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A TALE OF RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION




QUIET TOWN


Sal has spent his whole life moving from foster family to foster family. Now, he’s on his way to Cheston, a small town that he’s never heard of. It’s a quiet town without much going on. Half of the homes were abandoned when the local mine shut down many years earlier.

Sal is eighteen now, but because of some debts left in his name, he’s stuck in that foster program until he can pay those debts off. So he has to get a job, and there’s only one place hiring: the adult toy factory. It’s the only thing driving the town’s crumbling economy: silicone toys for women. It’s not such a bad job; the pay is good, but when work is done, there’s nothing to do in Cheston.

But the young men of Cheston have found ways to keep themselves entertained in a town with almost no women to be found.


CHAPTER 1
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The new house was okay. It was big—bigger than our old house, and I guess that was the whole point. I just didn’t understand why we had to move to an entirely different state just to be in a bigger house.

“Well are you going to get a job to help with the mortgage payments?” my dad asked me. No—I should clarify; he wasn’t my dad. He was my foster dad. He made me call him dad, but really, I hardly knew him. I’d been living with him for five years, but I only ever saw him for an hour every evening, when he came home from work—and even then, it’s not like we were spending time together; he would go into his office, sit behind his computer, and ‘work’, as my foster mom liked to say. But I’d walked into that room while he was ‘working’ and all he was doing was playing some shoot-em-up video game.

Anyway—we needed more space. In the old house, I was sharing a small room in a three-bedroom house. Devon and Chris were my brothers—my foster brothers. They used the term step-brother, but I’m not sure that’s technically right. Oh well—using the right term is hopeless in a complicated situation, such as the one we were in. It really was complicated, with all of the kids in the house.

And when I say kids, I mean to say that we were kids relative to our foster parents. I was the youngest one in the house, and I’d just turned eighteen the month before. And I say that in the past-tense because I was no longer the youngest. Brett was the newcomer, one month younger than me. He was the reason we had to move. My foster parents (and for the sake of brevity moving forward, I’ll just call them my parents) told the foster agency that we had space for one more, so they sent Brett. We didn’t actually have the space. For the first month, he slept on the couch in the living room. Then the agency found out he was sleeping on a couch and they threatened to put him in a different home, so my parents slept on the couch and Brett took their bed. Within two weeks, the house was on the market and my parents were eyeing listings all over the country.

It was a scam, essentially. My parents would never admit it in a thousand years, but it was just a reality; my mom didn’t want to work and my dad hardly made any money at his dead-end job. But for every foster kid in the house, they got more money from the government. Apparently, the government didn’t have a limit—they just kept throwing in money for every addition, and the foster company was too stupid to catch onto the scheme, even after we had eight kids in the house.

I saw the childcare-benefit cheque back when there were only six of us: almost three-grand—not a bad cash out considering they didn’t really do anything for us. I mean—I shouldn’t say that they didn’t do anything; they did feed us, though I don’t think they spent more than five bucks on each meal. We ate a lot of ramen noodles, and peanut butter sandwiches for dinner weren’t unusual. All of our clothes were donated, and so were our bedsheets and shoes. Four of my brothers worked, and my parents insisted on taking half of what they made as ‘rent’. The government no longer considered us dependents when we turned eighteen, but my parents were still stuck with us: eight young men, no longer making them any cash from the government—so it only made sense to push us into jobs. I know for a fact that Aaron made four thousand bucks the month before at his landscaping gig—two thousand went straight to mom and dad. So really, they were doing even better now that we were working age… And they didn’t have to deal with the government anymore!

So I guess I understood why they brought Brett into the home, even though they only got one month of government childcare benefit out of him before he turned eighteen. “We really think you should consider getting a job,” I heard them tell him the day before we moved to a new state. “There are lots of job openings where we’re moving. A part-time job would be good for you.” But really, they just wanted more cash. They’d been pestering me to get a job for ages too—since I was sixteen and legally allowed to work in our town.

And they weren’t lying: the town we were moving to, Cheston, was suffering from an employee shortage. The factory that drove the town’s economy was hiring, all of the restaurants needed bus boys and waiters, and a few needed cooks. The mall had NOW HIRING signs tacked all over it, in the window of nearly every store. “What the hell happened here?” I asked Devon as we wandered through that quiet mall. The place almost seemed like a ghost town, though there was infrastructure in place for a thousand residents.

“Dad said it was the pandemic,” Devon said as we approached the smoke shop. He slipped a ten-dollar bill out from his pocket—money that he made a hustle he kept secret from our parents. He drew porn art commission online for fifty bucks a piece. Now, he was buying a pack of cigarettes: an addiction that he kept secret from our parents. “That’s why they picked this state, you know,” Devon continued. “They upped their welfare programs when the pandemic started. Half of the workforce ended up quitting because they made more money from the government, sitting around at home doing whatever they wanted to do. Mom and dad are both going onto welfare here, so they won’t have to work. And then, as an added bonus, we can all either go on welfare and give them half of our money, or we can get a job—pretty much anywhere—and give them half of our paycheque. When mom says that she wanted to move here to be closer to her parents, she’s full of shit. She doesn’t even like her parents.”

I knew it was true; whenever my mom’s parents called, my mom made a point of turning her phone to silent and slipping it away. In four years, I’d seen her answer the phone twice. And I’d only met the parents once. Now, we were still two states away from them.

I looked around that desolate mall and wondered if it was true: was the whole town actually on welfare now? Did nobody want to work? I looked at the few employees lingering around and wondered why they were working if they could just be better off on welfare… I suppose I could think of a few reasons: wanting to have work experience on a resume, something to do, maybe some delusions of a potential career with the company…

We walked by that factory on the way home from the mall. There was a chubby man standing at the edge of the large, empty parking lot. He was waving his arms at us. We both stared at him for a long moment before reluctantly crossing the road to see what he wanted. “You two work at the mall?” he asked.

“Nah, brother,” said Devon, slipping out a fresh smoke. “Why? What do you want?”

“Work anywhere?” he asked.

We both shook our heads.

“Come on in, I’ll give you both a job. Best pay you’ll get in town. It’s easy work, too.”

“Sorry, brother,” Devon said. “Not interested.”

“What about you?” the man said, turning his gaze to me. He was almost trembling in a strange way, obviously desperate for manpower.

“What about me?” I said.

“You want a job? The pay is good—I swear.”

“If the pay is so good, why don’t you have any workers?” Devon asked, taking a drag from his freshly lit cigarette.

“It’s complicated,” the man growled, darting his gaze over at Devon for a short moment before looking back at me. “So what do you think, kid? Want to work for me? It’s easy work.”

“What do you even make in there?” I asked.

“What difference does it make?” he asked, and I thought it was a very odd question—it took me by surprise completely. I tried to think of an answer to his question, but couldn’t. Did it make a difference?

“What do you make in there?” Devon asked, narrowing his eyes. “Why is that such a controversial question?”

“It’s not a controversial question,” he said. “We make toys for adults, alright? We’re the largest manufacturer of adult toys in the country. I can see that you’re both snickering, and I get it—it’s silly. Get the giggles out. I’m guessing you aren’t from here. Just visiting? Am I wasting my time?”

“We live here,” Devon said. I’m not sure why Devon was offering up so much information to this stranger. I’m not even sure why we were still talking to the man.

“You do?” he said with a suspicious look on his face. “Well, then that makes you the only two people in town that don’t know what keeps this town running. You can snicker all you want, but the pay is good. It’s better than the welfare that you can get in this state—and not many places around here can say that.”

“So why don’t you have any workers then?” Devon asked.

“Two reasons,” the man groaned. “One, people would rather make less money and not work—it’s just a reality. Watching Netflix all day is apparently more fulfilling than working a belt. And the second reason… a lot of people don’t, uh, want to be associated with the product.”

Devon started laughing, and the man’s face turned dark red.

“Laugh it up, kid. I was just trying to be nice.”

“What’s the pay?” I asked.

“Starts at eighteen. If you work for a month and I like you, it goes up to twenty.”

“An hour?” I asked.

“Of course,” he said.

Even Devon stopped laughing, though there was no way that he was going to stop doing his porno commissions to work in a factory. Sometimes he got two or three commissions in a single day, and he could bang them out in a couple of hours. But I didn’t have that luxury. I couldn’t trace a stick man.

“I have to get back in to check the systems,” the man said. “You want to try working or do you want to be bums like everyone else in this town?”

“We’ll be bums,” laughed Devon. “Thanks for the offer though. I’m sure you’ll find some great workers for your dildo factory.” He snickered like a pre-teen boy, making the factory manager’s face even redder.

“I’ll try it,” I said. Then Devon paused and turned to look at me. “I’ll even work for less.”

The man was silent. Devon’s lips parted and his head tilted to one side, making him look like a confused pug. “What the hell is wrong with you, Sal?”

“What do you mean, less money?” the man asked.

“You can pay me sixteen,” I said. “But I want six of that under the table.”

“You want me to pay you sixteen dollars an hour?”

“Ten—minimum wage—with a paycheque. Six in cash, under the table.”

The man was stunned. “You an illegal or something?” he asked.

I shook my head.

“I had someone try this before to get on welfare,” he said. “It doesn’t matter how much I pay you—if you’re working forty hours, you don’t qualify for welfare.”

“I know that,” I said.

Devon rolled his eyes. “It’s not worth eleven bucks an hour,” he groaned; he did the math in his head. Our parents would see that I was making ten, and they would take five. Then, I could pocket the other six: a total of eleven dollars in my pocket each hour, which was more than the nine I would walk away with if my parents saw that I was making eighteen—and still more than the ten I would get once I was making twenty.

“Alright, kid,” the man said, shaking his head. “That’s what you want, we can work something out. But you have to run the belt, and I don’t want you squealing to the job board that I’m paying you under the table like that.”

“Whatever,” I said.

And so I was the first one employed in the ‘family’. Well, technically I was the second one employed. Aaron had a job lined up before we even moved. He called landscaping companies up as soon as we found out where we were going, and he got a number of offers. He was thrilled about an offer he got for eighteen-per-hour—nine after my parents took their cut. I never thought that I would make more than Aaron. Aaron was one of the hardest workers I’d ever met in my life—shocking, because he was one of the smallest men I’d ever met, hardly taller than five feet, with a frame like a teen girl. But he worked twelve-hour shifts, working big machines, pushing heavy wheelbarrows. I wasn’t cut out for that kind of work, even though I wasn’t much bigger than him. Hard work like that destroyed me. My muscles would ache after an hour of labor. I was honestly worried that working a belt was going to be exhausting: standing on my feet all day was strangely tiring.

My parents were surprisingly annoyed when I told them what I thought was good news. “You accepted a job for minimum wage?” they said. “Here? In Cheston? Why not just go on welfare?”

“He said he would give me a two-dollar raise after a month,” I explained.

“Twelve-dollars—that’s still less than welfare,” my father said—and he would know because he’d spent the whole day filling out the paperwork to get himself onto welfare.

“Well, I thought it would be good on a resume—and I think I can work my way up over the next few months.”

He groaned and rolled his eyes. “You understand that half of that goes to the household, right? This house wasn’t free—and if you expect us to feed and clothe you… we’re not made of money.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said. “I get it.”

Though now I was eyeing local rentals. I was thinking of moving out. If I could make eighteen bucks an hour, that was more than enough to pay for rent and food and still have a bit of cash leftover. I was an adult now…

But I, sadly, had debts, and my situation was complicated. When my real parents passed away, they left me with debts that I had to pay off as soon as I was out of foster care. As long as I was in foster care, those debts were frozen, legally, by the debt holder. Once the debt was unfrozen, I would be paying close to four-hundred each month just to pay off the debt interest. As long as I stayed in foster care while saving up money, I could pay off the debt principal in a large payment later, to avoid interest…

Aaron was in a similar situation, but his parents left him with three-times the debt that I had. Devon didn’t have any debt; I’m really not sure why he stuck around in the foster home after he turned eighteen. Our other brothers—they all had different situations, but in the end, for most of us, there was some benefit to staying in the foster program.

I found a nearby apartment renting for eight-hundred per month. It was a nice one-bedroom, recently renovated, with a large balcony. The rent included utilities. It was tempting, but first, I needed a stable job. I needed money for the deposit, for the first few months of rent, and I needed a stable job on my application if I had any chance of being accepted—and then I still had to consider that big debt, which certainly showed up whenever someone checked my credit history.

Long story short, I was stuck in foster care for at least a few more months, and maybe for a few more years.

My brothers all mocked me when they found out that I got a job at the dildo factory. “Do you get an employee discount?” Chris asked before breaking off into an uncontrollable fit of laughter.

“Whatever,” I said, shaking my head. “A job is a job.”

“Hasn’t anyone told you? You don’t need to work here. You can get, like three thousand bucks per month from welfare.”

“I don’t want to be on welfare,” I said.

“Why not?” Chris asked, narrowing his eyes.

“I just don’t want that,” I said. I didn’t want to tell anyone else that I was going to be making extra money under the table, and that I would have tons of money to spend on whatever I wanted—or to just save towards paying off my debt.

As I got into bed that night, I got a message from my new boss. “Tomorrow morning, 7:00 AM.”

I groaned and rolled over to face my window. Now, I was only sharing a room with Chris, but he was out, trying to find someone over the age of twenty-one to buy him beer.

The town was dark and quiet, as if nobody lived there—just as it was all day. I really was starting to wonder if all of those homes were empty. Where were all of these people on welfare? More than half of the town was supposedly on the government teet—but I hadn’t seen any. We spent the whole day walking around, and I only saw the odd store employee, and a couple of senior citizens strolling the quiet streets, looking confused and aimless, with nowhere to be.

I started to fall asleep, dreading my first day of work. It was close to midnight, and I was on the brink of being asleep, and then I heard laughter.

It was coming from outside. I heard the voices too: female voices. I sat up and blinked a few times before seeing six girls, dressed in tiny skirts and tight tops. They were walking together, all dolled up: makeup on, hair all fancy. One of the girls was holding a small mirror and applying lip gloss. Another was admiring the short skirt of the girl in front of her.

I planted my elbows on my windowsill and watched the girls for a minute, until they were right in front of our new house. Then I called to them: “Hey ladies,” I said with a smile. “Nice night for a stroll.” I have to admit that the girls were pretty cute. There was a blonde near that back that particularly caught my attention, with tall heels on her feet and bright pink gloss on her lips. She eyed me and smiled.

The girls looked at each other and giggled. “Weird night for a party, no?” I said. It was a Wednesday night in the middle of October.

“We’re not going to a party,” one girl called out to me. “Just going to a friend’s house.”

“Looks like a party,” I smiled.

They giggled again. “You want to come?” one asked.

I really did want to join the girls, but I had to be up in less than six hours for work, and I didn’t want to be a zombie during my first day—even if it was just a lame job at the dildo factory. “Another night,” I said. “Maybe I can get your number.” I looked at the blonde. She was really stunning, with a small nose and bright blue eyes that I could see from halfway down the block.

“Sal!” my mother called out from down the hall. “Who are you talking to?”

“Shit,” I said. “I have to go.”

“We’ll find you!” one of the girls shouted out, and then they all laughed before jaunting off. I watched them go, and then I hurried into bed before my mother got to my door.

“Are you talking to someone?” my mother asked.

I shook my head. “I was asleep,” I said with a fake groan.

She stared at me for a moment before turned and walking away. Twenty minutes later, I heard more chatter outside. I looked out and saw more girls: some across the road, some on our side of the street. They were everywhere, as if it was Halloween Night, but without costumes and only for young women. Sadly, none of them were coming up to our door and asking for treats. I wanted to ask them all what the hell was going on, but I was tired, and I didn’t want to get in trouble with my parents, so I just watched them before slipping back into bed—managing to get about four hours of sleep before my alarm went off.


CHAPTER 2
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The factory had a terrible smell; that smell made it hard to focus on what my boss was saying to me. It was a very intense rubber smell, like rubber that was on fire, right under your nostrils. I can’t help but think that the smell was enough to cause brain cancer. “You’ll get used to it,” said my boss. “Just worry about your belt.”

My belt was about fifty feet long. It was my job to grab the dildos, inspecting each and every one. That was it… I just had to quickly inspect the dildos for flaws and toss the bogus ones into a bin so they could be melted down and reformed. At first, I thought the job was pointless, and then I started seeing the bogus dildos. I wasn’t quite moving fast enough and I let a deformed rubber dick slip by me. It confused the next part of the machine and then the whole system shut down and a robotic voice started chiming ‘ERROR! ERROR! ERROR! BELT FOUR! ERROR! ERROR! ERROR!’

“You have to work faster,” my boss said, patting me on the back. “You can’t let that happen again. For every minute the system is down, we lose about four thousand dollars.”

It took three minutes to get the system back up and running, and now I was on my toes; I didn’t want to lose the company another twelve thousand dollars. Before lunch, I managed to catch a dozen bogus dildos.

The first hour on the job was awkward, handling those wobbly cocks. The boss told me that we were making A-sized toys, for the Asian market. I quickly realized that A-sized meant small dicks, because the toys were very, very small. It was hard to believe a woman would want something so small. I felt so embarrassed holding the toys, which hadn’t been colored yet, or stamped with the company logo. The toys were complete with veins and a big, round tip—and even a little urethra hole. But those embarrassed jitters were gone quickly as the tediousness of the job began to set in.

After lunch, we set to work on an order of E-sized toys for the novelty market. The dildos coming down the belt were big and heavy, made from a pound of thick rubber. My arm was tired after an hour of lifting up the heavy dicks, spinning them around to inspect for flaws.

I let another bad one slip through the cracks near the end of the day. It got jammed in the system and then we were down for fifteen minutes. I was the recipient of a few scolding eyes. Because of me, we all had to stay twenty minutes past closing time. I’m not sure why everyone was so grumpy—we all got double time.

On my way to the door, one of the senior belt managers was standing next to a bin of faulty cocks. “Want to take one home?” he asked with a blunt look on his face. I thought he was joking, so I laughed, but he didn’t laugh with me.

“Wait, are you serious?” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know what you’re into, and I don’t care. These ones are going into the trash. Bad silicone. They can’t be melted down again.” He lifted one out of the bin and let it wobble in the air. “Nothing wrong with it, really. It’s just not up to the company standard. Want one or not?”

“No, bro. I’m good,” I laughed, so I continued to the back room to punch my card. Then, I started my fifteen-minute walk home through that quiet town. I didn’t pass a single person, even though I cut straight through the town’s ‘downtown’ core. It was like a ghost town: completely silent. I literally saw a tumbleweed blow across the road. I stopped in the middle of town square and looked around. I waited a moment before calling out, “Anyone here?”

Did my parents really pick this town because of the welfare? Did they really not care about anything else? Sure, it was easy to get welfare or a job—but there was literally nothing else to do. There was no movie theater—not an open one, anyway. The old theater was boarded up. The old arcade was boarded up. Half of the stores in the mall weren’t open. There were no shops selling video games or books.

“Can I help you?” a voice called out. I looked across the road and saw an old man, sitting on a folding chair on the front step of an old office building. The building was boarded up, like most of the shops in town.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Why do you want to know?”

“Do you just sit there all day?”

“What else should I be doing?” he called back with a scowl on his face. He apparently thought that I was grilling him. He stared at me for a long moment before shaking his head. “You’re one of them, aren’t you?”

“One of what?” I said.

He scoffed and shook his head again. “I mind my business when you go out at night, and you can mind your business now.”

I had no idea what he was talking about, so I decided to leave him alone. He was in a bad mood.

My whole family was at home—except for Aaron, who was out trying to find a truck that he could use for work. There was a stranger standing in the living room: a young, effeminate man. He was speaking with my parents, and he sounded gay. I’m not sure how else to describe that voice, but we all know that voice. He waved his hand around as he spoke. Then he turned to me and smiled.

“Jeremy is going to be renting out the basement,” my mother told me. “He just moved to town.”

“You took another foster?” I said, perplexed.

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “We’re just renting out the basement, to help cut costs.” But the basement was where two of my brothers slept. “Where are Brett and Devon going to sleep?”

“We’re going to move Brett into your room, and Devon will go in the room across the hall.”

I bit down on my tongue. I was tempted to put up a fight, but I’d made that mistake before. I was on a tight leash. My parents knew that I would be removed from the foster program as soon as they kicked me out, which meant I would have to start paying off that debt (or collecting massive interest).

They told us that we were moving to be closer to family, and to have more space. Now, we were confined to the same amount of space as before, and we still weren’t visiting family—and to make matters worse, we were in some desolate ghost town with nothing to do.

“This is horseshit,” Devon said to me as he passed me in the upstairs hallway, dragging his tattered suitcase. “I’m done with this shit. I’m getting my own place. I’m really doing it this time.” Then he looked up at me. “We can get a place together, Sal. What do you think? Let’s get out of this shithole.”

It was tempting. “I need money to pay off my debt,” I reminded him.

“Fuck it,” he said. “Just have debt, like everyone else in the world.”

“I don’t want to have debt for the rest of my life,” I said.

He groaned and rolled his eyes. “You’d rather live here, crammed in a room with three other guys, having to give half of your paycheque to a couple of cheap fucks?”

“I just need to save up for a bit. It won’t take long.”

“Whatever, man. I’m moving out. I’m really going to do it this time.” But he was lying. I saw him looking at rentals for a few minutes. I watched him eye the prices, and then I watched him as he worked through the math in his head, realizing how much he would be left with after paying his bills. It wasn’t long before he was back to scrolling through the internet, looking at memes and cartoon porn drawn by his online friends.

It was only 9:00 PM when the tiredness hit me. All of my brothers were still awake, practically just starting their day. I went up to my room and crashed on the bed, dreading my next day at the factory. I fell asleep fast. But I woke up around midnight, hearing noises downstairs. I let my eyes flutter open, blinking a few times as I tried to focus on those soft noises. I heard the door open. Then, I heard some giggling: female giggling, coming from outside.

“Quiet!” hushed a male voice.

I walked open to my opened window and looked out to see a group of girls meeting up with Chris. Chris was immediately embraced by the girls. They snuggled right up to him and then they all started down the street together. Chris looked like an absolute baller with the girls.

I would have called out to him, but I was totally baffled by the sight. Chris wasn’t exactly the player type. He was built like me: short, skinny, with shaggy hair and a permanent baby face. I once saw him approach a girl at the mall, asking her if she wanted to grab a coffee. She told him that she didn’t date guys younger than her little sister; she was fourteen. Then, all of the girl’s friends laughed at Chris as he scurried away. Good on him for trying, I suppose.

And good for him now, sneaking away with that group of honeys. I was jealous. While Chris was going out to party with a bunch of hot girls, I was trying to get some sleep so I could have some energy to spot faulty dildos. Maybe I was better off on welfare. Maybe I was wasting my time working a job. Sure, it would take longer to make the money that I needed to pay off my debt, but I would be happier. I could go and party with hot girls. I could get some action—and I could get a proper sleep.

The jealousy kept me awake for a few hours, so I was groggy when I finally woke up to my alarm, letting me know it was time to go to work.

I only let a single bad dildo slip by me at my second day of work: a whole day of inspecting C-sized dildos. I learned that I was about a C-size—maybe not quite as thick.

On my way out, the belt manager held out a box of bad cocks. “Want one? Otherwise, they’re going in the trash.”

I laughed and shook my head. “I don’t want a dildo.”

“It’s free,” he said.

“I understand. I still don’t want it.”

“I have a friend who puts one in his pants when he goes to the beach. He claims he gets tons of attention from the girls.”

I laughed, though he apparently wasn’t joking. “You want one or not?”

“No,” I said.

Then, one of my coworkers—a guy named Frank—grabbed one from the box. “See you tomorrow, Dave.”

“Wait,” I said. “Are you actually taking one?” I started laughing.

“Hey man, don’t knock it ‘till you try it,” Frank said, and I thought he was messing with me, and then he just walked away. I guess he actually wanted the dildo.

“Sure you don’t want one?” Dave asked.

“I’m good, bro.” So I left, starting my long walk home through that desolate town. I wasn’t yet used to that quiet town; it was just too quiet. I’d lived in small towns before. I’d been with eight different foster families in my life, and five of them lived in towns with populations under a thousand people. But there was just something downright off-putting about Cheston. Those small towns I lived in were actually small; Cheston was fairly big—and dense. There were buildings everywhere. But there were no people. The other small towns I lived in were indeed small, but it always seemed like there were people everywhere—especially on warm days like today. Even in the dead of winter, you would see people out shoveling their walks—or even just walking to and from the liquor store. In Cheston, the liquor store was just as desolate as the boarded-up theater.

When I got back to the house, I saw Chris leaving the bathroom, wrapped in a towel, hair wet from the shower. His body was still steaming. He looked at me with a sheepish look—maybe even a guilty look. His cheeks turned red and he shied his face away.

“Good night?” I said with a grin.

“What are you talking about?” he said, brushing by me on the way to his room. I followed him, leaning against his doorway. “A little privacy?” he said.

“Where did you go last night?” I asked.

“Nowhere. What are you talking about?”

I looked down the hall, to make sure nobody else was around, listening. Then I looked back at Chris. “I saw you go out.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said, darting his gaze away, still with that guilty look.

“I’m not going to rat you out, bro. I’m honestly jealous. Who were those girls? Did you get lucky?”

He stared into my eyes for a long moment. I watched him swallow, maybe swallowing a nervous lump. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I went to bed early last night, and I slept through the night.” But I could tell that he was lying. Maybe he thought I was trying to set him up; maybe he was worried that I was going to get him into trouble.

“Why are you lying to me? I saw you leave,” I said. “I saw the girls.”

“You’re delusional. You were dreaming,” he said.

“No—I wasn’t dreaming,” I said. “I know the difference between a dream and reality, Chris. Why are you being weird? I’m not going to rat you out. Besides—you’re an adult. You can do what you want to do. You don’t need mom and dad’s permission to go out at night.”

“I know I don’t,” he said, turning away from me, walking to his dresser to pick out an outfit for the evening. “Maybe you saw someone else. I didn’t go out last night.”

I was shocked that he was lying to me—and a bit offended. Chris had always trusted me before. He would always tell me about his crushes, and we often stayed up late together, talking about girls. I could only assume that something embarrassing happened; maybe he tried to make a move on one of the girls and he got awkwardly rejected.

“Whatever, man,” I said, shaking my head. “I was just curious. If you don’t want to tell me about it, then that’s fine—keep it to yourself. But if you change your mind—bring me along with you next time. I can only assume that a few of those girls were single.”

“I just don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said. Then, I heard dad coming down the hall, so I decided to drop it. I didn’t want Chris getting into any trouble, even though he was an adult and could do what he wanted. I don’t think our parents cared what we did, as long as they were getting a cut of the money we made. Chris had already applied for the same welfare that our dad applied for.

I didn’t stay up for too long after dinner. I crashed hard and slept like a rock, until around 1:00 AM when I heard some voices out the window again. I was quick to spring up, excited to see the girls again—and I got just what I wanted. Over the next fifteen minutes, I saw two dozen girls—and not a single guy. I couldn’t believe my eyes as they went by, all dolled up, off to party somewhere or another. I heard the creaking of our back door. I couldn’t see the back of the house from my bedroom window, but I could only assume that Chris—or maybe one of my other brothers—was sneaking out to meet up with the girls. And I was tempted to throw on some clothes to join them as well.

I paused for a moment. Maybe that’s exactly what I should do!

So I ran to my dresser and grabbed a pair of jeans, a shirt, and a pair of boxers. I didn’t even bother grabbing socks, knowing that they would just slow me down. I rushed to put everything on and then I crept down the steps quietly. I was on my way to the back door when I was stopped in my tracks, finding myself face-to-face with a girl in our kitchen.

She froze and stared at me, wide-eyed, dolled up with her blonde hair curled and red lipstick on her lips. I looked around, assuming that she was there with one of my brothers, but she seemed to be alone. “C—Can I help you?” I asked.

She shook her head.

“Why are you here?” I said. And then I considered the possibility that she was robbing us. Maybe those girls went around breaking into homes, assuming they were empty like half of the homes in that town.

She was silent as she stared back at me. Why would a robber get all dolled up? She was holding a pair of high heels in her right hand, standing barefoot on our kitchen tiles.

“Seriously—why are you here?” I asked.

“I’m meeting a guy,” she said softly—so softly that I had to strain to hear her.

“Who?” I asked. But she didn’t answer me. She just kept staring at me, making me think that it was none of my business. Maybe it wasn’t any of my business. I wasn’t going to rat them out—I just wanted to know who was scoring the babe in my house.

I looked out the kitchen window and saw that the girls were gone now. I didn’t have time to chat with this stranger; if I was going to find out where these girls were going, I needed to move. “Alrighty then,” I said. “I’ll catch you later.” And then I zipped out the front door, trying to move the door carefully so that it wouldn’t creak, but of course that only make it creak louder.

I rushed down to the sidewalk and looked down the road. “Shit,” I said. Now, there were no girls in sight. I stuffed my hands into my pockets and I jogged down to the end of the block, looking left and right to see where the girls had gone—but I lost my window. I wasted too much time with that girl in our kitchen. So I dragged my feet back to my house. The stranger was no longer in my kitchen. The house was quiet, just like the rest of the town. I got into bed and found myself wondering if any of it was real, or if Chris was right: maybe I was just having strange hallucination-style dreams.
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Another long day at the factory left me with sore legs. There’s something about standing in one place for eight hours that just kills the leg muscles—and the back muscles. I was starting to ache all over. Dave saw me rubbing my back. “You get used to it,” he said.

“Great,” I groaned.

At 2:00 PM, the belts stopped running. I was worried that I’d let a faulty dildo go by, but then I found out that we’d completed our orders. “So what do we do now?”

“We need your help in packaging,” said Dave, so we all filtered into the warehouse, which was filled with crates of dildos and empty boxes, and piles of labels. We all stood at tables and sorted the dildos into boxes, based on the order sheet. I was tasked with three-hundred boxes, while the more experienced guys were given five hundred. Only a handful of my labels were in English. That factory shipped dildos all over the globe. I found it particularly funny that there were more dildos going to Kazakhstan than any other country. I guess they were pretty bored over there.

When the day ended, Dave stood at the door again with a box of faulty toys. “Want one?” he asked.

“Do you do this every day?”

“I hate seeing them get tossed out. They go straight into the trash, and they don’t break down. These things will still be around in one-hundred thousand years. It’s wasteful. Do you want one or not?”

“No,” I said.

“See you on Monday.” And it wasn’t until he said it that I realized it was Friday. A massive wave of relief washed over me, as if I’d been working at that factory for ten years. I don’t think a person is supposed to get so tired of a job so quickly. But the reality was: the work was tedious and boring. A few of the more experienced guys wore headphones and listened to music and podcasts while they worked. I thought about doing the same thing; maybe that would make the days slightly more bearable.

I took a step towards the door, and then Dave said, “Why did you move here, kid?”

I stopped and looked at him. “What do you mean?”

“You aren’t one of them—so why did you move here?”

“One of who?”

He stared into my eyes, as if he was trying to read my mind. “You really are new here, huh?”

“What’s that supposed to mean? I didn’t choose to move here. My parents moved here and I had to move with them.”

“You’re an adult, aren’t you? You have to be at least sixteen—old enough to live on your own, especially with a job.”

“It’s complicated,” I growled, feeling like he was digging into business that wasn’t his own. I didn’t like people prying into my life. I hated telling people that I was in the foster program; I hated them treating me like I was some sort of victim—or worse, thinking that I was some sort of delinquent who was kicked out of my family home.

“Well, be careful here,” he said. “This town changes people. If I were you, I would get out as soon as you’re able.”

“Why’s that? How does it change people?” I asked with a small laugh.

He rolled his eyes. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you, kid. Just get out. Take your next paycheque and rent a nice place in Twin Lakes or something.”

“Alrighty then,” I said, writing him off. He didn’t know my situation, and I could only assume that he was telling me that Cheston was a place where dreams went to die, like every small town that has an economy based around a single business. It’s not a place where someone could flourish as an artist or pursue some dream of becoming a filmmaker. In Cheston, you either worked at the factory, the mall, or you went on welfare—and during lunch that afternoon, I overheard some of the factory workers talking about the state’s plans to cut the welfare now that the pandemic was over. “All these sissies are going to be applying for jobs en masse. It’s going to be anarchy when they realize all the good jobs were snatched up by the hard workers, like us.”

I had no idea if it was true. I tried to look it up online, to see if the welfare program was going to be cut, but I couldn’t find any news on the topic; it seemed like speculation based on something he heard from someone who claimed they heard something from someone who knew something… But if it was true, it probably meant we would be moving all over again. It seemed like that had become my parents’ goal: find a place where they didn’t have to work. Right now, that place was Cheston, but it probably wasn’t going to stay that way for long. The workers at the factory were talking about a population boom in town. “Sixty newcomers in the past month alone,” said one of the guys. “Over two hundred since April. Can you believe that? They’re all coming for the welfare.”

“What are they going to do when it runs out?”

“Raise the taxes until there’s nothing left to take.”

When I got home, I was surprised to see my brothers just sitting around. It was 6:00 PM. Usually, they were all gearing up to party on a Friday night. I was hoping to find them all styling their hair and ironing their best shirts, hoping they might invite me along to wherever they were going. “I might just crash early tonight,” Chris said. Devon was in his room, working on a commission piece; it was a woman being raped by a lion with an enormous penis. “The guy’s paying three-hundred for it—I’m not going to judge him.” To make the piece more horrifying, Devon had a photo of a girl up on his screen; he was using it as a reference, as requested by the client. The girl in the photo looked frighteningly underage.

“I can’t believe you’re drawing that,” I said.

“It’s something I can whip up in less than two hours—start to finish,” he said. “You have to work three and a half days to make as much cash.” He looked up at me with a grin. “Besides, it’s not like I get anything out of it. It’s just business.”

“How can it just be business? How can you feel nothing, drawing her pussy all stretched out like that? And is that supposed to be blood?”

“Do you feel anything when you’re handling big, fat dildos all day long?” he asked.

I don’t know why, but the comment shut me up. Maybe it really was just work to him. He probably looked at the image and just saw the composition, the anatomy, the colors, the linework. The content, to him, was irrelevant, just like how the product was irrelevant to me at the factory. I was handling dildos, but it could have just as easily been anything else: car parts, furniture, tampons, paper plates…

“What are you doing tonight?” I asked.

“Finishing this,” he said. “And then I’m going to start another one.”

“That’s it? No parties?”

“Parties?” he said. “What parties? There’s nobody here.”

I groaned. I found Aaron. Aaron was just lying on his bed, staring at the ceiling. “Going out tonight?” I asked.

“Going out where?”

“Anywhere.”

He shook his head. “I pulled my back at work. I think I’m going to be spending the weekend in bed.”

“Nobody’s doing anything,” I moaned.

“Aren’t you tired? You were up so early,” he said. “I heard you leaving for work. And look at the bags under your eyes. Why do you want to party? Just get some sleep. Get some rest before work on Monday. Trust me—a week goes by a lot faster when you’re rested. Partying is fun when you’re young, but it starts to become a chore when you get older.”

He was only a bit older than me. “You know that I’m eighteen, right?”

“That’s too old, as far as I’m concerned.”

“I’m not even legally old enough to drink. How can I be too old to party?”

He waved me off, so I left the room. I paced around the house. Was this really what life was like in Cheston? Was my life really just an endless cycle of sleep, eat, and work?

I went to my own bed after meandering around the house aimlessly for a while. I had nothing better to do, so I just went to sleep. Maybe Aaron was right: maybe my time was better spent sleeping, so I could suffer through a week of work more effectively.

I drifted off to sleep, and I stayed asleep… until around 12:30 AM, when I heard the distant giggle of a girl, coming from my window.

I’d always been a light sleeper. The slightest noise woke me up, making it hard to get any sleep in a house with seven (and now eight) other kids in it. I stood up carefully, making sure not to make any noise as I walked by my roommates’ beds. I looked out and saw the girls, walking in their little groups, all heading in the same direction: following that same nightly ritual. I wanted to call out to them, but I didn’t want to wake anyone in my house up. But I couldn’t stand not knowing where they were going any longer; it was probably the only exciting place in that whole town.

So I got dressed and crept out from my room. I moved fast—as fast as I could without making too much noise. I tiptoed down the hallway and then down the steps. I held my breath through the kitchen, and then I pushed open the front door as gently as I could—but it still groaned loudly, making me bite down on my tongue.

Once I was outside, I felt some relief; I no longer had to walk like a ninja. The girls were still there: some skipping, some just casually strolling as they walked with their friends. But they weren’t all in groups; some of the girls were walking alone, keeping their distance from the small packs, looking shy like girls going to their first day of school.

They were all heading east. I jogged down the street to catch up to a girl who was literally dressed like she was going to her first day of class, wearing a navy-blue anime schoolgirl outfit. Her hair was long and dark, and she had thick eyeliner surrounded her beaming eyes. “Hi there,” I said, singling her out. She tensed up all over, staring back at me. She didn’t say hi back. “Mind if I ask where you’re all going? I see you every night.”

She kept staring at me, as if I wasn’t speaking her language. And now I was starting to wonder if she was some sort of ghost—a specter, like something out of some Akira Kurosawa movie. She put her head down and kept moving, catching up with the other girls. I jogged to keep up with her. “Hey! I’m not trying to be weird! I’m just curious to know where you’re all going.”

But she picked up her speed, moving away from me. I didn’t try to keep up with her, not wanting to make her even more uncomfortable. She darted across the street, leaving me feeling like a sort of pervert. Some of the other girls eyed me and giggled. Then, I stopped. I watched them all for a minute, and then a new pack reached me from behind. “Excuse us,” they said, parting around me.

These girls were more confident, keeping their gazes up, smiling as they looked into my eyes. These girls knew that they could turn me on with their plump lips, their rosy cheeks, and their long, thick eyelashes.

“Hey, ladies,” I smiled. “Nice night for a stroll, isn’t it?”

They giggled. “Are you coming?” one of the girls asked.

“Is that an invite?” I said.

She giggled some more.

“Where are we going?” I said, tagging along next to them. “I see you girls every night.”

“Are you one of the guys from the big house on Parker Street?” a girl asked. Her voice had a curious twang to it—a bit deeper than I was expecting to hear.

I had to think for a moment. “Yeah, I think that’s my street,” I said. “Just back there. And yeah, I’m new here. Is it obvious?”

They all nodded their heads.

“So where are we going?” I asked. “Where do you all go every night?”

“We always go somewhere different,” another girl chimed in. “Last night we had a sleepover party. We tried on lingerie and had a big pillow fight. Then we put on a Disney movie and we all fell asleep together.”

I couldn’t tell if she was fucking with me or if she was being serious. She had a grin on her face, suggesting the former—but what else could they all be doing together?

“What’s happening tonight?”

“It’s an orgy,” said one of the blondes with a big, beaming smile.

The girls giggled, so I assumed that they were joking.

“You guys have a weird sense of humor in this town. Can I ask you all a question?” I said.

“What’s that?” they answered together.

“Are you all on welfare? Everyone keeps telling me to quit my job and go on welfare.”

“You have to go on welfare,” said one of the girls. “You don’t actually work, do you!? Why would you do that?”

“I need the money.”

“Well, yeah, that’s what the welfare is for! We call it Cheston Cash, by the way.”

“I need more money than the welfare can give me,” I said. “It’s complicated. But that’s why our family moved here; my parents wanted the welfare.”

“That’s why half of the people move here,” the blonde said, brushing a long strand of soft hair away from her eyes. She had a cute smile on her face now.

“What about the other half?” I said.

“You’re going to find out tonight,” giggled an Asian girl at the far end of the pack. Then they all giggled.

I laughed along, trying to seem cool, trying to adapt to their group. I wanted to fit in; I wanted them to want me to come along. “So people move here for the orgies, huh?” I said, playing along with their joke.

They all nodded their heads, and now I wasn’t so sure that it was a joke. I paused for a moment, feeling a coldness tingling my skin.

“Where do you work?” one of the girls asked me as she came up close to me, snuggling into me. She put her arm around me, as if I was her boyfriend.

“The factory,” I said.

The girls all giggled. “The cock factory?”

“Is that what you call it?” I said.

“You make cocks, don’t you?”

“I guess so,” I said. “The pay is good.”

Then, the girl clutching my side grabbed me even tight and peered right into my eyes. “Can you get me a free dildo?” She bit her bottom lip. She also had a funny twang to her voice, almost sounding boyish—but not enough to make me think that she was a boy dressed up as a girl. She was too cute to be a boy. Though there was one girl in the pack that may not have been a girl; she had boyish features. She was taller, with broader shoulders, and every time she spoke, it almost sounded like she was a gay man and not a woman at all; the little skirt she was wearing was just showing off her strong legs, and her neck had too much girth to be truly feminine. I didn’t want to insult her though; maybe she was trans, and I had nothing against trans people.

“I guess so,” I laughed. “Do you mind if it’s not perfect? They’re always throwing out ones with flaws.”

“Get her a big one,” said the blonde, and then they all started laughing. I laughed along. We turned a corner and started walking towards a big house. All of the lights in the house were on.

The house was old, looking kind of like a haunted mansion from a kid’s book. It even seemed crooked, leaning to one side, with a roof that was sloped in from years of buckling under its own weight. The thigh boards were uneven up the sides, and the windows weren’t quite level with each other. “Is this where we’re all going?” I asked.

They all nodded their heads.

“And what exactly are we doing? Partying? I don’t have any liquor, but I can pay you back for whatever I drink.”

“We aren’t partying,” said the potentially-trans girl. “We told you: it’s an orgy.”

And then my heart fluttered down into my stomach when I realized they really weren’t kidding. We were going to a big orgy.
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That was probably my cue to turn around. I looked down at their outfits; they were definitely dressed to arouse; the girl in the schoolgirl outfit definitely got her schoolgirl outfit from an adult store, and two of the girls were literally wearing lace lingerie as tops, with tiny skirts to cover their asses and pussies. Most of those skirts weren’t even covering their asses entirely.

I slowed down as we got closer to the house. The girls pulled away from me, apparently not even noticing that I was breaking away from their little group. Finally, I came to a stop and stared up at the large, haunted-looking house. The bass line of some song was booming from within the house. My gaze drifted up to a window on the second floor. Through a sheer curtain, I could see the figure of a woman undressing another woman. In only their bras, they started kissing before stumbling out of the frame.

My heart bounced, then someone grabbed my wrist, making me gasp. I looked up to see the obviously-trans girl staring into my eyes. “Come on,” she said with her masculine twang.

“I—I’m honestly pretty tired,” I said. I was scared shitless, but I didn’t want to miss this opportunity. How many guys can say they’ve been in the middle of a giant lesbian orgy?

Another group of young women buzzed by us, filtering into the house. They looked back to check me out before going in. I heard them giggling with excitement. They were holding hands.

“Come on in. It’s fun,” the trans girl said to me.

“I don’t know if it’s really my thing,” I said. There were new anxieties in my mind: what if I end up with some STI? What if they’re secretly filming this and they end up using it to make sure I never have a career in politics? I had no interest in politics, but maybe one day…

Or what if this was some sort of trap? What if they were going to rob me? I didn’t have my wallet with me—there was nothing they could take from me, unless they wanted my clothes… Or what if they wanted to kill me? This seemed like the setup of some horror movie. Maybe they were like sirens, luring me into their lair so they could eat me alive.

Or maybe they just wanted me to fuck them.

The trans girl was looking into my eyes now. “I can’t wait for you forever,” she said. “Are you coming in or not?”

I took a deep breath. “M—Maybe I can just check it out,” I said softly.

So I followed her in, through that front door. The lights were dim inside. The place smelled like marijuana: a strong smell that made me want to sneeze. There were girls in every corner. Some were already making out; some were just chatting with drinks in their hands.

“You need a drink,” the trans girl said to me, so she held onto my wrist and led me to the kitchen. The old kitchen counter was covered in bottles of liquor. She went to mix me a drink—though I’m not sure I would call it mixing a drink; she just poured some vodka over ice and handed me the glass: about three shots in total. I sipped it, even though I really didn’t want it.

She made herself a drink. “You seem nervous,” she said to me.

“I thought you were all kidding about this being an orgy. I’m not really the orgy type.” I laughed nervously. Now, I could hear moaning: a girl being fucked in a room above our heads. I could hear the thumping as the man rammed his cock into her. The chandelier over our heads was swaying gently. We both looked up and watched as dust fell from that light fixture, falling onto our faces like snow. I sneezed and then stepped away from the swaying light, worried it was going to come crashing down on my face.

“You can take it as slow as you want,” the trans girl said to me. She grabbed my hand, and I realized that she was insinuating that I have sex with her.

I froze. I didn’t want to offend her, and I didn’t want her to think that I was transphobic—but really, I preferred to be with a woman—not that I didn’t see her as a woman! She was free to do whatever she wanted to do, and I would call her whatever she wanted to be called. But I liked what I liked; I liked soft, natural breasts and tight pussies. “I don’t think I’m going to participate,” I said. “I don’t think I’ll stay long.”

“Oh, c’mon. Relax a little bit. Sip your drink. I can introduce you to some people. You’re new here. This is a great way to just dive into the community.”

Her comment made me wildly uncomfortable. “Do you all do this a lot?” I asked.

“Once or twice a week,” she said in a frighteningly casual voice.

“Don’t you think that this is… weird?”

“What’s weird about it? It’s just people having fun. Nobody’s getting hurt.”

She was just too nonchalant about it. It didn’t help that a couple of girls had started kissing on the other side of that kitchen. And they were really going at it, hands under each other’s skirts, rubbing aggressively, as if it was a race to get the other girl off first.

“This is just a lot,” I said. “I’m not judging—it’s just… it’s a lot.”

“Just relax,” the trans girl smiled. Then she started pulling me back to the living room. In the living room, the mood was more casual. There was one couple kissing on the stairs, but the scene was otherwise a normal party: girls standing around, clutching glasses of alcoholic beverages. I overheard one pair chatting about the weather, and I heard another pair talking about the rumors I heard earlier about the end of the welfare system that was keeping the whole town from working.

“Does sex make you uncomfortable?” the trans girl asked me.

“No,” I said quickly, feeling my cheeks turning red. “I’ve just never been the kind of guy to fool around with strangers.”

“We aren’t strangers though,” she smiled, and then she giggled. “It’s a small town.”

I was starting to get used to the masculine twang in her voice; it almost suited her in a strange way, though I’m sure she would have preferred to have a fully feminized voice, and she probably would have preferred a more feminine build too. She was still cute in her own way though.

“Well, I don’t know any of you.”

“We’re like a family here. A big family.” She giggled. “Haven’t you ever been to a big family reunion—like, the kind with hundreds of people?”

“No,” I said bluntly. I didn’t feel like telling her that I was in the foster program. Though I think I had been to a big family reunion before; I had a faint memory of something along those lines, when I was very, very young.

“Well, at those events, you don’t know everyone; it’s impossible to know everyone. But you know that they’re family. You wouldn’t call them strangers.”

“Well, I doubt there’s a lot of fucking happening at those kinds of events,” I laughed. “Because that would be weird.”

“Well—that’s why this is better.”

She stared into my eyes. I tried to think of a rebuttal, but nothing came to mind. I didn’t have time to think of something to say, because she leaned in, lips puckered. She was coming in for a kiss, and I didn’t see it coming until it was too late. Her lips pressed against mine, and her nose nestled against mine. I didn’t want to be kissing her, but I felt like it would be rude to push her away. I closed my eyes and just hoped that she would be finished quickly, so I could politely leave.

But the kiss kept going. She was really mashing her lips against mine, trying to gently part my mouth open using her tongue. It was a weird feeling, especially knowing that the tongue belonged to a biological male. I tried not to think of that. She smelled like a girl, and her lips were plump and glossy like a girl’s lips. I reluctantly opened my mouth and then her tongue went in, wrapping around my tongue. I started kissing her back—and it really wasn’t so bad. It was a nice little kiss; she was good at kissing, and I had nothing to lose by letting her kiss me.

I let it happen. I made out with her for a few minutes. She snuggled in tighter to me. I put my hands on her sides. Her body was quite a bit firmer than I was used to. She was bigger than me: taller and more muscular. And then there was that other thing…

You know the thing…

I could feel it, pushing against her skirt, pushing against my leg. It was radiating a warmth. It was getting hard. It felt… big. I tried to shimmy away from it, but she wasn’t shy about it; she just let it grow against my thigh.

When she reached down and clutched my package, I stopped. I leaned back, wiped my lips and awkwardly pried myself free from her embrace. “I really don’t know if this is a good idea.”

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

“It’s just—It’s out of my comfort zone.” I knew that I sounded like a loser, but it was just the truth; I didn’t like the idea of being with a stranger, in some stranger’s house, surrounded by other strangers. This whole thing just felt strange like… a cult.

She wasn’t the only trans girl in the room, and I found that out when I looked to the side and saw a girl on her knees, felating a girl with a long, hard cock protruding from underneath her navy-blue pleated skirt. She was more convincing than the girl that I was with, with soft features, a petite nose, and a cute little moan as she watched her partner’s lips sliding up and down the length of her glistening erection. I looked away quickly.

My partner giggled. “Don’t be shy. You can watch them if you want.”

“I don’t think I’m supposed to be here,” I said, feeling a cold sweat on the back of my neck.

“You can be here,” she smiled.

“No. I mean—I’m the only guy here. And I wasn’t invited. I don’t think it’s appropriate for me to be here—like a guy walking into the girl’s bathroom.”

“We allow it for first-timers,” she giggled. I had no idea what that meant, but it still sent a shiver straight down my spine. I stared into her eyes again, and then she came back at me, wrapping her arms around my neck and leaning in for a kiss. I reluctantly let it happen again… or maybe it wasn’t so reluctant. Maybe she was a biological male, and maybe she didn’t look so convincing as a woman, but her lips felt feminine and she kissed like girl. She was my kind of kisser, using lots of tongue and exploring me with her hands. I felt a bit weird exploring her, feeling her padded bra, feeling her hard abs and her defined arms.

She grabbed my cock again, but this time I let it happen. I let her grip my shaft and I let her tug me. She even got me hard. I was conflicted for so many reasons, mainly the fact that she was a complete stranger—and I wasn’t even convinced that she was trans.

After feeling her bra, which was padded, with no breast tissue at all underneath, I was beginning to think that she was just a gay young man trying to get some action by dressing as a girl. In fact, I was almost certain that’s what was happening—so why was I letting it happen? Why wasn’t I stopping her?

I guess I couldn’t resist the pleasant feeling of her clenched fist tugging my cock, which she now had out of my pants. She knew how to rub a cock—and it wasn’t surprising, seeing as she had her own to practice on.

She went down to her knees, leaving me looking around the room as she began to lick the length of my shaft, giggling as she went. Now, the other trans girl in the room was fucking a bent-over girl. Two other girls had joined in, putting their hands on both of them, giggling and caressing. Clothes were being shed, but none of the girls were fully nude—just stripped down to bras and panties, and some left their skirts on, including the girl taking it hard from behind.

Across the room, another scene was starting between three girls: touching, kissing, rubbing, moaning… I let my gaze drift to the door. It was close—close enough that I could have just left. I could go home and pretend like this never happened… but her mouth really did feel good as she sucked my cock. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath before letting out a soft lungful of air. Then, I felt hands on my hips, hands coming from behind me, and not from my partner. I gasped and looked back to see a girl I’d never seen before, giggling, touching me. “Hi there,” she said softly.

“Hi,” I said. She slid her hands down, until she was feeling my crotch. She gripped my cock while my trans friend continued sucking my tip. I laughed nervously. “What’s your name?” I don’t know why I asked—it made no difference. It was just the only question that came to mind.

“You can call me Katie,” she said.

“Okay,” I said. Then she dropped to her knees behind me, pulled my boxers down to the ground, and pushed her face between my butt cheeks. I gasped when I felt her tongue. She was licking my anus, getting deep as she nestled her face in close.

And then a third girl came, but she was less interested in me. She got down onto her knees, letting her long black hair tease the floor. She crawled up to my trans partner and bent down low to suck her throbbing cock, which was sticking out from her skirt. The girls were moaning all around me.

Okay, so maybe it wasn’t so bad. Maybe it was good that I stuck around. Maybe it was good that we moved to that quiet town. This was something I could get into; I was feeling like a king, surrounded by pretty, horny girls. “That feels good,” I said, watching my trans date’s lips puckered around my shaft.

She looked up at me with her eyes, eyelashes fluttering. She giggled, and then she pulled her mouth back. “Want to fuck me?” she asked.

“Okay,” I said as my heart skipped a beat.

She smiled, stood up, and put her arms around my neck. She nestled in close, pushing her wet erection against my abdomen. I looked down and saw that her tip was dark red, begging to ejaculate. I’d never been touched by another erection before, but it bothered me less than I would have suspected. She lifted up a knee, wrapping her leg around me, leaning her hips back to line her asshole up with the tip of my cock. Her friends helped to get everything aligned. One girl grabbed my cock and the other grabbed her hips. They put us together like a puzzle, lowering her down while holding me steady. She needed a bit of lubricant, so the girl with the long black hair got her face right into that butt crack, licking and spitting before lining us up again. This time, I penetrated.

My fat, throbbing cock went deep into the butch trans girl’s booty. She gasped, looking into my eyes. Another pair of hands grabbed my chest. I heard moaning behind me. I began to thrust—and she was tight, tighter than anything I’d ever been inside of before.

I was trembling all over. She was trembling too. She lifted up her other knee, wrapping herself around me completely. Now, I was supporting her weight. My legs wobbled. She was heavier than me; I’m not sure how I wasn’t dropping her. I had to turn her to the wall, pushing her against it hard. Now, I was able to hold her steady while I rammed myself into her. I knew she liked it because her cock was rock-solid, wobbling with each thrust.

She grabbed my wrist and pulled my hand down to her cock, making me grab it. I didn’t hold it for long, feeling suddenly disturbed. I wasn’t into cocks. I was already struggling with the fact she looked quite masculine.

I closed my eyes and kept fucking her. It felt good. I couldn’t remember the last time I got off; it had been a while. Working long hours, I didn’t have time to masturbate—and it was rare to find the privacy in our cramped house.

I kept pumping her, getting closer and closer to orgasming. I had no idea if I was supposed to save myself for the other girls. Were they waiting for me? Or were they waiting for her? There were only three cocks in the whole room—and at least two dozen girls wanting to be filled.

I looked down and saw that she was coming: cum was billowing out from her fat, red tip, oozing down the side of her shaft. I felt some of that warm wet stuff fall onto my thighs and feet, but it didn’t gross me out like I would have assumed it would. It didn’t put me off at all—but the next thing made me stop.

Without warning, it went into me, pushing into my butthole before I could clench to stop it. One of the girls was behind me, and she was a lot like my trans partner. Her cock wasn’t quite as big—though it felt three-times the size inside of me.

I gasped and looked back, into her eyes. She had a convincing face, but that cock obviously gave her away. So I guess there was a fourth trans chick in the room. She smirked and started to gently thrust, and I should have pushed her back, but I was in too much shock. I stood there, motionless, waiting for the pain to set in; I’d never been fucking in the ass, but I could only imagine that it would hurt the first time…

But the pain never came. It just felt… full.

I looked down and saw her crotch as she pushed in and out. She was clean-shaven, soft-skinned. Her body was soft and petite, like the type of women I went after. She had her toenails painted pink and it looked like she had a pair of small tits on her chest, but it was hard to tell under her black lace lingerie top. She was gripping my sides, digging her nails into my skin.

“Fuck me,” my original partner begged with her masculine twang. “Keep fucking me. Make me come again.”

I was so overwhelmed, with hands on me, coming from seemingly every angle. I think there were five girls in total now, all touching me, touching my original partner, touching the girl fucking me. It wasn’t long before one of them was mounting the girl fucking me—either fucking her with a trans cock or a strap-on—I was too overwhelmed to know for sure.

My vision was starting to blur. I felt like I’d been drugged. Was it the vodka, or had they slipped me something? My heart was beating fast. I looked down at my original partner: cum streaking her thighs and glistening on her hard shaft. I could see my cock, half inside of her butthole. She was puckering my girth, waiting for me to resume. I’m not sure where the energy or the motivation came from, but I kept going. I pumped her harder and harder, still being fucked from behind.

The pleasure growing inside of me was strong. I knew I wasn’t going to last long enough to share myself with all of them—or even more than one of them. I gripped that butch trans girl firmly and then I yelled loudly. I’m not sure why, but my instinct was to pull out. I slapped my cock against hers and started coming, coating her chest and abdomen. She gasped with glee and instantly started spreading it all over her torso. She laughed and her friends reached their hands in to do the same.

And that’s when the girl fucking me came. I gasped when I felt it: gushing hot inside of me. I looked back and saw that her face was dark red. She had her gaze fixated on my ass, with her nails deep in my skin. She was trembling all over, moaning loudly—and sounding a bit like a male for a moment before she pulled herself back into character.

She pulled out slowly, letting her thick cream ooze out, no matter how hard I clenched. While I was looking down and back at the cum dripping out of me, I noticed another erect cock, dangling in the air. Before I could even look up at the girl, she pushed it into me, using that cum as lubricant so that she could thrust into me.

“No,” I said, pushing her back, trying to be polite. Now that I’d had my orgasm, I had a clear head. I was quickly realizing what was happening.

There were no girls in that room. None of the hands on me were the hands of biological women. And now, the other clusters were making it obvious: undressed and fucking hard in that orgy house. Cocks were out, bouncing, slapping against thighs, pushing into assholes and mouths. The smell in the air was admittedly unappealing, like sweat and anal. Now, that stranger was trying to stick her cock in me again.

“No,” I begged. “I don’t want that. I’m done. I—I have to go!” I was trembling all over. My legs were starting to wobble and I was losing my balance. I looked around at their faces. Some were more convincing than others. They all stared at me with nervous looks on their faces.

“Just stay and relax,” said one of the girls. I’d never seen her before, with her curly red hair. “The night is still so young.” And then I looked down to see that one of the other ‘girls’ was giving her a reach-around: stroking her cock while standing behind her. “We have fun here—and none of this ever leaves the house.”

“I want to go home,” I said, stumbling away from them. I tripped over my own pants, falling to the ground. The girls gasped. Two of the groups of fucking girls stopped to look at me as I scrambled to my feet, pulling up my pants. I didn’t bother doing up my belt; I didn’t want to waste another second. “I have to go.”

“What happens here, stays here!” one of the girls shouted at me, and I couldn’t help but think that it was a warning. Were they going to do something to me if I told one of my brothers what had happened? I didn’t stick around to ask about the consequences. I just bolted out of that house, ran to the sidewalk, turned to look back, and then I fell again, onto the pavement. They weren’t following me; the door of the house remained closed, but I still felt the need to sprint away as fast as I could.

I had cum on me, in me—and those memories were replaying in my head: all of them around me, touching me, rubbing on me. But now, the memories were clearer than the act itself. As I replayed the memories, I could see their cocks, in their hands, in my hands, inside of me. I think they were taking turns with me and I didn’t even realize it at the time. “Oh my God,” I said, feeling suddenly nauseous. That nausea got worse when I got home and took my clothes off, seeing all of the cum on my chest, abs, and legs. I was really at the middle of the orgy.

I snuck into the bathroom to take a shower, and I stayed under that hot water for much longer than the five minutes my parents told us that we were allowed to shower for. I just needed that hot water to wash everything away, including those memories—but the memories refused to go. I was stuck replaying that night in my head, over and over.


CHAPTER 5
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It was a nightmare; I was sure of it. I even walked down to that house the next day. It was a house that I walked by often on my way to work, so that was probably why I was able to visualize it so accurately in my dream…

Though as I stood in front of the house, I couldn’t help but wonder if the orgy was real. It didn’t help that a couple of girls scurried out of the old house as I stood on the street, staring up at the crooked roof.

I watched those girls rush away like scurrying mice, clutching their heels in their hands, skirts bouncing as they ran. One of them was wearing a wig—it slipped back as she bolted, and she used her hand to hold it firmly on her head, eliciting a giggle from her friend. Then, they were gone, and the house was quiet, just like the rest of the town.

I bit down on my tongue. I wanted to walk up to the door, knock, and wait for the owner to answer, just so I could get a glimpse of the foyer. I knew what it looked like in my dream, and I wanted to compare that dream with the reality. But I was too afraid—afraid that the person answering the door might recognize me… afraid that I would see the foyer from last night and realize that it wasn’t actually a nightmare at all.

I didn’t walk up to that door; I couldn’t bring myself to do it. Instead, I went for a walk through the town. It was my day off. My brothers were all sleeping in. I had nothing to do.

I walked by the factory, which was shut down for the weekend. Well—it was mostly shut down; now, a series of large trucks were loading crates of sex toys to be hauled off to the distribution center. Otherwise, the factory was just as silent as the rest of the town.

I went to the mall. It was hard to tell if it was open. The parking lot was empty and the first entrance I approached was locked, though I think the mall staff had just forgotten to unlock that particular door. I found another entrance, which was open. Then I walked down the long corridor, listening to my own footsteps echoing through the empty space.

Only a few shops were open: women’s clothing stores, and a hair salon that seemed to primarily sell wigs. I paused, seeing a young man in that salon, eyeing the huge selection of wigs on the wall. He looked back, feeling my gaze tickling the back of his head. His face turned suddenly red as he looked into my eyes. He made an awkward smile. I probably should have walked away, minding my own business, but I just wanted to know why he was buying a wig.

“Girlfriend got a bad haircut,” he called out to me, apparently feeling the need to justify his presence in the store. His face was so red that I wasn’t sure if I could believe him. Was he buying a wig for himself?

I made the poor guy so uncomfortable that he stuffed his hands into his pockets and scurried out of the store, head down, leaving with nothing. Maybe he was just going to buy what he needed online, or maybe he was going to come back later, when I was gone. I didn’t mean to scare him away. Now, the mall was truly empty, save for the odd employee mindlessly slouched behind their quiet desks.

After a few minutes, I found another shopper: a young man in a women’s lingerie store. He was talking to the female employee. “I think she’s a small,” he said to her. “I would say somewhere between a small and a medium. Cup size? Oh, I don’t know. Uh—something like that looks around right. Honestly, she’s about my size. She wears my clothes all the time, and everything fits her perfectly.” I peeked into the store and saw a young blonde man with scruffy hair, standing in front of a line of lace rompers. “Something like that,” he said, pointing to one. “I think she would like that.”

“Want me to put it in a gift box?” the employee asked. “It’s only a dollar extra.”

“Oh, that’s okay. I have one at home already. Just, uh, maybe you can put it in this grocery bag. I don’t need one of the store bags. It’s a surprise, and she’s home now. I don’t want her to see the bag and ruin the surprise.”

Then the man turned to look at me, feeling my gaze. This time, I looked away quickly, not wanting to make him feel uncomfortable. I wasn’t trying to be a creep—I was just trying to figure out what the hell was going on.

The food court was empty. Only two vendors were open; the other eight were closed—possibly permanently. I got some fries and sat down. A few minutes later, the young blonde man from the lingerie store appeared, sauntered around, and then got himself some lunch. He sat at the other end of the food court from me. I watched him carefully. I couldn’t help but notice that his pant legs were slightly pulled up, exposing his shaved legs.

Was he at that orgy?

No—that was a nightmare; it wasn’t real…

He had three other bags with him: grocery bags, stuffed, presumably, with more stuff for his ‘girlfriend’. Whenever he eyed me, I looked away, pretending to mind my own business. Then, he stood up and walked away.

I don’t know why, but I decided to follow him. I was just so curious to know what he was up to—even though I was fairly certain that he was shopping for himself. I just felt like I needed to know. I kept a good amount of distance between us. After eating lunch, he went into a makeup store. I sauntered close to the store—close enough to hear him telling the store employee that he was shopping for his girlfriend. Then, he went to a shoe store. At the shoe store, his debit card was declined while he was trying to buy a pair of heels.

“I don’t know why it was declined. Try it again.”

“It says insufficient funds,” the woman said.

“No, no, no,” he said. “That doesn’t make sense. I was paid on Friday and—well there should be enough there. You said these were on sale, right?”

“Thirty-five,” she said. “Half off. Do you have another card?”

“No. This is my card. Just try it again.”

And then he looked over at me, right into my eyes. The embarrassment that flushed on his face made me feel horrible. He looked like he was about to run; he even eyed the door, as if he was fully prepared to abandon the shoes before I could commit his face to memory.

And maybe it was my guilt that made me do it, or maybe I was just feeling a bit mighty with the cash my boss gave me the day before, as I was leaving work… “I’ll buy them for you,” I said, walking into the store.

He just stood there, white-faced, trying to force an awkward smile. “I—I don’t know why it’s not taking my card. I should have enough money.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said, flipping out two twenties. “Just have them on me.”

“They’re for my girlfriend,” he said suddenly, as if he felt the need to clarify.

“Alright. Well, you can tell them that you bought them. I don’t really care.” I wasn’t used to having money. And yes—I knew that I should have been saving my money to pay off my debt, but I felt terrible seeing the guy squirm like that; I’d been in that position before, though not with women’s shoes.

The clerk accepted the money, handed me the change, and then pushed the shoes towards the young man.

“My girlfriend will be happy,” he said. “Thanks a lot.”

“No problem,” I said, and then I started walking away. It was a minute later when he called out to me.

“Hey!”

I stopped to turn around, looking into his eyes. “What is it?”

“I’ll pay you back,” he said. “Where do you live? I’ll stop by and give you cash next week, when I get my government cheque.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said. “It’s really not a big deal.” Though it did suck to think that I lost about four hours of work to the young man’s shoes.

“Are you sure?” he asked with beaming eyes.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I really don’t care.”

“Are you rich or something?”

“No,” I said.

And then he kept staring at me. That’s when the curiosity started to become overwhelming.

“Just tell me,” I said, and then I walked towards him so I didn’t have to raise my voice. My plan wasn’t to embarrass him. I didn’t want him to think that I was calling him out.

“What is it?” he asked.

“This stuff isn’t actually for your girlfriend, is it?”

He turned dark red. His eyes became wide and he froze in his place. He looked like a robot that suddenly stopped working.

“It’s okay,” I said. “Just tell me.”

“Why?” he said, pushing his lips firmly together.

“So it is for you.”

“I never said that!” he said.

And just like that, it was confirmed: the previous night wasn’t a dream; it really happened. It just couldn’t be a coincidence.

The man’s face turned white again. He looked around. “Are you one too?” he asked quietly.

“One?” I said.

“Sorry,” he said, now flushing red. He looked around once more, ensuring that nobody was listening. “I just moved here two weeks ago. I—I’m still figuring all of this out.”

I didn’t know what he was talking about, so I just stared at him, waiting for him to elaborate. I felt like I was missing something: some vital piece of information. I was half-tempted to make him confirm that the clothes were for him.

I looked down at his bags. I saw a tinge of a plastic bag containing a wig. He looked down at his bags, blushing again. “Do you know where the meetup is tonight? I—I missed last night, so I didn’t get the address.” He was speaking quietly, as if he was saying something he wasn’t supposed to be saying in public—and I wasn’t sure this was something that I was supposed to be hearing. I was starting to feel like I was in that Tom Cruise movie, Eyes Wide Shut.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Uh, I missed last night too.” I was just playing along, trying to get a bit of info, trying to unravel a bit of this mystery. I was starting to think that half of this town was in on this crazy nonsense.

He looked into my eyes and bit his lip. “Do you, uh, want me to repay you for the shoes now?” I thought that his face was red before, but now it was truly red: as red as red can get on the color wheel. His gaze darted left and right, and then he stopped when he saw the public bathroom. “I can be ready in ten minutes.”

It took me far too long to realize that he was offering me sex. I remembered the night before, when the girls surrounded me, touching me all over with their horny hands. I couldn’t help but remember the intense pleasure when I came, spraying her tight body with my hot load.

“Okay,” I said softly, before my heart started pounding up in my throat.

He smiled, blushed, and then he scurried off, slipping into the men’s bathroom. I looked up and down the halls, seeing all of those closed shops. The place was desolate, and that particular wing of the mall was especially lonely. There was a large decorative clock mounted on the wall. I watched as it ticked slowly. I had to wait ten minutes.

Or maybe I should say, I had ten minutes to come to my senses: ten minutes to realize this was outrageous and I needed to get home. Now, I couldn’t blame liquor. Now, I couldn’t blame exhaustion, and I couldn’t blame naivety.

A minute had gone by. I had to think quickly. He was in there, putting on that wig, putting on one of those outfits, putting on the heels that I bought for him. He was expecting me to join him in nine minutes—no, eight minutes now. Was he going to put on makeup? Was he going to be convincing? He had a slender frame, and a soft face—the type of features that make a pretty woman…

No! It didn’t matter how convincing he was; the reality didn’t change: he was a man.

But I was with that ‘man’ the night before, and she was much less convincing than I knew this fellow could be. Her mouth on my shaft felt so good. Plunging that tight hole felt so good. We had fun last night; that orgasm felt so good. Oh God, I was getting hard just thinking about it.

But this wasn’t right. I couldn’t just sleep with a stranger that I met at the mall! It was straight-up dangerous! How could I know that he was clean? I didn’t have a rubber. Did he? And even if he was clean, I didn’t know who he was! I didn’t even know if he was eighteen. I didn’t know if I would end up working with him one day—that would be awkward. It was a small town; I didn’t want word getting around that I was sleeping with men I was meeting at the mall. I wasn’t even gay! I liked girls…

Now I only had five minutes left to make a decision. I eyed the mall exit. I walked to it, trying to convince myself that I wasn’t going to do it. No—there was no way I could do it. I couldn’t just put my cock into a stranger… again. I had to be sensible. I had to…

I looked at the bathroom door as it creaked open. Time seemed to stop for a moment. That silent mall became so quiet that I wondered for a moment if I lost my ability to hear, or if some sort of void had overtaken that quiet town.

Then, a lone hand emerged from behind the door. A finger waved me in—a feminine sort of wave, more feminine than anything I’d ever seen any woman do—and all of my sensibilities fluttered to the wind. I went to the door, lured like lonely sailors to a siren. I pushed the door open and saw her there, clad in lingerie, feet in heels, hair curly and long and brunette. She didn’t have much makeup on: just a bit of eyeshadow, but that was all she needed.

I stopped, still, in my place. I explored her with my eyes. Her stunning beauty took me completely by surprise. She came towards me, put her feminine hands on my body. “Thank you for the shoes,” she said softly, and then she went down. I was hard before she got me out. She gripped me and moaned, tugged me with her gazed fixed on my tip, amazed and hypnotized—maybe even more so than me.

She tugged and then she sucked.

Her lingerie was perfect: tight lace top, pleated black skirt bottom. She had long lace stockings hugging her thighs, making the small amount of soft fat bulge out close to her crotch. She pointed her toes out as she sucked me; she was filled with elegant grace.

She tickled my tip with the tip of her tongue. She stroked slowly with a firm grip: the perfect speed to make my legs tremble.

“I—I’m glad you like the shoes,” I said before clearing my throat.

She gripped my cock tighter. “I love them,” she moaned. Her voice was feminine, but it retained a bit of that masculine twang, reminding me that this wasn’t just me getting lucky with some random chick at the mall. There was something else reminding me: a bulge in her skirt. Her lace panties could only hold so much, and now she’d outgrown them. Her towering cock was pushing that tiny skirt up, and she couldn’t help herself: she used her free hand to cup her bulge, stroking herself through her skirt. I looked away; I didn’t need that reminder.

“Please come in my mouth. I’ve never tasted cum before,” she said.

“O—Okay,” I said. She was making the right moves, stroking just right to bring me closer and closer and closer. “Oh God.” I strained. I bit my tongue. I tried to hold back. She was ready: mouth open, tongue open. She flinched slightly when the first blast caught her upper lip. She adjusted the blaster and ensured the rest went right into her mouth. She let it all pool on her tongue before swallowing with one confident gulp. Then she wiped her lips, licked the last drop from my cock, and she stood up. She had a smile on her face, and I was frozen in a state of euphoric bliss.

