was kidding, until he offered to take me to the mall and buy me a whole wardrobe, some makeup, and a wig. “You already pretty much look like a girl,” he said as if it wasn’t an insult. 

“Thanks…” I said. 

He let me stay on his couch that night. “We’ll go to the mall in the morning,” he said, and then I ended up staying on his couch for the next two weeks while we worked  on  my  voice  and  my  wardrobe.  It  wasn’t  until  the  night  before  going  to Mel’s house that Andy said, “Just to be clear, I’m in for twenty percent of whatever you get.” 

“Twenty percent? Are you nuts? What if he gives me ten million?” I said. 

“Then  you  owe  me  twenty  thousand  dollars!”  Andy  said.  He  dropped  out  of high-school for a reason. “I was the one who made the investment, and I haven’t been charging rent.” I considered arguing with him, but he was right—without him, there  was  no  plan  and  there  was  no  chance  of  wiggling  into  that  will…  not  that there was a great chance with him. It still seemed like a  ludicrous idea. Though it was just sane enough that I was willing to give it a try. I had nothing to lose, after all. 

So I found myself on Mel’s doorstep, tugging up my stockings and waiting to test my well-rehearsed girl voice out on Mel’s probably-illegal immigrant maid. My heart was pounding while I waited for that door to open. As far as I knew, Mel was already  dead  and  buried  and  my  cousins  were  already  multi-millionaires.  Or maybe they’d gotten nothing. Maybe they’d just wasted their time with their virtue signalling  and  their  tricky  conniving.  Maybe  Mel  wasn’t  as  stupid  as  he  looked, and maybe he could see right through my cousins, who just happened to appear when he was dying with many millions of dollars. 

The door opened slowly, and my gaze met the gaze of Mel’s maid. She looked tired, as if I’d just woken her up from her nap. As I stared at her, I wondered if she was getting a big chunk of the will, if she hated every visitor who showed up and tried  to  take  her  piece  away  from  her.  “Can  I  help  you?”  she  asked  cautiously.  I couldn’t help but wonder how many people had come to the door in recent weeks, claiming  to  be  old  friends  of  Mel’s—guys  he  maybe  knew  for  a  few  weeks  back when he was in elementary school or something. Mel’s health was no secret, and neither was his massive fortune, which was well documented all over the internet. 

“I’m looking for my Uncle Mel. Do I have the right address?” I asked. For some reason,  my  female  voice  had  a  natural  twang  to  it,  as  if  I  was  some  Southern belle. No matter how hard I tried to knock the accent, it stuck like glue. 

“This  is  Mel  Silverstein’s  house.  And  you’re  his  niece?”  Mel’s  maid  asked, looking  down  at  my  body.  My  heart  skipped  a  beat  as  her  eyes  stopped  for  a moment on my chest. Andy and I had stayed up all night making that fake rack out of  socks  stuffed  into  plastic  bags.  Andy  told  me  his  mother  used  to  use  plastic bags stuffed with socks to make her own rack look bigger, but I didn’t ask why he

knew that. I didn’t think it looked too convincing, but Andy thought otherwise. “It looks like the real thing to me,” Andy said, reaching forward and giving them a firm squeeze. I had the strangest impulse to slap his hands away, even though he was just squeezing plastic bags filled with socks. 

The  maid  called  out  for  Mel,  and  then  the  front  entry  became  silent.  I considered running again, bailing before I was in too deep. She called out for Mel again, and I heard his voice call back: “I’m coming, Goddamnit!” But I’m not sure he was coming. After a minute of total silence, the maid asked, “What was your name again?” 

I took a deep breath. “Stevie,” I said. “Like Stevie Nicks.” 

“Right…”  she  said.  She  looked  me  up  and  down  again,  and  then  Mel  was standing next to her in the doorway. 

“Well who do we have here?” he asked, pushing his glasses up with the tip of his pointer finger. 

“Mel, this is your niece, Stevie, like Stevie Nicks.” 

“Stevie?” he said, he looked me up and down with a crunched expression, as if he was desperately trying to rack his brain for the memory of a Stevie. 

“Jean was my aunt. I’m Stevie Dunning,” I said. I desperately hoped the maid didn’t  recognize  the  name  from  two  weeks  before.  If  she  did,  she  didn’t  say anything to Mel right then and there. 

The  maid  looked  at  me  with  narrowed  eyes.  “Stevie?  Do  you  have  any brothers or sisters?” she asked. 

She recognized me—she must have. I know a suspicious look when I see one, and that was a suspicious look. I looked over my shoulder to see if Andy’s car was still there, ready to take me away in case things turned ugly, but he was gone. He must have rolled away as soon as the door opened. Was it illegal, what we were doing? Is tricking a dying old man into changing up his will illegal? Would it land me prison time? “I have a brother,” I said. 

“What’s his name?” 

“Steve,”  I  said,  hoping  it  would  explain  away  any  similarity  she  thought  she saw. It wasn’t until I said my name that I realized how stupid it sounded. 

“Stevie and Steve?” she asked. 

“We’re twins,” I said. 

“Quit grilling the girl, Juanita,” Mel said, and then he moved aside. “Come on in.  It’s  been  such  a  long  time,  Stevie.  I  was  actually  just  thinking  about  you  the other day.” My heart rate was a mess. Either our plan was working too well, or this was  a  trap.  Was  Mel  just  pretending  like  he  knew  me  to  save  himself  the humiliation  of  his  failing  memory,  or  was  he  confusing  me  with  one  of  my  other cousins? Did I have a cousin named Stevie? 

I would have gone with a different name if I could have. But since we would be dealing with legal documents, I was stuck using Stevie. I figured I could tell Mel’s lawyer that I sometimes went by Stevie—it was a unisex name, after all. I just had to be careful with Mel’s maid. As far as I knew, she was closer to him than just a member  of  his  house  staff.  The  last  thing  I  needed  was  to  be  caught  between Juanita and Mel’s lawyer. 

“Juanita, make us some coffee. Let’s sit out by the pool, shall we?” Mel said. 

His attitude towards me was completely different from two weeks before, when I was  myself.  He  obviously  had  a  soft  spot  for  women,  letting  pretty  much  any woman into his home who claimed to have even the slightest relation. “I’ve been getting so many visitors since the diagnosis. I hate to say it, but it’s been kind of nice. It’s too bad that all of this attention had to come about the way that it did.” 

“The  diagnosis?”  I  said,  stopping  in  my  tracks.  I  kept  a  straight  face, remembering all of my drama classes in high-school. I couldn’t let him think I was just there for the will. I had to make him believe that I was there because I loved my uncle more than anything in the world, healthy or sick, kind or a prick. 

“You didn’t hear?” 

“Hear what? Are you okay? Please don’t tell me that there’s anything wrong…” 

He sighed deeply and then he told me all about his cancer diagnosis. I put on the  performance  of  the  year,  even  mustering  up  a  few  tears  that  ran  down  my cheeks, leaving long streaks of my mascara. “Of all the people, why did it have to happen to you?” I said. 

He  gave  me  a  pat  on  the  thigh,  higher  up  than  any  uncle  should.  He  also looked at me with a gaze that was a bit too romantic for my comfort level. The fact that we weren’t related by blood seemed to be enough of an excuse for him to eye me up and feel my legs. I liked to think he wouldn’t have done the same had we actually been related by blood, or for more than just a few years during his short marriage to my auntie. I wanted to slap his hand away once it landed on my thigh and didn’t move, while he was telling me about his regrets in life, but I held back the urge. If it possibly meant earning a millions bucks or so, then he could touch my thighs, squeeze my titties, and slap my ass all he wanted, as long as he didn’t explore too much under the skirt of my dress. 

“It was so nice of you to come and visit for the afternoon,” he said. 

“The afternoon? Uncle Mel, when we spoke on the phone the other day, you told me to come down for the week,” I said. 

“I did. Oh, that’s right, I did. Of course I did. Juanita! Would you come here?” 

Juanita appeared in the sliding glass doorway. “Could you fix up one of the guest rooms for Stevie? Stevie, do you want poolside or ocean view?” 

“Whatever’s easier. I’m just happy to be here with you,” I said. 

He turned back to Juanita. “Fix up both and then let her decide.” He waved her away  as  if  he  was  shooing  away  a  fly.  Juanita  didn’t  look  impressed.  Before leaving,  she  looked  at  me  with  those  narrowed  eyes  that  suggested  she  knew

more than she was letting on. My heart skipped another beat. I was making such good  progress—it  would  be  a  shame  to  have  everything  come  crashing  down because of some disgruntled maid. 

“Where were we?” Mel asked, scratching at the stubble on his cheek. 

“You were telling me about all of your houses,” I said. 

“Oh right, I was, you’re right.” He started to list off all of his mansion properties all over the world, and as he did, I imagined myself in every single one, lounging by his many pools with the warmth of the sun on my face. 

CHAPTER III

I had the best sleep of my life in that ocean-view room (I went with the ocean-view room because it had its own bathroom and its own satellite dish, whereas the poolside  room  only  had  a  half-bath  and  digital  cable).  I  must  have  slept  for fourteen straight hours. I probably wouldn’t have woken up at all had it not been for the smell of garlic roasting in butter. I got dolled up quickly, putting on my wig and a little bit of makeup before throwing on a housecoat and going downstairs to investigate the delicious aroma. 

Mel’s  chef  was  cooking  him  lunch:  a  red-sauced  pasta  with  a  side  of  seared duck.  I  had  to  keep  my  mouth  closed  so  drool  would  fall  out  and  pool  onto  the floor. Mel was in the living room, reading a book. “Good morning,” I said, startling him. He jumped to his feet and spun around to look at me. 

“Who the hell are you?” he asked. 

“It’s just me, Stevie,” I said. 

He stared at me for a moment, keeping his guard up. “Who?” he finally said. 

“Stevie—your niece. I’m staying with you for the week, remember?” I said. 

“Yeah, don’t you remember Stevie, Mel?” his maid said as she walked into the room. She had a big grin on her face, as if the whole thing was a riot to her. I just couldn’t tell whether the joke was on me or if it was on Mel. 

“Stevie?  Stevie…  Oh  right,  Stevie—You’re  Jean’s  niece.  Of  course  I remember. How did you sleep?” 

Juanita’s smirk dropped quickly, making it clear that the joke was supposed to be  on  me.  She  left  the  room  quickly.  My  scheme  was  working.  It  took  a  few seconds,  but  Mel  remembered  me,  which  meant  I  had  a  good  chance  of  him remembering me when he met with his lawyer to go over his will. “I slept just fine, thank you. How did you sleep? How are you feeling?” 

“Oh, I’m okay. Just counting down the days, now,” he said, sitting back down in his chair and picking up his book. 

“Don’t say that, Uncle Mel. You’ve got many years left in you.” 

“The doctors gave me six months. That was about six months ago now.” 

I felt a lump growing in my throat. I hadn’t realized he was quite so ripe until that moment. I thought he still had a good two or three years left. “Well, you know doctors  always  halve  their  estimates  so  that  you’ll  be  pleasantly  surprised  later on.” 

“Is that so?” Mel asked. 

“Absolutely. So by that logic, you’ve still got at least six months.” 

“Sometimes  I  wish  it  would  just  end  now,  so  I  wouldn’t  be  such  a  burden  on everyone.” 

“A  burden?  Nonsense—you’re  far  from  a  burden.  If  I  could  take  you  back home  with  me,  I  would.  Unfortunately,  I’ve  only  got  the  studio  apartment,  and  I doubt you’d be too comfortable there.” 

“They’ve got you living in a studio apartment now?” he said. I wasn’t sure who he thought ‘they’ were, but I let the comment slide by. 

“Yeah,” I said. “But it’s not a big deal. They finally came in and insulated the walls  so  the  train  would  stop  waking  me  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night.  The  only issue is, now it’s too hot, so I’ve got three fans running constantly. I’m saving up for  an  AC  unit.  I’m  just  a  couple  of  paycheques  away  now,  assuming  I  can  get more than fifteen dollars in tips every night.” I forced a big smile, holding back the fake tears I was able to conjure up on a moment’s notice. 

Mel shook his head. “Those bastards,” he said, and I really had no idea who he was referring to. The chefs brought him his lunch and then he demanded they go back and make me a plate as well. I didn’t protest. The food smelled amazing and  I  was  starving.  As  I  ate  seared  duck  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I  pictured myself in my own mansion, with my own staff of maids and chefs, working day and night to make me happy. Maybe it was possible. Mel seemed vulnerable enough; a few more days and I was sure I would be able to squeeze myself into that will of his. 

It was later in the afternoon when I bit my tongue and did something I really did not want to do: I gave Mel a shoulder rub next to the pool. “You look tense,” I said to him before standing up to dish out the massage. I closed my eyes and tried to pretend like I was rubbing a pretty woman, which was hard because his skin was so  dry  and  wrinkled.  I  had  to  remind  myself  that  Mel  had  the  power  to  give  me enough money to live out multiple lifetimes in complete luxury. 

While I was rubbing his shoulders, he reached back and put his hand on my thigh,  sliding  his  fingers  upwards,  nauseatingly  close  to  my  ass.  Thankfully, Juanita  came  to  my  rescue  when  she  called  out,  “Mel,  there’s  someone  at  the door for you!” 

“Who is it?” Mel called back. 

“One  of  your  nieces.  Julie  Something.  She  says  that  you  and  her  were  very close.” 

“Julie?” Mel muttered under his breath. He grunted as he brought himself to his feet  and  then  I  watched  as  he  went  inside.  I  wasn’t  sure  if  I  was  supposed  to follow him, stay where I was, or head to my room and make myself invisible while he met with his other niece. And while I was deliberating my options, I realized I had  a  cousin  named  Julie—one  of  my  closer  cousins,  who  knew  me  and  my parents and the rest of my cousins as well, and she knew that there were no girls named Stevie in the family. A pit grew in my stomach. 

“Shit,” I whispered under my breath as I wondered what the hell I was going to do. I got up and started towards my ocean-view bedroom, but I was too late. As I stepped inside, they were entering the living room. 

“Ah,  there  you  are,  Stevie,”  Mel  said,  “I  was  just  telling  Julie  that  you  were staying with me for the week. I bet the two of you know each other.” 

I had to think fast. My heart raced and my legs trembled. Julie was looking at me the way Juanita had looked at me when I showed up on the doorstep the day before.  In  case  the  look  wasn’t  bad  enough,  Juanita  was  standing  behind  them, staring at me with that half-smirk, looking for the slightest excuse to kick me out onto the Beverly Hills streets. 

CHAPTER IV

As I lay in bed that night, I was kept awake by a newfound guilt. I was starting to feel bad that I was taking advantage of Mel’s deteriorating memory for my own good. But I felt worse about what I’d done to Julie. I tried to convince myself that she was just there to try and wiggle her way into Mel’s will, just like me, and she wasn’t  actually  there  to  take  care  of  Mel,  like  she  said  she  was.  But  it  was irrelevant why she was there. Sometimes, to get what you want, you have to be cruel. 

When Julie excused herself for the bathroom, I went to Mel and I whispered in his ear, “That’s not my cousin, Julie. This is Julie,” I said, holding my cellphone. I’d pulled  up  Julie’s  Facebook  page—except  I  didn’t  tell  Mel  that  the  Julie  I  was showing him was actually a friend from school and not my cousin at all, because the  Julie  in  the  house  with  us  really  was  my  cousin  Julie.  “But  maybe  you  have another niece named Julie?” I said. 

He looked closely at the picture and started to shake his head. “God, I had a feeling  that  wasn’t  her.  I  knew  I  would  have  to  deal  with  this  shit—my  lawyer warned me. He told me to tell him if anyone came around trying to trick me. It’s a crime you know. Whoever this girl is, she’s lucky I don’t throw her to my lawyer, or she  would  be  spending  the  next  six  years  behind  bars.  I’m  an  old  man.  My memory isn’t so good these days, you know.” 

When Julie emerged from the bathroom, Mel said, “I think it’s best if you go. 

Now.” 

“Excuse me?” Julie said. 

“Before I call the police, you little cunt,” he said. I slouched into my seat and avoided eye-contact. She stuttered something and then she left, leaving me alone with  Mel  and  my  guilt.  Juanita  came  into  the  room  with  a  tray  of  teas.  “Where’s Julie?” she asked. 

Mel  picked  up  a  glass  and  threw  it  against  the  wall  with  impressive  force.  It shattered  loudly,  making  me  and  Juanita  jump  in  unison.  “I  sent  her  home.  No more guests,” he said. “Don’t let anyone else into this house. They’re all just out to steal my money.” The room became very silent, and then Mel turned to me. “Of course you can stay, Stevie. You aren’t like the other ones.” I forced a smile while my gut turned. I was beginning to think I’d gotten into one of the bigger messes I’d ever been in. 

My phone buzzed while I was laying awake in bed that night, plagued with guilt and  paranoia.  It  was  Andy.  “Come  outside,”  his  message  read.  I  looked  out  the window and saw his Ford Pinto parked down the block. I threw on my housecoat and I slipped out the back door, leaving the gate open so I could slip back inside later. Andy’s car was full of pot smoke and his eyes were red. “How’s it going?” he asked. 

“It’s  going.  What  do  you  want?”  I  asked,  looking  back  at  the  house  to  make sure no one was watching from one of the house’s many windows. I knew Juanita was  still  awake.  I’d  heard  her  pacing  up  and  down  the  halls.  I  wasn’t  sure  the woman  ever  slept,  always  cleaning,  always  around.  And  seeing  as  she  was  so suspicious of me, I had a bad feeling she was spying on me, checking my phone whenever I left it unattended. 

“I wanted to make sure you didn’t forget about me,” he said. 

“Of course not,” I said. 

He laughed. “Why are you talking to me in that voice?” he asked, and then I realized I was still using my girl voice. I cleared my throat and tried to speak in my regular  voice,  but  I  couldn’t  find  it.  It  was  like  I’d  trained  it  out  of  myself.  He laughed again. “It’s probably best you stay in character. Look—I’m short on cash for rent. I need a hand-out.” 

“From me? I don’t have any money—you know that,” I said. 

“Get some from your super rich uncle,” he said. 

“How?” 

“I don’t know—ask him?” 

“Are you crazy? I’ve been here for two days and you want me to ask him for money?” 

“Look, you owe me. I spent all of my money on your little skirts and dresses. If you don’t pay me back, I’m telling the cops you’re here lying to some dying dude.” 

My heart sank into my gut and it dawned on me that I should have never gotten involved with a drug dealer, no matter how dopey. I could see in his stoned eyes that he was serious. 

“How much?” I asked. 

“A grand.” 

“A grand? We didn’t even spend five hundred on this shit,” I said. 

“That’s with interest. Next week it’s two grand, or I go to the cops. Got it?” he drove  away  before  I  could  answer  him.  I  remembered  Mel  smashing  that  glass into the wall, and then I thought about a glass smashing into my face. Money was a clearly a sensitive topic with Mel and I still had a lot of work to do before I could broach the subject. But Andy wasn’t giving me much choice. I was going to have to try, unless…

I  began  to  wonder  if  there  was  anything  in  the  house  that  Mel  might  have forgotten  about,  that  he  would  never  notice  missing—old  jewellery,  stashes  of cash. As I made my way up to my bedroom, I found myself looking at all of the vases on their little tables, and the paintings in their expensive frames. Mel might not notice them missing, but Juanita would. I needed smaller items, items stashed away in cupboards and drawers. If I could get into his bedroom, I bet I could find some big ticket items begging to be taken down to the local pawn shop. 

CHAPTER V

I  didn’t  believe  the  pawnbroker  when  he  told  me  that  my  haul  was  worth  a thousand bucks. I’d just grabbed the first handful of crap from the first drawer I’d opened  and  stuffed  it  into  my  pocket:  a  couple  of  watches,  a  necklace,  some cufflinks, and a golden shoe horn. I didn’t feel so bad about the golden shoe horn because it was so ridiculous, but I felt guilty about the rest of it. As far as I knew, it all could have been gifts from loved ones, maybe even from my dead auntie. I felt less  bad  when  I  settled  up  with  Andy  and  I  saw  that  big  smile  on  his  face—I actually felt pretty good. 

I felt so good that I decided to move things along with Mel. We were sitting by the pool and I was giving him another shoulder massage. He was going on about a property he owned in Thailand. “Once I’m dead, it’s just going to rot away. Such a shame—such a beautiful little house by the beach.” He showed me a picture of his  ‘little  house’,  and  it  was  far  from  little.  It  was  three  stories  and  about  six thousand square feet per story. 

“I’m sure your kids will keep on using it,” I said. 

He laughed. “Yeah right, my kids.” I wasn’t sure whether that meant he had no kids, or if it meant he had no kids that he liked. Either way, it lifted up my hopes. “If they would let me get on a goddamned plane, I would go there right now. That’s where I want to die—at my little house in Thailand. Goddamned doctors.” 

I scratched my arm nervously. “So what are you going to do with the property then, if you have no kids?” 

He was quiet for a moment while I continued to rub his shoulders. I instantly regretted saying it. I was overextending, showing my hand too soon. “I have kids

—or I should say, a kid. Jake. We haven’t spoken in years. Last I heard from him, he  was  off  screwing  around  in  Amsterdam.  Probably  getting  high  and  sleeping with hookers. All the bastard ever wanted was my money.” While Mel was going off about his son, Juanita dropped off a tray of iced teas. She looked at me with that untrusting gaze before walking off again. And then I got an idea. 

When Mel went off to take his afternoon nap, I started rifling through drawers, looking for a contact book. I found one in a bottom drawer in the kitchen. It was old and the pages were worn, some of them slipping out from the tattered spine. I flipped  through  it  until  I  found  the  number  of  a  Jake  Silverstein.  I  pulled  out  my phone  and  put  in  the  number,  but  I  hesitated  before  dialling.  I  figured  it  was perfect: I would look like I was trying to rekindle their relationship, and then once Jake started going off about Mel’s will, Mel would make a point of keeping him out of  it—and  with  any  luck,  that  meant  making  some  revisions,  which  could  mean Stevie Dunning slipping in. At the very least, Jake would be the one to bring up the will, so I wouldn’t have to. But once the topic was out in the open, I could find a way to slip in the idea of making some alterations. 

I called Jake. The phone rang for a while and then he picked up with a groggy voice. “Who’s this?” he said. 

“My name is Stevie Dunning. I’m your father’s niece,” I said, and then I told him his  father  only  had  a  few  days  left  to  live  according  to  the  doctors.  While  I  was speaking,  I  noticed  a  peculiar  silence  on  the  other  end.  And  then  the  dial  tone kicked in. He’d hung up on me. Oh well, can’t say I didn’t try. I put the old contact book back into its drawer and then I noticed the envelope labelled ‘WILL’. I looked around to make sure Juanita wasn’t lurking and then I pulled the envelope out and opened it up. It wasn’t permanently sealed. 

Inside was a handwritten list, nothing official from a lawyer. It was a short list, and  an  out-dated  one.  The  paper  was  dry  and  cracking,  as  if  it  was  thirty  years old.  “All  of  my  money  will  go  to  my  wife,  Laura.”  Laura?  Probably  his  first,  or second—or third or fourth—wife. 

I put the will back where I found it and then I went back to the pool, to even out my tan-lines and to figure out how I was going to bring up the daunting subject. 

The sun was hot, so I ended up inside, making me wish I could actually go into the pool. There wasn’t much to do inside of the house. There was nothing on TV

and  Mel  didn’t  have  internet,  so  I  wandered  around.  I  ended  up  finding  a  large walk-in closet filled with women’s clothing. I found an old purse with an old wallet inside. There was a piece of ID, issued in 1976 to a Laura Plinkett. She was pretty, with long blonde hair and big, soft lips. As I started to look through the clothes, I realized they were also from the 70s: high-waisted bikini bottoms, colourful one-pieces,  baby-blue  bellbottoms,  and  more  psychedelic  floral  than  my  stomach could handle. 

I tried a few things on. I didn’t look half-bad in some of it. There was a white lace top with poofy shoulders that was kind of silly, but also kind of hot. It went well with a high-waisted skirt. I found a gold jumpsuit, which I put on for kicks, but was surprised that it actually looked pretty good on me. It made my ass look incredible, though it rode up my crotch and exposed the bulge of my cock. I spent the next hour in that big closet, trying on the different outfits, posing in the mirror. I even got out my makeup kit and tried out some 70s-style looks. My favourite outfit was the denim dress over the long-sleeved white blouse, paired with the thigh-high black boots and the white headband. This Laura chick had good style back in the day. 

I tried on one of her one-piece bathing suits and was surprised by the fact it hid my bulge pretty well, and actually looked like I had some cleavage with my plastic bags stuffed into the top.   I could actually go swimming in this,  I thought—so I did. 