She started undressing; I would have preferred she waited until I was gone before ruining the illusion. She took off her lacy black top and held it out to me.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“Your turn,” she grinned. “It would look cute on you.”

I could literally feel the color draining from my face. “Oh—no. I—I’m not into that.”

“What?” she said, narrowing her gaze. “But… Isn’t that… kind of the rule?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Give and receive,” she said. “That’s what I was told.”

Now, I was confused, and afraid. Was I breaking some sort of town rule? Was I going to get in trouble for accepting her pleasure without giving any?

“I’m not, uh… gay,” I said softly, taking a step towards the door.

“What?” she said, narrowing her eyes again. “Who said I was gay?”

She seemed to be getting legitimately frustrated with me. I looked at the lingerie top again. “I’m new here,” I said quickly. “I don’t really know anything about this. I—I just moved here a few days ago.”

“I’m not going to force you into anything,” she said, shaking her head. “I just feel kind of… used.”

“I didn’t use you!” I said. “I thought you wanted it!”

“I do want it!” she said.

I remembered the night before, getting that cock—and maybe a few cocks—pushed deep into my asshole. I remembered them coming in me, filling me with that warm ooze. I didn’t it the night before, maybe I could just do it again, to make sure that I wasn’t breaking any rules…

“I—I don’t know,” I said, taking the lacy top. I was small, so I knew it would fit—but I didn’t want anyone seeing me wearing it. I didn’t want to look ridiculous; I didn’t want her laughing at me, and then laughing at me again every time she saw me. It was a small town; we were bound to cross paths again.

“What do you want, exactly?” I asked, trying to calm down my pounding heart.

She grinned and shrugged her shoulders. “Want to suck me?”

“That’s it though, right?”

“Well—put on the outfit at least!” she said. “And, you know, don’t act all miserable doing it. I’m not exactly into the whole rape fantasy thing.”

“Whatever,” I said. “I’m not against it, but you just… you need to keep being… a girl.”

“Obviously!” she said.

So we were on the same page. As long as she was a girl, it didn’t seem so weird. I had nothing against trans girls. Sucking a girl’s cock didn’t seem much different than eating a girl’s pussy; call me progressive, I guess.

I took off my shirt and shimmied into the tight lace. It really was tight, especially once she handed me the pads to slip over my chest. Then she shimmied out of the skirt. She left the lace panties on, which were doing nothing to cover her cock. I put the skirt on, feeling dumb as it tickled my thighs. She reached for her wig, but paused.

“You actually look pretty cute with your natural hair,” she said with a grin.

“Whatever,” I said. “Let’s just do this, alright?”

I felt a bit like I was being pressured into sucking a cock. But for some reason, I just felt strangely numb to it. I didn’t become overwhelmed with any ‘macho’ feelings, like I was too masculine to do it, like I would become a homosexual if I touched a penis willingly. It helped that she was quite cute with her eyeshadow and her wig. Maybe things would have been different had she reverted back to her full male form.

I settled on my knees and got close. She was half-erect. Her cock was crooked, probably from years of intense masturbating. She was all shaved, but there were little red dots suggesting she didn’t use the sharpest razor. I reached for her cock, slipping my fingers around it. It was much warmer than I was expecting—so much so that I let out a small, “Whoa.”

“What?” she said.

“It’s just warm,” I said.

“Make it warmer,” she grinned with a wink.

“Alright. But, uh, you’re going to warn me before you cum—right?”

“Sure. Whatever. Just suck me.”

So I leaned in and started sucking her. I will admit that the feeling of her foreskin pulling back was strange, and even off-putting, but it was something I got used to after a minute. I was able to close my eyes and go numb to the experience—something that I’d been doing for years with other uncomfortable experiences—and I could spend an hour listing uncomfortable experiences that I’d gone through in various foster homes…

“That feels really good,” she moaned. I looked up and saw that she was looking down at me. I looked away quickly, heart pouncing. I was suddenly nervous, though I’m not sure why it was just hitting me. I tried to focus. I just wanted to get her off so we could be done.

I gripped her stiff erection with my fist and pumped while I sucked. She let out a small, feminine giggle. “That’s nice,” she said, tensing up all over. “Keep doing that.”

“I just don’t want cum in my mouth,” I said.

“Can I come on your face?” she asked.

I had to think about it. I didn’t want it on my face, but I had to throw her a bone of some sort. I bit down on my tongue. “I’ll think about it,” I said, and then I leaned back in to keep sucking. I let my gaze drift to the side, to the bathroom mirror, and I nearly startled myself into a fit. The sight of me in that lingerie spooked me; I forgot that I was wearing it.

And now, I was hyper-conscious of it; I could feel that pleated skirt on my upper-thighs. I could feel the tight lace on my ribs. I looked down with my eyes, and I could see my bust from those pads. It just seemed… weird. I didn’t feel like myself.

But it honestly helped to disassociate. It helped to make me feel less like I was doing something absolutely degenerate and gross. Now, I could feel like it was just an act, like some sort of roleplaying game. I wasn’t sucking that cock; this character was sucking it. Oh—and that reminded me; she wanted me to pretend like I liked it.

I felt silly, but I went ahead and threw her another bone. “Your cock tastes so good,” I said, trying to strain a feminine voice; it wasn’t too hard for me to do. My brothers were always telling me that I sounded like a girl.

Her cock twitched, letting me know she liked the little flirtation, so I threw her another. “Oh God, you’re so hard. I want you to come on my face so badly.” I licked the length of her shaft, making her tremble all over.

I giggled, and then I kept sucking. It was kind of fun, having so much control over her. She was easy to tease, easy to play with. I loosened my grip and started pumping slower, looking up into her eyes with an expectant look, waiting for her to beg me to go on.

“Suck me,” she moaned.

I giggled again, and then I leaned in, shaking my head before sucking her. Maybe I was getting too into that role. It was just supposed to be silly; I was just trying to make light of a terribly awkward situation.

“Oh God,” she yelled.

Then, without the warning that she promised me, she ejaculated. It took a few seconds before I truly realized it and pulled back, but the damage had already been done. My mouth was already filled with her warm, sticky cum. I tried to spit it out, but it was so dense that it didn’t all come out. And now, to make matters worse, she was coming on my face, moaning loudly. She grabbed her cock and squeezed it, to make the pressure extra strong. And my God! She had so much product to dish out! It just kept coming! It kept splattering my face. And then it was splattering the side of my face when I turned away.

The cum dripped all over my thighs, all over that lingerie top and skirt. I remained frozen in my place, holding out my hands, half-waiting for her to get me a towel to clean off.

“Sorry,” she said with a cutesy voice, as if it wasn’t that big of a deal.

“Just get me a cloth or something!” I said, still not wanting to move, so I would get cum anywhere else.

She fetched me some toilet paper, and then she helped me get cleaned up at the sink. I felt a bit bad when I saw her reddened face. I might have embarrassed her with my strong reaction. The cum wasn’t quite as gross as I assumed it would be—but I still didn’t want it in my mouth. The taste wasn’t so bad, but it lingered. It was still there once we were both cleaned up.

Now, she was a he again: wig back in the bag, makeup washed up. Once he was himself again, I didn’t feel so comfortable talking to him; the room became awkwardly silent and we both avoided making eye-contact.

“I’ll, uh, see you later,” he said.

“Okay,” I said, and it was the only word I said before he left. I left a moment later, seeing him scurrying to the door. I went the other, even though it was the long way. I left that mall, crossed the road, and cut through one of two small residential areas in the town.

As I was walking down one road, I saw the front door of a house that I assumed was abandoned fly open. Two young men stepped out. They both paused when they looked at me, and then they parted ways, scurrying the same way me and the blonde fellow did. And I just knew that they’d just done something similar—because now I was sure that it was happening all over that town.


CHAPTER 6
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The next day was Sunday. We woke up to the sound of a heavy truck backing into the driveway next door. I looked out the window and saw a young man, about my age, stepping out. He was alone. He spent the whole morning hauling boxes into the small trailer-sized home. I was outside when Chris sauntered over to talk to him. “Just moving in?” Chris asked.

“I got the keys this morning,” the young fellow replied.

“Nice place,” Chris said, even though it wasn’t. It was small, old, deteriorating, and through the windows I could see some of the most unappealing color choices known to man: purple and orange walls with yellow trim.

“It’s alright. Got it for almost nothing. Bank auction.”

“Cool, cool,” Chris said, sauntering around the house. I’m not sure what he was up to. He didn’t normally care about what other people were up to—especially strangers. But there was clearly something he was trying to inspect. Maybe he was going to ask the guy if he could move in. Maybe he was going to make him some sort of offer, to rent half of his place. But Chris had debt too, and he was stuck in that foster program just like me. “So what brings you to Cheston?” Chris asked.

“Just looking for a change of pace,” said the young man.

“Oh yeah? Have a job lined up here then?”

The man shrugged his shoulders. “Not yet. I might take some time to myself before jumping into anything.”

“Well this is the place to do it. I’m sure you’ve heard about the assistance program.”

“I heard about it. You know a lot about it? I have the application papers, but I’m not sure where to submit them.”

“It’s easy. Want me to take a look for you? Make sure you did it right? If you miss just one little detail, then send you back to square-one. They actually try to make it a pain so that people don’t do it.” Then he turned and looked at me with a grin. “Just don’t be like Sal, over there. Dummy went and got a job at the factory.”

The young guy laughed and looked at me. “Why?”

“Pays better than welfare,” I said.

They both laughed. “Can’t be that much better,” Chris said.

“It is.”

“But at least we don’t have to work.”

“Someone has to. And it’s not that bad. It’s nice having the extra money.”

“In Cheston? What is there to even spend your money on?”

Now they were both staring at me. I definitely wasn’t going to tell them that the only thing I’d spent money on since moving there was high heels for a young man. “Nothing wrong with having savings,” I said.

“Yeah, yeah,” Chris said, shaking his head. “Aren’t you so responsible. Look at this guy, Sal. See this? This is his house. He owns it. Does he work at the factory? No. He’s taking assistance, and he owns his own home. This could be you.”

“Not with my debt. No bank will give me a mortgage with my debt.”

“You’re just being a downer.” Chris turned back to the young man. “Want me to look at that application for you?”

“Thanks.”

They went into the house together. I was still perplexed; Chris was being strangely friendly with the new neighbor; it was unlike him—but maybe he was just trying to be friendlier. People were always telling him that he was too crabby. Maybe he was finally just making an effort to improve himself.

It was an hour before Chris came back, sauntering into the house, whistling. He plopped himself down on the couch and snatched the TV remote from me, putting on his own show. “Hey,” I said. “I was watching that.”

“No, you weren’t.”

“Yes, I was.”

“Oh. Well it’s my turn. You had your hour.”

“I just sat down!” I said. I don’t know why he was suddenly being such a pain.

I looked over at him, about to dig into him, and then I noticed the redness on his neck. I looked closely, blinking a few times so that my eyes would adjust. “Is that a hickey?” I asked.

His eyes shot wide. Redness covered his cheeks. He blinked a few times before clearing his throat. “What?” he said. “What the hell are you even on about?”

“On your neck,” I said. “That’s a hickey. Who gave you a hickey?”

“It’s not a hickey, idiot!” he said. “Why are you being such a weirdo? It’s a rash. I used an old razor when I was shaving.”

“Shaving?” I said. “Since when do you shave? You couldn’t grow a single facial hair if you rubbed Rogaine on your face for a year.”

“I shave all the time!” he snapped, getting redder. Then he shot up to his feet. “You know what? Watch your precious TV. I’ve got stuff to do. Aren’t you supposed to be at the dildo factory? Why are you even here right now?”

I stared at him, perplexed. Why was he acting so weird? Why wasn’t he proud of the hickey on his neck? He was the kind of guy who would burst into a room, shouting, ‘Everyone! Look at the hickey on my neck!’ He once showed me a picture of a girl covered in cum. “I did that,” he grinned, even though it wasn’t something that I wanted to see.

But I had a feeling I knew exactly why he was being so anxious. He got that hickey from a boy—maybe a boy dressed like a girl… or maybe he was the one dressed like a girl.


CHAPTER 7
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It was midnight when I heard the footsteps in the hallway. By the time I was able to pull myself to my feet, I could hear the front door creaking downstairs. Someone was sneaking out. I rushed over to my window and saw the girl: blonde curls bouncing as she rushed away from the house, heels in her hands as she ran with bare feet.

I knew I wasn’t actually looking at a girl though; I had a feeling that I was looking at Chris. So I went to Chris’s room—but was surprised to see him sleeping there, snoring. My other brothers were in their beds too. So who left the house?

In remembered the fellow renting out our basement. Now, I found myself standing at the top of the stairs? Was he one of them? Was he leaving the house dressed like a girl, going to those weird sex parties?

I heard footsteps coming down the upstairs hallway. They were moving slowly and carefully, but those old floorboards refused to stay quiet. I rushed over to the couch and ducked down behind it as the person came down. The room was dark and I tried to remain still, not wanting to be caught. I didn’t want my brothers thinking that I was going out and joining in on this town’s nonsense—

And it really did seem like the whole town was in on this—or at least a very good chunk of the town. The members of my own household were even getting involved, and we hadn’t even been there for two weeks yet.

I poked my head up, just enough to see a female figure creeping towards the door. She had her hair in bangs, long curly brunette locks flowing down her back. She looked around before reaching for the door handle. I couldn’t help but notice the fishnet stockings on her legs.

She looked back at me and I froze in the dark shadow of the room. I knew that ducking down would give me away. If I remained still, maybe she would mistake me for a piece of furniture. And it was good that I remained still—she didn’t see me. She looked right at me, but she didn’t see that I was there. She turned to the door and continued on her way out.

I had no idea who she was. I was tempted to run up to the bedrooms to see which bed was missing an occupant, but then I would lose track of her. I got up and rushed to the door. I saw her scurrying to the sidewalk, turning left, looking back at the house one last time before heading off to wherever she was going…

Wherever he was going. There were no women in our house, except for our mother, but this wasn’t some sixty-year-old woman. This girl was nineteen at most.

I followed her, creeping out of the house and darting across lawns to stay away from the glow of orange streetlight. I stayed about two blocks back, hardly able to see her in that moonless night, especially when she wasn’t right underneath those tall street lamps. She slowed down once she caught up with the other girls, giving me a chance to catch my breath. She didn’t directly join one of the many packs of girls; like many of the girls, she kept her distance, looking nervous, looking new.

They were all heading to a tall house at the end of the street: another old house with crumbling shingles and boarded windows. This house, unlike the house where the orgy took place, was quiet. There was no music booming from within. It didn’t even seem like lights were turned on within the house.

I stopped a block away and stared at the house, watching as the final few girls went inside, including my brother. I looked back down the road of the quiet town; I knew that this was my cue to turn around and head home, but curiosity was eating me alive. I wanted to know what was happening in that house. I wanted to know what was happening in that town.

I knew that it was probably just an orgy—but that didn’t seem to explain what was happening in Cheston. Something else was happening in that town, and I needed to get to the bottom of it. Orgies existed in other towns, but I’d never heard of entire populations dressing up like girls and joining in. A piece of this puzzle was missing.

I looked across the street. There was a final straggler, skipping casually towards the house. She had a cute look: petite, blonde, short skirt, small backpack cinched high up on her back. She looked at me with a smile and winked, almost seemed to invite me to go with her; but I couldn’t go into that house and be recognized by one of my brothers—even if he was in there too. I didn’t want to be associated with this.

But there was a sudden tingling of excitement sweeping through me, like a strange drug that was overtaking my systems. I felt a cloud of something like euphoria: a haze of bad judgement. I thought about running to catch up with the girl. I thought about sneaking into a room with her, to fool around, even though I knew that she wasn’t really a she at all; she looked fairly convincing, but somehow it was still obvious.

There were other strange feelings as well—not just the tantalizing idea of getting laid. Other ideas were entering my head: ideas that didn’t belong, ideas that hadn’t been in my head before. I looked down at her little outfit: that schoolgirl skirt and that tight top. I wondered how it would feel on me.

No—I couldn’t think like that. I wasn’t ‘trans’. I didn’t want to be a woman, and I didn’t want to be some fetish-crossdresser. I just wanted to know what was happening.

I watched her go into the house. Then, I was alone on that quiet street in that quiet town. I moved towards the house, looking around for more stragglers. The front door was left open a crack, as if they were inviting me inside. I didn’t go in. Instead, I moved to the windows and peered in from the darkness outside, where I wouldn’t be seen. It seemed like all of the rooms were empty. The kitchen was desolate. The living room was black. The guest bedroom on that bottom floor was untouched: bed made and everything.

There was an old treehouse in the backyard, with a convenient view of those top floor windows, so I climbed up. I looked into the old house’s top floor, but those rooms were empty too. Where were all of the girls? I was sure that I watched at least twenty girls—or boys dressed like girls—filter into that house. Were they hiding? Was this some sort of surprise party? Were they all going to jump out as soon as some birthday girl showed up?

I sat in that treehouse for ten minutes, waiting for activity, scanning all of the windows. There was a girl’s room on that top floor, though it was quiet and empty. The bed was made. The dresser was clean and clear, covered only in organized makeup supplies. The closet door was open and I could see all of the outfits hanging there, untouched. I could see a number of hats as well.

Now, strange, unwanted ideas were coming back into my head. Though I had an idea that maybe wasn’t quite so bad. If I was going to find out what was happening, I needed to go inside, and if I was going to inside, I needed some sort of disguise. Dressing up like a girl seemed like the perfect disguise; I could make myself look unrecognizable. I could blend in with the girls, and then my brother wouldn’t recognize me if I ended up in the fray.

That window was old, lacking a lock. Climbing up to the top floor was a bit tricky, but old houses like that one have lots of decorative ledges and pieces of trim—and the old trellis helped too. I got up to the window, slid it open, and flipped myself in. I rushed over to the door, pushing my back against it for a minute while I listened for noise in the house, but that house was just as quiet as the rest of the town.

There was an old brass lock on the door, so I flicked it, just to be safe. Then I moved to the closet. I had to give my eyes a few minutes to adjust to the darkness of the room. I used my phone’s flashlight to create a bit of ambient light, just so I could see the different outfits.

There were many outfits to choose from, but I didn’t have time to sort through and pick out the perfect one. I found a dress that seemed fine, with puffy shoulders, and a short, puffy skirt. It was black, so I figured it would be a good outfit to make a getaway with if necessary; I could blend in with the dark shadows fairly easily.

I took off my clothes and stashed them in the back corner of the closet, and then I wriggled my naked body into that tight dress; I think the fabric was satin; it was incredibly soft against my skin. I went to fetch a hat from the hooks on the back of the closet door, and that’s when I noticed what looked like a wig—but it wasn’t a wig; it was a bag of clip-on extensions. I’d seen something similar before; I dated a girl who wore them after getting a bad haircut. She was able to put them in in less than five minutes, and they looked startlingly realistic, so I started to clip them underneath my hair. The color was a pretty good match from what I could tell in that dark room. It didn’t need to be perfect; it just needed to make me less recognizable.

Next, I rushed over to that dresser. I knew that I was wasting time, but I had to tread with caution. I started dabbing the essentials on my face: mascara, eyeshadow, lipstick, blush—just a few things to make me look less like myself. Finally, I got some extra help from a pair of thick-framed glasses. They were stylish for the time, and helped to change the shape of my face slightly enough that I no longer looked like Sal.

I stood before the mirror for a minute, making sure that I looked the part. I was actually quite impressed with myself. I pulled off a pretty cute look in a short period of time—and I actually looked pretty convincing. I caught myself grinning, though I wasn’t terribly surprised; I knew that I had a girlish look. I was small and I had soft features; I’d never been able to grow facial hair, and girls were always telling me, “I wish I had your eyelashes/eyebrows/lips/cheekbones,” as if it was some sort of compliment. At least now it was finally coming in handy.

I moved to that door. I carefully turned the lock and then I crept out into the quiet hallway. It was hard to believe there were people in that house. The dust on the floor suggested it had been five years since anyone had walked across it. I moved slowly, listening to the creaking floorboards. I reached the stairs and looked down. My heart raced. I had to remind myself that I was disguised; nobody was going to recognize me, especially in the darkness of that house. I was fairly sure that the power was turned off to the house, like many in the town; the place was abandoned. The kitchen appliances didn’t even show the time.

The main floor was just as empty as the top floor. I looked behind furniture to ensure that girls weren’t hiding. Then, I heard a small flurry of laughter, coming from the corner of the room. I went to it and found an old air grate, looking down into the basement. There was a dim light down there, and as I bent down, I could hear voices.

“A real girl would do it,” said one voice, and then I heard a bit of laughter.

“Okay, just do it,” said a strained voice. There was a short silence, and then I heard her gasp with her slight masculine twang. “Oh God!” she said.

“Oh my God, she’s taking it!” said another.

Then there was some laughter. My heart skipped a beat. I looked around and spotted the basement door. I moved to it, but I was too afraid to open it—too afraid to see what was happening down there. So I went back to the grate and I listened. I listened for a while.

“Oh God, it’s so big!” moaned the girly boy.

“Just like that! She’s one of us!” said another. I heard a slap that was probably a spank. I heard a loud groan: surely one of them coming.

“Lick it up! Lick it up!” chanted a group. And then I heard another sound coming from the other end of the house. I went to it and found another old grate—or maybe it was a laundry shoot. I put my ear to it and heard another group of girls, going through some similar ritual. “If you want to know tomorrow’s address, you’ll suck it out of her!”

“Thirty seconds left! You’re running out of time!”

“I’m close!”

“Don’t tell her!”

“She’s going to do it!”

“Oh God, it feels so fucking good.”

“On her face! Come on her face!”

“She’s not going to make it!”

And then I heard a door opening. I gasped and jumped to my feet, with nowhere to hide. Three girls came up from the basement, giggling and snuggled tight together. They all paused when they looked over and saw me. I stared into their eyes, frozen in a state of terror: caught.

They stared back at me for a long moment before one of them said, “Are you here for tryouts?”

“I—uh—Yeah, I am. Sorry I’m late,” I said. I tried to decide if I knew any of them; I knew that my brother was somewhere in that house—but would I recognize him if he was all dolled up? Would he recognize me in my current state?

“They’re downstairs. You still have time.”

I wanted to ask what the tryouts were for, but I was afraid of getting myself involved in something that I didn’t want anything to do with. I smiled and nodded my head, watching as the girls went by, and then I was alone again. The girls were leaving the house, off to who-knows-where. I looked at that basement door. I approached slowly.

“No,” I whispered to myself. I couldn’t go down there. There was nothing for me to learn down there that I didn’t already know. There was some sort of trial happening: sexual games masquerading as tests. It was just another orgy, but with a theme. They were just fooling around; I’d seen enough.

“Lost?” a voice said, making me gasp. I spun around and looked into the eyes of one of the girly boys. I knew that she wasn’t really a girl because of the bulge. She wasn’t wearing a skirt like me; she was wearing a skin-tight bodysuit that said ‘DADDY’S PRECIOUS GIRL’ on it. She stared into my eyes for a long moment. She looked familiar, but I couldn’t quite place her. I don’t think she was my brother, but I knew that I’d seen her around town before—probably as a man, seeing as I’d hardly seen any actual women in that town.

I stared at her, unable to muster up a response. I couldn’t place her, but I had a feeling she could place me. What if she was some coworker? What if she went and told all of my other coworkers that I liked to dress up like a girl and go to strange gay orgies? Were they technically gay orgies? Did it matter?

“Nervous?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders, too afraid to speak. If my appearance hadn’t given me away, maybe my voice would.

She walked towards me, making me tense up all over. She giggled and put her hands on my arms. “If you’re too afraid to go down tonight, that’s fine. You can always go down another night.”

I smiled and nodded my head. “Okay,” I said as softly as I could.

“I don’t always go down,” she said. “Sometimes it can be overwhelming. Sometimes it’s just better to have a quiet night.”

She was doing a good job of relaxing my nerves, though I wasn’t sure why; I wasn’t even sure what was happening anymore. Why was I still in that house? What was I trying to learn?

She was staring into my eyes, waiting for me to say something—but what?

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“What’s your name?”

I just remained silent.

She giggled. “Haven’t picked one yet?” she asked. “No worries. You look like a Valerie. Do you like Valerie?”

“Sure,” I said, eyeing the door. Then she slid her hands down onto my hips.

“Relax, Valerie,” she giggled. “Come with me. We can have fun—just me and you.” She grabbed my wrist and pulled me. I tried to resist, but apparently not enough. I found myself trailing her, being pulled into that nearby guest room. Then she threw herself at me, pushing her lips against mine. I caved, letting her kiss me, letting her paw at me, letting her caress my whole body. I will admit that she was cute enough that I was a bit excited. When she grabbed my cock, I let out a soft whimper.

She grabbed my thigh a lifted it into the air. Then she spat into the palm of her hand and stroked her long cock, lathering herself with lubrication. I bit down on my bottom lip, terrified of what was coming—and then it came. She pushed into me, making me gasp. Our lips connected again, and they stayed connected while she thrusted in and out of me.

I brought my other leg up, wrapping my thighs around her while she drove into me. I liked the feeling of her long, smooth cock, sliding against my tight anal walls. I liked that this really felt like consequence-free fucking; she didn’t know me and I didn’t know her—but it didn’t matter. We were having fun together. We were both getting pleasure.

“Jerk off onto my chest,” she whispered. I don’t know why I followed her command, but I gripped my cock and began to pump myself.

I splattered her chest just a minute later, and she gasped, looking down at my big load as it dribbled down her tight bodysuit. It was enough to push her over the edge. She groaned and then she came inside of me, filling me with her hot cum. We kissed once more, wrapping our tongues together.

Maybe I went into that house looking for some naughty action; maybe I got dolled up upstairs because I really just wanted to feel a hard femme cock inside of my body. I’d always been a good liar; it was a useful skill to have when moving from foster home to foster home; I was even good at lying to myself sometimes.

“Again,” I said.

“Again what?” she asked.

“Fuck me again.” I turned around, pushing out my bum. I reached back and grabbed her slumping cock, pulling it into my ass, which was billowing cum. I made her penetrate me again, even though it probably didn’t feel very good. I made her squish her shaft through my gooey cum. She reluctantly thrusted into me for a couple of minutes, cock half-hard, but eventually the sexual energy came back to her. She hardened up and fucked me for another blissful ten minutes before unloading once more, making cum ooze down my thighs. We were both sweaty. We kissed again—and then, as she went to wipe sweat off of her head, she knocked off her wig.

“Oops,” she said, snatching it quickly off of the ground and putting it back on. But it was too late. I already saw who she was: the boy renting our basement.

My heart froze in my chest. I felt cold all over. I knew, of course, that she was biologically male, and I knew that she went out as a man in her everyday life, just like everyone in that town. But now that I could put a face to her, it all just felt so wrong, so naughty…

But I couldn’t bring myself to care.

“I should go,” I said. I adjusted my skirt and stumbled away from her. Now, my heart was unfrozen, pounding into my ribcage. I went into the living room and looked around for the stairs. Then, I heard the footsteps coming up the basement stairs, and I panicked. I didn’t want to be seen by my brother, who was surely among them, so I rushed out the front door before I was seen. I scurried into the road and I started towards home, leaving my clothes behind, stashed in the back of that abandoned closet.
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Isaw the renter the next morning, sipping coffee in our kitchen, even though he had a kitchenette of his own downstairs. We made eye-contact for a brief moment. He smiled at me and then went back to sipping his drink, as if he didn’t realize who I was—or maybe he just didn’t care. I darted away, in search of my phone. I had to find it before heading off to work… but it was nowhere to be found. My wallet was gone as well.

Finally, after ten minutes of searching, I remembered having my phone at that house, using it as a flashlight. When I left, I didn’t have it. It wasn’t with that puffy black dress, which was stuffed under my bed, in a plastic grocery bag (I got undressed in our backyard when I got home, and then I snuck through the house naked to get back into my bed). I left my phone and wallet at that house!

But I didn’t have time to get it; I was already late for work.

It was a long day at the belt, fulfilling the orders that came in over the weekend. In the morning, we made novelty cocks. In the afternoon, we switched out the molds and made cocks that were more realistic, an inch or two bigger than average, complete with thick veins and bulging tips. Our boss asked us all to stay an extra two hours to catch up with the huge number of orders. Near the end of the day, we were all tired and slipping up, letting bad cocks get by. The machine got jammed five times, but only one time was my fault.

Then, on the way out the door, I saw Dave with the huge box of faulty dicks. “They can’t be melted. Take one if you want one.”

I blushed, bit my tongue, and let out a fake laugh. “Maybe I’ll take one or two to prank my brothers,” I said.

“I don’t care what you do with it,” he said, glaring right into my eyes, as if he could see through my lies. “As long as they don’t go and fill up the landfill. Though they’ll probably all end up there one day anyway…”

I took one of the realistic cocks and one of the huge foot-long novelty cocks. Then, I didn’t go straight home. Instead, I went to that old, abandoned house where I’d left my phone and wallet. I walked around the block, eyeing the house, trying to decide if it really was abandoned. I didn’t want to get nabbed by the police for breaking and entering, or even seen by the neighbors breaking in.

I went around to the alley, hopped over the old fence, crouched as I crept across the grass. The door was locked, so I scaled that wobbly trellis and pushed open that bedroom window. Then I looked out the window, to make sure there weren’t any neighbors watching me. I slid the curtain closed and rushed to the door to lock it while I waited for my heart to settle.

I dug through the closet and found my jeans, along with my wallet and phone. But I wasn’t ready to leave. I unlocked the door and snuck down to the basement, to see what was there. The scene was quite unnerving: concrete floor, stone walls, and big stains that could have been anything, including blood. It looked a bit like a dungeon, though there were no signs of recent activity, except for a small puddle that looked somewhat fresh, and not at all like water. I decided not to smell it or investigate any closer. I went back upstairs. I saw that the front door was locked, meaning I would have to sneak out that same bedroom window and climb down the house. I went up to the room, and then stopped, seeing that closet, filled with clothes. An excitement overwhelmed me.

I just had to see.

I’d never seen myself dolled up. Sure, I was dolled up the night before, but that was different; it was dark, and I just put on a few products quickly. Now I had a chance to really see how I could look. I had a few more hours of sunlight and nowhere to be, and an empty, locked house, all to myself. I had dozens of outfits to choose from. Sure, they were old and dusty but they still looked fairly cute. And the makeup, and the hair extensions, and the shoes, which seemed to fit fine (maybe a bit tight, but fine)… I got lost. Time slipped away from me.

I spent two hours in the room, trying out outfits, putting on makeup. I don’t know how long I spent in front of the mirror, admiring what I was able to create in a relatively short period of time.

My phone buzzed. My mom was asking if I was stuck at work. “They asked me to stay late,” I said. “I have to help load the trucks.”

“As long as the overtime is worth it,” she said back—and she meant for herself; she didn’t actually care about me. She didn’t care if I came home in time for dinner.

I felt strangely free. I couldn’t remember the last time I truly had a whole house to myself, with nobody wondering what I was up to. I could do what I wanted to do.

It was dark before I knew it. I was onto my tenth outfit. I looked cute in stockings and heels. I looked even cuter in the lingerie that I found in the back of the closet: costume lingerie, like the maid outfit and especially the Playboy bunny outfit.

What was wrong with me? Why did I like this? Why couldn’t I pull myself away from that girl’s bedroom?

Time kept slipping by. My phone was dead now—not charged overnight. So I had no idea what time it even was. It had been dark for a long time. The streets were completely quiet—not even the distant hum of a car, though that didn’t necessarily mean anything; there were rarely rumbling cars roaming around that town.

It must have been extremely late, because as I was grabbed a bag of makeup wipes, I heard the giggling outside of the window. I crept up to see the first few girly-boys of the night, heading off to wherever the fun was happening. I was still dolled up, tempted to run out to join them. I knew that they would accept me; they accepted everyone, no matter how convincing, no matter how enthusiastic or nervous…

But I was tired. I worked a ten-hour shift after getting almost no sleep, and now I had another long shift coming up in just a handful of hours. Hell, I was tempted to sleep on that girl’s bed, though I was worried about being found. What if the ‘girls’ came to that house and found me? What if I slept in and the owners of the house decided to return?

I watched the girls go by for a long while, feeling strangely deflated: a strong sense of longing washing over me. Maybe they were smart to be on welfare. Maybe I should quit my job and take the welfare, so that I could be free like them, to do whatever I wanted to do.

But that wasn’t me; I couldn’t just accept money for nothing, just because it was available. The town was desperate for workers. The economy was quickly collapsing and there were only a few of us keeping it propped up. It was bound to crumble eventually—maybe soon. But why did that mean I had to suffer while they were all out having fun?

I went home. I got undressed, I got cleaned, up, and I went to my room to sleep. My room was empty. My two bunkmates were gone. I could only assume that they’d been swept by that phenomenon; they’d been lured by the same urges that were luring me. And if it wasn’t for that exhaustion, I probably would have been out with them, enjoying my freedom, enjoying a sort of carefree life, filled with physical pleasures.

Work was dull the next day: another long shift, working overtime to catch up on a large amount of orders. I snuck into that house on the way home again, even though I’d played around with all of the outfits in that closet. I found another room: the parents’ room, abandoned like the rest of the house, filled with old outfits. They weren’t quite as cute, but there was some leather BDSM gear hidden in the back of the closet that was fun to play with for a bit.

It was dark when I left. Girls were coming out from homes, off to party, off to fuck without consequences. One of them saw me and paused. I didn’t know her and she didn’t know me. I knew what she was thinking, so I called her over. I grabbed her hand and led her into an abandoned backyard, through an old door that was left open, swaying on its hinges. The house was messy, littered with broken glass from some past pop-up party. I took the girl into a room and I put her on an old bed. I spread her legs and pulled up her skirt, seeing her hard erection. I lifted it up along with her ball sack, exposing her asshole. Then I gave her what she wanted; she didn’t utter a word the whole time. I could tell that she was new to the town; newcomers were arriving every day.

It was obvious that word had gotten out. “Where are you from?” I asked her after I was finished pumping her and jerking her off—making her ruin her outfit with streaks of white cum. I found her another outfit in one of the abandoned closets (it had been heavily picked over). I watched her as she got dressed. While she was naked, she looked like a boy, but it only lasted a minute.

“New York,” she said softly. Then, with her new outfit on, she scurried away, afraid to look into my eyes.

The next day, I asked Dave about the town. “What happened here? Why is half the place abandoned?”

“The economy here crashed. There used to be a big coal mine just outside of the town; it employed five-hundred people—me included. It shut down. Some of us came to work here—the rest just up and left, leaving everything behind. After the mine closed, the homes became worthless; people were literally trying to sell their homes for a dollar, just so they wouldn’t have to pay the property tax.”

“Why don’t you leave?” I asked.

“Nowhere to go,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. He had a weathered look on his face—something I hadn’t noticed before. “Plus, it seems like some life is coming back to this town. I know it’s just because of the welfare, and that will end soon, but there’s some hope here…” Then he held out that box of dildos. “Want one?”

“No thanks,” I said. I still had the two from before, which I’d played with. The first time I used the big one, it was scary; I didn’t think that it was actually meant to go inside of a person, but I tried anyway after an hour of playing with the normal-sized one. It took some wriggling, but I managed to sit down on the fat dildo, and it pushed into me. It felt good… much better than I was expecting. I swear my eyes rolled into the back of my head and I moaned uncontrollably; luckily, I was in a big, empty house, so there weren’t any people around to hear.

“There’s also the other thing,” Dave said to me, as I stepped out the factory door. I paused and looked back at him.

“The other thing?” I said.

“The other reason this town is having a boom—not just the welfare.”

“What’s that?” I asked. My heart skipped a beat.

“Oh, c’mon now,” he laughed. “You’ve been here for long enough. You’re young. I’m sure you aren’t that naïve.”

I just stood there. I felt a chill tingling up my spine. Was he accusing me of being one of them? I didn’t want him thinking that I was one of the sissies, even if I was. Was I? I didn’t go to their orgies. I always kept my distance. Okay—there was that one time that I made it into one of them, but that was different; that was just a mistake…

“I think the welfare brought them here,” he said. “When they came, a lot of people left. Folks around here didn’t like what they were up to and wanted nothing to do with it. But they also brought a lot of people with them.”

“Who are they?” I asked. I knew he was talking about the sissies, but I was dying to know how the whole thing started. The ‘group’ just seemed so massive, so organized.

Dave shrugged his shoulders. “Don’t know,” he said. “I don’t get involved in it. I stay out of their way; they stay out of mine. I doubt they’ll be around for long though. When the welfare gets cut—and it’s going to be cut any day now—they’re all going to leave. They’ll find somewhere else where they can do their thing—whatever they’re doing; I don’t want to know. I don’t ask questions. What you do is none of my business.”

I perked up, suddenly feeling defensive. “I don’t do it!” I gasped. “I don’t have anything to do with any of that.”

He laughed and rolled his eyes. “I meant the royal you—not you, Sal. But I’ll give you some advice. I like you a lot, and I like having you here at the factory. But if you stay in this town, they’ll get to you. That’s not a dig at your character now—it’s just a fact. They get to everyone. Not us old guys—they’re not interested in us. But guys like you—especially a small guy like you—you’re who they’re looking for.”

“Again—who is ‘they’?” I asked. My heart fluttered.

“Again—I don’t know. But I’ve seen lots of guys come through here, thinking they’ll have nothing to do with any of that. Well—they end up going away. You want some advice? Move out of this town. I know you were telling me the other day about some debt. Just accept the debt. Don’t stay here. It’s nothing but a trap.”

“O—Okay,” I said, and then I forced a smile and a small laugh. “I’ll keep that in mind, Dave. Thanks for the heads up.”

“You can laugh all you want, Sal! They’ve gotten to stubborner guys than you.”

“Alright,” I said, waving him off. “See you tomorrow.”

And then, instead of going home, I stopped at a house. It was one of many boarded up homes. It was one of many homes that had been broken into: the back door cracked open, swaying on hinges. I snuck in and looked around, finding the one room that had been ransacked, while the others were left untouched: the room of a teen girl.

Outfits had been picked over, but a few were left behind: a prom dress, some panties, a bra, and a couple swimsuits. I took what I liked and I went on, going to the next abandoned house, and then the next, and then the next. There were literally hundreds of empty houses in that town, and I managed to find half a dozen closets filled with women’s clothing—some that had been found, some that I was discovering.

Then, I spent the rest of that evening doing exactly what Dave warned me not to do; I tried on clothes and fell further down that rabbit hole, even staying awake until they were up, like vampires, ready to roam the night. I watched them as they moved down the streets, off to the party of the night. I followed, keeping my distance, dressed like one of them so that I wouldn’t be recognized. I kept telling myself that I was just out to gain some information, but I knew the truth…

I just wanted to feel the pleasure of giving and receiving. I wanted a fling, and I knew that they were all looking for the same thing.
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It was another old, abandoned house, taken over by the sissies of the night. Though it maybe wasn’t fair to call them sissies. Some had progressed much further with their feminization, that it was only fair to truly call them trans girls. At this party, the girls had set up a pole. They were signing karaoke while the most confident of the group took to that makeshift stage, stripping while the other girls cheered them on. I saw one girl strip down to nothing, exposing her long cock and her small breasts: the product of hormone pills and maybe even an operation; it was hard to tell in that dimly lit room—and it was hard to tell from far away; I made a point of staying near the wall where I wouldn’t be recognized.

I scanned the faces in the house as they went by. I was starting to recognize the girls, having seen them at other gatherings. It really did seem like their numbers were growing—and it was no surprise, seeing as young men were moving into the town every day—and I never saw those young men during the daytime.

I froze in the kitchen when I recognized the face of Chris; it was definitely him, though he was trying to be unrecognizable with eyeliner, eyeshadow, and lots of blush. I have to admit that the look suited him; he was cute, and confident. He looked awkward as a boy—but now he was thriving. He was drunk, snuggled up with two other girls. They were laughing and chatting.

Good for him. He was happy… at least that’s what I thought at first. But then I thought about what Dave told me. Dave was so sure that this was all a trap, that there was some conniving force behind all of this…

A woman put a drink in my hand, smiled at me, and then fluttered away. I was used to being given drinks at house parties, so I didn’t think much before sipping. But this time, the taste of the drink was bitter. I paused for a moment and looked down into the cup, seeing a half-dissolved white pill. I spat out what was in my mouth. I fished the pill out, but it was too dissolved to read.

Someone was slipping me something!

I poured the drink out and tossed the cup away. I had to be careful. I was worried that the single sip I took was going to make me loopy, but nothing happened—nothing that I noticed.

I moved through the party, trying to identify others. Maybe I had other brothers in attendance. Maybe I needed to save them all from that party—and from that town. I looked around for the girl who gave me the drink, but I couldn’t spot her—and I wasn’t even sure if I would recognize her if I did run into her.

The music was turned up louder. I searched through that house, and then I felt a dizziness. A panic washed over me. Was the pill kicking in? Did I need to get out of that house before I blacked out and they were free to use me however they wanted to use me? I rushed into a bathroom and stared at myself in the mirror. I almost scared myself, seeing my feminized reflection.

I took a minute to catch my breath. I knew that I needed to leave. That little white pill was enough to let me know that Dave was right: these people didn’t have good intentions…

And I wasn’t talking about the girls at the party—not all of them. I was talking about the people behind all of this. Someone was behind all of this.

I left that bathroom and went down the hall, heart pounding. I was almost at the stairs when I heard a sharp gasp. I looked to the side to see Chris, now on a bed, wrists tied with a rope. Girls were all around him, giggling as they pulled the rope tight. I froze, thinking I needed to save him… but he didn’t look worried. He was blushing, smiling, and biting his lip as a pair of girls grabbed his feet and spread his legs wide. They tied him with a rope, and then they took turns with him: mounting him one at a time while he moaned on the bed.

I don’t know how long I stood there, stunned, watching. I should have left instantly, but the sight was just too shocking. Why was he letting them do this to him?

They weren’t all dressed as women; there were two men in the room, dressed as men: newcomers, being allowed into the party as they were because it was their first time; that seemed to be the rule. They now had their fat, hairy cocks out, stroking them in their fists as they waited for their turns. Then finally, one of the trans girls finished inside of Chris’s butthole and made room for newcomer-number-one. He grunted as he mounted the nervous-looking Chris.

I knew Chris well enough to know that he would never want this—but he was doing nothing to stop the man. Chris let his girly head fall back and she moaned loud as she was penetrated. Then, she tried to squirm free from her ropes as the man pumped her.

I had to look away. I couldn’t watch anymore. I rushed down the stairs, and then I was on my way to the door when a hand gripped my wrist.

“Where are you going, beautiful?”

It was a man with a beard and a big smile. “I’m new here. The name is Kenny. I really love your outfit. I’ve been watching you for a while. You’re just—you’re prettier than the other girls, and that’s saying something because there are some pretty girls here.”

I just stared into his eyes, terrified, afraid of speaking and letting him know that I wasn’t actually a girl. I remembered my first party with the ‘girls’. I remembered thinking that most were really girls, and I could just tell by the way he was looking at me that he really thought that I was a girl. He made it more obvious a minute later. “Want to hang out? I’ve been told that I’m the king of eating pussy. Maybe that’s something you’re into.”

I shook my head, eyeing the door.

Then a hand slapped me on the back. I spun around to see the girl from the other night: a girl who had seen me like a girl before, when I let her fuck me in that creaky, abandoned home. “Valerie,” she smiled. She wasn’t really a girl; she was the boy renting our basement. “Don’t you want to show our new guest a good time?” She looked into my eyes and grinned.

“I—I think I have to go,” I said.

“Nonsense! We can do it together.” She reached down and gripped my hand, making my heart flutter in my chest. Then she grabbed the man’s hand. “C’mon,” she said, and then she took us both to an empty guest room. I don’t know why I followed; I don’t know why I didn’t just bolt for the door.

If this girl could recognize me now from the other night, could she recognize me when we were both boys, during the daytime? I tried not to think too much about it, worried the anxiety would drive me to the brink of insanity.

She got things started, kissing the man, letting him touch her all over—but stopping him when he tried to grab her non-existent pussy. She brought him to the bed and then she commanded me to join her.

She unzipped his fly and then he leaned back onto his elbows. “Fuck yeah,” he grunted.

“Go first,” she said to me. I just stood there, stunned, and white in the face.

She rolled her eyes. “Fine,” she said. “Sorry—she’s still learning.”

“I don’t mind,” the man laughed.

Then, our new renter got to work, stroking and sucking the man’s cock. She used her fist to hold down his billowing pubic hair. Then she looked at me again. “C’mon. Suck him. It feels so good.”

I don’t know why I inched forward. I don’t know why I leaned in, taking the cock from her and aiming the tip at my lips. I guess I was a bit curious to see if I could pleasure a man, and not just a sissy or another woman. There was something different about being with a man, something that really made me feel like a girl. In that moment, I felt so small, so dainty, so fragile, and so vulnerable. My head was swirling. My heart was bouncing rapidly in my chest.

I had no idea why I was doing it; I had no idea why I was even there. What was I still trying to learn? I wasn’t going to find out who was behind all of this by being at that house—and I certainly wasn’t going to figure it out by sucking that man’s cock. Yet there I was, unable to bring myself to my senses. Maybe it was that white pill that I pulled out from my drink; maybe enough of it got into my system to cloud my judgement.

My ‘friend’ giggled, pushing me forward, forcing that cock into my mouth. I tensed up all over, feeling it throbbing. I don’t know why, but it was different than the sissy cock I sucked before. Now, I was sucking a man—and he felt like a man. He grunted like a man and groaned like a man. He smelled like a man, which made my skin tingle cold—but I kept sucking, and my feminized friend (and roommate) kept giggling.

We took turns. She pulled me back and sucked for a minute, and then she grabbed the shaft and pulled it to my lips so I could keep sucking. “It’s like musical chairs.” She laughed. “Who will be sucking when he comes?”

And I was the one sucking when he came. I gasped, and she grabbed my head and held me down so I could pull away. I coughed and let cum spew out from the corners of my mouth, but I managed to stay in place until he was finished. He wanted to watch me transfer the cum into my friend’s mouth, so I did it; she swallowed. “Now suck me,” she said, pulling out her cock. As I went down on her, the man gasped in horror. “You’re a dude!?” he said.

But she just giggled, apparently thinking the man’s state of terror was nothing more than a joke. For some reason, I giggled too. I let my roommate pull out my cock to show the man that he’d just been sucked off by two biological men. He stumbled away from us and then scurried out of that house.

For him, it was just beginning. Soon, he would be back, dressed up like a girl, looking to get sucked off again. And then it wouldn’t be long before he was doing the sucking, just like other ‘girls’ at that party.

I had no reason to stay, but I stayed. I finished her off, and then I transferred her cum into her own mouth. We kissed and laughed, and then I looked around, feeling something new: a sense of wonder and excitement. I saw so much potential in that room: all of those girls fooling around with each other. In twenty-four hours, they would all meet again, and then the fun would restart. I suddenly understood the draw; I understood why guys were moving to Cheston from all over the country. They really had something figured out here: a life without any serious responsibilities, living day-to-day in comfort, receiving more pleasure than most men know possible.

My eyes beamed as those thoughts swirled through my mind. Then, a pair of hands slid up my waist. “Hey, beautiful,” said a feminized voice. I looked back and saw a new girl: shorter than me, with a pretty face and lovely blonde hair. She rubbed me all over, and I just enjoyed the moment. Then she spun me around and we kissed. She giggled. “Tastes like cum,” she said.

I smiled, and then the smile faded quickly when I realized who I was looking at: Devon. I felt a coldness clenching at my heart. I’d just kissed my brother. And the smile on his face suggested that he hadn’t yet realized who I was. So I turned away quickly, before he could figure it out. “I have to go,” I said suddenly, stumbling away. My heart was pounding hard now.

“Wait,” she said, but I didn’t stop. I kept going, through the door, down the street. I was running, stumbling until I managed to kick off my heels, and then I didn’t stop until I was at my house. I scrambled out of my clothes in the back yard, and then I rushed into the house, heading straight for the bathroom. I cleaned off the makeup and then I went to Devon’s room, seeing that he wasn’t in his bed. His bunkmates were all gone as well. Then I went to my room: empty. All of my brothers were gone.

The lure of the sissies had taken us all.
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Iwas awake when they all started returning, creeping quietly into the room around 4:30 AM. They came in every few minutes, getting into their beds, all cleaned up—but they didn’t realize they were bringing the smell of perfume with them: a smell that didn’t go away with a few makeup wipes. They fell asleep quickly: relaxed and contented, as if they didn’t have any issues with what they’d been up to: sleeping with strangers, letting men into their assholes.

And none of them could resist it—even Devon, one of the most stubborn and resilient men I knew, was getting dolled up and fooling around with strangers.

The next morning, Devon came up to me. I froze, staring into his eyes as terror consumed me. I had no idea if he knew that he’d kissed me the night before. I had no idea what he knew; maybe he saw me suck two cocks at that party…

“Can I talk to you for a minute?” he asked, motioning towards the den, which was empty. I followed him in. He closed the door, and now we were alone together. Those chills were getting worse.

“What is it?” I asked carefully, trying to stay close to the door in case I needed to run. But what would running do? It’s not like I could save my reputation by running.

“I saw you yesterday,” he said.

I could feel the color draining from my face. “Saw me?” I said. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

He grinned. “Why are you being so weird about it?”

“I’m not being weird,” I said. “I just don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Get over it,” he said. “And let me finish talking before you spaz out.”

I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself down.

“I was down by your work when you were leaving,” he said. Did he see me going into abandoned homes? Did he spy on me while I tried on different outfits that I found in abandoned closets?

“So what?” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue.

“Your boss was by the door, with a big box of dildos,” he laughed. “He was trying to hand them out to everyone.”

“So what?” I asked. I had to think for a moment; did I take one?

“I was, uh, wondering if you could get me one,” he said. “It’s for a joke I want to play on Chris.”

“A joke?” I said.

“Yeah,” he said. “It’ll be funny. It’s a stupid inside joke—it’s probably not even very funny—but if you get them for free… may as well, right?”

“You want me to get you a free dildo?” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “For a joke,” he said. But I knew he wanted it for himself. I knew he was just using that same stupid excuse that I used—the same stupid excuse that we all used.

The new guy at work said the same thing that evening when we got off work. “I’ll take one, but just to mess with my brother,” he said, grabbing a large, thick rubber cock from Dave’s box. I don’t think Dave believed me when I said, “My brother wants one to play a prank on our other brother.” I stuffed the cock into my bag and gave it to Devon when I got home.

Later that night, after we’d all gone to bed (for the first time), I heard the soft footsteps in the hallway. I got up and went down the hall, hearing the soft moaning coming from the closed bathroom. I knew Devon was in there with that dildo, getting himself warmed up for the night.

I hid down the hall, tired from a long day of work, but driven by an intense curiosity. I waited until he slipped out of the bathroom. He was holding a bag. He didn’t see me luring around the far corner. He went down the stairs and left the house. I followed. I followed him to an abandoned house and watched him go in. Then, I looked back and saw a figure coming down the road. I checked the time; it was 11:15 PM. I hid behind a fence and watched the new figure, until he came into view. It was Aaron.

I gasped, watching as Aaron went further down the street: four houses down from where Devon went. He went into the house through the back door.

I stayed behind that fence, watching as many young men came from different directions, slipping into the many abandoned houses before vanishing. Then, at midnight, doors started opening. Girlified versions of the boys began to emerge, Devon included, Aaron included. They began to congregate in the road, forming little clusters and then heading in the same direction, chatting, giggling, skipping with a whole new set of mannerisms. And I must admit that it was tempting: there were so many empty houses filled with women’s clothing. I wanted to get dolled up to join them. I knew what kind of fun they were going to have.

But I couldn’t let those desires consume me the way they’d consumed them. I didn’t want to throw away my life to live on welfare. I didn’t want to move from town to town, following free money and avoiding work. No, I didn’t want to work either, but people can’t just run from their responsibilities. This wasn’t freedom; they were having fun, but they certainly weren’t free, living in Cheston because it was their only option. I’m sure the novelty would wear off eventually. Or would it? Maybe this was a fine life to live. Maybe I was silly for thinking that a person should aspire to work a soulless job, throwing away precious time in a factory, making things that were of no consequence. Was what I was doing really so much better?

I watched them all go into a house. By 12:30 AM, the streets were silent. The party inside was underway. I just watched from a distance, catching the odd glimpse through a window: the odd kiss, the odd naked body. I heard the odd moan, and the occasional burst of laughter. I was jealous; I wanted to be inside of that house with them, but I had to stay true to my morals, even if I wasn’t really sure if they were correct or not.

Then, as I was about to leave, I saw another figure, closer to the house, trying to catch a glimpse through the window. It was a male figure: older, from what I could tell. He looked a bit like a broken golem, hunching as he tried not to be seen spying on the feminized orgy happening inside.

I watched the man for a moment. He circled the house, trying to get a better view of what was happening inside. Then, when a group of girls came out for some air, he hid behind a bush. I watched him creep away, so I decided to confront him. I followed him down a twisting alleyway. I followed him down a long road. I got closer and closer to him, and then he stopped, looking back at me, hearing my footsteps.

I froze when I saw his face, lit by dim lamplight. He froze too, seeing me. “Dave?” I said.

“Sal?” he called out. “What are you doing out? Your shift starts in five hours.”

“What are you doing out?” I said.

He just stood there, not sure how to react, or how to respond.

“I was just getting some air.”

“I saw you down at that house. You were looking in the windows.”

“I heard some noise,” he said.

“That house is five blocks away,” I said. “It’s almost on the other side of the town.”

His eyes narrowed. “You need to mind your own business, Sal,” he said. “You’re going to make people around here real mad if you pry into their business.”

“Says the guy looking at a bunch of… kids through a window.”

“They’re adults!” he snapped. “And it’s none of your business. I told you yesterday: you need to get out of this town quickly, before this gets a hold of you.”

“Why would it get a hold of me? It didn’t get a hold of you,” I said, shaking my head.

“Yes, it did,” he barked. And then his face turned dark red. He looked away from me. “I used to be like them,” he said. “I’m just telling you this as a warning, Sal. It’s not something I’m proud of. I was just like them, a long time ago. I didn’t actually work in the mine. I moved here when they moved here. We were in a town called New Windsor before. Then, when New Windsor dissolved their assistance program, we came here.”

“You’re one of them?” I asked.

He shook his head. “I used to be. I’m too old now. They don’t let you in once you reach a certain age. I don’t even know what that age is anymore… maybe thirty. They kicked me out twenty years ago.”

“Who’s they?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. I never knew. But they left a note in my mailbox. They told me not to come back. It was a threat. The others were told not to interact with me if I did show up.”

“So why the hell are you following them around the country?”

“I miss it,” he said suddenly, almost yelling. “I can’t leave it. I—I don’t want to leave it. It has a way of consuming you. It has a way of taking over your brain. I—I can’t explain it. If I left, I would just feel like… like I have nothing.”

“You need to get help,” I said.

“It doesn’t matter now,” he said. “I’m old now. It’s too late for me to do anything.”

“Are you even fifty?” I asked. “You still have half your life.”

“It’s easy for you to say, Sal. You’re not even twenty. I wish I were you. If I were you, I would be in there right now. I wouldn’t be wasting a single minute talking to some old loser.”

“You aren’t a loser,” I said. “You need to get over yourself.” I stepped closer to him, and then I smelled the whiskey on his breath. I realized he was drunk, which explained his willingness to blurt out his embarrassing secrets. “Go home and get some sleep.”

He stood still for a moment, looking like he was about to cry. Then I noticed the almost-empty bottle of vodka in his hand.

“How much have you had to drink?” I asked.

“What difference does it make?”

“You’re better than this, Dave,” I said.

“Sometimes I dress up. Sometimes I linger around and try to catch them as they leave. I get a bit of action from time to time… it’s rare, but it happens.”

“Is that why you stick around?”

He shrugged his shoulders, swaying as he sipped from his bottle again.

“Stop drinking. You’re going to make yourself sick,” I said.

“What difference does it make?” he asked with a burp.

“Go home. Go to sleep. You have a shift tomorrow too…” And then I thought about it for a moment; he was following them from town to town as they followed that welfare program; so why wasn’t he on welfare? “Why are you working if you’re going to just move when they end the welfare?”

He grinned. “There are perks to having extra money,” he said. “They let me buy them clothes. Sometimes they reward me. Just this past weekend, I bought a girl a new wig.” He burped. “She sucked my cock—one of the best blowjobs I’ve had in my life.”

I looked at him, with his uneven stubble, with his reddened, splotchy cheeks, with his disheveled hair; he didn’t look much different now than he did when he was at work. His life just seemed so… sad. Maybe he was right: maybe I didn’t want to end up like him. Maybe they were having fun in that house, having orgies every night, letting their youth slip away from them… but then what came next? After ten years or so, it would all be over. Then, those girls were all going to be in their thirties with nothing to show for the prime of their lives: nothing but a decade of welfare stubs—not even a line on a resume to be submitted to the local McDonalds.

I left Dave standing there. I couldn’t help him; he needed to find a way to help himself. And I needed to find a way to help myself.

I went back to our house and crawled into my bed. I fell asleep, but woke up around 4:30 AM, when my brothers were returning from their orgy. When I woke up for work, they were all still sleeping. We had a short day at work; I was home by 3:30 PM. But my brothers were still sleeping, snoring, with no responsibilities. Was I jealous? Sure. Did I want to be like them? No way.

They got up around 4:30 PM, stumbling down to the kitchen to drink coffee. It was welfare day. They all got their cheques. I watched them smiling as they looked at their small cheques: enough to afford cheap food with a tiny bit left.

It wasn’t enough to create any meaningful sort of life… though maybe it was enough to create some meaning in that town of Cheston, since there was nothing to do.

The money was gone before the end of the week. The men bought food, drugs, liquor. Then, Chris came to me that weekend. “Hey man,” he said. “I have a big favor to ask of you.”

“What is it?” I said.

“I’m seeing this girl. She’s really cute and I want to get her something. I don’t really have the cash. I was hoping you could spot me. You’ve got tons of money.”

“A girlfriend?” I said. “I didn’t even know that there were girls in this town.”

“They’re around,” he smiled. “So, uh, I was hoping you could come to the mall with me. I want to get her this dress.”

“What’s her name?” I said.

And then he stared into my eyes, looking dazed, caught in his lie. He wanted me to buy him a dress—something he couldn’t find raiding abandoned closets. “Carly,” he lied.

“Can I meet her?”

“Maybe if things get more serious,” he said.

“Have any pictures?” I asked.

“Why are you being so annoying?” he snapped suddenly. “God forbid I ask for a favor!”

I didn’t feel like embarrassing him anymore. “I’m sorry, Chris. I can’t help you.”

“What the fuck, man!? I saw your pay stub. Are you just hoarding money or something?”

“No,” I said. “I’m saving to pay off my debt.”

“Who cares about their debt? We all have debt! Just live with it! Live your life—quit being a slave to your debt.”

“I’m actually going to pay off my debt in a year if I keep up my current pace,” I said, having done the math earlier that day.

“So what?” he said. “And you’re still going to be miserable. Is it worth it?”

“Sorry, Chris,” I said. I wasn’t going to let him drag me into that fight. If he wanted money to buy himself a dress, he could get a job. I needed my money for myself. I wasn’t just going to give it away to someone who wasn’t willing to accept any responsibility.

It was two days later when I told my parents that I was leaving: their house, and the foster program. They were shocked at first, and then that shock turned into outrage. “You owe us for everything you took from us,” my mother said to me; though she wasn’t technically my mother anymore. “We fed you, clothed you, and put a roof over your head.”

“Take it up with the foster agency,” I said, rolling my eyes. I knew they wouldn’t do anything about it. I knew they would threaten a lawsuit unless I gave them the contents of my bank account, but their lawsuit wouldn’t hold up in any court. They had no case; they just wanted my money, and I was the only one providing anything since they were all on welfare. Even Aaron had quit his landscaping job and had gone into the welfare program.

I stayed in that town for three more weeks, squatting in abandoned houses. It wasn’t the most comfortable way to live, without power or heat or running water, but I was spending so much time at work; it really made no difference. There was even a shower at the factory, and Dave was fine with me using it once a day.

In those three weeks, I made enough to afford a deposit on an apartment in the big city. I made enough for two months of rent. I made enough for a few weeks of food—and enough for the first couple of debt payments that I would have to make.

No, I wasn’t going to end up paying my debt off in a year, now that I was paying rent and other living expenses. Hell—that one year was probably now three or four or five years. But I had my freedom: my real freedom.

On the last day of the month, I moved into my new apartment: a small place near a highway, but it was mine. I never kept touch with my brothers or my parents. I stayed in touch with Dave for a couple of weeks while I got settled into a new job: a job that he got me, since the factory was owned by the same owner.

It was a vibrator factory; it wasn’t exactly a dream job, putting batteries into the vibrators, testing them to make sure all of the settings worked, and then placing them on the belt so they could be boxed. It was actually just as tedious as the job at the dildo factory—but the pay was good, and it came with a few perks: like free vibrators.

And every few weeks, we would package gift boxes that were sold around the country to bachelorette parties. The boxes included lingerie and perfume and makeup that was provided by local sellers. When we had overstock, we employees got to take what we wanted. So after a couple of months, I had a whole drawer filled with lingerie and makeup. I had to buy my own shoes, and if there was a specific outfit that I wanted, I had to buy that too.

When I left Cheston, I didn’t exactly leave everything behind. Maybe a bit of that town rubbed off on me. I still liked dressing up. In fact, I was dressing up more and more every day. I was even thinking of going into work as a girl. I knew almost nobody in that new city, so I could be whoever I wanted to be. It was true freedom, though I needed some time to decide exactly who I wanted to be.

It was my third week in my apartment building when I heard some commotion downstairs. I went down and knocked on the door, thinking someone was hurt. Then the door opened and two girls poked their heads out, giggling. I knew that smell: a mixture of perfume and anal sex. Those weren’t biological women staring at me. “Are we being too loud?” one of the girls asked. I leaned over and saw two more girls in the space—and I could hear more.

“No,” I said. “I just heard a noise and was worried someone was hurt.”

They both giggled. Then, one of the drunk girls in the back of the room called out to me. “Want us to sick your cock?”

They all gasped and giggled, and then they apologized for the noise. A week later, when I heard them partying again, I got dressed up and went down. How could I resist?

I wasn’t making it into my life. I was still going to work on paying off my debt. Then I could save up to go to school; I could start some sort of career, once I figured out what I wanted to be. I thought often about my brothers in Cheston, wondering if they were still there, slowly turning into empty versions of their old selves. I will admit that I often thought jealously about them; they were definitely living fun lives, but that fun was going to run out eventually, and then they had dark, uncertain times ahead of them.

Though maybe they ended up being saved. It was national news when my foster parents were arrested: human trafficking. There wasn’t much information in the articles that I could find. The police came to me and asked a number of questions, but told me that they couldn’t say much until the investigation was finished. Though they did mention that my parents had previously lived in a town called New Windsor, and I recognized that name: it was where Dave said the sissy orgies were happening before they moved to Cheston. I couldn’t help but think that my foster parents had something to do with that whole operation; maybe they were behind it.

It was something that I would probably never know, and I was okay with that. I was happy that they took me to Cheston, even if their goal was to sissify me and turn me into a sort of feminized slut; maybe they achieved what they wanted, but I felt like I got what I wanted too. That doesn’t mean it was right of them to do it—especially if they were slipping us all pills, like the one that I found in my drink.

Like I said: I would probably never know the full extent of what they were up to, or of what was happening. Even if they were tried and put into prison (which I think they were), the details would never fully be revealed; the police probably wouldn’t discover everything, and they definitely wouldn’t figure out what was happening in the heads of my parents.

It didn’t matter. Sometimes, there’s no sense in trying to understand the past. I could probably make it my life mission to try to understand what was happening in Cheston, but it really made no difference at the end of the day. I discovered something invaluable about myself, so it was hard to be too upset.

I loved who I was now, and I had a bright future. I couldn’t be upset; I didn’t have time to be upset. I was a busy guy now—or maybe I should say that I was a busy girl, since it seemed like I was a girl much more often than I was a boy.

THE END


HER RELUCTANT SLAVE
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HER RELUCTANT SLAVE


Andy just moved to a new house on the other side of the country. It’s a dreary place, but one thing isn’t so dreary: Andy’s new neighbour.

She’s a mature woman and she’s got a thing for younger guys. As soon as her gaze is set on Andy, she’s determined to make Andy’s wildest young-man-with-a-V-card dreams come true.

At least that’s what Andy thinks… unfortunately for our friend, Andy, his neighbour has other plans for him: plans to satisfy her own curious fetish—and to make a bit of cash.


CHAPTER 1
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This is a story about an evil woman.

You might not think she sounds so terrible. You might even think that she sounds like something from a dream or a fantasy, but let me assure you that she was truly evil—belongs in prison, type evil. Though that probably wouldn’t be so fair to the other prisoners.

She’s not in prison. Maybe I could have gotten her arrested. There would have been a trial… but I don’t think the judge would have believed the whole story, so the case would have just been dismissed and I would have been labelled a liar.

It’s a bit of a long story, and to truly understand just how evil she was, I need to start way back, when I met her. It was the day after we moved into the new house. It was a rainy day: rain like I’d never seen before; it didn’t rain like that back on the prairies. I’d seen my share of downfalls, but this was different; this was like a hurricane, though I was told later that it really wasn’t that bad. I sat in my new bedroom, watching the water stream down the window in waves, like going through a carwash. The window thumped and rattled—but the rain didn’t stop. It just kept coming down, gushing from the sky as if the wind had picked up the ocean and was now dumping it over our new house.

My parents were in the basement, freaking out as they tried to control all of the leaks with buckets and mops. My dad had never seen anything like it either. He tried to use duct tape to cover one of the foundation cracks that was oozing water; of course it didn’t work. My mother was born on the coast, so she was more familiar with the rain—though still totally flustered, and enraged about the leaks. Apparently, the seller didn’t disclose any issues with the foundation.

We didn’t have cable or internet setup yet, so there was nothing to do but watch the rain. Well, there was lots to do, but I wasn’t doing any of it—and it wasn’t long before my father decided to chew me out for it. “The house is filled with boxes that need to be unpacked!” he shouted from my doorway. “Why are you just sitting here? Or you can come to the basement and help soak up the water.”

“And the cardboard needs to be taken out!” my mother shouted from the basement. “The recycling truck comes tomorrow morning!”

“That’s right!” my dad said, rushing back to the basement. He was dripping from his losing battle with the flooding. “Go take the cardboard out! If we miss recycling day… We can’t miss recycling day!”

“In this rain!? Are you nuts?” I said, looking at the window again as it rattled from the pressure of the rain.

“Get used to it, bucko,” my mother said. “This is life on the Island.”

I groaned. I didn’t feel like being yelled at anymore. Luckily it wasn’t cold out; just very, very wet. I decided to take off my shirt, changing out of my jeans and into my old swim trunks. There was no sense in getting my clothes soaked.

Then, I went down to the living room and saw the cardboard: a huge mountain of collapsed moving boxes. I was easily looking at ten trips down the long driveway (which was sloped downhill, by the way). I groaned and rolled my eyes. Then I looked out the window, wondering if the rain was going to let up soon; it was impossible to tell.

I could hear my parents shouting in the basement. “What do you want me to do!?” my dad shouted.

“Stop wasting the tape!”

“What else can I do!?”

“We need more towels!”

I opened the door and winced my face away as the rain showered me. Then I got to work, dragging out mounds of cardboard, pushing through the rain, topless, down the long driveway: about eighty meters each stretch. I couldn’t even see the ocean, which was just across the street. I was already drenched after my first trip and I had many more to go.

“This sucks,” I groaned after dumping off the second load of cardboard. I was already missing our old house. I missed the warm weather. I missed my friends. I even missed my school. I never wanted to move, but we had no choice: my dad was transferred and my mom was thrilled for the opportunity to move back to the coast. “You’ll love the ocean,” she said to me every time she saw that I was bummed about leaving. “It’s amazing.” But so far, I hated it; it was just so damned wet.

And it didn’t rain the day before; it was a ‘beautiful, sunny day’ according to my mom, but the air was just damp. I swear my clothes got wet, even though I never got anywhere near the water. To make matters worse, my skin was breaking out because of the humidity. I already had enough issues attracting girls with my short, thin body; now I had pimples everywhere.

I dumped off the third load of cardboard and then I tried to decide if the rain was letting up. I stopped for a moment, staring up at the sky, letting the rain fall on my face; it was miserable, but better than listening to my parents fight in the basement. On a day like that, I would have normally gone to a friend’s house to hide away—told my parents that I needed to study or work on some project. Then I would have spent the afternoon playing video games, watching movies, smoking dope—usual teen things.

“Young man!” a voice called out to me.

I turned around, trying to locate the voice. I couldn’t find it through the rain.

“Over here!” she shouted. It was definitely a woman’s voice: slightly raspy as if she was old, or maybe she smoked a lot. I spun around until I spotted my neighbor’s house—and my neighbor, standing in her opened doorway. I could hardly see her—just making out her silhouette as water drops glistened on my eyes. “Come over here!”

I hesitated. I had no idea who she was, but I didn’t want to be rude. I crossed my arms over my chest and jogged over, up her steps. She moved aside. “Come in,” she said. “Get out of the rain for a minute.”

“I don’t want to get your floor all wet,” I said.

“Don’t worry about the floor. Just come in,” she said. She put her hand on my back and guided me onto her landing. Then she closed the door, closing out the sound of the gushing rain. Her house was frighteningly well insulated, because once that door was closed, I could hear nothing, as if it wasn’t raining outside at all.

She buzzed away and then came back with a towel, though it seemed pointless, seeing as I was just going to go back out into the rain again in a minute. I used the towel to dry off of my face, so that I could see clearly. And that’s when I saw that she was wearing nothing but a tiny satin kimono, not even closed fully, exposing the middle of her chest and her large, fake breasts. I froze, darting my eyes up to her face. It was a shocking sight for a young virgin. I cleared my throat and tried to think of something to say.

“What are you doing out in the rain?” she asked, shaking her head. “You’re going to end up sick!”

“My parents asked me to take out the cardboard,” I said.

“In this rain?” she said. “At least wait for the storm to break.”

“There was nothing else to do,” I said. “I should really get back to work.” I tried hard to look away from her, but it wasn’t easy. I could see her ruby-red panties through that opening. It almost seemed like she wanted me to see her body. “Uh, miss—your robe is open.”

She looked down at herself and then laughed. “Oh, I know. This thing is way too small on me. It doesn’t stay closed. Oh well—a young, handsome man like you… it’s nothing you haven’t seen before.”

I felt my face turning red. “Okay,” I said. “I’ll see you later then.”

“Wait,” she said. “Are you the new neighbor? Did you just move into Christine’s old house?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “Is that who owned the house before us?”

She smiled and nodded her head. “I’m glad she’s gone,” the woman said. “She was a crusty old woman, with nothing nice to say about anyone.” Then she extended her hand. That hand gave away her age: overly moisturized but still slightly wrinkly. Her face was a mystery: lifted, filled with Botox, fake lashes, tattooed brows. But that hand couldn’t lie; she was about fifty, maybe a bit older. “My name is Kate,” she smiled.

“Andy,” I said, shaking her hand. “I should get back to work.”

“Wait, Andy,” she said. “Don’t go out into the rain. It’s too wet out there. Stay in here for a bit, where it’s warm and dry.”

“My parents are going to wonder where I went,” I said.

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” she said, waving her hand. “I’m not telling you to stay here for hours. Just stay dry. Towel off! Maybe you can come and help me with something while I have you. I have this dresser and I just can’t move it by myself.”

“Oh,” I said. “Okay.”

I will admit that she was an attractive woman for her age; I wasn’t normally into the ‘fake’ look; all those procedures usually just ended up making women look older than they were, but there was a curious grace to Kate, despite the lifts and fillers. She had natural blonde hair, curly and long, and her eyes were big and youthful; the bright blue color helped. She had slight lines around her eyes—just enough to make her look more-or-less normal and not like some Real Housewife of Whatever City. But those lips were overly-fake—not my thing at all: too plump, looking uncomfortable as she constantly mashed them together, teasing them with the tip of her tongue.

She took me up her stairs. Her house was much nicer than ours. Ours was what my dad called ‘a project’. But Kate’s house was what my mom would call ‘move in ready’. It seemed like it had been renovated fully within the past couple of months. In fact, I couldn’t help but wonder if Kate even lived there, or if she was a realtor and this was a show home that she was getting ready to show some client. There was hardly anything in it: just a couch, a sofa chair, a TV stand and a TV… and some generic art on the white walls. “Nice place,” I said politely, not sure what else to say.

“Thank you, Andy,” she said. “Just wait until you see the bedroom.”

The bedroom was the only room that wasn’t painted white; it was the opposite: black, with deep red linens and curtains. There were panes of glass on the walls, adding a curious sheen to the room. “Don’t you love it?” she asked. It felt strangely Japanese, but I’m not quite sure how; maybe it was just the kimono she was wearing, combined with the red satin bed sheets…

I looked around. “Where’s the dresser?” I asked. I saw a chair at the far end of the room, and sitting on the chair was a pair of panties: red, just like the panties she was wearing now.

“Right there,” she said, pointing to a small little nightstand. I walked over to it. It was already next to the bed, where it belonged.

“Okay,” I said. “Where do you want it?”

“Maybe on the other side of the bed.”

I moved it with ease; it wasn’t even a little bit heavy. I was starting to get uncomfortable chills, thinking that this woman was up to something. She just stood there, watching me with a grin on her face, her kimono still open. And that kimono wasn’t too small to close, by the way—it was perfectly closeable. Now, it was more open than ever. She wasn’t wearing a bra. When I looked over at her, I could see the edges of her nipples. I wanted to tell her, but I had a feeling she was trying to show me.

“Is this better?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “I think I like it more. What do you think?”

“Sure,” I said. “It works either way. Maybe you can get a matching one and then have one on each side.”

“You know what?” she said with that grin. “That’s a wonderful idea. I think that would look better.”

I just stood there, waiting for her to tell me I could leave. I strained to keep my gaze away from her, so she wouldn’t think that I was staring at her boobs.

“Are my breasts making you uncomfortable, Andy?”

“What?” I said. “No. But, uh, they’re out. I just don’t want to make you uncomfortable.”

“Are you gay, Andy?” she asked.

“What!?” I snapped. “No! Why would you say that?”

“Well, you don’t want to look at my breasts. It actually hurts my feelings a bit. Is there something wrong with them?”

I forced myself to look back at her. Now, her robe was fully opened, showing her big, stiff tits. “They’re fine,” I said. I didn’t want to tell her that they looked obviously fake.

“They don’t look too fake?” she asked. “I had them done six months ago.”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. I knew that I was dark red. I eyed the door. “I can’t even tell.”

“Are you a virgin, Andy?”

I froze, staring at her mostly-naked body. She walked over to me, slowly, one foot in front of the other. She smiled, looking into my eyes. She stopped short, filling my nostrils with her expensive perfume. Then she looked down at my crotch. She reached down and pulled the laces of my trunks and used her pointer finger to nudge my shorts down.

“What are you doing, ma’am?” I asked, my voice cracking.

“I’m just seeing what you really think of me,” she said. I covered my cock before she could see it, using both of my hands. “Oh, don’t be like that, Andy. I just want to see. Mouths can lie, but cocks can’t. C’mon, Andy; it’s nothing I haven’t seen before. I was married for twenty-eight years.”

I was frozen like a statue, unable to pull my hands away from my cock. Nobody had ever seen me uncovered before… while I had an erection. And I couldn’t help it! I’d never seen exposed breasts before—fake or real. I’d never had a woman come onto me like that; at school, girls ignored me; I was invisible. As a young virgin, as you can imagine, I watched a lot of porn—and this was just like a scene from a porno; it was a fantasy, and my mind was swirling with confusion and excitement. What if this turned into a regular thing? What if I got to fool around with the hot MILF next door for the rest of my schooling years? I still had another year of high-school, and then there was college… maybe I would live at home for a few years after that while I started a career—that’s a lot of sex.

She pulled my wrists away and then she gasped with a big smile. “So you do like the way I look!” she gasped.

“You’re a very beautiful woman,” I said awkwardly, voice cracking again. “But, uh, I should probably go.” I was hoping she would beg me to stay—and she did… but it came with a price.

“Have you ever seen a woman’s pussy before, Andy?” she asked, bending over and shimmying her panties down. She dropped them to the floor and then turned around, strutting to her bed. She climbed up, on her hands and knees, and then she widened her stance so that I could see her milf pussy and even her butthole. She reached back and pulled her butt cheek wide. “You can have me if you want me,” she said.

I stuttered. My hands were trembling. I was about to lose my virginity! I’d been dreaming of this moment for years. No, it wasn’t happening how I imagined it, but it was still happening. I was thrilled. I bit down on my tongue and tried not to turn too red—and I tried not to pass out. I started walking towards her supple, mature body. A gleam of moisture glistened on the edge of her pussy.

I moved in closer, starting to reach out to feel her hips. I’d never felt a woman before—not intimately, anyway. Sure, in gym class, I’d grazed a girl before. We had a wrestling class where we had to spar with the girls, so I quickly touched a bum and a tit. Then there was dance class, when I got to put my hands on a girl’s shoulders—and then the teacher told me I could hold her hips if we were both comfortable. The girl nodded her head and shrugged her shoulders, so I touched her hips…

But now, I was about to touch the naked hips of a woman—about to push my erection into her damp pussy.

“Wait,” she said, looking back at me with her big, gleaming eyes. Then, she committed her first truly evil act. She looked across the room at that chair, at that pair of red panties. “Put those on,” she said.

“What?” I said. “The panties?”

She nodded her head. “Please. It’s just what I’m into.”

“I—I don’t know,” I said.

“Please. Just fuck me wearing them. It would make me so, so wet.”

I wasn’t about to turn her down. It didn’t make much of a difference to me. I wasn’t into wearing panties, but I wanted to have sex; I wanted to experience intimacy with a woman. So I marched over to that chair and grabbed the panties. They were soft and tiny. I felt silly sliding them up my legs, but it seemed like a small price to pay. They didn’t cover my balls or my erection.

I looked back at Kate. Now, she was on her back, legs spread wide. She fingered me over to her, and then I lost my virginity.
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The sex was good, though I didn’t have anything to compare it too. Kate was loud, moaning as soon as I was inside of her, and then screaming when I started to thrust into her. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” she screamed, clutching my shoulders, pounding her body into mine. She wrapped her thighs around my back and dug her nails into me. I forgot that I was wearing panties almost immediately. The panties ended up in my butt crack, pulled around my dick—slightly uncomfortable, but hardly noticeable.

I didn’t last long. I wish I could say that I lasted more than ninety seconds, but I don’t think I even reached ninety seconds. She gasped when I came, and then she suddenly had a loud, moaning orgasm. “Oh, fuck yes! Fuck yes! Fuck yes!” she shouted, throwing her head back; it was dramatic enough to make me think it was fake, especially since it hadn’t even been two minutes.

When I pulled out, she pushed two of her manicured fingers into her cum-filled hole. She fingered herself, making a wet gushing sound, and then she pulled her fingers out, along with my thick cum. She sucked the cum off and then pushed those fingers back into her, mashing herself again before having another taste. I just watched, strangely perplexed, and a bit grossed out. I think she was trying to turn me on, but it wasn’t quite working. She was just being… gross, especially when she used her fingers to pull cum out, spreading it up into her trimmed pubic hair before saying, “Lick it out of my hair.”

“Um,” I said. “I think I’ll pass on that.” I looked around for my swim trunks.

“Do it,” she said. She fingered more cum out of her pussy and smeared it into her pubic hair. “Clean me up, bad boy.”

“I’m not really into that.”

“Do it,” she said with a frighteningly stern voice. I froze. I looked at her pubic hair: blonde, smeared with strands of white ooze. The thought of tasting my own cum really grossed me out, but I was afraid of disappointing her—afraid that she would never invite me over again.

I got down and crawled up. I winced away when I smelled my own cum, which was now dribbling out from her pussy. Now, if you’re a man, you know that your desire to do naughty things goes away as soon as you come. Something that might seem hot will suddenly seem gross—and this was definitely one of those things. Had she asked me to do this before I came, I would have done it—though I suppose there wouldn’t have been any cum to lick up. Now, it was like some nasty challenge that some school friend was making me do because I lost some dare. I closed my eyes and licked into her pubic hair. I stroked my tongue, tasting the bitterness of my load.

“Lick it all up,” she said, giggling. “Be a good little slave.”

I licked it all up in about a dozen licks. Then I wiped my lips with my wrist. “I need to get back to my house,” I said.

“Thanks for the fun, Andy,” she said.

I started to take off the panties, then she snapped her fingers. “Leave those on,” she said. “Wear them under your shorts.”

“Um,” I said. “They’re yours.”

“It’s an order,” she said with a big grin.

“Sorry,” I said. “I’m not really into that, and I don’t want my parents thinking that I’m weird or anything.”

“They don’t need to see,” she said. “Wear them under your shorts, and then wear them to bed.”

“Alright,” I said. I planned on taking them off as soon as I was back at my house.

“I’ll check in on you to make sure you’re actually wearing them,” she said.

I laughed. “How are you going to do that?” I said.

Then she pointed through her window, towards our new house. “I can see into your room, Andy,” she smiled. A chill crept down my spine. How did she know which room was mine? I walked over to her window; the rain had settled slightly—just enough that I could indeed see my bedroom window.

“I’m expecting you to walk to your window and prove to me that the panties are still on,” she said.

I laughed nervously, not sure whether or not she was joking. I stared into her eyes. Her breasts were still out and there was a dribble of cum running down her thigh, which didn’t seem to bother her.

“You want to fuck my little pussy again, right, Andy?” she asked with a strange childish voice.

“If you want me to wear them, I’ll wear them. I’m just telling you now that it’s not my thing.”

She waved me off. “It will be,” she said. “You should get going, before your parents wonder where you went. You can tell them that you were helping me move some things around.” She winked at me. Then she reached down and fingered that dribbling cum off of her thigh. She brought it to her lips and licked it away. “See you soon, Andy.”

The interaction left me with a peculiar dread in my gut—not the feeling a guy is supposed to have after losing his virginity. But there was the expected excitement too. I couldn’t believe it: I’d just lost my virginity! I was no longer a virgin! I got to experience the inside of a tight, wet pussy. The feeling was incredible, unlike anything I could possibly explain. Some things are unexplainable, unfortunately. The tightness, the warmness, the wetness, the clenching, the pulsing… it’s like a symphony of pleasure that just beats the hell out of a clenched fist—even a clenched fist filled with goopy moisturizer.

I replayed that sex over and over in my head as I hauled out the rest of that cardboard. Then I went to my room to dry off, and to change into some dry clothes. I was about to slip out of those wet red panties, and then I remembered what she said, about checking in on me. I walked cautiously to my window and my heart fell into the pit of my stomach when I saw her standing at her bedroom window, looking at me with a smile on her face. Her gaze moved down to my crotch, seeing my panties. She winked and then she lifted up her new top: a tight white t-shirt with no bra beneath it. Showing me her fake breasts was the reward for following her command, so I decided to leave the wet panties on, even though they were uncomfortably tight and damp.

I left them on all night. I slept in them, though I’m not really sure why; I guess a part of me was afraid she was going to sneak into my room in the middle of the night to check on me.

Maybe she did; I didn’t realize it at the time, but she was insane. I thought that it was all just joking around, teasing, trying to make me blush—but she apparently got off on humiliating me, which I found out the very next day.
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It was my first day of school: a long day, surrounded by strangers who kept looking at me and giggling. I was the new kid, and it wasn’t the first time; it seemed like I was at a new school every year, and it was never at the start of the school year. I was always joining halfway through, once all of the friend groups were decided and settled.

I knew better than to try to wriggle into one of them; I knew that I wouldn’t end up being one of them. Though my parents promised me that this was where we were staying. “This is home now,” my dad said. “This is it. No more moving.”

I had no idea if I could believe him, but it was true that this job position was different: a promotion that put him in an office, managing a team. Honestly, I didn’t really understand what my dad did for a living, but before, he was always on call, always having to drive somewhere, sometimes out of town, sometimes for a week at a time. Now, they had his name on the company website under the ‘Our Team’ section, and apparently that meant something—that’s what my dad said, anyway. “It’s a big deal.”

And my mom didn’t want to move. She’d been dreaming of being back on the coast forever, and she would do everything in her power to stay, even if it did rain every single day.

It was raining again.

Each class ticked by slowly. It didn’t help that my clothes were damp from the walk to school, and they refused to dry in that humid environment. Nobody else seemed to be wet; they apparently knew something that I didn’t. I had an umbrella, but that didn’t help much. Maybe I needed to start bringing a change of clothing.

My mind was elsewhere, as you might imagine. I was thinking about the horny milf next door. I had a feeling I was going to be thinking about her a lot. I was already wondering when she would put out again—though I wasn’t exactly looking forward to the caveats: the panties, and the cum licking. Maybe I would get used to that stuff—it was worth getting to fuck her; it was worth not having to satisfy my sexual urges with my fist and a porn video.

I kept thinking about her, zoning out while my teachers babbled on. She was dominating my mind—and then I saw her. I looked out the window during my final class of the day, and she was standing there. I almost screamed, nearly jumping up from my seat. She grinned and then she waved, and I was just about to wave back when the girl sitting in front of me waved and smiled. Then, the bell rang and I watched as the girl went to the window, opening it. “Hey mom,” she said.

“Hey, Bee,” Kate said. “How was school?”

My heart settled a bit. I had no idea that Kate was a mother, but I suppose it was no surprise, seeing as she was old enough to be my mother.

“Fine. What are you doing here?” Bee asked.

“You left your workbook at my place,” Kate said. “I would drop it off at your father’s house, but—I don’t want to get into that.” She handed her a workbook.

“Thanks. I have chess club, so I have to go,” said Bee.

“I’ll see you this weekend. Be a good girl.”

Bee ran off, and then Kate turned her attention to me. “Hi, Andy,” she smiled.

“Hello, uh, Kate,” I said. It seemed weird saying her first name, but I didn’t know her last name. I still thought it was so strange that she came to the classroom window instead of waiting outside. Maybe she knew her daughter had chess club; maybe she couldn’t get into the school for some reason (they had more security than I was used to).

“How was your first day of school?” she asked.

“Fine,” I said.

Then I saw the grin on her face. “Are you wearing them?” she asked quietly—but it wasn’t quietly enough for my anxiety. I looked around. There were still a few students in the room, but none seemed to have noticed Kate’s question.

“No,” I said.

Her smile flattened. “Why not?” she asked.

I laughed awkwardly. “That was yesterday.”

“So?” she said. “I didn’t tell you to take them off.”

She seemed strangely angry; I couldn’t tell if it was an act.

“I’ll drive you back to my house,” she said. “Go get your things and meet me in the parking lot.”

I went to my locker, breaking a small sweat. I felt like I was in trouble, though I wasn’t sure why. I still wasn’t sure if she was serious about being mad at me for not wearing the panties. I couldn’t wear them to school—I had gym class, and I had to change in front of all the other guys!

But those fears were being overpowered by the excitement of getting laid; she had that same devilish grin on her face—that same twinkle in her eye—that she had the day before. I got into her car and looked over at her outfit: a short dress underneath a long black coat. The dress was cut low, showing off those hard tits that she was apparently so proud of. Though they were kind of nice to look at; there was something satisfying about how perky and round they were, even though they didn’t look at all realistic.

“I’m disappointed in you, Andy,” she said.

“I didn’t know you wanted me to keep wearing them,” I said awkwardly, turning to look out the window because looking at her just made the tension worse. “But I can’t wear them at school. I have gym class. I have to change with the other guys.”

“I want you to wear them tomorrow,” she said.

“I really don’t think that’s a good idea. It’s kind of weird. Honestly, Kate…” I paused for a moment. It still felt strange to call her Kate. I wanted to ask her for her last name so I could use that instead.

“What is it, Andy?” she asked.

“It’s just… it’s really not my thing.”

“What’s not your thing?”

“The whole humiliation thing,” I said.

“Who said anything about humiliation?” she asked as we reached a red light. She turned to look into my eyes, narrowing her gaze in a very motherly way.

“I mean—that’s why you’re making me do it… right?” For some reason, I felt so small, even though I was only an inch or two shorter than her, and probably about the same weight. Maybe I was even ten pounds heavier. But she seemed so overpowering; it was her aura, dominating that space. It didn’t help that I was slouching and she was sitting so tall, looking so confident.

“I’m making you do it because I think it suits you,” she said. “And it turns me on. Why do I need another reason?”

I had no response. I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to say. We turned a corner. She had a lead foot, accelerating quickly, speeding well beyond the speed limit as she overtook another car, almost clipping it on my side. I winced away from the door, gripping the middle console.

“What’s the matter, Andy?” she said.

“Nothing,” I said, taking a deep breath. Maybe getting into her car was a bad idea. “I just—I think I’ll pass on the panties, to be honest. I mean—if you want me to wear them when I’m… at your place; that’s fine. I don’t mind that.”

She looked over at me with a frustrated glare. She was almost pouting, almost looking like a frustrated toddler. I didn’t love seeing her so disappointed in me—even though I hardly knew her. I knew her first name, I knew she had a daughter my age, and I knew she was neighbor; otherwise, I knew nothing about her. “Then no fucking,” she said bluntly. She turned her gaze forward and pressed her lips firmly together.

I paused for a moment, trying to decide if she was serious.

“I’ll drop you off at your house,” she said.

I laughed awkwardly. “I said I would wear them with you,” I clarified.

“I’m fine,” she said without looking at me. “Don’t bring it up again. I don’t want to talk about it.” And that’s when I began to realize that she was legitimately angry with me. Her face was tense. Her knuckles were turning white as she gripped the wheel. A minute later, we pulled up to my driveway. “Goodbye, Andy.”

I remained in my seat, looking at my house. I knew that going in meant doing chores: unpacking boxes, collapsing cardboard, hanging pictures, cleaning dishes…

“Why aren’t you leaving?” she asked.

I bit down on my tongue. “Yesterday was fun,” I said. “Wasn’t it fun for you?”

She shrugged her shoulders, now with her arms crossed.

“We should do that again,” I said, blushing.

“I’m not interested,” she said.

“Because I won’t wear the panties outside of your house?” I asked. Hearing the words out of my own mouth was so strange, and so off-putting.

She shrugged her shoulders again, still pouting with those puffy, filler-injected lips.

“Well…” I said. “What if I wear them under my boxers?”

She shook her head. “That’s silly. You can wear them under your jeans. No boxers.”

I groaned. I had to think about it. There were a few guys who were too shy to change with everyone else; they went into the little stalls… nobody seemed to care, though it did make them look insecure. But if it meant getting regular action, maybe I could make that one little sacrifice. As long as nobody saw the panties, it really made no difference. “Okay, fine,” I said. “I’ll wear the panties to school tomorrow.”

She looked at me with a big smile. “Really?” she said.

“Sure. Whatever,” I said.

She kept that smile on her face as she put the car into drive, pulling up to her own driveway. We went into her garage. “Go wait in my bedroom. I’ll be right there. Oh—and there’s a little negligee on the edge of the bed. You can put that on.”

I went to her room and found the negligee. It was a red lace slip, like a short nightgown, with thin straps. I felt ridiculous holding it in my hands, and even more ridiculous slipping it onto my body. I paced around in the little outfit. I went to the mirror and looked at myself. I hated how well the thing fit me; I really needed to put on a bit of weight. I really needed to have one last growth spurt; my parents were always telling me that we had a family of late bloomers.

Unlike the panties, I couldn’t just ignore it; I couldn’t pretend like it wasn’t there, because I could feel it, and I could see it. That deep red color was always in the corner of my eye. It didn’t help that she kept grabbing me, feeling that lace with her hands while I thrusted into her.

But I couldn’t complain; I was getting laid. I got to feel a tight, wet pussy clenching my hard cock. She insisted on me pulling out, making me come all over her stomach and her hard breasts.

Then she made me lick her clean. I will admit that it wasn’t a dream; it was actually pretty gross. The taste was bitter and it lingered on the tongue—and swallowing it was hard, trying not to gag. But I cleaned her up, until she didn’t have a drop of thick cum anywhere on her. She stood up and spanked me on the ass. “You can keep that,” she said, rubbing my lace-clad back. “It never fit me well anyway.”

“It’s okay,” I said. “I don’t really want it.”

“Take it,” she said firmly, and I realized it wasn’t so much a gift as an order. “Sleep in it.”

“What if my parents come into my room?”

She rolled her eyes. “You sleep under blankets, don’t you?”

My heart skipped a beat. “You want to fuck tomorrow too, right?” she said.

I nodded my head.

“Then wear it to bed. Keep your curtains open, so I can see into your room. Do you have a nightlight you can keep on?”

“Um,” I said. “I think there’s an old one somewhere…”

“Find it, so I can see into your room.” She smiled big. “This is fun, isn’t it?”

But it wasn’t fun; it was just weird. Now, my privacy was being stripped away from me. I was starting to feel like… a slave.
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It only got worse. I was playing right into her trap.

When I woke up the next morning, I nearly had a heart attack, seeing her through my window, standing at her own bedroom window. She waved at me with that devilish grin on her face, looking a bit like something out of some horror movie. She wanted me to prove to her that I was wearing the slip.

I could hear my parents down the hall, getting ready for work, so I had to show her the slip quickly. I wore it through the night. I slept in it—and believe me, it was awkward. My mom came into my room at one point to collect my laundry, and I must have looked insane with my blanket pulled up to my chin, too afraid to move, terrified something would slip and she would see the lingerie on my body. And when she bent over to collect the laundry, I was horrified that she would see the panties, which were in my backpack; did I hide them well enough? Was the bag zipped shut?

Now, Kate was watching me from her window, making sure I changed into those red panties before getting dressed for school. I did it as quickly as I could, and then I looked over at her to see a satisfied smile. She backed away from the window and went about her day.

I had a plan. I planned to be early for school. I could slip into the bathroom, change into a pair of boxers, and then I could put the panties back on during fourth period, after asking the teacher if I could use the bathroom. Then I wouldn’t have to worry about awkwardly changing out of the panties during gym class—because those stalls weren’t too safe; they didn’t have doors, just curtains that had a ten-inch gap above the floor. And then where was I going to hide the panties? Somewhere in my pile of clothes, in my cubby? It just wasn’t safe.

So that’s what I did; I got to school twenty minutes early and I changed in the bathroom, hiding. The panties deep in the bottom of my backpack.

Oh, what a mistake that was!

It was second period when the school administrator poked her head into the classroom. “Andy?” she said softly, trying not to get everyone’s attention (the attempt failed). Your mom is here to see you; she says she needs to talk to you for a minute.

I was perplexed; my mom had never shown up at my school before—not since I was in the first grade. A dread filled my stomach; did someone die? Did something happen to my dad? Did I need to go to the hospital to see his final moments?

She took me out into the hallway, and there was Kate, standing with that devilish grin on her face. “Hey, son,” she said, raising her eyebrows as if she was telling me to play along.

The administrator walked away, but she was still in earshot. “M—Mom. What is it?” I asked.

“I was in the area and thought I would check in on you,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “I just want to make sure that you’re still…” She looked down the hall, waiting until the hallway was private. “Still wearing the panties.”

I felt my entire body turning red. I looked around to ensure there were no ears around. “Are you nuts?” I said. “It—It’s the middle of school!”

“It won’t take long,” she said.

“You told them that you were my mom?”

“Get over it, Andy,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Just show me what I want to see.”

“I can’t—not here,” I said.

“Do you want to go to the bathroom?” she asked.

I remained frozen, not wanting to tell her the truth, but also not wanting to lose the chance to fuck her later. But I couldn’t go to the bathroom with her; I couldn’t show her that I wasn’t wearing the panties.

“Andy?” she said.

“I have to get back to class. Can I show you later?”

“Now,” she said firmly, starting to sound angered.

“But…” I took a deep breath. “I—I had to take them off. They were chafing. I’m going to put them back on. I—I just needed a break.”

Her eyes widened. She stiffened all over, pressing her lips firmly together. “You’re not wearing them?” she asked.

I shook my head.

Then, as if she didn’t believe me, she came at me, grabbing the waistband of my pants, pulling it out and looking down at my cock. She grunted. “No sex,” she said. “Consider us done.” She turned around and started storming off.

“I’m sorry!” I said. Any sensible man would have let her walk away. No sensible man would put any effort into staying with someone so obviously insane. But no eighteen-year-old boy is sensible. I wasn’t getting action anywhere else, and she was truly magical in bed: her moans, her insatiable horniness… Sure, there were some weird conditions to having sex with her, but I still wanted it; I wasn’t mature enough to know how to get it anywhere else, still too shy to approach girls and ask them out on dates.

She stopped and turned to look at me. “Give me one more chance,” I said. “I’ll put them on now.” I was speaking loudly so she could hear me from down the hall. I was probably a fool for endangering myself like that, but I couldn’t let her leave like this. “Please—one more chance.”

“No more chances,” she hissed. “You will not disappoint me again.”

She turned around and walked away, leaving me alone. I honestly felt like crying. I thought that I was losing the best thing that had ever happened to me: every man’s dream: a horny milf to fuck every day after school. But I wasn’t losing her; I was just losing my freedom.

She was there waiting for me after school, standing by her car, waving at me as I walked out of the school doors. I paused, thinking that her daughter was behind me; but her daughter was nowhere to be seen. “C’mon, Andy! I’ll drive you home!” And then I started thinking that she was bipolar. Maybe she had split-personalities disorder, and she had no idea that she snapped at me a few hours earlier. I will admit that I hesitated before getting into her car. I was tense sitting next to her, hardly able to look at her as she hummed casually with that smile on her face.

“Where are we going?” I managed to ask softly.

“I thought we could hang out at my place for a bit,” she said with a big smile. “We can have some fun. Maybe you can fuck me with that big, hard cock of yours.”

I didn’t know what to say. I was sure that she’d lost her mind. I just stuttered. Then, while driving, she reached across the seat. She started to undo my belt with her hand. I just remained frozen, letting her open my fly. She reached in. “No panties? Again, Andy?”

“I—I thought you said we were done,” I said, absolutely perplexed, almost at a complete loss for words.

“It’s fine. From now on, wear the panties. We can go through my closet and find you something more comfortable if you really want. But I would prefer red.”

“O—Okay,” I said.

Then, while driving, she started to rub my cock. She gripped it firmly and tugged on it, stroking up and down with a tight grip. It felt nice, though it was extremely awkward when we pulled up to other cars. A trucker looked down at us and I looked away before seeing his reaction. “We’re going to get arrested,” I said. Now, I was erect; she was pumping my cock hard and fast.

“Stop covering with your hands,” she said. “Don’t be ashamed of me.”

“I’m not ashamed of you!” I said. “I just don’t want to get in trouble. I—I don’t think this is legal.”

She was still speeding, still swerving around other cars, gunning it hard when lights turned green, and gunning it harder when they were about to turn red.

“I—I’m going to come,” I said, looking around for tissues.

“Come on yourself,” she said, tilting my cock towards my chest, pumping even faster. “Pull up your shirt.”

It was horrible; we were parked right next to a mom in a mini-van. Kate’s car was low to the ground: a little sports car with big windows, so everyone could see everything.

“Oh God,” I said, closing my eyes. I even covered my face with one hand as I felt my warm cum splattering on my exposed chest. I didn’t hear the horrified gasp of the mother next to us, but I knew it existed.

Now, having ejaculated, I no longer wanted to have her weird fetish sex. I didn’t want to put on her lingerie and I didn’t want her to make me lick up my own cum. But I didn’t know how to excuse myself without pissing her off again. I felt like I owed her after the handjob—even though I never asked for the handjob, and I honestly didn’t want it while driving.

I went into her house with her. I went to her bedroom and saw the outfit she had picked out for me: a tight black dress that was sparkly and short. “Put it on,” she said. “After you shave your legs and your crotch—and your armpits too.”

“What?” I said. “No, no, no. I can’t do that. The guys in gym class—they would laugh at me.”

“That’s your problem,” she said.

I laughed and shook my head. “No. I’m sorry, but no. That’s crazy. I can’t shave my legs.” I had a clear head after coming, and now I was feeling like I could live without her. Maybe I could work on finding a girlfriend who wanted to have regular, healthy sex. I didn’t want to be part of this nonsense anymore. “I think this is just getting too far, Kate. I’m sorry, but it’s just too much for me.”

“You really think your friends in gym class will care that you shaved your legs? Just tell them you got lice!”

“They wouldn’t believe that,” I said. “They would make fun of me. It’s just not worth it.”

“I’m not worth it?” she asked with blazing eyes. I thought she was going to reach out and grab my throat. I thought that she was going to strangle me.

“It’s not you,” I clarified. “I just—I think this has gotten weird. It’s just… It’s not me.”

“You will do it,” she said firmly. “And I am worth it.”

I remained still for a moment. I eyed the door. “I think this is my cue to leave. I’m sorry,” I said. I hated to think that we were done having sex, but the sex really wasn’t worth it; I liked getting off, but I had to face the reality: it wasn’t healthy. Kate was borderline insane. She was into weird stuff. And she was endangering my reputation at school.

“You aren’t leaving,” she said, dashing in front of her bedroom door.

“Yes, I am,” I said, trying to be polite, but now I was the one getting frustrated.

“You’re going to stay,” she said. “You’re going to shave and you’re going to put on the dress.”

“Says who?” I said with a small laugh. I knew that I could overpower her if I needed to—even if she put up a fight. “I’m not a slave.”

She laughed. “Okay,” she said. “So then I’ll release the pictures.”

I paused, feeling a horrible chill crawling down my spine. “What pictures?” I asked.

She had a big grin on her face now. She strutted away from the door, walking confidently and calmly again before grabbing her phone. She pressed a few buttons and then turned her phone to me, showing me the photos that were taken with a hidden camera: me wearing her lingerie, looking in the mirror. And they wouldn’t have been quite so bad if I wasn’t posing, puckering my lips, trying to look like a chick.

Yes, I did a few poses—as a joke! When I was waiting for her to come back, I was fooling around a bit. I wouldn’t have done it had I known she was recording me. “That’s illegal!” I gasped. “I should call the cops!”

“Go ahead,” she said. “I’ll deny that I have them.”

“They will take your phone.”

“They can’t get into my phone, dummy. Go ahead. Call the police.” Then she walked up to me and pulled up my shirt. My cum was still there, not yet dried to my skin. She wiped it off with her fingers and then she lifted up her skirt, showing me her pussy (she wasn’t wearing panties).

“What are you doing?” I asked.

She rubbed my cum all over her cunt. Then she started fingering herself, moaning, proving that she was indeed insane.

“Stop that,” I said. She wiped my chest again and then kept fingering herself. I was pretty sure that she was too old to get pregnant, but I had a weird feeling that’s what she was trying to do. “You’re being weird! Stop it!”

“You raped me,” she grinned. Then she slapped her pussy hard, making herself yelp. She slapped herself again and again, making her cunt turn red.

“You’re insane!” I said.

Now, her pussy was red and my cum was smeared all over it. “You held me down and raped me.”

“Jesus Christ!” I said. “You really are insane!”

“I’m not insane, Andy,” she hissed. “It’s a matter of self-defense. If you’re going to threaten to rat me out, then I’ll make my own threats.” She slapped her pussy again. “Ouch! It hurts so bad! Please stop.”

“You stop!” I said.

“Just shave your legs, Andy. Am I really asking so much? If you shave yourself all over, I’ll let you come in me.” Her grin grew bigger. “Would you like anal, Andy? You can have my bum. I haven’t let many guys in my ass before. The other option is that I release those nanny cam photos. I’ll say you broke into my house while I was grocery shopping, to try on my clothes.”

I was speechless. She was absolutely insane—and there was nothing I could do about it. I had to follow her orders. I didn’t want her releasing those pictures of me—and I sure as hell didn’t want her telling the police that I raped her.

So I shaved my legs in her bathroom. I shaved around my cock and ball sack. I awkwardly shaved my butt crack and I shaved my armpits too. I felt like such a loser—and I looked like one too. My skin was smooth all over, as if I was ten years old… or as if I was a girl. When I came back, that sparkly dress was waiting for me. I put it on reluctantly.

“Smile,” she said. “Don’t look so miserable. You’re killing the mood.”

I tried to smile, but it was hard—one of the hardest things I’d ever had to do.

“Walk over to the mirror and pose. Look cute. Stand up straight—like a girl. Hands on your hips. Push your hips out. That’s better. Look how cute you look. We need to find you a nice wig.”

Then I looked and saw that she was looking at her phone. “What are you looking at?” I said.

She turned her phone to me and showed me the photos of me, taken by that hidden nanny cam. She wasn’t in the shots, so now she just had more evidence against me: photos to prove that I snuck into her house—breaking and entering—to try on her clothes. I groaned, wanting to fall to the ground and cry. I was completely defeated.

Though there was a silver-lining. She bent over her bed and spread her butt cheeks wide, making her little asshole pucker, inviting me. “Come and fuck me, sweet girl.”

I didn’t love being called a girl, but how many eighteen-year-old boys get to fuck their classmates’ moms in the ass? It felt good. She moaned and went limp, and I took out a big of aggression, pumping her as hard as I could, going deep, even when she clutched the bed sheets and cried, “It’s so deep! It’s too deep! Ouch!” And maybe that was a mistake, because now she use that as evidence against me, claiming I raped her. Maybe out of context, a five-second clip might have looked like rape; I was giving it to her hard.

I came in her ass—and then came the part I was dreading, but expecting. “Suck it out of me,” she said, and then she made me go down on my knees, mouth to her asshole. While I sucked, she pushed. It gushed into my mouth, and I have to say that the taste was awful. Let’s leave it at that.

She then bent me over and spanked me. Each slap hurt; I’m not quite sure what I was supposed to do… Just let her do whatever she wanted to me? What else could I do?

She took me to her daughter’s bedroom. She dug out a nighttime slip: a childish cotton nightgown with a cartoon character on it. “Wear it to bed tonight.”

I had to do it. It was weird, wearing her daughter’s nightie to bed, legs shaved. I no longer felt like myself. My bed felt different without my body hair. It was even weirder the next day at school, wearing jeans over my shaved legs, trying to hide while I changed, because I was wearing those panties. Kate didn’t show up to inspect me, but I didn’t take them off—not even under my gym shorts. And we were playing flag-football, which involved grabbing flags that were tied around our waists. One inch too far, and a guy could have accidentally pulled down my shorts (it happened all the time).

My anxiety level was through the roof, especially near the end of gym class, when one of my classmates said, “Do you shave your legs?”

“The house we moved into has fleas,” I said. “They were biting the hell out of me, and then I found out they don’t climb your legs if you don’t have leg hair.” It was a true fact, thankfully—something that I knew because of a flea incident from a few years earlier. When the fleas got into our house, me and my dad were eaten alive, but they never touched my mom; I looked it up, and sure enough, fleas need hair follicles to climb.

“Shitty,” my classmate said with a laugh. “Figure that shit out.” He kept his distance from me, apparently worried that I was going to give him fleas. Word quickly got around that I had fleas, and a few people giggled at my expense, but I was thrilled that the lie was so easily bought. It was one less stress on my shoulders.

Kate was there at the end of the day. I was walking up to her car, and then her eyes narrowed. “What are you doing, Andy?” she said.

“Aren’t we going to your place?” I asked.

“It’s Friday,” she snapped. “I get my daughter on the weekends.”

Then, Bee stepped up. “Hey, Andy,” she smiled. “Want a ride home? You live next to my mom, right?”

I paused for a moment, feeling a cold sweat consuming me all over. “Um,” I said. “I, uh, think I don’t mind walking.”

“Nonsense,” she said. “It’s a five-minute drive and a thirty-minute walk. Just drive with us.” She looked into my eyes and smiled, but I just felt so awkward, knowing that I slept in her nightgown. I still had that nightgown in my bedroom.

“Hop in the back, Andy. We can drive you,” Kate smiled. It was a quiet drive. The tension was horrible. And it only got worse when Kate said, “I have something for you in the house, Andy—a little ‘welcome to the neighborhood’ gift. I’ll run in and grab it for you before you head over to your house.”

“Oh,” I said. “Okay. Thanks.”

Bee looked back at me with a cute smile. She was a cute girl—completely innocent, and shockingly naïve. She had no idea what her mother was capable of. I didn’t even yet know what her mother was capable of.

“Do you like living here, Andy?” Bee asked.

“It’s okay,” I said.

“There’s so much to do here—especially if you like the water.”

I smiled and nodded. Bee was a cute girl—maybe even girlfriend material if it wasn’t for her mother. I didn’t want anything to do with her mother; as soon as I figured out a way to distance myself, that’s exactly what I was going to do. At least I had that weekend to get away from her… at least I thought that I had the weekend to be free.

The gift was in a little box. “Open it when you get to your room,” she said to me, handing it to me in front of her daughter. I had a feeling it was something bad. It was too heavy to be lingerie—maybe some high heels or something.

“Thanks,” I said, trying to sound genuine.

“Have a good weekend, Andy.” She winked at me.

Then I took the gift to my room. I really didn’t want to open it, but I knew that I had no choice. I groaned as I pulled away the wrapping paper. First, there was a note. “Tonight at midnight: light in your room on, curtain open. I want to see it in use. Feel free to practice with it before then.”

My heart fluttered. I opened the cardboard box. Inside was a thick realistic dildo with a fat suction-cup base. I felt suddenly faint. I looked out my window, at her window. She wasn’t there, but I just knew that she was watching me; she probably had one of those nanny cams turned towards my window, watching everything I did. God, I wanted to close those curtains so bad. But I knew I could; I was stuck without my privacy, stuck being her slave until I could figure out how to get her out of my life.
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Ididn’t do any practicing with that dildo, or the bottle of lube that was included in the gift box. I didn’t want anything in my ass—but I knew there was no way out of it; I knew that I didn’t have many options: either fuck myself in the ass with the toy or risk being ridiculed by all of my classmates, and probably disowned by my parents as well… maybe even arrested for ‘raping’ my mature neighbor. Those weren’t options I was willing to explore.

So I spent that whole evening on Google. “Can you damage your rectum with a dildo?” was one of many questions I looked up. The internet seemed to think that a well-lubricated dildo was perfectly safe, as long as it wasn’t made of cheap plastic. “Unless it’s bigger than a wine bottle, it’s not going to permanently stretch you out,” said one article after I looked to see if the damage could be permanent.

And then I found the videos: girls demonstrating how to insert a dildo anally. I couldn’t bring myself to watch the men doing the same thing; I just assumed the anatomy of the ass was the same either way. The girls made it look easy, but to be fair, they were porn stars and it was their job to look like they enjoyed being penetrated.

I will admit that I became a bit curious when I came upon one amateur video of a girl using a dildo on a trans girl, making her moan. She pumped her until she came—and she never even had to touch her cock. That got me searching things like, “Does anal feel good?” But the answers that I got just put new fears into my head: what if I end up liking it? What will Kate think if I end up with an erection? What if I end up coming? I don’t want her thinking that it was something that I wanted.

And after hours of researching, I will admit that I was strangely fascinated—almost enough to take the toy for a practice run. I found myself in my room, holding it in my hand. It wasn’t huge; it was about as big as me, and I was fairly certain that I was an average guy.

The thought of having it inside of me was both terrifying and strangely exciting. I curled my fingers around it. I remembered fucking Kate in the ass, and she really seemed to enjoy it. From my research, I learned that it feels better for men because of the prostate gland. So if she enjoyed it, I should enjoy it even more… But that’s not what I wanted.

I already felt ashamed enough wearing panties under my jeans, sleeping in girls’ nighties, shaving my legs. I didn’t want to enjoy anal sex on top of it! It didn’t help that one poster online said, “After you come with a dildo in your ass, there’s no going back.” That’s the last thing that I wanted. I wanted to eventually have a healthy relationship with a nice girl; I didn’t need to have some anal requirement getting in the way. I could only imagine it being a huge turnoff to tell a girl to penetrate me from behind… unless I was with a girl like Kate.

Shivers ran down my spine. I checked the clock. Now, it was 11:40 PM. Her bedroom was still dark. Her living room light was on; Bee was still awake. I groaned. What if Bee looked into my window and saw me with the dildo? What if another neighbor looked in while taking their dog for a late-night stroll? Maybe I could close my curtains just a little bit—just so there was a small slit: enough that Kate could see and nobody else… or would that just make Kate angry? She seemed to get more pleasure when I was humiliated, like when she jerked me off in her car.

“Oh God,” I said, pacing around my room.

She never said to put on the nightie, but I had a feeling that she wanted it. I didn’t want to take any chances, so I put it on, over my shaved body. I went to my bedroom door and put my ear against it; my parents had been in bed for over an hours, but I wanted to make sure that the house was silent; I wished that my door had a lock on it.

I thought about sliding the dresser in front of the door, but I didn’t want to make any unnecessary noise. How many times had my parents come into my room in the middle of the night in my lifetime? Maybe a handful of times? It was a low risk, but knowing that didn’t help me to relax.

Now it was 11:50 PM—almost showtime. I took a deep breath. I knew it would be over and done with quickly enough. I knew that it wasn’t going to last forever. Maybe Kate would get bored if I played along enough. Maybe she was only doing this because I was resisting so much. She got off on my humiliation—but what if I wasn’t humiliated?

I saw her light turn on. My heart fell down deep into the pit of my stomach.

I knew that it was showtime. I knew that she was going to be expecting me to use her ‘gift’. I looked at the toy, which was on my bed, next to that bottle of lubricant. My stomach groaned. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. “It won’t be so bad,” I told myself.

I saw her figure move in front of the window. I couldn’t quite make out her face, as she was a silhouette in front of her own lamplight, but I could tell she was looking at me: watching, waiting. I darted my gaze away from her. I had to just pretend like she wasn’t watching. I had to just get this over with. She never specified exactly what she wanted from me—she never said anything about going for more than a minute or going until orgasm. She just wanted me to use it, so my plan was to get it over with quickly.

I picked up the toy. It swayed and wobbled in my closed fist. The tip seemed suddenly thick, like a clenched fist. It seemed longer too—too long to consider inserting into myself… but I had no choice. I closed my eyes and took another deep breath. Then, I squirted a large amount of lube onto the tip of the shaft. The internet said the more, the better. I wasn’t going to take any chances. I must have gushed a quarter of that bottle onto that wobbly rubber shaft.

I was tempted to look at the window, to see if she was still watching, but I was afraid to see her. Now, with my gaze glued to my wall, I could pretend like I was alone, in the privacy of my own room, with no terrible eyes staring at me.

I kept my gaze locked on the wall as I climbed onto the bed. I stood that big dick up and I got on top of it. I probably didn’t look so graceful as I stood the wobbly shaft up, lining the tip up with my clenched asshole. I spent a long five minutes trying to figure out how to keep the toy upright while I figured out how to make it go inside of me. It seemed impossible, especially with all of that slippery lube. The shaft kept slipping left, slipping right, poking my balls, sliding up my back. “C’mon,” I groaned. My asshole was just too small and too tight. I tried to awkwardly push the tip of my finger in, just to see if it was even possible to push anything up into it, but my cheeks clenched so hard together than I couldn't even do that.

“This is dumb,” I groaned. I tried to remember the advice I got online. Many people said the trick for it to not hurt is to relax all the muscles in the body; it was easier said than done. I tried to close my eyes and I tried to force my muscles to relax. I felt so stupid, feeling the lube dribbling down my thighs, smeared all over my crotch.

Then, it just happened.

I’m not sure what I did differently; the angle must have just been perfect, because that toy suddenly pushed up into my body, making me gasp.

It was in me. I was frozen. It wasn’t just a little bit inside of me—it had slid in deep before I managed to catch myself. I looked down in a state of shock, feeling something where it didn’t belong. I just stared. I must have stared for a full five minutes. Then, I pulled it out of myself in a state of horror, panicking, worried I was doing some damage to my body. I stared at the limp fake cock on my bed. There was a line of smeared lube to show me just how much had been inside of me: almost five full inches.

I had no words. My lips were parted as I stared in awe of what I’d done. But I wasn’t done; I knew that Kate wasn’t satisfied, so I picked up the dildo, I lined it up with my anus, and I went for it again. This time, it only took thirty seconds to get the tip into me. Now, I had a bit more control, lowering myself slowly as I felt comfortable. Then, I started to slowly bounce, keeping my eyes closed, praying silently that this was enough to make her happy. I bit down on my tongue and assumed she wouldn’t be able to see that I was only bouncing on three inches of the seven-inch penis. From across the lane, there was no way she could make out those bottom few inches, unless she was watching with binoculars—and I suppose I wouldn’t have held it past her.

I kept sliding up and down, and then I felt something pushing against my taint. I looked down to see the base of the dildo, pushed into me; I had the whole thing in me. I gasped.

It didn’t hurt. It didn’t feel like anything was stretching uncomfortably or permanently. I was pleased to know that this wasn’t some form of painful torture—but those other fears were materializing. There was a tingling pleasure buzzing between my legs. Sliding on the cock actually felt… nice. It was exactly what I was worried about. I wanted to stop before it was something that I got used to, but I knew I hadn’t done enough for Kate.

So I kept bouncing.

That pleasure kept growing.

“No, no, no,” I whispered under my breath as soon as I felt my shaft getting hard. I tried to hold it down, but the arousal was strong. It just felt so, so good.

I bounced faster.

Then I gripped the tip of my cock. I tried to fight those urges, but I was just an eighteen-year-old male, surging with hormones. I had to jerk myself off. And it didn’t take long: thirty seconds of beating and then I felt the orgasm coming. I leaned back, not wanting to make a mess of my bed. I aimed my cock at my chest, but the power of my orgasm was beyond what I was expecting. Cum blasted me in the face, shooting over my shoulder, into my cheekbone, into my collarbone, and then finally spilling across my chest and abs, ruining the little nightie.

So that night, I slept in Bee’s nightgown instead of the lingerie nightie, which was slicked with cum. I was embarrassed with myself, but also tingling with a newfound excitement, having discovered a new pleasure that I didn’t know was possible—exactly what I feared. But those comments online were right: how was I going to go back to masturbating normally now?

I was embarrassed with myself, but I had no idea just how embarrassing things were about to get. When I woke up the next morning, I realized that I hadn’t properly tidied up, just pushing everything into my closet quickly, planning on cleaning in the morning. But while I was sleeping, my mom had come in to collect the laundry. The lace nightie was gone, along with the rest of my dirty clothes.

My heart fell down into my gut. A coldness covered my skin. How was I going to explain this one?
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When I went downstairs, my mother was there, holding up the nightie. It had been through the wash; no longer covered in my cum. I could feel myself turning pale; my legs wanted to give out on me. I stared into her narrowed eyes and then I thought about running away from home and never coming back.

“Explain, Andrew,” she said. She rarely called me Andrew—it was a once-a-year occurrence.

I opened my mouth, unable to muster up any words. What could I say? Was this my chance to tell her the truth: that the neighbor had been using me like a sex slave, forcing me to do uncomfortable things after trapping me with inappropriate photos that she took without my permission? That was probably what I should have done, but how could I embarrass myself like that? How could I tell my mother that I’d been fucking the neighbor, who was her own age?

“Just say it, Andrew,” she said, deepening her voice. Her eyes were flaming.

“I—I…” I couldn’t say anything. The humiliation was just too intense.

“Just say it, Andrew,” she said again. “You had a girl over last night. I thought I heard something. She snuck in and then she snuck out again!”

I just stood there, horrified but relieved that she came to a more flattering conclusion. I stared into her eyes for a moment, seeing that she was quite serious about her theory. “I’m sorry,” I said.

“You know the rules in this house,” she said. “If you want to do that, you can move out and get your own place. As long as you live here, you’re abstinent. In this household, we don’t believe in sex before marriage.”

“I’m sorry,” I said again. I wanted to jump up and down with joy.

And now, my mom was blushing as she looked away from me. “You could at least invite the girl over for dinner, instead of sneaking around behind our backs. Maybe we’d like to meet your girlfriend.”

I just stood there, waiting for her to dismiss me. I needed to be more careful moving forward, but now, I had a great excuse to lean on if she found anything else that didn’t belong in my bedroom. Maybe I would get a slap on the wrist; maybe she would take my computer away for a few days—but that was a hell of a lot better than her thinking that I was dressing up like a girl and fucking myself with a dildo.

“What’s her name?” she asked.

I remained silent.

She groaned. “Fine. Don’t tell me. I’m not trying to put you on the spot. I just—I don’t want any funny business happening under this roof!”

I went back to my room and made sure that dildo was where I hid it, and it was. I decided to find a better hiding place for it, in a bag inside of a bag in the back corner of my closet, under a stack of old jeans.

I was going to need to look into legitimately asking a girl out at school, so that I would have some sort of coverup to go along with my mom’s theory. I got a bit excited as I thought about doing it; since I was fourteen, I’d tried to build up the confidence to ask a girl out, but could never go through with it. I’d had my share of crushes, but always chickened out at the last minute. I’d never had an actual girlfriend before, but now I had that extra fire lit under my ass; I had motivation beyond just my own romantic interests.

I thought about a number of different girls—and I will admit that I even thought about Bee. She was a cute girl: spunky, innocent, but I was trying to distance myself from her mother. Then there was that girl in the eleventh grade: Trixie. Trixie was a cute little thing, with a button nose and red cheeks. She was definitely more my type.

I had the rest of the weekend to think about it. I had all of Sunday to think more about what I wanted my future to look like. Kate hadn’t gotten in contact with me yet—though I didn’t exactly give her any opportunities. I hid out in my house, avoiding my bedroom because I knew she could see into it from her window. I stayed in the basement, unloading boxes into our storage room and the new media room. I was safe down there. Kate didn’t have my phone number and all of my social media accounts were set to private.

But that didn’t stop her from finding me.

“Hey, Andy,” my mom called out.

“Yeah?” I called back.

“Are you down there?”

“Yeah. I’m almost done setting this TV up,” I said.

Then, my mom didn’t reply. There was a long silence, and then I looked back to see Kate, standing with that trademark grin on her face. That familiar coldness clenched at my heart. “W—What are you doing down here?”

“Your mom just let me in,” she smiled. “Nice lady. We’re going to have coffee this week.”

“What did you tell her?” I said softly, feeling my jaw beginning to tremble.

“I told her that I was having some phone issues, and she told me that you’re quite a whiz with technology. And look at you, setting up that fancy TV system; she wasn’t kidding.”

She was holding her phone. I knew that the walls in the house were thin. When my parents were fighting that flood the day we moved in, I could hear them fighting the entire time from upstairs.

“What do you need?” I asked.

She walked towards me and handed me her phone. “Start by putting your number in for me,” she said. She already had the rest filled out. I thought about putting in a fake number, but I knew it wouldn’t save me—maybe it would buy me a bit of time, and I could pretend like it was a mistake—but it would probably just get me into trouble.

I took her phone and reluctantly put in my number.

“You’re wearing the panties, right?” she asked.

“Not today,” I said. “I—I didn’t know that I was supposed to today.” I looked over at the stairwell. Kate was speaking far too loud for my liking.

“It’s fine,” she said, rolling her eyes. “But from now on, wear them every day. I brought you more options. They’re out back, in a green dollar store bag next to my garbage bin. Get them before some homeless person takes them. There are other things in the bag, from my daughter’s room. You have some homework.”

“What’s that?” I asked, feeling like I was on the verge of fainting.

“I want pictures.”

“What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean,” she said. “I’ll message you so that you’ll have my number. I want pictures before dinnertime.”

“Everything okay?” my mother called out, suddenly poking her head down the stairs. I must have looked sick, standing like a pale statue in front of Kate.

Kate turned to my mom. “Your son is so sweet,” she said with a smile in her voice. “He fixed my phone like it was nothing.”

“It’s his generation. Those phones are like parts of their bodies,” my mom replied, rolling her eyes.

Kate looked back at me, winked, and then she took off. “See you later, Andy!”

It was fifteen minutes later when I snuck outside, while my mom was upstairs having a shower. I went out into the alley and located that green dollar store bag. It was right next to her bin, looking inconspicuous. I looked around, snatched it, and then rushed it to my room. It was heavier than I was expecting, because it was stuffed full. There were makeup supplies, a wig, high heels, and four different outfits. I’m not sure how Kate managed to fold and arrange it all to fit in that relatively small fabric bag—and I wasn’t sure how I was going to hide the haul. It was enough to fill a whole dresser drawer.

My phone buzzed. “I eat supper at six,” the message said, and I knew it was Kate. I eyed the clock. Now, it was four. Did she really want photos in the next two hours? I looked out the window and saw that my dad was almost done mowing the grass. That faint feeling returned. How was I going to pull this off?

I wasn’t sure how I was going to do it, but I didn’t have time to figure it out. I pushed my dresser in front of my door with a grunt. Maybe my mom would be angry and confused if she tried to come in and found that my door was blocked, but it was better than her seeing me all dolled up. She could come up with all sorts of ideas in her head, but none of them would be worse than the reality.

I set to work with trembling hands. I rubbed foundation on my face, coated my skin with concealer, and then I started to brush on some eyeshadow. I had no real idea what I was doing, but it didn’t seem too tricky. Maybe I was more of a natural than I realized—or maybe it wasn’t nearly as hard as girls make it seem… But it wasn’t a fast process. There were just so many little products to use, and each had their own little brush. Rolling mascara onto my eyelashes was the fastest, and even that took almost five whole minutes, getting the mascara even and on every lash.

I would have spent longer getting the details right had it not been for the ticking clock—and the sound of my mom going up and down the hallway. She was doing some cleaning, and it seemed like a matter of time before she reached my room to collect some laundry or some dirty dishes or the vacuum… I just had to be quick.

A bit of blush, a bit of lip gloss, and a quick couple lines of eyeliner—and that seemed like enough. I looked girly enough to satisfy my ‘master’. I just wanted to be done with this.

I wriggled the blonde wig onto my head. I brushed around the bangs until it looked reasonably realistic. Then I fumbled into the stockings. I pulled the panties up fast, giving myself an uncomfortable wedgie for a moment before adjusting them and moving on. I decided to start with something easy, since I was running out of time. Now, it was 5:20 PM and I still had to take the photos and send them. Sure, forty minutes seems like a lot of time, but I wasn’t just going to send any random photos. I had to make sure that I was unrecognizable in each photo that I sent to her, so that she wouldn’t have even more humiliating evidence to use against me. So that meant giving myself time to make tweaks: time to mess around with the wig, time to put on more eye shadow or more eyeliner, if necessary. And then I needed time to pose, time to get the angles just right.

And hell—I needed time to put that dress on properly; it wasn’t easy. It’s not like putting on a t-shirt. There was a small zipper on the back, and then there was a little clasp on the back of the collar: a tiny little metal hoop that was supposed to go around a tiny little metal hook. It probably took five minutes just to get that clasp together. It was tight, choking me a little bit, but at least it hid the bump of my Adam’s apple. It made my face seem more defined—and thus, less recognizable.

It was 5:45 PM when I took the first photo. By 5:50 PM, I had about thirty shots. I stared at them until 5:58 PM, trying to figure out if it looked like me in the photos. I picked out the best shot. If my mom saw that shot, would she know? Of course she would—my bedroom was in the background! Maybe I didn’t look totally like me, but it was enough. I looked at the clock.

I didn’t have time to try out more. I had to send the photo. I sat down on the edge of my bed and crossed my legs, letting my heeled foot dangle in the air while I waited for the photo to send.

Then, I saw her typing a message. My heart fluttered around in my stomach with the butterflies. I took a deep breath. Then I got her message.

“I said photos, not photo.”

So I got to work quickly, not wanting to give her any reason to make my life miserable.

There was a knock at my door as I was almost finished wriggling into that black pleated skirt. I froze, turning to the door, waiting for it to push into my dresser, waiting for my mom to push her head into my room.

Then, I heard her voice. “Almost ready for dinner, Andy?”

I remained frozen for a long moment. Then, I managed to pull myself out of my paralysis. “Just finishing up some homework,” I called back. “I’ll be done in, like, three minutes.”

“I’ll get the potatoes boiling,” she called back, and then she moved away from my door.

I wanted to curl up into a ball to catch my breath, but there was no time for that; I had to keep going: a few more pictures to make Kate happy.

I snapped off two dozen shots and sent Kate the best one. Then I went onto the next outfit, and then the next. I was working fast—but I certainly wasn’t done fast. “Are you coming down or what?” my mom shouted.

I scrambled to get those final shots, and then I rushed over to the bag of wet wipes and started scrubbing my face, using my other hand to pull off my wig and wriggle out from my dress. I must have sounded like a lunatic, bumping into walls and dressers and knocking over lamps. I pushed that dresser away from the door and then I bent over to grab my boxers.

I was pulling up those boxers up when the door suddenly opened. I quickly kicked the pile of women’s clothing to the side, looking up at my mom.

She froze for a moment. “What on Earth is going on in here?”

“I’m just changing!” I said. “What?”

“You’re making so much noise! Why is your room all messed up?”

“I tried moving some things around?” I tried stepping in front of that pile of dresses and skirts and stockings and heels.

But my mom noticed them. She stared at the pile, leaning over to see it, and then she looked into my eyes and growled. “She snuck out the window, didn’t she?” she hissed. “Young man—you’re grounded!” She spun around and stormed out of the room before I could have a chance to explain myself.

But her assumption was much better than anything I could come up with. If she wanted to think that I was fooling around with some girl, then great. It was so much better than the reality.

I smiled and sat down on my bed, taking another deep breath. Then my phone buzzed. “Cutie,” she said. “I think you’re ready to make a movie.”

“A movie?” I said.

I thought she just wanted me to film myself, but really, she wanted so, so much more than that.


CHAPTER 7
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It was Monday, and Bee was back at her father’s house for the week. When I got home from school, I saw Kate in her element, lounging on the porch with a martini in her hand and big sunglasses on her face. I thought that she was sleeping, so I tried to make no noise as I crept up my driveway.

Then she called out to me. “Not going to say hello, Andy?” she said.

When Bee wasn’t there, she was like a different person. I couldn’t help but think that she preferred to be away from her daughter; she preferred to have the house to herself, so she could live like a childless twenty-year-old, free from any responsibilities.

“Hi,” I called out, stopping, wishing that she would have just been asleep.

“I’ve spent the day enjoying your pictures. You have a real talent for this.”

“Okay,” I said, looking around. And then, I felt a small jolt of bravery; it wasn’t much—just enough to make me stand upright, just enough to make me feel like I had a chance to stand up for myself, and I didn’t want to miss it. “I’m sorry, Kate, but, uh, I think I want to be done with all of this. It was fun at first, but—but school is getting really busy and I have a lot of homework, and I’m going to start doing some other activities soon, so I won’t really have the time to do all of this stuff with you—I mean, for you.”

She sat up. I could see that her eyes were narrowing, even though she was wearing those big sunglasses. “Excuse me?” she said. “But I don’t remember telling you that this was just something you can stop whenever you want.”

I was quickly losing that bout of confidence. I assumed she was just going to give in. I assumed that the fun was wearing off for her—but I was wrong.

“I’m just really busy,” I said softly, now looking around to see if anyone was within earshot.

“You’re going to do it,” she said, “if you want to keep being rewarded.” She looked down at her breasts, which were hardly covered by her tight bikini as she tried to absorb those early-autumn sun rays.

But it had been a while since we actually had sex, and it seemed like she was pushing me more and more into doing things on my own: dressing up in my room, playing with dildos, and so on. “I—I guess I can pass on the, uh, rewards,” I said. “But thank you. It was fun while it lasted.” I was trying hard to be polite, not wanting to tick her off, but I could tell that I was failing miserably.

“Are you turning me down?” she said, and I could see the fire behind those big sunglasses.

“No,” I said. “Just—Just saying we should do it later, when I’m not so busy with school and stuff.”

“There’s no way you’re turning me down,” she growled. “You can have me—right now—however you want me. Come up to my room.”

She was speaking loudly. I had to turn and look around the neighborhood. Worried someone was going to hear her, I decided to move in closer, cutting across the lawn. “It’s nothing personal, ma’am. It’s just…”

“Don’t call me ma’am,” she snapped. “You want to fuck me in the ass again? I’ll put on lingerie. You can have me. I already have an outfit picked out for you—and a toy that I think you’ll really like.”

“It’s just…” I said. I really did want to go up to her room and get off in her ass, but it wasn’t worth the consequences. I’d already been punished by my mother. “I’m actually grounded right now. I’m supposed to be up in my room doing homework. My mom found the clothes you gave me.”

“That’s your problem!” she snapped suddenly. “You will come up to my room, put on the outfit, and fuck my asshole!” She was yelling now. “If you don’t, I’ll release everything!”

She was turning dark red. She definitely wasn’t messing around, and I knew that I needed to stop prodding. I was just making things worse by trying to weasel out of this ‘arrangement’, though it seemed less like an arrangement and more like a punishment for something I never did.

We went to her room. I put on the outfit: a French maid outfit that was very, very tight everywhere but the skirt, which was very, very short. She even made me put on a wig, eyeliner, mascara, stockings, and high heels. She made me talk like a girl. She made me lay on my back, knees against my chest, while she pushed her pointer finger into my asshole. I kept my eyes closed and counted down the seconds until it was all over with.

Then, she gave me my ‘reward’, bending over and spreading her butt cheeks with both of her hands, making her asshole pucker, inviting me inside. I will admit that it was a blissful five minutes while I slid in and out of her, making her moan, but the fun vanished as soon as I was finished, and she was making me drop to my knees to suck the product out of her.

Then she spanked me. Then she made me practice my speech. She made me walk laps around her room, focusing on posture that she was forcing me to learn—and when I slipped up, she spanked me again. She did other things to me—things I’d rather not mention, things that were beyond my comfort level (and still are today). She made me sit on things that were not meant to go inside of humans. At one point, I shed a tear. She decided to punish me for rejecting her earlier (something I thought she’d already been doing), by tying me to the bed: spread out like a star, and then tying a small vibrator around my cock using an elastic band. She put another vibrator—long and phallic—into my ass, and then she let them both run for twenty minutes, until I was coming again—and then guess what she did? She took a spoon and scraped the cum off of my chest, feeding it to me.

The punishment went on until 7:00 PM. I could hardly walk once she was finished me. But the worst of it all came as I had one foot out the door. “Keep practicing,” she said to me. “Tomorrow, we’re filming our movie.”

“What movie?” I said softly. “I don’t want to jerk off on camera. I—I just can’t do that.”

“That’s not up to you,” she snarled. “But that’s not what we’re doing anyway. I have a special friend coming to the house at three. You’ll be doing a scene together.”

“Excuse me?” I said. I could feel my skin turning white.

“Is there a problem?”

“What do you mean, a scene? What are you going to make me do?” I wanted to cry. I was so trapped. How could I possibly get out of this? I couldn’t see an end in sight, unless it involved so many embarrassing pictures—and probably videos too—being released to my friends and family members. I was trapped being her slave forever.

“The girl who used to live in that house over there—she’s still a good friend of mine,” said Kate, pointing across the road. “She comes over from time to time. Look her up sometime: Kay Flowers.”

I just stood there, not sure what to say, not sure what to do.

“Well? Go home! You’re going to miss dinner, and then you’re not going to have energy tomorrow.”

I scurried off, wiping my eyes with my wrist. I had no idea what to expect—though I got a pretty good idea later that night when I looked up the girl. Searching Kay Flowers didn’t come up with any results—until I turned off my search engine’s Safe Search feature. Then, it was nothing but porn: over a dozen videos of a thin girl with short blonde hair. She had a thin frame, small breasts, and she wasn’t so much different than me, because she was biologically male.

Kay Flowers was a trans porn star. She’d starred in scenes with many different men, women, and trans girls. It took me a long time to build up the courage to click on one of the links. I had to wait for my parents to be asleep, and I made sure that the volume was turned low, with headphones on my head. I watched the first minute of the scene and then I had to stop. In the shot, a young man was sucking Kay’s long cock, getting it hard. And as it got hard, it became bigger and bigger and bigger.

She was huge.

I skimmed forward and saw her pumping the man from behind while he went limp, groaning—and maybe even crying.

In another scene, she was with a woman, but this time she was being bent over, getting rammed with a strap-on.

Then there was a scene where she was with another trans girl. The other girl looked afraid. The scene involved BDSM straps, whips, spanking—and I skimmed forward and saw that the girl was in a lot of pain, and could no longer watch anymore.

It wasn’t so much the content that terrified me; it was the setting. Every scene was filmed in Kate’s bedroom. I was seeing all of the victims of Kate’s unusual and evil hobby…

She’d been trapping young men and women and grooming them to star in films with this prodigy of hers. This must be how she made her money; I always just assumed that her money came from some divorce: alimony that was going to run out soon, once Bee was an adult and moved out.

I couldn’t believe it. I walked over to my window and looked into Kate’s bedroom. She was in there, but her curtains were closed. I could see her moving around, probably getting the room set up for filming day. And just what was she going to make me do? What would I have to put my body through to satisfy her horrible fetish?


CHAPTER 8
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Iprobably should have spent the time practicing for the ‘scene’, but I used that mental power trying to think of some way out of this predicament I’d found myself in. Kate had me in the palm of her hand, and it really seemed like there was no way out.

I thought about running: getting on the first bus headed east, and then deleting my social media accounts, throwing my phone in the trash, changing my name, starting a new life…

But I knew that wouldn’t stop Kate from leaking those photos as revenge for leaving. Maybe I would never know what people thought of me, but that somehow made it even worse.

I didn’t sleep. I didn’t pay any attention during class. I was so zoned out that I slipped my pants down in the changing room with all of the other guys there. It took me five seconds to remember that I was wearing panties, so I quickly pulled my pants back up; nobody saw thanks to some miracle or another. I scurried into one of the changing stalls and I had to sit down to let my heart rate settle.

It was right after lunch when thoughts of running away came back to me. I asked the teacher if I could go to the bathroom. Then, I turned down the back hallway and headed towards the back exit. My heart was pounding hard. I was actually thinking about running away.

The more I thought about it, the more I came to the conclusion that she wouldn’t actually bother to release the embarrassing photos if I wasn’t around to be embarrassed by them… or maybe she would; it was a complete gamble—but at least it was a gamble that didn’t involve becoming the star of some trans porno, posted on the internet for everyone to see. Maybe it wouldn’t be so easy to identify me, but it would still be me in the video… and it probably wouldn’t end there. Kate would send me home and then she would be back the next day. I had a feeling this didn’t end after a little porn movie was filmed.

I went straight for the back door. It’s not like I planned on leaving forever; I just wanted to get away for a few weeks—maybe a couple of months. My parents would be terrified and devastated, but I could find a way to reach out to them, to let them know that I was okay…

I opened that back door, and then I nearly screamed, seeing her standing there.

Kate was blocking the path to the parking lot. She looked at me with raised brows. “Andy. Funny seeing you here. Where are you going?”

“M—Me?” I said. What was she doing there? Had she just been standing there randomly, or had she been spying on me?

“School is still in session, isn’t it? What’s the matter? Why are you so frazzled? Okay, Andy. Show me your panties. Don’t tell me that you aren’t wearing them again. I told you that I’m not going to give you any more chances.”

“I’m wearing them!” I gasped, and then I showed her, pulling out my waistband to show her the white cotton panties that I’d picked out that morning.

“Okay, good,” she smiled. Her body seemed to relax as that smile came onto her face. “Then I assume you’ve been preparing for your scene too? It’s going to be a lot of fun: a real treat for you. I’ll drive you home as soon as you’re done school. I have everything set up for you. Go on now—don’t end up with a detention. We have to stick to a schedule.”

And that gave me an idea: a detention. I could mess up her whole plan by getting a detention. Would she punish me? Maybe—but maybe it would be enough to get out of doing that scene… at least that afternoon.

So I tried to get a detention. Once I returned to class, I took out my phone. I started playing a game. But my teacher didn’t notice. I tried to get her attention, coughing, sneezing—any noise I could come up with. I even interrupted her at one point, calling out to my friend sitting two desks away, but the teacher was in a strangely numb mood, not seeming to care about my infractions.

I tried swearing when she was within earshot, walking down the desks to see how we were making out with our work. I said, “This assignment fucking sucks,” but she didn’t seem to hear me—or she didn’t care. I doodled on the worksheet instead of filling in the answers. She looked over my shoulder at my page, and then she kept walking, as if my lack of work meant nothing to her.

Maybe I should have tried harder. Maybe I should have thrown a punch or pulled some girl’s skirt down. I wasn’t that kind of kid. I ended up being sent off at the end of class, with nothing more than a, “Try a bit harder to focus tomorrow, Andy.” That was all the teacher said to me.

And then school was over. It was time to go home. Sneaking away wasn’t an option; she was there, in the hallway, watching me, waiting for me. The other students didn’t seem to notice her there, as if she was just another teacher monitoring the kids. “Let’s get going,” she said, and a minute later, I was in her car, sitting next to her. The air was silent. She didn’t even have the radio playing. She didn’t ask me how school was and she didn’t ask me if I was ready for my scene; we just drove in silence.

Then, we were at her house. I looked over at my place. It seemed to quaint, so peaceful, and so free of being a slave. Sure, my parents made me do chores, they didn’t let me stay up past midnight, and they didn’t let me drink even though they both admitted to me that they used to drink (and smoke) when they were my age. We had rules, sure, but I wasn’t a slave.

But at Kate’s house, I was a slave.

And now, I was being pulled into her house. I wanted to run to my house, but I didn’t have the energy.

“What’s all this?” I asked, looking around. The living room was sectioned off with curtains, hanging from moveable stands.

“It’s to keep your space separate from Kay’s space,” Kate said. “Now stay on this side of the curtain. Follow the blue markers on the ground; those are yours. If you see any red markers, you’re on the wrong side of the house. So you can follow your markers to your own bathroom and your own area in the kitchen.”

“Is—Is Kay here?” I asked.

“She will be here any minute, so you need to get inside.” She pushed me through a curtain, and now it seemed like I was in a sort of maze.

“Why are you splitting us up like this?”

“I want the reveal to happen on camera. I want genuine reactions.”

“I know what she looks like. I looked her up,” I said. “You told me to look her up.”

“She doesn’t know what you look like. And she’s changed quite a bit since I last had her in for a scene. She’s come a long way. Let’s just save that for later. Now you need to get ready. Filming starts in three hours and you still have lots of work to do. I’m expecting you to do your own makeup, and you still need to shower and shave. Oh, and your asshole. There’s a douche next to your shower. I need you to clean yourself out. Here’s a trick: play with a dildo for a minute first; that pulls everything down. Then douche. That way it will be really clean—and stretched out for your scene.”

I felt sick; I couldn’t believe she was speaking so casually about putting me into a porn scene. I was literally her daughter’s age!