I  went  out  to  the  pool  in  the  little  one-piece  and  I  slipped  into  the  water.  It  felt great. I swam for the rest of Mel’s nap, feeling relaxed, hopeful, and sexy. 

I  snagged  another  item  from  Laura’s  wardrobe  that  night  for  dinner:  a  short, white bell dress with lacy sleeves and those thigh-high black boots. Mel’s eyes lit up as he watched me enter the room and take my seat at the dinner table. “How was your nap?” I asked. 

“It was fine. Just fine. That dress is… it’s stunning on you,” he said, transfixed. 

I could tell that those glowing eyes wanted to put him in his will. And then I started to realize that maybe I would get more than just a small chunk of that fortune—

maybe I could get the whole pot. 

CHAPTER VI

I was having one of the best sleeps of my life when I was awoken by the sound of an unfamiliar voice in the hallway outside of my room. “Where is he? Is this his bedroom?” the voice said. 

“Mister, please just let me show you to a guest room. He will be awake in the morning,”  Juanita’s  voice  replied.  Their  shadows  passed  the  slit  beneath  my doorway. 

“I don’t want to wait until the morning. Let me talk to him now.” 

“Please,  just  wait  until  the  morning.”  They  went  back  and  forth  like  this  until they were out of earshot. I got out of bed to investigate the source of the noise. I stepped up to my bedroom door and I peeked out. They were coming back down the hall, back towards me. I closed the door and stepped back, but I was too late

—I’d  already  grabbed  the  stranger’s  attention.  “That’s  not  his  bedroom,”  Juanita said. 

“I just want to see him,” the man said, and then my bedroom door was thrown open.  A  younger  man  in  a  nice  suit  stood  in  the  doorway,  staring  at  me.  His cheeks became red and I realized I was wearing a little nightie I’d found in Laura’s closet.  It  was  a  baby  blue  Teddy  onesie  with  lacy  frills  around  the  skirt  and sleeves. It was comfortable, but it didn’t leave much to the imagination, so I threw one  arm  over  my  chest  and  the  other  between  my  legs.  “I—I’m  sorry,”  the  man said, but he didn’t look away. 

“Do you mind?” I said, and then Juanita gave him a little tug out of my room and she shut the door. Naturally, my head filled with worry and anxiety. Who was that man and what did he want? Why was he so desperate to see Mel at such a strange hour in the night? Was he there to warn him about me? Was he another relative looking to get into Mel’s will? 

The house became silent but I couldn’t get back to sleep. I had a bad feeling lingering inside of me, buzzing through my nerves, trembling in my heart. I tried to calm myself down by telling myself,  If it has anything to do with you, you would know by now.  I was just being paranoid. 

When I woke up in the morning, no one else was awake, except for Juanita, who  was  scrubbing  one  of  the  downstairs  toilets.  “Hi  Juanita,”  I  said  to  her, standing  in  the  doorway  with  a  coffee  in  my  hand—a  coffee  she  likely  brewed earlier that morning. 

“Ms. Dunning,” she replied. 

“Who was that man that was here last night?” I asked. 

“That was Mr. Silverstein’s son.” A chill ran through my body as soon as she said it. “He woke Mr. Silverstein up and got him all worked up. He’s lucky he didn’t have a heart attack. The man’s in bad enough shape as it is. It’s important that Mr. 

Silverstein  gets  a  good  sleep,  every  night.  His  health  depends  on  it.  And  not  to

sound  self-absorbed,  but  what  am  I  supposed  to  do  if  Mr.  Silverstein  passes? 

Then I have no job, nothing. You know how hard it is to find a job like this one? 

And  what—”  She  took  a  deep  breath,  cutting  herself  off,  probably  realizing  she was saying too much. She had heavy bags under her eyes, as if she hadn’t slept in days. 

I  wanted  to  tell  her  that  I  would  keep  her  on  staff  if  Mr.  Silverstein  gave  me everything,  but  instead  I  said,  “I’m  sure  he’ll  be  fine.  Sometimes  they  get  the diagnosis wrong, you know.” 

She  looked  at  me  with  hopeless  eyes.  “You  know  he  coughs  up  blood  every night.  No  one  should  cough  up  that  much  blood.  And  sometimes  he  stops breathing in his sleep. I check on him every twenty minutes. It’s just a matter of time before I’m not so lucky, and I miss one of his episodes.” 

“I didn’t know that,” I said. Another shiver chilled through my spine. I watched Juanita  scrub  the  toilet.  The  spot  she  was  scrubbing  was  already  shining  as though  it  was  fresh  from  the  toilet  store.  I  don’t  think  she  cared.  She  was  just trying to get out some pent-up aggression, using that sponge as her tool of choice. 

“Can I help with that?” I asked. 

“If you want to help, get rid of that boy. He’s causing Mr. Silverstein too much stress, taking days off of his life.” Jake’s sudden presence at the house was my own  doing,  so  I  couldn’t  help  but  feel  guilty.  My  plan  of  becoming  the  hero  by rekindling their relationship seemed to be backfiring in a big way. If Mel dropped dead before he had a chance to get to his will, then everything I’d done was for nothing.  Maybe  having  Jake  there  to  bring  up  the  will  wasn’t  such  a  good  idea after all, maybe it was just adding unnecessary stress into the situation. 

I went to the kitchen to grab a muffin and then I jumped when I heard his voice behind me. “You must be Stevie,” he said. I spun around. He was standing there in  a  bathrobe,  looking  comfortable.  The  sliding  door  to  the  pool  was  open  and there was a towel flung over the chair. He’d gotten comfortable fast. I realized that I’d made an even bigger mistake than I initially thought—now I had competition. I had  a  direct  family  member  fighting  for  the  contents  of  that  will.  And  if  I  wasn’t careful, Jake would get everything. 

Mel didn’t have a formal will, just a note in a bottom drawer—nothing signed by any lawyer. And the only person named in the will was dead (I looked Laura up online, she’d passed away a decade before, two decades after she divorced Mel). 

And  in  the  absence  of  a  will,  the  inheritance  is  split  amongst  the  closest  family members. And in this case, there was only one blood relative: Jake. All he had to do  was  keep  Mel  off  of  the  subject  during  his  final  days  on  the  planet,  which wasn’t going to be hard, seeing as Mel was determined to stay off of the subject. 

“You must be Jake,” I said. 

He smiled. “The one and only. Thanks so much for calling me. Sorry I hung up on  you—I  got  a  bit  emotional  and  I  wasn’t  thinking  right.  But  I  owe  you—so thanks.” If he really thought he owed me, he would give me a few million bucks when his old man kicked the bucket. But of course he wasn’t going to do that. He

was already settling into his new life of luxury. Next to his pool chair was a Bloody Mary, complete with a salted rim, a celery stick, and a little novelty umbrella. The sight  didn’t  exactly  scream  ‘Poor  me,  my  dad  is  dying’.  Neither  did  his  grinned gaze, which was currently travelling down my body, checking out my curves. 

I wanted to tell him he was checking out a man. I wanted to watch his face turn red as he was overwhelmed with humiliation. But I held back, and instead I said, 

“Were you and your dad close?” 

“Oh yeah, totally. I mean, I kind of dropped off the map in the last few years, but other than that, we’ve always been close—best buds, even.” 

“Oh, weird,” I said. I turned and fetched myself a muffin. I took a bite while he stared at me curiously. 

“What do you mean, weird? What’s weird?” 

“Oh,  nothing.  I  mean,  it’s  none  of  my  business,  but  he  just  never  mentioned you—with his lawyer, I mean. He’s mentioned you before in passing, but you didn’t come up when we all sat down and—You know what? I really should just mind my own business,” I said. 

“With his lawyer? What about his lawyer?” 

“It’s nothing. Forget I brought it up.” 

“No, no, I’m curious. I want to know—when did he meet with a lawyer? Did you catch the lawyer’s name by any chance?” 

“It was nothing, really. It was just a little thing about his will—that’s all.” 

Jake had a big grin on his face as if he was trying not to laugh. He watched me as I ate my muffin. “You know I’m his lawyer, right?” 

My heart sunk into my gut and my body became tense. I should have kept my stupid mouth shut. I was making such good progress—why did I have to go and run my mouth like that? 

“Okay,  fine,  don’t  tell  me.  I’ll  just  ask  him  myself  this  afternoon  when  we’re going over his will.” Jake still had that grin on his face as he turned around and went  back  to  his  comfy  chair  next  to  the  pool.  I  went  in  the  other  direction, somewhere  I  could  hide  my  face  and  try  to  think  of  a  way  out  of  this  mess.  I thought about packing my bags and leaving. It was hopeless now. Mel’s good-for-nothing son had complete control over the will, and I had a pretty good feeling that meant there wasn’t going to be any lines including any Stevie Dunning. Unless I could convince Jake otherwise…

Maybe  I  was  wasting  my  time  with  Mel.  Maybe  Jake  was  where  my  efforts should be focussed. 

CHAPTER VII

I called Andy from the en-suite bathroom in my bedroom and told him to clean himself up, suit up, and head over to the Silverstein house. “Why?” he asked, and then I explained how I was caught in a lie and needed bailed out. “I just need you to pretend to be a lawyer for five minutes. Ask Mel how he’s doing—just pretend to be checking up on him after your last visit. And make sure his son is around when you say it.” 

“What last visit?” Andy asked. 

“Exactly.” 

“This sounds illegal.” 

“You sell drugs for a living you asshole. Just do it. And whatever you do, make sure the maid doesn’t hear anything about any last visit.” 

An hour later, the doorbell rang. As Juanita went to fetch Mel, I poked my head around the corner to make sure it was Andy. It was Andy, but I wished it wasn’t. 

His version of cleaned up looked worse than his usual getup. His suit jacket was two  sizes  too  big  for  his  body,  and  his  pants  were  two  sizes  too  small,  looking more like clam digger pants than suit pants. He was wearing mismatched socks and  he  didn’t  bother  to  wear  a  collared  shirt  under  his  suit  jacket,  so  his  neck tattoo  was  plainly  visible.  When  Mel  came  around  the  corner,  he  panicked  and started word vomiting everywhere. “Mr. Mel, how are you doing?” he said. “Glad to see you since our last visit.” 

“Who the hell are you?” 

“I’m  Andy—I  mean  Andrew—I  mean,  Mr.  Andrews.  Andy  Andrews.  Your lawyer. I just wanted to check in and make sure you were still feeling alright since our last meeting.” Juanita was standing right there when he said it. She stared at Andy with the same expression my old pug used to stare at me with when I was cleaning his food dish. 

“Our last meeting? What the hell are you on about? Who are you?” 

“I’m  your  lawyer.  We  talked  about  stuff,  remember?  Well,  I  should  be  going now.  Nice  to  see  you  again,  Mr.  Mel.”  Regret  isn’t  a  strong  enough  word  to describe how I felt in that moment. 

I went back up to my room and hid, hoping no one would connect me with the weirdo who just made a fool of himself pretending to be a lawyer. I was too afraid to go downstairs, but I knew I needed to in order to avoid suspicion. I waited ten minutes  and  then  I  went  down  in  my  bathing  suit  with  a  towel  flung  over  my shoulder. “Oh hey, you’re awake,” I said to Mel. 

Jake walked into the room at the same moment. “Who was that at the door?” 

he asked. My heart stuttered. 

And then a stroke of luck came my way. “Just the lawyer I was using while you were  away,”  Mel  said  casually.  Thank  God  for  that  deteriorating  memory  of  his. 

Jake stared at Mel curiously and then he looked over at me. He wasn’t grinning now.  “Your  lawyer?  What’s  his  name?  What  have  you  been  talking  about  with him?” 

“I don’t know, Jake. Lawyer stuff.” 

“Your will?” Jake asked. 

“Yeah, my will.” 

“Well if I’m going to be able to work on your will with you, I’m going to need to see all of his documents. Do you have his phone number?” 

“Whose phone number?” Mel said. His eyes were glazed over. He was having a particularly bad episode of Alzheimer’s. I should have felt grateful but instead I felt bad. It wasn’t easy to see him like that. He’d been nice to me since I showed up  (as  a  woman)  on  his  doorstep.  He’d  let  me  into  his  home  and  given  me everything  I  could  have  ever  wanted.  I  didn’t  want  to  see  him  falling  apart  and helpless. 