I went to the bathroom and saw the razor sitting there on the edge of the tub. She had other supplies out for me too: moisturizer, shampoo, conditioner, and even perfume. The whole vanity was covered in makeup supplies. There was everything, and I knew that it was expensive, because a lot of it was unwrapped, still with price tags. One little eyeliner pen was apparently ninety dollars!

I knew that Kate had a lot of money, and it made me sick to think that the money came from turning men like me into porn sluts, against our will. Now, in a few hours, I was going to be the star of a porno—and I had a feeling that I was going to be the ‘bottom’ in the scene. I was going to be sucking cock. I was going to be rammed in the ass. I was going to get a face covered in cum. And it probably wasn’t going to end there. I knew that Kate enjoyed the hardcore stuff. I knew that she liked to push her fetishes to the extremes.

I began to tremble as I gazed around the room. I started to run the tub, even though my legs had been shaved recently; I didn’t want her to see even the slightest tinge of stubble and get angry. I was so afraid of making Kate angry with me.

While the tub ran, I looked again at the makeup supplies. Doing some quick math, I figured that she spent almost five hundred dollars on the haul. Then I went to my ‘changing room’, which was just her guest room. I picked up the lingerie, which also had a price tag: $280. Then there was the dress that I was supposed to wear over the lingerie: $320. The heels were still in the box: $330. There was at least fifteen-hundred dollars’ worth of stuff, still with price tags. She wanted me dolled up like a high-class escort.

In the guest room closet, I found more outfits, many still with price tags: more dresses, more shoes, more lingerie.

There was jewelry everywhere, and a lot of it looked genuine—not just costume jewelry. “Jesus,” I muttered. I figured I could fill one of the suitcases in the closes with eight-thousand dollars’ worth of items. That would be lots to live off of if I decided to run away.

If I decided to run away…

There was that thought again. This time, it was tempting. This time, I actually had a bit of a plan. I wasn’t sure where I could go, but I could take that haul and get away. I could sell it all, back to the stores where it came from. With the tags on, I wouldn’t need the receipt or the credit card; most stores will take stuff back if you’re enough of a pest with customer service.

I pulled out a suitcase. Now my heart was racing. Where was I going to go? What was I going to tell my parents once I found an opportunity to reach out to them?

I could figure that stuff out later. Now, I just needed to get out of Kate’s house. Then I needed to work on getting out of that town, so she wouldn’t be able to find me, so I wouldn’t be able to see the damage of whatever revenge she decided to roll with. I stuffed those dresses into that suitcase. I dumped the makeup into the suitcase. I stuffed multiple boxes of expensive heels into the suitcase. Then, I snuck into the hallway. I could hear Kate in the living room, talking to someone. I’m sure it was Kay, so I had to move fast. I heard Kate saying something about taking a hot bath before getting herself ready for the shoot.

I turned and went to her back hallway. Her house was big and mazelike, even after being inside of it more than a half-dozen times.

I rushed to the back door. I quietly pulled the door open. I slipped out. I looked at my house from across her backyard. I so badly wanted to run to my house and tell my parents everything. Maybe we could call the police. Maybe there would be some accusations and some trial, but at least I would have the comfort of my parents…

But somehow, running away just made more sense. I just thought that I could literally run away from my problems. I could go to a big city, make up a new name, and then I could get a job washing dishes or something—a job that didn’t require a social security number. I could work like an undocumented individual. I could live like one, in one of those apartment buildings that was happy accepting cash. After a few months—or maybe a few years—Kate would have moved onto a new victim. I could reach out to my parents and tell them what happened. Maybe they would forgive me, or maybe they would scold me for succumbing to naughty sexual urges—horrible urges that caused me nothing but pain.

There was a bus station not too far from my place—just three blocks. I made a dash for it. I don’t know why, but I felt like I had to run, and I felt like I had to hide, constantly dashing behind garbage bins whenever I heard a noise, as if Kate was pursuing me. I was constantly looking back, over my shoulder. Even when I reached the bus station, I stayed away from the windows until there was a free space at the desk, then I scurried up and bought a ticket for the furthest possible destination. The sales woman stared into my eyes, looking a bit concerned—looking at me as if she knew that I was running away from home. “I’m eighteen,” I said, even though you don’t have to be eighteen to buy a bus ticket. People were always thinking that I was fourteen because I had a young face and a small body.

She gave me the ticket, and then said, “The bus doesn’t leave for another hour. Feel free to grab a coffee across the street.”

But I was too afraid to go across the street. I didn’t want to go out and risk being seen by Kate, even though I was three full blocks from her house, and she probably hadn’t even realized I was gone yet.

The seconds ticked by slowly. I knew that I could return that ticket. I knew that I still had time to run back to Kate’s house—still a couple of hours before the shoot started. I could just tell her that I slipped out to get a coffee or something. I could return in time for the shoot and there would be no risk of those pictures being leaked…

But I was too afraid; I couldn’t take anymore of her. I couldn’t be her slave. I had to get away from her and from the pain she created, and the only way to do that was to run away from my life completely. I knew that it was going to be so tempting to check my social media pages, to reach out to friends and asked if they’d heard anything about me, to ask my parents if they ended up seeing the photos. Hell—it was going to be tempting to check the police’s wanted-list, to see if I was there, wanted for raping my mature neighbor. Kate was possibly crazy enough to make it happen.

A couple more people sauntered into the station, buying tickets for various trips. Only one other person bought a ticket for the same bus ride as me: a sad-looking girl, eyes reddened as if she’d been crying. She was wearing a fluffy fur coat that was so long, it was impossible to see if she was wearing anything else. Her blonde hair was tied into a tight bun on the top of her head. I heard her say that her name was Rae. When she got her ticket, she did the same thing that I did: found a spot in the station that was hidden from windows, so she wouldn’t be visible from the road.

I watched her carefully as she sniffled, wiping her eyes. Then, I watched as she took her phone and walked it to the trash bin. She reached it out, hesitated for a moment, and then she dropped it in. I figured I should probably do the same, so that nobody would be able to track me. If Kate did tell the police that I was a rapist, then they probably had ways to track my phone.

So I sauntered over to a garbage bin. I pulled out my phone. I thought about messaging my parents, to tell them that I loved them, but I didn’t want to tip anyone off. I reached the phone out, turned it off, and then I dropped it into the trash.

I looked over and saw that the blonde girl was watching me now. She stared at me for a long moment and then she looked away—I did the same thing.

It was a long hour, but the bus eventually came. I was quick to run onto the bus, not wanting to be seen by a searching Kate. I took a seat at the back and I slouched deep into my chair. I had a long journey ahead of me: twenty-six hours until we reached our destination. There were five stops along the way, all with two-hour breaks. I was dreading it, having already suffered through a tedious trip to get to that town when I moved with my parents.

I peeked out the window, afraid to show my face to the world (and more specifically, to Kate). I thought about getting off of that bus and running to my parents, telling them everything while breaking down. Maybe they would hate me for what I did, but maybe they could help me.

No—this seemed easier: leave it all behind. Make a new life for a while and then come back once this has all blown over… if it ever blows over.

The girl with the blonde hair took a seat across the aisle from me. She peeked out the window and then she sunk down low, just like me. I looked at her for a moment but managed to look away before she looked at me.

“Running away, I’m assuming?” she said a minute later. I looked over and saw that she was looking at me.

And then I felt the need to clarify that I was legally an adult. “I’m eighteen.”

“Okay,” she said with a giggle. “So are you running away or not?”

“I guess so,” I said.

“Same,” she said. And then she stared into my eyes for a long moment. I tried staring back into hers, but I suddenly felt awkward. I cleared my throat and turned my focus away from her. Now I was wishing that I kept my phone. What was I supposed to do for the next twenty-six hours? I didn’t even have a book.

It was forty minutes later when the bus lurched forward. My stomach churned. I’d never been away from my family before—not for more than a couple of nights. Now, I was going to be on the other side of the country, beyond their reach, and they were going to have no idea where I was. It would be months before I reached out to them. They might come to the conclusion that I’d been kidnapped or killed. I hated to break their hearts, but I just couldn’t stand the idea of seeing their disappointment when Kate unleashes her revenge.

I didn’t say anymore to the blonde during the first leg of that trip; we both kept to ourselves. We drove for four hours, and then we stopped in the downtown core of a metropolis I’d never been to, but always wanted to visit. I was tempted to go stroll the streets and take in the sights before the bus took off again—but I had things to do.

I got a few things out from my suitcase and then I hiked over to the nearby mall, finding one of the chain stores where Kate bought her clothes. Now, I was trying to return a dress, still with the tag on it. “Do you have a receipt?” asked the sales woman.

“No. You never gave me a receipt,” I said.

“Well, how do I know you didn’t just grab this off of the rack before coming to the counter?”

“Are you serious?” I said. “I bought this from you! It wasn’t even five days ago. And you watched me come in just now; did you see me grab it on my way to the counter?”

She was flustered, confused. Maybe I was being mean, but I needed the money.

“Do you have the card you used to buy it?”

“I used cash,” I said.

She squirmed, sensing that I was scamming her.

“Can you just get a manager?” I said, groaning.

Then she tensed up. It took forty minutes for the workers to decide to pay me for the dress. They had to look up their inventory, and then they counted the stock in the store, to see if a dress was missing. Then they decided that I must have been telling the truth—though they came to that conclusion reluctantly, almost pulling the cash away from me when I reached for it. “Next time, be sure to get a receipt with your purchase. If we forget to hand one to you, just remind us,” said the manager.

“Sure thing,” I said.

I used that money to buy myself dinner. In the food court, I saw the blonde, sitting down and staring out the window at the downtown lights. Now, the sun was setting. I thought about going over to talk to her, but I had no idea what I was supposed to say. She was a cute girl, but I didn’t exactly want to end up in a conversation, having to come up with lies to explain why I was running away. I didn’t want to create my new life based off of lies.

So I kept my distance. I ate my dinner, strolled around the area for fifteen minutes, and then I got back onto the bus.

The girl fell asleep during the next leg of the trip, and she stayed asleep during the next two hour break. I tried to sleep, since we were in a small, pointless town. There was nothing to do but stretch my legs. Sleeping wasn’t an option; my brain was too frazzled with anxiety. I couldn’t even bring myself to close my eyes.

I was still fighting a strong regret that ebbed and flowed, teasing me, nagging me, begging me to go back home. By now, Kate’s movie shoot was ruined. By now, she knew that I was gone, and maybe she even knew that I’d run away. My parents were probably starting to freak out. I doubt they’d gone as far as calling the police yet, but that was probably going to happen soon.

I stared out the bus window until we were moving again. Now, it was black outside. I decided it was time to get a bit of sleep if I wanted to function at all once I was at my destination—but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t fall asleep. I was just stuck, staring out the window as the hours dragged by.

It was 8:00 AM when the blonde woke up, stretching her arms into the air and letting out a cute little yawn before turning to look around her. She froze for a moment, shock in her eyes, as if she thought she was going to be waking up in her cozy bed, and not on a bus destined for the other side of the country.

She turned and looked at me. I smiled and looked away, not wanting her to think that I looked creepy.

She was a cute girl. She had the features that I usually looked for when I was choosing the girls that I would be too chicken to ask out on a date. She had that cute little nose, that soft blonde hair, that petite build. “Any idea where we are?” she asked with a groggy voice.

“To be honest, I have no idea,” I said.

“I guess it doesn’t really matter,” she smiled. “So why are you running away?”

I looked away from her. I thought about pretending like I didn’t hear the question, even though it was obvious that I heard the question just fine. I bit down on my tongue and shrugged my shoulders. “I made some mistakes and I’d rather not be around to deal with the consequences.”

“Care to elaborate?” she said, wiping the sleep from her eyes with her wrist.

“I’d rather not,” I said after a moment. “It’s embarrassing.” I thought about lying, but I really didn’t want to lie. The past week had been nothing but lies, and I was sick of it.

I got up to use the bathroom. When I pulled down my pants, I froze at the sight of the panties I was wearing. I couldn’t believe that I was still wearing them. I thought about taking them off and ditching them in the trash, but I had nothing else to wear; not even a clean pair of underwear.

I couldn’t wait to get to the next town. We were finally there three hours later. There was a mall nearby, so I took my cash and went to buy myself an outfit—socks and underwear included. It was nice buying proper boxers, but I do have to admit that the women’s lingerie store caught my attention. I saw their line of ultra-soft panties and I knew that they would be so much more comfortable than scrunchy boxers. I froze for a moment, trying to expel those thoughts from my head. And then I noticed the sign above the lingerie store; it was the same chain that Kate bought much of her lingerie from, and I had lingerie I could return.

So I rushed back to the bus, dug out two outfits, still with tags, and then I went back to that mall. I spent the next hour dealing with managers, trying to explain that I paid with cash. But the managers weren’t budging; they were sure that I stole the lingerie off of the rack.

“Do you even have a girlfriend?” one of the managers asked after I told them that I bought it for a girlfriend.

“Of course! Not that it’s any of your business!” I snapped. “Just count your inventory; you’ll see that I didn’t steal shit!”

“Prove that you even have a girlfriend,” the manager said. She smirked and crossed her arms, as if she had me caught in a lie. And I had to admit that it was a good move, because I didn’t have any way to prove it, or even suggest it.

“I don’t have to prove anything. Is this really how you treat your customers?”

“It’s how we treat thieves who try to steal from our stores.”

“I can’t believe you’re calling me a thief! I tried to buy a gift for my girlfriend, and now I’m being called a thief!”

“You don’t have a girlfriend!” the manager barked back, and I realized then and there that she wasn’t going to budge.

“Hey babe,” said a female voice behind me. Then an arm wrapped around me. “What’s taking so long?”

I looked over and saw the blonde from the bus, staring into my eyes. She had a slight grin on her face. “They won’t take it back because you lost the receipt,” she groaned suddenly. “I told you they wouldn’t take it back.”

The manager paused, stuttered, and then cleared her throat.

“She’s accusing me of stealing it,” I said, trying my best to play along, though my skin was tingling all over as the blonde held me tight. She smelled nice, like fresh flowers.

“What!?” she gasped. “Are you serious?” She rolled her eyes. “Whatever, babe. Let’s just go. We’ll tell my dad and he’ll come down and deal with this.” Then she eyed the manager. “What’s your name?”

“My name?” said the manager, pausing again. The blonde had taken her completely off-guard.

“So I can tell my dad. He’s the principal investor of this mall, by the way—in case you’re wondering. So what’s your name?”

“Okay, okay,” she said. “We can refund the outfit! There’s no sense in making a big commotion about it!”

She went to the register and got the cash, handing it to me. I stared at it with wonder in my eyes. I knew that I was stealing—not exactly from her or the store, but from Kate. The store chain was getting its product back, so it wasn’t losing anything... But I didn’t feel bad about Kate. She was out a few hundred dollars (maybe a few thousand once I was finished returning everything I stole), but it was money that she made by exploiting young people like me.

“Thanks for that,” I said to the blonde.

“Don’t mention it,” she giggled as we left the mall.

I tried to hand her a one-hundred-dollar bill, for helping me. “Keep it,” she said. “It’s yours… Though I have to ask: did you steal it?”

“No,” I said. “I wouldn’t do that!”

She stared into my eyes. “So, uh, why did you have it?”

I felt my face turning dark red suddenly. I cleared my throat and looked away from her. “Like I said, I bought it for someone and then I decided to return it.” But I knew the lie sounded fake as hell—and I hated lying. I didn’t want to start this journey off with lies, so I bit my tongue and shook my head. “No. That was a lie. Sorry. I did steal it. I stole it from a nasty woman. She was cruel to me, so I feel like she owes me.”

“Wow,” she said. “Sounds like an interesting story. Want to tell me about it?”

“Not really,” I said. “It was a bad time and I don’t really want to relive it—hence the running away.”

“Oh, fair enough,” she said. “Well, I feel like I can relate. I went through something similar. I like your technique, by the way. I saw you doing it back at the last town too. Maybe you can help me with this.” She grabbed a handful of her fur coat. Then she dug out the little price tag. “Over two-grand if we can pull it off.”

I eyed the price tag and froze for a moment. It was tempting to try, but it was probably too valuable—not just something that the store would be willing to turn their cheek to. But it was a lot of money. “Did you steal it?” I asked.

“Kind of,” she said. “I mean—I think it was supposed to be a gift, but I don’t really know. Let’s not get into that. I just want the money so I can rent a place when we get across the country.”

“Same,” I said, looking into her eyes. I caught her with a small smile, and she probably noticed my small smile. I wiped it away quickly and cleared my throat once more. “Well, worst-case scenario, we make a run for it.”

We went into the store together, at the other end of the mall. We were running of time, needing to get back to the bus before it took off. We made sure the staff watched us walking in, and then we instantly asked for a manager, trying to skip a step to save some time.

“You bought this with… cash?” she asked. She analyzed the tag and noticed that it was from a different location—something neither of us noticed. “This isn’t even from our store.”

We both tensed up. “We bought it in Richmond,” we both said quickly, in unison. I kept an eye on the clock that was on the wall behind the manager. We were running out of time. Then, the blonde started crying. “I have to come clean,” she wept. “My mother bought it—for herself—last week… but she passed away this weekend and… and I need money for the funeral! Oh God, I’m so sorry for lying. She just didn’t leave us any money for the funeral. I don’t know what to do!”

“Okay, okay,” the manager said, holding his hands up, turning red with guilt. “The, uh, coat appears to be in new condition. I think we can arrange a return for cash—just because the tags are still on it, clearly untampered. But, uh, in the future…” He didn’t bother finishing that sentence, instead watching as the blonde cried. I put my hands on her to console her. Then I looked at the manager and shook my head.

We left that store with a big wad of cash. Rae tried to give me two crisp hundreds, but I refused. “I didn’t do anything,” I said. “You did all of the work.”

“Well I don’t think I would have had the balls to do it without you there,” she smiled.

“Just keep the money, Rae,” I said. “It will go a long way once we reach the coast.”

“What did you just call me?” she said, stopping suddenly, staring at me with big, horrified eyes.

“Isn’t that your name?” I said.

She kept staring at me, face now pale, as if I wasn’t supposed to know her name.

“I heard you say it at the bus station,” I said. “When they asked what name to put on the ticket…”

“Oh,” she said.

“Why are you all freaked out about it?”

“I’m not. I just—I knew I didn’t tell you. That’s, uh, not the name I use, by the way. That’s… an old name.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“You’re running away from your things, I’m running away from mine,” she said. “And one of those things is that name.”

“Alright. Whatever,” I said. “So what is your name?”

She stood for a moment before saying. “Leah.”

“Okay,” I said, though I had a feeling that wasn’t her name at all—not even a name that she ever used. And if she was giving me a fake name, then she probably didn’t want much to do with me.

So I didn’t bother to say much as we walked back to the bus. We got on two minutes before it departed: another four-hour leg of the trip, with nothing to do.

The boredom was getting to us both. The anxiety was making me feel ill. By now, my parents were certainly worried; I’m sure they’d contacted authorities. There were probably people out looking for me: aunts, uncles, family friends…

And there was the terrible possibility that Kate had released those photos for defying her and her trans porn star. I was starting to worry that my face was going to start popping up on people’s phones and TV screens. Maybe it was time to shave my hair, invest in a hat, buy a fake moustache and some nonprescription glasses…

“What’s the matter with you?” asked the blonde who told me to call her Leah.

“Nothing’s wrong.”

“You’re squirming a lot,” I said.

“I’m just tired of sitting on this bus.”

“We’re not even halfway yet.”

“I know that,” I said.

“Are you bored?”

“Of course I’m bored.”

“Why don’t you talk to me then?” she asked. I felt myself blushing slightly. Did she just want to talk to me because she was bored? Or was she interested in me?

The bus came to a stop at a small-town gas station. Three new passengers got on and then the bus continued. It wasn’t even a five-minute stop—not even enough time to go into the gas station and buy a bag of beef jerky.

“What do you want to talk about?” I asked Leah.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Do you parents know you left?”

“I don’t know what they know,” I said.

“Do you know anyone on the East Coast?”

I shook my head. “Do you?”

She shook her head. “Do you know what you’re going to do there?”

I shook my head again.

“We’re not so different, you and I,” she laughed. “Want to be roomies?”

I paused. I really didn’t want to have any connections to the west coast. If they tracked her down, then they would end up finding me. I had no idea if she was even eighteen; there was possibly an Amber Alert out for her. And I sure as hell didn’t want anyone accusing me of kidnapping her. “I don’t know,” I said. “I don’t really know you.”

“Well, rent out there is, like, minimum a thousand dollars—unless you want to live with all of the crackheads. We could find a place and split it—five-hundred each.”

“Maybe,” I said.

“Why are you so hesitant?” she asked.

“I don’t even know you,” I said.

“You know me as much as you would know anyone you meet through some roommate wanted ad. Have you ever lived on your own before?”

I was a bit embarrassed to admit that I’d never lived away from home, even though I was eighteen. “Never,” I said.

“Me neither,” she said.

“So what are you running from?” I asked.

She blushed. “Why do you want to know?”

“Well,” I said. “If I’m going to live with you, I want to make sure you’re not, like, some bank robber or murderer or something… though I have a feeling you wouldn’t tell me if you were.”

“I’m not,” she said, and then she looked out the window. “I was a porn star though.”

The comment made me pause. I let out a laugh, thinking that she was joking, and then I froze, seeing her sheepish look and realizing that she was telling me the truth. “Wait… What?” I said.

“It was against my will,” she said.

“Like, child porn?”

“No. I was eighteen. I’m nineteen now. And I guess I shouldn’t say porn star… I was in a few porn movies. I was never a star. I never even made any money doing it.”

“So why did you do it?” I said.

“I made the wrong deal with the wrong person,” she said.

And then my skin tingled all over. Her story was far too familiar, though I was too embarrassed to tell her as much. I bit down on my tongue. “And so what—you just decided to run away?”

“The other option was to keep doing it. I can’t do that anymore. It’s awful. It’s soul destroying. Not only do you not want to be there, but the other person doesn’t want to be there, and so you just feel guilty on top of feeling gross and humiliated… It’s horrible.”

I stared into her eyes. And in that moment, I recognized her.
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Ithink my silence embarrassed her. She turned her face away while turning dark red. “I know it’s dumb,” she said. “I shouldn’t have done it, but I didn’t really have a choice. Did I just make you hate me?”

“No,” I said. “I just—I… I’ve never met anyone who…”

“Did porn?” she said.

“Right. That.”

“Like I said, it’s not really like I had much choice. I mean… I guess I did have the choice. There’s always a choice, but I was afraid of ruining a good thing. It wasn’t really a good thing, but I was blinded at the time. I don’t know why I’m telling you all of this. I guess I just thought you might relate in some way, because you’re doing the same thing that I’m doing.”

“It’s fine. I guess I can relate,” I said. “Though I, uh, have to ask… what kind of… porn did you do?”

She turned dark red. “Porn for a special audience,” she said, turning away again. “It’s not really important.” She took a deep breath. “But, uh, since you’re considering living with me, I suppose I should probably tell you, just so that we’re all open with each other… though I have a feeling that you’re not really considering being my roomie anymore.”

“I am,” I said.

She turned to me and looked into my eyes, pausing for a moment as if she didn’t believe me. “It was tranny porn,” she said. “I was the tranny.”

And then I was sure that it was her: Kay Flowers. I recognized her face, though her hair had grown considerably since she filmed the videos that I skimmed the night before. And that meant that Kay and I were supposed to be starring in a video together—and we both ran away at the same time.

“With Kate?” I said.

She stared at me with big, glossy eyes: complete disbelief. “Why do you know that name?” she asked, now a shade of white.

“We were going to be in a scene together yesterday.” I looked down at my feet, afraid of looking into her eyes for too long. “I chickened out and ran away.”

“Oh my God,” she gasped. “What are the chances?” She cleared her throat and looked down at her own feet. “So she has dirt on you too, huh?”

“I guess so,” I said. “She kind of tricked me into it though.”

“Yep,” she said. “I’ve been there.”

Then, we both became silent, not sure what else to say. The chances seemed so slim, and so impossible—but there we both were, sitting across from each other.

“My first movie partner killed himself,” she said softly. “The day after our scene.”

“That’s terrible,” I said.

“She had pictures of him with another man—a man that she made him sleep with.”

“She’s the devil,” I said.

“Amen to that,” said Leah—though I was now wondering what her real name was.

“So your name isn’t actually Leah, is it?”

She shook her head. “When I was a guy, it was Ray. Then, with Kate, I was Kay. I liked that name, but… well, it’s ruined now. I get… recognized. It’s horrible.”

“So you go by Leah?” I said.

“No—that was just a name I made up. I… I don’t actually have a name. I know that sounds stupid.”

“Well, I liked Rae, but I guess if that’s your male name, then maybe that’s weird.”

“I could probably learn to like it.” She smiled. “So you don’t think I’m some freak then?”

“No,” I said. “I feel bad for you. She made me look you up. You’ve done quite a few, uh, films.”

She was dark red all over again, with glossy, shocked eyes. “You watched my movies?”

“I skimmed a few of them to get an idea of what to expect. Sorry.”

“It’s fine. She made me do the same thing with my first partner.”

We were silent again. It felt strangely nice to be open and honest with someone. Now, it wasn’t just some horrible secret that I had to carry alone.

At the next stop, she showed me her suitcase. She did the same thing I’d done: stolen a number of items from Kate’s closet. She was smarter than me, stealing fur coats and jewelry that could be pawned. We found a pawn shop and got rid of some of our haul: a few hundred bucks that would go a long way in getting ourselves settled. Then, on our way back to the bus, we noticed a big chain shoe store—a high end place where Kate bought a few pairs of the heels we had. “Do we have time?” I said.

“I’m sure we can do it,” she smiled.

So we ran back to the bus, grabbing the heels, and then we ran back to the store. “We need to hurry!” she said, and then we both ended up giggling like school children. It was nice to feel like a kid again, to feel like I had some of my innocence back—some of the innocence that Kate stole from me. We took the heels into the store and went straight to the counter. We didn’t reherse anything, but we didn’t need to—our shtick came off fairly naturally. We were apparently on the same page. “I bought these shoes for her, and they don’t fit her properly,” I said.

“They fit fine!” she gasped. “They’re just ugly! Don’t lie to the man!”

“They aren’t ugly,” I barked back. “You just have basic-bitch taste.”

“Says the guy who wears trainers everywhere!”

“Oh, now you’re going to go after my trainers?”

“Are you looking to do an exchange?” the man asked, looking nervous as he was stuck between us ‘fighting’.

“Yes,” I said while Rae said, “No.”

Then we bickered some more: fake bickering that made the poor store employee more uncomfortable. “The idiot bought them with cash,” Rae said, rolling her eyes. “And he didn’t keep his receipt. So I’m guessing you can’t even take them back.”

“Um…” He squirmed a bit, looked at the box—and then he ended up refunding us, without having to contact the manager. I think he was new and didn’t want to get into an awkward situation with frustrated customers. We left that store with a nice stack of cash.

But there was one problem: we missed the bus. When we got back to the station, the bus was gone. “When is the next bus?” we asked the station employee an hour later, when she finally came back from her break.

“To the same city? In a week,” she said, “There’s only the one bus that does that loop.”

So we were stuck waiting a week… or staying in that city, which neither of us knew anything about. But maybe that was for the best: maybe a true new life needed to happen somewhere completely foreign. Nobody would think to look for us in a place that we’d hardly even heard of before.

It was a smaller city, with a population of just 250,000 people—a fraction of the city we were determined to get to, and a tiny percentage of where we just came from. But the city was cheap. We managed to find a hotel that did longer-term rentals, thirty bucks per night. It wasn’t a nice place by any means: no air conditioner, the lingering smell of cigarette smoke, and the neighbor was a prostitute who saw multiple clients each day, screaming out fake orgasms that easily penetrated the thin walls. But the place had a small pool that was never being used by the other tenants.

To save money, we got a room with a single bed, but the bed was big enough that we could share without it being awkward. We didn’t end up sleeping much anyway; we spent the whole night talking, and realizing we both had quite a bit in common.

She was a year older than me. Two years earlier, she moved to that city with her family, moving in next to Kate, and it wasn’t long before Kate seduced her, the same way that she seduced me. “So wait, you had never dressed up like a girl before?” I said.

She shook her head.

“But you’re dressed up now,” I said.

She blushed. “Well, I liked it,” she said. “I didn’t like much with Kate, but I did like dressing up. I liked how she made me feel like a girl… it was the other stuff that was too… extreme for me.”

“Oh, I see…” I said.

“My family found out that I liked to dress up last year. They threw away all my clothes and makeup and told me they would cut me off if they caught me again. So I could only dress up in secret… and with Kate.” She took a deep breath. “So being with Kate was kind of… bitter sweet. In a way, it was the only place I could feel like myself, but it meant being a glorified slave.”

I bit down on my tongue and looked away from her. I knew the feeling.

“I’m assuming she made you dress up too,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said.

“But I’m guessing you didn’t like it so much.”

“No,” I said quickly. But I had to stop and think about it. Was I lying? Who was I lying to? Her or myself? “I mean… maybe I liked it a little bit.” I felt so embarrassed to say it aloud, but I felt like I could tell her. I felt like she would understand more than anyone—and of course she would, seeing as she’d been through the same thing.

“Do you want to get dressed up again?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s hard to say,” I said. “Right now, I can only really associate that with Kate, and I’m trying to get away from that.”

“Don’t let Kate ruin something you like, even if it was something she introduced you to,” said Rae with a small smile.

I felt so shy and awkward, but I let a small smile slip.

“Here,” she said, and then she went to her suitcase. She pulled out a little night slip. “You can wear this, if you want to.”

I held it for a moment. I did want to wear it, but I wasn’t sure I was ready. The feeling of the soft satin made me think of Kate, and then I started thinking about my parents. Had they seen the pictures by now? Were they ashamed of me? Dressing like a girl brought nothing but pain…

Well, maybe not ‘nothing’. Maybe there was a bit of happiness when I got dressed up. It was fun seeing myself as a girl. I took off my shirt and put on the slip before taking off my bottoms. I was afraid to look at her, but I forced myself to. I saw that she was smiling. I felt suddenly at ease. I smiled back.

Then, a moment later, we were kissing. She put her hands gently on my body and I put my hands on hers. My heart was pounding. I felt so strange, but so elated. I had so many thoughts going through my head—too many that I couldn’t quite make sense of any of them. She set me down on my back and rolled on top of me. We kept kissing.

She was a gentle kisser, with soft lips. Her hands felt so beautiful on my skin. And her body was so soft and so comforting. We must have kissed for twenty minutes… and then she reached down and grabbed herself, pushing her warm, hard tip between my butt cheeks. I let out a small gasp, and then she pushed herself into me. I gasped. She put her thumb into my mouth, and then I found myself sucking.

It wasn’t the rough sex I was used to with Kate. It was gentle, slow, elegant, and beautiful. She slid in and out of me carefully, going slightly deeper with each thrust—never going deeper than I was comfortable. After five minutes, she pulled herself out of me, and then I put myself into her. Now she was bouncing slowly on top of me, letting me watch her beautiful body. Her erection remained stiff, upright, in the open. I didn’t mind; it was cute. I grabbed it and stroked it a little bit, making her giggle.

It was fun; it was what sex was supposed to be.

We kept going, even after we both came; we just kept taking turns. We rubbed our bodies together, slicked with cum and sweat. We kissed and then we rolled over when we were finally exhausted. We fell asleep cuddled together, not worried about what was happening back in the real world. It didn’t matter in that moment; all that mattered was her.

The moment seemed too good to be true… but it was only about to get better.
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We woke up to a knock at the door. I slipped out bed and answered it after slipping into my proper clothes. I assumed it was the cleaning staff, to see if they could come and clean up our room.

It was the police.

The tall policeman stared at me for a long moment, giving my heart a moment to start beating again. My jaw trembled. I felt like I’d been caught—for something I didn’t do. I thought I was being arrested for ‘raping’ Kate.

“Andrew Patrick?” the officer said. He knew my name. The gig was up.

“Y—Yeah?” I said, though a smarter version of myself would have lied.

“We need to speak with you,” he said.

I thought that I was being arrested, but they just wanted a statement. They wanted me to tell them what happened with Kate, and I thought about lying, but I knew that lies would only get me into trouble, seeing as I had no idea what Kate had said to them. I had to tell them everything I knew—and then I could only hope for the best.

They wouldn’t tell me what the questioning was about—not until after they questioned Rae on the same topic. Then, they finally spilled the beans.

Rae had been working with the police. She followed me when I left Kate’s house. They had her working undercover after she went to the police a few months earlier to finally tell them what Kate had been doing. They’d been building a case against Kate for many months. Accusations had been coming in for years, but they’d never been able to build a proper case against her.

Now, they were positive that they could arrest her. They let me know that they’d been in contact with my parents, explained as much as they could without giving away too many details. My parents knew that I was safe. “Don’t contact them just yet,” the police officer said to me. “Wait until we give you the green light.”

The arrest was made later that afternoon. It was done quickly and swiftly. Apparently, the police quickly raided her home and apprehended her before she could cause any real damage. She was taken away, and they didn’t even give her the option of making a phone call. They were worried that she would call some partner and advise them to release all of the photos.

The case was handled well: swiftly and efficiently, with no collateral damage. Then, the police even had Rae and I flown back to our families. I ended up telling my parents everything… well, almost everything; I didn’t go into too many details about exactly what Kate made me do, and I don’t think they wanted to know. “I’m just happy you’re safe,” my mom said to me.

Rae’s return home was bittersweet. Her family didn’t quite welcome her with open arms. Her mother was just glad to have her back, but her father couldn’t handle the fact that she now refused to be Raymond. She didn’t want to be a man anymore—not even under the family roof. So she was asked to leave. My parents quickly offered to let her stay with us, to my shock—even after I told them about the fact that she was trans; they said they didn’t care.

“What if I told you I might be trans?” I said sheepishly.

“We would still love you,” said my dad. He stared at me for a long moment, waiting for me to tell him that it was actually the case; I wasn’t ready for that yet—I wasn’t going to say anything until I knew what the case was. I had lots of time to figure that out; but the seed had been planted, and it was nice to know that I would be okay with whatever path I decided to take with my life.

All of those details could be sorted out another day, another week, another year. Now, I just wanted to enjoy the present. I wanted to enjoy Rae. So every night, we snuck away together, sometimes into her room, sometimes into mine, sometimes out of the house. We had fun together, and that fun was just getting started. We had our whole lives ahead of us.

THE END
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THREE-LEGGED TRACY


When Mark hears the rumors about his classmate, Tracy, he doesn’t believe them. They’re too ridiculous to be true. Supposedly, the petite, feminine tomboy has a not-so-secret secret; she’s been charging guys five bucks to see her shaft in the bathroom, ten bucks to see it hard, and twenty bucks to see it blasting.

The rumors have to be fake, because Tracy isn’t like that. She volunteers at the homeless shelter. She’s a straight-A student and she’s already been accepted into Harvard. And, she’s gorgeous; not looking like someone who has ever been guy at all.

But new evidence keeps coming in. Mark’s own brother saw one of Tracy’s shows with his own eyes, at a party while Mark was out of town. And now, Mark is hearing that some of the teachers at school have been paying her for access to her special package.

The rumors just can’t be true... because Mark has a big crush on Tracy, and Tracy has a big crush on Mark.


CHAPTER 1
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I’ll never forget the day that Andy told me the rumor. I didn’t believe him, and I’m not sure he even believed it either. We all had a laugh about it and moved on with our day, and it was three weeks before I heard that rumor again, this time while I was getting changed for gym class.

“She’s got a huge dick,” said one of the guys to his friend. I couldn’t see who was talking; they were around the corner, taking showers.

“I heard,” said the friend. “I also heard that it’s bullshit.”

“Who said it was bullshit?”

“You know who started the rumor, right? It was Kyle. He asked her to be his girlfriend, she turned him down, and he was salty about it. He went around telling everyone that she was a tranny as ‘revenge’, or something. Didn’t you hear that he was suspended for four days? That’s why— because he went around telling everyone that Tracy is a tranny.”

“But it’s not bullshit,” said man-number-one. “I know someone who saw it.” “Bullshit. Who?”

“I told them I would keep it a secret, so I won’t say.”

“Then I don’t believe you.”

“You can go and see it for yourself.”

“What are you on about?”

I inched closer to the edge of the wall, so I could hear them more clearly as their voices became quieter and quieter.

“For five bucks, she’ll show it to you in the bathroom.”

“What?”

There was a short silence.

“She’ll show it to you. For ten bucks, she’ll get it hard. And for twenty bucks, you can watch her jerk off—until she comes.”

“Ew! That’s disgusting! And it’s bullshit!”

“I’m telling you it’s the truth. Three guys have seen it!” “How the hell do you know!?”

“Somebody told me; I promised I wouldn’t say who. You just have to go up to her and give her the money. Tell her you want to see The Show. She’ll tell you a time, and then you go and meet her in the bathroom in the north wing.”

“I thought the north wing was closed down.”

“It is. The bathroom down there is unlocked. That’s where she does her shows.”

“How do you know all of this?”

“I told you! Somebody told me, but I won’t tell you who; I promised I would keep my mouth shut about it.”

Then, they both started laughing. “What a bunch of bullshit.” Then, the changing room door opened and our gym teacher came in to check on us. The period bell had already chimed and we were late for our third period. “Hurry it up!” he shouted out. “Every time you guys are late, I get in trouble! Get dressed. Shower time is over, ladies! Get moving!”

“I have a spare this period,” said Rich as the gym teacher gave him a small shove.

“Don’t care,” said Mr. Morison. “I want you all out of here.”

Rich groaned. I grabbed my bag and scurried out of the changing room, not wanting to be late for my third-period class. We had a big test that afternoon, and our teacher was a hard-ass; she would dock points if we were more than a minute late, even if we had a decent excuse. That day, I was lucky; she didn’t notice me slipping into the room while she was writing down the exam rules on the board—and she hadn’t done the attendance yet. I took a seat at the back of the room, just behind a girl with shorter dark hair. I didn’t think much of it until she turned around and smiled at me. “Lucky,” she said, referring to the fact that I wasn’t caught sneaking in late for class.

I could feel my face turning dark red. I was looking into her eyes: looking into the eyes of the girl behind the naughty, strange rumor. I was looking into the eyes of the girl that they were calling ‘Three-Legged Tracy’.

I fumbled my way through that exam. My concentration level was at an all-time low. I must have stared at that first page for ten minutes before I even started properly reading the questions. It was too hard to focus with her in front of me.

She was wearing a short pink skirt, and a tight white top that was a tiny bit translucent. I could see the straps of her red bra, holding up her young, perky breasts. She was wearing a thong; it was poking up above the waistband of that low-riding skirt, teasing me, trying to distract me, reminding me of what I’d now heard twice: that she had a big cock where her pussy was supposed to be.

Though the details weren’t so clear. When Andy told me about the rumor, he told me that she was born a hermaphrodite. It wasn’t a term I’d heard before, to be quite honest. I thought he was talking about some Greek goddess, and I embarrassingly had to ask what it meant. “She has a dick and a pussy,” he said to me. And then he went on to explain exactly how it all worked down there. “If you were to lift up her ball sack, you would see her slit. It just hides under there. You could fuck her, but her big ball sack would be sliding along the top of your shaft the whole time.”

“That can’t be real,” I said. And then he showed me a video from some porn website, but that video made me even more skeptical, because the chick in the video was clearly wearing some sort of prosthetic cock, glued onto her pubic bone. “It’s real!” Andy exclaimed, but I just wasn’t convinced. The video was gross and weird, and Tracy just didn’t look like she could be half-male.

She was a cute girl, though she was a bit of a tomboy. She had hair just like mine: short, dark, scruffy—though her hair was a bit more stylized. Mine had just grown that way because I was too lazy to get it properly cut; she had her hair intentionally cut like that, with chunky bangs and choppy layers. But it didn’t make her look like a lesbo or anything like that, because she wore quite a bit of makeup, making up for the boyish cut. She wore dark eyeliner, and she was always wearing low-cut tops to prove that she had the best cleavage in the school. She would also wear these huge, blingy earrings, and she would paint her nails with girly colors: usually pink, but some- times red to match an outfit. And then, of course, she liked to show off her perfect, smooth legs. She had one of the most banging bodies in the school...

But even though she was objectively hot, she wasn’t any guy’s crush. She rarely came up in any of those discussions: guys talking about who they would take to prom, or who they wanted for a summer girlfriend. She did come up often when guys would play ‘Fuck one, marry one, kill one.’ She was almost always the ‘fuck’ choice, sometimes the ‘kill’ choice, but never the ‘marry’ choice. I’m not sure why; she seemed sweet, and she had an adorable smile.

I tried to imagine her with a big dick. According to the rumor, her dick was huge—bigger than the cock of any guy in the school. “It’s, like, porno big,” Andy told me. Though when I asked how Andy got his information, his answer made me think that it was all just bullshit. “One of her friends told some guys at a party,” he said.

It was true: Kyle did get a hard suspension a couple of weeks earlier. It was an in-school suspension, and he had to sit in the office for eight hours every day, with nothing to do. I saw him every time I left to catch the bus. He looked miserable, but when I asked him what he did, he just said, “I’m not supposed to talk about it,” with a sigh and a grunt. He really did keep his mouth shut.

“Mark,” said my teacher as I handed in my test at the end of that third period. She skimmed through the pages. “Come and see me after school.”

“Why?” I said.

“I want to talk about this.”

I was in trouble. She didn’t even have to grade my test to know that I’d bombed hard. I spent my fourth and fifth periods dreading that meeting. Then, I went into her classroom while all of my friends were heading off to catch the bus. “Twenty-three percent,” she said to me. “The lowest grade in the class.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Is it something at home?” she asked. “Do I need to send you to see the school counsellor?”

“No, Mrs. Decan. I just had a weird day. I—I’m really tired and I haven’t been able to focus.” I couldn’t believe the bad grade. I knew that I’d done a shitty job, but I didn’t realize that I got a worse score than I would have gotten had I just guessed every single answer. “I’ll do better next time.”

“Tell me what’s on your mind,” she said, staring into my eyes. Then, suddenly, the image of Tracy came into my mind. I could picture her perfectly, wearing that red and white bomber jacket that she often wore, opening it slowly, showing that she had no shirt on underneath—and no bra. I could picture her perky, young breasts: bigger than the other girls, with her nipples almost point- ing up into the air. Then, in my mind’s eye, I saw her cock: erect, standing tall, beyond her belly button. I imagined her fingers curling around it as she slowly pulled up, squeezing a clear drop of thick fluid out.

I shook my head suddenly and then I cleared my throat. “Nothing’s on my mind. I—I’m just tired,” I said.

“Go home and get some sleep,” said Mrs. Decan. “Tomorrow, after school, I’m going to let you redo the test.” It was unusual sympathy from her. I found myself frozen in place for a moment. I stared into her eyes and I stuttered.

“Seriously?”

“Don’t get too excited,” she said. “I’m still going to dock ten-percent off of whatever you get on your next test. And don’t think it will be the same; I’m going to come up with new questions.”

“Thank you so much,” I said. “I won’t let you down.”

“I hope not,” she said.

And I really thought that I was going to go straight home and study hard for that exam, to prove to her that I deserved the second chance that she was giving me—but fate had a different plan for me. While I was heading to my locker, I noticed two guys heading down towards the north wing of the school.

That north wing was under construction, and had been for three years. The school was struggling to get the funding to finish it, mostly because the government had promised the funding before the renos started, and then a big election came and went, and the new government came in and cut that funding dramatically. The school then tried to finish the project with fundraisers, which came up with very little. After about a dozen failed fundraisers, they started sending out weekly newsletters begging for donations. My parents complained constantly about the newsletters. It didn’t help that the new wing included a massive new teacher’s lounge, and a big new office for the principal and vice-principal.

Anyway—long story short, there was a massive wing in the school that nobody used, not even the school janitor. It was blocked off by a large sheet of plastic, with a six-foot slit for passing through. A piece of A4 paper was taped to the plastic, and read: DO NOT ENTER. RENOVATIONS IN PROGRESS. It was dusty beyond that plastic wall: drywall had been ripped down and thrown into a pile, but never properly brought out the bin that had been sitting in the parking lot since I started high-school. Many of the doors had been pulled off of the walls, but the bathroom door was still there. Now, I was curiously poking my head through that plastic slit, watching as the pair of men headed towards the bathroom, backpacks tight on their backs. They both turned and went into the bathroom, and I just stood and watched, remembering the rumor that I’d heard. I thought about going down to see what they were doing, but I didn’t want to get in trouble. I didn’t want to be caught by a teacher, or even caught by the boys. I didn’t need them thinking that I was following them around like a weirdo.

But I was so curious; I’d never seen anybody going into that construction zone before. It seemed like such a crazy coincidence that I would finally see someone venturing over there on the day that I heard you could pay Tracy to see her put on a show in that off-limits bathroom.

I went back to my locker. I could see that wall of plastic from my locker. It was far away, about ten classrooms down, but I could still see it.

I kept looking over at it. My hands were suddenly sweaty. My heart was racing. All I needed to do was stuff my textbooks into my bag and then I was ready to go, but I found myself stationary, lingering in place, unable to bring myself to leave.

I stood there for five minutes, heart racing faster. Then ten minutes had gone by. Why wasn’t I leaving? Why was I just standing there like some NPC in some video game?

I looked back over at the plastic. I saw the pair of men slipping out. They quickly parted ways and scurried off. I tried to tell myself that there was some other explanation. Maybe they were doing drugs. Maybe they were smoking cigarettes or drinking beer. Or maybe they were secret lovers and they’d snuck away to have gay sex. I wasn’t about to start any rumors, but there were certainly many more explanations that made a lot more sense than—

Suddenly, that slit parted again. This time, Tracy emerged. She looked both ways with a coy look on her face, and then she turned down the hall and walked off.

I was really frozen now, lips parted, unable to process what I’d just witnessed. I tried to tell myself that I was just seeing things; my mind must have been playing tricks on me. But I knew what I saw; her red and white bomber jacket was unmistakable, and so was that short, dark haircut. Maybe there was some other explanation, but what I’d seen added up with that crazy rumor: Tracy was quite possibly making some money by showing men her downstairs mix-up.


CHAPTER 2
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“Gimoungous,” said Tanner to my brother. He was describing Tracy. I was in the other room, listening. Tanner and my brother were on the drum line together. They’d been close friends since they were in diapers, except for one year, when they were fifteen, and they both got into a fight over a girl they both liked. In the end, she turned them both down and started dating their mutual mortal enemy, Ferris, so they quickly became good friends again.

“You heard the rumor?” my brother asked. I inched closer to the wall so I could hear them more clearly.

“No,” Tanner said. “I saw it. It’s real.”

“You’re screwing with me.”

“I’m not screwing with you. I told you to come to that party on the weekend, but you wouldn’t come. She was there. We were all playing Sociables. I was dared to give Tracy five bucks. She was over in the kitchen, so I walked over and handed her the money. I honestly felt bad, thinking I was going to embarrass her. But she just told me to meet her upstairs, in the guest room. I went up, and she lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties. Dude—I’m telling you—she has a cock, and it is gimoungous.”

“What does that even mean?”

“It’s huge.”

“No,” my brother said. “What do you mean, she has a cock? She’s a girl. I’ve known her since she was eleven, and she’s always been a girl.”

“I don’t know, man. I’m telling you. She has a cock.”

“It was fake,” my brother contended.

“No,” Tanner groaned. “I’m telling you it wasn’t fake. It was part of her. She pulled back her foreskin. She asked me if I wanted to see her come, and I just ran out of the room. And I thought she was going to be embarrassed. I was afraid to see her again, as if I’d offended her. But she wasn’t offended. She saw me a few minutes later and she laughed at me.”

“She laughed at you?” my brother asked.

“Yeah. I’m not shitting you. She laughed at me, and then she gossiped with her friends. I’m pretty sure she told them everything. She’s not shy about it. It’s like a joke to her.”

“I don’t believe you,” my brother said.

“So go give her five bucks. See for yourself. Xander did it. So did Greg. Just ask them. The fucking thing is real. Greg saw it behind the school, in the woods. He thought it was fake too, so he gave her ten bucks and she proved it was real by pissing. Apparently, she pissed right on his feet.”

“What?” my brother said with a shocked gasp.

“He showed me his wet shoes.”

“So, she’s just going around showing everybody her dick?”

“Yeah,” said Tanner. “I guess her secret got out and now she’s just owning it, or whatever; making some cash while she’s at it.”

“So, is she a guy or a girl?” my brother asked, and I swear I could hear him shaking his head in disbelief.

“I don’t know what she is, but you have to admit that she’s pretty hot, aside from the whole dick thing.”

“Ew!” my brother gasped. “No, she’s not. She’s always looked like a guy.”

“Oh, bullshit! You’re just saying that because now you know that she has a dick.”

“First of all,” my brother said, and I could almost hear him sticking his finger up into the air. “I don’t actually believe you, and I still doubt that she has a cock. Second of all, if you remember two years ago, I told you that I thought she looked like a guy.”

“I remember that talk, and you said that her hair looked like a guy’s haircut—you didn’t say that she looked like a guy.”

My brother grunted. “Same thing. I’ve always thought she looks like a guy. What about her is hot?”

“Tits and ass. And she’s got a pretty face; imagine if she had long hair and, like, Taylor Swift bangs. You would want to fuck her—just admit it.”

“Not my type,” my brother laughed.

And then I tripped over an old box of Lego as I tried to inch closer to their conversation. The Lego spilled everywhere. I’m not even sure why the old box was still in my room. I hadn’t touched Lego in over five years. I really needed to get around to cleaning up my room.

My brother and his friend stopped talking. It turned silent. Then, it was five minutes later when they started talking again, this time about some new video game. I felt my face turning red, as if I’d been caught eavesdropping, even though I was never confronted about it. When I saw my brother next, he hardly even glanced at me. I just minded my own business, even though I was tempted to ask more about Tracy.

My brother knew Tracy better than me. Tracy had been on the drum line with my brother a couple of years earlier, and they’d gone out to a few parties together with the rest of the drum line group. They’d even travelled to a couple of events as a group, and Tracy had been over at my place a few times—never just her, of course, but enough that I would say she was ‘friends’ with my brother.

But what could I ask? I wanted to ask if he’d heard the rumors, even though I knew that he had—but I was afraid of him thinking that I was interested. I didn’t want him thinking that I was some sort of pervert, and that I was thinking of asking Tracy to put on one of her shows for me. There was no way to broach the topic, so I just left it as the elephant in the room. “I heard you bombed an exam today,” he said to me.

“Who told you that?”

“Tanner,” he said.

“How would Tanner know?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. That’s just what he said. He saw you in detention.”

“It wasn’t detention,” I said. “I was just talking to the teacher. I’m redoing the test, so don’t go telling mom and dad about it. I just made a few dumb mistakes.”

“Whatever,” he said, rolling his eyes. “You remember what dad said though, right?”

My heart skipped a beat. “Yeah,” I said. I had a trip coming up. I played on the school’s hockey team, third-line center. We had a tournament coming up, out of province. I really wanted to go, and my dad was going to take me, but only if I could keep my grade average above 70%. I was straddling that line, and if I got anything less than 70% on that exam, there was no way he would take me. Well—it was 80% now, with Mrs. Decan taking ten percent off. 80% for me would take some sort of miracle; I didn’t post grades like that often, so I needed to study. I couldn’t linger around, trying to think of a way to ask my brother what he’d heard about Tracy’s giant cock.

I went to my room and tried to study, but I wasn’t able to focus for long. I went to my computer and looked her up. I found one of her social media pages, and there were a few photos of her wearing tight clothes. I found myself zooming in on her crotch, trying to see if I could spot a ‘bulge’. There was one picture, of her in a bikini, where it looked like something was there— something pushing the fabric out, creating a crease, catching the light... but maybe that was just my mind playing tricks on me.

I let my gaze drift up to her face. She really did have a feminine face. But if she had a cock, did that mean that she wasn’t a girl? And if she really wasn’t a girl, when did she transition? Everyone knew her since she came to our school six years earlier—and she was a girl then, at twelve-years-old. Was she one of those hermaphrodites?

I did some more digging. I found an account she had on a forum, linked to her name. I read through a number of her posts. It was a forum for musicians. Apparently, she played the violin. By searching her forum username, I found an account on another social media website. This account didn’t mention her name, but I had a hunch that it was her. I read through some posts, and, after some digging, found a specific post looking for tips to hide a cock in tight clothing.

My heart stopped when I saw the post. I found myself looking through all of those other posts again, trying to see if there was evidence that it really was her. The only shred of evidence that I found was a post from two years earlier, where she mentioned that she was sixteen. The age added up, but was that evidence or just a small coincidence?

My dad came into the room suddenly, and I quickly closed everything down. “Why are you still up?” he asked.

“I’m studying,” I lied.

“You have practise in the morning—don’t forget.”

I looked at the clock. Now, it was 10:00 PM, and I had to be up at 4:30 AM for hockey. I groaned and sunk into my seat. Many hours had gone by and I hadn’t done a lick of studying. It was clear that I was going to bomb that exam.

My dad left my room and I tried to stay awake, but now there was a lot of stress distracting me from getting anything done. I kept finding myself in that conundrum, trying to decide if I was better off studying or getting a good sleep so I could have a clear head for the exam. I ended up spending hours trying to decide, doing no studying, and losing that good sleep. I got a terrible sleep and had nothing to show for it.

I tried to cram for the exam through my classes the next day, but Tracy was in most of my classes, sitting right in front of me. She was wearing a tight red bodysuit and tight denim shorts. She had a red bandana in her hair, and dark red lipstick on her lips. She looked like she was trying to get some male attention—maybe trying to drum up a bit of business. And she was getting what she wanted: my attention. I kept staring at her, trying to spot some sign of maleness. I was looking for broad shoulders, looking for an Adam’s apple, trying to decide if her perky breasts were fake or just unnaturally perfect...

I passed my exam, but hardly: 51% after 10% was docked. “You can do better,” Mrs. Decan said to me, and I just hung my head and shuffled away. So much for going to that hockey tournament. My average had dropped from an even 70% to 66% from that single bombed exam.

And I still didn’t know the truth, but when I was leaving the school, I saw her, slipping out from that sheet of plastic. Her gaze turned and landed on me, making me tense up all over. I tried to muster up a smile as she smiled at me. “Hi, Mark,” she said. Her voice was unmistakably female.

“H—Hi, Tracy,” I said.

“Why are you here so late?”

“I had to redo a test,” I said. I paused. I wanted to ask her the same question. I wanted to ask her why she was sneaking out of that forbidden wing, even though I was fairly certain that I knew the answer. Would she tell me? Would she give me an honest answer?

I just stood there, standing silently. I must have been as red as a cooked lobster. She giggled and turned away from me, skipping off casually, without a care in the world. I couldn’t help but wonder if she knew what people were saying about her. Had she heard the rumors? How could they have eluded her? Now, I was hearing people whispering about her every day. There was no way that she didn’t know what people were saying!

So, if she knew, why didn’t she care? Why was she able to just skip off with a smile on her face, as if nothing was wrong? Was she proud of what she was doing? Was she not at all worried about how this would affect her reputation?


CHAPTER 3
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Itried to keep my test score a secret from my parents, but my brother ratted me out, the bastard. He asked if he could use my computer (he didn’t have one of his own), and I foolishly told him he could without realizing that I’d left my student portal open in my browser. It wasn’t even five minutes before he was downstairs, tattling on me like an eight-year-old boy, with a big, mean grin on his face.

“What’s wrong with you!” I snapped at him.

“That’s for not paying me back those ten dollars I lent you,” he said with that annoying grin.

“What ten dollars?”

“For that pizza.”

“I did pay you back! We went to the damned ATM together, you monkey!”

“Oh... right,” he said, now blushing. Now his grin was a guilty one as he shrugged his shoulders. “Sorry. I forgot about that.”

I groaned. The damage was done, apology or not. My dad came up to my room fifteen minutes later, hands on his hips, scowl on his face. He stared at me, shaking his head slowly from side to side. I tried to explain myself to the best of my ability, even though I really didn’t have any excuse. Of course, I didn’t tell him about Tracy. I didn’t tell him why I was so distracted. I just told him that I’d been struggling to sleep. “It’s your diet,” he said to me. “You eat nothing but junk and then you stare at that computer screen all night. It’s no wonder that you can’t sleep.”

“My teacher docked ten-percent,” I said. “I was seriously so close to getting seventy.”

His eyes narrowed. “Why did she dock ten-percent?”

I thought for a moment. “Uh, because I forgot to write my name and date on the test. She does that. It’s super annoying.”

But I could tell that he didn’t believe me; his expression didn’t change. He was staring into my eyes, as if he was reading my mind—so I tried hard not to think of Tracy, even though the image of her was still floating around in my brain, pinging around, running Helter Skelter. “You need to do better,” he said to me.

“I will,” I said. “Please don’t pull me out of the tournament this weekend.”

He kept staring at me. It was a long glare, and it ended with him saying, “Volunteer.” “What? What does that mean?”

And then, he had a big grin on his face. He was making a compromise with me, letting me go to the hockey tournament while still ensuring that I learned my lesson. He made the arrangements, and he even picked me up from school the next afternoon, driving me down to that rough end of town. There, a chubby woman with messy hair was waiting for me, wearing an apron. “You’re Mark?” she said with a deep, masculine voice. I could smell the cigarettes on her breath.

I nodded my head slowly, feeling like a twelve-year-old boy in her presence.

“We have lots of work to do,” she said. “Dinner is in four hours, and then we have to clean.”

My dad signed me up to work at the soup kitchen, from 3:00 PM to 11:00 PM: an eight-hour shift, after I was already wiped from a long day at school. The kitchen smelled awful, like it hadn’t been properly cleaned in years—but there was a bleach smell trying hard to cover up that rotting smell. The volunteer coordinator told me not to open the white fridge, and I could tell why: that’s where that horrible smell was coming from. It was like something was rotting miserably in there and they were all just too lazy to properly deal with it, so they bought a new fridge and left the old one sitting in the corner.

They gave me an apron and a hairnet. I looked ridiculous with my yellow rubbed gloves pulled up to my elbows. It was my job to work the ground beef from a frozen lump. We were making burgers and fries: all from frozen. It wasn’t a glorious meal, but it was what was donated, I guess. The plan was to make three-hundred burgers. I’d never worked in a kitchen before, so the experience was new for me. Even at home, my parents never had me help with dinner—unless I was cleaning the dishes.

There was no commercial dishwasher in that kitchen, so I had to wash everything as I went in a small sink, with cheap dollar-store dish soap. Water kept getting into my rubber gloves and squishing around uncomfortably. Once the water got in, the gloves were never properly dry, and my fingers were quickly starting to prune. Is trench-hand a thing?

It was only two hours into my ‘shift’ when the other volunteers started to arrive: the men and women who had the easy job of handing out the food to the homeless. The coordinator came up to me with a stack of hairnets and aprons and told me to hand them out to the dozen newcomers. “When you’re done, pick one of the volunteers to help you go and clean the tables.”

I went to the other room where the newcomers were waiting. There, I saw Tracy.

She looked up at me with a beaming smile. “Mark?” she said.

I froze. My heart plunged down into the pit of my stomach. It seemed like I just couldn’t get away from her. If she wasn’t in my mind, she was in front of me. I stared into her eyes. She technically got me into this whole mess.

“H—Hi, Tracy,” I said.

“I didn’t know you volunteered here,” she said.

“My dad is making me.”

“I come here three times a week,” she smiled.

“Really?” I said. “What did you do?”

She giggled, covering her lips with the palm of her hand. “I didn’t do anything. I like doing it. It feels nice to help out.”

“Oh,” I said, and then I suddenly felt embarrassed for admitting that I was only there because I had no choice. I felt my cheeks turning red. I handed her an apron and a hairnet, and then I handed out the rest to the others. They all went back to chatting, but Tracy was still standing next to me.

She smelled like perfume: a nice, feminine smell of flowers and fresh baking. She was wearing a short skirt—shorter than the short skirts she wore at school. At school, her skirts were always cutting it close to the dress code. One time, a teacher even pulled out a measuring tape and measured the distance from her knee to the edge of that skirt. But here, at the soup kitchen, there was no dress code—though I thought it was brave that she was fine dressing like that around the homeless—not that I thought homeless people were creepy or anything like that, but the volunteer coordinator had already warned me not to get too close to a few of them. “There are a few regulars here who can be... unpredictable,” she said. “We don’t want another incident.”

I looked at Tracy. “Do you, uh, want to help me clean up the tables?”

“Sure,” she smiled.

So we went to the big dining hall. The place was a mess from the breakfast rush. Nobody had wiped a single surface. There was trash on the floors, and old, smelly eggs on chairs and tables. It didn’t look much different than the school cafeteria after lunchtime. Now, I was feeling bad for the janitors who had to clean up after us every day.

We got to work. Tracy kept looking up at me with a grin. I tried to avoid making eye-contact. “So you got in trouble, huh?” she said.

“I didn’t do so well on that exam,” I said.

“Really? It was so easy.”

I groaned. “How did you do?”

“I aced it,” she smiled.

“Seriously?” I said.

She nodded her head.

“What’s your grade in class?”

She was blushing now. “One-hundred,” she said. “What!?” I gasped. “You have a perfect grade?” She nodded her head.

“What’s your GPA?”

“4.0.”

“What!?”

“I actually just got my Harvard acceptance two days ago.”

I stared at her for a long moment, trying to figure out if she was messing with me. Her face was dead-serious—or maybe she was just a talented actress. I shook my head slowly, and then I shook it quickly. “You can get accepted this early?”

“Early acceptance,” she said, nodding her head with a smile. “Do you know where you’re going yet?”

I laughed. “Oh, you’re serious.”

“Where did you apply?”

“I haven’t applied anywhere,” I said.

“Oh,” she said. “I thought you were pretty bright with schoolwork.”

“Yeah—I mean, in some classes. I just... I think a trade is probably the route I’ll go.”

“Which one?”

I just stared at her. “We should probably get these tables cleaned up faster. I think they need us helping in the kitchen.”

I wanted to change the subject; I hated talking about stupid I was, especially when she was apparently such a genius. But I didn’t want to change the subject too drastically. The only other topic I could think of was that rumor. I kept finding myself glancing over at her, every time she bent over to clean a chair, or whenever she picked something up off of the floor. I caught a glimpse of her panties a few times: the thick bulge between her legs that looked like a pussy... but it could have been a cock pushed back, ball sack ‘tucked’ into her body.

I’d looked it up a couple of nights earlier, driven mad by curiosity. She was always wearing tight clothes, so it didn’t make sense that those rumors could possibly be true. But sure enough, I saw a few websites explaining how to hide a cock in tight clothes. I even made the mistake of watching a video—a few seconds of a video, anyway. I saw a very feminine man push his balls up into his body so he could flatten his cock between his legs. When he pulled up his panties, it looked just like a pussy bulge. I clicked away from that video quickly, feeling green all over.

And now, I was staring at that bulge. Was it a pussy or a tucked cock?

She looked back at me and I looked away as quickly as I could, clearing my throat as my forehead became hot. “You okay, Mark?” she said—but I was sure that she caught me staring at her bent-over ass. She had a smile on her face.

“I’m tired,” I said. “I stayed up all night studying, and then it was a long day at school—and I’ve been here since three.” I knew my face was dark red so I turned it away from her.

She giggled. “You’ll get a good sleep tomorrow night, at least. And then it’s the long weekend! Oh, I almost forgot—you’re throwing that party this weekend. That’s going to be so much fun.”

“Oh,” I said. “You mean my brother’s party? I won’t be there.”

“Oh,” she said. “Why not? Your parents not letting you go because of the test?”

“My parents don’t know about it,” I said. “They’re taking me to a hockey tournament that runs the whole weekend.”

“Oh. Well that’s cool, I guess. That will be fun.” Then she giggled. “Want me to make sure nobody goes near your bedroom?”

I laughed, not sure if she was being serious. I had no idea she’d even been invited to the party. My brother told me that it was a little party, with only a few friends coming; but if Tracy was invited, there must have been more than just a few people. Tracy wasn’t even in my brother’s top-twenty in terms of close acquaintances... or maybe he just needed more women?

But my brother knew about the rumors. Tanner, who was planning the party with him, was certain that Tracy was actually a dude—so why did they invite her? Maybe they didn’t care; maybe I needed to figure out a way to not care. Tracy was a nice girl, regardless of what was between her legs.

“So are you any good?” she asked.

I stared into those big eyes of hers. “Any good at what?” I said. My heart fluttered. She had a sly smile on her face.

“At hockey,” she said. “Are you going to be in the NHL or something?”

I laughed and shook my head. “Oh, no, I’m not that good. Maybe the minors if I’m lucky.”

“Maybe I’ll come watch you play one of these days,” she smiled, and I swear it seemed like she was trying to get me to invite her out. Was that the same as inviting her out on a date?

I didn’t know what to say; I just stood awkwardly with a crooked smile on my face. Sure, I was a shy young man, but I’d never been a complete stone in front of a woman before. I was usually okay at holding a conversation, coming across as confident, putting a handsome smile on my face... but now, I knew that I looked like a complete idiot. I was flustered, and I was even messing up words as I tried to talk to her. I was talking like a young boy trying to speak with his crush for the first time—

But Tracy wasn’t my crush. No, far from it! I couldn’t be with a girl like her, even if the rumors weren’t true. I wasn’t into tomboys. I liked girls with long blonde hair, not girls with what was essentially my own haircut. And those rumors did exist, whether they were true or not; I couldn’t be with someone if the rest of the school thought she had a big, fat dick. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what people would start saying about me if they heard that I invited Tracy out on a date—even if that ‘date’ was just her coming to watch me play hockey.

I was relieved when the coordinator came in and called us over. She split us up, sending me one way and Tracy another way, so that we could get ready for that dinner rush. Once the hungry homeless started arriving, we were too busy to interact, even though we weren’t too far apart—though I did catch her looking at me with a smile a few times. I thought that she was looking at me a lot—more than a normal amount—but I convinced myself that it was just in my head, until one of the older women came up to me.

“She likes you,” she said with a raspy voice.

“Excuse me?” I said as I made a burger for the next fellow in line.

“That young girl, with the trendy hairdo. She likes you.” She had a big, warm smile on her face. “If you’re smart, you’ll ask her out on a date.”

“I think you’re mistaken. We’re just friends,” I said.

“The way she keeps looking at you—she likes you, honey. I’ve seen that look before. Can’t blame her—handsome fella like yourself.” Then, she reached out and grabbed my wrist, which quite honestly made me feel a bit uncomfortable. “If there’s one thing I’ve learned in my life, it’s that you should never turn your back on a good opportunity. She’s a sweet girl. There’s aren’t many like her around.”

And it really didn’t take long for me to realize that Tracy was loved by the crowd at that soup kitchen. They all knew her name. They all loved chatting with her. She really was sweet with all of them—even the ones who smelled absolutely terrible, with rotting teeth and unsightly legions on their skin. I guess she was just on a higher plane than me; good for her. Watching her with those down-on-their luck individuals made her look heavenly, like an angel on Earth. I came to the conclusion that the rumors had to be false; this girl, with her perfect GPA and her kind heart, was not charging guys twenty-bucks to watch her jerk off in the school bathroom. Not only were those rumors definitely untrue, they were cruel, and they couldn’t have been directed at a sweeter person.

By the end of that night, after thinking a lot about what the old woman said to me, I decided that I really didn’t want to pass up on a good opportunity. If anything, Tracy was too good for me, but I had to make a move.

We were just finishing the long clean-up. Most of the volunteers had already taken off. Tracy was collecting aprons in a hamper. I approached her. “Hey,” I said. “Can I talk to you for a minute?”

“What is it, Mark?” she said to me, turning to face me with that heavenly smile.

“I, uh, have a game in town next week—on Wednesday night. Maybe, uh, you’d like to come and watch me play. The other team isn’t great or anything, so it might not be the best game to watch.”

“I’d love to,” she said with blushing cheeks.

“Maybe after the game we can grab dinner together or something.” She smiled. “It sounds like fun, Mark.”

I stood there, staring into her eyes. I had the strangest urge to kiss her. I’m not sure my heart had ever pounded quite so hard or so fast. I was exhausted, but I didn’t get any sleep that night, as if I chugged ten gallons of espresso right before slipping into bed. I couldn’t believe it: I was actually going to go on a date with her. People were going to see us together and think that I’d won some sort of lottery; she was way out of my league, with her cute face and perky body...

But those mean rumors were still floating around. What if someone from school saw us together? What were people going to say about me?

I had a lot on my mind: stress and excitement, bundled together, pumping adrenaline straight into my heart. When my alarm finally went off in the morning, I wasn’t sure if I’d managed to get an hour of sleep, or if I’d been awake the whole time; it was strangely impossible to know for sure.

I saw Tracy in my second period class. She was dressed like a pin-up doll, in a small yellow dress, with a yellow bow on her short hair; fingernails painted yellow to match the whole ensemble. She smiled at me and I melted. She was wearing thigh-high white boots, made of faux-leather. I even caught Mr. Hill, our math teacher, checking her out a few times, and I really couldn’t blame him.

I wasn’t the only one who noticed the teacher’s wandering eyes. The girls sitting in front of me leaned over to whisper to one another. “Do you think Mr. Hill is one of the ones she’s fucking?”

The friend laughed. “What? What are you talking about?”

“Didn’t you hear?” said the first girl. “Tracy is fucking two of the teachers, regularly.”

“Regularly?”

“Portia walked in on it, mid-act. Apparently, the teacher gave her five-hundred bucks to keep her mouth shut.”

“Portia? Are you serious?”

I couldn’t believe my ears. The rumors were just getting more and more insane. Were they seriously suggesting that Tracy was fucking multiple teachers?

“One male and one female teacher—that’s what Portia said.” “Together?”

“No—separately.”

“That’s nuts.”

“Didn’t you see Portia’s new purse? How do you think she got it? You’ve been to Portia’s house; her parents aren’t buying her five-hundred-dollar purses.”

“I thought it was a knockoff.”

“No, it’s real. Ask her to see it.”

I saw the purse myself during the next period. I had to Google search the brand to see that it really was a five-hundred-dollar bag. And it was well-known that Portia wasn’t one of the wealthier kids in school; she lived in the trailer park off the freeway, and her dad often showed up in a garbage truck to pick her up from school. So where did she get the cash?

I felt a tension entering my body. And it got worse a few minutes later, when Mr. Hill asked Tracy to stay after class, into lunch. His face turned red when she agreed, and then the girls in front of me giggled.

After I left the classroom (I was the last one out), I lingered nearby, sauntering over to the water fountain and then back to the classroom door. The door was closed now. I carefully reached for the handle, turning it. It was locked.

My heart skipped a beat. Was Tracy actually fucking Mr. Hill? Why would she do it? Was he paying her?

No—it was an insane rumor; there was absolutely no way such nonsense could be true!

I stayed outside of that door for the next ten minutes, pacing back and forth, trying to look as inconspicuous as possible. What was happening in there? There was a lot of chatter in the hallway, making it hard to hear anything from within the classroom walls—but I swear I heard a moan: a male moan, and maybe even a grunt. Or maybe that was just in my head. It must have been in my head; there was just no way that Tracy was fucking Mr. Hill...

Then, I heard a sudden gasp. “Oh, fuck!” It was a quiet sound through that door, but it was enough to make me freeze. I turned to face the door. My face was suddenly hot. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. Five minutes later, the door opened and I turned away from it, pretending to be minding my own business. I could see Trace emerging from the class, through the adjacent classroom door window. Her cheeks were rosy. Mr. Hill stepped up behind her. His hair was a bit ruffled. As he waved goodbye, he used his other hand to flatten his messy hair.

I just stood frozen. Tracy didn’t see me standing there, with my back to her. But I did see something that I almost wished I hadn’t seen: a fold of cash in her hand. She was clutching it firmly, as if she was trying to keep it concealed. And then I noticed something else, as Mr. Hill turned away. Now, he had a slight limp to his step.

I’m sure that my face had turned bone-white.


CHAPTER 4
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The whole conundrum got worse.

I went off for my hockey tournament, which went well. I was moved up to the second line after the first game, and then I even got some minutes on the first line and the power-play in the third game, which we won. It was all going great, until I got a text-message from Tracy. “Hey, this is Tracy. I got your number from your brother. How’s the tournament going?”

My stomach turned. A few minutes later, I got a message from my brother, making my stomach flop hard. “Why did Tracy ask me for your number?”

“I don’t know,” I said back, now with a pounding heart. I probably should have spent a minute coming up with a half-decent lie, something like, ‘We were paired for a class project,’ or, ‘She wanted to ask a question about one of my friends.’ I could have cleared myself, but instead, my brother now suspected something was going on. What if he thought that I was paying Tracy so I could see her jerking off? Was he now laughing about it? Was he going to make fun of me? Was he going to start spreading rumors about me?

It was all I could think about. I messaged Tracy back. “It’s going fine—super busy.” I tried to be brief, hoping it wouldn’t turn into a conversation. But instead, she kept messaging me. “I’m really excited to see you play this week.”

I didn’t answer the message, pretending like I was too busy to even have read it (I made sure not to click on it so it wouldn’t tell her that I read it). Then, she messaged again. “It’s really too bad that you can’t be at the party tonight.” And then, fifteen minutes later, she messaged again. “Sorry if I’m bothering you. I know you’re busy. I hope you’re having fun!”

And then I remembered that heavenly girl at the soup kitchen. I remembered her warm glow and her bright smile. I tried to tell myself that the rumors were all fake, but I couldn’t stop thinking about them—and I hadn’t forgotten that straight moment she had with Mr. Hill.

During my next game, I was demoted back to the second line after the first period. By the third period, I was back on the third-line. In the last game of the day, which we lost, I was on the fourth- line, only getting a few minutes of ice-time each period. My coach glared at me with an unimpressed look; it didn’t help that I was on the ice for almost every goal-against. “Sorry,” I said.

“If you’re too tired, let me know and I’ll sub in Keith,” he said. Keith was our alternate, and he was a terrible player—no offense to him. He’d only been on skates for a year, and the only reason he was invited to come was because the other four alternate runner-ups had turned down the position so that they could go party on the long weekend.

“I’m fine,” I said. “I just need to clear my head.”

We were one loss away from being eliminated. Luckily, our next game wasn’t until the morning. That night, when our team met up for dinner, I got a lot of dirty looks from my teammates. I tried to ignore them. I tried to close my eyes and push the thoughts of Tracy away, so that I could focus on what I drove eight hours for. Even my dad was looking at me like I was some sort of

failure, even though we won the first couple of games because of passes I made—and one game- winning goal I made in overtime.

I finished my dinner and then I excused myself so I could get some extra sleep, but sleep didn’t come easy. I made the mistake of checking Instagram, and I saw that Tanner was posting videos from the party at my house. I had to keep my screen hidden from my dad, with the volume turned off; he didn’t know there was a party happening at our house.

It looked like there were fifty people in our house. They had some sort of party-light machine, flashing colorful lights, almost certainly timed with the pounding music that I couldn’t hear with my volume turned off. In one of the short clips, a drunken classmate was staggering around the house, bashing his half-limp body into everything, including the glass liquor cabinet. There was a picture of a smashed vase and a video of a young man barfing on the kitchen floor.

I looked up nervously at my oblivious dad. He was looking through the news on his phone while the news played on the television in the background. Then I turned back to Tanner’s Instagram feed.

The next video was of my brother on his head, trying to chug a beer through a tube. There was a small crowd cheering around him—but it was Tracy in the background that caught my eye.

She was dressed to kill, in a super-tight tube top and a super-tight mini skirt, matching leopard print, with big golden hoop earrings. She was wearing strappy black heels on her feet, fishnet stockings up her legs. She had orange eye-shadow around her eyes, and thick black eyeliner, giving her a seductive catlike appearance. I rewatched that video a dozen times, watching her as she laughed and chatted with one of her friends.

She really was beautiful, even with that short hair. In fact, that short hair suited her; it didn’t take anything away from her face, letting her beauty shine through. Her glossy lips made my heart flutter. Her rosy cheeks made me excited for that ‘date’ that was just a few days away.

I found Tracy’s Instagram page. It was set to private, but I added her anyway. I was shocked when she accepted my request just five minutes later. My heart skipped. Now, she knew that I was thinking about her. Now, I could see all of her photos. There were a few of her in bathing suits, but nothing racy—and nothing that proved the rumors to be true or false.

She had a recent Instagram story: a selfie, posing in that very outfit that she was now wearing at my brother’s party. That tight top was over her perky breasts, with no bra between. Her poky nipples made my mouth water. Her squished cleavage made my pants tight. I looked over and saw that my dad was dozing off. I waited until he was asleep before slipping into the bathroom. I ran the shower so that he wouldn’t hear anything, and then I saved that photo, kept it open, and I dealt with my horniness the way that a man deals with his horniness.

And even once I was finished, I kept looking through her photos, falling in love with those big, glossy eyes. Once again, I found myself convinced that the rumors were a lie: the meanest, most ruthless lies ever told...

And then, when I returned home from my hockey tournament, I heard new rumors, and then I wasn’t so sure.


CHAPTER 5
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Let’s back up a touch.

I got a good sleep before the final day of that tournament. I got an early-morning text message from Tracy. “Sorry if I was distracting you yesterday,” she said, even though I hadn’t replied to any of her messages—though I had added her on Instagram, and maybe that was, in a way, a form of replying to her.

“You weren’t distracting me,” I lied. “It was nice to hear from you.”

At this point, I should point out that I was convinced, after looking through her Instagram, that she was indeed a woman in every possible description.

“I was just so busy. We played five games over ten hours. It was a long day. And then we had team-building stuff and dinner and a meeting with the coaching staff. Today, there’s a scout here, so I’ll probably be pretty focused.”

“Good luck,” she said, with a smiling face. “You’re going to do great. I’ll be cheering for you from here.”

I felt good. My skin was buzzing and I was filled with energy. I bounced into the breakfast room before my team, and then I was the first one at the rink, stretching, jogging, getting myself warmed up. The air that morning was especially fresh: refreshing to breathe in through my nostrils. Now, I was thinking about Tracy, but she wasn’t distracting me. I was using those thoughts as motivation, imagining myself impressing her when the mid-week game came around, and she got to see my playing on the first line instead of the third. Maybe I would impress her so much that I would get a little bit of action.

I wasn’t thinking about those rumors.

We won our first game of the morning, and then we won our second, qualifying us for the quarter finals, which took place that afternoon.

We won our first game, against an opponent that was favored to win the tournament. Then, we won our semi-final match, getting us into the big final, which happened after a three-hour break.

The coach put me on the first line. I scored the first goal, in the first period. My team roared with cheer. I’d never been slapped on the back so many times! Then, the other team evened it up in the second period. Those games were short: ten minutes periods, with no period breaks. By the third period, we were all exhausted, but I kept thinking about Tracy.

I made a pass across the length of the neutral zone. That pass turned into a beautiful goal: another point onto the card for me. But the other team tied it with one minute left, while our third line was out.

It was overtime. I nearly scored on my shift, but their goalie made a miraculous save. Then, while the second line was out, their captain got a breakaway. We all screamed at our goalie from the bench. “You can do it!” we yelled.

But the puck went in. We lost the game, taking home the dreaded silver medal. But we had our heads high; it was a terrific tournament for us, and nobody expected us to go so far. It was even better when the coach came up to me after to let me know that he wanted to start me on the first line for the game on Wednesday. “Really?” I said.

He nodded his head. “Didn’t you see?” he said. “You got the second star of the game?” I didn’t see until he showed me. The other team’s captain, with his two goals (including the overtime game winner) was the first star, I was the second star, and their goalie was the third star.

I was blushing all over. I’d never been a star before, so I had a big grin on my face the whole way home. Tracy was the first person to find out, because I messaged her.

“Oh my gosh! That’s amazing!” she said. “I’m so proud of you.”

“How was the party?” I asked, a few hours into the drive.

“It got a bit wild,” she said. “But everyone survived. I went back to your house to help clean up.”

My skin tingled. What did wild mean?

“We had to throw away your bed sheets,” she said. “Those couldn’t be saved.”

“What?” I said. “What happened to my bed?” Now, I felt my skin turning cold.

“Oh, you don’t want to know. Don’t worry; it’s all clean now. We got you some new sheets.” She added a laughing emoji. “They aren’t silk like your old ones though.”

Why did she know so much about my bed? What was she doing in my room? I tried not to get any ideas in my head, knowing that I would come up with the worst possible scenario...

But there was no way I could have come up with anything as bad as what I heard that evening, when I stopped by Greg’s house to drop off his gloves. I’d borrowed them for the tournament.

“How was the party?” I asked, knowing that he was there from Tanner’s Instagram videos. “It got wild, man,” he said to me with a laugh. “It was too bad you couldn’t be there.” “Just the usual drunken shenanigans?” I asked.

“I wouldn’t say usual,” he said.

“Why? What happened?”

He was turning red all over. “You didn’t hear?” he said. “Hear what?”

He looked around. He looked back into his house, and then he stepped out, closing the door. He motioned for me to follow him into his backyard, where we apparently had more privacy. “You hear the rumors about Tracy?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “People won’t shut up about it.” “It’s all true,” he said.

That coldness suddenly crept through my whole body. “What do you mean, it’s all true?”

“It’s all true,” he said again. “I mean—I guess I don’t know exactly what you’ve heard, but it’s real. She’s got a cock.”

“Bullshit.”

“It’s not bullshit,” he said. “It was past midnight. Almost everyone was gone. We got to playing truth or dare, because your brother wanted to make out with Angela, and that was his big plan of getting with her—though Tanner thought it would be funny to dare Angela to make out with Mike, and they ended up going to a room together, so now your brother and Tanner aren’t talking.”

“Did they go to my room?” I asked, trying to figure out what happened to my sheets.

He shook his head, suddenly with a pale look on his face. “No,” he said. “After that, the bottle landed on your brother. It was Tanner’s turn again to make the dare—because your brother picked dare—and then Tanner dared your bro to pay Tracy twenty bucks to put on a show for all of us. Look—I thought it was all bullshit too. I even stood up to defend Tracy, but she just took the money and told us all to follow her upstairs. We went into your room, and she pulled up her skirt and... well, it’s real. And, uh, it works.”

“No way,” I said.

“I’m telling you the truth, dude,” he said. “It was weird. We watched the whole thing. It didn’t take her long: three minutes at most. She grabbed it and, uh, she started stroking it. It got hard. And holy shit, man, it was big. Like—I didn’t know they came that big.”

“Who was there?”

“Your brother, me, Tanner, and a couple other guys. You can ask any of them. We all saw it. She started slow, you know, tugging up and down, and then she started moaning. She leaned back and tugged really fast. None of us said anything. Then she came—and it was a lot... like, more than I knew a person could come. It was everywhere, all over your sheets. Sorry, man. We panicked and threw the sheets out. Those stains weren’t coming out. But we all pitched in for new ones for you.”

“I don’t care about the sheets,” I said. “I just—I don’t believe you.”

“I don’t know what to tell you, Mark. I saw it with my own eyes. She’s got a big cock. Bigger than mine, and I’m not a small guy.”

“I don’t believe you,” I said again.

“Well, then pay her twenty bucks and see for yourself. She wasn’t shy about it. She didn’t even seem to hesitate. She just whipped it out and started jerking off. She said she’s done it two dozen times already.”

My heart was somewhere in the deep pit of my stomach. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. He sounded so genuine. His face was so red; a man can’t fake that. And it’s not like he was bragging; he had no reason to lie to me like this. But it didn’t add up. Tracy was so sweet, so smart, and so... feminine, though she did have that tomboy edge. Maybe it wasn’t so much a tomboy edge as it was a straight-up boy edge.

A chill ran down my spine.

Then, he laughed, giving me some hope that he was just messing around with me. I perked up and cracked a smile. Then, he said, “Why are you so white?”

“I just don’t get where this whole rumor started.”

He groaned. “Mark. I’m telling you: it’s not a rumor. It’s legit. Tracy has a dick, and she shoots buckets when she comes.”

“Don’t be gross.”

“I’m just telling you the truth.”

“I don’t get why you all watched her.”

“It was a dare—and it’s something I can’t unsee. I will admit that it was one of the weirder nights of my life.”

“And what about the teachers?” I asked.

“The teachers? You mean about her banging them? I heard that too; no idea if it’s true, but I wouldn’t doubt it. I heard that a few guys from school have tried to pay her for sex. I guess there’s a fetish out there for everyone—not my thing, and I can say that with certainty now.” He laughed. “I’ll take a nice, wet pussy any day over that.”

“Quit being gross,” I groaned.

“Well, it’s true. I need to get inside. I literally left my grandma on FaceTime. I’ll see you at school tomorrow, buddy.” He gave me a hard pat on the shoulder before zipping off. I must have stood there for five long minutes, trying to come to terms with what I’d heard. It just didn’t make any sense! The sweet, angelic girl that I volunteered with at the soup kitchen couldn’t possibly be putting on X-rated sex shows for anybody with a few bucks to spare; it just seemed so... crazy.


CHAPTER 6
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“Alright, Mark! Let’s even this game up!” my coach yelled as he gave me a hard pat on the back, letting me know it was my turn to jump over the boards. As I hit the ice, the opposing team made a lousy pass and that puck bounced off of the boards, right onto my stick.

We were down a goal, with ten minutes left on the clock. We should have never been down a goal against that team; they were the second-worst in the league, with only two wins on the season. Half of their team was injured, so they were playing with a roster of alternates, a few of whom could hardly stand on skates.

But a few of my teammates had been at a party the night before; they were sluggish from drinking too much and getting almost no sleep. And I was struggling with a head full of anxiety, partially because Tracy was there, in the stands, lighting up every time I hit the ice—and partially because I heard that Tracy was at that party—and I heard it five minutes before the start of that game.

“Gary sucked her cock,” said Pierre-Luc in his thick French accent. The guys laughed.

“Why?” asked Keith, who wasn’t at the party because of a charity event his parents forced him to go to. “Why would he do that?”

“We all put ten bucks into a pot and said he could have the whole thing if he did it: two- hundred-and-twenty dollars to suck her cock for one minute—and he actually did it. She was sit- ting on a chair, skirt flipped up, already hard. She had a big smirk on her face the whole time. She even put her fingers in his hair. God, it was funny. She almost came on his face too! When she said she was coming, he jumped back and screamed like a girl. He even covered his face with his hands.”

“Did she come on him?” asked Keith.

“No, but it was close.”

A number of the guys giggled, confirming that the story was true; ten people apparently were in that room when it happened. And now, they kept glancing over at her, giggling every time they saw her, remembering the debauchery of the night. I had a big problem on my hands; before I got to the rink, I told Tracy to meet me outside the front doors as soon as the game was over. I should have told her to meet me somewhere else—a café a few blocks away, or a park where there were no streetlights, so that nobody would see us together. Or maybe I should have pretended to be sick... Hell—it wouldn’t have been pretending; the thought of meeting up with her was making me sick!

Now, I had a single defenseman in front of me. I recognized his scruffy facial hair; he was one of their weaker skaters, so I knew that I could easily bounce the puck off of the boards: a self-pass to get around him. It worked, and now I had a straight shot for the net.

Their goalie was especially lousy. We reviewed their team stats before the game and saw that he was letting in an average of seven goals per game; I’d never heard of such horrible numbers, especially since we were only playing forty-five-minute games.

“Go Mark!” I heard a familiar voice cry from the stands. I let my gaze drift right to see who it was, even though I knew: it was Tracy. Then, my gaze drifted back when I heard some laughter: my teammates. Were they laughing at me? Did they hear Tracy and now they were speculating about me? Did they think that I was one of the men paying her for weird, kinky fetish sex?

When I looked forward again, I saw the goalie, now out of his net, halfway towards me. It was a wild, nonsense move that would have been so easy to outplay—but I didn’t act fast enough. I tried to veer left, but I caught an edge and fell forward, letting the puck slip away from me. Even still, that meandering puck managed to pass through his legs as I slid by the goalie on the left. I looked up and saw the puck and the open net.

I could feel the red embarrassment on my face; I must have looked like a total fool—but I still had a chance. With about ninety seconds of gametime left, I had the puck and an open net. I scram- bled to my feet, and then I heard her yell again. “Shoot, Mark!”

I imagined my friends giggling at me. I imagined them whispering rumors, spreading lies, ruining my reputation. Oh God, that was such an awful feeling.

I took the shot once I had the puck on my stick, feeling their defensemen closing in on me. Somehow, I managed to miss the open net, pinging the puck off the crossbar. It whistled up and fluttered down to the ground, and I just stood there, stunned and embarrassed as I heard the loud groan of my teammates on the bench. “Are you fucking kidding me!?” our coach screamed.

And then I looked back and saw that the other team had the puck, and our goalie was now halfway to the bench so we could get that extra man on the ice. In a moment of adrenaline-fueled panic, their defenseman shot: an unconfident shot that ended with him falling onto his knees in a less-than-graceful way. But the puck managed to circumvent our players. It bounced on a patch of rough ice, landed on its side, and rolled right into the corner of our empty net.

The game was lost. We were now down by two with a minute left. I spent the rest of the game on the bench, with a scowling coach standing over my shoulder. It wasn’t the most important game of the year, but we were on the cusp of making the playoffs, and every point made a big difference.

In the locker room, the coach told me that he was going to play me back on the third line. “You’re just... too inconsistent to be playing on the first line,” he said bluntly, and then he said nothing else. He just left, leaving me in a room full of scowling teammates. They said nothing to me, even though none of them were star players either. Sure, I missed that open net, but they missed their share of easy shots throughout the game. And our goalie, who was now swearing under his breath and glancing up at me over and over, had let in some seriously lousy shots, including a ‘shot’ that was actually a botched pass from their third-line winger. Nobody spoke to me, and I was the last one in the locker room, not invited out to whatever party they were all heading off to.

I lingered, taking my time, making sure they were really all gone before going to see Tracy standing there. “Good game,” she said with a blushing smile. “You almost had them.”

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I groaned. “It wasn’t that bad.”

“I’m not usually that bad.”

“I hope I wasn’t too much of a distraction,” she said, turning her blushing gaze to the ground.

“No,” I said, lying. “I just wasn’t playing my best game. Let’s forget about that.” I stretched out my arms. Then, I found myself looking around, making sure there weren’t any other players around. I didn’t want anyone knowing that I was seeing Tracy alone, after school hours.

“Are you too tired to get dinner?” she asked, now looking straight into my eyes. She had those glossy doe-eyes, the ones that made her look so sweet and angelic. My God, those eyes were so deceiving, but they did a good job of sending my mind spinning with confusion. I stared at them for a long moment, trying to understand how they could belong to a man—

Because, if the rumors were true, and it was starting to really seem like they were, then those eyes belonged to a biological male—along with the rest of her. How was it possible? She’d had breasts for as long as I could remember; did they let trans kids that young get implants? Or were they the product of hormone pills? Or was she one of those hermaphrodites, with a pussy hiding underneath her boy-parts?

I looked around again; I thought I heard footsteps, but we were still alone.

“You okay?” she asked.

“I’m fine. Just upset about the game,” I said.

“Well, let me take you out for dinner,” she smiled. “We’ll go to this Italian place I know. It’s so good, and the portions are really generous. Are you hungry?”

I thought about telling her I wasn’t feeling well. I was terrified of being seen with her. But those glossy doe-eyes reminded me of that night at the soup kitchen, watching her move elegantly around, smiling gracefully, winning over the heart of every soul in the place.

It almost was starting to seem like there were two Tracys: the one in front of me now—sweet, kindhearted, and fun to be around—and the wild one, charging students to see her masturbating, fucking teachers between classes, putting on shows at parties...

I thought about asking her about the rumors. I thought about going into that territory, so I could know her side of the story... but I was too afraid. “I could eat,” I said, so she took me to that restaurant. She ended up doing most of the talking—and cracking a few funny jokes that actually got laughs out of me. I found myself relaxing ever-so-slightly, looking around less and less to ensure that our classmates weren’t there to see us together.

“So, uh, what kind of things do you do in your spare time?” I asked, trying to broach that terrifying topic with baby steps.

“I’ve recently started dancing,” she smiled. “I mean—I used to dance when I was really little, but I just picked it up again, and that’s fun. And then the usual stuff: movies, listening to music. I do some drawing, but I’m pretty terrible. I’m taking a couple college courses on the side right now, so I can get a head start on my post-secondary—so that takes up a lot of my time.”

“That’s a lot,” I said. And then I noticed her snatching the bill. “Hey—I don’t mind paying that.” I was lying; I hardly had the money to pay the bill, but I hated the idea of her paying for my meal.

“This was my idea,” she smiled. “Let me pay. It’s not a big deal.”

She pulled a wallet out from her purse, opened it up, and that’s when I saw the huge wad of twenty-dollar bills, and a few fives and tens. “Wow,” I said. “You’ve got a lot of cash in there. Are you a drug-dealer or something?” I laughed. My heart skipped a beat.

She had rosy cheeks now. “Oh, you know—just doing my best to save up for college.”

“I thought you were getting some cool scholarship.”

“It doesn’t cover everything, but it helps a lot,” she said. “My dad taught me to never take on debt, no matter what. Student loans are a death-sentence. I’ve crunched the numbers and I’m pretty sure that I can get through college without needing the bank’s help. That way, when I start my career, I won’t be spending the first five years paying off interest.”

“Smart,” I said. “But, uh... how are you getting that money? Do you work a part-time job or something?” Now my heart was really pounding. I didn’t want to hear her answer, so I’m not sure why I asked the question. But at the same time, I just needed to hear it from her mouth; I was never going to believe it unless she confessed with her own words.

“Just hustling,” she said with a chuckle.

“Mowing lawns or something?” I asked. My palms were starting to feel sweaty.

“My uncle actually gave me fifty dollars last week to mow five acres. I’m not sure it was worth it; it literally took all afternoon, and I had to go to the gas station twice to fill his jerry can. How tired are you right now? There’s a place near here where we can go dancing. I didn’t just play a hockey game, so I have the energy, but I don’t want to force you to do anything you don’t want to do.”

“That sounds fun,” I said, even though I should have taken the opportunity to sneak away. I was lucky that I hadn’t been caught with her yet. I needed to get out while I was still ahead. But another part of me wanted to spend more time with her; she was actually fun to be around, as long as those nervous questions weren’t lingering around in my head. “I just have to use the washroom.”

“Take your time,” she smiled. So I went to use the washroom. I looked at myself in the mirror and saw that my face was dark red, and I couldn’t help but think it had been dark red since the moment I met her outside of the hockey rink.

I took a moment, taking deep breaths, trying to convince myself that there was nothing wrong with being out with Tracy. This wasn’t necessarily a date; we were just getting dinner and going out dancing; girls do that all of the time with their friends, and you wouldn’t say that they’re going on dates with their friends. We were just being friendly.

But what if Tracy was... normal? What if the rumors were just rumors? I still wasn’t convinced that there wasn’t some big scheme happening to mess with me; maybe this was some sort of prank that dozens of people were in on. Maybe they were filming me for some YouTube video. No— that didn’t explain everything. There was just so much evidence that it was true... and there was about to be a little bit more.

As I was coming out from the bathroom, I saw a man at our table, speaking with Tracy. I stopped and watched for a moment, recognizing the guy. He went to our school, though I didn’t know his name. Now, he had a sheepish look on his face as he gazed around. I backed up so that he wouldn’t see me. Then, I saw him slip out twenty dollars. With a dark red face, he gave her the money, and then she said something to him.

I tried not to think too much into it. There are a thousand reasons a man would pay a woman... randomly. Then, the man stepped away from her and started heading towards me. I backed up quickly, into that long hallway towards the bathrooms. I turned to face the wall, and then he walked behind me, not noticing me as he went down the hall, past the bathrooms. I looked back and saw him going into what looked like a storage room. I stood there for a moment, waiting for him to come out, but he didn’t come out. What was he doing?

Then, I went to rejoin Tracy. “Ready to go?” I asked.

“For sure,” she smiled. “I just have to make a phone call really quick,” she said. “You don’t mind waiting five minutes or so, do you?”

I was frozen. Was this really happening? I cleared my throat and then I managed to shake my head. “No. I don’t care,” I said. “I’ll be here.”

“Thanks,” she smiled. “You can wait outside too—the weather is nice tonight.” She stood up with a warm, cute smile. Then, she went down towards the bathrooms, towards that same hallway that our classmate went down.

I sat in my seat for the next minute, heart pounding, head spinning, gut turning. Was this really happening? Was she putting on one of her shows inside of that old Italian restaurant?

I stood up. I had to get to the bottom of this. I moved slowly across the restaurant floor, inching towards that bathroom hallway. I turned the corner, away from the noise of the restaurant. Now, I was alone. I scanned left and right. There was no back door in that hallway, just the bathrooms, the door to the kitchen, and that storage room. I approached the bathroom doors and listened, feeling a bit like a creep. But if she was making a phone call, it made sense that I would be able to hear her voice. Now, I could hear nothing. I stood there for a long moment. Then a girl came by, skirting past me. She went into that women’s bathroom and turned the lock. Those were single- user bathrooms. Tracy wasn’t inside.

So I checked the handle for the men’s bathroom. It was unlocked and the bathroom was dark, not being used. So that left two options down that hallway: the kitchen and the storage closet.

I didn’t want to believe that she went into that storage closet with that man. So I first checked the door to the kitchen. None of the cooks looked up at me as I scanned around. The dishwasher, wearing headphones and bobbing his head to music, noticed me. He slipped his headphones off and raised his brow. “Can I help you, man?”

“Sorry,” I said. “Wrong door.”

I backed away, heart pounding. There was only one possibility: the storage room. I approached it slowly. My hands were trembling now. I wasn’t going to open the door. I didn’t want to see what was inside... or maybe I did. Maybe I just wanted to put this uncertainty to bed.

I stopped by the door and carefully put my ear to it. Then, the door inched open; it hadn’t been fully closed. I froze, feeling like I was about to be caught, but nothing happened. I reluctantly

poked my head in and scanned around. It was a huge space, filled with racks of kitchen equipment—most of which looked old, from some previous kitchen reno. I stepped in with quiet footsteps. That room was nearly the size of the restaurant.

I froze when I heard a voice. “Just like that,” he whispered.

I turned towards the sound. It was coming from around a corner. I moved to one of the packed racks. I ducked down until I found a slit: a parting between an old deep-fryer and an old gas range. There, I could see a sliver of light, and I could see the back of the man’s head—but that wasn’t all.

I could see Tracy, standing with her foot up on an old milk crate. She had her skirt pulled way up, waistband at her sternum. In her fist was exactly what I was afraid of seeing—and exactly what I knew to be true from all of the evidence.

Tracy had a cock.

And the rumors were true: it was a massive cock. It was twice the size of my own, which I didn’t even know was possible. The sight of it left me frozen, unable to even close my jaw, which may have been trembling. She was squeezing it hard, unable to wrap her fingers all the way around it as she stroked it slowly.

“Just like that,” the man said again, watching, leaning forward as he sat on a milk crate of his own. “Don’t stop. You’re so fucking hot.”

She grinned and pulled her fist all the way up to her tip, which was up near the waistband of her skirt. She pulled hard, pulling her foreskin up, pulling hard enough to make her big ball sack rise up. It was dark in that storage room, so I couldn’t see if she was biologically male or if she was hiding lady-parts as well.

I don’t think I was breathing.

She began to jerk off her tip, stroking with big strokes, but those big strokes weren’t enough to cover the length of her enormous cock. It was big enough that my instinct was to assume it was fake, but the way that her foreskin moved, and the way that her tip began to flush red—it had to be real.

“Holy shit,” the man groaned. “It’s fucking huge.” “Do you like it?” Tracy asked with a whisper.

“I fucking love it,” the man groaned.

She kept stroking, leaning her body back, using her other hand to cup her breast. She squeezed. The man, with trembling hands, pulled out another twenty-dollar bill. He threw it at her, as if she was a stripper on a stage. “I want to see you coming so badly.”

“I’m close,” she grinned. She spat carefully, letting her saliva land right on her tip. Then, she used her clenched fist to pull the huge wad of spit down, coating her cock, making it glisten. Now, as she pumped, there was a wet sloshing sound: her saliva squishing through her fingers as she massaged her huge length.

I couldn’t look away, though I wasn’t sure why.

“Don’t stop!” the man said with a whine. I had a feeling he was jerking himself off while he watched her. “Will—Will you come on me?”

“Come closer,” she said.

He scurried closer to her, sitting on the ground, looking up at her, panting loudly like a tired dog. “On my face,” he begged. “In my mouth.”

“I don’t know,” she giggled. “Maybe for another twenty.” “I’ll give you another forty if I can lick it.”

She shook her head. “Sorry,” she said. “That’s off limits.” “One-hundred,” he said. “Just so I can suck your tip.”

She shook her head again, but she didn’t stop jerking herself off. “Just enjoy the show.” “I’ll give you two-hundred dollars if I can suck your cock while you come. Please.” She shook her head again.

“Fuck!” he yelled. “Five-hundred. I’ll do anything. Please!”

And she just shook her head, turning the money down. “For your eyes only,” she said with a calm smile. “Oh God—I’m coming.” Her body arched back and she let out an adorable sound as that elation rushed through her body. She clenched the tip of her cock hard with her fist and aimed it down at the man’s open mouth. He was shaking all over.

Then, she cried out as she unloaded: blast after blast after blast, splatting her tongue, his lips, his chin, his cheeks, and even his forehead. It was a messy load, coming from some endless supply. She tugged slowly pulling that high-powered cum out of her body, painting his face until there was nothing left. Then, to finish off her show, she wiped the tip of her cock with her fingertip and dabbed that drop onto her tongue. She giggled and then she pushed the whole package back into her panties. “I have to go. You don’t mind cleaning yourself up, do you?”

The man shook his head, and I didn’t stick around for another second. I stumbled back, tripping over some piece of equipment or another. I made some noise, but got out of there quickly enough that they didn’t catch me—at least that’s what I hoped. I rushed to the restaurant exit, probably looking like a man running from a fire. Once I was outside, I straightened my jacket and stood upright, taking a deep breath. I ran my fingers through my hair and spent the next few minutes trying to collect myself.

The rumors were true; Tracy did have a cock and she was charging men to see it. So why was I still standing there? Why was I still on that ‘date’ with her? I needed to leave. I needed to get home so I could delete her from my social media and from my phone, so that nobody would ever know that I’d been anything more than her classmate.

She came out with a casual smile on her face. “Sorry that took longer than I thought it would,” she said, brushing back her hair. I caught myself looking down at her skirt, perplexed that she was able to hide that gigantic piece of meat in there. I snapped my gaze back up and cleared my throat. “It’s all good,” I said with a broken voice.

“Do you still want to go dancing?” she asked.

I paused for a moment. I wanted to go home, but for some reason, I was still afraid of offending her. I didn’t want her knowing that I’d been spying on them, or that it was me who made that noise in the storage room. I had to remain inconspicuous. “Let’s go,” I said with a forced smile. Then, I was shocked when she reached down and took my hand, letting her fingers slip between mine. She looked over into my eyes, blushing. But all I could think was: those fingers were just pumping her cock, and I saw globs of cum streaming down those knuckles.


CHAPTER 7
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Ibought myself a strong drink while Tracy found us a table. Of course, I spent the first few minutes in that club looking around for familiar faces. I didn’t want anyone seeing us together— especially now that I knew that the rumors were true; Tracy really was selling ‘shows’ for twenty dollars. I had a feeling that I was the last person in the school to truly believe it.

“Are you okay?” the bartender asked me.

“Yeah. Why?”

“Your hands are shaking. Mind if I see some ID?”

I gave him my ID, proving that I was old enough to drink. He stared at it for a long time, trying to decide if it was fake. He even took it over to the light to see if the holographic decal was legitimate. Then he returned it to me. “Are you on a first date or something?” he asked.

I must have looked extraordinarily nervous. I cleared my throat and smiled. “Just out with a friend,” I said.

He looked around. “Who is she?” he asked.

I looked back and saw Tracy, now settling into a table. I let my gaze freeze for long enough that the bartender figured out who my ‘date’ was. “She’s cute,” he said.

“We’re just friends,” I said firmly.

“Well, if I had a friend like that, I would ask her on a date.” He grinned and then he fetched me my drink. “What does she like to drink?”

“Um, I don’t know.” And then I remembered her drinking a vodka soda in one of Tanner’s Instagram videos. “I think she likes vodka sodas.”

“Then this one is on me—but tell her you bought it,” he said with a wink.

I wanted to ask him if he really thought she was cute, or if he was just messing with me—or maybe he thought he was just being nice. I looked back at her. She really did look cute, but I was starting to feel convinced that I was the only person alive who couldn’t tell that she was actually trans—or a hermaphrodite, or whatever she was. I kept my mouth shut. I accepted the free drink and then I brought it to Tracy. Her eyes lit up.

“How did you know what I drink?” she asked with a big smile.

I looked back at the bartender gave me a thumbs-up. I blushed and looked away. “I guess it was a good hunch,” I said.

“I love it. Thank you,” she said, and then she leaned forward and planted a small kiss on my cheek, making me tense up all over. Why did she do that? I stared into her eyes, probably looking like a frightened deer. “Want to dance? I love this song.”

“I’m not a great dancer,” I said.

“So what? C’mon!”

She grabbed my wrist and pulled me out. It wasn’t long before her arms were around me as she shook to the music. She laughed. We were close, but it didn’t necessarily seem intimate. We were just dancing, and it was a fast-paced song. But she kept moving in closer, partially because the dance floor was quickly getting busier as the club started to fill up.

“This is fun!” she said.

I nodded my head. Maybe it was a bit of fun, but I was still terrified of being seen with her. Or was I? Maybe I was terrified of being seen by a classmate, but I liked the jealous way the bartender kept looking at us together. And I kept getting affirmative smiles from other guys, letting me know that they thought I’d landed a real catch; they had no idea what was really beneath her skirt.

And it wasn’t long before I felt it. We were dancing closely together; her body rubbed right up against me as she shook her hips from side to side. I felt something warm and hard—something that wasn’t her thigh, though it felt big enough to be something similar in size! I froze up as it skimmed me. I even glanced down and saw the momentary bulge in her skirt. I darted my gaze back up.

“Spin me,” she giggled. So I took her hand and spun her. She really was a good dancer; and I don’t think I was so bad myself.

We danced through five songs before we needed a rest. We returned to our table and finished our drinks. “You’re fun,” she said to me. “You wouldn’t expect it from looking at you—no offence—but I always thought you were more of a jock or a gym rat. But you’re actually really fun.”

“Thanks, I guess,” I said.

“It’s supposed to be a compliment.”

“You’re fun too,” I said.

“I’m working at the soup kitchen tomorrow. You should come. We can go see a movie or something afterwards.”

I laughed. “It sounds like you’re asking me out on a date.”

“I am,” she said, now with rose-colored cheeks.

I froze. “A date?” I said, now serious. I was tempted to laugh it off, but I wanted a clear answer; was she actually asking me out on a date?

“Yeah,” she said. “I really like you, Mark.”

“But... a date?”

“Is that so weird? Sorry—I guess girls aren’t really supposed to ask guys on dates. Was that kind of... emasculating? I’m sorry; that’s not what I was going for.”

“It’s not that,” I said, looking down. “Do you have a girlfriend?” she asked.

“No,” I said quickly. Though maybe I should have lied. I could have told her that I was dating a girl that I met online—maybe I could say that she was some Canadian girl or something. Maybe that was my chance to be in the clear.

“I would be happy to be your girlfriend,” she smiled, blushing hard.

“I—I hardly know you, really,” I said. “I mean—you’re friends with my brother. Wouldn’t that be weird?”

“We’re hardly friends,” she said. “And I’m not sure what that has to do with anything. It’s okay, Mark. I—I guess I just misread the vibes between us.”

My stomach was turning now. I felt like I was crushing her heart, and that made me feel horrible. I hated seeing the joy draining from her face. I loved when she was smiling, beaming, perky. I loved when she was dancing with me, having fun, laughing. Oh God, her laugh was so great. And she really did know how to have fun.

“I like you,” I said.

“But?”

“Who said but?”

“You were about to,” she said, still with that horrible saddened look on her face.

I let out a deep sigh. “I...” I had to think for a moment before speaking, but I just had to say it. “I know how you make your money.”

Then, her face turned white. I’m not sure why she was so surprised; she literally put on one of her shows for my brother, and many of my close friends were in that same room when it happened. It’s not like she could have dodged all of those rumors. They’d certainly reached her ears.

“Is it a dealbreaker?” she asked softly.

“It’s...” I had to think for a moment again. “It’s a lot for me. I know that you were with a guy when we were at the restaurant.”

“It’s just business,” she said. “It’s for money.”

I shook my head. “That’s not business,” I said. “Selling houses and cars—that’s business. Mowing lawns and painting ceilings—those are businesses. Jerking off while guys watch... that’s... that’s not business.”

“I’m doing it for the money, nothing else. It’s not like I get a kick out of it,” she said.

“You don’t?” I asked.

And now, that rosy face looked guilty, as if I’d just caught her in a lie. My heart fell hard into my stomach. Did she get a kick out of it? Was she into it? Was it about more than money?

She turned her gaze down to the table. “You think I’m a freak, don’t you?”

“I didn’t say that,” I said. “But, uh, I have practice in the morning and I should probably get home to get some sleep. I honestly forgot about it.” I stood up and she looked up at me, now with tears in her eyes. Why were those tears making me feel so guilty? Why did I feel so horrible about the way that I was leaving her? If she really thought that this was a date, was she not cheating on me by seeing a guy in the back room? I wasn’t into the whole cuckold thing. I wasn’t into letting my girlfriend sleep around.

“Sorry, Tracy. I’ll, uh, see you at school tomorrow.”

“Bye,” she said softly.

Oh God, I felt so horrible leaving. My heart was shattered. She looked so vulnerable, so help- less, and so precious. How could I hurt such a precious little thing? Did she really deserve that pain?

I left the club and caught a cab home. It was a long drive. It was made worse when I got home and I got a message from her. “I’m sorry,” it simply read, and I wasn’t sure how to respond to it, so I didn’t.


CHAPTER 8
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Another sluggish practice, another tedious day at school, unable to focus. Tracy didn’t show up for school that day. The teachers didn’t even call her name during attendance, suggesting she’d called in sick and had her name scratched from the list. I had a feeling she wasn’t actually sick— just too embarrassed to come in, maybe because she didn’t want to see me, or maybe because she finally realized that everybody knew her secret.

I still felt horrible, and I had a feeling that that horrible feeling wasn’t going to go away any time soon. I broke her heart, and seeing her heartbroken left me with a broken heart of my own. A few of my friends asked me why I was so down, and I just shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe it’s the weather.”

Then, at the end of the day was my last-period gym class. The teacher had us running laps around the field: lap after lap after lap. I don’t think he had any actual plans for the class, so he just sent us running around while he sat on his phone. We were all covered in sweat by the end of the day, so we all went into the showers. While I was toweling myself off, Jeremy Richards came up to me. “Hey Mark,” he said.

“What’s up?” I rarely spoke with Jeremy. We were friends way back in elementary school, but we’d drifted apart. I occasionally saw him at parties, and we had that one gym class together.

“How have things been? We haven’t talked in a while.”

I just stared into his buggy eyes. I shrugged my shoulders. “Busy, I guess. What’s new with you?” The conversation felt weird, making me uncomfortable.

“I’ve been busy too. I started seeing this girl. She’s a foreign exchange student from Denmark,” he said with a big grin on his face.

I laughed. “Are you just trying to brag about your new girlfriend right now?”

“She’s really pretty—out of my league, no doubt. But she’s a bit of an expensive date. She likes to go out for fancy dinners, and she’s big into dancing.”

“No kidding,” I said, turning away, feeling that swell of discomfort again.

“Yeah,” he said. “And, uh, I was wondering how much money you have?”

I laughed. “She made you broke, huh? You can’t afford to take her out anymore, or what?” “Oh, no, I’ll be okay,” he said. “I just want to know how much money you have.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m asking,” he said with a quiet but firm tone. “How much?”

“Why are you asking, Jeremy?”

He had a big grin on his face. “Answer the question, Mark.”

“I don’t know—maybe a thousand bucks,” I said. “That’s all that’s left over from working at the shop this summer. Now why are you asking?” I don’t know why I told him the truth. I don’t know why I was entertaining this ridiculous conversation.

“Give it to me,” he said.

“What?”

“Go to the bank and take it all out, and give it to me.” “Why?”

“Last night I had a great Italian dinner with my girlfriend. Then we went dancing. I saw you at both places.” He was pressing his lips firmly together as if he was trying not to burst into a fit of laughter.

I suddenly felt cold. My hands and feet were strangely numb. I tried to open my mouth, but a stutter was all that came out. “Are you blackmailing me?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “We all know what she’s got. I guess that’s something you’re into—I’m not going to judge. But I’m also guessing you don’t want the whole school to know. So your reputation—surely, it’s worth a thousand bucks to you, right?”

“You’re an asshole,” I said.

“I guess so,” he said. “But like I said, my girlfriend likes nice things, and I want to treat her.”

“So get a job, you lazy bum,” I said.

“People won’t pay me like they pay your girlfriend,” he said with a grin.

“She’s not my girlfriend.”

“You two were pretty close on the dance-floor. And I saw you guys kissing.”

“She kissed me! It was on the cheek! So does that mean your fucking grandma is your girlfriend, Jeremy? Get a grip!”

“Calm down!” he said, holding up his hands. “I’m just making you an offer.” “You’re a prick.”

“So am I getting the cash or not? It’s up to you.”

I groaned. I clenched my hand into a fist. Then, after taking a deep breath, I socked him in the face. I’m not sure what came over me; I’d never thrown a punch in my life, but now, Jeremy’s nose was broken. He swung back, but I dodged it. I took him to the ground and I put another fist into his gut—and then another and another. Ten seconds later, there were ten students on top of us, pulling our naked bodies apart. Jeremy was covered in his own blood—and some of the blood from my split knuckles. My hand was covered in his blood.

They dragged me to the office, not even letting me get dressed. They made me sit in a chair wearing only a bloody towel. The police were brought in and they first questioned Jeremy and then they came to me, along with the school principal and a few of my teachers, including my gym teacher. “He was blackmailing me!” I said.

“That’s no reason to punch him. You should have gone to a teacher,” said the principal.

“He was going to tell everyone before I could do that. I had no choice.”

“Going to tell everyone what?” the policeman asked.

I was silent. I opened my mouth, trying to think of something to say, but my tongue was tied. I stuttered.

“Are you selling drugs, son?” the policeman asked.

“No!” the principal cried. “There are no drugs on this property! Mark, of all students, knows better!”

“We were fighting about a girl,” I said. “What difference does it make?”

“Jeremy in insisting on pressing charges,” the police officer asked. “So I’ll have to take you into the station to file everything. You’re an adult, so this is going to be on your permanent record. I don’t want that, son. I want to figure this out here, but if I’m going to talk to Jeremy about dropping the charges, I need you to tell me what’s really going on here.”

I groaned. I closed my eyes and let out a deep sigh. Then, I told them. “My girlfriend has a dick.”

The whole room became silent.

“W—What?” the principal said.

“My girlfriend has a dick and she charges guys to see it. Jeremy was going to tell everyone that we were together.”

The teachers and the cop in the room were all pale-faced and silent.

“That’s the short story,” I said. “And that’s about all that matters. I didn’t want him embarrassing her, so I punched him in the face.”

“I’m sorry,” the cop said. “She charges guys to see her... penis?” “Yes,” I said.

“Money?”

“Y es.”

“Your girlfriend is a prostitute?”

“No. She doesn’t have sex with the men, and they don’t even touch her. I guess it’s not much different than a stripper, if a stripper had a cock.” I don’t know what had gotten into me. I didn’t even feel embarrassed saying it. Maybe I’d cracked. Maybe I was finally over it, and it no longer seemed that weird to me, after stressing out about it for two weeks.

The principal cleared his throat. “This seems like, uh, a very... private matter. I don’t think we need to have all of these details.”

“Well, you asked.”

“I didn’t ask,” the principal said before pointing to the police officer. “He did.” “So Jeremy found out about this... how? Did he pay to see her?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe. Half of the guys in the school have paid her. She’s made, like, two thousand dollars or something—and she only charges twenty bucks. You do the math.” And maybe that was why I suddenly didn’t feel so embarrassed: because half of the school had paid to see her. And I could only assume they didn’t all pay her just to have a laugh. I knew the guy at the restaurant was into it—he even begged to suck her cock, but she wouldn’t let him.

Maybe nobody wanted to admit it, but Tracy’s ‘third leg’ (as people were calling it) was some- thing to be desired and lusted after. I’ll admit that I spent a good chunk of the night unable to sleep, replaying her little show over and over in my head. Maybe it was hotter than I was willing to admit.

“Well...” the cop said. “I could charge Jeremy with extortion. It would have to be an investigation, but the threat might be enough to get him to drop the assault charges.” Nobody said any- thing else; the teachers were too embarrassed to speak.

They made me sit there for another hour. Then, the cop returned and told me that I was lucky to be going home with a warning. The teachers didn’t even give me a suspension; they just told me not to do it again.

Once I was home, I saw a message on my phone, from Tracy. “I heard what happened,” she said.

“Sorry,” I said.

“No, I’m sorry. I got you into this mess.”

“It’s really fine,” I said. “They dropped the charges. Nothing happened. Jeremy deserved it.” “I’m just glad you didn’t get into too much trouble,” she said.

And then I asked if she wanted to meet up with me. “I want to ask you something in person.”

So we met at a nearby park, next to a big fountain. The sun was beginning to set. She showed up in a small yellow dress, with a yellow bow on her short, stylish hair. Her makeup was all done up, and she looked like a little pinup model. “You look nice,” I smiled.

“Thanks, Mark,” she said. “I have to say something—before you say anything. It’s really been bothering me...”

I waited for her to speak. She took her time, trying to collect the right words for her speech.

“I should have told you,” she said. “I didn’t want you getting mixed up in all of this. I guess, to me, it’s never been a big deal. But I should have figured it’s a big deal to other people.”

“Not a big deal?” I said.

“You know—the shows,” she said, blushing and turning her gaze down. “I have the equipment, you know? I’ve never been shy about it. I’ve been telling people that I have it since I was fourteen. I think most people thought that I was joking around. Well—one day, I was trying to convince this guy that I really had a dick. He didn’t believe me, and then he offered me five dollars to prove it. I was shy, but I showed it to him. He paid me and then he ran away. But, a few days later, he came up to me and asked if it worked. He paid me to prove it. So I got hard for him. He ran away again, calling me gross. Then, a few days later, he wanted to ‘really see it work’. He wanted me to come, and, well, I needed the money and I felt like he’d already seen everything. So I did it. He paid me. And... well, I didn’t even notice but he had his hand down his pants the whole time, and once I was done, he had a big wet spot there. And it was... strangely a compliment. I always thought I was kind of a freak, but there was someone who liked it.”

“I don’t think you’re a freak. It’s just... hard to believe. You’re so pretty.”

“Thanks,” she blushed. “But I always felt like a freak, and now there was a guy making me feel like I had some value. I know it sounds petty, but it felt nice. He told one of his friends, and then his friend came to me and asked if he could see it for himself. I felt weird about it, because I didn’t know the guy at all. But I did it, just to get that sense of being desired. He liked watching me. A week later, another guy came to me. He heard the rumor and wanted to see for himself. So, I’ve just been doing it for years. I guess it just doesn’t seem that weird to me anymore.”

“It’s not weird. It’s just—unexpected. You’re so kind and sweet. When I saw you at the soup kitchen the other day, I literally thought that you were like an angel. And then to think that you’re doing... that on the side. It’s just... unexpected.”

“I can understand why it would make you want nothing to do with me,” she said.

“It’s not that,” I said. “That’s actually why I wanted to talk to you. I, uh, was going to ask you...”

“What is it?” she asked.

I turned my gaze to the ground. “There’s just one thing I need to ask first. Let’s back up.”

“What?”

“I heard a rumor—and I saw you come out of Mr. Hill’s classroom. Are you...”

“Mr. Hill paid to watch me,” she said. “Is that what you want to know?”

“Was he just watching?”

She nodded her head. “I mean—he took his own thing out and he... you know.”

“He jerked off?”

She nodded her head with an embarrassed look on her face. “I have to admit that it was weird. Not as weird as what I did with Mrs. Gaudreau.”

“Mrs. Gaudreau?”

“She wanted sex. And, uh... well, I did it,” she said. “It was weird. I felt pressured into it. I regret doing it. It’s not something I’ll ever do again, and it was the first time I’d ever done anything like that.”

“Oh,” I said.

“Does that make you hate me?”

“Why do you think I hate you?” I asked. “I don’t hate you, Tracy. I like you, a lot. I—I want you to be my girlfriend.”

Her eyes lit up. “What?” she said. “You do?”

I nodded my head.

“Even though I... put on shows?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I saw you with that guy at the restaurant.” “That was you?” she said, turning dark red.

I nodded my head. “I heard him ask if he could touch you, and you turned him down. And last night, I was thinking about it. Maybe you’re right; maybe it is just... business. It’s not like it was intimate. You gave him what he wanted and you conducted yourself professionally... under the circumstances. I don’t know; maybe it will take some time for me to really wrap my head around it, and to really feel comfortable with it. I’m not going to lie, it does make me feel a bit weird, but I don’t think it’s a bad thing. I don’t want you to stop doing it for me. But I don’t think it’s some- thing big enough to stop me from wanting you. I want you enough that none of that really matters to me.”

She pressed her lips firmly together. She squirmed slightly, and then she exploded forward, jumping into my arms. She squeezed me and pressed her lips firmly against mine. That kiss lasted fifteen beautiful seconds. And I wasn’t even turned off when I felt her big piece of meat rubbing against my abdomen.

“I’m so happy,” she said. “You actually like me, despite everything?”

“I like you a lot. I promise.” I took a deep breath. “There’s just one thing I can’t promise,” I said, looking down at her crotch. “I—I’ve never been with anything like that, and I don’t know how it would even work. I can’t promise it’s something I would be... into.”

“Well then it’s probably something we should figure out sooner than later, so we don’t get too attached first.” She had a big grin on her face. Then, she grabbed my wrist and guided me back towards the woods. I went with her, heart pounding, not sure what to expect.

We got into the forest and she lifted up her skirt. “The trick is to take it slow,” she giggled. She took my hand and pulled it down to her bulge. She made me rub her slowly, letting me pull my hand away every time I started to panic—and I really did panic every time I felt it throbbing.

But it didn’t seem that weird yet. It was just a bulge: big and warm, but it’s not like it was slithering or hissing, and it’s not like it smelled gross or looked weird. I had a cock of my own, so it was something I knew quite well.

I let my fingers go down into her panties. I wrapped my fingers around it. Then I laughed nervously. “It really is big. Wow.”

“Just wait until it’s erect,” she said.

“It’s not erect now?”

She rolled her eyes. “Not even close. Keep rubbing it.”

She put her hand down my pants to return the favor. With each passing stroke, it seemed less weird. It wasn’t long before it just seemed like nothing was out of the ordinary. It’s amazing how quickly a person can adapt under the circumstances. Besides, I had a couple of weeks to really wrap my brain around it.

She reached down and lifted up the skirt of her yellow dress, so I could see what I was working with. I was stunned into silence when I saw what I was holding: a huge, heavy anaconda, foreskin pulled back, tip like a small clenched fist. “That—That’s real?” I gasped.

“Just take it slow, Mark. Don’t be afraid.” She giggled, and then she dropped to her knees. She gave me a break from her cock while she sucked mine. Her mouth felt so good. Her tongue was warm and wet, and it moved in wonderful ways. Then, she stood up and pushed down on my shoulders; now it was my turn.

So I went down. I had to use two hands to lift up her heavy erection. I put it into my mouth and I tried sucking it. It really didn’t seem so weird, but I was still stunned by her sheer size.

“This next part might take a little more getting used to, but I promise you’ll like it,” she smiled. She stood me up and turned me around. She bent me over a tree and then she slid that massive cock up between my butt cheeks. I looked back and saw her tip towering into the air, casting a shadow down my lower back. It didn’t even seem real.

I clutched the tree branch firmly. “I’m ready,” I said, though it was a lie; I was never going to be ready for that gigantic piece of meat; no man could ever be ready—but I wanted to impress her, and I wanted her to know that I could give her the future that she wanted. “Do it.”

I closed my eyes and bit my lip as she tried to penetrate me. It wasn’t easy. It was a big piece of cock going into a very small hole—but somehow, she managed. I gasped when I felt it sliding in, shortly after I became convinced that it was downright impossible. She pushed deep—at least I thought she was deep until I looked back and saw that she still had half of a cock to work with. “Oh my God,” I groaned.

“You’re tight,” she smiled.

She gripped my hips and started thrusting. I felt that fat tip and those thick veins sliding back and forth. My legs started trembling, buckling. My mouth started moaning. I looked down and saw that my penis was rock hard. I always thought that my cock was pretty big, but now it looked strangely small. I guess all things are relative.

She pumped harder and harder, getting a bit deeper every time. I felt like I had a whole arm and a fist pushing into my asshole, but it felt good. The pleasure was growing stronger and stronger. I was moaning louder. She was moaning too, digging her nails into my hips. Finally, she reached around and gripped my cock, and it only took two stroke to make me spew cum all over that tree.

She gasped, giggled, and then she pumped my ass for another minute before she was unable to hold back.

I felt every blast, every gush of hot, creamy jizz. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as I realized a whole new world of pleasure existed. There was no regret; Tracy was perfect in her own way.

She was perfect in every way.

THE END
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SHE STOLE MY BODY


A near-death experience on a rainy highway leaves Lou feeling strange—but not as strange as he feels after he pulls over to let a hitchhiker into his car: a young woman who claims she died in a car wreck twenty years earlier.

She tells him that he can only see her because of his near-death experience, and she wants to make a deal. She has unfinished business in town: a guy that she was on her way to meet when her car went off the highway. She wants to see him badly, so she can wrap up her earthly business, but she can only see him if Lou lets her borrow his body.

The hitchhiker has waited twenty years for this opportunity, and she’s not about to take no for an answer.


CHAPTER 1
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As you could have guessed, it was a dark and stormy night. Rain was coming down in torrents, sloshing over my windshield. Even with those wipers set to their fastest setting, I was still mostly blind, squinting, leaning my head from side to side, trying to keep my car on that pavement.

I should have taken the gas station clerk’s advice. “Check into the motel across the street,” he told me. “Don’t try to make it through the mountains in this storm.” When he said it, there was no storm—just a light drizzle, that was actually a very pleasant break from the intense heat we’d been having.

“I’ll be fine, old man,” I said, rolling my eyes with a grin.

“That highway is dangerous,” he said. “When those narrow passes get flooded, it’s deadly. My sister owns the motel across the road. She’ll give you a good deal for the night.”

I laughed. “Oh, I see,” I said. “Drumming up some business. Don’t worry about me, old man. I can take care of myself. I’ve driven through the worst conditions; this is nothing.”

It was true; I’d driven through some seriously nasty conditions. I was driving a semi-truck through the Rocky Mountains one winter when a freak heat wave turned the snow into water for a few hours before the cold returned and turned the roads into a terrifying skating rink. I was at the top of the Coquihalla highway when shit hit the fan, and I must have fishtailed the whole way down that forty-kilometer stretch, hugging the edge of that desolate highway. The next day, I learned that four people died trying to drive that same highway.

But rain—rain was nothing compared to ice and snow. Sure, the roads were a bit more slippery when wet, but that was nothing my truck couldn’t handle... at least that’s what I thought.

It wasn’t actually my truck; I probably should have considered that. It was a client’s truck, and he was paying me to take it from Vancouver to Halifax for him. I told him it would be cheaper to ship it, but he didn’t trust the shipping company. “They’re always banging up cars, and their insurance covers nothing. I want my truck there in one piece.”

I don’t know why the guy cared so much about that old truck. Sure, it was in fine condition, but it couldn’t have been worth much more than the price he was paying me to spend four days driving across the country. Well, okay, maybe that’s an exaggeration, but nevertheless—I was trying to make four days into three, and it was only going to happen if I drove through that storm.

I flicked on the 4x4, but nothing happened. The dashboard gave me an error. “Cannot activate 4x4,” it said without further explanation. I decided to try again, and then again, but it didn’t work. I hit a corner and the truck drifted into the other lane. I overcorrected by cranking the wheel, and then I found myself fishtailing. My heart raced as I managed to straight my course. The oil that was coming up through the pavement was just like ice; that happens when heavy moisture gets into the ground sometimes, but this was extraordinarily oily; maybe it had something to do with the high altitude—I’m no scientist.

I tried to slow down my pace, and then I reached a steep hill, going down. I tried to ride my brakes going down, but each time I put pressure on the brake, the car began to drift, fishtailing. I

didn’t want to end up going sideways down a mountain, so I let my foot off the brake. Now, without pushing on the gas, the truck was accelerating. I gripped the steering wheel and tried to keep it straight. There were a few twists coming up...

It wasn’t long before the truck was going 150 kilometers per hour. “Shit,” I gasped. I tried switching to 4x4 once more, but I got that error again, and then the truck made a horrible grinding noise, as if I was putting too much stress on the gears. “This isn’t good,” I said. Now, I was closer to 170 kilometers per hour: rocketing down that mountain on those slippery roads, about to hit the first twist.

I was on the edge of a mountain, with no barrier between me and that cliff. There was a sudden pain in my chest—maybe a heart attack. I wanted to grab at my chest, but I had to keep my hands on the wheels. So maybe the old man was right; maybe he wasn’t just trying to drum up some business for his sister...

“Oh God!” I yelled as I tried to turn the wheel, but the truck didn’t turn with it. I went forward, into the other lane, and then into the ditch. The truck swerved, thumped, and suddenly managed to turn, the tires following the grove of the small ditch that skirted along the road, on the edge of that deadly cliff. “Oh God, oh God, oh God!” Somehow, the truck managed to veer back onto the road, still rocketing at 160 kilometers an hour or so. I was heading towards another bend, this time with a rock wall in front of me. I tried the brakes in a moment of desperation, but again, the brakes just made me fishtail. Now, I was sideways, going downhill in a rain storm, about to crash into a cliff wall.

And then, the dashboard flashed. ‘4X4 engaged’ it said, and when I touched the gas, I could feel all four wheels gripping the road. It wasn’t a perfect solution; I was still sliding and unable to brake, but I managed to steer away from the wall, fishtailing left and then right and then left again before straightening up, heading into that final stretch of downhill madness.

My body was wet with sweat when I finally reached the flattened road, where I was able to bring the truck to a stop. I sat there and spent ten minutes, catching my breath, worried slightly that another truck would come and ram into me, but really, I just needed that moment to compose myself. I lifted my shaking hands off of the steering wheel.

Then, I felt that pain in my chest again. I grabbed at my heart, trying to feel it beating. I’d never had a heart attack before, or any kind of chest pain. How far was I from a hospital? Would I survive if this was a heart attack? The pain was still there.

I used my wrist to wipe the sweat from my face. Then, I got out from the truck to check for damage. Sure, I valued my life over anything else, but I wasn’t going to be paid if that truck had any damage on it. It looked fine as far as I could tell; it managed to survive all of the bouncing through the narrow ditch, and all of that aggressive swerving.

I got back into the driver’s seat. Now, the rain was getting worse; I didn’t think it was possible. It was like being in a car-wash, minus the bubbles. I started to wonder if I was parked underneath a waterfall that had just been activated. I slowly pulled forward, hoping to make a bit of distance, so I could inch myself out of that storm.

I could only see the highway in brief glimpses, between fast wiper strokes. I knew that the wise thing was to pull over somewhere relatively safe and sleep in the back of the truck—but I was still stupidly determined to make it to Halifax in three days instead of four.

Now, I wasn’t going faster than thirty kilometers per hour; I couldn’t help but wonder if there was even a point in going so slow. It almost seemed like I wasn’t moving at all.

Then, for a brief moment, the rain settled—just enough that I could see down the highway; I could see that the road was flat moving forward—at least for the next dozen miles or so. And I could see something else: a figure, standing on the side of the road. They had their hand up in the air, waving at me. The figure’s long hair suggested that she was a woman—and as I got closer, it became more obvious.

Now, she was waving both of her hands, apparently desperate for a ride. And I couldn’t blame her; she was stuck in the middle of nowhere, in a torrential downpour, and now, it was the middle of the night. I couldn’t just leave her there, even though I hated the idea of picking up a hitchhiker.

I picked them up from time to time, though it had been a while. The last time I picked a guy up, he smelled absolutely horrible. He asked me what time it was. “It’s nine,” I said.

“Morning or night?” he asked, and I thought that he was kidding, until I looked over and saw his serious face.

“Um, morning. It’s nine in the morning. What’s wrong with you?”

He grinned and told me about some four-day-long rave he’d been at, out in the woods. He told me about all the mushrooms he ate, and all of the LSD he’d consumed. My God, he smelled so bad. That smell never left my car, even years later. I’m almost sure that the man had shit himself before getting in.

So yes, I had some bad experiences picking up hitchhikers, but I simply couldn’t leave this girl out in the rain... though I can’t say that I would have stopped if it was a man waving at me. I can admit with a guilty smile that I probably would have kept driving by a man. Now, with a four-hour drive before the next town, and ten hours before the next major city (if I could get the truck up to the speed limit), I wanted some company, and female company is always better than the male variety.

I’ll tell you a story, though I’ll keep it brief because it’s not necessarily relevant. The first time I ever picked up a hitchhiker, she rewarded me with a mid-drive blowjob. She was much older than me—maybe twenty-five or thirty years older—but her soft, slightly-wrinkled lips felt amazing sliding up and down my young shaft (I was only eighteen at the time). She smelled like cigarettes and she left me with an itch that lasted two weeks, but I can tell you with certainty, no girl had ever sucked my cock better than her. I took her all the way from Winnipeg to Toronto—not a bad deal for a blowjob, I suppose.

And I couldn’t help but remember that old gal now as I was stopping next to this dark figure. Yes, I was just coming off of a near-death experience, but I was also thinking about sex; maybe that isn’t normal, but I was a hopeful person.

My passenger door opened and she jumped in before even telling me where she was going. “Thank you so much,” she said with a soft, raspy voice.

I smiled, looking her up and down, trying not to be creepy, but it was hard because she was dressed like a girl on her way to a party: mesh top, short skirt, tall leather boots. She was young, too—a few years younger than me, with big fat lips and the eyes of some Russian beauty. She pushed back her long, wet hair, and then she looked at me with a smile. “Seriously,” she said. “You have no idea what this means to me.”

I tried not to blush as I smiled. I thought about telling her about my near-death experience, but I didn’t want to scare her away. “Where to?” I asked.

“Shediac,” she said.

“That’s out of the way, but I can take you to Moncton,” I said.

“I’d really appreciate it if you could take me to Shediac. Please? It would mean so much to me.”

She was asking me to tack two hours onto my trip. I paused. I thought about it. Had she been a man, or even an unattractive woman, I wouldn’t have given her request more than one second of thought before saying no. But she was looking at me with bright eyes. And like I said—I was a hopeful person. I still had fantasies of a mid-drive blowjob. “Fine,” I said. “I’ll detour over to Shediac. But it will take a while to get there with these roads.”

She just smiled, staring into my eyes. That smile made me nervous, sending a sense of dread down my spine. Maybe I should have listened to my intuition, because it was certainly trying very hard to tell me something.


CHAPTER 2
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She told me that her name was Marissa. “I’m Lou,” I told her. When I asked her what she was doing way out in that mountain range between Quebec and New Brunswick, she gave me a strange answer. “I was on my way to a party.” Well, it explained the outfit, but where was this party? In Shediac? We were still six hours from Shediac—that’s quite the commute to go to a party.

“It’ll be over before we get there,” I laughed.

“Oh, I know. It ended a long time ago,” she said. Then, I caught her running her hand along the dashboard, feeling all of the curves.

“This is such a high-tech car,” she said. “Where did you get it?”

I eyed her strangely, starting to think that she was possibly stumbling out of some four-day rave, high on drugs and missing her common sense completely. “It’s just an old F-150,” I said. “I think it’s a 2012.”

“2012?” she said with big eyes. “Is that the year?” “Of the truck, yeah,” I said.

She kept stared at me with those big eyes. “What?” I said, feeling that curious dread again. “What year is it now?”

I just laughed. I honestly couldn’t tell if she was messing with me or if she was being serious. “Um, it’s 2022,” I said.

“What!?” she gasped. “It’s been that long?”

“Since what?”

She turned and looked out the window. “I didn’t realize it had been so long,” she said softly, ignoring my question.

“Are you alright?” I asked. “Do, uh, you have a phone? Want me to call your parents or some- thing?”

“A phone?” she asked with a curious laugh. “You mean, at home?”

“Like, a cellphone. Here. Do you know your parents’ numbers? You can borrow my phone. The reception probably isn’t great here. They’re probably worried about you.” I handed her my iPhone and she took it carefully, staring at it for a long time before looking up at me slowly.

“What is this?”

“A cellphone,” I said after a moment of pause. “What does it do?”

“You can phone someone on it. Do you know your parents’ number?”

She nodded her head slowly.

So I took the phone and opened up the dial pad, so she could punch in the number. I was now certain that she was totally messed up on drugs, which meant no blowjob—even if she offered one. I was a bit of a pig, but I still had morals. I wasn’t about to take advantage of some young chick who was messed up on drugs.

She punched in a number and carefully put the phone to her ear. “What does that mean?” she asked.

“What does what mean?”

“It wants me to put in an area code. What is that?”

I had to look at her again to see if she was serious. “What city are your parents from?” “Montreal.”

“Do you know which code they use? I think Montreal has two different ones.”

“I don’t know what that means.”

She just stared at me and I stared at her. Then, I looked back at the road. I tried to think of some other way she could contact a parent—or maybe a caretaker. I couldn’t come up with any ideas, though I did think of taking her to the police station in the next town; maybe they could help her out. I took the phone from her and put it back into the cupholder. Then, I saw her ogling the truck’s interior again, as if it was something extraordinary, unlike anything she’d ever seen before.

“So you were going to a party, huh?”

“It was my friend’s graduation party,” she said. “She graduated college, and we were all going to surprise her.”

“Car break down in the rain?” I asked.

“No, we crashed,” she said bluntly. “We went over the edge. It was really horrible.”

I was silent. Was this some kind of weird joke? I didn’t get it. I thought about laughing, but I didn’t want to offend her. “I’m sorry; you crashed your car? Do you need to go to the hospital, or, uh, the police?”

“Oh, no,” she said. “That was all dealt with a long time ago.” She had a casual smile on her face, giving me the creeps in a big way.

“So... what are you still doing out here?”

“Unfinished business,” she said. “At least that’s my best theory. The other girls passed over.”

“Okay,” I said. “That’s it. You’re officially freaking me out. What the hell are you on about right now?”

“Why are you so nervous?” she asked.

“Is this some sort of prank?” I asked. “I mean—you’re out here, in the middle of nowhere, in the rain, dressed like... that. And you want a ride to a town that’s six hours away. You don’t know what year it is, and then you tell me a story like that! What kind of game are you playing?”

“Did I not mention that I’m dead?” she said.

I just sat there, frozen. Of course I didn’t believe her, but I was starting to think that she was insane, and maybe dangerous. I couldn’t just kick her out of the car in the middle of nowhere. Those roads were dangerous; she was lucky that a car hadn’t come around the corner and killed her already. But what if she was actually insane? What if she reached over and grabbed the steering wheel and took us both over the edge? “Quit messing with me,” I said.

“It’s not a joke,” she said. “I’m dead. I died, like, twenty years ago now.” “Stop,” I said. “You’re not even twenty-years-old.”

“I guess that’s one of the perks of being dead; you don’t age.”

“I don’t mean to be rude, but when we reach the next town, I’m going to drop you at the police station. I think you might be having a mental breakdown, and they’ll know the best thing for you— and they can help you reach your family, and get you home.”

“But I don’t want to go home,” she said, now with sparkling doe eyes. “I have unfinished business! Please, just take me to Shediac. I’m sorry I scared you. I won’t do that again. I’ll pretend to be alive, if that makes you feel more comfortable.”

“Stop with this dead stuff. It’s not funny.”

“I know it’s not,” she said. “It sucks being dead. I’ve been wandering around these mountains for twenty years. How do you think I feel?” She tilted her head to one side and stared into my eyes.

I took a deep breath. “Okay, let’s pretend that you are really dead,” I said, and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. “What is this unfinished business you’re on about? You just really want to go to this party? But the party ended twenty years ago—so what? You’re just going to show up at some house? What’s the point?”

“No, I missed the party,” she said. “I’ve come to terms with that. But, uh, well—I don’t need to tell you all of the details. It’s kind of private.”

“Alright,” I said. “Whatever. But I’m still just going to take you to the police station at the next town. I think that would be best for you.”

“No!” she cried, leaning over and gripping my arm. “Please don’t do that, Lou. I’ll do anything. I really, really, really need to get to Shediac. It’s so, so important. Please. My spirit can’t pass over until I get this done. I’ll tell you everything, if that’s really what you want.”

I groaned again. “I don’t know...”

“Please. Okay, so I was going to my friend’s graduation party... but my friend had a twin brother, Max. Max was, like, my dream guy. He was so cute, and so sweet. We would send each other letters. He sent the cutest letters. We were just pen pals; I wrote him in English and he wrote me back in French. French is my first language, by the way, though nobody can tell because I have

no accent. He was learning French.” She giggled. “His French was so bad, but that just made him seem cuter.”

“So you were pen pals,” I said.

“Exactly!” she said. “Class-assigned, but I had a feeling that he was falling in love with me, and I was definitely in love with him.”

“How old are you? I mean—how old were you?” I don’t know why I was playing along with this nonsense. Maybe it was just nice to have something distracting me from the horrible road conditions, and that painfully slow drive through those mountains.

“Eighteen,” she said. “That’s how old I was when I died with my friends. But now, I guess I’m technically... thirty-eight. Oh God, that sounds so old. I’m not looking forward to forty.”

“Well, you look great for your age,” I said with a smirk.

“Thanks, Lou,” she smiled. “You’re really sweet. Anyway—this girl came to our school on an exchange program. I became friends with her, and after a month of knowing her, I asked, ‘Do you know Max Murphy?’ and she said, ‘Of course! He’s my twin brother!’ She promised me that she would introduce us, but my trips out to New Brunswick kept getting cancelled, and his trips to Montreal kept getting cancelled. It was so frustrating, so all we could do was write each other, and talk on the phone whenever my mom would let me use the phone. She worked at home and needed the phone free for work calls, so I always had to make those calls quick.”

“That’s a very romantic story,” I said, keeping my eyes on the road.

“A month before the end of the school year, my friend went back to Shediac to finish out the semester. She called me and invited me to come to her party, and to meet her twin brother, Max. I was finally on my way to meet him. It was a night just like this: heavy rain. Some old guy told me not to drive through the mountains in the rain, but I just couldn’t help myself; I had to meet Max. I had two friends with me; they had been drinking in the back of the car together. They died too when we went over the edge, but they passed over right away.”

“Jesus,” I said. “This is one dark story. But I have to admit, you’re a wonderful storyteller. You should think about writing it into a book or something.”

“You think I’m making this all up, but it’s true,” she said.