So I jumped in. “They didn’t go over the will. Mr. Andrews mentioned it, but Mel said he wanted to go over that stuff with you.” Mel turned and looked at me with confused eyes. “Remember, Mel? I was there.” It was a damn good thing Juanita was upstairs cleaning up Jake’s bedroom. 

“Right, I think I remember that,” Mel said. 

I was back in the clear and Mel wasn’t being cornered by his son anymore. But best of all, now I looked like I was closer to Mel than I was. Now, his only son and lawyer thought I was someone important in Mel’s life, not just some random niece who’d  showed  up  on  the  doorstep  a  few  days  before,  meeting  Mel  for  the  first time. Jake turned to his father and said, “Why don’t you go take your nap. When you’re up, we can go over the will. Okay?” 

“Fine,” Mel said. “Where’s Juanita?” 

“She’s upstairs cleaning,” I said. “I’ll help you upstairs.” I brought Mel up to his room and got him into his bed. Then I saw one of the coughing fits Juanita had told me about. I ran to get him a handful of Kleenex, which he held to his mouth as he  coughed.  There  was  a  lot  of  blood  on  that  Kleenex.  I  was  no  doctor,  but  I’d seen  enough  movies  to  know  that  wasn’t  a  good  sign.  My  heart  ached  as  I watched him fall asleep, vulnerable and alone in his giant bed. 

There’s  nothing  luxurious  about  having  a  double-king  bed  all  to  yourself.  It’s one of the saddest things I can think of. And no amount of money can make it less lonely. You could pay a dozen women to squeeze into the bed with you, but the bed would still be just as lonely—maybe even more lonely, if such a thing is even possible. He held onto my hand while he fell asleep. At first I thought it was kind of weird, and then I just felt bad for him. He had all of the power in the world but all he wanted was for someone to hold his hand while he fell asleep. 

Once  he  was  asleep,  I  slipped  back  downstairs,  grabbed  my  towel,  and headed for the pool. I was about to dive in when Jake put his hand on my arm and said,  “Can  I  talk  to  you  in  private  for  a  minute?”  He  looked  into  my  eyes  with  a serious look. A chill ran down my spine. 

CHAPTER VIII

He led me through the house, down a long hall with empty bedrooms that had never been used before on either side. We slipped into the last room on the right, far  away  from  Mel  and  Juanita.  Jake  made  sure  the  door  was  closed  before  he started to talk. “So you’re Mel’s niece, huh?” he said. 

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I’m Jean Dunning’s niece, and they were married a few years ago, before she passed away.” 

“Right—Jean,  his  fifth  wife.  I  never  met  her,  but  I’ve  heard  good  things.”  He walked  over  to  the  never-before-been-used  bed  and  he  sat  down.  “And  you became close to Mel… how?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess it just happened naturally.” 

“Are you sleeping with him?” he asked. 

A shudder ran through me as I pictured the suggestion. “Ew, no,” I said, and then I realized how rude I sounded and my cheeks became red. “I’m just keeping him company during his final days, that’s all. Is that a crime?” 

“You just want in his will, don’t you?” he said. 

“How  dare  you,”  I  said,  narrowing  my  eyes  and  clenching  both  of  my  fists.  It was a good performance. I was proud of it. “I’m not the son who disappeared for the past decade and is suddenly back when it’s time to make the will.” 

He laughed. “You’re cute, you know that? Are you single?” 

“What  does  it  matter  to  you?”  I  said.  I  couldn’t  hide  my  grin,  though  I  wasn’t sure if I was grinning because he was unknowingly complimenting a man, or if I just liked being complimented. 

“Do you know why I haven’t been around for the last six years?” he asked. 

“Why?” I rolled my eyes and waited for his grand excuse. 

“Because I couldn’t handle his forgetfulness. He thought I was his brother. He thought my girlfriend at the time was my mother. Whenever I told him that I was his  son,  he  would  say,  ‘I  never  had  any  son.’  Any  idea  how  hard  that  is  on  a person?” 

“No,” I said after a moment. I suddenly felt bad. No matter how hard I tried to convince myself otherwise, I didn’t actually deserve any of Mel’s money. I was just a thief, carelessly deceiving a poor old man, confusing his family. 

“I  don’t  know  who  you  are  or  where  you  came  from,  but  you  aren’t  getting anything  in  that  will.  I’m  not  saying  that  that’s  the  reason  you’re  here,  but  you should know—there’s no Stevie Dunning in Mel’s will.” 

“I  don’t  want  any  of  it,”  I  said,  and  strangely  enough,  I  wasn’t  lying.  If  the money did end up in my hands, I’m not sure I would have the strength to keep it. 

But what would I do with it? Give it all to Juanita? She deserved it. She was the

only  one  who  actually  cared  about  Mel.  “But  I’m  curious,  who’s  getting everything?” I asked sheepishly. 

“It’s  irrelevant.”  He  stared  at  me,  that  grin  back  on  his  face.  “You  look  really good, you know that? Really convincing.” 

My heart sank into the pit in my gut. “What?” I said. Did he say ‘convincing’? 

What did he mean by that? I felt the colour drain from my face. 

“Last  night  I  looked  up  all  of  Mel’s  surviving  relatives,  and  all  of  his  wives’

relatives. There is no Stevie Dunning, but there is a Steve Dunning. Look, all I’m saying is, I’m impressed.” 

I had the sudden urge to get up and run, out of that house, out of that city, out of that state. I wanted to delete all of my social media profiles and get my name legally changed. But I couldn’t even get out of that room. My joints were rigid and I was locked in place. 

“So  it’s  true,”  he  said.  “You  really  are  Steve  Dunning.  I  honestly  thought  I’d made a mistake, but your reaction right there just proved me wrong.” 

“Don’t tell anyone,” I said. “Please. I—I’m transitioning. I have been for the last year.” I was a terrible liar. 

He laughed. “So you’re becoming a girl then?” 

“Yeah,” I said. 

“Does that mean you like boys, or are you a lesbian?” 

“What does it matter to you?” I said. 

“Suck my dick,” he said. And then my rigid body became even more tense. I wasn’t sure what he was doing… Was he blackmailing me? Was he telling me to suck his dick or else he would tattle? Or was he just mocking me, trying to call me on my bluff? My head was spinning. “I will admit that you make a hot girl. When I first  saw  you,  I  imagined  you  sucking  my  dick.  I  was  kind  of  thrown  off  when  I realized  what  you  were  packing  under  that  little  bikini,  but  then  I  thought,   what difference does it make?  So come and suck my dick.” He gave his lap a pat. 

There didn’t seem to be any other choice. I took a deep breath and I walked over to him. His face lit up when he realized I was really going to do it. But what else was I going to do? Let him go to Mel and Juanita and tell them the truth? I needed my secret to remain a secret, even if that meant sucking Jake off. 

I  sunk  down  to  my  knees  between  his  legs  and  I  reached  for  his  zipper.  He started  to  laugh.  “Holy  shit,  you’re  actually  going  to  do  it,”  he  said,  his  cheeks suddenly red. 

“Shut up,” I said, and then I unzipped his fly, reached into his pants, and felt his long flaccid cock. I wrapped my fingers around it and slipped it out. 

“Holy  shit,”  he  said  again,  this  time  his  voice  weak  and  trembling  slightly. 

Maybe he was joking, but there was some truth behind it. He really did want me to suck his dick, at least deep down inside. And he was doing nothing to stop me, 

now that I was stroking his length, getting him hard. I could feel him throbbing. He planted the palms of his hands into the mattress and he leaned back. 

“No one can find out about this, okay?” he said. 

“Ditto,” I said, and then I bent forward and slipped his cock through my lips. It was so strange—I wasn’t hesitating. I wasn’t gagging in repulsion. I was just doing it, and it felt strangely natural, the way his long shaft slid along my tongue, the way his  throbbing  tip  rubbed  against  the  inside  of  my  cheeks.  I  should  have  felt humiliated and vulnerable on that bedroom floor, but instead I felt empowered and sexy. At every available opportunity, I found myself looking over at the full-length mirror,  admiring  my  body,  my  long,  smooth  legs  and  my  adorable  face.  I repositioned myself slightly so I could watch myself sucking Jake’s big cock. 

One of his hands slipped around the back of my head, his fingers into my hair. 

He pulled me in tight, gagging me with his cock, but I didn’t mind. Again, I liked it. 

“I love the way that mouth feels, baby,” he said. I didn’t feel like I was sucking for my  life.  Somehow  I  knew  he  wasn’t  going  to  tell  on  me  regardless  of  whether  I sucked him off or not. But I wanted to. I wanted to try it. I’d wanted to try it since I saw myself for the first time in a dress. I’d kept the urge repressed for so long, but now it was out in the open and I didn’t care. 

I got him so hard in my mouth. His cock was huge and hot. I ran my fingers up it, feeling it pulsing, begging to penetrate my asshole. I climbed up onto him and I kissed him, letting him taste his own cock on my lips. He could probably feel my throbbing erection, which had slipped out of my one-piece and was now resting on his leg. With a slight reposition, our cocks were pressed up against one another. 

His was bigger and harder than me. I wanted him inside of me. 

So  I  pulled  aside  the  little  piece  of  fabric  covering  my  butthole  and  I  sunk down,  feeling  his  cock  pressing  up  against  my  tight  hole.  He  let  out  a  long, trembling  breath.  Even  he  didn’t  seem  hesitant.  I  couldn’t  blame  him.  I  looked great.  Over  the  past  few  days,  I’d  managed  to  convince  myself  I  was  really  a woman. It wasn’t until I was undressing at night that I realized otherwise. 

He pushed in. I clenched, hugging his rod, but that didn’t stop him from sinking in deep, until his pelvis was pressed up to my ball sack. I swayed gently, feeling him inside of me, getting him lined up with the perfect, euphoric spot, and then I started to bounce up and down. It was a weird feeling, being fucked in the ass, but it felt good. I could see what all the hype was about. 

I bounced and bounced until my own cock was rock-hard, bouncing in the air, begging to be beaten off. My body was swirling in elation. I had to fight to keep my eyes from rolling into the back of my head. I wanted to collapse and succumb to the  pleasure,  but  I  didn’t  want  it  to  end,  so  I  kept  bouncing.  I  loved  it  when  he slapped my ass. I loved it when he grabbed my cock and started to beat me off quickly. He was biting down on his bottom lip, transfixed by my body. “Make me come,  baby,”  I  said.  I  felt  his  grip  tighten  and  he  beat  harder,  like  he  was determined  to  get  drenched  in  my  cumshot.  “Harder!  Harder!”  I  said.  And  then  I

started  coming,  blast  after  blast  after  blast—endless  shots  of  jizz,  all  over  his chest. 

And then I felt his cock pulsing, bloating, and filling me up with warm ooze. He was coming inside of me, deep in my ass. It felt amazing. It was a shame it had to end.  I  stood  up  and  stepped  off  of  the  bed.  Luckily  the  floor  was  tiled  and  not carpeted, because his cum poured out of me into a pool on the floor as soon as I was standing upright. 

“That was amazing,” he said, as he lay limp on the bed. 

He was right. It was amazing. 

But  the  feeling  was  short  lived  when  we  heard  Juanita’s  distant  scream.  We got  dressed  quickly  and  ran  out  of  the  bedroom.  Mel  had  passed  away  in  his sleep. I couldn’t bring myself to look into his bedroom, though I saw him for a brief second when Jake opened the door. 

The  funeral  was  held  a  week  later.  A  few  dozen  people  showed  up,  and  I couldn’t  keep  track  of  the  number  of  times  I  heard  whispers  about  Mel’s  will. 

“When are they going to say who gets what?” one woman asked another. A few of my cousins showed up. 

I decided to stay in my female guise leading up to and during the funeral. Once the funeral was over, I no longer had any reason to continue being a woman. But I couldn’t bring myself to put away the wardrobe. Instead, I found myself putting my new clothes on top of my old clothes. I continued to go out as a woman. I didn’t think  much  about  it  until  a  month  later,  when  I  realized  I  was  waking  up  in  the morning and getting dolled up without realizing it. It had become part of my natural routine, and I didn’t care to stop it. 

Mel had no will except for the dated one in that bottom kitchen drawer, so Jake got  everything:  nine-hundred  million  dollars  worth  of  cash,  real-estate,  and investments. He sold everything off and donated it all to Alzheimer’s research—all but a few thousand bucks, which he gave to me. “For the operation,” he said. 

“What operation?” I asked. 

“The  sex  change.  But  if  I  find  out  you  used  the  money  for  something  else, you’ll be sorry,” he said with a wink and a grin. He kept nothing for himself—not even enough for bus fare home. 

After  my  surgery  four  months  later,  I  got  a  job  at  a  local  senior  care  facility, taking  care  of  the  elderly  in  their  final  days.  It  was  the  perfect  job.  It  didn’t  pay much, but I didn’t care too much about that. It left me feeling good about myself, feeling like I was making a difference. It beat the hell out of that lingering guilt I felt the whole time I was living with Mel, stealing from him, deceiving him. I hope he forgives me. 

So I didn’t end up getting the giant fortune I’d set out to get, but I did realize that I didn’t want it. Besides, I got something so much better: I got myself; I got a new  lease  on  life,  a  new  outlook,  a  new  me.  For  once,  I  felt  like  I  could  do anything. 

THE END
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CAUGHT CURIOUS

When  Ken  accidentally  opens  the  wrong  locker  after  basketball  practise  and finds a cute little dress, he is overwhelmed by an unexpected curiosity to try the dress  on  and  see  how  he  looks.  The  dress  fits  perfectly  and  he  actually  looks pretty good in it. But despite what he thinks, he isn’t alone in that locker room. 

CHAPTER I

I don’t know what came over me that day in the locker room. I suppose I was just  overwhelmed  by  a  buzzing  curiosity.  My  mind  was  still  out  on  the  court, apparently  along  with  my  sensibilities.  Never  before  had  I  considered  putting  on girl’s clothing, so I’m not sure where the sudden urge came from. 

But the moment I opened the wrong locker and saw that pink bag stuffed with girl’s  clothes,  there  was  that  urge,  as  strong  as  ever,  as  if  it  had  been  there, growing my whole life. Maybe it was the fact that the clothes in the bag were the kind of clothes I liked on a woman. I’d never thought about wearing girl’s clothes before, but I had looked at girls in the streets and thought, if I was a woman, that’s what I would wear—or the opposite—if I was a woman, I would never wear that. 

Occasionally I found myself staring at a questionable outfit and thinking: you’re a woman, you have all the options in the world, so many sexy outfit possibilities, and that’s what you choose to wear? I always figured those thoughts were normal, and I  sure  as  hell  never  thought  they  had  anything  to  do  with  any  urge  to  wear women’s clothing. Apparently I was wrong. 

I’d  never  really  felt  girl’s  clothing  until  that  day  in  the  locker  room,  when  I reached into that bag to see if there was a wallet or some piece of ID, so I could find the owner to return the lost bag. It was obviously lost. Our gym lockers didn’t have locks on them and there were signs everywhere saying not to leave anything in  the  lockers  overnight.  Now,  it  was  an  hour  after  school  and  all  of  the  after-school activities were wrapped up. There was no ID in the bag, but there was a great deal of lace and satin and cotton that was so soft, it made me wonder which burlap sac my clothes were made from. I picked up a little dress and it was so soft and light; I loved the way it felt in my hands. That was around the time my heart started to beat loudly against my chest. That was around the time I was struck by the consideration. 

I  didn’t  have  a  sister  and  my  mother  bailed  a  few  weeks  after  I  was  born. 

Growing up, all my friends we male. And the first nine years of my schooling were spent at an all boys school, so my female exposure was slim. I remember talking to a girl in the tenth grade and thinking, is this the first time I’ve ever talked to a girl before? I couldn’t think of any real conversations aside from a few shared words with store clerks and door-to-door saleswomen. So naturally, I was cripplingly shy around  women.  Everything  about  them  was  so  mysterious,  even  legendary,  like characters from mythology. Whenever I saw a beautiful woman walking down the street, and I saw all the men turning to look at her, I wondered how she felt. She must have felt like a goddess, commanding that kind of awe and attention. 

When  I  walked  down  the  street,  I  went  unnoticed.  Sometimes  I  would  bump into people by accident and I wasn’t even sure if they noticed. I tried to smile as much as possible, making eye-contact whenever possible, but it always seemed unwelcome if at all noticed. I was either ignored or met with confused glares. Why the hell are you staring at me, kid? When I saw girls doing the same thing, looking

around on the bus and smiling at strangers, I just saw men perking up, their faces lighting up, their bodies becoming tense with nervous excitement. 

But what was so different between men and women? According to the many sexual  education  classes  I’d  sat  through  in  my  schooling  years,  not  a  whole  lot. 

There’s  wasn’t  much  difference  at  all,  aside  from  a  couple  of  body  parts,  some hair,  and  places  on  the  body  where  fat  tends  to  form.  In  fact,  when  my  biology teacher was going over the differences between the sexes, he kept saying “tend to” along with every point. “Men tend to have wider foreheads… Men tend to have broader shoulders… Men tend to have straighter jawlines…” I remember looking around the class at all of the guys who were suddenly self-conscious about their shoulders, their foreheads, and their jawlines. And I remember thinking, half of the girls in this room have broader shoulders than most of the guys, and half of the guys  have  smoother  foreheads.  So  what’s  really  the  difference?  Why  do  I  find myself staring at women in a hypnotic daze but I never stare at men? 

The only major difference I could see was the clothes and the hair. But what was stopping a man from growing out his hair and wearing a dress? If that man doesn’t  ‘tend  to’  have  those  general  characteristics,  then  what’s  the  difference. 

How am I supposed to know whether I’m approaching a chick or a dude in a bar? 

That  question  pinged  around  in  my  brain  as  I  held  up  that  little  dress  in  that empty locker room. There was a big mirror next to the sinks. My hair was about as long as most of the girls’ hair in our school, though it wasn’t cut as nicely (I’d just been too lazy to get it cut). My body was fairly slender, and I was a bit shorter than average, still waiting for my final growth spurt (or I should say, still   hoping  for my final  growth  spurt).  So  why  not  see  for  myself—see  if  there  really  wasn’t  a  big difference between guys and girls. 

I looked around, heart beating fast and hard, and then I pulled the dress over my head and slipped it on. It was a bit of a struggle to get into. I probably wasn’t doing it right. But once I was in it, it fit nicely, hugging my waist and hips before flaring  out  at  my  thighs.  It  was  soft  and  I  liked  the  way  it  felt  against  my  skin—

strangely comforting. The only issue was the looseness at my chest. I dug into the bag to see if there was a pair of socks I could stuff into the top, but then I found a padded bra. The pads were thick and slipped out easily, and fit perfectly into the dress’  cups.  I  did  a  little  bounce  to  make  sure  they  were  securely  in  place,  and then I went to the mirror to see how I looked. 

And shit, I looked pretty cute. I swayed from side to side, watching the skirt of the  dress  wave  freely.  My  legs  looked  great.  With  a  quick  shave,  they  would  be magazine worthy. My face did look quite masculine, but I couldn’t help but wonder if all I needed was some makeup. I could remember a few times one of my female classmates would show up to school without makeup, and the guys would all get together and gossip about how boyish she looked. It was your usual high-school cruelty, but sometimes in cruelty is honesty. 

And then I found myself laughing. Who was I kidding? I looked like a guy in a dress. I wasn’t a girl, and I could never pass as a girl. I had abs—how many girls in the world have abs? Maybe a few weirdoes. I looked down at my hairy legs and

wondered, would they really look good if I shaved them? Or were they too well-defined? I didn’t have hunk legs, but I didn’t exactly have the smooth Kate Moss legs that so many girls seem to have. 

I looked back up and then I saw him standing there, staring at me with wide eyes and a big, open-mouthed grin on his face. It was Harry Allen, the captain of the basketball team. I’d been caught. 

CHAPTER II

Harry was the worst person who could have been standing there. Not only was he the captain of the basketball team—a team that I was on—but he was also one of the most popular guys in the school. People practically worshipped him. And to make matters worse, he was notoriously a huge asshole. He was proving that now as he took out his cellphone and began filming me. 

“It’s not what it looks like,” I said, my heart throbbing intensely. I tried to take in a breath of air, but the lump in my throat prevented it. My legs began to tremble. 

“So what does it look like?” he asked with a little snicker, trying to hold in a full-blown fit of laughter. He kept his camera on me, doing his best to hold it straight and steady, so the video would be easier to watch once it was publicly available on YouTube and Facebook and anywhere you go to stream viral videos. “Are you wearing panties under there?” he asked, letting another snicker slip. 

“Harry,  put  the  phone  down.  Please,”  I  said.  My  whole  body  was  now trembling.  There  was  no  way  out  of  this  mess.  There  was  nothing  I  could  do  to stop Harry from posting that video. Even if I’d had a bunch of money I could give to him, he wouldn’t take it. He had rich parents who gave him whatever the hell he wanted—and nothing they could give him would be worth forfeiting that video. 

I  went  straight  for  my  locker,  slipping  the  straps  of  the  dress  over  my shoulders. He followed me, camera still drawn. I tried to think of a way out of the mess. I considered waiting for him to get close enough that I could slap the phone out from his hand and crush it mercilessly underfoot. But I couldn’t guarantee that I would destroy the phone’s memory, and I couldn’t guarantee that Harry wouldn’t stop  me  before  I  was  able  to  carry  out  the  manoeuvre.  He  was  captain  of  the basketball team for a reason. He had an easy forty pounds of muscle on me, half a foot of height, and way more fighting experience. When we were in the seventh grade, he fought two tenth graders behind the school and won. So to think I could overpower him, even for thirty seconds, was wishful thinking. 

“Leave the dress on, beautiful. It looks really great on you,” he said, and then he snickered again. 

“I just put it on as a joke,” I said. 

“A  joke  for  who?”  he  said.  He  turned  and  looked  around,  making  sure  the camera could see that the locker room was empty. It was a bad excuse—a joke? 

Who was I joking? 

“Harry, just drop it, okay?” I said. It was getting harder and harder to breathe. 

“Not unless you do a little dance for me,” he said. 

“A dance?” 

“Yeah, just do a little sexy dance and maybe I’ll delete the video.”  Maybe  was the  keyword  in  that  sentence,  and  I  knew  damn-well  that  it  meant  he  wouldn’t delete the video. It would just make the video more embarrassing. So I refused, 

and then he said, “Well I guess I’ll just have to post it on Facebook then, won’t I?” 

And then I was in a terrible position. At least if I did the dance, there was hope—

even if it was a tiny glimmer in a sea of darkness, it was still hope. But first, I tried to lunge at him, to slap the phone out from his hand. It was worth a try, but he was too  fast.  He  turned  around,  dodging  the  attack,  laughing  as  if  he  didn’t  expend even  a  little  bit  of  effort.  “Hey  now,”  he  said.  “You  wouldn’t  want  this  sent  to  the whole school now, would you?” 

I found myself frozen in the middle of that locker room, feeling like a complete idiot, wishing I could go back in time and ignore that pink bag and that little dress. 

What  had  come  over  me?  Where  did  the  sudden  urge  to  put  on  girls’  clothing come from? It sure as hell wasn’t there now. Now, I was cringing at the mere idea of wearing girls’ clothing. Was it a moment of insanity? Did I have a mini-stroke? 

“Dance,” he said, this time without a hint of snickering. He was dead-serious. It was  dance  or  end  up  on  the  internet.  So  I  started  to  dance,  my  joints  stiff.  I swayed  robotically  from  side  to  side  for  a  moment  before  he  said,  “I  said  sexy. 

Does that seem sexy to you? Run your fingers through your hair. Grab your tits. 

Maybe twerk a little bit.” 

“Harry, c’mon. Can you not do this? Please.” 

“If you don’t start sounding like a lady, this video is going online,” he said. “Now tell  me  how  hot  you  are  for  me—and  say  it  like  you  mean  it.  And  don’t  stop dancing.” 

I took a deep breath, wishing a bolt of lightning would come down through the roof  and  strike  me  in  the  head,  putting  an  end  to  it  all.  If  that  video  ended  up online, could I continue living? Could I ever show my face in public again, never really  knowing  who  had  seen  the  video  and  who  hadn’t?  Every  time  someone looked  my  way,  it  would  be  at  the  front  of  my  mind—do  they  know?  My  regret turned  into  bubbling  nausea.  But  I  kept  on  dancing,  swaying  slowly,  running  my fingers through my hair, squeezing the pads in the dress’ top. “I’m so hot for you, Harry,” I said, doing my best female voice, praying that he would have the heart to spare my life. There wasn’t much hope. 

He  started  to  laugh.  “Holy  shit,  that  voice  is  great.  How  long  have  you  been practising that for?” 

“Harry…” I said. 