“If it’s true, why have you been waiting here for twenty years? A pretty girl like you—you would never have to wait more than twenty minutes to be picked up. Twenty years? That’s a stretch.”

“Nobody could see me until now,” she said with bright eyes. “I’ve been waiting all this time for you.”

I had to laugh. Now, the story seemed even more ludicrous. “Me?” I said.

“Yes, you,” she said. “Because you’re dying, so you’ve started crossing over. You’ve got one foot in my realm, so to speak.”

“I’m dying?” I said.

She nodded her head. “You’re having a massive heart attack,” she smiled. “Don’t you feel that pain in your chest?”

The pain was bad, coming and going—but not as bad as I would expect a ‘massive heart attack’ to be. It was enough to make me paused. A paleness covered my face. A cold sweat began to tickle all over my body. “How do you know I’m having a heart attack?”

“I can see your heart,” she said. “It’s not like I can see right through you, but I can still see your heart. I know that sounds weird, but when you’re dead, you’ll see what I mean.”

“I’m not dying,” I said, though I was starting to feel seriously nervous.

“Well, you are, and I would prefer you didn’t die,” she said. “Because I really need your help. So, before we get to Shediac, I really need you to check yourself into a hospital.”

“I’m not doing that,” I said. But maybe she was right; maybe a stop at a hospital wasn’t such a bad idea. Now, that pain my chest was coming again, hitting me hard, making my body tense up. I wasn’t ready to die. I was only twenty-five-years-old! I hadn’t scratched the surface of my bucket list.

“Don’t make me force you,” she said.

I saw her eyeing the wheel, as if she thought she could reach over and take over the car. I laughed. “There’s no way you could overpower me. I know I’m a small guy, but I’m still stronger than a girl.”

“I’ll just take over your body, Lou. It’s not hard to do. I did it once before, with an old guy having a heart attack, just like you. That was twelve years ago—but he was no use to me. I just got him to the hospital, and then I came back out here to wait for someone who could actually help me.”

“Why couldn’t the old man help you?” I asked. Now, I was grabbing at my chest. That pain really was uncomfortable—and the tightness was terrible.

“Because, I don’t want to meet Max in the body of some old man,” she said, shuddering all over. “I’ve been praying for a girl to come through the mountains, but girls aren’t stupid enough to drive through storms like this one. You’re the closest thing I can get.”

“Hey!” I said. “Are you trying to tell me that I look like a girl?”

She grinned and shrugged her shoulders. “You do have a very feminine build, Lou. What can I say?”

“I have an athletic build,” I said. “I’m naturally lean.”

“It’s your face too,” she said bluntly. “High cheekbones, big eyes, pouty lips. Have you ever put makeup on before? You would pass so easily.”

“Don’t make me let you out. I know you don’t think I would do it, but I totally would.”

“Don’t be like that, Lou. I just want you to help me,” she said. “You have a chance now to help me cross over. I’ve been waiting twenty years for this. You just have to dress up like a girl for me,

let me use your body for, like, an hour while I chat with Max and tell him that I loved him more than anything, and then you can be back on your way.”

“I’m not doing that, and I’m tired of this game you’re playing. I’m not dying and you’re not a ghost.”

She groaned. “You’re really going to make me prove it?” she asked.

“I would love that,” I said. And I must say that I instantly regretted saying it.
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She suddenly disappeared: gone in the blink of an eye. And then I felt something inside of me: something that I can only describe as a strong, warm presence. It was a strange sensation that became much stranger when my hands started to reach for the radio. I swear that I wasn’t doing it, but I couldn’t stop my hands. I turned the dial until some girly pop music came on.

Then, my foot went to the brake. I tried to fight that foot, but it pressed down anyway, bringing the car to a full stop in that pouring rain. Now, I was reaching for the door handle. “What’s happening?” I asked. “W—Where did you go?”

My possibly-dying heart was pounding hard now. My legs were trembling. Before stepping out of the car, I cranked the radio, making that girly pop song loud. It was a song from the 90s, and I was shocked when I heard myself say, “I love this song!” with a feminine twang.

I tried to fight my body, and I was able to—a little bit—but that presence was strong. She pulled me out onto the road, and then I started dancing. “Stop this!” I yelled, but she kept dancing, and it was a girly dance—and a provocative one. I rubbed my hands down my chest and over my hips as the water poured down my body. Then, I started singing along to the song: a song that I didn’t know the lyrics to, but apparently, I knew them pretty well.

I didn’t like that loss of control. It was the worst feeling ever—worse than having a massive heart attack. “Stop it!” I yelled.

And then I suddenly had control of my body again. I gasped and spun around before seeing her laughing in the passenger seat. She had her knees up, feet perched on the leather seat. “Get your feet down!” I gasped. “That’s not my truck! And how did you just do that? What kind of mind tricks are you playing right now!?”

“I told you,” she said. “I’m a ghost, and you’re dying. You’re halfway between my realm and your own, so your body is vulnerable. It’s hard to explain, but you’re in a state that mediums are able to reach without nearly killing themselves. I forced myself into you.” She giggled. “That sounds naughty, but it’s what happened. And now, I’m asking you very kindly to take me to Shediac, so I can meet Max and tell him that I love him. I just need to borrow your body for an hour.”

I was trembling all over, still standing in the rain. I could feel the colour draining from my face—what was left of it. “If you want a dying body so badly, go wait around in a hospital, instead of on the side of the road, in the middle of nowhere.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “First of all, I can’t; I’m tied to the spot where I died. I can venture away from it for small periods of time, but this is where I died, and they never found the car or my body. If I can’t get to Shediac in the next twenty-four hours, I’ll just end up here again, waiting for the next guy to give himself a heart attack while driving through a deadly storm. Look—I’m not judging you; I did the same thing; that’s how I ended up dead. But I’m begging you to help me. I know it sounds weird, letting a dead girl take over your body—but I want to meet Max so badly, and I want to cross over already; I’m so bored of waiting out here, alone.”

I groaned. I was still struggling to believe her, but how could I not? Did she not just prove herself to me in the most convincing way possible? I was still shaking all over as I got into the car. “I’ll take you to Shediac,” I said. “We can try to find Max. I’ll tell him that you loved him. But you aren’t taking my body, and you definitely aren’t dressing me up like a girl.”

“Please, Lou!” she begged. “I want to talk to Max, and I want to do it as a girl. I’m sorry to be so blunt, but you kind of look like a girl. What’s the big deal? It’s not like Max will recognize you. You don’t know him and he doesn’t know you. Unless you know many thirty-eight-year-old men in Shediac... Do you?”

“I don’t,” I said. “But I’m making a compromise with you; I’ll drive you to Shediac. I’ll ask around for Max. If we find him, I’ll talk to him.”

She giggled. “We can discuss this more on the way. I always get what I want.” She had a big grin on her face.

“I mean it; I’m not dressing up like a girl.”

“That’s not important right now. Right now, we need to make sure you don’t die, so you need to drive a bit faster to get to a hospital. You don’t have any Aspirin, do you? Chewing on some tablets right now would be a great idea.”

I rolled my eyes, and then another wave of pain came. That pain was really getting worse. Was I actually having a heart attack?

“If they make me better, you won’t be able to control my body,” I said with a grin. “I won’t be able to get into your body,” she said.

“Exactly,” I said.

But she had a big, red-cheeked smile on her face.

“What?”

“If I’m already in your body, then I don’t need to get in,” she said. “I just have to get everything done before I get out.”

My heart skipped a beat. “No way,” I said. “Not happening. You aren’t taking over my body for the next twenty-four hours. It’s not happening. Here’s the deal: I will go to the hospital, get my—ouch!” I grabbed at my heart again. Okay, this wasn’t good. “I—I’ll get this checked out, and then I’ll go to find Max and tell him you loved him. That’s the deal. That’s all you’re getting form me—ouch!” I grabbed my heart again.

Then, she was gone. My hand pried off of my chest and grabbed the wheel, and it was good timing too, because there was a sharp bend in the road that I hadn’t been looking out for. She forced me to drive that car around those mountain bend, despite my urge to grab at my chest. The tightness was getting tighter, and the pain was getting sharper. Okay, so I really needed to get to a hospital.

Suddenly, the car started to come to a stop. My foot was on the brake. But why?

“How does this thing work?” I heard myself say in a feminine tone. I was now grabbing my cellphone. I saw the keypad, asking for my password.

“It’s 1379,” I groaned,

“How?” she asked.

“Touch the screen.”

“You just touch it?”

She used my fingers to punch in the code. “That’s fancy. I wish we had these when I was alive. Ooh—are those games?”

“Now click the green phone icon,” I said, starting to feel faint.

She clicked it, and then she figured out the next part: the 911-part. She did the talking while I slumped into my seat. Okay, so I was pretty grateful that she had taken over my body, at least in that moment. I don’t think I would have been able to make that call like that; she seemed to be able to work through the pain, but I could hardly move.

I was starting to black out.

“Stay alive, Lou. I need you,” she said to me. “Don’t die now.”

I tried hard to keep my eyes open, and I managed to keep them open for what felt like forty minutes—until there were flashing red and blue lights coming towards me. It was an ambulance, there to take me to the hospital.
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Iwoke up in a hospital bed, with two nurses staring down at me. Behind them stood three doctors and another pair of nurses. They were all holding clipboards.

“Oh,” said the nurse closest to my face. “He’s awake.”

“Just ignore him right now,” said the older doctor in the back. “As I was saying, the patient suffered a massive heart attack. He was admitted within an hour of first symptoms, so we were able to administer thrombolysis and perform and angioplasty before the heart suffered any significant damage.”

“So, I’m okay?” I asked with a groan, trying to sit up. The nurse put her hand on my chest, awkwardly pushing me back down. I wanted to jump out of that bed and shout for joy. When I was blacking out, on the edge of that dark, rainy highway, I was sure that I was dying. But now, I hardly had any energy; I couldn’t even push through the nurse’s gentle hold.

“You need to relax, Mr. Benson,” said the nurse.

“Please be quiet,” the doctor said to the nurse. “Let me finish. The angioplasty operation was quick. No complications with the sedation. The patient should remain here for monitoring for the next forty-eight hours before being sent home with beta-blockers—the standard protocol, as you should all know by now.” He aggressively eyed one of the younger nurses, and she shied her gaze to the ground. “Moving on.”

The doctor led the team of nurses away from me, towards the next patient, and the doctor started his speech all over again.

I was alone, with so many questions. I couldn’t believe that I’d actually suffered a heart attack. I’d never had a heart attack before; I was young and healthy. I didn’t eat garbage food and I hardly ever even drank soda. I exercised regularly, and I didn’t have any conditions... But that terrifying near-death experience on the highway really gave my heart a shock. Maybe I needed to start being more careful; I wasn’t a kid anymore. Sure, I was still in my twenties, but I was getting older.

I started to sit up, though I wasn’t quite sure why. I had an IV connected to me. I grabbed the tape, pulled it back, and then I started to pull out the needle. Next, I grabbed one of the little monitors on my chest and pulled it off. The glue was strong and it pulled out a few of my translucent chest hairs. “Ouch,” I grunted.

Then, a nurse looked back as the machine hooked up to me started to flatline. “Sir!” she yelled, cutting off the doctor’s speech. They all looked over at me. “What are you doing?”

“I’m going to go,” I said.

“No,” she said, rushing over suddenly. “You need to rest for the next day or two. You aren’t in a condition to leave. You just underwent an angioplasty.”

“I don’t know what that is,” I said. “But I really have to go.”

Now, the doctor, looking frustrated, walked over. “Mr. Benson, it’s important that you rest. Any strenuous activity could trigger a second attack, and it will undoubtedly be more deadly than the last one. Your heart needs time to heal; it’s a resilient organ, but right now, it’s damaged.”

“I really think I’m fine. I have to get a truck to Halifax. By the way, where is the truck I was in? Was it towed?” I said, though I had no idea why I was putting up a fight; I really didn’t care about getting that truck to Halifax; my health was so much more important.

“Just relax,” he said.

I had to fight the urge to leave to make myself lay down. It wasn’t easy. I kept eyeing the exit. My hands were trembling. I felt like I’d pounded back four strong coffees.

“Can we get him something to help him relax?” the youngest nurse asked.

“He’s fine. He just needs to settle in. Perhaps he needs to make a few phone calls—to let his boss know that he’s in the hospital, and perhaps to get a family member to walk his dog.”

“I don’t have a boss or a dog,” I said.

But the doctor didn’t care; he just walked away, taking the nurses with him. One of the nurses looked back. “Seriously, Mr. Benson. Just relax. We’ll have a TV wheeled in; that will help you take your mind off of things for a while. I’ll come back in a few minutes to reattach your IV. You need those fluids. They’re helping to dilute your blood.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Okay. Thanks.”

She turned around and started to leave.

“Oh,” I said. “Was there anyone else with me?”

She glared at me. “Excuse me?”

“In the car,” I said. “When I blacked out... was there a girl with me?”

“Not that I know,” she said. “But I can ask the paramedics when I see them. I think Richard was the one who brought you in, and he still has two hours left on his shift.” She smiled and turned away. Now, I was thinking about that strange encounter in the car, with that girl. What was her name? Mallory? Mackenzie? Maeve? No—it was Marissa. I could picture her perfectly, as if she was real...

But there was no way that encounter was real. There was no way that I actually picked up a hitchhiking ghost on the side of the highway! That was probably all a weird dream that I had while they were operating on me.

I felt a small pain in the side of my chest. I pulled up my robe and saw a small stitched-up scar. It was about two inches long—that must have been where they went in to do their angioplasty, which I think has something to do with inserting a balloon to open up some valve or artery or something; I don’t know—I’m not a doctor, but I know that it’s a pretty serious little operation. And I really should have just taken the time to rest, so there were no complications...

But those urges to leave came back. I found myself gazing around the room, trying to spot any spying nurses. They were all gone, making their rounds around that hospital, checking in on all of

the patients who had come in in the night. I strained to sit up, against my better judgement. I pulled up my robe and saw the little monitors hooked up to me. I knew they were going to beep when I removed them, but that big machine was close to me. I eyed the various knobs and saw one for volume. I turned it low before pulling off the monitors again. It still flatlined, but it wasn’t as loud this time—not loud enough to make the nurses come running.

I slipped my feet onto the ground. I felt a cool, air-conditioned breeze tickling my crotch. My heart was racing now. “What the hell are you doing?” I whispered to myself. I looked down, feeling a tugging on my penis. There was a tube stuck in there. Horrified, I grabbed it and pulled it out slowly, looking away. It wasn’t a nice feeling: a rubber tube sliding out from the urethra...

And then a strange thought crossed through my mind: ‘You don’t need to lay in a hospital bed to relax. You can just take it easy in the truck, and then check into a hotel once you get to your destination.’ Maybe it was true, but that thought went against my better judgement. I really didn’t care at all about getting that truck to the client...

But still, I found myself standing up, groaning as my legs wobbled. I could still feel some of that drug in my system: the powerful anesthesia that kept me asleep while they worked on my heart. I bit down on my tongue, trying to fight the urge to leave. And for a moment, I was able to overcome those strange urges. I sat back down and took a deep breath. I eyed the pillow on my bed and I thought about going back to sleep. But that clear mind didn’t last long.

I stood up again with a grunt. I swayed from side to side. A horrible nausea surged through me. I took two steps forward. My robe opened up in the back, and I felt my exposed ass against the cool air of the hospital. I looked around for my clothes.

I had no idea what my plan was. I didn’t even know what town I was in, or where my truck was. Why wasn’t I staying still? What was I trying to prove?

“Sir?” said the nurse behind the counter. I ignored her and kept moving towards the exit... though I had no idea where the exit was. “Sir? Where are you going?”

“I—I just have to use the bathroom,” I said. “Where is it?”

She stared at me for a moment, not sure what to do. “It’s down there,” she said, possibly against her own better judgement. I went down the hall towards that bathroom. On my way, I saw into one of the hospital’s ‘rooms’ (they weren’t really rooms, but squares divided by curtains). There was a girl, about nineteen-years-old, in the bed, sleeping peacefully. I paused and looked at her face, thinking for a moment that she was the girl I picked up. But this girl had platinum blonde hair and rosy skin. Marissa’s hair was darker, with copper ends—a style that was really in about twenty years earlier—but that didn’t mean that she was actually a ghost from the year 2002.

There was a man sleeping in a chair next to her—possibly her boyfriend. And between them was a bag, on the floor, full of clothes: her clothes. I froze and stared at it. Then, working aggressively against my better judgement, I snuck into the room. I tiptoed over to the bag and lifted it up. It was a bit heavy, with shoes inside. I backed out of the room with that bag, heart pounding. I don’t think I was supposed to be doing anything to make my heart race like that; it still hurt when- ever it started smashing against my ribcage.

I was almost wishing the nurses would come and stop me; maybe I was acting all loopy because of the anesthesia. That was surely why... Why else would I be stealing some girl’s clothes? Now,

I was inching down the hallway, passing the bathroom, looking for the exit with my robe open in the back. I walked by a pair of nurses; they eyed me strangely and then they kept on walking, apparently thinking nothing of my strange appearance.

I stumbled, feeling suddenly lightheaded. I grabbed the chair rail on the wall to hold myself upright, and then I took a deep breath. “I only have twelve hours left,” I whispered to myself, but I’m not sure why I said it—I didn’t even know what it meant. Twelve hours to do what? What the hell was I even talking about?

“Are you okay, sir?” asked a janitor. She was staring at me with a mop in her hands. “Do you need me to get you a nurse?”

“No,” I said quickly. “I’m perfectly fine. Thanks.”

I strained to stand upright, and then I bit my tongue as I fought the pain in my chest. Was I having another heart attack? Was I going to kill myself? Why wasn’t I turning around and heading back to that hospital bed, so the nurses could ensure my survival?

“Don’t worry,” I whispered. “It’s not a heart attack. It’s just soreness from the surgery.” And again, I wasn’t sure why I said it, or who I was saying it to. My brain was completely messed up. I was in no condition to be leaving on my own.

I turned a corner and saw a glass door, leading to a parking lot: the exit. I perked up. I felt my eyes glowing bright. Then, I paused. My head turned left and I saw into the nurse’s break room. There was a nurse in there, brushing some mascara onto her eyelashes. I stared at her for a long moment before she noticed me. She stared at me for a moment and then smiled; I returned the smile.

I kept walking, but I didn’t go far. I took a seat in the triage waiting area. I let out a sigh of relief, sure that my insane escape attempt had come to an end. Now, I was just going to rest in that seat until I had the energy to make it back to my bed. I stayed there for the next ten minutes, until that dolled-up nurse emerged from that break room. She looked around, saw me again, smiled, and then went back to her shift. Her scrubs were a bit too small on her body, riding up and exposing the butterfly tramp-stamp tattoo, which looked like it couldn’t have been more than a few months old.

Once she was gone, I stood up. I started heading back towards my bed, back down that hall— and I was sure that’s where I was headed, and then I suddenly took a hard right turn, grabbing the door handle of that break room before letting myself in. Now, moving quickly despite the pain and stiffness, I rushed to the bag on the table. I unzipped it and saw the nurse’s things: her wallet, her women’s hygiene products, and the makeup she’d just been using. I took everything out but the makeup, and then I grabbed the bag and spun around.

What the hell was I doing? What had come over me? I rushed back into the hallway, and I turned back towards the triage waiting room. With quick, small steps, I rushed to the front door. It opened as a paramedic came in from his smoke break. The breeze from outside lifted up my robe, exposing my penis to the entire waiting room, but I was in too much of a rush to care. I hurried by the paramedic, making him stop to stare at me. I went out, barefoot, onto the pavement, feeling the cool autumn air. The ground was still wet from the rainstorm.

“What am I doing?” I whispered aloud to myself.

I looked around, unable to spot that truck in the parking lot. I could only assume that it had been towed to a lot somewhere, probably on the other side of that town—and I still had no idea which town I was in!

I didn’t have time to figure that out. I zipped across the parking lot and then I spotted a city bus. I had no idea where it was heading, but I knew that I needed to get away from that hospital before I was caught stealing those clothes and that bag of makeup. So, I ran, as fast as I could under the circumstances, and I made it to the stop before the bus pulled up. I got a weird look from the driver as I stepped on, and then I got an audience of weird looks from the passengers when another breeze exposed my penis to them all.

I took a seat, heart pounding, head swirling with confusion. I made eye-contact with nobody as I turned my gaze down. The bus started to move, and I didn’t get off until it reached its final stop, at the other end of town. As I stepped off the bus, I turned to look at the very-confused bus driver.

“Excuse me,” I said.

“Yeah?”

“Where are we right now?” “Industry Avenue,” he said softly. “In what city?”

“Edmundston,” he said, almost sound like he was asking a question.

I perked up. Shediac wasn’t far! About four hours by car, and that gave me plenty of wiggle room—though I still had to figure out how I was going to get there, seeing as I had no idea where my truck was, and there was no way the hospital was going to tell me without making me rest there for two days...

I shook my head suddenly, groaning. Why did I care about going to Shediac? Shediac wasn’t even on my way to Halifax, and I couldn’t just leave the truck in Edmundston, or I wouldn’t be paid. I drove that damned truck across the entire country; I couldn’t just leave it now.

I suddenly remembered Marissa, and her goal of getting to Shediac. Then, I remembered her telling me that she was going to commandeer my body. Is that what she was doing now? Is that where these strange urges were coming from?

I shook my head again. No—it was impossible. Ghosts aren’t real, and even if they were, there’s no way that they can just sneak into someone’s body.

“Are, uh, you going to get off?” the bus driver asked.

“What’s the fastest way to get to Shediac?” I asked.

“Shediac?” he said. “You could, uh, get onto a Greyhound. There’s a station just a few blocks from here—that way. Are you okay, fella? You look very... pale.”

I didn’t feel okay. I hardly had an ounce of energy in me. I needed to rest—badly. I had no idea what the hell I was doing. I was almost tempted to tell the driver to call 911, so an ambulance

could take me back to the hospital, where I could be under the supervision of caring nurses and doctors. I was less likely to die of stupidity in a hospital.

“I’m fine,” I lied. “Thanks for the help.”

I stumbled down the road, trying to tie up my robe in the back so fewer people would see my ass and penis. I spotted the Greyhound station. My heart fluttered with a strange combination of joy and absolute confusion. Getting on a Greyhound would get me closer to Shediac—but it would take me further away from my truck, and it would mean having to loop back to find that truck in Edmundston. Nothing I was doing made any sense. Why couldn’t I reel myself in? Why wasn’t that drug wearing off, so I could collect my sensibilities?

I managed to make myself stop. I managed to take a deep breath. Then, I saw a bus coming, and on the bus, in bright letters, was EDMUNSTON HOSPITAL. It was my lucky break: my chance to get back to my hospital bed before I screwed myself up in the worst way possible. Then, after resting for a couple of days, I could ask them to tell me where my truck was, and then I could finish the delivery—possibly even on-time.

I started walking towards the nearby bus stop. I felt a tension, like something was fighting me. My body corked back, trying to spin me around, but I fought, mustering up a surprising amount of willpower. I took another step back to the bus stop, away from the Greyhound station.

“Don’t do this,” I whispered to myself, but I have no idea where those words came from. What was I telling myself not to do?

I kept walked, stumbling slightly. My legs were starting to lose strength. That powerful drug was still in my veins, still making me feel lightheaded and lethargic; I should have never left the hospital. I was apparently the only person insane enough to run away from the hospital within hours of being treated for a serious heart attack.

“Stop,” I said, though again, I had no idea where those words were coming from.

The urge to turn around was powerful. I wanted to go to that Greyhound station so badly! I bit down on my tongue and squirmed, groaning. Then, I suddenly stopped walking. Why wasn’t I moving? What was happening?

I decided to ask: “What’s happening to me?”

“Just give up, Lou,” I replied to myself.

My heart fluttered before sinking into my stomach. Why did I just reply to myself?

I looked over and saw an old woman staring at me with wide, nervous eyes. She backed up, keeping her distance from me as a gust of wind grabbed my hospital gown, exposing my penis to the world. I must have looked truly insane.

“Just let me use you for the next twelve hours,” I said aloud—but those words weren’t my own. “It’s important.”

“Get out of me!” I cried. I spun around, expecting to see Marissa standing there, but she wasn’t there—because she was inside of me.

But I was sure she wasn’t real; I was sure that she was just part of my imagination; even when she was in the truck, after I picked her up on the side of the highway. I was having some sort of mental breakdown and she was just a repercussion: a hallucination, a confusing dream, or maybe a nightmare.

“If I leave you, I won’t be able to get back in,” she said to me. “And it could be a hundred years before I get this opportunity again.” I suddenly started walking towards that Greyhound station.

“Stop,” I said.

“No. I’m running out of time,” I said back.

“I don’t like this. Stop it!”

Now, at least six people were stopped and staring at me. My gown had blown loose. The strings were flapping with the wind, and my ass and cock were exposed to the whole city of Edmundston.

“You’ll survive, Lou. I’m just borrowing you.”

“I just had a heart attack!”

“And I saved you,” she said using my tongue. “You should be grateful. And look—if I have to wait one-hundred years, I won’t get to meet Max. He’ll be dead and I’ll be stuck here. I don’t want to be stuck here for eternity, Lou. I’m sorry that you’re being inconvenienced, but I need you to cooperate.”

“Sir?” someone called out. “Do you need help?” He started to approach me.

“Stay away from him!” the old woman shouted. “He could be dangerous!”

I forced a smile. “I’m not dangerous. I—I’m just... on the phone.” I pointed at my ear. “It’s a Bluetooth earpiece. They’re, uh... new.”

“He’s showing his penis to everyone—including children!”

I reached down and pushed the gown between my legs. I scrambled to tie it up, but it wasn’t easy to catch those flapping strings. “I just had a heart attack! I haven’t had a chance to get dressed.”

“Someone call the police!” the old woman screamed.

“He needs a doctor,” the man said. “He probably wandered away from the psych ward. Sir! You’re going to hurt yourself. It’s very important that you take a seat until some help can come for you.” He began to approach me again.

“Don’t go near him! He’s dangerous!” the old woman shouted.

“Can it, lady!” I shouted—but those words weren’t my own; they belonged to Marissa. “Mind your own business, you old hag!” Then, I spun around, towards that Greyhound station. “C’mon, Lou. We’re running out of time. We have lots to do.” I started lurching forward, taking big, awk- ward steps towards the Greyhound station. “Stop fighting. You’re just wasting time.”

“I don’t want to do this,” I cried.

“We can talk about it on the bus. Now’s not the time for this. They’re going to have you arrested for indecent exposure.”

“He’s talking to himself like a lunatic!” shouted the old woman. “Sir—please come and sit on this bench. Help is on its way,” said the man. “Don’t go near him!” shouted the old woman again.

I tried to fight Marissa; I could fight her. I felt like I was slightly stronger than her. With enough willpower, I could resist those steps, though it wasn’t easy. I could focus hard to stop her from getting her way...

But I did still feel bad for her. If I wasn’t having a mental breakdown, then her plight was actually quite sad. She’d been stuck on the side of that highway for twenty years. She died so tragically. All she wanted was to talk to this guy, and maybe I just needed to let her do it.

I groaned. I looked around at the crowd of concerned citizens. Maybe I did just need to shut my mouth and get away from them all—before the police showed up.

So, I gave in. I let Marissa take my body over to the Greyhound station, and I kept my mouth shut. I reached into that bag and pulled out a dress, which I used to tie around my body, holding my gown shut, covering my ass so that I wasn’t ‘exposed’ to anybody.

A block before the bus station, a police officer pulled up near me. He eyed me and he eyed the crowd following me. The old woman rushed over to the cop and started shouting at him to arrest me, but he just stared at me, trying to decide if I was worth arresting. I tried to ignore him, going on with my day. Finally, he called out to me. “Are you okay, sir?”

“I’m fine. I just left the hospital and I don’t have any clothes,” I said.

“Just, uh, try to keep yourself covered up... please. We got reports that, uh, you were uncovered.”

“It’s windy,” I said.

“Do your best.”

“That’s it!” the old woman shrieked. And I didn’t hear anything else; she stayed to fight with the cop and I scurried away, off to the bus station. I was lucky that I wasn’t arrested. I was lucky that I wasn’t taken into a police station for the rest of the day, ruining both my day and Marissa’s.

I went into the bus station and rushed towards the counter. The place was empty, except for an old man sitting in the corner, asleep and snoring as he waited for his bus to come. The young man didn’t look up at me. His gaze was down at his phone. And on his phone was a pornography scene: a girl who looked a lot like Pam Anderson sucking a big, fat tattooed cock.

He didn’t look up at me. His lips were parted. He was panting slightly. His eyes were totally glazed over. He couldn’t have been older than nineteen years old, pimples on his cheeks.

“Um, excuse me,” I said.

And then he gasped, pushing his phone onto the floor and perking up with a dark red face. “A friend just sent that to me!” he gasped. “I just clicked on it and didn’t even know what was going to come up.”

“I need a bus ticked to Shediac,” I said, and I wasn’t sure if it was me asking or Marissa.

“I swear, that was just a message from my friend,” he said.

“I don’t care. I just need a ticket to Shediac.”

“Sh—Shediac?” he said. “Um, okay.” He looked down at his binder. “The bus comes in two hours. There’s one stop on the way.”

“Shit,” I said—but this time, I was sure that it was Marissa speaking. “What time will it arrive?”

“8:00 PM.” He looked over and saw his phone on the ground, which was still playing that porn video. Now, the Pam Anderson lookalike was spreading her butt cheeks as the tattooed cock was being pushed into her tight asshole.

“That only leaves, like, two hours,” I whispered. “Is there no way to get there faster?”

“That’s it,” he said. “There’s a bus to Moncton in thirty minutes, but that gets to Moncton at 7:00 PM. I guess you could take a cab from Moncton to Shediac. I swear my friend just sent me that video. He’s always doing it; he thinks it’s funny, getting me in trouble while I’m at work.” Then, the young man used his hands to cover the bulging erection that was towering in his pants.

“A cab from Moncton to Shediac would take close to an hour,” Marissa whispered from within my body. “And then there’s the matter of paying for the cab... Okay—give us the Shediac bus.”

“Us?” the man said.

“Uh, me—sorry,” I said. “I’ll take one ticket.”

“Sure,” the young man said. He leaned over and grabbed his phone, turning the video off. His cheeks were still burning red. “I really need to talk to my friend about this; it’s so inappropriate. The cost of the ticket is ninety-six dollars, fifty-five cents. You paying with a card, or what?”

I patted my gown, quickly realizing that I had no money. My wallet was in the truck, and I had no idea where that truck was. “Shit,” I muttered. “No, no, no. I need to get on that bus.” I looked up at him. “Any way you can just do me a huge favor and give me the ticket? I, uh—promise I won’t tell your boss about that video you were watching.”

“I told you!” he snapped suddenly, narrowing his eyes as his body tensed up. “I wasn’t watch- ing it! My friend sent it to me! I didn’t do anything wrong!”

“Well, nevertheless, we’ll keep it between us if I can just get a ticket for that bus.”

“No way,” he said. “It won’t print a ticket unless I process the funds. That’s not how it works, bro. If you don’t have money, I can’t help you.”

“You really want me to tell your boss that you were jerking off to porn behind the counter?” I said. And those words came from Marissa.

He stood up and took a deep breath. “I told you: it was a joke message from a friend that I accidentally opened! He told me it was a meme! And go ahead—tell my boss. My boss is my uncle and there’s no way he’s going to fire me.”

Suddenly, I turned away and started walking away from the counter, towards the bus station bathroom. “That’s it?” I said. “You’re giving up like that?”

“He’s not budging,” Marissa said with my mouth. “We need a new strategy.” “I think we just need to give up.”

“We can try one more thing, and then we can take a shot at hitchhiking.” “Hitchhiking? Are you serious?”

“I don’t think it will come to that,” she said. “I want on that bus, and we have two hours to figure this out, one way or another.”

I pushed open the bathroom door—for the women’s bathroom. “You know I’m still a man, right?”

“Nobody’s here,” she said. “It makes no difference. Let’s just get out of this annoying gown.”

I reached around and untied the dress-belt, letting the gown float open. I slipped out of the soft- blue gown, and then I bent over to open that bag of clothes that I stole. “What are you doing?” I said.

“We need an outfit,” she said.

“I’m not wearing women’s clothes.”

“No—you’re not. I am. I just happen to be using your body.”

“Hell no!” I said, and then I stopped myself, using that straining willpower to bring her to a halt.

“Let me do it, Lou! You’re going to make this whole thing a waste of time!”

“I’m not wearing a dress.”

“Ugh,” she groaned with my voice. “It’s not like anyone knows you here. I’m going to put on makeup. You won’t even be recognizable. Just relax a little bit—will you?”

“Stop it,” I said as she began to use her own willpower to override me. She slipped a tight white dress out from the bag. It had pale yellow flowers printed on it, and it was cut up the sides, tied together with crisscrossing laces. “I’m not wearing this! Are you kidding me?”

“It’s actually really cute,” I said, and my voice was starting to sound more feminine. She was making my voice sound more feminine, straining my vocal muscles to soften the tone and raise the pitch. “I love the flowers—and the cut at the bottom is so my style.”

“Get this off of me,” I said, feeling the tight, soft fabric all around me. “Why are you doing this?”

“What do you want me to wear?” she asked. “I can’t meet Max in that nasty hospital gown— it smells like they didn’t even put detergent in the washer. This is way more my style.”

“I don’t like this,” I said.

“If you keep fighting, you’re going to give yourself another heart attack,” she said to me, in that girly voice that I think she was trying to practise. It was a bit different every time, as if she was testing out different inflections, trying to see just what she could come up with using the limitations of my tongue.

“Please stop this nonsense,” I said as she dug some heels out from the bag—or I should say, as I dug out the heels.

“Will these fit your feet? You actually have really cute feet. But you need to deal with this toe hair. Ew. At least you keep your crotch shaved.”

“Stop looking at my crotch,” I said.

“We need panties. Your bulge is too obvious.”

“Stop this already!” I was trying to override her, but she was pushing hard to override me. It was quickly becoming a battle of willpower. I could stop her for a few seconds at a time, but then she would push through, getting another article on my body. “Do you actually think you can make me look like a chick?”

“Oh, definitely,” she said. “That’s why I was so happy when I saw you. You’re about as perfect as I could get—unless you had been a girl, of course. But I have to work with what God gave me. So please—just let me use your body for the next eleven hours. Let’s stop fighting; You’re just slowing the process down and making it frustrating.”

“I really don’t like this,” I said, but I had to give in. I was losing the energy to keep fighting. It was strangely exhausting, even though it wasn’t a physical battle. It was an emotional and mental marathon, and I felt like I had nothing left. There was a strange sense of relief, just letting her take me over for a few minutes, even though I hated what she was doing: brushing makeup onto my face, using some goopy product to push my hair around until it looked somewhat like a girl’s haircut.

It was the eyeliner that made me want to start fighting all over again. That eyeliner made my eyes look... feminine. I didn’t like seeing myself like that, and she insisted on staring in the mirror for long periods of time. And then she kept saying things like, “You have to admit that you look cute,” as if she was going to make me feel better about it. “You’ve got the most adorable dimples.”

“Stop,” I groaned. “Or I’ll get into a cab and head straight back to the hospital.”

“With what money?” she asked with a giggle. Her female voice was starting to sound more realistic. I didn’t know my vocal cords were capable of producing girly sounds like that.

“And what’s your plan? You’re going to get a bus ticket with what money?” “Girls have other ways to pay.”

“What are you talking about?”

And then I saw her grinning at me in the mirror: me, dolled up, grinning at myself. I was unrecognizable, strangely attractive in an uncanny sort of way. It was the lip-gloss that made me feel especially emasculated, making my lips shine, looking plump and kissable.

Then, I found myself back at the counter. The young man was once again paying no attention, staring down at his phone. This time, he was being more careful with his screen, keeping it turned away from the public, keeping his hand around the screen so nobody could peer over to see what he was watching (porn).

I didn’t have to say anything; he smelled the perfume that I was wearing: a sweet, gentle smell that was actually quite nice. But I didn’t want it on my body. I didn’t want it anywhere near me. And now, I was dreading the moment he realized who he was looking at. I was dreading his reaction. He was going to laugh, and it was going to be humiliating...

That’s what I thought. Instead, his gaze grew wide and he scanned my body, blushing all over. “Hello, miss. How can I help you?”

“Hi there,” Marissa said with my body, using that voice she’d worked on in the Greyhound bathroom. She made me lean over the counter, crossing my arms, pushing my butt into the air. That dress was short; if there had been someone behind me, they would have seen the thong she put on me: that narrow strip of fabric that was holding my cock and ball sack in place. “I really need a ticket to Shediac.”

“There’s a bus leaving here in... seventy minutes. It’s due to arrive at 7:00 PM.”

“I don’t have any money,” I said.

And then he paused, staring at me, and then he turned a shade of white as he finally realized he wasn’t staring at some seductive babe—just a man dressed like one.

He stuttered. His face flushed. His jaw was left open, but no proper words came out.

“Surely, there’s another way that I can... pay you,” I said. Now, the urges to fight back were strong, but Marissa was putting in all of her might. She’d been waiting a long, long time for this opportunity, and she wasn’t about to let me ruin it. I tried to pull myself away from that counter. I wanted to run back into the bathroom, wash my face, and then run away to the hospital, but her willpower was stronger than ever. I managed to twist my body. I managed to turn my head away— but she fought until I was back at the counter, staring at the young man.

I bit down on my tongue, eliciting a small “ouch!”.

“W—What are you suggesting, Miss?”

“I’m open to ideas,” I said with a smile that did not belong to me.

“I’m sorry,” he said, turning his gaze down. “I—I don’t know what you mean, but—but I have to go on my break. Do you want to buy a ticket or not? I’ll be back in forty minutes if you want to think about it.”

“Do you want to spend your break with me?” I asked with a small wink. I tried to pull myself away again.

He stood there, glossy-eyed, stunned, and in shock. He stuttered again, and then he looked away. “I—I don’t know what you’re trying to suggest, miss.”

“I’ll suck your cock until you come on my face,” I said. And those words were just as shocking to me as they were to him. We both gasped. A coldness crept down my spine. Had Marissa lost her mind!? Was she trying to ruin my life?

“No!” I said.

“No?” the man said.

“Sorry,” I said. “I meant to say, there’s no way that you can turn down an offer like that. I promise it will feel so, so good.” She was leaning me forward again, bending over the counter, talking in that sensual voice, that sounded a lot like Pam Anderson—and maybe that’s what she was going for. “I can see that you want it,” I said, motioning down at the huge bulge in his pants. “Just think of how fucking good it would feel: your big, hard dick in my mouth—my tongue sliding all around it.”

“I—I can’t give you a free ticket, miss. It—It’s not how it works. I have to process a payment to print a ticket.”

“Then buy me one,” I said. “And I’ll let you come all over my face.”

“Okay,” the man said suddenly, dark red in the face. I couldn’t believe he was agreeing to the arrangement. Now, I knew I had to get away; I had to use the last of my energy to escape that bus station, before I did something that I would regret for the rest of my life.

But Marissa’s willpower was intense. She was putting in all of her energy, forcing me to follow that young man into the staff area of the bus station. He motioned for me to stop before creeping up to an office door. He peeked inside and then he turned back to me. “Okay, he’s gone on his break. C’mon. This way.”

I tried to run away, but her ghostly strength was just too much. “I don’t want to do this,” I managed to whisper.

“Shut it,” she said.

“You can’t do this,” I said. “This is so wrong.”

“There’s mouthwash in that bag we stole,” she said.

“So what!? What is that supposed to mean?”

“Are you talking to me?” the young man said, turning back.

Now, I was quickly shaking my head. He took a moment to scan my body. He bit his bottom lip. His bulge was still big: an erection that was ready to burst... at least he wasn’t going to take long...

No! I couldn’t suck a man’s cock. I was straight. I liked girls. I’d never had a sexual experience with a man, and I wanted to keep it that way. I didn’t want some guy’s dick touching my tongue, mouthwash or not.

I managed to gain some strength, turning around and bolting for the door. But Marissa managed to make my legs lock, making me fall to the ground, onto my face. The young man spun around and rushed over to me. “Are you okay!?” he asked. “What happened? Did you trip?”

He rolled me over, and now he was on top of me, looking down into my eyes. I just stared back up into his eyes. Suddenly, I had a strange image in my brain: the image of a handsome man, but I’d never seen the man before. He was smiling. He was so calming, so sweet, so caring... I knew he was Max, but why was I seeing him?

I had the strangest desire to want to see him—and I knew those desires belonged to Marissa.

Now, the man on top of me was frozen, staring into my eyes. “Fuck,” he said. “You’re really fucking hot.”

I was silent, full of fear, and I could tell that Marissa was terrified as well, realizing what she’d gotten herself—and myself—into. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat, but it wouldn’t go do. I watched his hands as they moved to his crotch, doing away with his belt, pulling it out before unzipping his fly. I looked around, feeling weak underneath him. I would have easily been able to overpower him before the heart attack—but now, I hardly had any energy at all.

He reached into his pants and pulled out a long, skinny cock. It must have been nine inches long, but it wasn’t any thicker than my six-incher. In fact, it was probably a bit thinner. He gripped it tight, making his tip turn red. “You’re so fucking hot,” he said again.

“L—Let me suck it,” Marissa said with reluctance. She didn’t want to suck it, and neither did I. But I didn’t have the strength to escape that situation and she was desperate to see Max.

“Okay,” the man said. He started to walk forward on his knees, bringing that cock closer to me. We weren’t even in a room; he was too horny to care, too horny to stop what he was doing. He had his reddened cock in his grip. He tilted it down towards my lips. I couldn’t believe this was happening.

For a moment, I was certain that this was a nightmare, and that I was about to wake up in that hospital bed. It was so surreal, having been a normal guy in a hospital just an hour earlier, and now I was dolled up like a girl, pinned underneath an erect man in a Greyhound bus station.

But the nightmare wasn’t ending—because it wasn’t a nightmare. There really was a man bending his throbbing tip against my mouth. “Open wide,” he whispered. He looked around before looking back down at me. “Holy fuck, you’re so fucking hot.”

And did he know that I was actually a man? He saw me before, and I’m sure he recognized me as the same person... did he just not care? Was he too horny to care? Maybe it just made no difference to him: a mouth is a mouth.

I opened my mouth wide, pushing out my tongue. He let his skinny cock press against the flat of my tongue, sliding back towards the back of my throat. “Oh God,” I managed to whisper, but he kept going. I felt his throbbing veins. I felt his foreskin stretching back. That was a real cock, and it was really in my mouth!

I closed my eyes, though I think it might have been Marissa’s doing, because a moment later, the image of Max was in my mind again. He wasn’t a huge macho guy; he was built a lot like me: thinner, shorter, scruffy hair. But he had a handsome face (not that I didn’t think I was handsome,

but Max had that teen heartthrob Zac Efron kind of look to him, with a prominent jaw and a defined brow.

I kept my eyes closed, now picturing Max on top of me, with his cock out, pubic hair trimmed respectfully, shaft curved upwards at the perfect angle. I pushed out my tongue and slithered it around the shaft in my mouth, eliciting a moan from the Greyhound employee. “Fuck, that feels so good,” he moaned.

Then, I suddenly hand my hand between his legs, clutching his ball sack, squeezing and massaging gently. He liked it; now he was moaning louder, using his hips to thrust himself in and out of my mouth. H was pushing deep—much deeper than I was comfortable with. I gagged, but it didn’t stop him. He grunted. Suddenly, he was gripping my hair with his hand, pulling my head up, forcing more of his cock down into my mouth. I squirmed. Marissa tried to help me, using my hands to push his abs, to push him back, but he was determined, and my body was weak, even with Marissa’s ghostly presence inside of me.

“Tell me how much you like it,” he grunted, pulling his long, dripping shaft out from my mouth. He let it hover over my nose, dripping between my eyes. “Tell me how much you like my dick.” His voice cracked as he said it. “You want a bus ticket, right? If it’s coming out of my paycheque, you’d better talk dirty with me, beautiful.”

“I—I like your cock,” I said.

He tilted it down, and then I licked its length, from the base right to the tip, giving it a little flick, tasting his sweet pre-cum. I was not expecting it to be so sweet.

Now, he was getting carried away. He pushed his shaft down deep, pushing into my throat— and then he kept pushing. I gagged and tried hard to push him back, but he just couldn’t help himself. “Oh, fuck,” he groaned. He trembled all over, letting out an elated sound, that I was sure would be accompanied by a throatful of cum.

But he wasn’t finished. Now, he was thrusting.

I just wanted this to be over with, so I gripped his cock with my fist and started to jerk him off. I think that was me and not Marissa, though it was hard to tell; I’m sure we both wanted that moment to be over with. I tugged him quickly, sucking on his tip, until he was moaning loudly. Then, I pulled him out of my mouth and aimed his tip at my chin. He tried to take his cock from me, to aim it at the middle of my face, but I fought him. He grunted and I did the same.

But he ended up winning, just in time. His cock pulled up and then he splashed my face with his hot streaks of thick white ooze. He groaned loudly before using a finger to pry my mouth open. He made sure to shoot a blast onto my tongue, as if he was doing me some sort of favor. Then, I opened my eyes and saw that he had a big blushing smile.

“You didn’t last very long,” Marissa said, using my voice.

Then, he turned white, pressing his lips thin. “I guess you’re really good,” he said. “Take it as a compliment.”

“I’ll take it as you’re a premature ejaculator.”

I don’t know why she was being a brat with the guy; did she want the ticket or not? The man was clearly offended and emasculated by her comment.

“I’m not. It’s just—It’s been a while. I’ve been doing No-Nut November.”

“I don’t know what that is. Can you please get off of me so I can clean your virgin cum off of my face?”

He managed to look even more horrified and offended. “I’m not a virgin!” he snapped, jumping off of me. “I should kick you out of here!”

“You promised me a ticket!” I said, jumping to my feet, using my wrist to wipe the cum off of my face. “So give me a ticket! Or I’ll tell your boss that you just took advantage of a severely unwell patient.”

“What are you talking about?” he said, turning even more pale.

“Just print the ticket, Jack! Enough of this nonsense.”

“Okay, okay!” he said, rushing by me. “But this is coming out of my pocket—and that blowjob wasn’t that great. I’m doing you a favor.”

I groaned and rolled my eyes. I knew he was full of shit. I knew that it was the best blowjob he’d ever had—and not just because it was the only one that he’d ever had. He practically ejaculated a pint of cum. He was still trembling with euphoria. My blowjob was perfectly fine; it was amazing, in fact, and I wanted him to admit it.

So, I grabbed the back of his shirt, stopping him from getting too far away from me. He stopped and spun around, looking into my eyes. “What is it?”

“Admit that you loved it,” I said.

“A deal is a deal—but that doesn’t mean I loved it.”

“You hardly lasted a minute. You loved it. Just admit it.”

“Lou, what are you doing?” I whispered to myself.

“Not now.”

“Who are you talking to?” the employee said, looking around nervously. “Are you okay?” “Don’t mind that. Just admit that you liked the blowjob.”

“Lou, stop,” Marissa hushed.

I don’t know why I cared. I don’t know why I was making a big deal out of something that I didn’t actually care about. I took a deep breath and tried to summon some sense into myself, but I couldn’t straighten my thoughts. I just wanted to hear him admit that the blowjob was good.

“Alright!” he said. “It was good. Fine. It was really good. But—you gagged a lot. I mean—it was kind of hot, but learn to take a cock.”

“Fuck you,” I growled.

“Lou!” Marissa hushed.

“You’re nuts,” he said, shaking his head. But we got what we wanted. He printed a ticket. He handed it to me and I snatched it from his hand before marching over to the bathroom to fix my makeup.

I thought about washing it all off, but I didn’t have boy clothes to change into; I only had that bag of women’s clothing that I stole from the hospital, and if I was going to be wearing women’s clothing, then I wanted to keep that makeup disguise on my face.

I spent the next thirty minutes in that bathroom, essentially starting from scratch, because I had to wipe away so much while cleaning off the cum. This time, I did a bit better. My hands were a bit steadier, and I had a better idea of what I was doing. I made cleaner lines with that eyeliner pen, and then I used a softer blue for the eyeshadow, which was a bit more flattering for my face.

I still felt like a total idiot, dressing up like a woman to appease a ghost. I still wasn’t convinced that I wasn’t having some sort of full-blown mental breakdown, but Marissa seemed genuine. She had a strong will, and if she was real, I just couldn’t let her down—because she was right: she did save my life. She took over that truck on that stormy road and she managed to bring it to a stop, and she managed to call an ambulance for me. Without her, I would have died on that highway, in the same place that she died—and then we probably would have ended up stuck together, both with unfinished business that we would never be able to finish because of where we ended up.

I’d come this far. I’d already sucked a man’s cock for her, so travelling a few hours and talking to some guy wasn’t going to kill me.

I came out of the bathroom slowly, looking around carefully and nervously. A few gazes turned my way. A couple of men scanned my body before turning away. The place was much busier now: people showing up for that bus ride to Shediac. I tried to make a wide-berth around the station to find a seat, but gazes still found me and watched me. It certainly didn’t help that I was wearing a tight dress.

“I look like such an idiot,” I whispered, groaning under my breath.

“Don’t be such a downer. You look hot.”

“I don’t want to look hot.”

“Well, you do look hot. You’re hotter than I was when I was alive.”

An older man heard me talking to myself. He gave me a strange look. I just smiled at him and shuffled away. “I know you’re just lying to me,” I said.

“I’m not lying. You’re a natural cutie. This dress was made for you.”

“Now you’re just tormenting me.”

“Oh, get over yourself. You’re just fishing for compliments and you know it.”

We found a seat in the back corner of the place. I tugged down my dress before sitting. Then, I had to cross my legs so that nobody would see up my skirt. I felt so exposed—so vulnerable— much more vulnerable than when I was wearing the opened hospital gown.

Guys kept turning to eye me: just quick gazes, and I couldn’t tell if they were looking at me to figure out if I was insane, or if they were checking me out. At first, I was sure that it was the former, but after a few minutes, I wasn’t so sure. One guy smiled at me, and then another sent a wink my way. I bit my tongue and looked down at my legs, seeing my leg hair. It was blonde and hard to see from a distance, but it looked so silly now. “You really need to shave,” I whispered—and it was Marissa speaking through me.

“I’m not shaving.”

“I’m not being seen like this.”

“I told you: I’m not shaving.”

“I think I saw a razor in that makeup bag. How long until the bus comes? Get up; we need to deal with this.”

“I’m not shaving,” I said firmly. But Marissa’s will was strong; she really didn’t want to be seen with leg hair... but that wasn’t all. Once she got me into the bathroom, it wasn’t just the leg hair she fought to remove; my armpit hair went as well—as well as my pubic hair. I would have fought her, but we were holding a razor, and I didn’t want to find out what a sharp cut to the scrotum felt like.

“Luckily, your cute little cock is easy to hide,” she whispered.

“It’s not little,” I said. “It’s an average size!”

“Honey, I’m not sure who’s been telling you that you’re average. It’s small. But don’t get so wound up; it’s cute. It’s so smooth, and it’s funny the way it flops around.”

“Stop looking at my dick,” I said.

“You’re the one looking at it.”

“Because I’m making sure you’re not cutting me!”

“Lou... you’re getting worked up. I need you to calm down. And please—do you hear how I’m talking right now? Try to use this voice until I’m done with you. I don’t want any embarrassing voice slips.”

“This is a nightmare,” I groaned.

“Oh, get over yourself. Why not just enjoy yourself? How many guys get to spend the day as a girl? I mean—think about it: you can do anything. You don’t know anybody in this entire province. Nobody will recognize you, and you have a real girl inside of you.”

“So?” I said.

“So—I can tell you exactly how to behave to be convincing. I can help you style your outfit, your hair, your makeup. I can give you tips. I can help you walk and talk like a girl.”

“I don’t want to be a girl!”

“Could have fooled me,” she said, and I felt myself rolling my eyes.

“What is that supposed to mean?”

She made the last swipe, taking away that last strip of pubic hair.

“Well?” I said.

“You just—you seem to like it. You really liked sucking that guy’s dick. And good for you. It’s fun, and it takes a lot to admit it.”

“I did not!” I snapped. “And I’d appreciate it if you would stop teasing me now. You’re lucky that I’m letting you use me. I could bring this whole stupid plan to an end right now, and you would be suck on the side of that road for another decade. Be more appreciative.”

“Did I mention to you that I can read your thoughts?” she said suddenly, taking me by surprise.

“What?” I said. I felt a coldness tingling under my skin.

“Like, I can’t read them super clearly, but when I’m in you, all of your thoughts pass through me, just like how my thoughts are passing through you... I’m sure you’ve noticed them—no?”

I had noticed a few images here and there, and a few strange ‘feelings’. Like, when I was putting on that dress... it just filled me with a strange sense of joy, but I knew that wasn’t a natural sensation. And the heels that we dug out of that bag; they made me perk up in a way that I’d only ever perked up watching game-seven of some epic series between two powerhouse teams. And now, as I glared up at the mirror, I was feeling those unfamiliar feelings again. I had the strangest urge to just stare at myself, to admire my thick eyelashes, to gaze at my glossy lips. I was cute, and it felt nice to be cute, even though the sensible part of me was telling me that it was the last thing I wanted.

“I just want to get this over with,” I grumbled.

“Soon,” she said. “I only have nine hours and change left to figure this out.” “And if we don’t make it,” I said. “Can I go back and pick you up?”

“No,” she said. “Unless you can find a way to get one foot into my realm again. It would mean triggering a heart attack, or some other near-death experience. It wouldn’t be safe, and—no of- fence—but you’re aren’t super bright and you would probably just end up killing yourself. I sup- pose you could find a medium: a real one, and not one of those scam artists—and you could get her to go to the highway and channel me... maybe have Max there with you, because it would probably only last a few minutes. I suppose that could work, but there are a lot of stars that would have to align to make it happen. Let’s not think about those what-ifs now. I have you and you’re letting me use you.”

“I’m not sure we’re on the same page there,” I said, rolling my eyes.

Then, another voice rang out. “Is there a man in here?” It was a woman, on the other side of the bathroom stall. “This is the women’s bathroom. I’ll call security right now.”

I opened the bathroom door and looked at her. She stared at me for a long moment. “Who are you talking to?” she asked.

“Myself. Get over it,” Marissa said through me.

Then, the woman turned a pale shade. After we left the bathroom, I didn’t see her in the station. I have a feeling she took her things and left, worried that she was going to end up on a bus with some lunatic killer.

It was only a few minutes later when our bus pulled into the station. My body perked up as Marissa filled with excitement. “I’m finally going to see Max,” she whispered, with a big smile on her face.


CHAPTER 5
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It was a long drive, and it didn’t help that Marissa couldn’t stop squirming in my body, making it hard to get comfortable. Her excitement was uncontainable. I’d never felt anything quite like it—not as an adult, anyway. Maybe I’d felt something similar as a kid, when I was eight-years- old, being told that we were going to the circus and I was going to see an elephant for the first time.

And I must admit that I was a bit jealous; the excitement Marissa felt at the thought of seeing Max really made me realize that I’d never truly been in love—nothing close to the way that she was in love with Max.

Love was something that had always eluded me. I went on plenty of dates, and picked up plenty of girls from clubs and bars. There were a few times that I would see girls and think: this is it! It’s love-at-first-sight. But then that feeling would fade within a matter of a few days. It usually only took a single date to realize that it was just a moment of infatuation.

But Marissa was twenty years into her obsession with Max. She literally died trying to see him, braving an awful storm just for a chance to set her gaze upon his face.

Would a girl ever be that inclined to see me? The answer seemed obvious: no.

I was afraid to see Max, afraid that he wouldn’t recognize Marissa through me, or that he wouldn’t believe that she was inside of me. I had no idea how Marissa was going to convince him that it was her, though it didn’t seem like something that she was worried about. And twenty years is a long time; what if he moved on? What if he was married? What if he had kids? And what if he wasn’t the guy that she assumed he was? Marissa was bubbly, cute, and full of optimism—but that was the literal recipe for naivety. I was tempted to ask her what she would do if Max had a happy marriage. Would she be happy for him? Or would it kill her? Would she be able to pass onto the afterlife if she was heartbroken?

“We’re almost there,” Marissa whispered, using my lips. She was getting more restless, wriggling and bouncing. I wanted to remind her that my heart was still in pain, that I was still recovering from a heart attack.

“Just don’t do anything weird, alright?” I said.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “Nobody here knows you, and you’ll probably never pass through here again. You can embarrass yourself all you want.”

It wasn’t the answer I was looking for. I wanted her to say something like, ‘Of course I’ll be on my best behaviour, and I’ll make sure this isn’t embarrassing for you.’ I guess she didn’t really care.

I looked down at my legs, still not thrilled that they were smooth, and actually quite feminine. That tight dress also made my hips seem rather girly and curvy, which wasn’t the best thing to see as a single man. I couldn’t help but wonder if my girly physique was the reason so many girls had turned me down over the years, without giving me a clear reason. I guess there aren’t too many girls who want to be seen with guys who can fit into their tightest party dresses and their skimpiest heels.

“Why are you staring at yourself so much?” Marissa asked with a whisper. “It’s just distracting.”

“You look cute.”

“Knock that off already,” I groaned.

“What? It’s the truth. You’re super cute. It’s honestly kind of hot.” “What’s hot?”

She shrugged my shoulders. “I’ve always liked guys with a girly side.” “Does Max have a girly side?” I asked.

She giggled. “No. He was pretty macho.”

I rolled my eyes. “Exactly. Maybe you think you liked girly guys, but in the end, it was a manly man that you fell for.”

“True enough,” she said. “But that was one thing that I never really loved about Max. I kind of wished that he would have been more in touch with his feminine side.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said, shaking my head. “I’m sure that’s very true.”

“It is,” she said. “Like—right now—I’m low-key aroused right now. You’ve got babe-legs. And your face is, like, so cute. If I had lips of my own, I would kiss you, and I might just let you fuck me too.”

Now, a woman was looking back at me with a horrified look. She looked me up and down and then darted her gaze forward, afraid that I would catch her, even though it was too late.

“Alright, just be quiet from here on out,” I said.

“Is this better?” she asked, but her voice didn’t come out of my mouth; it was in my head. She was talking to me telepathically. “Just use your thoughts to talk to me.”

“Seriously?” I thought.

“Yeah,” she replied in my head.

“Why the hell didn’t you tell me we could do this sooner?”

“Did I not say that I could read your thoughts and you could read mine?”

And after the initial shock wore off, I couldn’t help but wonder how many of my thoughts had actually been hers over the past twelve hours.

“I want you out of my head as soon as you’re done with Max,” I thought.

“That’s the plan, Lou. Just relax. I can see Shediac. We’re almost there. We’ll have a few hours to track Max down.”

“How do you even know that he lives here still? There’s a good chance that he’s moved to a bigger city, like Montreal or Halifax or Toronto or something.”

“He’s here. I just know it.”

She had me perked up now, face glued to the window: watching as Shediac became bigger and bigger. It wasn’t a huge town, but the thought of tracking an individual down in a short period of time seemed... unlikely. There were thousands of homes in that town, and there was a real chance that he was in none of them. If he was actually in another city, we would never find him in time, and all of this embarrassment would have been for nothing.

Marissa wasn’t willing to waste any time. She budged by a dozen people to ensure that she was the first off of the bus. “Sorry!” I cried in that feminine voice as people threw up their arms at me. Then, with the sun setting behind us, we got to work.

First, we went into a small gas station and rushed up to the clerk. “I’m looking for a man named Max Murphy. Do you know him?”

Marissa was teeming with excitement, and then she got that first ‘no.’ A bit of wind was pulled from her sails, but it didn’t stop her. She rushed to a customer and then she got her second no. Then another customer gave her another no. So we went over to a small restaurant, and we got kicked out for harassing the customers. They all said no.

Quickly, Marissa was losing hope. I could tell because I could hear her thoughts. “No, no, no,” she thought. “He has to be here somewhere. I just know he’s here somewhere.” As we approached an older woman, she thought, “Please know where he is. Please know him.”

But the woman just shrugged her shoulders.

The next pair of people we met didn’t speak English—just French. Then, we rushed down to the Shediac boardwalk. Marissa was starting to feel my exhaustion weighing both of us down. My chest was getting tight and sore again. A lightheadedness was overpowering me. But we didn’t have time to slow down.

“Excuse me,” I called out to a group of thirty-somethings. “Do you know a Max Murphy?”

They all just shrugged their shoulders and shook their heads. And now, Marissa’s hope was truly dwindling. The reality of her plight was setting in: this was probably hopeless.

“How long do you have left?” I asked her.

“A couple hours,” she said, starting to sound defeated.

“We’ll find him,” I said. And then I had the idea of going into a gas station and picking up a phonebook. His name wasn’t in it, so I begged the clerk to borrow his phone. I told him I needed to make a call, but I went straight to his Facebook and searched for Max.

“What is this?” Marissa asked. “It’s Facebook.”

“What does it do?”

“Social media.”

“What’s that?”

I thought for a moment. I didn’t have time to explain modern technology to her. “We can use it to find Max.”

And then, sure enough, a character appeared, and Marissa shrieked loudly. “That’s him!” “Hey!” the clerk said, rising to his feet. “Are you on my Facebook!?”

I turned the phone to him. “Who’s your mutual friend?”

“Give that back to me!”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “But I really need to find this guy. It’s an emergency. His, uh, dad is dying in the hospital and only has a few hours left to live.”

The clerk paused. He stared into my eyes, trying to decide if I was lying. Then, he snatched his phone from me and looked down at the screen. “The mutual friend is a good friend of mine. I can, uh, call him for you.” He stared at me again for a moment before dialling the number.

“I like this future stuff,” Marissa said in my head. “It’s extremely convenient.”

The clerk got Max’s contact info. He gave me the phone number and then told me to use the gas station’s phone to make the call.

My body froze when I finished punching in the number. I hadn’t hit that green ‘dial’ button yet. I was terrified of hearing his voice. No—Marissa was terrified, and her fears were now consuming my body. I managed to take a deep breath of air into my lungs. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue. “You can do this,” I whispered.

Then, I hit the button—and he picked up almost immediately. “What is it?” his voice said. “It’s him,” Marissa whispered.

“Hello?”

“Answer him!” I snapped.

Marissa took a moment to snap out of her state of shock. “Uh, hello... Max?” “What?” he said. “Who is this?”

“This is, uh... Do you... Where, uh, do you live?”

“What? Why? Is this a scam? I’m hanging up.”

“No!” she gasped. “Max, this is—this is Marissa. I’m in town and I really want to see you.” There was a silence on the line—and it was a long silence.

“Max?”

“Marissa’s dead, you loser. Don’t try calling me again, or I’ll block your number.”

“No!” I cried. “Please. I really need to talk with you. It’s too hard to explain over the phone. I want to see you. I—I’ve been waiting a long time to see you. Please. It’s really me. I know it’s hard to believe, but... It’s me. Please, Max.”

There was a long silence again. “What kind of game is this?” he asked. “It’s not a game. Just entertain me. I only have about an hour left.”


CHAPTER 6
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Max insisted we meet at a park. I got there long before him and found myself pacing around. There were no clocks there, and I didn’t have a phone. I knew that Marissa’s time was coming to an end. I could almost feel her starting to fade, or maybe it was just the feeling of that intense exhaustion catching up with me. It was strangely easy to forget that I was still recovering from a fairly-fresh heart attack.

Finally, a black SUV pulled up. It was a fancy unit—easily bought for $100,000, equipped with all of the fancy features, including the enlarged chrome rims. The SUV remained idle for a moment before the door opened and he stepped out, looking around, wearing sunglasses even though it was now dark outside, and there were no lights in that park.

“It’s him,” Marissa whispered, perking up.

His gaze finally found me and then he paused. I waved at him, though it was hard to break through Marissa’s frozen nerves. Finally, he started walking towards me. He had a small scowl on his face.

“You aren’t Marissa,” he said. “I don’t know who you are, or what kind of game you’re play- ing—”

“—It’s me,” Marissa said. “It’s really me, max.”

He shook his head. “I’m not an idiot. Marissa sent me photos. You don’t even look like you could be cousins.”

“I need you to keep an open mind, Max. It really is me. I died on the highway that night of the graduation party. Remember? I’ve been stuck there for twenty years. I really don’t have the time to explain everything—I only have about forty minutes before I have to go back. This body... I’m just borrowing it. It would honestly take an hour to explain.”

“This is insanity. You’re lucky I’m not calling the cops to have you arrested for harassment.”

I looked down at his hand and saw that there was no ring on his finger. The sight made me perk up with a smile. “You peed your pants at band camp,” Marissa said, and the comment took me by surprise—but I wasn’t as shocked as Max. “You told me that you never told anyone but me. One of the clarinet girls was flirting with you, while everyone else was around the campfire. And you got nervous and peed in your pants.”

“Why do you know that?” he growled.

“Because you told me! Remember? And then you also told me that you had a big crush on a girl named Shyanne. You told me that you were super embarrassed about it, because all of your friends made fun of her because she was chubby, but you liked her.”

“What the hell is going on?” he said, shaking his head. “Were you friends with Marissa or something? Did you wake up this morning and decide it would be funny to screw with me?”

“I’m telling you! I’m Marissa!”

“If you’re Marissa, then tell me—what city did you dream of living in one day?”

“New Orleans.”

He paused, turning a shade of white. “Marissa told me that she knew exactly what she would name her firstborn child, regardless of gender. What was it?”

“Charlie,” Marissa said without hesitating.

Now, he was bone white. “Why do you know all of this?”

“I told you, Max! It’s me!”

“Then tell me, what were you coming to Shediac for?” he said. “To meet you,” Marissa said softly.

“Be more specific.” And now, he had a blushing grin on his face. “I was going to suck your cock and take your virginity.”

And that was apparently enough for him; nobody else know that he was a virgin at the time— nobody but Marissa. And now, his lips were parted and he was totally shocked. “I—I can’t believe this. This makes no sense.”

“I wish I could stick around and explain it all to you,” Marissa said. “But now, I’ve only got about thirty minutes left. I just want to spend it with you. I—I’ve been waiting twenty years for this.”

He shook his head slowly. “Did you ever lose your virginity?” he asked. Marissa giggled. “No. I died, silly.”

“Right. I mean... you don’t have sex in heaven or something?”

“I haven’t made it there yet. I’m stuck here until I finish my business here.” “And what’s your business?” he asked.

“To see you,” she said.

“So why aren’t you, like, floating up to heaven now?”

She paused for a moment. “Good question. I guess God is giving me some time with you.”

“Time for what? You want to have a chit-chat? Like—I don’t know what exactly you want to talk about.”

“I love you,” Marissa said. “I’ve been in love with you since I got that first letter from you.”

He was silent, as if he didn’t know how to reply. I felt my heart flutter painfully, as if it wasn’t what Marissa wanted. Maybe she wanted him to tell her that he loved her... but how could he now? He’d probably forgotten all about her until that moment. She was a girl that he never met, and she hadn’t been in his life for twenty years.

“This is just crazy,” he said. “I can’t believe it’s really you. You found a cute body to meet me with. Where did you find her?”

“It’s another long story,” she said.

And then, there was a silence, as if the pair didn’t know what to talk about. Max kept looking around, as if he was afraid someone was going to see him. Finally, he motioned towards the little forest pathway. “Want to go for a walk?”

“It’s so dark,” I said—and it really was me talking. I didn’t want to walk down that pitch-black forest path in the middle of the night.

“It’s fine,” Marissa said, shaking me off. And then she used her thoughts to tell me to shut up. “Let’s walk.” We started walking, quickly at first, until we were away from the street. Then, Max relaxed and the pace slowed down. He used his phone’s flashlight to light the way. “Those things are flashlights too? Wow.”

He laughed, looking down at his phone. “I, uh, guess so.” “So are you seeing someone now?”

He paused for a moment. “No,” he said.

“Have you had any serious relationships?”

He shook his head. “Nope.”

“You’ve just been single for twenty years?”

“I guess so.”

“But you’re such a catch? How have you not been hitched?”

He just laughed. “I don’t know. Maybe I’ve just been waiting for you to come back to me.” He looked at me and smiled.

“You’re so sweet,” Marissa said softly.

“I can be,” he said. Then, they got to talking Marissa ended up explaining her situation a little bit more in-depth, telling him about the cosmic ‘rules’ that had been keeping her bound to that highway, and then she begged him to talk more about his own life, but he didn’t have much to say. “It almost seems like you really have just been here waiting for me to come back,” she giggled.

“Maybe I have been... But I want to talk more about this unfinished business. You’ve only got about twenty minutes left, according to your own estimate. So maybe we should just get down to business.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well,” he said with a big grin. “What were you coming to Shediac for, twenty years ago?” I blushed all over. “Max!” Marissa gasped. “Are you seriously suggesting that we...”

“You’re here now, aren’t you? It would be a shame to miss the opportunity. I mean—maybe that’s what your unfinished business is.”

My face was still crimson-red. “This isn’t even my body.”

“I don’t think the babe you’re borrowing from would mind.”

I wanted to shout out, but I was afraid to ruin the moment. I didn’t want my body to be used again, but it also seemed like it didn’t really matter. We fooled around with that pimply Greyhound employee; it would almost seem weird to deny her intimacy with Max.

He put his hands on my sides and looked into my eyes. “You’re so beautiful,” he said.

“Do I need to remind you that this isn’t my body?” Marissa giggled.

“Well, maybe I’m just seeing your soul.” It was a cheesy line, but it was enough to make Marissa melt.

“I really just want to talk with you.”

“There’s nothing to talk about. You know what you came here for, so let me give it to you.”

“You didn’t used to be so...”

“Horny?” he laughed.

“I wasn’t going to use a nicer word.”

“Well, you have me all freaked out with this time restriction stuff. I waited months for you twenty years ago. I can’t miss this chance.”

“You waited months to see me—not just to fuck me,” Marissa said, sounding slightly put-off. “Of course,” he said.

“Are you still a virgin?” she asked.

He laughed. Then he paused. “Oh, you’re serious? Um...”

“It’s okay if you’re not.”

“I mean. Yeah. I’ve never been with a girl. I’ve been close a few times—maybe more than a few times—but then I think about you. I always told myself that I would lose my virginity to you. I know it seems so crazy, but I kept telling it to myself, even after they told me you died.”

“Really?” Marissa said.

He nodded his head. Then, he leaned in for the kiss. His lips pressed against mine. I wanted to push him off, but I couldn’t ruin this moment for Marissa.

“How long do we have left?” he asked with a whisper, checking his expensive watch. “It’s almost ten.”

“Not long,” she said. “Maybe fifteen minutes at most.”

“Then let’s skip the foreplay.” He pushed down on my shoulders, dropping me to my knees. Then, he got right to fishing his cock out. Marissa was frozen, shocked and confused. This wasn’t how she imagined this ‘date’ going, but it was happening too fast for her to pull it together. She gasped when she saw his huge cock—and I must say that the sight of it made me wonder if I really

did have a ‘cute little cock’. It was twice the size of mine, and still flaccid. He gripped it and pulled his foreskin back. “Open your mouth, beautiful,” he groaned.

I had a very hard time believing he was a virgin. He was far too outgoing, and way too sexually aggressive. Marissa didn’t want to open her mouth, afraid because she was apparently a virgin, so I opened my mouth for her. I knew her time was running out, and I didn’t want this experience to be ruined for her.

Yes—that’s right—I was letting a man have his way with me for her. I was making a sacrifice, and I had a feeling it was going to be something that I regretted for a long time—but I was doing it for her.