“Seriously—that voice was so good. Keep talking to me like that. I’m into it. Tell me how badly you want me. And don’t stop dancing.” He bit the corner his bottom lip in a mostly unsuccessful attempt to suppress the laughter. 

I kept dancing. “I want you so bad, Harry. You’re so sexy and I wish you were my boyfriend. I wish you would take me right here in the locker room.” I figured if I really hammed it up, he would spare me. If I disappointed him, took away his fun, then the video would be set free into the world. I couldn’t let that happen. “I want your big cock in my pussy.” I turned around, bent over, and found myself shaking my ass they way I’d seen Miley Cyrus do it in a music video. I had no clue if I was

doing it right. I didn’t really care either—I just hoped it was enough for the cruel basketball star. 

“Holy shit,” he said just before breaking into another fit of laughter. 

“Now give me your phone, baby,” I said, reaching out as I continued to sway, my face red hot with humiliation. 

He started to reach it out and then he pulled it back, that smirk still prominent on his face. “You want my phone, huh? So you can delete the video?” 

“Yeah. Give it to me, baby,” I said. 

“What are you willing to do for it?” he asked. 

“Anything you want.” 

“Bend over and let me slap your ass,” he said. 

I  bit  down  on  my  tongue.  I  felt  dizzy,  oxygen-depraved,  on  the  brink  of collapsing. Maybe if I collapsed, he would feel guilty and delete the video… Yeah right—as  if.  I  didn’t  have  any  other  option,  so  I  turned  around,  bent  over,  and waited  for  that  spanking.  I  didn’t  expect  him  to  lift  up  the  skirt  of  my  dress  to expose  my  bare  ass.  I  wasn’t  wearing  any  underwear,  which  I  immediately regretted. “Nice ass, babe,” he said with a chuckle, and then he slapped it hard, making  me  jump.  He  slapped  it  again,  and  then  he  took  a  good  handful  and squeezed it tightly. “Tell me how much you like it,” he said. 

I  looked  over  my  shoulder.  He  was  still  filming  my  increasingly  humiliating embarrassment. 

“Jesus. Hide your balls. Girls aren’t supposed to have balls, darling,” he said, so I pulled my ball sack forward and I closed my legs. “That’s better,” he said, and then  he  continued  to  squeeze  my  ass.  Then  he  used  both  hands  to  spread  my cheeks.  “You  should  really  consider  bleaching  your  asshole.  And  a  good  shave wouldn’t hurt either,” he said. 

“Anything for you, baby,” I said. Now I didn’t just feel humiliated, I felt violated, exposed, and horribly vulnerable. 

“Shake your butt for me,” he said, so I did. I looked over my shoulder again, and he was still getting it all on camera. “Just like that. Damn, that’s a nice ass, girl.” He laughed some more. 

“Okay,  now  delete  the  video,”  I  said,  standing  up  suddenly.  I  couldn’t  take anymore  of  his  torture.  I  would  sooner  have  been  at  Guantanamo  Bay,  being water boarded. “You had your fun.” 

“I  had  some  fun,  sure,  but  I’m  not  finished  yet.  Besides,  we  have  the  whole place  to  ourselves.  I  even  locked  the  door—maybe  you  should  have  considered locking the door before your little game of dress-up,” he said. “Now kiss my neck.” 

“I’m not kissing your neck,” I said. “I can explain all of this, Harry, if you would just let me speak for one minute.” 

“If  you  can  explain  it  all,  you  won’t  have  a  problem  explaining  it  in  the comments  section  of  the  YouTube  video.”  A  chill  ran  down  my  spine.  This  was really happening. I was really caught wearing a little dress and posing like a little bimbo in front of the mirror. What the hell was I thinking? “Now kiss my neck.” 

I  took  another  deep  breath  and  then  I  stepped  forward.  I  bit  my  tongue  hard and then I went in, locking my lips with his neck. I began to kiss. “Like you mean it, darling,” he said, so I began to use my tongue. He reached around and grabbed my  ass  with  his  free  hand,  still  recording  with  the  other.  There  was  no  way  he would  put  this  video  up  on  the  net,  with  him  grabbing  my  ass.  Everyone  would wonder why he was so interested in my ass, knowing it was a man’s ass. 

In fact, why was he so interested in my ass? He wasn’t gay—he’d dated the hottest girls in the school. He’d fucked most of them as well. Was it just an act? 

Was he bisexual? Or was he just having a laugh with me? I thought about calling him out on it, but I didn’t want to anger him. The last thing I needed was to give him an excuse to ruin my life. So I kept sucking. 

“Now  suck  my  nipples,”  he  said,  pulling  off  his  shirt  in  one  quick  motion, exposing his hard muscles. 

“Harry…” I said, but it was hopeless. He just waited for me to suck his nipples. 

So I did. It was a strange feeling. My cheeks were still red hot, but the nausea was starting  to  go  away,  as  if  I’d  accepted  defeat,  accepted  my  fate.  Now  I  was  just numb. It couldn’t get any more humiliating. Or could it? 

“Tell me how much you want my cock again,” he said. “I liked that.” 

“I want your big fat cock so bad,” I said, and then I continued to tease around his nipple with the tip of my tongue. 

“Okay,  now  turn  around  and  bend  over,”  he  said.  A  cold  jolt  ran  through  my body. 

CHAPTER III

I  made  one  last  attempt  at  grabbing  that  phone,  but  he  was  just  too  fast.  I’d never been able to get the ball away from him either. There was a reason he was captain, a reason he was looking at some serious scholarships despite his lousy grades in just about every class except for gym. There was a reason his picture was in the school’s trophy case by the main entrance, and my name was just a tiny etching at the bottom of one of the trophies, below the word ‘alternates’. 

“Bend over, beautiful. Or this video goes live,” he said, his voice low. He shook his phone gently as if to remind me he had my future in the palm of his hand. 

So I bent over. I didn’t actually think he was going to do it. I just figured he was baiting me into making an even bigger fool of myself on camera. But then I heard the zip of his fly and I heard the dull thump of his pants hitting the ground. I didn’t look back. I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to see what was about to happen to me, but I knew. And it was confirmed when I felt the warm, dull pressure of his erection between my butt cheeks. He was going to fuck me in the ass. 

I  looked  up  and  could  see  that  big  mirror  across  the  room,  and  there  I  was, bent  over,  in  a  little  dress,  with  my  hair  hanging  down,  Harry  behind  me,  naked and erect. And instead of crippling fear and humiliation, I suddenly felt excited. I was strangely aroused by the sight of me in that little dress. From the distance, I really did look like a chick, and I was about to be fucked by the most popular guy in the school. Wait—was I really excited? Was I really letting him do it? Maybe I was  losing  my  mind.  Maybe  I  did  have  some  sort  of  mental  breakdown  the moment I found that pink backpack. 

He was still holding up his phone, pointing it down at my asshole as the tip of his cock pressed up firmly. “Damn, I love that ass,” he said, feeling it and giving it another firm squeeze. Then he took his cock in his hand for extra support and he started  to  push  in.  I  was  completely  frozen,  my  mind  swirling  with  god-knows what. I couldn’t catch a single thought. Everything was a messy blur. Whenever I tried  to  make  sense  of  the  situation,  I  just  found  that  peculiar  excitement.  What exactly was I excited about? Getting fucked by a man while dressed like a lady—

on camera? Excitement should have been the last thing buzzing inside of me. It should have been cold dread, curdling nausea, crippling anxiety. Not excitement. 

He pushed in deep, stretching my tight hole. It suddenly dawned on me that I was losing my virginity—not at all the way I’d always imagined it, with a woman, squeezing her breasts, rubbing her clit… It was like my whole life had spiralled out of control in the span of a few minutes. 

And  worst  of  all,  it  felt  so  damn  good.  There  was  something  about  the particular angle he was pressing in at that made my legs tremble in euphoria. A warm tingling overwhelmed my cock as he started to thrust in and out of my body. 

I couldn’t keep my eyes off of the mirror, watching myself getting stuffed. I wanted to look away—or maybe I just wanted to want to look away, but I didn’t want to. I wanted  to  watch.  I  loved  seeing  myself  getting  dominated,  stuffed,  pounded.  I

loved the sound of his hard pelvis slapping against my red, sore tush. I loved the feeling  of  his  veiny  member  massaging  my  anal  walls.  I  loved  the  feeling  of  his hands gripping my hips, holding me in place while he dominated me. And I hated myself for loving it so much. 

And there was a real glimmer of hope now. There was no way he would post that video, even if he edited most of it out, just to show me in the dress. He would never risk having me tell the whole school he bent me over and fucked me, that he let me kiss his neck and suck his nipples. 

And there sure as hell was no way he would risk me telling the whole school that  he  got  off  in  just  a  couple  of  minutes,  pulling  out  and  coming  all  over  my reddened  butt  cheeks,  coating  me  with  his  warm  load.  That  video  was  going  to stay  on  his  phone.  Once  the  act  was  over,  I  didn’t  even  need  to  ask  him  not  to post  it.  Strangely,  it  wasn’t  even  a  worry  on  my  mind.  Now,  I  was  only  worried about the fact I’d just lost my virginity to a man, and I liked girls. I’d let a man fuck me in the ass, and I liked it. I liked it a lot. 

“Don’t tell anyone about this,” he said without looking me in the eye. He wasn’t laughing or smirking or snickering anymore. He probably had the same rumbling in his gut, reminding him that he’d just fucked a man. 

I didn’t respond. I didn’t have to. The agreement was mutual—no one finds out about  the  tape  and  no  one  finds  out  about  the  fucking.  We  both  got  dressed without saying another word, and then we parted ways without making any eye-contact. That tingling euphoria lingered inside of me for the rest of the afternoon, as if I could still feel his warm rod ramming me from behind, massaging that sweet spot, making my legs tremble. When I got home, my dad said, “You’re glowing. Is it a girl?” 

My gut turned and I went straight to my room. My heart was pounding. I looked in my mirror and I was glowing. I couldn’t keep the smirk off of my face. It made me hate myself, but even still, I kept on glowing. 

CHAPTER IV

It wasn’t until I went to set my alarm that night that I realized it was Friday and I had a weekend between then and when I would see Harry again. For once in my life, I hated the fact it was a weekend. I had to suffer through two full days of not knowing what the hell was going on with Harry and that video. So many thoughts could go through his head, and one of those thoughts could be:   should I post that video? 

Would I actually tell everyone that he fucked me in the ass? Sure, it would be humiliating for him, but it would be just as bad for me—if not worse. I was the one taking  it,  after  all.  And  it  wouldn’t  exactly  dampen  the  embarrassment  of  being caught in the dress… That would still be there, now three times as horrible. And surely  Harry  knew  that  I  would  keep  my  mouth  shut  regardless.  The  only  real question was, was he really that cruel? 

The Harry I knew was that cruel. When we were in the fifth grade, he invited me to his birthday party, told me it was a western themed party, and then him and all of his friends laughed at me when I showed up in a cowboy hat and tasselled chaps. It wasn’t like I was some special victim. He picked on every guy who didn’t meet  his  standard  of  excellence.  Harry  filled  my  friend  Martin’s  textbook  with pages from a gay porn magazine, which all fell out when he opened his textbook in class. Everyone laughed and Martin’s face became a shade of red I didn’t know was possible. 

As I lay in bed, staring up at my ceiling, listening to the grandfather clock in the living room as it chimed three times letting me know it was 3:00 AM, I considered the  fact  that  Harry  could  get  expelled  from  school  for  sharing  that  video,  even without  the  pornographic  ending.  It  was  a  video  taken  without  consent  in  the locker  room—surely  that  was  grounds  for  some  serious  punishment,  right?  With his big scholarships looming on the horizon, certainly he wasn’t dumb enough to risk everything. Or was he? 

It was a relieving enough thought that I was able to fall asleep, though I woke up with an all new anxiety. There was a message on my phone, from Harry (it was an unknown number, but I knew). There was no text in the message, just a photo of me in the dress—a still from his incriminating video. You couldn’t tell it was me in the photo because my back was turned to the camera. It was from when I was dancing, swaying with one hand in my hair and one on my breast. I looked hot in the  photo,  and  my  curves  were  impressive.  I  found  myself  staring  at  the  photo, realizing  how  good  I  really  looked.  I  wasn’t  sure  if  that  made  the  video  more  or less embarrassing. At least if it got out, some people might actually think: at least he  looks  good  in  the  dress.  There’s  nothing  worse  than  those  hairy  dudes  who stand outside of the gay bars wearing lingerie that hardly fits their bulging bodies. 