His fat cock slipped onto my tongue and I closed my lips around it. I sucked his dick, against my better judgement. I bobbed my head back and forth. I gagged. Marissa’s mind was racing with thoughts—too many to understand. There was excitement in there. She was nervous, not sure what to expect once the ‘penetration’ portion came around.

And I wasn’t sure what to expect either, especially because I didn’t have a pussy. We were going to have to find a way to get him into my ass, without him finding my dick. It was dark and he seemed a bit dense, so it probably wasn’t going to be too hard—but time was really running out. I’d been sucking him for five minutes, which meant we only had ten minutes left—and Marissa still wanted to have time to say a proper goodbye.

So, fighting my better judgement, I stood up. I turned around and lifted up the skirt of my dress. I pulled aside my panties. Then, as he came in with his slobbery erection, I gripped his shaft. I squeezed it firmly and looked back at him. “I want it in my ass,” I whispered.

He grinned and licked his lips. “Of course you do, you slut,” he growled.

And then I felt Marissa’s heart tanking again, somehow inside of me. Her soul was being crushed. I just knew that this wasn’t the guy she thought she was meeting. Maybe that guy didn’t exist anymore. I even paused for a moment and considered the possibility that this wasn’t even the right Max, but just some guy taking advantage of a very nice opportunity to get laid.

He wasn’t wasting time, for better or worse. He pushed his fat tip between my butt cheeks and I gasped. I’d never been fucked in the ass before, and that was how I would have liked it to stay... but I needed to do this for Marissa. I felt like I owed her for saving my life.

I closed my eyes and bit my tongue as he pushed me hard against a tree. I felt him penetrate. I felt my anus stretching. I groaned loudly and pushed my fingernails into the soft bark. “It hurts,” I cried.

“You’re doing fine,” he said before spanking me on the ass, making me yelp like a dog being shot with a BB-gun. “You’re so fucking tight, baby. It feels so fucking good.”

“Be gentle.”

“There’s no time for that,” he said with a grin in his voice. “Fuck—I’ve been waiting twenty years to do this to you.”

“Please be gentle,” Marissa said through me.

But Max ignored both of us. He started thrusting, and I quickly went limp. I didn’t have the energy to put up a fight. But I must admit that it felt good once it stopped hurting. His fat cock was pressing right up against my sweet spot, making my legs tremble, making me moan, even though I was trying to be as quiet as possible. His chubby dick was stretching me wide, and I could feel his thick, throbbing veins. “Oh God,” I moaned.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” he growled. He pumped harder. I nearly fell down to my knees, but he caught me. I felt a drop of his sweat land on my naked ass. His sweaty palms began to slip as he tried to grip my hips. He was getting harder, throbbing faster—he was about to come. He really didn’t last long, and I suppose it was for the best.

He yelled loudly and then I felt the hot gushing: something I never wanted to experience, but now, I was moaning like it was the best thing that had ever happened to me. He was filling me with his warm cum, his baby-making syrup, his powerful seed, that was apparently the seed of a virgin.

He pulled out fast, letting it pour out of me. He spanked me once more. Then, for his own amusement, he spread my ass cheeks apart using both of his hands, and he watched as his seed oozed out of me. “Unclench your asshole,” he said.

Then he made a small laugh when I did it for him. I felt his warm goo cruising down my thigh. He spanked me once more. “Once a slut, always a slut—even as a ghost.” He laughed at his own joke, but Marissa was crushed.

“I was never a slut,” she said softly.

“Oh, c’mon. There’s nothing wrong with being a slut, baby. You were driving from Montreal to fuck me. You were driving through one of the worst storms of the decade because you wanted it so badly.”

“I just wanted to make you happy,” she said.

“Sure,” he said, rolling his eyes. “I don’t know why you’re so offended. You’re allowed to want me.”

“I do want you,” she said, but she didn’t sound so sure. “I—I had to see you. I had to finish my business with you.”

“And is that it?” he asked. “Is your business finished now?” “I—I don’t know,” she said.

“Are you going to float up to the sky any minute?”

“I don’t know.”

He stared at me. “Well, uh, it was nice seeing you anyway.”

“Won’t you wait with me?” Marissa asked.

“I can...” he said without much conviction. “But, uh, how long will it take? I have some other plans. This was kind of... short notice. You know?”

“Don’t you want to stay with me?” Marissa asked, trying not to cry.

“Of course I want to wait with you,” he said. “But... like I said... short notice. I can wait around for five minutes or so.”

“Okay,” Marissa said. And then we sat together for five minutes, saying almost nothing. Max commented on the weather a few times, and Marissa just didn’t know what to say. I knew that her heart was broken. I knew that she was coming to a very cruel realization: Max was not the man she thought he would be, and she waited twenty years to see him.

And why wasn’t she floating up to the sky? Why was she still on the Earth, trapped in that strange purgatory?

“I really need to go, Marissa, but, uh, it was really nice seeing you,” Max said, standing up. “Can I walk to your car with you?” Marissa asked, perking up next to him.

“Sure, I guess so,” he said.

We walked to his car. Then, as he opened his door, I couldn’t help but notice the pair of kid seats in the back, and the purse that had been left on the passenger seat, surely belonging to the wife he didn’t want Marissa knowing about. He closed the door quickly, hoping I wouldn’t see it. Then, he gave me an awkward kiss on the cheek. “Maybe I’ll, uh, see you in the afterlife.”

“Of course,” Marissa said softly. She’d noticed the purse and the kid seats too.

Max got in his car and left, without saying anything close to ‘I love you’. Then, Marissa was silent, crushed, and defeated.


CHAPTER 7
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The silence lasted a long time, making wonder if she was still there. It had been about twenty- four hours, and I knew that meant that she would be gone soon, if she wasn’t already. I had to speak up. “You still there?”

“I’m here,” she replied softly, using my voice.

“I’m sorry about Max.”

“It’s not your fault. Thanks for helping me get here to see him.”

“So, uh... since you’re still here. Does that mean...” I didn’t know how to ask it, even though Max had technically already asked it for me.

“I don’t know what it means. I guess it just means that I don’t know what my business was.”

“Well,” I said. “Maybe you need to get in a final goodbye to your family or something. If you tell me their names and addresses, I can track them down for you.”

“That’s okay, Lou. You’ve done enough.”

“I really don’t mind,” I said.

“You won’t be able to,” she said with that soft, broken voice.

“I really don’t mind,” I said again. “It’s pretty easy to track people down these days, thanks to apps like Facebook.”

“No,” she said. “There’s, uh, something I should have told you sooner. You’re about to die.” I paused for a moment. “What?” I said.

“In, like, thirty seconds. I’m sorry, Lou.”

I was speechless. I couldn’t tell if she was messing with me... and then the pain came. The clenching grabbed my heart and made me tremble all over until I fell to my knees. I grabbed at my chest. “W—What’s happening?” I said.

“I’m sorry, Lou,” she said. “I can explain.”

“You’d better hurry,” I said before falling down, hardly able to breathe. “I think I’ll wait,” she said in my head. “It’ll be better to talk in person.”

My vision started to go black and hazy. Then, I felt a sharp pain in my chest before a numbness came over me. Suddenly, there was a sense of peace. The darkness surrounded me, until I was able to pull myself back up to my feet. But this time, I was leaving my body behind.

I gasped at the sight of my dead body, laying lifeless and dolled up in that park. But my soul, which I could control just fine, as if I was perfectly healthy, was dressed up like a boy, like my normal self. And now, Marissa, as herself, was standing in front of me. “Hi, Lou,” she said, blush- ing. “You’re probably pretty mad at me, huh?”

“You knew that I was dying and you took me away from the hospital?” I said, in awe of her selfishness.

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “I knew that you were dying, regardless of whether you were at the hospital or not. I knew that you were dying the moment I saw you on the side of that highway. I could see that you only had twenty-four hours left. Lou—there’s not actually a time-limit when it comes to possessions. When I told you I only had twenty-four hours... it was because you only had twenty-four hours.”

“I—I don’t understand.”

“I feel really bad. I should have told you to call your family to say goodbye. I really thought we could do the whole Max thing before it was your time to go—but it all just happened so fast, and... well, it didn’t quite go as I expected. Your time limit slipped my mind.”

“I’m not mad,” I said. “I didn’t really have anyone to call anyway. But... Am I really dead?” She nodded her head. “We’re both dead.”

“But... I’m still here. Do I have unfinished business too?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know how any of it works, Lou. I know as much as you. I mean—I’ve come up with a few guesses over the past couple of decades, but—you saw what happened with Max. My guesses haven’t exactly been correct.”

“I’m actually dead...” I gasped.

“The doctors bought you some time with the operation. But they weren’t able to properly fix the damaged valve in your heart. Had you been at the hospital, it wouldn’t have made a difference; there wouldn’t have been more than a thirty-second warning. They would be trying to revive you now with a defibrillator, but your time is now, no matter what anyone does to you.”

“So you’re not actually tied to that highway?” I asked.

“No—I am,” she said. “And I’ll have to go back at some point. I mean—there isn’t really a timed rule, but... it’s like there’s something there pulling me back. I don’t know; maybe it’s my body, even though there’s no body left. Animals ate every last little bone many, many years ago. So it can’t be a matter of needing to be buried or anything like that. But that pull gets stronger and stronger, the longer I’m away. This is the longest I’ve ever been away, and I really feel like I need to get back. It’s actually really starting to bother me.”

“Does that mean I’m stuck here?” I asked.

“I don’t know. I guess so,” she said, looking around. “At least it’s a park in a big town. You’ll get your share of near-death-experiencers to help you with your business. I probably have to wait a good couple of decades before my next chance. I guess it will give me some time to figure out what I still need to do.”

“You can’t just stay and hang out with me? Or I can go with you?”

“Not without that pull,” she said. “I mean, if you don’t mind the uncomfortable feeling that comes with that pull, you can come and visit. Maybe I’ll try to make my way out here, but it’s a long way to go. Sadly, as ghosts, we can’t just teleport around. We still have to walk, or catch a

ride on the back of a truck or something. And, since we can’t just ask, we can only really guess as to where people are heading.”

I looked down at my body. That moment was so surreal, but I knew that she was telling me the truth; I knew that I was dead. There was a sense of absolute certainty that came with dying.

Marissa started walking away.

“Where are you going?” I asked, rushing up to her.

“I really feel like I need to get home. If I’m not constantly moving closer, that sensation gets stronger, and more uncomfortable.”

“I’ll walk with you,” I said, afraid of being alone. Being dead was bad enough.

I kept up with her. And it wasn’t long before I started feeling that curious tingling: a weird urge to turn around and head back to my body. After ten minutes, I already felt like I was fighting that urge, and I knew it was going to get worse. I kept looking back, tempted to even take a single step back towards my body.

“I really do appreciate your help, Lou,” she said to me. “Maybe I didn’t make it to the afterlife, but I feel like I’m a big step closer to figuring out what I’m supposed to do.”

“Any ideas?” I said.

“I don’t know.”

“Well...” I thought for a moment. “What were you hoping to get from Max?”

She laughed. “I guess I was just hoping to find him waiting here for me. I was hoping he would be thrilled to tears to see me. I... I just thought he would feel the same way that I felt for him. But the moment I saw him—before he even opened his mouth...”

“What?” I said.

“I realized that I didn’t really feel anything for him at all,” she said. “I just... I just assumed that he was my ticket out of here, because I was going to see him when I died.” Then she turned and looked at me. “By the way, I wasn’t on my way to suck his dick. That was a lot of embellishing on his part. We talked on the phone about being naughty together, but I swear it was in a romantic way—not the slimy, douchebag way that he made it seem. We were going to lose our virginity together. It was going to be... sweet. Now I just feel dirty and used. He didn’t used to be like that.”

“I don’t want to crush you even more,” I said. “But some guys are really good at manipulation like that. It’s very possible that he’s always been like this, and he just did a good job of sweet talking you before.”

“Well that makes me hate him even more,” she groaned. “Because his sweet-talking was the reason that I got behind the wheel that night, and now I’m dead.”

“I died because I was trying to deliver an old truck,” I said. “How do you think I feel?” She giggled. “Sorry about that.”

“So really, you were hoping to find love with Max—right?”

She nodded her head. “It’s all I ever wanted, since I was a little girl. I always dreamed of being with a guy. All of the other girls were dreaming of being princesses, with some Prince Charming, but I just wanted a nice guy to make me happy. I would literally fantasize about being in a trailer park with some guy with grease-stained, ripped-up clothing... the setting and details never mattered. I just wanted that companionship.”

“I’m sorry Max wasn’t that guy.”

“The red flags were probably always there; I just ignored them.”

I looked back. That urge to run back was getting stronger. I couldn’t believe she’d made it so far, for so long. The pull must have been very intense for her.

“And what about you?” she said. “If you had to guess: what’s your unfinished business?”

“I have no idea,” I said. “I guess I always wanted something more than I had. I mean—I found a way to make decent money. I had a good thing going for a while with that. But, yeah, it got me killed. I don’t know. I never knew what I really wanted in life. I was always just going through the motions, hoping something would pop up and I would say: oh! This is what I’ve been looking for! But that something never came. Well, maybe it seemed like it was there for a minute, when I was helping you get to Max. I guess, for just a little while, I felt like I was helping you with something that was really important to you, and that felt kind of nice—better than driving trucks across the country. But... well, I didn’t really help you in the end.”

“You helped me a ton,” she said. “Don’t be so down on yourself.”

“You’re still here.”

“That’s not your fault. You helped me to do what I thought I needed to do. I’ll always appreciate that. If I could repay you somehow, I would.”

I looked back again. Now, I wasn’t sure I could keep fighting that urge to turn around. I really needed to get back to my body. It seemed like such a comforting place to be, and the further away I got, the tenser my soul became.

“I feel like I just made your situation worse,” I said to her. “Now, you look scared, and kind of hopeless.”

“You made me realize that I need to stop lying to myself,” she said. “I spent many years lying to myself about Max, telling myself that he was the perfect guy, even though, like I said, there were many red flags. A girl sent me a picture of them kissing, and he told me that it was a picture from the school play. He said they were doing Grease. I knew it was a lie, but I convinced myself that he was telling me the truth... Anyway—enough about Max. I don’t want to think about Max anymore. Had you not helped me to get out here, and let me use your body, I would have continued deluding myself. Now I can be honest: he was a loser.”

And maybe I needed to be honest too. Maybe I would be stuck in that purgatory forever unless I could be honest with myself. “I liked dressing like a girl,” I said.

She turned and looked at me with a narrowed gaze. “You what?”

“I liked being all dolled up. It’s something I’ve always wanted to do, but I’ve always been too afraid of what people might say. One time, I stole a pair of panties at a laundromat. I wore them every day for a week, and then I panicked when a friend was coming over to my house, so I threw them away. I assumed that there was something wrong with me.”

“There’s nothing wrong with you, Lou. If you look that good as a girl, then my God, you should be dressing like a girl. There’s no shame there.”

I cracked a smile. I felt a strange sense of relief. Then I felt a lightness, and a glowing. She stopped and turned to face me, gasping as she looked at me.

“What’s happening?” I asked, looking down at myself.

“I don’t know. That happened once to me,” she said. “I think it’s you getting closer to figuring out how to finish your business.”

“What did you do when it happened to you?”

“Remember that time that I told you I met that old man who was dying?” she said. “The only other guy I’ve talked to in the past twenty years.”

“Yeah.”

“We were talking. I told him about Max, and he told me that I should go to Max, no matter how hard it is, and how uncomfortable it makes me. That was the day that I decided I would stand on the side of that highway, every single hour of every single day, until someone came along who could take me to him. I was waiting for another person like you—someone dying, whose body was vulnerable. That highway was about this far from my body—as far as we are now from your body. You feel that pull, right? That’s what I felt every single hour of every single day. I would have to go back every so often, just to ease that horrible feeling, and then I would go out again, and wait.”

“That sounds horrible,” I said.

“It is,” she said. “And I guess it’s what I’m going to continue doing.”

“But you said you had some sort of glowing-revelation. So what did the man say to you that made you glow like that?”

“He told me that love is worth all of the pain in the world,” she said. “No matter how uncomfortable it makes me, I need to chase it. And he told me to keep my eyes open, so I wouldn’t miss it when it was in front of me.”

I stared into her eyes. I thought about that uncomfortable pulling that I was now feeling. “He sounds like a smart guy.”

“He was. Sadly, he didn’t last long. His heart was in worst shape than yours.” She kept walking, and I kept following her.

I reached out and grabbed her hand, making her pause. She looked down at our interlocked fingers. “What are you doing, Lou?”

“I’m just seeing something,” I said. “Seeing what?”

“I don’t really know,” I said. “I guess I just wanted to do it.”

She stared into my eyes. A long moment passed. It was silent. Now, a siren was becoming audible; I couldn’t help but wonder if someone had found my body, and now the police were headed to investigate.

Marissa giggled. “They’re going to find you dressed like a girl,” she said. “I don’t mind. I’m dead, after all.”

“What about your family?”

“We were never very close. I can’t imagine them caring much.”

“That’s sad.”

“It is what it is,” I said. “Let’s not think about that right now. Mind if I kiss you?”

“Kiss me?” she said with a gasp. “But why?”

I just kissed her. I felt her soft lips against mine. I could smell her twenty-year-old perfume wafting up into my nostrils.

“W—What are you doing?” she asked.

“As annoying as you’ve been over the past twenty-four hours,” I said, “I really had fun hanging out with you. That was one of the craziest adventures I’ve been on in my life.”

“I had fun too.”

“I want to see you again,” I said.

“It’ll probably be too hard to fight the pull for very long, but it’s possible. I mean—I made it here, did I not?”

She kept walking, and I kept following her.

She turned and looked at me again. Now, the sirens were loud, headed right into that park. “You really should go and see where they take your body. It might be the only way you get to see your family again, and your own funeral.”

“I don’t care about any of that. I’d rather spend the next few minutes with you.”

“I don’t think it’s really worth it, Lou. Go be with your body. You—You hardly even know me.”

“I’ve literally listened to your thoughts, Marissa. I know you pretty well.”

“Why are you doing this?” she asked.

“Doing what?”

“Teasing me like this. You can’t just pretend to like me to free my soul. That’s not how this works. You can’t trick the universe, Lou. You can’t trick me into passing on.”

“I’m not tricking you.”

“Really? Because it seems like you’re about to say ‘I love you’, and it seems like a really curious time to say it—right after I told you that all I ever wanted was love.”

“But I do love you,” I said, staring into her eyes. Maybe I really didn’t know her perfectly, but in a very short period of time, she’d gotten me to open up about who I really was inside. She made me confess something about myself that I never even told my closest friends, and she didn’t even judge me a little bit because of it. She was supportive, smiling, cute... “I love you a lot, actually.”

She reached out and grabbed my hands. Then I noticed that she was glowing, perking up, gasping slightly. She looked down at her body.

“I—I think it’s happening,” she said.

“You’re going?”

“I—I think so. This feels really... strong.”

I looked down at myself. I wasn’t glowing. Maybe I still had a lot to figure out. “I hope I’ll see you again.”

“I hope so too,” she said. “Because... I love you.”

And then I felt that rush of energy. I felt myself starting to glow. Then, I felt an energy surging through her hands, into my body. I leaned forward to kiss her, and then a bright light took us both away, together.

THE END
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BIGGER THAN YOU


Mitch just can’t catch any luck with the ladies. It all started when his high-school sweetheart left him for a barrel-chested gym rat with big muscles. He can’t help but wonder: is that what all girls want?

Wanting changes in his life, he decides to sign up for a membership at his local gym. The gym is a bit unorthodox in its methods, and his orientation starts with a chat that feels more like a therapy session. But the gym’s administrator ensures him that it’s important to understand every client on a deeper level before pairing them with a personal trainer.

Mitch isn’t quite so sure he made the right decision when he meets his trainer: a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Samantha. Samantha doesn’t seem to be pushing Mitch into building big muscles. She has other plans in her head, but keeps ensuring him that he’s on the right track. He’s not so certain she knows what she’s doing, but he signed the contract and agreed to pay for a year of personal training.


CHAPTER 1
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Iwas cursed with a small, skinny body.

No, I’m not being dramatic. My body was holding me back in life, and if you don’t believe me, then just listen to this story: the story of Amanda, my first girlfriend.

I asked her out in the seventh grade. She beamed with glowing eyes. “Really?” she said. “Yes! Of course I’ll go out with you! I’d love that so much!”

I wasn’t that small back then. I was a normal size for a seventh-grader, and I had all of the confidence in the world back then. I took Amanda out to the movies. I took her out for milkshakes. We had a lot of fun together. Our relationship was so perfect, that you can grab any yearbook between the seventh grade and the twelfth grade, and you’ll see us with our own page. ‘CUTEST COUPLE IN SCHOOL’ is what they called us…
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But it was around the tenth grade that I started to worry. I noticed Amanda was spending a lot of time around a guy named Deacon. I always thought he was an annoying ‘bro’, spending all of his free time in the school gym, lifting weights, pounding his chest like a wild gorilla. He was as thick as an old barn beam, physically and mentally. He was failing most of his classes, and his grammar was worse than my four-year-old cousin. But Amanda was always gravitating towards him, and once, I caught her staring at him during gym class when Deacon randomly pulled off his shirt and started flexing his muscles. “You don’t want me to look like that, do you?” I asked her.

“No, of course not,” she said, but I wasn’t so sure… especially when I borrowed her laptop one evening while we were studying, and her browser was opened to his social media page: a picture of him topless, flexing his muscles.

He was bigger than me.

My confidence started to wane. Is that what Amanda really wanted?

It was around that time that we stopped kissing as much. She told me that the tenth grade would be the year we took each other’s virginity… but the tenth grade came and went. We hardly kissed at all through the eleventh grade. She was starting to act more like a friend than a girlfriend. When she came over, she just wanted to hang out, as if she was one of the guys. We played video games, watched movies… but when I tried to cuddle with her, she would say things like, ‘Not right now. I’m just feeling really hot,’ or, ‘I just feel really uncomfortable with the idea of being touched right now. It’s nothing personal. I think I’m about to get my period.’ I tried not to think into it too much… but it wasn’t so simple, because she was always spending time with Deacon.

“You’re not going to cheat on me, right?” I asked her.

“Are you serious, Mitch? Do you actually think that I would cheat on you?” she said to me, perplexed, sweeping her long blonde hair away from her face.

“I don’t know. You’re just… You’re always talking to Deacon.”

“Ew. You think I would go for a guy like Deacon? He’s not my type at all. You should know that.”
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“But he’s bigger than me,” I said.

“So?” she asked with a laugh. “What does that have to do with anything?”

I felt a bit better after that conversation, but a week later, I saw that she had a picture of him saved on her phone, and when I went to his social media pages, I couldn’t find that photo anywhere. It was as if he sent it to her directly—as if he took it for her. In the photo, he was topless (of course). He was flexing his arms and his chest, and his jeans were unzipped, showing off his shaved pubic area.

I asked Amanda why she had that photo saved to her phone, and she claimed that Deacon did it as a joke. “He took my phone while I was in the bathroom, and he took the photo. He’s such an asshole.”

“Then why do you hang out with him all the time?” I asked.

“I don’t hang out with him,” she said. “He’s just in my friend group. Why have you been so insecure lately? It’s really starting to be a turnoff.”

I didn’t think that I was being insecure; I thought that my concerns were genuine, but I tried to back off. I tried to pretend like I wasn’t bothered. Amanda was still my girlfriend, after all. If she wanted to be with Deacon, she would have simply left me for Deacon.

The next big concern came during prom. I was there with Amanda. She was dressed in a very skimpy dress, showing off her young, perky cleavage. The sparkly skirt of her blue dress didn’t even cover her whole ass. Guys were checking her out all night; and at first, I felt like a king. I liked that all of the guys were ogling her, jealous of me… but then I saw Deacon with his arm around her. He was whispering in her ear, and she was grinning.
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I walked over. “Hey man, get your arm off of her,” I said.

He started laughing at me. “What’s the matter? I can’t touch my friend now?” he said. “You really need to figure your self-esteem out, Mitchy.”

“Don’t call me Mitchy,” I said.

I had my hands clenched into fists. Amanda put her hand on my arm, trying to pull me back from him. Now, Mitch was taking off his coat, ready to fight. “Don’t do this, Mitch,” she said to me. “He’s bigger than you.”

And he really was bigger than me. His arms were about as thick as my midsection—not to mention he had about six or seven inches on me. It was a fight that I was destined to lose. So I backed off, and then I heard some laughter, as if it was funny that I wasn’t man enough to stand up for myself.

Later that night, I couldn’t find Amanda anywhere. Deacon was gone too. They were gone together, for almost a full hour. Deacon returned first, smirking, hair ruffled. Amanda returned ten minutes later, makeup smeared. “What happened to you?” I asked.

“Nothing,” she said with narrow, defensive eyes. “Why are you always accusing me of cheating on you!?”

“I never said anything about cheating!” I said.

A small crowd formed, watching our little spat.

“So where were you?”

“Why do I have to tell you where I go every minute of every day? My God, Mitch! You’re such a control freak! You’re so insecure, it’s out of control!”

She stormed off, and I didn’t get any action on prom night. I was still a virgin. Many of my friends lost their virginity that night. And I was fairly sure that Amanda lost hers as well…

I didn’t go to the best college. I was accepted to one of the best, but I opted to go with Amanda, to a small college in a small town in another province. I was convinced that it was more important to be with her than to get a fancy degree at a fancy university.

But things didn’t go according to plan. Amanda never moved into our shared dorm. “I thought we were going to live together,” I said.

“Why would you think that?” she said. “Mitch—I thought that we had an agreement.”

“An agreement?” I said, perplexed.

She nodded her head. “I thought we were going to be more… open while we were at college. I thought we would both explore our options. I mean—how can we know that we’re meant to be together if we don’t know what it’s like to be with other people?”

It wouldn’t have stung so badly had Deacon not been accepted to the same university. It was only a week later that I saw them together, and this time, their lips were locked. He was exploring her with his big, meaty hands. My heart broke. She turned and looked at me. She didn’t have any remorse in her eyes. In fact, I’m pretty sure I saw her blushing and smiling.

And to rub salt into my wounds, when we were fighting about it later, she said, “I thought you would be happy for me!” I didn’t know how to interpret what she was saying; she was talking to me as if I was the crazy one for being heartbroken.

That night, she told me, “I think we’re done, Mitch.” And that was it for us: almost six years, flushed down the toilet.

“I don’t know what I did wrong,” I said to Emerson, a good friend of mine who knew me and Amanda.

“There’s nothing you could have done about it, brother,” Emerson said to me. “He’s just… bigger than you. Girls prefer bigger guys.” He said it as if it was so simple and so easy to understand. But I wasn’t so sure anymore; Amanda was always telling me that it didn’t matter, that size meant nothing, and that I was insecure for ever thinking that it meant anything. My heart was broken and now my brain seemed broken as well; I didn’t know what to believe.

I took a year off of dating. I couldn’t even look at a woman without thinking about Amanda. It didn’t help that I constantly saw her around, with Deacon, always with her hands on his big muscles. I decided that I wouldn’t date again until I could get big, just like him.

So I got a cheap membership at the university gym. I started following YouTube tutorials on how to get big. I must have eaten two dozen eggs every week, and more chicken breasts than I could count. I was in that damned gym almost every day. And after six months of tireless training, I managed to go from 134 pounds to…

“132 pounds!?” I said, staring at the scale with shock on my face. I couldn’t believe it. I hadn’t put on any weight. Somehow, I managed to lose two pounds.

I spiralled into a pit of hopelessness. I stopped going to the gym, because I was sure that the other guys were laughing at me, as if I was the punchline of some sort of inside joke. I hated going into that godforsaken gym. I couldn’t even walk by the windows without seeing them chuckling at me.

I was cursed with that small, skinny body. And I was sure that my fate was sealed… until five years later.

I was at home, alone, on Instagram, when I came across an old high-school classmate. He was a small, nerdy guy back then—even smaller than me—but he was anything but small now. Now, he had filled out. He had an action star chest and arms that multiple girls could hang off of… and they literally were hanging off of his arms in one of his posts.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I went through all of his photos. And I only had to go a single year back to see him how I remembered him: skinny, like me. How did he change so much in a single year? I went through all of his photos again, and then I saw that he uploaded a before-and-after comparison: photos taken exactly twelve months apart. “I owe it all to Five-Star Gym,” he said.

Of course, I looked up Five-Star gym. It was close to my apartment—just a handful of blocks away. I went to their website. They had so many transformation photos: pictures of guys like me, turned into handsome hulks like Deacon. My heart raced with hopefulness, though I hadn’t forgotten all of the time I’d already spent in that university gym (I hadn’t eaten a single egg since). So maybe I wasn’t entirely hopeful, but there was enough hope burning in me to get me into that gym, and into an office with the gym administrator.

“So, tell me, Mitch: what is it that you’re looking for,” he said to me.

“I just want to be bigger,” I said. “Bigger than I am now.”

“How much bigger?” he said.

“A lot bigger.”

“That’s very vague. And you know that you can’t make yourself taller by working out… right?”

“Obviously I know that,” I said. I was perked up, excited, surrounded by amazing transformation photos; they were all over the office walls. “I just—I want to look like these guys.” I motioned to those photos.

“Well, all of these guys look different,” he said. “These are all different body types. And all of these guys had different goals. So, what’s your goal?” He leaned forward and grinned, looking a bit like a used car salesman, with his unbuttoned dress shirt. I couldn’t help but feel like I was falling for a sort of scam. There was a certain amount of sleaze emanating off of that man.

“I want to be bigger,” I said again.

“You already said that, Mitchy.” I hated being called Mitchy. I instantly thought of Deacon, and I started wondering if I was really in the right place. But I hadn’t been on a date in almost five years. I hated being doomed to loneliness. I had to make changes, and those changes needed to be to my body. My body was holding me back. “Be more specific. Why do you want to be bigger?”

I stared at him for a long moment before shrugging my shoulders. “I don’t know. I just want it.”

“Nobody just wants it for no reason,” he said. “Is it a health thing? Do you want the health benefits? Are you trying to get a promotion at work? There was a big study recently that proved that fit men are more likely to be promoted than their unfit peers.” It didn’t sound super scientific, but that didn’t mean that he was lying.

“Sure,” I said.

“Not sure,” he said, shaking his head. “I need you to be specific. Here at Five-Star, we create tailored programs to fit the needs of individuals—and every individual is different. It’s my job to ensure you get the right personal trainer: someone who can work with your specific needs and desires. So tell me, Mitchy: what is it that you really want in life?”

“I want to be bigger,” I said again.

He groaned. “Stop thinking about your body, Mitchy. Talk to me like I’m your therapist. Call me Dr. Five-Star. Everything you say in here stays between you and me. What do you really want?”

“I want a bigger body. I want muscles.”

He started shaking his head. “Go deeper, Mitch. Why do you want muscles. Be honest with me now. Real transformation starts with honesty. Tell me what you want, Mitchy.”

I bit down on my tongue. “I just want…”

“Say it, Mitch! You’re so close! Just say it!”

“I want…”

“You can do it!” He was almost standing right now, leaning right over his little desk.

“I want bigger muscles.”

He groaned. “I can’t help you if you can’t be open, Mitchy. Nobody can. You can either be open and honest with me, or you can be the way you are forever. It’s up to you. In that case, I would recommend the bronze package; it’s what we usually recommend to the fatties who come in at the start of January, thinking they’re finally going to stick to that New Year’s Resolution. Well, they never do, and we’re not trying to rob anyone here. We’re not interested in taking advantage of anyone; there are lots of gyms around here that do that. If you want help, we will happily help. If you just want to feel good about yourself with a gym membership card in your wallet, we can do that too.”

“I want to change,” I said firmly. “I really do.”

“Then you have to be more specific with me, Mitchy.”

I bit hard on my tongue. “First of all, I hate being called Mitchy. If you could stop that, that would be great. Second of all… I want girls, okay? I want girls to notice me. I want them to like me. I—I’m sick of them looking at me and laughing. I’m tired of them backing away from me when I get close to them, as if I have boils on my face. I’m just sick of it, okay? I’m skinny. No girl wants a skinny loser. I mean—yeah—maybe I can find some desperate girl who doesn’t think she can do any better, and maybe it can work for a while… but then some bigger guy will probably just come around and steal her from me. I can’t do that… I can’t do it again. I just… I want bigger muscles, okay? Is that so complicated? I want to be bigger. I don’t want to compete with jacked dudes anymore. I get it: it’s a battle I can’t win.”

Now, the administrator was nodding his head slowly. He had a small grin on his face. “You want bigger muscles, huh?” he said.

“That’s literally all I want.”

He stared at me for a long, long time. “Okay. Well, in that case, I would strongly recommend the gold tier.”

He pushed his price sheet towards me. The gold-tier was in a square of gold foil, printed in big, bold letters. The ‘perks’ were seemingly endless: access to amenities, being able to access the gym at gold-tier-member-only hours, and, best of all, access to a personal trainer, on call. He would be available to me at any hour of any day, with just a couple hours of notice.

But my gaze drifted down to that price. I gasped when I saw it. “People pay that!?” I said.

“It’s really not that expensive, all things considered,” he said to me with a big grin in his voice. “I mean—just think of everything you’re getting: your own personal trainer, a uniquely tailored fitness plan… and unlimited access. Oh, but best of all, you get the accountability.”

“Accountability? What do you mean by that?” I said, looking up at him to see his big grin.

“We keep you accountable,” he said. “Your trainer will make sure you don’t miss your sessions. They will motivate you when you’ve got no motivation. They will push you when you’re tired—and that’s really the secret to success, Mitchy. It seems so simple, but it’s really so effective. So what do you say? Can I sign you up?”

He already had the contract ready. He slid it towards me, along with that pen. I stared at it. It was a lot of money—pretty much all of the money that I had. “And that’s… monthly, right?” I said. “It’s not weekly?”

“Of course,” he said. “It’s really a great deal, don’t you think?”

I felt sick. It was almost everything I had to spare—on a gym membership.

I took the pen. I was ready to be done with my skinny body. Now, it was time for a new chapter in my life.


CHAPTER 2
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It was 4:00 AM the next morning when I woke up to my buzzing phone. I groaned and pushed the phone away from my pillow, onto the floor, so the buzzing wouldn’t wake me up. I had a feeling it was a wrong-number or some spam call from India.

But the phone kept ringing, and ringing, and ringing. The person wasn’t giving up. I growled and rolled onto my back. “Fine!” I shouted, and then I snatched my phone and looked at the number. It wasn’t a name I recognized. ‘SAM THOMAS’.

I answered the phone. “Hello?” I said, groggy even though I was trying not to sound groggy.

“Is this Mitch?” a feminine voice asked.

“Who is this? Who died?” I sat up and rubbed my eyes. “Do you have any idea what time it is?”

“It’s time to work out,” the voice said. “Why aren’t you here at the gym?”

“The gym?” I said. I looked at the clock on my phone again, thinking that maybe I just read the time wrong. “It’s four in the morning.”

“It’s time to work out,” she said. “Get your butt over here.”

“I’ve only been asleep for, like, two hours,” I groaned.

“That’s your problem. You’re paying me to train you, and right now, you’re missing your training. So get over here.”

She hung up on me before I could get another word in. Honestly, I thought about going back to sleep, but I was too perplexed to lay back down. I rubbed my eyes again, groaned, and then I slipped out of bed. I figured I could always go back to sleep after the gym. Plus, getting the workout in at 4:00 AM seemed like a better idea than doing it around noon, when there would be dozens of people in the gym to see me, and hundreds of people walking by on the street. 4:00 AM offered a bit of privacy, and that’s what I needed until I was fit enough to not be an embarrassment.

I walked through the dark, quiet streets of my neighbourhood. I tried to think when the last time I was awake that early was. It must have been close to a decade—probably for some flight or another. It was a five-block walk to the gym, and I didn’t see a single turned-on car or a single lit window the whole way—until I saw that glowing gym.

There were a few cars parked out front, but I could only see two guys inside: enormous, buff men who were always there, always pumping weights, adding a few ounces onto their already-massive bodies. They both eyed me as I stepped in. One of them grinned before looking away, as if to say, ‘Oh, it’s another one of these guys who comes for a week and then never shows up again.’ I looked away from him. I wanted to prove him wrong, but he was probably right; I was probably going to lose my motivation after a few weeks, at most, and then it would just be another block that I avoided so that the gym-rats wouldn’t recognize me and laugh at me.

I looked around, unsure of where I was supposed to go. There was a large-breasted blonde woman sitting on a stationary bike. Her hair was straightened, flowing halfway down her back. She was wearing what appeared to be a bikini, yellow in colour, with brand-new baby-blue sneakers on her feet, and a matching blue cap on her head. Her big, fake eyelashes suggested that she was one of those girls who had a gym membership strictly to meet men. Now, she was probably targeting those early-morning guys. They were the biggest of all the gym-rats. Hell, you can’t even call them gym-rats at that point; they’re more like gym-capybaras.

I sauntered around the gym, holding that tattered old gym bag (I got it for two dollars at Value Village, even though I could easily afford a new one. I didn’t want to look like a complete beginner, so buying used seemed like a sensible solution).

“Looking for something?” the woman with the long blonde hair asked. “The lockers are just over there.”
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“I’m, uh, just looking for my trainer,” I said.

“What’s his name?”

“I don’t actually know. I think it’s a woman.”

She smiled and then she stood up. “Samantha?” she asked.

“I really don’t know. They never told me. It’s, uh, my first day.” I said it very quietly, and I felt horribly embarrassed to be admitting it to her, though I’m sure it was obvious. My thin frame wasn’t fooling anyone.

“Are you Mitch?”

I nodded my head.

Then she smiled and reached out her hand. Her smile was big, as if she was trying not to laugh. I was starting to think that they were all in on it: a big scheme to steal money from poor, sad losers like myself. “I’m Samantha,” she said. “Call me Sam if you want. I’m going to be your personal trainer. Let’s get right to it—alright?”

“Um, okay,” I said. I looked back and saw the pair of hulks looking at us. They both looked me up and down before turning back to their own business. A chill ran down my spine. I just hated being in that gym. I couldn’t wait to have a few pounds of muscle on me, so I wouldn’t look like such a pathetic beginner.

She took me over to the bench press. “Lay down,” she said.

“Shouldn’t we warm up first?”

“Didn’t you walk here?” she asked.

“Yeah, but, like… I always start by riding the bike for a bit.”

“I don’t care what you normally do,” she said. “That’s a waste of calories. You’re trying to put on muscle, right? Why would you carelessly burn those calories then?”

“I—I don’t know,” I said.

“I mean, if you want to keep your thin frame, then by all means—let’s start on the bike. In fact, let’s just do nothing but bike, then you can maybe even get a bit thinner.”

“I get it,” I said. “That’s why I hired you. I don’t know what I’m doing.”

She smiled. “You’re in the right hands.”

“But, uh…” I paused for a moment, trying to choose my words carefully. She wasn’t jacked. She had the body of an Instagram model—not a bodybuilder. In fact, she basically had my body—if I had breasts and fake lashes. There were no signs that she’d ever used that bench press machine, or any of those machines. Sure, she probably knew a thing or two about dieting, and she probably had a pretty good cardio routine. But what could this chick know about building muscle mass?

I figured I could give her the benefit of the doubt. I was desperate, after all, and I’d already paid for the month.
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She started by making me do sets of ten, with low weight… actually, it was just the bar at first, which felt heavy enough. Then, she added ten pounds onto each side. Then she added ten more onto each side and lowered the reps to eight. My arms were already starting to get exhausted. Let’s do a set of four,” she said, and then she put twenty more pounds onto each side. I have to embarrassingly admit that I was only able to do two before my arms started to wobble and she had to save me from dropping that bar onto my face.

“That’s all you can do?” she said, giving me a face that I was familiar with: a face that many women showed me whenever I looked at them. It was that, ‘Ew—are you actually about to hit on me right now?’ face. Except now, it was more like, ‘Ew—can you really call yourself a man after that embarrassing display?’

I blushed and looked away from her.

Next, we went to another chest machine, which was similar to the bench press. She put on a bit of weight and had me squeeze the pair of plates together, as if I was trying to clap. “Pull apart slowly,” she said. After five reps, I was already wobbling. I felt like my arms were already done for the day—unable to handle anything else.

But she kept pushing me. She sat behind me and reached around me, putting her palms against the backs of my hands—and her breasts against my back. She pushed me through the motions. “Keep going,” she said.

And I have to admit that I didn’t mind the human touch. She smelled nice, and her perky breasts in that thin bikini, or sports-bra, or whatever it was… let’s just say that I could feel everything. It was a nice reminder of what I was doing all of this for. One day, I might be snuggling with a girl—though I would probably be the one in the back, with my arms around her.

That thought gave me a bit of strength—enough to do another set while straining and groaning embarrassingly.

But the embarrassment was only just beginning. The next machine was awkward and I couldn’t quite figure it out. I tried pushing on the plates, but they would hardly move. “I think it’s too much weight,” I said. And then she rolled her eyes. “Don’t be ridiculous, Mitch. You just need to push yourself.” She pushed me aside and then demonstrated, easily pushing the plates, as if they weighed nothing. I tried to imitate her, but I wasn’t able to push nearly as much as her.

She was much, much stronger than me, even though we looked about the same. Of course, I knew that she was a personal trainer. She worked at that gym and worked with that equipment every day; but it was still strangely emasculating, seeing her easily pushing around what I could hardly budge.

“What’s the matter?” she asked. “Why are you so down all of a sudden?”
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“I’m not. I’m fine,” I said. Then I stretched out my arms. My shoulders were sore. I caught a glimpse of her page in her binder: the rest of the routine for the day. We’d hardly just begun, and I felt like I couldn’t do any more.

She led me over to the dumbbells and told me to lay on my back. I did, and then she put a pair of twenty-pound weights into my hands. “Push all the way up, until they tap, and then go as far down as you can.” I was able to do four, but she wanted me to do twenty. “C’mon, Mitch! Man up! Let’s see you push yourself. You won’t get bigger if you don’t push yourself.”

I heard the snicker of one of the big gym hulks. I looked over just as he was looking away from me. That emasculating feeling was getting worse—and then it got so much worse when she took a pair of weights from the rack—double what I was doing—and demonstrated the proper technique. The gym hulks giggled again, and in that moment, I was finished.

“Can I talk with you over in the office for a minute?” I asked.

“Why?” she said.

“I just want to talk in the office,” I said, looking away from her, unable to look into her face. So she entertained me, walking over to the office, and then I closed the door so the gym hulks wouldn’t hear me, giving them something else to laugh about. “I don’t want to do this. I, uh, think I want my money back.”

She stared into my eyes. “What’s wrong?”

“It’s just not for me,” I said. “I’m not strong enough for this.”

“That’s the whole point, Mitch. Doing this every day will make you stronger.”

“But it’s just not for me, alright? I’ll take a refund. Even, like, an 80% refund. I’m sorry I wasted your time.”

“You can do this, Mitch. Don’t get so down on yourself. You’ve already made some progress. You’re going to be sore tomorrow, but in a few days, you’ll be stronger than you were this morning.”

“Just give me the refund, please,” I said.

She shook her head. “No refunds,” she said.

“What? That can’t be real. Nobody mentioned that.”

“It was in the contract. It’s also right there, on the wall.” She pointed to a sign that said, ‘GOLD TIER MEMBERSHIPS CAN NOT BE REFUNDED.’
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“What the hell! Why not? I can’t just lose that money! Okay, whatever. I guess it’s a lesson-learned. I’ll just lose the sixteen-hundred.”

“Well, it’s actually eighteen-hundred after fees, and closer to two-thousand after taxes.”

I groaned. “Story of my life,” I mumbled.

“God, you’re really a downer. You really need to stay here with me, Mitch. I can help you. I’m sure that I can pick you up from this slump.”

“I’m not in a slump,” I lied. “I just thought this would be different than it is. So, I guess I’m out two grand. It is what it is.”

“Twenty-four grand, actually,” she said, blushing.

“What?”

“You signed up for the gold tier,” she said. “After fees and taxes, it’s about two-grand per month—and you signed a year commitment.”

“Stop,” I said. “You’re fucking with me. Surely, you’re fucking with me.”

She shook her head. “It sounds like a lot, but you get full access to all the amenities, and you get your own personal trainer—me. You do realize that you’re getting full-time access to me, right? You and me are going to be, like, best-buddies over the next year. Trust me, Mitch—you won’t regret it. It sounds like a lot of money, but it’s worth it. It will be a life-changing experience.”

I shook my head. I looked back and saw the two gym hulks giggling, looking through that office window at me before moving onto their next set of huge weights.

“I just can’t do it. I’ll figure out a way to get a refund of some sort. I’m sure there’s some loophole. But thank you for your time. I really appreciate it.”

I stood up. She tried to talk me out of leaving, but I was determined to get out of there. I hated gyms so much. I hated gym-rats and the smell of sweat and metal and rubber. I especially hated the sound of those huge men dropping those massive weights on the floor: that loud clunk that made me jump every time, as if some shooter was bursting in and firing up the place.

I guess I was just doomed to be skinny forever.

But Samantha wasn’t going to let me get away so easily. It was 4:00 AM the next morning when my phone rang again. It rang and rang and rang until I answered. “Who is it?”
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“It’s Sam,” she said. “It’s time to work out.”

“I told you: I’m not coming back.”

“Yes, you are,” she said. “Because if you don’t, you have to pay the inconvenience fee.”

“The what?” I said.

“Every time you miss a session without twenty-four hours’ notice, you have to pay a fifty-dollar fee.”

“But I told you I wasn’t coming back!” I said.

“That’s not an option, Mitch! I was hired to keep you accountable, so that’s what I’m going to do. Now get down here and let’s get to work!”

I groaned loudly. I really didn’t want to go to that damned gym; I was sore and the place was horribly embarrassing… but I couldn’t lose fifty bucks. I was already flat-broke and in debt. So I grabbed my gym bag and dragged my feet down to that gym. She was waiting for me there, in a super-tight bodysuit, showing off her super-slim model body. It was almost like she wanted me to see just how small and feminine she was, so I knew how embarrassing it was that she could push around more weight than me.
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“Okay,” I said. “I’m here. I showed up. But I’m really, really sore from yesterday. I don’t think I can do a workout today—but I showed up, so you aren’t going to charge me the no-show fee… right?”

“You’re a no-show until your workout is done,” she said with a grin on her face.

I took a deep breath. I couldn’t help but feel like this whole thing was a scam, and I foolishly signed myself up for it. I should have read the fine-print on that contract. Hell—I should have just stayed at home; I knew that I wasn’t capable of packing on muscle, so why was I trying? Why did I think that some employee at a gym would be the secret to fixing me? “I’m going to get a lawyer,” I said. “There’s no way that this is legal.”

“Mitch,” she said, tsking and shaking her head. “You’re paying us to keep you accountable. You agreed to this. It’s a perk of the highest tier.”

“Yeah,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Some perk…”

“Now hop onto the leg press. It’s leg day. No more whining. Let’s go.”

I groaned. I wanted to continue the argument, but those gym hulks were chuckling at me from across the large space, and a small part of me wanted to prove to them that I wasn’t a gigantic wuss, even though I probably was.

I got onto the stupid machine and waited for her to set the weight and explain to me what I was doing. “Now go,” she said, so I pushed the weight. It was heavy. I had to strain to make the plates move.

“It’s just too much,” I said.

“You have to push yourself to build muscle,” she said.

I tried to push, but it was just too much work. “I can’t do it,” I said after just three reps. “I’m done. It’s just too much. I’m guessing this whole thing is just some scheme to rip off people like me—people who are desperate and down on their luck.”

“Man,” she said. “You really do like feeling sorry for yourself, huh?”

“Don’t be rude,” I growled.

“Don’t feel so sorry for yourself. Your problem isn’t your strength; it’s your resolve. You have no motivation to push the weight, even though your body is perfectly capable of doing it. You either want it or you don’t. I can push you all you want, but you have to want it at the end of the day.”
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“I do want it!” I snapped. “It’s literally the only thing that I want! But you’re right—I’m not motivated enough to do it, because I’m not convinced it’s even possible. I’ll put all of this work in for weeks, months—and maybe even until this year is over—and I’ll be in the same exact position. I’m tempted to prove it to you, just so you get off of my back, but I also don’t want to kill myself just to make a point!”

“It’s my job to motivate you,” she said. “And I’m going to do everything I can to do it.” She placed her hands on her hips, looking a bit like a superhero—but right now, she was feeling more like a supervillain.

“I just can’t do it,” I said.

“It’s almost twenty-thousand dollars,” she said.

I paused. I thought about what she was saying—but I didn’t know what she was saying. “What is?” I asked.

“A full year of no-show fees,” she said. “Tack that onto the full year of gold-tier membership…”

“I’ll get a lawyer; I swear.”

“That’s fine,” she said. “We have a whole team of lawyers—the same people who made the contract you signed.” She had a big grin on her face, as if she knew that she was strong-arming me into working out; this was just another strategy to force me to workout. “Our lawyers would crush whatever low-budget lawyer you find. Plus, I didn’t even mention the late fees. We charge interest on late fees.”

“This is robbery,” I said.

“Well, there are no late fees if you show up for your workouts,” she grinned.

“I showed up.”

“You haven’t showed up until the workout is done,” she said, completing our argument cycle.

“Fine!” I snapped. “Let’s just get this over with!” Now, I had to work out just to minimize the damage; I was now cutting my losses. But I wasn’t going to kill myself doing it. I fully planned on putting in the lowest amount of effort, knowing it was a waste of time.

I got onto the leg press and tried to push the weights. I complained until she rolled her eyes and lowered the weight. Then, I did the bare minimum. Next, we went to do squats. Again, I put in the bare minimum. She kept rolling her eyes, and the gym hulks kept on chuckling at me from a distance.
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“You aren’t going to put on any muscle with this low-effort, Mitch,” she groaned.

“I told you: I’m not going to put on any muscle at all. I’ve been trying my whole life.”

“Maybe you haven’t tried hard enough; if this is the effort you’ve been putting in, then your problem is obvious.”

“I’ve tried hard,” I said. “And it amounted to nothing. I’m not doing that again.”

“So why did you even sign up for this?” she asked. “Why pay for the highest tier? You obviously thought there was some chance of getting ripped.”

“Because I want to attract girls!” I snapped. I don’t know why I was so honest so suddenly, but I really couldn’t take the long arguments anymore. “It’s been months since I’ve been near a woman. And the last time I touched a woman… I can’t even remember! It’s been over five years. I get it—I see you looking at me like that, trying not to laugh. I’m a loser. I’m pathetic. Okay—I get it. But it’s the truth; girls won’t touch me because I’m a scrawny loser.”

“My God, Mitch,” she said. “If you can’t stop feeling sorry for yourself, you might just be hopeless. Pick yourself up. Slap some sense into yourself. You’re not that bad. You’re a bit skinny, but you’ve got a handsome face. I’m sure you have a good personality when you’re not being such a whiny bitch.”

“What did you just call me?” I gasped.

“A whiny bitch—because that’s what you’re being.”

“Okay. I think we’re done here,” I said, stepping away from the squat rack.

She grabbed my wrist. “Wait,” she said. “I want to try one more thing. Get back under the bar.”

“I don’t want to,” I said.

“Do it, Mitch,” she said firmly, with intense eyes. She was suddenly very intimidating for a short, skinny blonde. I felt suddenly small, and vulnerable. I felt like a ten-year-old facing his schoolteacher, right after doing something naughty.

“Okay,” I said softly, and then I stepped under the bar. She stepped around me, standing in front of me. Then, she reached back and pulled up a small weight bench. She spread her legs wide and inched in close to me, so she was sitting right under me. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Every time you come all the way down, you can push your face into my tits,” she said. She grabbed the top of her tight bodysuit. “If you can do more than ten reps, you can suck my nipples.”

I was frozen, shocked, thinking I was mishearing. I stuttered. “What?” I managed to say.
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“Do a squat. Come down low enough to get your face between my tits.”

I didn’t know what to do. I could feel my face turning dark red.

“Do it, Mitch,” she said with that firm voice.

So I gripped the bar, nestling it on my shoulders. It was heavy, but I didn’t want to embarrass myself. I started to bend my knees.

“Straight back,” she said.

I tried to follow her command. I went low. As my head passed her head, she pulled her top down, exposing her breasts: her naked, braless breasts. She leaned forward, pushing her perky tits against my face. The warm softness of her boobs was like magic against my face. I hadn’t felt breasts in so long! She even pushed them together, sandwiching my face for a moment before pulling herself away and covering herself back up. “That’s one rep,” she said. “Stand back up and do it again.”

I stuttered, unable to come up with anything to say. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. My legs were trembling. I went down again. Down went her top. I nestled my face between her breasts, feeling a bit like a pathetic loser who was getting some pity action—but I also felt like a superhero, getting to feel the perfect breasts of a ten-out-of-ten blonde.

“You’re doing great, Mitch,” she said after my fifth rep. “Keep going.”

It was hard, but I pushed through the pain. I managed to get to ten reps. I wasn’t sure I could do more, but I really wanted to see if she was serious about letting me suck her nipples. When I went down that eleventh time, she lifted up her right breast, putting her perky nipple into my mouth. She let me suck her for a few seconds, and then she leaned back. I tried hard to get a twelfth rep in, but now my legs were toast.

“So you could do it,” she grinned, adjusting her breasts in the top of her bodysuit. “Let’s move on.” She had a big smirk on her face as she led me to the dumbbell area. “We’re going to do lunges,” she said, setting up a little platform. “You know how to do lunges, right?” She handed me a pair of heavy weights. “Do you prefer tits or ass?”

“What?” I said.

“Do you want my tits again, or would you prefer my ass?”

“Um…” I said, feeling flustered, embarrassed, but also like the luckiest man alive. I was no longer regretting that expensive fee.

“Okay, you had the tits, so let’s do ass this time.”

She showed me how to do a proper lunge, and then she stood up on her little platform. She bent over and turned to look back at me. “With each lunge, you can press your face into my ass.”

It seemed weird at first, but she had a great ass. It was, quite possibly, the best ass I’d ever seen, and without doubt the best ass I’d ever buried my face into. I managed to do twenty lunges, which impressed her. “I thought you’d only do a dozen at most,” she said, giggling.

I was still red all over, flustered, and hardly able to conjure up words. I stuttered again.

“Next, we’ll do some deadlifts. I know your arms are sore, but just do your best. If you can do eight reps, I’ll give you tongue.”

“Tongue?” I said.

She nodded her head. Then, she gave me a little demonstration—of the tongue, in my mouth, and then the deadlift. “Now go ahead.”

I was shaking all over. Was she coming onto me? Did she want to kiss me? It sure felt like it. Though it was hard to believe that she could be attracted to me—and not just because of my scrawny body. I’d done nothing but nag and complain with her—more than usual—so I really gave her nothing to be attracted to. But now, she was doing a great job of making me want to work out. I really was pushing myself. I wanted that kiss, even if it was just a pity kiss. I did the reps, and then she locked her lips with mine.

We did another set of all the exercises, with all of the same rewards: breasts, ass, and tongue. Finally, after three sets, I was burned out. I could hardly move, but I felt like a proper champion, with a big grin on my face. But she wasn’t finished with me.

“Back to the squat rack,” she said. I reluctantly followed her.

“I can’t do anymore.”

“Sure you can,” she said, adding more weight onto the bar. “You just have to do three squats.”

“I can’t squat that much,” I said. “That’s not just me being a whiner. That’s… That’s a lot of weight.”

“You’ll do it if you want a hand job,” she said.

“A what!?” I gasped.

“You heard me. Now give it a go.”

I got under the bar. I was shaking all over. My muscles felt weak. I got the bar onto my shoulders and I tried to stand up. The weight was intense, making me wobble from side to side. “Oh God,” I said. “I’m going to hurt myself.”

“I’m right here. You’ll be fine.”

I took a deep breath. I did the first squat. It was hard and I hardly made it back up.

She reached around and stroked my cock with her gentle fingertips. “That was so good, Mitch. Keep going.”

Now, my cock was throbbing, getting hard. Was I really going to get a hand job?

I pushed myself hard to do that second squat, straining and groaning. I managed to get it up.

She reached around and grabbed my hardening shaft through my shorts. “Oh my God, Mitch, you’re doing so good. Keep going, Mitch. Don’t stop, baby. Keep going.” She was moaning, sounding like she was on the verge of having an orgasm. My face was so red; I tried not to look forward at the mirror.
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“Oh God,” I groaned.

I tried to go down, even though my body was begging me not to. I strained and bit my tongue. I pushed as hard as I could…

But I couldn’t get back up. I was stuck. My legs were wobbling. I had to beg her to help me, so she grabbed the bar and pulled it back up.

Now, I was standing, weak and wobbling, with an erection.

“Sorry, Mitch,” she smiled. “Maybe tomorrow.” She turned around and started walking towards her office. “Stretch it out. Take all the time you need. I’ll see you tomorrow morning at four.”

And I made sure to set my alarm, because I didn’t plan on missing that next session.


CHAPTER 3
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Ibeat Samantha to the gym that morning. When she walked in and saw me, her eyes lit up. “Mitch!” she said. “I was not expecting to see you here so early!”

“I guess I set my alarm a bit too early,” I blushed. I tried not to be too much a pervert, fighting the urge to look down at her body. She was wearing a tiny skirt and a tight crop-top with spaghetti straps. She was braless under that tight top; her fat nipples were poking out, trying to break through that thin fabric. “So, uh, what are we doing today?”

“Back and shoulders,” she said. “Think you’re ready for it?”

“I’ve never been more ready,” I smiled. I felt so energized, so optimistic. I felt like I was finally starting to turn a new leaf: shedding that mopey cynicism that had been holding me back for so long.

“Then let’s start,” she smiled. She led me over to a station that she’d set up the night before, just for me. She got onto the bench and demonstrated the first exercise. It seemed like a good way to make my already-sore arms even more sore, but I got into position and did it, waiting for the ‘reward’. I thought she would let me kiss her again, or maybe nuzzle my face between her tits again…

But nothing happened.

“Good. Next exercise,” she smiled, and she demonstrated.

“That’s it?” I said.

“What’s it?”

“We’re not going to… I don’t know… spice it up?”

She stared at me for a long moment before grinning and shaking her head. “Don’t tell me that you think I’ll give you treatment like yesterday every day.”

“What?” I said, acting coy. “No—I’m not like that. I just…. I thought that worked really well yesterday.”

“I’m not a prostitute, Mitch,” she said, putting her hands on her hips. “I hope you don’t think you’re paying for a prostitute right now.”
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“What!?” I gasped. “No! No! Of course not. I’m sorry. I—I just… Can you show me the exercise again? Just forget I said anything.”

She did another demonstration, now with an unimpressed look on her face. Had I offended her? Did she now think that I was a creepy pervert? Was the next year going to be horribly awkward?

But why did she give me those ‘perks’ to begin with? If she didn’t want me lusting over her, then why use her body as bait?

I did the exercise. But she wasn’t impressed. “You can do better than that,” she said to me. Maybe she was right, but I couldn’t muster up the motivation. “Think about your goal. Think about what you’re trying to get out of this. You’re paying a lot of money, Mitch; this is obviously something you really want.”

Then, I looked up at her with a blushing smile. I don’t know where it came from; it was out of character, but the words came out nonetheless. “Maybe I’d do better if we just tried something like yesterday.” Maybe I sounded like a pervert, but I couldn’t help it; I really wanted to feel her breasts again.

She rolled her eyes. “Is that really what you want, Mitch?”
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I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe.”

“Fine,” she said. “How’s about we make a deal?”

I pressed my lips thin, feeling a wave of optimism, though I also felt like a creep. I think those five years of loneliness were catching up with me, overriding my better judgement—and maybe the lack of sleep was contributing. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d even talked to a woman, never mind a woman as beautiful as Samantha. And when would I get another chance to touch a woman intimately, the way that she let me touch her the day before? I wanted to kiss her again. I wanted to feel her breasts.

Okay, so I was being more of a creep than I thought. It wasn’t something I was proud of, but desperation makes a man do embarrassing things—and it can make a man agree to foolish deals.

“If you can do a full set in under four minutes—with good technique—then I’ll go down on you. If you can’t do it—and I really mean with good technique, because I won’t count half-assed reps—then you have to go down on me.” She had a big smile on her face, and that smile made me light up.

Did she like me? Did she have feelings for me? Why would she make a deal like that if she didn’t like me at least a little bit? It was a win-win, even if I lost. I wanted her to go down on me, but maybe I wanted even more to go down on her. I had nothing against going down on a lady! I’d done it once, with a fling that I met at a bar.

I thought it was going to be more than a fling, and then when I tried calling her the next day, she said, “Please don’t call me again, Mitch. Last night was a mistake. I had too much to drink.” She blocked me from all of her social media platforms, even though I never tried to reach out to her; I guess she was really ashamed of what we did together. And, as you can imagine, it was a real blow to my self-esteem—especially when I saw her two months later with a big, muscular gym-rat.

“Deal,” I said to Samantha.

So the game was on. She started the timer and I got to work: five exercises in under four minutes. That was the goal, anyway. But after the second exercise, I was starting to hit a wall. My muscles were aching, slowing down. The pain was getting worse, clenching my muscles. I groaned and strained, knowing time was running out.

I had two exercises left. “One minute, Mitch,” she said with a grin in her voice.

I pushed myself hard, but I couldn’t do it. That last exercise was brutal: five pull-ups. My arms had nothing left. I did two, and then I was stuck, muscles frozen. My arms trembled. I couldn’t pull myself up.

I went limp and fell off of the bar.

“Time’s up,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “I guess you lose.”

But I wasn’t mad about it. I was perfectly content being the loser of the game. Now, I would get to push my face between her fit thighs. I would get to stroke her little slit with my tongue. I would get to tickle her perfect clit with the tip of my tongue…

At least that’s what I thought I was going to get. She led me into the private workout room, which was only for gold-tier members. “Ready?” she asked.

“Let’s get it over with,” I said with a big grin.

Then, she pushed on my shoulders, dropping me to my knees. “I get four minutes,” she said. “If you can make me cum, I’ll take it easy on you tomorrow. If you fail, then you’re in for a rough morning.”

“Deal,” I said without thinking about it.

I should have thought about it.

She lifted up her skirt and she pulled her panties to the side, letting her big, fat cock fall out. I gasped, shocked, horrified, frozen. It was just swaying there, half-erect, foreskin half-pulled-back. It looked like a small arm, hanging down between her legs, hand clenched into a tight fist. “W—What the hell is that!?” I gasped.

“What does it look like, Mitch? It’s a cock. Now suck it. The four minutes start once it’s in your mouth.”
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“You never said you…” I shook my head and recoiled. “Is this some sort of prank? Have you just been fucking with me this whole time? Take that thing off! It’s not funny.”

“I can’t take it off, Mitch. It’s part of me. I’m trans.”

“Bullshit,” I said. “You don’t look trans.”

“Hey!” she said. “That’s kind of rude. You can’t say stuff like that.”

I looked at it again, trying to see if it was fake. I was expecting to see the seam between the base and her pelvis… instead, I saw throbbing veins. I could see it twitching. I could see that foreskin being pulled further back. She grabbed it with her fist and gave it a gentle tugging, making herself a bit harder. If that thing was fake, it was the best fake ever made. “You made the deal, Mitch. Now, if you don’t want to do it, I guess that makes you a no-show.”

“What?!” I said. “That’s not fair. I didn’t know you had that. It’s just… it’s not fair.”

“You’re being rude,” she said. “You were fine kissing me, sucking my tits—and you were perfectly happy with the idea of me sucking your dick. So what’s the big deal? It’s just part of me, like every other part on my body. You made the deal, Mitch. And you made that second deal too: four minutes to get me off, or tomorrow will be torture for you.”

“I want my money back,” I groaned, standing up.

“Sorry,” she said. “That’s not in your contract. What’s the matter, Mitch? Afraid because I’m bigger than you?”

I paused. I hated hearing those words: bigger than you. They made me shudder all over. I looked at her, biting down on my tongue. “I’m not afraid.”

“Then suck it,” she said. “Man up. You made a deal, now follow through.”

I stuttered. I looked at her cock, which was almost fully erect. I’d never been near an erection that didn’t belong to me before. “I’m straight,” I managed to say.

“And I’m a woman. Now suck my big, feminine cock.”
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“You’re perverted,” I said.

She giggled. “Said the guy who has practically been begging me for action all morning. What’s the matter, Mitch? Feeling a bit insecure with your masculinity?”

That word stung too: insecure. I hated hearing it. I could see Amanda in my mind now, blushing as she locked lips with Deacon. I could see her turning to look at me, laughing at me, making me realize that my biggest fears were correct all along.

“Fine!” I snapped. “I don’t care. I’ll do it, just to prove that I don’t care—if that’s really what you want.” I dropped to my knees. From down below, that cock looked huge—too big to be real. It towered into the air, throbbing. Her ball sack seemed to swell and contract as blood flowed through her shaft.

I took a deep breath. I reached out slowly, not sure what to expect. I curled my fingers around it and groaned. She giggled. It really was real; I could feel it throbbing. It was warm—much warmer than I was expecting.

“The clock’s started,” she said to me.

I just had to do it; it was just four minutes. I closed my eyes and leaned in, mouth open. I felt her tip sliding onto my tongue. I could feel her foreskin stretching back: an unpleasant feeling at first, without a doubt. Then, it got worse a moment later when I felt a small, warm squirt: a tiny shot of what I assume was pre-cum, spraying across my tongue. I groaned.

“Three minutes,” she said. “And I’m not even close.”

I forced myself to close my lips around her thick shaft. I gagged, but I kept going. I didn’t want to know what her idea of a day of torture was. So I bobbed my head. I pushed back and forth, back and forth, feeling her lumpy veins and fat tip pushing against every surface of my mouth.

I got a small moan out of her, and luckily, it was a feminine sound. For a moment, it didn’t seem like I was sucking a guy’s cock; in a weird way, it seemed like I was sucking a girl’s cock, which I suppose I was. The discomfort was starting to go away as I got more used to those feelings, though it was hard to get used to the feeling of that heavy throbbing against my tongue.

“One more minute,” she said with a slight strain in her voice. I wanted to get her off. I wanted to win that bet. She never said I couldn’t use my hand, so I clutched what I couldn’t fit into my mouth. I started jerking her fast while I sucked on her tip. I felt like a complete loser, being humiliated and tormented, but I managed to push through those awful feelings. I pumped her fast, hearing her moan louder and louder. I was going to do it: I was going to make her cum!

I gave her the blowjob that I always wanted. I’d never actually gotten a blowjob before—not for more than ten seconds during drunken foreplay with a one-night-stand (my sexual experience was entirely exclusive to one-night-stands with drunk girls who wouldn’t have given me a second of attention on a sober day). I did what I always thought would feel so, so good. I tickled her tip. I pulled up her shaft slowly and intimately. I circled her bulbous tip with my tongue until she—

She pulled out. Her phone’s alarm was going off. Now, her dick was throbbing in the air, as if she was just on the verge of bursting. “That’s four minutes,” she said. And then a moment later, her cock was tucked away in her panties. “Time’s up.”

“There’s no way!” I gasped. “That was not four minutes!”

“It was. I timed it with my phone.”

“You’re lying.”

“Sorry, Mitch. You lose,” she said. “Be here bright and early tomorrow. It’s going to be a day of hell—but it will be worth it. There’s no gain without pain.”

I groaned again.

“Oh, brighten up, Mitch. Pain is just weakness leaving the body. You’re going to be better at the end of all this.” Then she looked down. “So, uh, you liked going down on me, huh?”

I looked down and saw what she was referring to: a big, erect bulge. Apparently, something had aroused me during the blowjob. “That’s just delayed morning-wood!” I gasped. “It’s still the morning.”

She giggled. “Okay, Mitch,” she said. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”


CHAPTER 4
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That next morning, Samantha had me run something called a ‘Beep Test’. It was a relatively short test that involved running back and forth as a machine beeped. The beeping got faster and faster, and I had to reach the same line with each beep. I ended up falling to the ground and throwing up. The gym rats all laughed at me, and Samantha told me that it was a lousy performance.

Then, after ten minutes, she made me do a strength circuit: pushups, pull-ups, sit-ups… she just had me go until I was exhausted. “You’re hardly trying,” she said to me.
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“I’m doing the best that I can,” I said.

“If this is your best, then we have a real problem on our hands. Just admit it, Mitch. You’re not feeling motivated.”

“I’m telling you: I’m just exhausted.”

“What’s the matter, Mitch? Now that you know I’m trans, you’re not interested in working for my body?”

“I never said that. I don’t care if you’re trans; that’s none of my business. I’m just sore and tired. It’s been a long week—and I haven’t put on a single pound of muscle.”

“It takes more than four days,” she said, shaking her head. “You have to be patient.”

“I was patient for six months last time, and nothing came of it.”

“Well, if this was the effort you were putting in, then I’m not surprised.”

I groaned. “I’m putting in effort!” I gasped. “I literally barfed in front of you.”

“Everyone barfs during the Beep Test. We just make people do it to make them barf.”

“That’s cruel,” I growled. “I don’t think this is working for me, Sam. Let’s face it: I’m doomed to be skinny forever.”

“What’s so bad about being skinny? I’m skinny.”

“You’re a girl!” I snapped. “Girls are supposed to be skinny. Guys are expected to be big and muscular. No girl wants to be with a skinny guy.”

She groaned. “Not this rant again. I thought we were over this, Mitch,” she said.

“It’s just the truth. I can’t pretend like it’s not the truth, just because you expect me to be Mr. Positivity.”

“It’s not the truth,” she said. “Lots of girls like skinny guys.”

“I’m living proof that’s a lie,” I said.

“You’re living proof that you’re a whiny bitch,” she said with a grin.

I glared at her, unimpressed. “You’re lucky I’m not telling your boss that you said that.”

“He wouldn’t care,” she laughed. “He warned me that you were a whiny bitch.”

I gasped. “So that’s what’s going on here? I’m just the gym joke? Well, fuck that! I don’t want to be your inside joke. I’m getting a lawyer! I want out of this damned contract.”

“You’re not getting out of it, Mitch. We’ve been over this. Quit being so dramatic. I’m going to help you achieve your goal, okay? I’m just teasing you. You need to learn to take a joke. Let’s do one more set—and this time, I want to see a bit of effort.”

“I can’t do it,” I said.

“You can suck my nipples if you do it to my standard,” she said.

I shook my head. Now that I knew those were biological male nipples, I was much less interested… though I was strangely tempted to take the offer. I still couldn’t help but let my gaze fall down to her breasts a few times. She was still hot, even if she was born a man. Maybe I had been hoping for one of those little sexual invitations… “No,” I said.

“You want to go down on me again?” she asked.

“No,” I said.

“Well, I would go down on you, but I don’t think you’ve earned that; not even close.”

“I don’t want that anyway,” I said, crossing my arms. “I’m not some horny, desperate loser.”

She gasped. “Are you suggesting that I can only land a horny desperate loser, Mitch?”

I turned red all over. “No!” I cried. “I’m just saying; I can’t be bought with sex like that.”

“Don’t make me take out the big guns,” she said with a smirk.

I was curious to know what the big guns were. “You’re not going to strong-arm me into killing myself with another set.”

“No-show,” she said simply. “Don’t do it, and you’re a no-show.”

I rolled my eyes. “You’re just going to threaten to charge me every time I can’t go on? Is that the ‘accountability’ that I’m paying fifteen-hundred bucks a month for?”

“I can do more than that,” she said.

“Do your worst,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“Pull your pants down,” she said.

I paused. I had to take a moment to ensure that I heard her correctly. “What?” I said.

“Pants down—now,” she said with that teacherly tone. That voice made my spine tingle. She was scary when she was being firm. I suddenly felt like a young boy facing the school principal, about to be told that she was going to phone my parents and tell them about the terrible things I’d done.