I, at least, looked cute. 

Harry didn’t want me to forget. He sent me another still from his video later that day, of me bent over, before he flipped up the skirt of my dress. My butt looked

great in the photo, and the curve of my back brought that excitement back into my bones. My heart started pounding all over again. 

I sent Harry a message back. “You said you would delete it.” 

“No I didn’t,” he replied quickly. 

“What do I have to do to make you delete that video?” I said. 

And then he sent me back some gibberish. “sapnu puas.” I felt like I could hear him laughing in the message. It took me a few minutes before I realized he’d spelt out “send nudes” upside-down and backwards. 

“Are you kidding?” I wrote back. 

“No. But no cock shots. Nothing homo. I want them by tonight.” 

I  wrote  back,  “Are  you  serious,  Harry?”  but  he  didn’t  respond,  though  my phone told me that he had read the message. So what other choice did I have? 

I found myself in the bathroom, in front of the mirror with my clothes off, trying to find a pose and an angle so I could be unrecognizable. I got a good frontal shot, with  my  cock  tucked  between  my  legs  and  my  head  turned  to  the  side,  but  my legs  were  too  hairy.  I  took  a  few  more  shots,  playing  around  with  my  phone’s camera  filters,  but  the  hair  was  too  overwhelming.  So  I  got  my  razor  out  and  I started  to  shave  away  the  hair.  But  what  was  I  going  to  tell  the  guys  at  school when they saw my smooth legs? I stopped shaving and thought for a moment. I could  wear  pants,  and  wear  my  socks  up  high  during  practise.  No  one  would notice.  I  tried  to  remember  if  I’d  ever  noticed  anyone  else’s  leg  hair  before—no one looks at that stuff, right? 

I shaved my legs smooth, and they looked pretty good. I took a few shots of just my legs, crossed over one another. They actually looked like girl legs, which I wasn’t too proud of. I even shaved my pubic hair into a cute little strip, so with my cock tucked between my legs, it really looked like I was a lady. 

My  dad  knocked  on  the  bathroom  door.  “What  are  you  doing  in  there?”  he asked,  his  voice  booming,  rattling  in  my  bones.  I  tossed  the  razor  aside  and quickly got my clothes on. 

“I’m just using the bathroom!” I called back. 

“You’ve been in there all afternoon.” 

“I’ve got a stomach ache,” I said. 

There was a long silence and then my dad walked away. I slipped out from the bathroom and went to my room to finish the photo-shoot. I closed the blinds and took a few shots of myself in the mirror, deleting any of the shots that showed off my face. I looked pretty sexy, but I knew I could do better. I went into my closet and fished out an old pair of soccer socks and my older brother’s old soccer jersey which was handed down to me but had always been way too big for my body. I pulled up the socks and put on the jersey. I fashioned a makeshift bra out of socks and my old heart rate monitor, and it looked good enough for the pictures, once I had the socks squashed together just right. I looked like one of the models in my

sporty babe calendar. Teasing the camera was fun—lifting up my jersey to show off my hips and ass, getting down on my knees and covering my crotch with my forearm. 

And  then  I  had  the  idea  to  go  even  further.  I  set  up  my  camera  phone  on  a chair across the room, set to record video, and then I got down on my knees, ass facing the camera, and I took the rounded back end of a thick marker and began to  tease  my  butthole,  sticking  it  in  just  slightly.  I  felt  so  naughty,  my  heart pounding.  I  was  starting  to  like  that  feeling,  quickly  becoming  addicted  to  the adrenaline  that  pulsed  through  my  body.  I  sunk  the  marker  deeper  and  deeper, and then I started to pull it out and push it in, repeatedly. My cock started to get hard, but I kept it hidden from the camera. I kept plunging the marker in and out, faster and faster. My long jersey started to ride up, showing off my back and my belly,  only  stopping  once  it  was  caught  on  my  makeshift  tits.  I  bit  my  tongue  to stop  myself  from  moaning.  The  pleasure  was  so  intense.  Who  knew  anal penetration could feel so good? My God, did it feel good. 

A warm buzzing pulsed in my cock. I looked down. I was coming. Warm jizz was running out from my flaccid cock, onto the floor of my bedroom. I froze as the euphoria  consumed  me,  and  then  I  quickly  grabbed  the  camera  and  shut  the video  off.  And  then,  strangely,  I  found  my  thumb  hovering  over  the  send  button, ready to send it to Harry. 

What the hell was I doing? I couldn’t send him that video! I couldn’t just give him more to blackmail me with, more to humiliate me with. The locker-room video was one thing—I was pretty sure that was illegal—but this was a whole different story. This was something I’d recorded myself, fully consenting, and I was about to send it to a guy who got immense pleasure out of the humiliation of others. Was I insane? 

I  took  a  few  deep  breaths,  flicking  through  all  of  the  pictures  I’d  taken.  What exactly  was  he  going  to  do  with  the  shots?  Did  he  just  want  more  cruel ammunition, or did he want them for his own personal needs? 

I sent him the video. I couldn’t help it. I wanted to feel that intense excitement as  I  waited  for  him  to  watch  the  video,  as  I  waited  for  his  response.  I  started  to wonder if I was gay, and then I immediately disregarded that thought and started to wonder if the real issue was that I was a masochist. Maybe it wasn’t dressing up and getting pounding in the backdoor that got me going, but the idea of being humiliated…

No, it couldn’t be that. Could it? If that was the case, then would I not secretly want Harry to leak the video? Because I certainly didn’t want that. I would have sooner  died  than  to  have  that—but  still,  I  sent  him  the  video.  And  he  replied eventually…  “Hot,”  he  said  simply.  A  warmth  filled  my  body.  Hot?  Was  I  hot?  I looked  in  the  mirror  and  did  a  little  pose.  I  had  great  curves,  a  killer  butt,  and amazing legs. My face wasn’t so bad either—maybe with a little bit of makeup and a bit of a haircut…

I really was losing my mind, wasn’t I? 

CHAPTER V

I  didn’t  see  Harry  until  basketball  practice,  after  school  on  Monday.  I  looked over at him a few times while we were doing drills, but he never looked back at me. When our coach told us all to take a break, Harry went over to his group of buddies  and  I  watched  them  talking  and  laughing  from  across  the  gym.  Harry pulled  out  his  phone  to  show  them  all  something  and  they  all  broke  off  into hysterical laughter. My heart was aflutter. He wasn’t showing them me, was he? 

One  of  the  guys  looked  over  his  shoulder  and  his  gaze  connected  with  mine, making my heart stop for a moment. He looked away, back to his friends. I didn’t know what to think. 

Suddenly I felt like everyone Harry came into contact with was looking at me, but I kept reassuring myself it was just paranoia. Harry wouldn’t dare risk his own reputation to ruin mine. I’d given him what he had wanted, hadn’t I? 

After practise, I stayed behind, volunteering to put away the bibs and raise the nets.  I  took  my  time,  hoping  everyone  would  be  gone  by  the  time  I  got  into  the locker room, so I wouldn’t have to face them in the off-chance Harry did spill the beans.  I  even  lingered  for  a  few  minutes  in  the  storage  room,  counting  the seconds  in  my  head.  It  usually  took  the  guys  about  six  or  seven  minutes  to  get changed and take off. I gave them a good ten before I slowly started making my way to the locker room. 

The room was empty. I considered locking the door behind me, but why would I? It’s not like I planned on getting dolled up again. It’s not like I had anything to hide anymore. In fact, it would just seem more suspicious if the door was locked and  someone  tried  to  get  in.  Why  is  the  door  locked?  What  were  you  doing  in here? So I took a deep breath and made my way towards my locker. Was this how it was going to be from now on? Would the paranoia ever cease? 

I opened up my locker and my heart stopped beating for a moment. My stuff was  gone,  replaced  by  a  nicely  folded  piece  of  black  lace.  I  looked  around  and then I lifted it up. It was lingerie, a one-piece teddy. There were already thick gel pads in the top. At the bottom of the locker was a yellow sticky-note. “Put it on,” 

the note said simply. My heart broke away into a frenzy. 

My gut turned. I wanted to put the thing on. It was so soft and I loved the way it was cut. I wanted to see how it looked on my body—and that scared me half to death. I looked around, walking around the row of lockers to see if he was hiding there somewhere, waiting to jump out with his camera again. Was I falling into a trap, or was he just looking to have some fun? And if I didn’t do it, then what? Was this just another part of the blackmail? Would he leak the original video of me in that dress to the school if I didn’t put on his little lace teddy? 

“Hello?” I called out, but there was no answer. If he wasn’t even there, why did he want me to put on the lingerie? I looked around for hidden cameras, but could see  nothing.  Not  to  mention,  I  don’t  think  Harry  was  smart  enough  to  figure  out how to set up a hidden camera system. 

So I bit the edge of my tongue and then I got undressed. If he wasn’t around, then what was the harm in indulging? I had the room all to myself. I went to the door, locked it, and then I slipped into the lace teddy. I loved the way it hugged my curves and my cock. The gel inserts felt surprisingly real. I cupped them with my hands and I squeezed, then I did a little hop, watching them bounce in the mirror. I ruffled  up  my  hair  and  wished  I  had  some  makeup  to  complete  the  look. 

Goddamn, I would have looked so good in a bit of eyeliner and some eye-shadow. 

I  would  have  been  a  fox,  dripping  with  sex.  Without,  I  wasn’t  so  bad  either.  I couldn’t complain, and I couldn’t help but smirk at my own reflection. 

I felt something scratchy at my side. I thought it was a tag, and then I reached into the lingerie and pulled out another stick note. “Go to the last shower on the left,” it read. My heart skipped a beat, but I followed the order. I expected to find him  standing  there,  but  the  stall  was  vacant.  But  hanging  on  the  enforced  steel curtain  rod  was  a  pair  of  handcuffs.  “Cuff  yourself,”  another  note  read.  This command wasn’t so easy to follow. 

There were two possible scenarios, and I didn’t like either: he was there, hiding somewhere, and he would be free to take pictures and videos of me while I was cuffed  to  that  steel  bar;  or,  he  had  gone  home,  leaving  me  to  be  found  in  the morning by one of the teachers, or worse, the whole first period gym class, in a little piece of skimpy lingerie. At least with the second option, I could claim I was bullied, forced into the little outfit and cuffed to the bar against my will. 

But there was also the possibility that he just wanted to have some fun, and the idea of being his to do whatever he wanted with while tied to that bar got my heart  pounding  and  my  nerves  buzzing.  I  reached  up  and  slipped  my  hand through the first cuff, closing it with the other. Then, I got my wrist into the second and clumsily managed to get it closed. I was trapped. I gave the bar a good tug but it was bolted down firmly, not going anywhere. I really was insane. I really had lost my mind. 

And  now  what  was  I  supposed  to  do?  Was  I  just  supposed  to  wait?  Was  I supposed  to  call  out  to  him?  A  cold  panic  crept  down  my  spine—what  if  I  was supposed to leave the door unlocked? What if he couldn’t get in, and I was stuck there until the janitor came by in the morning to unlock everything? Oh God, what have  I  done?  I  took  a  series  of  deep  breaths,  but  they  did  nothing  to  calm  my nerves.  My  arms  were  already  starting  to  hurt  after  a  couple  of  minutes.  They would have to be amputated after sixteen hours suspended in the air! 

And  then  I  heard  the  footsteps,  coming  from  inside  the  locker  room.  And  I heard his snickering, and the strangest relief washed over me. 

CHAPTER VI

I tried to turn around to face him, but the cuffs dug into my wrists when I spun more than a few degrees, so all I could do was awkwardly look over my shoulder. 

But it was him, and he was standing behind me with nothing but a towel around his waist. “How’s it hanging?” he said, and then he started to laugh. 

Throughout  the  years,  I’d  always  hated  his  mean  sense  of  humour  and  his condescending  laughter,  but  now,  I  found  myself  liking  it.  It  filled  me  with  the strangest  excitement.  I  liked  it  when  he  called  me  a  slut,  and  I  liked  it  when  he slapped me on the ass, like he was doing now. “Tell me how much you missed me this weekend,” he said. 

“I missed you so fucking much,” I said in my girl voice, which I’d secretly been practising throughout the weekend, whenever I was alone. 

“How much did you miss my cock?” 

“It was all I could think about, baby,” I said. 

He  reached  around  my  body  and  he  cupped  my  tits.  He  gave  them  a  good squeeze and then he started to explore my body. 

“Why aren’t you recording?” I asked. 

“Who  says  I’m  not?”  he  said.  I  tried  to  look  behind  me  to  see  what  he  was referring to, but I couldn’t cork my neck enough. I could tell that he wasn’t holding his  phone,  but  that  didn’t  mean  his  phone  wasn’t  propped  up  in  the  adjacent shower stall. Hell, as far as I could tell, one of his buddies could have been in that adjacent stall holding up one of the school cameras from the film classroom. 

One of his hands slid up from my breast, up my neck, and onto my face. He stuck two of his fingers into my mouth and I had the strangest instinct to suck. I got his fingers covered in my saliva, and then he reached the same hand down to my ass, pulling aside the lace strip of fabric to reveal my asshole. “Did you miss my little hole?” I asked, my heart racing. 

He gently penetrated me with one of his saliva-covered fingers. He pushed it in slightly  and  then  pulled  it  out.  When  he  went  in  again,  it  was  with  two  fingers. 

“Fuck yeah, I did,” he said. 

“Are you going to come in my little asshole?” I asked. 

“Maybe,” he said. 

And then I heard snickering, but it wasn’t his snickering. My heart stopped and my body became frozen. After a moment of cold terror, I managed to turn my head enough (uncomfortably) to see two other guys standing behind Harry. They were also just in towels, staring at me with hungry eyes and evil smiles. “What’s going on?”  I  managed  to  say  before  the  lump  in  my  throat  became  too  overwhelming, making it hard even to breathe. 

“Some of the other guys wanted in on the action. You don’t mind, do you? Of course  you  don’t—you’re  the  biggest  slut  in  the  school,”  he  said,  and  then  the three of them started to laugh. “Who wants first?” 

“Me,” Kyle, the nearly seven-foot-tall team point guard said. He was half-black, slender, with short black hair. “I don’t want no sloppy seconds.” 

My  ears  started  ringing,  making  it  impossible  to  hear  the  rest  of  their discussion, how they were going to split me up between them. I was about to be fucked  by  three  athletic  men,  in  the  asshole,  while  hanging  from  a  steel  curtain rod.  “Well?  What  are  you  waiting  for?  I’ve  got  shit  to  do,”  Harry  said,  stepping aside,  holding  the  strip  of  lace  aside  for  his  buddy,  keeping  my  little  asshole exposed. 

“You’re  totally  right.  She  is  pretty  hot,”  Andrew  said.  Andrew  was  one  of  the shorter guys on the team, a power forward who could run faster than anyone. He had  shaggy  hair  and  thick,  muscular  legs  that  bulged  with  every  step  he  took. 

“She even sounds like a chick and everything.” 

“I  told  you,”  Harry  said.  “Believe  me,  I  wouldn’t  touch  her  if  she  didn’t.”  I thought it was peculiar that they kept saying ‘she’, as if to convince one another and themselves that what they were doing wasn’t gay, that because I looked and sounded like a girl, I was a girl, and there’s nothing gay about gangbanging a girl in a locker room shower stall. I kind of liked them calling me a girl. It seemed to justify everything about what was happening—particularly my strange urge to put on girl’s clothing. If I just looked like a dude when I got dolled up, it wouldn’t be the same. It would just be downright embarrassing—but thankfully, I was hot. 

“You ever been stuffed with a big black cock before, honey?” Kyle asked. He grabbed  my  ass  cheeks  in  his  hands  and  he  squeezed.  His  hands  were  huge, covering  my  whole  ass.  He  spread  my  cheeks  and  then  said,  “Look  at  that  little fuckhole.” I didn’t expect him to sink down to his knees and eat me out like he did. 

He  got  his  tongue  in  deep,  fishing  around  in  my  hole,  making  my  legs  tremble slightly. It felt good—warm and wet. “What are you doing, faggot? Are you going to fuck her or not?” Andrew said. 

“I’m just getting her ready, asshole. You gotta warm a woman up—you would know that if you’d ever been laid before.” 

“She looks warm enough to me,” Andrew replied. 

“Oh, she’s warm now,” Kyle said, and he was right. My fear and anxiety was still  there,  but  it  was  being  overridden  by  an  intense  excitement  and  pulsing euphoria.  I  wanted  the  men  inside  of  me.  I  wanted  them  to  fuck  me  senseless, until my whole body was trembling. I wanted them to make me come inside of my little piece of lace lingerie. 

“Just fuck me, big boy,” I said. That got a rise out of the men. 

“Careful what you wish for,” Kyle said, and then he dropped his towel. I felt the tip of his thick rod pressing up against my wet, puckering hole. “She’s a tight one alright,”  he  said  with  a  low  grunt,  and  then  after  a  moment  of  pushing,  he  got

through. He pushed in deep—deeper and deeper and deeper, as if his cock was endless. I felt like I could feel it up in my throat. I looked down once his pelvis was finally  pressed  against  my  tush,  and  I  swear  I  could  see  a  slight  lump  in  my stomach  where  his  cock  was.  He  was  hung  like  a  goddamned  horse,  and somehow, I was taking all of it. And the most amazing part of it all was, it didn’t hurt.  It  felt  amazing.  I  wanted  more  of  him!  I  wanted  him  to  start  ramming  me stupid. I wanted to be his glorified sex toy. “You ready, cunt?” he said. 

“Are you?” I asked, biting the corner of my lip. 

Then  he  started  to  thrust,  pumping  me  with  his  long  rod,  pulling  out  entirely until the tip of his cock was teasing the rim of my hole, and then plunging down ruthlessly, filling me completely, making me gag. 

“Damn, she can take a cock,” Andrew said. 

“I told you,” Harry said. 

I felt so naughty, being fucked with an audience behind me—and loving every second of it. “Slap her ass,” Andrew said, so Kyle started to slap my ass. It hurt, but I didn’t mind. I could feel his cock hardening, as if it was turning him on even more. 

“Don’t stop,” I said. He was starting to grunt. 

“I can’t hold back,” he said between breaths. “She’s too tight.” I could feel his rod pulsing, getting ready to—

He  came.  His  giant,  hot  load  filled  me  up  deep.  He  made  sure  he  was completely inside of me when he started to erupt. I trembled all over, and then he stepped back. “Don’t let it fall out,” he said to Andrew, who was quick to have his erection pressed against my stretched out hole. I could feel Kyle’s hot load about to trickle out. But Andrew plugged the hole, and pushed the load back inside. 

“Holy fuck, how much cum did you spray in her?” Andrew asked. I could hear his cock squishing around in my now very wet hole. Andrew’s cock was short and fat, stretching me wider, his thick veins massaging my anal walls just right. 

“Remember—everything that happens in this room stays in this room. Got it?” 

Harry  said,  and  the  guys  all  mumbled  in  agreement.  Then,  I  really  wasn’t expecting what happened next: Harry came around me, fished my cock out from my lingerie, and then he sunk to his knees and began to suck. He was sucking my cock. He was no longer pretending I was just some slutty chick that needed to be stuffed. 

“What are you, a homo?” Kyle asked. 

“You were the one who came in his ass in under a minute,” Harry replied. That shut Kyle up fast, and rightly so. Kyle came quick—but I didn’t blame him. I looked fucking sexy and I was clenching his cock like I didn’t want it to leave my body—

because I didn’t. 

Harry tickled the tip of my rod with the tip of his tongue, getting me rock-hard in a matter of seconds. “Shit,” I said. He started to run his tongue up and down the

underside of my shaft. “You’re going to make me come,” I said. 

“Then come,” he said. He made sure I was inside of his mouth when my cock started to pulse and bloat. 

I tried to hold back for as long as I could, but I ended up coming—the exact moment  Andrew  started  to  come  in  my  backdoor,  another  massive  load  deep inside of my tush. Harry swallowed and then said, “My turn.” He had his cock in hand  and  ready  the  moment  Andrew  stepped  back,  plugging  me  up  before  the massive load of cum poured out of me. Harry didn’t last long. He fucked me hard and fast, like a horny rabbit, holding my hips tightly so I would stay in place. The sound of my sloppy asshole made me tremble in ecstasy. When he finally came, I felt  like  I  was  having  as  second  orgasm,  my  whole  body  trembling,  filled  with intense pleasure. “Fuck, it’s so wet in here,” he said moments before pulling out. 

When he finally pulled out, it was like he’d turned on a cum faucet. It all poured out of me, and it just kept pouring for what felt like ten seconds. The pile of cum on the ground was impressive. 

Harry unlocked my cuffs and the room became silent as the guys got dressed and  parted  ways.  It  was  just  like  the  week  before,  everyone  realizing  suddenly what  they’d  done:  fucked  a  man  in  the  ass.  And  I  was  silent  because  I  was realizing  this  secret  wasn’t  going  to  remain  a  secret  for  much  longer.  It  had already  spread  from  one  man  to  three,  and  in  high-school,  no  one  keeps  their mouth shut. 

There was no basketball practise the next day, and thankfully I didn’t have any classes with Harry, Kyle, or Andrew, and we didn’t cross paths. But I felt like I was getting more looks, particularly from Harry’s friend group, which was a large friend group. One guy stared at me for so long, I couldn’t help but wonder if one of the three guys let the secret slip, if I was moments away from total humiliation, or a single  basketball  practise  away  from  being  gangbanged  by  nine  well-endowed men. 

I skipped the next basketball practise. I couldn’t bring myself to show up, too afraid of what was awaiting me. I went home and found myself locked in my room, fantasizing about what kind of outfit was sitting in my locker, waiting for me to try on. I pushed the thought away. 

I needed to stop indulging in those impulses and those fantasies. I was getting carried away, letting the strange new addiction take over my life. It was all I could think about as I lay in bed, sleepless. It was all I could think about at all hours of every day. 

I  ended  up  dropping  out  of  basketball.  I  was  just  an  alternate  anyway.  I’d played  a  total  of  five  minutes  that  entire  semester.  And  I  needed  to  distance myself from my cross-dressing fantasies. It wasn’t fair—I looked so good in those little  dresses  and  lacy  pieces  of  lingerie.  For  once,  I  was  actually  good  at something.  Why  was  it  that  the  one  thing  I  was  good  at  was  frowned  upon  by society, mocked by everyone who considered themselves sane? 

It  was  Friday  afternoon,  two  weeks  after  my  first  afternoon  alone  with  Harry, when I got a package in the mail. The return address sounded fake, and the name was definitely fake: Barf McBarferson. I brought the package up to my room and opened it up. I froze as soon as I realized what was inside: women’s clothing—a number  of  different  outfits.  Barf  McBarferson  was  Harry.  There  was  a  note included with the package. “Come to school wearing the clothes and I’ll be your boyfriend,” it said. 

I  didn’t  even  consider  the  possibility  it  was  a  setup.  I  knew  it  was  real,  that Harry really wanted me to be his girlfriend. I covered my goofy smile with the palm of  my  hand,  even  though  I  was  alone.  It  was  perfect—too  perfect.  Had  it  been anyone else, I would have been mocked and bullied endlessly. But it was Harry, the  most  popular  guy  in  the  school.  If  Harry  started  dating  a  trans  chick,  then everyone would wish they were dating a trans chick. 

It would be so much fun, picking out an outfit every morning, messing around with different makeup styles and hair styles, feeling sexy in my own body. And if someone  did  look  down  their  nose  at  me,  then  screw  them—I  was  going  to  be dating  the  most  popular  guy  in  school,  the  star  of  the  basketball  team,  a  future NBA prospect. Who are you dating? 

I went straight to the store to buy myself a little makeup kit, a hair straightener, and a curling rod. I set my alarm for early in the morning, and as soon as I was awake,  I  put  on  the  white  short  overalls,  with  a  white  blouse  underneath,  and  I started to get dolled up. My heart was pounding with excitement the whole time. I looked so good, the way I was meant to look, the way I would look from now on. 

And I started towards school, practically running, biting my glossy bottom lip in a failed  attempt  to  contain  my  excitement.  I  didn’t  even  hesitate  as  I  stepped through those front doors. It took most of the morning for people to realize that I wasn’t ‘the new girl’, but I was the ‘old guy’. 

Harry  was  wearing  a  freshly  ironed  dress  shirt  and  a  red  tie.  People  kept asking him why he was dressed so nicely for a regular ol’ Monday, and he didn’t say  anything.  He  didn’t  need  to—when  he  kissed  me  in  the  hallway,  in  front  of everyone, that said everything that needed to be said. 

THE END
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