I nodded my head obediently. I reached down and pulled my pants down.
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“Boxers too, Mitch,” she said with that same firm tone.

It was strange to think of her as an authority; she was a small, skinny personal trainer, but she had the aura of a police officer, and I was just pulled over with a trunk full of illegal drugs. I slipped down my boxers. She looked at my cock and giggled, making me feel even smaller, even more vulnerable. “It’s cute,” she said.

“It’s a normal size,” I said softly.

And maybe that’s why I felt so submissive; she was bigger than me—by a lot. There was something about her fat cock that made her just seem… more dominant than me. Why did I feel that way? Why did it make any difference? I probably made more money than her. I probably had a bigger apartment… but none of that mattered, because she had more manhood than me.

“What now?” I asked, embarrassed.

“Do the exercise. For every lousy rep, I’m going to penetrate you once.”

“What!?” I said.

“You heard me,” she said. “If you let your technique slip, I’m going to penetrate you.”

“Where?”

“Your asshole, Mitch; where do you think?”

I gasped. I was speechless. “Is this even legal?” I stuttered.

She giggled. “Start,” she said. “Twenty perfect pushups.”

I got down. I focused hard. I went slow, making sure each pushup was perfect. But after ten, I was feeling my arms wobbling. I didn’t want to be penetrated. I looked back and saw that her cock was out. Her skirt was draped over it. She was stroking herself, getting herself hard and ready. “Focus,” she said. “Don’t look at me.”

I could feel the colour draining from my face. Was this really happening? Was she really going to stick her cock in my ass? I didn’t want it—but I didn’t know how to tell her not to. I’d gone completely submissive.

I lost my grip on the ground and let a lousy pushup out. I hoped that she didn’t notice—and she didn’t say anything, so I kept going. I only had five left. I tried to do them quickly, but I could feel my back arching up. She still wasn’t saying anything.

“Okay,” I said as I finished my last one. “That’s twenty.”

She stepped over me and crouched down, putting her hands on my back. “I saw seventeen good ones,” she said.

“What are you doing?” I asked, straining to look back.

“Three penetrations,” she said. “That was the deal.”

“No,” I gasped.

But she already had her saliva-slicked tip between my butt cheeks.

“Sam—wait!” I said.
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And then she pushed hard, pushing between my butt cheeks until her tip was inside of me, stretching my hole. I gasped loudly, gripping the ground. I tried to push myself up, but between the weight of her and my weak arms, I couldn’t do it. She pushed in deep, making me tense up all over. Then, she pulled back, until her tip was teasing my rim. A moment of pause came before the next deep penetration. I gasped again. She went deeper this time, pushing half of her shaft into me. “Oh my God!” I cried. She pulled back. I felt her throbbing shaft. I felt that fat tip—and I felt that stretched foreskin. Now came the final penetration: her whole long shaft pushing deep into my body. I was speechless, feeling like there was a cock deep in my throat.

She pulled out slowly, making sure the embarrassment set in before my hole was empty, agape. I tried to pucker it closed, but I was stretched out. I scurried up to my feet once she was off of me. I looked at her, red in the face. She was grinning, as if it was funny.

“That—That wasn’t right!” I said. “You forced yourself on me.”

“You agreed to it,” she said. “Don’t act so hard done by. Now finish your set. Four more exercises. Let’s go. Same deal.”

She stood there with her erection out the whole time. She had that grin on her face, apparently not at all embarrassed about being exposed in front of me. She was showing off. She knew that huge cock made me feel like a submissive loser. She was enjoying the act of dominating me mentally, like some superior peacock standing with its feathers extended. I was her little bitch; she knew it; I knew it.

After that second exercise, she came up behind me, grabbed my arms, pinning them at my sides, and then she slid into me, making me gasp: another three thrusts. Once again, I felt emasculated, dominated, and submissive.

I failed the next exercise, getting five penetrations. Then, I got six, and then I got ten. It was during that tenth thrust into my body that I felt something. Her nails dug into my sides and she let out a stuttering moan. A warm gush pulsed inside of me. “W—What’s happening?” I asked.

She didn’t say anything. She just pulled out slowly, letting that heavy creampie pour out, streaming down my left thigh. I looked down at it and gasped. “You—You came in me!”

“Problem?” she said.

“That’s… That’s so violating!”

“I couldn’t help it. You’re really tight.”

“You came in me!”

“Oh, get over it, Mitch. That was the deal. If you didn’t want it, you should have worked harder to clean up your technique. You were so sloppy near the end—I thought you were doing it to get more penetrations.”
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“You can’t just ejaculate in someone like that!” I gasped, staring at that huge stream of cum.

“What did you think was going to happen?”

“You’re twisted,” I said.

“You’re paying me to motivate you however I can, and you forced me to use extreme methods. I’m sorry if it’s more than you bargained for, but we’re working towards a goal here, Mitch. If you don’t want to achieve your goals, then so be it. But either way, you’re stuck with me for a year. You’re going to get what you paid for, whether you like it or not.”

My heart fluttered. I felt a churning in my gut. I was four days into a one-year program; there was a lot of humiliation left before I was finished with that gym.

“You’re a stubborn guy, but I’ve dealt with worse,” she said. “I’m going to get you to your goal one way or another. You’re going to start putting in the work, or the consequences are going to get a lot worse.” She winked at me, and I wasn’t sure what she was suggesting—but I knew that I wasn’t looking forward to day-five.


CHAPTER 5
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Imade sure not to be late; I didn’t want to give her any reason to make my life hell. It was core day: a full day of gruelling ab exercises. I tried hard to impress her, pushing myself harder than I wanted to. The pain was excruciating after the first set, and I still had three sets left.

But so far, she hadn’t ‘threatened’ me with her trans body, and she hadn’t attempted to bribe me with her feminine assets. I wasn’t sure if I wanted her to bribe me or not. She was wearing the cutest little skirt and bodysuit combination, looking like a little doll. Her hair was in a pair of pigtails, making her look immature, but she still had that dominant aura.

When I went to start my second set, she beat me to the machine, adding ten pounds of weight. “Same number of reps,” she said with a grin.
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“You want me to fail, don’t you,” I said, shaking my head.

“I want you to succeed,” she said. “And that means a bit of pain. The first set was way too easy—let’s face it.”

I groaned. I didn’t complain, because she hated complaining. In fact, when I let a complaint slip, she told me, “There’s nothing less attractive than a boy who bitches.” I didn’t want her thinking that I was ‘unattractive’, even though I wasn’t trying to attract her.

I pushed myself through that second set, going until I was out of breath and unable to stand upright.

“That was okay,” she said. “But the weight is really low still. We’ll add five more pounds onto the next set.”

“I can’t do it,” I wheezed. “There’s no way.”

“You have to, otherwise you’re not going to like tomorrow.”

“I thought you said tomorrow was a rest day,” I said.

“It’s a flexibility day—which is like a rest day. But you’re still coming in. It will be about ninety minutes of relaxing stretches—and some tougher stretches. But that doesn’t mean you’ll like it. That all depends on this next set.”

I had no idea what she meant, but I assumed she was threatening to penetrate me again.

Though I have something to admit: a small part of me wanted her to penetrate me again. I managed to hide it from her, but when she was finished with me the day before, and her cum was oozing down my leg, I had the biggest erection of my life. I’d never been so hard! It actually felt good, when she was sliding in at that perfect angle. I was almost hoping she would ‘punish’ me again, though I was worried that she would catch on. If she knew that I liked it, I surely wouldn’t get the same treatment ever again.

I turned dark red thinking about it; who would have thought that I would like being penetrated from behind?
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I pushed myself until that final exercise. Then, the desire to give up came hard; it came hard enough that I thought about her penetrating me, and I realized that pushing myself for that last exercise just wasn’t worth it, especially if giving up meant possibly getting that secret reward. So I let myself fail. I groaned and shook my head. “That’s all I’ve got,” I said. “I’m done. I’m fried.”

“Then you won’t like tomorrow,” she said.

“So be it,” I said. “Do your worst. I’m tired. I’m not cut out for this.”

“Ugh,” she groaned. “There’s that bitching again. I hate that. Okay, then I’m going to make it extra bad for you.”

She started undressing. I tried not to smile. She thought that she was going to punish me by making me suck her, by penetrating me—but it was hardly a punishment; though I would never admit it to her—or to anyone. That was my secret to keep to myself.

Well, she really did have a way to torture me properly. Fully naked, she reached her outfit to me. “What?” I said. “Want me to do your laundry or something?”

“Here’s your outfit for tomorrow,” she said as I took the skirt and bodysuit, the panties and the skimpy bra. “I’ll find you some pads to fill out the chest; I have some from before I got my implants. And I’ll grab some mascara and some blush for you—and some lip gloss; that’s probably all you need.”

“Wait,” I said. “You want me to wear this!?” No way!”

“What’s the matter, Mitch?” she said. “Too insecure to dress like a girl?”

“I’m not going to be seen like this!”

“Yes, you are,” she said. “And don’t think about wearing something else to the gym and then changing. I’m going to be outside tomorrow morning, making sure this is what you’re wearing here. Oh, and I like to sleep in on Saturdays, so we’ll meet at 11:00 AM—okay?”
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I felt sick. So, she managed to find a way to make the punishment sting. I stuttered and then I nodded my head slowly, feeling that submissive energy flowing through me. I knew she wasn’t going to take no for an answer. I knew that I was doomed to wear that skimpy little doll outfit.

“Now, let’s do the last set,” she said. “And if you give up again, I’ll be sure to make tomorrow as horrible as possible.” She had a big, mean grin on her face. I didn’t stumble on that last set, even though every muscle in my body was screaming out in pain; I didn’t want to know how she could make the next day any worse. And luckily, I managed to push myself; I managed to avoid that horrible punishment.

But the next morning, I still had to endure the awful torture of wearing her clothes and putting on her makeup. The bodysuit was tight, gripping my cock and ball sack firmly in place. I wriggled, trying to make it comfortable, but it seemed hopeless. Then, the skirt went on, and it hardly covered anything; it was less than half the length of my shortest shorts. “This is humiliating,” I groaned, looking at myself in the mirror. The bra pads gave me a realistic-looking bust, and that’s when the real humiliation set in: I actually looked like a girl.
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“Oh God,” I groaned. I hadn’t even put on the makeup, and I was already experiencing a revelation: this is why girls wanted nothing to do with me; I looked like a girl myself. Samantha had an ideal female physique and her clothes fit me perfectly. No man should fit in a hot girl’s clothes! And worse: the makeup looked good—

Not to me, of course! But it looked right, it looked feminine. Even I couldn’t help but see a girl when I looked in the mirror. My eyes, nose, and lips were still my own, but now, somehow, they looked like they belonged on a woman’s face.
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That small amount of blush was enough to make my whole facial structure look girly. And as I stepped out of my building, onto the street, heads instantly started turning. The gazes of men drifted up and down my body. I even caught one man grinning at me. It was the attention I’d always wanted—but I wanted to get it from women, not from men.
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I tried to ignore them, keeping my head down. I knew that Samantha didn’t actually sleep in this late; she just wanted to maximize my humiliation as I walked through the streets, dolled up, lips glossed. I held my gym bag close to my body; it seemed like the only thing I had to cover myself up. With every step I took, I felt my skirt bouncing, showing off my bum to everyone behind me.

And it really didn’t seem like any of the men on the street could tell that I wasn’t actually a woman; they kept staring at me, gawking at me, grinning at me. I was like a piece of meat thrown into the lion exhibit at the zoo. Now, I was being sized up by all of the lions. I was even turning the heads of the men that had stolen women away from me over the years: the big-armed gym-rats. My heart fluttered; I felt lousy and embarrassed.

Samantha was waiting for me in the parking lot. She whistled at me as soon as she saw me, making sure everyone within a block radius turned to see me. “Strut your stuff, girly!” she called out. “Looking fine, sexy”

I kept my face down, feeling my cheeks turning redder and redder. “Let’s just get this over with,” I muttered under my breath.

She started tsking. “If you’re going to be a lady for the morning, I want you to talk and act like a lady. Otherwise I’m going to mark you up as a no-show.”

I looked up at her, growling, scowling, wanting to grab her and shake her. “Nobody said anything about acting like a lady.”
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“It was implied.”

“You’re getting what you wanted.”

“I will get what I want,” she grinned. “So put on your best girly voice and let’s get to work. Do you like yoga? Something tells me you’re going to be a natural.”

She marched me through the gym, taking me the long route, making me walk by all of the regulars and all of the weekend warriors. I recognized two hulking men—the same pair of men who were always in the gym. The rest were unfamiliar, though they all turned to look at me. A few gazes went straight to Samantha, checking out her fit, gym-toned body, but a frightening number of those gazes went to me, giving me similar looks. One man even scanned my whole body before winking at me, making my gut turn.

“I hate you,” I grumbled.

“That’s not very nice,” Samantha said.

I saw that we were moving towards that private gold-tier room, which only had a single person in in. But thirty-feet short, we stopped. There was a mat set up on the floor, in front of a mirror, right next to six men working out.

“Why don’t we go in there?” I asked, pointing at that private room.

“We don’t need any of that special equipment,” she said.

“But it’s practically empty in there.”

“So?” she said. “What does it matter?” She was grinning. She knew exactly why it mattered.

“Quit messing with me,” I growled.

“Quit complaining. You know how I feel about complainers. You’re better than that, Mitch. Now let’s stretch. Don’t worry about anybody else; you’re here for you. I’ll show you the first stretch.”

It did get easier, but it took a while. It was a ninety-minute program, and for the first hour, I noticed every single glare. I couldn’t bend over without half the gym turning to look at me. I wanted so badly to spin around and shout at them: ‘You’re all staring at a man, you morons!’ But I liked having the anonymity that came with that ‘disguise’. In fact, by the end of that first gruelling hour, I started to come to an epiphany:

Samantha thought that she was humiliating me by toting me around, dolled up in her tight, skimpy outfit. But really, she was just providing me with a disguise. Nobody knew who I was… and sure, they wouldn’t know me if I was dressed as myself either—but now, I could change into my regular clothes and wash off that makeup, and then I would be someone else to them. All of that humiliation would die with that feminine character that she was forcing onto me.

So it only made sense to stay in character. And then, of course, there was the added bonus of taking away Samantha’s satisfaction. It didn’t take her long to realize that the embarrassment was wearing off. We had ten minutes left when she asked, “Isn’t that guy over there making you uncomfortable? He checks you out every time you bend over.”
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I shrugged my shoulders. “He doesn’t know who I am,” I said with a grin.

“But he’s still undressing you with his eyes…”

“So?”

She looked a wee bit frustrated, and that filled me with a strange amount of joy. It was nice to turn the tables on her. But she wasn’t ready to go down as the loser of the day. To finish off that stretching routine, she suddenly added in a number of very hard, awkward stretches. “Hold it!” she said while I was standing on my shoulders, with my legs crossed in the air. The stretching hurt, and she knew it. She made sure that I left that gym sore, and hardly able to walk. And then, in an attempt to reclaim her dominance, she said, “Be sure to be here at four tomorrow morning. We’ve got a long program, so don’t be late.”

“Okay,” I said, still unable to wipe the grin from my face. I don’t know why I was feeling so smug… maybe just because I knew that I was taking away a bit of her power: the power that had been making her feel so smug over the past few days.

“Hold on,” she said. “Wait there.”

“Why?”

“Because I said so,” she said, and then she went back into the gym, leaving me standing outside as people went in and out. I stood there for ten minutes before I started to think she was just getting one last dose of humiliation in, putting me on display in that feminine guise in front of all of those people; she really didn’t clue in that the girly clothes were helping me more than they were embarrassing me.

Finally, she emerged from the gym with a bag in her hand. “Take this,” she said.

“What is it?”

“It’s your outfit for tomorrow,” she said with a grin.

I looked in the bag and saw a very tight spandex outfit: pink and tiny, made for a girl who had a gym membership just to pick up men. “Are you serious?” I said.

She nodded her head.

“Why? I did your whole routine today.”

“You complained,” she said, tilting her chin up.

“Hardly,” I said. “I was basically on my best behaviour.”

“You’re complaining now!” she said, once again looking frustrated as she tried to regain control. “And you aren’t using your girl voice, which I told you to use. You’re lucky I don’t chalk you up as a no-show.” She was growling now, turning a shade of red. My grin was apparently making her angry—beyond frustrated. She didn’t like losing control, and she didn’t like the thought that her own idea was backfiring. “Show up in the outfit—every day for the next week.”

“The next week!?” I gasped.
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“Make it two weeks,” she said, crossing her arms. “And keep complaining if you want to make it a month!” Her face was dark red; she really was angry with me!

I bit down on my tongue. I was no longer smirking. I didn’t want to wear that skimpy outfit for two weeks! But what else could I do? She did still have that power over me; she could mark me as a no-show, and the only way I could fight it was with lawyers, which meant legal fees—and not to mention the humiliation that would come with explaining to a legal team that I had to wear girl’s workout clothes to the gym to appease my personal trainer.

“Okay,” I said softly, in that girly voice. I had to bite my tongue hard. “I’ll wear the clothes. See you tomorrow morning.”

“See you tomorrow morning, Mitch,” she smiled, finally starting to relax as she realized she’d won the battle. But I wasn’t going to let her win the war.


CHAPTER 6
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Ishowed up in that outfit, and she scolded me for not wearing makeup. “You didn’t say anything about makeup,” I said, biting my tongue again as I tried to maintain that ‘girl voice’, so she would have no excuse to punish me more.

“It was implied,” she said. “Besides, you look cuter with a bit of mascara, don’t you think?”
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I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders, and then we got on with the workout.

The pair of hulks kept looking at us, chuckling; they knew who I was. They knew that Samantha was tormenting me, and I was being a submissive fool, going along with the torment. Maybe they were even in on it, like it was some big inside joke between the trainers and the regulars. I tried not to care; I felt like my ego had already been destroyed during my first week in the gym. They’d laughed at me so much, watching me struggle to lift weights, listening to me moan and complain. Hell, maybe they even knew that I’d sucked Sam’s large cock, and maybe they even knew that she pumped my ass and came inside of me as a punishment for having bad technique. I really felt like I had nothing left to be embarrassed about.

While Samantha was in the bathroom, and I was supposed to be stretching, one of the men called out to me. “Looking cute, buttercup!” The other man laughed, and then they went back to their workout. I chose to ignore them, though my face did flush red. Even though I was used to the humiliation, it was still humiliating.
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Or maybe I shouldn’t say it was humiliating as much as it was confusing. I knew that he was mocking me, but I couldn’t help but wonder if there was some truth behind his ‘compliment’. I stared forward, looking at myself in the mirror. I really did look… good. That outfit fit me perfectly, exposing curves that I really shouldn’t have had. I couldn’t help but think that those curves looked more exaggerated than ever… it didn’t help that we’d been working very hard on my thighs and core, and much less on my upper body. A pair of hard leg days had left me with a noticeably firmly ass. When Sam did get me into an upper body workout, it seemed like she was less concerned about me doing lots of weight.
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In fact, the next day, when it was chest day, I easily did the workout, and I even said, “Shouldn’t we up the weight?”

She shook her head. “It’s more important to perfect the technique first, then we can talk about more weight.” But the next day, when it was another leg day (it seemed like we did twice as many leg days), she didn’t hesitate to make the weight big. I struggled to finish each set, and I was sore the next day.
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But I wasn’t upset. It hadn’t even been two full weeks, and I was starting to notice some changes—for the first time ever! My ass and thighs were getting bigger, and I knew because I was squeezing into those same tight pants every day. My core was getting narrower as I shed what Sam called my ‘baby weight’, so I was getting more of a curvy hourglass appearance.

But my chest wasn’t getting bigger, and my arms were staying the same too—because we apparently had to focus on technique before adding weight. I’m not sure I fully understood why my technique was insufficient, but I went along with it.

It was an early morning when Sam arrived at the gym, looked at me strangely, and said, “Why are you wearing my clothes?”
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I paused, confused. “What do you mean?”

“The two weeks is up,” she said. “You don’t have to dress like that anymore.”

“Oh,” I said. “I didn’t realize.” But I didn’t have my boy clothes with me, and I didn’t want to wash off my face while wearing that girly outfit; I didn’t want to be recognizable while dressed like that, especially because it was a later workout, starting at 7:00 AM instead of 4:00 AM. “I’ll wear my normal clothes tomorrow.”

“If you prefer to wear my clothes, you can keep that outfit,” she said with a grin. “I won’t judge you.”

“I don’t prefer to wear your clothes!” I gasped. “I thought I was still being punished!”

“It’s fine, Mitch. I’m trans—I’m the last person who will judge you for wanting to dress like a girl.”

“I don’t want to dress like a girl,” I hissed.

“It’s up to you. This is a judgement-free facility.”
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“I’ll wear normal clothes tomorrow,” I said firmly.

And I quickly found myself wishing that I would have worn my normal clothes that morning. While I was on my way to the bathroom, I got a hard spank on the ass, making me yelp. I spun around and saw one of the hulking regulars, looking at me with a grin. He blew a kiss at me and then laughed, as if it was a joke. “Keep working that ass, beautiful,” he said, and then his friend laughed along.

But I wasn’t so sure that it was a joke. I couldn’t help but notice that he kept looking at me. He kept glaring over at me, and I swear I caught his eyes inspecting my bum more than once. Could I really blame him? My bum did look insanely good, though it probably would have been better on a woman, especially with my narrow waist and lack of pecs or biceps or shoulders…

It was a brutal morning: leg day. Leg day with Sam was always brutal. She had me deadlifting huge weight, stepping up onto boxes, squatting on and off the rack… It seemed endless. And I was sweating more than ever, partially because they were repairing the air conditioner in the gym.

“I’m expecting you to wash that outfit before you give it back to me,” Sam told me, looking at me, all covered in sweat.
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I huffed and puffed. I nodded my head.

“Unless, of course, you want to keep it,” she grinned.

“I don’t want to keep it!” I said, mustering up the energy to speak.

She just shrugged her shoulders. She made me do an extra set. The workout was gruelling, and long. It took longer than two hours, and then she made me stretch for forty minutes.

“You should shower,” she said. “No offence, but you don’t smell great right now.”

I thought about showering at home, but she was right: I didn’t smell amazing, and I didn’t want to smell bad the whole walk home. There were showers for gold-tier members, so I decided to slip in. I ran the water and got undressed. I looked down at my legs, and paused for a moment, surprising myself; I was still surprised when I saw my shaved legs.

Okay, so you’re probably wondering why I shaved—but I can explain! A few days into my girl-clothes punishment, the feeling of my leg hair rubbing in the tight spandex became too much. That chafing was so uncomfortable, especially around my cock. So a few days in, with a good ten days left in my punishment, I decided to shave it all away. I knew it would grow back—and the relief was worth it… but I never quite got used to the way it looked, all smooth and shiny.

But I was starting to like the way it felt, even in my male clothes. There was a strangely refreshing feeling when a light breeze touched my shaved skin. And I really liked the slippery feeling of my crotch, not burdened with a bush of hair. It’s a hard feeling to explain, but it just felt… right. So I kept it shaved; it didn’t take much work: a few swipes with a razor every few days in the shower.

But it could give a person the wrong impression, so I made a point of keeping myself covered up. At work, I wore long pants. I didn’t want people thinking that I was some sort of crossdresser, even though I suppose I was, against my own will.

As the hot shower water started to run down my body, I suddenly felt a hard slap on my naked ass. I gasped and spun around, using both of my hands to cover my shaved cock. Now, standing before me, was the same gym hulk who spanked me earlier. He was naked, hairy, and bulging with huge muscles. The grin on his face made me feel small.

“This is the men’s bathroom, beautiful,” he chuckled.

“I—I’m a man,” I said.

“Really?” he laughed, looking me up and down. “Fooled me.”

He stepped into the water next to me. He didn’t care about keeping himself covered. He let his big cock hang loose, and it was no surprise seeing as he was so much bigger than me—with nothing to be ashamed of. If I looked like him, I would have been happy to be naked as well.

I tried to ignore him. I tried to pretend like I wasn’t embarrassed, though I was now very aware of my smooth, shaved legs. I saw him looking down at them a few times, making me tingle all over. I heard him chuckle a couple of times as well.

And then I looked over and noticed something else: his cock was getting hard… It was throbbing and inching its way up, up, up. I looked away quickly, and he didn’t even seem to notice—or maybe he didn’t care. But what was making him aroused? Was it just the hot water streaming down his body? Or was it… me?

My heart tingled. That gym was constantly filled with hot girls trying to seduce those gym rats, wanting a taste of those huge muscles. But now, that gym rat was standing naked next to me, staring at me, showing off his growing erection as if it was some sort of sign of dominance; he wanted me to see it. He even made a point of turning his body towards me so I could see it.
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Then, in a flustered moment, I dropped the soap. Oh, it seems so cliche, but that’s how it happened… As I bent over to pick it up, I felt his hands slide onto my hips I froze and he started to caress my body. Was this just him teasing me? I heard him groan before he let his tall erection slide up against my ass.

“You’d look better with long hair,” he said, using his other hand to grab a handful of my wet hair. He pulled back, forcing my chin up. I gasped.

“W—What are you doing?” I asked.

I heard him spit. I felt a warm glob land between my butt cheeks. He used the tip of his cock to put that natural lubricant in the right spot.

“Seriously,” I said with a pounding heart. “What are you doing?” But I wasn’t fighting him. I wasn’t saying no. I wasn’t pulling away. Even when he started pushing himself into me, I stayed in place. I let him push that fat, hard cock into my body. I let him grip my sides. I let him all the way in: ten, eleven, twelve inches of hard, fat, throbbing cock. I let him stand me up and I let him cup my chest as if I had breasts. I even turned my head and let him kiss me on the lips.
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He thrusted into me with hard motions. My legs were sore from working out: wobbling, trying not to buckle. He reached down and gripped my erection, and then he chuckled. “I’m bigger than you,” he said, though it didn’t need to be said; he was twice my size.

“Just fuck me,” I whispered.

And he did as I asked. He pumped me hard, until I was bent over and moaning, with my fingers on the wet floor. He pushed in deep, until he was about to cum, and then he pulled out, spun me around and pushed me to my knees. I instantly tilted my head up and opened my mouth, ready to receive his orgasm—and I got what I wanted, all over my tongue, all over my lips, all over my nose and my forehead and my eyelids and my cheeks and my neck and my chest and my hair—and even a sticky shot onto my pulsing erection.
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Then, he turned to the streaming water, rinsed himself off, and left with a towel around his waist, saying nothing as he marched off with a grin on his face.

And as I stood up, I had a grin on my face too. What was wrong with me? Why did I let him do that? Why did I like it?

I left the gym flustered, rushing off without even seeing Samantha to say goodbye. My heart was racing. I was so overwhelmed that I didn’t even realize I’d grabbed the wrong gym bag on my way out the door. It wasn’t until I went to throw everything in the wash that I realized I had a bag filled with women’s clothes.

And it was the worst possible thing to have in my condition, with all of that new curiosity burning inside of me. I tried to resist the urges, but I couldn’t. There was a dress, a skirt, underwear (including something I would call lingerie). There was a crop top, and two different workout outfits. I wore everything. I posed in the mirror. I did my hair. I put on makeup.
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I skipped around my apartment, feeling strangely giddy and excited, and then I even went out for a walk, because I knew that men would ogle me the way I was never ogled as a man. I knew that they would smile at me and fantasize about me. It was attention that I’d always craved, and it was attention I would never get as a man, even if I stuck out that gym program for the next decade, even if I got huge like those gym rats.
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It almost seemed like this was the person I was meant to be, as if I’d been born into the wrong body. I let out a deep sigh when I got to a cafe and received half a dozen smiles from the patrons. It was sad, because I knew it was temporary. I needed to return those clothes, and I needed to give Sam her outfit back. Soon, everything would be back to normal… though I would soon have a nice gym-toned body. Isn’t that what I always wanted? Why was I feeling so bummed out now?


CHAPTER 7
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Ishowed up at the gym the next morning with everything: Sam’s outfit in one bag and the accidentally stolen gear in another. I gave Sam her bag after putting the other by the lost-and-found. “I grabbed it by accident,” I said to Sam. “It looks exactly like mine.”

She stared at me for a long moment. She looked down at my body. “I’m surprised,” she said.

“Why?”

“I thought you would be wearing my outfit again,” she said with a smirk.

“I get it,” I said, shaking my head. “You think I’m such a loser. You can tease me all you want—I’m totally over it. It’s fine if you think I’m funny or something; I’m totally used to it. But I don’t really care anymore. I just want to work towards my goal, so why don’t we get to work?”

She kept staring at me, with a strange look on her face, as if she couldn’t understand what I was saying. “Mitch,” she said. “What happened? You’ve been so spunky for the past two weeks, but now you just seem like you’ve reverted back to Mopey-Mitch.”
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“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“Sure you do,” she said. “Just admit it: you liked dressing like a girl.”

“Don’t start with me,” I groaned.

“I’m starting with you, and I want you to answer honestly, because I can’t help you if you aren’t honest with me. For the past two weeks, you’ve been happy to workout with me. I hardly heard a single complaint out of your mouth—and that’s amazing, because nobody complains more than you! And now, you’re that guy again; you look like you don’t want to be here. Look Mitch: I really don’t care how you want to dress, and I won’t judge you either way.”

I bit down on my tongue. “I just…” I took a deep breath. “I don’t want to talk about it. Okay? I just want to workout. And… Have you seen my actual bag? I took the wrong one yesterday. It looks just like that one, but it obviously has my stuff in it.”

She sighed. “Mitch, that is your bag,” she said. “While you were showering, I swapped out the contents. I put a few gifts in there. I thought you would like those outfits. Well, to be honest, they’re not really gifts; I didn’t buy them for you—it was just some stuff I had that never fit me right, but I thought would fit you.”

I felt my skin turning white. For a moment, I felt a wave of excitement, but I pushed it away. I shook my head and cleared my throat. “You put that stuff in my bag?” I said. “Why?”

“Why do you think?”

“I’m not trans like you,” I said.

“I didn’t say you were,” she said. She wasn’t grinning. I couldn’t tell if this was teasing or if she was trying to be genuine with me.

“Quit messing with me.”

“I’m not messing with you!” she said. “You told us that your goal was to feel confident with your body. Well, after a week with you, I determined that getting big muscles wasn’t what you needed to achieve that confidence. Sure, getting healthy and toned up a bit is never a bad thing, but you really needed something deeper than muscles. Mitch, when you came into this gym, you already had a great body. A lot of people would kill to have a body like yours. You just needed to learn to embrace what you had… And when I saw those blushing cheeks of yours when you put on my clothes, I knew what was happening.”

“Stop,” I said, turning away from her. “I’m not going to let you mess with my head, just because you think it’s funny.”

“I’m not messing with you, Mitch!” she said. “I’m trying to help you. Look—you don’t have to entertain me now. You don’t have to do anything but workout with me. Just do me a favour: take that bag home. Take those outfits and keep them in your closet. You can leave them there or you can wear them—just don’t throw them out. Keep them—hide them if you want, I don’t care. And if you ever want to come into the gym all dolled up again, that’s great. If not, it makes no difference to me.”

I stared at her. She really was making it seem like that gym was a judgement-free zone… at least on her end. Those gym hulks were always chuckling at me though… however, they clearly liked me more when I was dolled up.

My head was spinning. I didn’t know what to think. I couldn’t tell if I was embarrassed or not; Samantha—a beautiful woman—thought that I wanted to be a girl. Was that embarrassing? I felt like it should have been, but it just… wasn’t.

We got to work: chest day. She set up the first machine with low weight. I did a set and then I looked at her. “My technique is fine and you know it,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s a good weight to build strength without adding mass,” she said, blushing.

“What if I want mass?” I asked.

“If you want to eventually have big pecs and shoulders, like those guys over there, we can up the weight. But right now, you have the perfect figure to pull off a bikini. How’s about this: I’ll leave it up to you.”

I turned and looked at the key in the machine. I looked down the plates of weight. I knew I could handle three more plates at least, but it would be hard—and then, the muscle would come after just a few sessions—not much, but a little bit every week. And soon, I would be bigger—too big to pull off a bikini, like she said—and too big to pull off any of those cute outfits that were in my bag.

I looked at her again.

“Like I said. It’s up to you. The next set starts in thirty seconds, so decide quickly.”
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I eyed the machine again. “Leave it,” I said.

THE END


12 HARD INCHES
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A FIRST TIME WITH A TRANS GIRL TALE




12 HARD INCHES


I made a big mistake sleeping with the trailer park supervisor’s wife. It’s not my fault; she’s been trying to seduce me for years. It was just a moment of weakness—and she sleeps with everyone, so I really thought I could get away with it.

But Frank, the assistant supervisor, caught us together, and Frank’s been trying to get me out of that park since he got the job. I’m in huge trouble now, knowing Daryl, the park’s supervisor, owns enough firearms to arm an entire militia—but there might be hope…

I can’t convince Frank to keep his mouth shut, but maybe I can convince Bambi to convince him for me. Bambi is the working girl who calls Frank his ‘best client’. Sure, it means making a deal with a sex worker, and it means finding out just what Frank likes so much about her. Let’s just say it’s in the title of this book…

The direction of this story was decided by Nikki Crescent’s Patreon subscribers.


CHAPTER 1
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Look—everyone makes mistakes, alright? Some mistakes are just more dangerous than others…

Though I’m not really sure I would call what I did a mistake. It’s not like I tripped and fell cock-first into the trailer park supervisor’s whore wife. Buying the wrong drill bit at the hardware store—that’s a mistake. But fucking the park supervisor’s wife; I knew what I was doing, and I knew the risk I was taking on.

And let’s be clear: she was just as responsible as me. In fact, she’d been trying to seduce me for weeks, and a man can only resist for so long. I would go out in the morning for my morning smoke, and she would be there, on her patio, wearing the lingerie she slept in. She would wink at me as she smoked her own cigarette. It wasn’t unusual for her to call out to me, “My husband’s out for the day,” without any prompt.

Sure, I was guilty too. I would go out without a shirt on when I knew that she was out there. I knew that she liked my hard abs and my big chest. I would do a few sets there on my own patio (I had a little home gym set up). She liked to watch me work out, and I didn’t mind having the audience.

And occasionally, I would notice a wardrobe malfunction on her end: her nightgown pulled up too high, showing off her slit and her pubic hair. Or sometimes she wore this little satin kimono, and it would be open, showing off at least one breast. “Oops,” she would say later on when she decided it was time to notice and cover herself up. She had a perfect pair of fake tits—by far the best set of fakes in the trailer park.

And then there were the times she would go inside to change, cigarette still in her mouth. She wouldn’t close the curtains as she stood by the window, which faced my patio. She would strip down and spent a good amount of time naked while she picked out her outfit. One time, when she knew that I was on my patio, she took out a vibrator and pleasured herself. Of course I watched, because I knew the show was for me. She put on one of those ‘shows’ when I had a friend over.

“Damn,” he said to me. “Daryl’s wife is some whore, huh?” It was 9:30 AM as he finished his first beer, staring into Brandi’s bedroom window, watching as she rubbed her clit with her manicured fingers.

“She does this all the time,” I said.

“She know you watch?”

“I don’t watch,” I said, blushing. “Not all the time. I mean, yeah—sometimes I look over.”

“She’s hot,” he said to me. “But her husband is fucking insane. He’ll blow your brains out if he finds out.”

“Finds out what!?” I said. “It’s not like I’m doing nothing wrong!”

My friend just laughed at me, shaking his head. “You must be doing something if she keeps doing it.”

And maybe he was right: maybe I did flirt with Brandi more than I should have, especially knowing that her husband, Daryl, really was insane. In fact, he’d spent ten years in prison for gang-related violence and armed robbery. Now, he was clean; he no longer drank and he no longer dealt drugs in the park. After getting out of prison ten years earlier, he took a job as assistant trailer park supervisor, and he managed to work his way up to head trailer park supervisor. He was probably the best supervisor the park had ever had; he did a good job keeping the crime out for the most part, though he let a few of the grow-ops slide, and I’m sure he knew about the meth lab at the end of the street; everyone knew about it (maybe he was being paid to turn a blind eye).

But Daryl did own an alarming arsenal of firearms, considering his history. He was always sitting out on his patio, cleaning his shotguns, cleaning his AR-15. On weekends, he would take those guns out to the Crown land behind the park and shoot up trees.

Daryl would undoubtedly kill anyone who touched his wife, even if it meant going back to jail for the rest of his life. But that didn’t stop a lot of guys in that park. Peter, the immigrant from Bulgaria, fucked her brains out once, at 9:00 AM on a Wednesday. The curtains weren’t even closed all the way, so I could see it all from my living room window. Peter pushed Brandi up against the glass, squashing her big, fake tits against the window, and he rammed her from behind while she moaned. Greg from down the road face-fucked her until she nearly blacked out—also with the curtains open—and he came on her face. I never said anything, but it was still well-known that she was a gigantic whore, so obviously people were seeing. Daryl was the only one who seemed to be oblivious to his wife’s fooling around.

It was a Thursday morning when I finally caved. She was in lingerie, leaning over the banister of her patio, smoking a cigarette. “You going to work out for me this morning?” she called out to me.

“I was going to squeeze a set in before work,” I said.

She took a long drag from her smoke. “You know, you’re welcome to come and workout over here.” She winked at me. Now, her lingerie robe was open, so I could see her pussy (surrounded by red-lump razor-burn) and one of her perky fake tits.

“I think your husband might kill me if I did that,” I laughed, pretending like she was just joking around.

“He doesn’t have to find out,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Besides, the fucker couldn’t care less about me; he can’t even get his fucking dick hard with me anymore.”

I blushed and looked away. “That’s hard to believe,” I said. “You’re insanely hot.”

“Awe. That’s so sweet,” she smiled. “Well, really, you’d be doing him a favour. One less thing he has to try to do.”

And I caved. It wasn’t the first time she’d invited me over, but it was the first time that I decided to take the risk—and I was taking more than one risk. I didn’t know if she was clean; she slept around, and that was no secret.

I wanted to go through her trailer to close all of the curtains, but she didn’t let me get far before she dropped her robe and wrapped herself around me. I looked over her shoulder before her lips pressed against mine, seeing the open window. “We should close that,” I said.

“Don’t worry about that,” she said. “We’ll get it in a minute.” Then we kissed. She had fat, soft lips. She made a point of pressing those hard breasts up against my chest. Then, she took my hand and pulled it down between her legs. “Finger me,” she moaned, and then we kept kissing. I rubbed her clit and then she took my wrist and forced me to stick my finger into her tight slit.

I looked at the open window again. I thought of all the times I’d seen her with different guys. I didn’t want anyone seeing me with her. I could see Daryl’s favourite shotgun, propped against the wall, next to a box of shells. One of those shells would soon have my name on it.

“I want your fat cock inside of me,” she whispered in my ear. “I want you to fuck my asshole while I finger myself.”

She was horny—insatiably so. She kept grinding herself against me. She only pulled herself away from me for a moment, so she could take a swig from a bottle of vodka. It was fruit-flavoured vodka, making her breath smell a bit terrible, but that made no difference after a few minutes, once she had her back to me, butt against my lap. She rubbed herself hard, and then she moaned, “I love how hard you are. Fuck. My loser husband can’t get his lame cock hard, even with pills.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said.

Then, she decided to show me what I was going to be enjoying. She got onto the bed, on her hands and knees, butt facing me. Then, she reached back and grabbed one of her butt cheeks. She pulled her asshole open and puckered, trying to show me the inside of her body. “How badly do you want it?” she asked me.

I will admit that I was turned on, even though she was being more of a whore than I would have liked. She pushed two of her fingers deep into her pussy and began to finger herself, making her hole gush and drip. “Are you going to fuck my asshole or not?” she said.

I looked up at the open window. “I just need to close that curtain,” I said.

“Fuck the curtain!” she snapped suddenly. “Just fuck me!”

I realized then that the curtain was opened intentionally. She got off on the idea of being watched. She wanted people to see us together because it gave her a thrill, and that thrill made her even hornier. I wasn’t even inside of her rear end for thirty seconds before she was having a squirting orgasm, making that bed wet all over. “Don’t stop!” she screamed.

Those trailer walls were thin. I knew that the whole block could hear us together. But it wasn’t enough to stop me. The strong desire to fuck her brains out was completely overriding my sensibilities. But strangely, in that moment, I felt invincible. I didn’t think we were actually going to get caught. Those other guys never ended up being caught, so why would I be the one to get the axe?

“Cum in my asshole!” she screamed. “Cum in my fucking whore asshole!” At least she knew. “Choke me, you bastard! Choke me until I cum!”

I grabbed her throat and squeezed.

“Harder!” she screamed, over and over until I was squeezing so hard that she couldn’t speak or breathe. She came again, squirting all over that bed. Her face was dark red when I finally let go. “Spank me!” she demanded, so I spanked her. “Harder!” she said over and over, until I was leaving dark red marks on her ass.

Then, she wanted me to pull her hair. She made me slap her face, smearing her makeup with the palm of my sweaty hand. I was probably leaving her with a few bruises, but I swear it was what she made me do. She even called me a pussy a few times when I refused to hit her hard enough to knock her out. “Are you going to cum in my fucking asshole or not? Am I not tight enough for you?”

She was on top, bouncing aggressively, digging her claws into my chest. She was getting every inch of my cock inside of her, pushing so hard that her ass went flat on my lap. She was grunting loudly.

I kept looking at that opened window. I was on the verge of coming when I looked and saw Frank standing on the road, looking in, seeing me with his boss’s wife.

Frank was the new assistant trailer park supervisor. He was a dope with the brain the size of a walnut. He would walk up and down the streets of the park with a pair of oversized aviators, looking left and right with his hands on his hips, acting like the town sherif. He was determined to make Daryl like him, even though Daryl was always cussing him out and calling him a ‘blundering retard’.

My heart fell into the pit of my stomach—but that wasn’t enough to stop me from coming. I filled Brandi’s asshole with hot cream, making her scream. “Yes!” she yelled loudly. “Oh God, it feels so fucking warm!” She clenched my shaft hard with her tight asshole. Then, she stood up and pressed her fingers into that same hole, apparently wanted to feel my cum with her fingertips. It was a strange and somewhat off-putting sight. While she was doing that, I rolled over and rushed to the window, closing the curtain…

But the damage had been done. Frank saw me with his boss’s wife, and now, I couldn’t stop looking at that shotgun propped up against the wall. I was in deep shit.


CHAPTER 2
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Itook a quick shower, cleaning my crotch to ensure that I wouldn’t end up with an STI (a friend told me that it was impossible to get an STI if you scrubbed your cock right after sex). Then, I put on some sweatpants and rushed out the door, off to find Frank before he could find Daryl and tell him what happened.

My heart was racing. I knew that Daryl would blow my brains out with that shotgun if he found out that I filled his wife’s asshole with cum. He wouldn’t hesitate to pull that trigger. And sadly, that probably meant he wouldn’t even get a life sentence, because they would call it a crime of passion. I think you get a smaller sentence if it’s not premeditated.

“Have you seen Frank?” said to Caroline, who was out on her deck, smoking a blunt.

“Frank?” she said. “What in the hell do you want to talk to Frank for?”

“I need to talk to him about something important.”

“Daryl’s over in his office.”

“I don’t want to talk to Daryl,” I said.

“If it’s important, I wouldn’t waste my time with Frank,” Caroline said to me.

I just smiled and went off. I went over to Daryl’s office trailer. I could see Daryl inside, behind his desk, with a beer in front of him. He had a calm look on his face, suggesting he hadn’t yet heard the news—which meant Frank wasn’t there. So I kept hunting down the assistant trailer park supervisor.

“Have you seen Frank?” I asked Peter.

“Frank?” he said. “What do you want with that baboon?”

“I need to talk to him about something.”

“I think Daryl’s in his office.”

I groaned. I kept looking, going up and down those narrow trailer park streets. Frank usually wasn’t so hard to find; he was always trotting up and down those streets with his thumbs in his pockets, trying to look like some sort of cowboy. Hell, sometimes he even wore a lame cowboy hat, which was almost certainly from a costume store.

“Hey Raymond!” someone shouted out at me. “No work today?”

“I’m taking the day off,” I said. “Have you seen Frank?”

“Frank?” he said. “What do you want Frank for? He owe you money or something?”

“I just need to talk to him.”

“I haven’t seen him. In fact, I haven’t seen him at all this morning. Usually he’s trying to look into my windows, rubbing his greasy face all over my glass. You know, my wife had to hit him with a broom the other day because he kept sneaking through our backyard. He’s convinced my wife is growing dope in her garden.”

I didn’t have time to converse. I needed to find Frank before he told anyone about what he saw.

I decided to head down to Frank’s trailer, which was on the far end of the park, by the kids’ playground. Now, the kids were all playing, screaming, chasing one another helter-skelter in the streets. There was an old Buick trying to get by on the road, but the kids couldn’t care less, constantly darting in front of him. He tried honking to make the kids move, but one of the older kids (maybe ten) flipped him the bird and yelled, “Fuck off you old shit!”

I darted in front of the car and headed to Frank’s trailer. I went up his rotting steps. One of the boards collapsed underneath me, and I nearly fell straight through his shitty deck. All of his curtains were closed. I slowly walked up to his door. Now, my heart was pounding. I had no idea how I was going to convince him to keep his mouth shut. I didn’t want him to know that I was desperate, but I also didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of having something he could dangle over my head. I thought for a long moment before I reached my fist out to knock on his door.

But I didn’t quite get that far. Before I could knock, the other door opened: it was a sliding glass door that went into Frank’s bedroom. I turned, expecting Frank to step out. But instead of getting Frank, a woman stepped out.

She was an older woman wearing a robe on her top half and black fishnets on her bottom half. Her makeup was thick and her hair was a mess. A single, quick glance was enough to know that I was looking at a prostitute.

And I suppose that explained why Frank had suddenly vanished from the park; he went off to meet a whore at his house.

Now, the whore was lighting a cigarette, staring off at the playground, watching the little kids as they darted back and forth, screaming as they chased one another.

“You didn’t actually fuck that loser, did you?” I said, scaring her.

She gasped as she turned to me. She put her hand to her chest and said, “What the hell are you doing there?”

“I need to talk to Frank about something.”

“He’s in the shower,” she said. “And so what if I fucked him? What difference does it make to you?”

“I guess it doesn’t make a difference,” I said. “I honestly thought he liked guys.”

She rolled her eyes and looked away from me. I was honestly shocked that she would sleep with a guy like Frank, even if she was a hooker. She was older, maybe in her mid-forties, but she had a kind, pretty face. Her body was pretty good too: slender, curvy; she had large breasts, which were obviously natural (a rare commodity in that park). Her lips were plump and slippery. Her skin was remarkably smooth for her age. But it was the way that her fishnets hugged her plump thighs that made my gaze wander down.

“Can I help you with something?” she asked.

“You don’t mind if I go in, do you?” I said. “I really have to talk to Frank.”

“I mind you staring at my body like a hungry coyote,” she said. “Have some manners.”

“What kind of prostitute tells a guy to have manners?” I said.

She rolled her eyes and shook her head, looking away from me. So I reached for the door handle, but it was locked. Then I looked at that bedroom door. “You don’t mind if I slip through, do you?” I needed her to unlock the little latch on the other side of the gate.

“Do I mind?” she said. “I have no idea who you are, and this isn’t my house.”

“It’s important. I need to talk to him.”

She smiled and walked over to the gate. She put her forearms down on it and leaned forward, making her large breasts squish together. “Will you pay me to open it?”

“Hell no, I ain’t paying you anything. I just want to talk to Frank.”

“Well then you can wait until he’s done in the shower—and he’s still got forty-five minutes left with me, so you can wait until that’s up to.”

“I doubt Frank is good for a second round, beautiful,” I said, rolling my eyes.

She smiled. “Thanks for calling beautiful, but Frank is usually good for three rounds in his hour.”

“No shit,” I said, baffled. “Frank? I don’t believe you.”

“Well, it’s true.”

I shook my head, trying not to think of his big, fat gut rubbing all over the pretty prostitute. Even now, she smelled a bit like Frank: that cheap cologne that he bought on discount from Walmart. “Just let me through, lady.”

“Fifty bucks,” she said.

“Hell no,” I said.

“Then you aren’t getting through. You can wait.”

“It’s important,” I said. “Like—really important.”

“Wait,” she said, suddenly with a big smile on her face. She tossed her cigarette butt onto the gravel driveway, and then she leaned closer. “Are you the guy fucking his boss’s wife?”

I felt my skin turning white. “Who said anything about that?” I said, forcing a small laugh in an attempt to make myself sound less guilty.

“Frank just told me,” she said. “He was on his way here and he said he saw some guy named… what was the name? Raymond—that’s it. Raymond was fucking his boss’s wife. He said he’s as good as dead. I’m assuming you’re Raymond.”

“Why would you assume that?”

She grinned. “So I’m right,” she said. “You have a sweet look, Raymond. You definitely don’t look like the type of guy to go around fucking married guys’ wives.”

“That’s none of your business,” I said. “Just let me through to talk to Frank. I just want to straighten some things out.”

“You going to threaten him?” she said. “He’s one of my best clients. He tips better than anyone else. I don’t want him getting roughed up.”

“I’m not going to rough him up.”

“So what are you going to do?” she asked. “He’s going to tell his boss, you know. He loves that man more than he loves me. He’s all he ever talks about. Daryl this, Daryl that.”

“Look,” I said. “It’s really none of your business. I’m going to handle it. Nobody’s going to get hurt—myself included.”

“Well, if it’s none of my business, then I’m definitely not unlocking this gate.”

“Then I’ll just jump it,” I said.

“I’ll scream.”

“Why are you protecting him!?” I snapped. I felt my face turning red. This whore was getting under my skin, even though she was the only reason Frank hadn’t already squealed on me. He probably would have gone straight to his boss had he not been late for his appointment with his prostitute. “Lady, you’re going to end up getting me killed.”

“I don’t know you.”

“If I get killed, Daryl goes to prison, and then Frank is out a job.”

“Why would he be out a job? Wouldn’t he just become the park supervisor?” she asked with a big grin. That grin suggested that she was trying her best to get under my skin. This was funny to her; she really didn’t care one little bit about my wellbeing.

“Surely we can come to some sort of agreement here,” I said, calming my voice down. “I have nothing against Frank and I have nothing against you. You seem like a nice lady. You’re very beautiful. I’m sure Frank pays really good money to fuck you, and I would too. But let’s just be friendly, alright? I don’t want some crazy asshole coming after me with a shotgun. Right now, you’re keeping me from protecting my own life. If Frank picks up his phone and calls his boss, I’m fucked. Do you understand? I don’t want to die. So I really need to talk to Frank about this.”

“With all due respect,” she said, still with that big grin on his face. “I have no idea what you plan on saying to him. He’s got his mind set on telling Daryl about it. There’s nothing you can say to change his mind. No offence, but he doesn’t exactly have the nicest things to say about you. He said something about you selling dope to kids.”

“That was one time, and he was hardly a kid,” I said.

“You don’t sound like the greatest guy, Raymond.”

“I’m a wonderful guy,” I said. “And I’m even more wonderful when I’m not dead. So please, just let me through.”

She stared into my eyes with that big smile on her face. “Why don’t you let me talk to him?” she said. “He actually likes me. Maybe I can talk him out of ratting you out.”

I stared back into her eyes. I remained still for a long, long time, trying to decide if she was still trying to fuck with me, or if she was actually making me an offer.

“What do you want from me?” I said.

“What do you think I want?” she said.

“How much? And do I get my money back when he goes and squeals like the fat pig he is?”

“I charge a hundred an hour, so that would be a fine starting point,” she said.

“A hundred an hour?” I said. “How can you possibly get any business charging that much in this park!?”

She gasped. “Watch your tongue, dead boy!” she said, shaking her head. “I’m worth at least twice that.” She folded her arms and turned her chin up.

“Of course you are,” I said, biting my tongue. “I mean—I agree. I just don’t think the folk around here have that kind of scratch.”

“Well, I’m not from here,” she said. “I’m from Sutton. Frank pays for the commute.”

“What? He gives you four bucks for bus fare?”

“He pays for a cab,” she said, scolding me with narrowed eyes. “And my cab is coming back in thirty-five minutes, which isn’t a lot of time to talk to Frank, especially if he wants to go for another round. So are you going to pay me or not?”

“I’ll give you twenty,” I said.

“One-hundred,” she said firmly, not budging from her position.

“How do I know you will have any sway over him?”

“I have lots of sway,” she said. “I’m pretty sure he’s saving up to buy me a ring.”

“If I were you, I’d be taking that ring in to get tested,” I said.

“Don’t be an ass,” she growled. “I don’t like guys insulting my clients. One-hundred bucks and I’ll talk him out of ratting you out. I think that’s a fine deal. Surely you think your life is worth at least one-hundred bucks.”

“For one-hundred bucks, I’d expect your promise and a blowjob.”

She blushed. “You really want to throw in a blowjob?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Just promise me to use mouthwash once you’re done with him.”

“Is that a deal?” she asked.

I dug into my sweatpants pockets and pulled out the cash that I had: sixty bucks. “I’ll give you the other forty at my place, when you come by for that blowjob. I’m in the red trailer on Crescent Street.”

She snatched that money from my fingertips. “Nice doing business with you, Raymond. I’m always happy to have a new client.”

“I’m no new client,” I said. “It’s just a deal.”

“Every guy I play with becomes a client,” she said. “Consider yourself warned.”

“Alright then, consider me warned,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Just do me a favour and make sure that fat boy is convinced to keep his mouth shut. I won’t make a good client when I’m dead.”

She grabbed my hand and shook it. That’s when I caught a whiff of her beautiful perfume. I’m pretty sure I’d smelled it before in that beauty section of Walmart, where I went to buy razors and shaving cream. It was one of the fancy perfumes they kept behind glass; I liked it.

I was nervous walking away from that trailer, leaving my fate in the hands of a fishnet-clad prostitute, whose name I didn’t even know. I had to put my faith in her though, because she was right: Frank hated my guts and there was nothing I could say to convince him to help me. There was nothing anyone could say in that park—but he apparently had a real thing for that whore, so if I was going to have any chance, it was with her.


CHAPTER 3
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Iwaited in my trailer, heart pounding. I had no idea what to expect or who I could trust. Is at by the window, curtains mostly closed; there was just enough of a slit that I could see the street. I watched kids go by. I watched as my neighbours went off to work or came home from their graveyard shifts. Then, I saw Frank, in his cowboy hat and aviator sunglasses. He was walking with a grin on his face. When he looked towards my trailer, that grin grew, and I ducked down, not wanting to be seen.

I didn’t want him knowing that I was home, just in case he was going to tell his boss what he saw. I didn’t need him saying, “He’s at home if you want to go get him right now,” though I suppose my home was probably the first place Daryl would come looking for me.

I watched as Frank marched down, down, down the road, until he turned left, towards Daryl’s office trailer. I couldn’t remember the last time my heart pounded so hard. I needed a cigarette.

I didn’t like smoking in my house, unlike most of the other residents of that park. Even though I was trying to lay low, I still felt like I had to go outside to smoke, so I slipped out, with a ball cap tipped over my eyes. I lit a cigarette and looked across the road to see Brandi there, smoking yet another cigarette. Her freshly applied red lipstick was all over that long white smoke. She winked at me before calling out, “Best orgasm of the year.”

“Keep your voice down. You’re going to get yourself killed—and me too,” I said.

She leaned over her wobbly railing. “Why are you suddenly so uptight?”

“I just don’t think you need to be yelling out our personal business across the park, alright?”

She rolled her eyes. “As if my husband even cares. It’s not like he’s trying to get any.”

I was half-convinced that she wanted her husband to find out; it was her own way of saying ‘fuck you for not giving me the attention that I want.’ She didn’t care one way or another what happened to me; I was just a tool to achieve her ultimate goal of sticking it to her man. She needed therapy. Sadly there were no words to get her to shut up; I could only hope that she was in a better mood once her husband was home from work.

“Please don’t tell me you’re working early tomorrow,” she called out.

“I am. Why does it matter?”

“How early? Earlier than my husband?”

“Probably.”

“What time are you off?”

“Not sure,” I said.

“What’s the matter, Raymond? Wasn’t I good for you?”

“I don’t think this is an appropriate conversation,” I said.

“I just want to know if I was good for you. Wasn’t I good? Are you telling me that I wasn’t any good?”

“Just keep your voice down, alright?”

“Just tell me, Raymond! Did I feel good for you or not!”

“Yes!” I said. “It was fine, alright? Now keep your fucking voice down!”

I looked down the road and saw Frank coming my way, now with Daryl at his side. I turned to Brandi. “I have to go.”

“Go where?” she said. “Can’t be bothered to spend a whole cigarette break with me now? Jesus—I wasn’t that horrible, was I?”

“I told you: you were fine. I just—I need to go do some errands. I’m already running late.”

She had a frustrated look on her face as I retreated into my trailer. I hated leaving her in a shitty mood, knowing she was more likely to spill the beans if she felt like she had some aggression she needed to get out. But I couldn’t be spotted chatting with her. And I had to hide somewhere before Daryl got to my trailer.

I scurried around my trailer, trying to think of where I could hide. I thought of darting out the back door and running, but I knew that wouldn’t look good; Daryl would see me leaving, and the fast escape would look suspicious as hell. So I went into my bathroom and closed the door, but quickly felt like an idiot. Why was I any safer in that bathroom? If Daryl wanted to kill me, he was going to check every room.

And now I was running low on time. I had to find somewhere to hide, and I had to move fast. But I wasn’t fast enough. There was a knock at the door. My heart stopped. I froze.

The knock came again.

“It’s Daryl!” he shouted. “Open up!”

So much for trusting a prostitute. Now, I had no choice; I had to run. But wait—maybe it was better to confront him now, while there were people around. I put my eye to the peephole and scanned his body. He wasn’t holding a gun; he hadn’t gone by his house to get one. I took a deep breath.

“Open up!” he called out again.

So I opened the door. I put on my best fake smile, and then I let out a big, fake yawn, as if he was waking me up. “What is it?” I asked.

He stared into my eyes. His top lip twitched. He scanned down my half-naked body and then he looked back into my eyes, ready to sock me right in the middle of the face. “Wipe that fucking grin off of your face,” he said.

“What’s going on? What did I do?” I said, playing dumb.

“You know damn well why I’m here,” he said, sounding like he was trying to hold back an outburst. Frank stood behind him, arms crossed, grin on his chubby face; I still couldn’t figure out why that pretty prostitute was letting him fuck her—whether he could afford her or not.

“I have no idea,” I said, sticking to playing dumb.

“Don’t be cute with me, kid,” he said. He always called me kid, even though he was only five years older than me.

“What?” I said.

“Rent,” he said finally. “As of today, you’re three months behind.”

A huge wave of relief washed over me. I looked over at Frank again. He had a small smirk on his face, as if he knew everything, as if he knew he could use that secret as leverage against me.

“Oh,” I said. “Rent? I thought I got that to you. Didn’t I get that to you?”

“You know damn well you didn’t!” he snapped. “And if I don’t get it by the end of the day, you’re gone! Got it?”

I laughed, shook my head, and then I reached for the envelope that contained nine-hundred dollars: enough for three-months of rent. “Here you go,” I said. “I totally thought I gave this to you on Thursday.”

He stared at the envelope for a moment, feeling the thick stack of bills with his fingers. Then, he opened the envelope and counted each twenty-dollar bill. He held a few of them up to the light, to check to ensure they weren’t counterfeits. Then he looked at me. “Where’d you get the money, Raymond?”

“Work,” I said.

“You get some early Christmas bonus or something?”

“I’ve just been saving up,” I said. “What’s the big deal? What’s with the interrogation?”

And now, Frank had that grin on his face again. He was staring into my eyes, trying hard to look and feel like my superior. He thought that I had to respect him now. He thought that this was going to change the dynamic between us, but I would always think that he was a lumbering doofus, no matter what he decided to dangle over my head.

Daryl stared at me for a long while before turning away and heading off down the road. Frank remained on my doorstep, staring at me with that annoying grin.

“What do you want?” I said.

“You’re in hot shit,” he said to me.

“That’s none of your business,” I said. “And I’d strongly recommend you keeping it that way.”

“If you want me to keep my mouth shut, you’d better think of a way to make me real happy.”

“I’m not sucking your ugly dick, if that’s what you’re suggesting.”

“It almost seems like you want me to tell Daryl what I saw.”

I knew that I needed to be nice to him, but I just couldn’t do it. He’d been a thorn in my side since he got his job. He was out to get me, thinking that he would get some sort of pat on the back for taking me out. Sure, there were a few complaints about me; I threw the odd loud party and got the odd noise complaint. And sure, I’d been arrested a few times in the park, and Daryl really hated it when cops came around; it looked bad for the park.

But I wasn’t going to let Frank take me out—and I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction he would get if I grovelled and begged him to spare me.

“So what’s going to stop me from telling him?” he asked.

“Your little prostitute,” I said. “If you tell Daryl, then I’ll tell everyone that you’re fucking a whore.”

“She’s not a whore,” he growled with narrowed eyes.

“Do you not pay her to fuck you?” I said. “That makes her a whore, idiot.”

“That’s none of your business. Whether or not I pay her—it’s irrelevant. We have something special together—something you wouldn’t understand.”

I had to laugh. I shook my head. “Apparently she’s good at her job if that’s what she’s made you believe.”

He pointed his finger at me and continued to growl like a frightened dog. “Don’t you tell anyone about her. It’s none of your business.”

And now, it seemed like the tables were turned. It was that easy to make him keep his mouth shut.

“And don’t talk to her,” he said. “I know you were talking to her at my trailer. Keep your criminal hands away from her. Got it?”

I rolled my eyes. I watched him walk away, stomping his feet like a frustrated toddler. Now, I was feeling stupid for giving his hooker so much of my cash. It was probably unnecessary; a threat was enough… but she wasn’t letting me in to talk to Frank, and she probably bought me the time I needed to have my own talk with Frank—so maybe it wasn’t a complete loss.

I was only inside for a minute before there was another knock at the door. I went to the door and opened it quickly, expecting Frank to be standing there, ready with his retort. But now, his prostitute was there, standing with a devilish grin on her face. “Ready for that blowjob?” she asked, biting her bottom lip.

And I was tempted to turn her away, not wanting to spend more of my money—but she had a cute look, and we had made a deal; I wasn’t about to turn down a good BJ.

I let her in. I told her to get comfortable. Yes, it wasn’t yet noon, but I poured her a strong cocktail so she could get comfortable. “So you talked to Frank for me?” I said.

“I made him promise he wouldn’t tell anyone,” she said. “So you owe me.”

“Well, I don’t think he’s going to tell anyone regardless,” I said. “But thanks for doing that.”

“He had Daryl’s number open on his phone. I don’t think you realize how close he was to ratting you out.” She watched me with those sultry eyes. She really did look too pretty to be a prostitute… but she was older; older than me by nearly a decade. Her age showed around her eyes and her smoker lips. It also showed in her biceps: that loose skin that was unavoidable with age… But otherwise, she was beautiful. She had one of those faces that looked like it would always be pretty, even when she was in her eighties. She was now pulling out a cigarette, and I was tempted to tell her not to smoke in my house, but I had a bit of a thing for smoking women, so I let her go ahead. I watched her for a minute and she just grinned. “See something you like?” she asked.

“I never got your name.”

“Bambi,” she said.

“Like the deer?”

“Sure.”

“Isn’t the deer a boy?” I asked.

“I wasn’t named after the deer.”

“Don’t you want to know my name?” I asked.

“It’s Raymond,” she said. “We’ve been over that.”

“Oh. Right,” I said.

“Do I have you feeling flustered, Raymond?”

“There’s just a lot going on today.”

“Want to go ahead with the blowjob?”

I grinned. “If you insist,” I said.

“Okay,” she said. She walked up to me. She put her hands on my shoulders. She stared right into my eyes and grinned. Her mid-forties were obvious from that close, but she still oozed sex appeal. She leaned in and gave me a kiss. Her lips were soft, tasting slightly like cigarettes—but she didn’t buy cheap smokes. That flavour was curiously regal, like she’d been smoking whatever brand of cigarettes Audrey Hepburn smoked.

“You’re kind of hot,” I said.

“Just kind of?”

She reached down and let her fingertips glide over my bulge. She did a good job of finding my tip through my pants, rubbing in small circles, gently with those pointed gel nails.

“I mean—I can see why Frank likes you, though I can’t see why you would ever touch his disgusting body.”

“It’s my job, Raymond,” she said.

“I work at a shop, but if my boss were to tell me to scrub some shit-covered toilet, I wouldn’t do it.”

“Don’t be so rude,” she said. “He might not be my type, but he’s not filthy. He showers at least four times a day.”

“As long as you showered after seeing him,” I said.

“Don’t worry about that,” she said.

Then, she kissed me again. As our lips locked, I stopped caring about Frank. I didn’t think about the fact that I was sharing a woman with him—and probably with lots of other losers as well. Maybe I was a loser too. Maybe I wasn’t so great.

She put her hands on my shoulders again. “So, that blowjob,” I said with a grin.

“I’m ready for it,” she smiled, and then she pushed down, making me drop to my knees. It took me by surprise—otherwise I would have stopped myself.

“What’s this about?”

She grabbed the bottom of her short skirt and shimmied it up, revealing her tight panties. With the tip of her finger, she inched those panties to the side, letting her long, fat cock fall out in front of my face.

“Is this some sort of fucking joke?” I said.

“We need to work on your manners.”

“Take that thing off. It’s not funny.”

“It’s part of me, so it’s stuck there. You wanted to suck me, now suck me.”

“I never said that!” I gasped, jumping back up to my feet. I looked down and saw that huge cock swaying there, between her legs, looking almost like a small leg on its own. It was curved, with a hefty bulge right in the middle of the shaft. If I only had one word to describe that beast, the word would be ‘rugged’. Even the veins, which were throbbing, made it looked almost like it belonged to some animal: a gorilla or some other powerful jungle beast. “I’m not laughing!”

“You’re being an asshole,” she said. “Just suck the cock like a man. You agreed to the deal.” She had the biggest smile on her face, as if this whole thing was a huge joke to her. Now, I realized that she was on Frank’s side; she was with her client, and I was probably fucked with Daryl; they were probably just messing with me before they went ahead and squealed to Daryl, getting me killed with a 12-gauge shotgun.

“Put it away,” I said.

“Suck it,” she smiled. “I think you’ll like it.”

“Put it away or I’ll cut it off.”

She gasped. “You prick,” she said. “Guys pay a lot of money to be able to just look at it; it’s the biggest cock in town. And here I am, basically giving it to you for free. You could at least give it a tug—or a lick. I promise I cleaned it after Frank was finished with it.”

“It’s a shame, because you’re pretty cute—too cute to be a man.”

She crossed her arms and pouted. “Well, that’s because I’m not a man, you bigot.”

“Who are you calling a bigot? Were you not born a man?”

“That’s not your business,” she said. “Now, you made a deal. I’ve kept my end of the deal, and now you can keep your end. Or, I can call Frank and tell him to forget about the deal I made with him; it’s your call. And if that’s the case, if I were you, I would start running. I wouldn’t even stay to pack a bag—not that you have anything worth saving here.”

“I’m not sucking your giant circus-act cock,” I said.

She gasped again. Now, she was losing that smile. Her face showed genuine frustration; she was really offended by me. And maybe I needed to be more careful; maybe I needed to value my life over my dignity.

“Look,” I said. “There was a misunderstanding. I thought you were a girl, and I thought you were going to suck my cock. Let’s just pretend like this deal was never made. I’ll go get the rest of the money I promised you—and let’s call that the deal. You can keep Frank from ratting me out and I won’t bother you anymore.”

“That’s not much of a deal for me,” she said. “I could have made at least a hundred bucks by now just working the street, but I chose to help you instead. And now you want me to spend the next God-knows-how-long keeping Frank from squealing on you? I don’t even know you! And, you’re an asshole. You won’t even look at my cock, as if I’m some sort of freak. I have no reason to help you, Raymond. I’m sorry, but if you’re not going to man up, then I’m not going to hold up my end of the deal either. You can keep your money.” She reached into her bra and tossed the cash I handed her earlier. “I’d rather have my dignity.”

It was strange hearing a prostitute talking about dignity.

I looked down at her long, curved shaft: throbbing, half-erect, as if I actually managed to arouse her. “So, just let me get this clear,” I said. “If I hold up my end of the bargain, and I suck your cock… you’ll keep Frank quiet—right?”

She smiled and nodded her head, clasping her hands behind her back.

“This isn’t some prank—right?”

She smiled and shook her head, still with her hands clasped behind her back in that cute, youthful way.

I looked at that swaying cock again. I groaned. How bad could it be? At least she smelled like a girl. At least she was all shaved and smooth. At least she was wearing feminine fishnet stockings and that little lingerie skirt. It wouldn’t be like sucking a guy’s dick… right?

I went back to my knees. I tried not to shudder as I stared at the long beast. My God—it must have been ten inches long! I looked up at her and took a deep breath. “This better not be some joke,” I said. Then, I leaned in. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth, reaching out with my hand to lift her fat cock up.

And it was fat: long and heavy. I grabbed it in the middle and it slumped, arching over my hand. I felt those throbbing veins against the palm of my hand. It was so warm, like bread that had just come out of the oven. It was uncomfortably warm.

I tried not to open my eyes, but I could feel her foreskin pulling back. I didn’t want to see her exposed tip, though I was about to put it into my mouth.

If this was a joke, I wasn’t laughing; I felt like I was sacrificing my pride, humiliating myself. I had so many friends who would have disowned me if they knew what I was now doing… And was Bambi going to tell Frank? Was Frank going to tell all of my friends? No—there’s no way that he would sacrifice his own reputation to ruin mine… not that he had much of a reputation to begin with.

But I didn’t even want him knowing that I’d been with a tranny, even if he’d been with the same one. I was going to have to beg Bambi to keep this a secret, no matter what. I was going to have to make her vow secrecy.

I let the cock into my mouth. I closed my lips around it. She groaned a feminine sound before slipping her gel-nailed hands into my hair. She gently pulled, playfully tugging me into her crotch, forcing more of her cock into my mouth. “That feels nice,” she said. “Move that tongue around.”

I refused to open my eyes. I reluctantly explored her shaft with my tongue and she moaned again. “Fuck, you’re good at that,” she said.

I gagged when her tip pressed the back of my throat. I held it together. I just wanted this over with. I didn’t like how warm it was; it didn’t seem natural. And it was getting harder; I could feel it stretching long; I could feel her foreskin pulling back, tightening around her widening girth. It was growing in my mouth!

I tried not to gag. I kept sucking. I reached out and gripped what I couldn’t get into my mouth and I squeezed. I did what I assumed would make this go by faster: I pumped her.

So maybe I was right about Frank: maybe he was gay. His go-to prostitute had the biggest cock in the city. I could only assume he was sucking her and taking it in the ass. Though did that really make him gay? She did look like a chick, after all… Was I gay for sucking her off?

No—this was against my will. I was doing this for my own wellbeing. Though thankfully, it wasn’t quite as bad as I thought it would be. It didn’t taste bad or smell bad, and it’s not like her shaft was oozing goo like some sort of slug. It was, in a way, just like sucking any other part of her body: like a toe or a finger, just bigger… at least that’s how I tried to think of it.

And she was making it easier by moaning like a girl, by swaying her body in a feminine way. She had those girly fingernails, gently scraping my scalp. And that smell was more feminine than any perfume I’d smelled before. Okay, so maybe it really wasn’t so bad; maybe this was a small price to pay for my safety… as long as she kept her end of the bargain and kept Frank’s mouth shut.

“That feels so fucking good,” she moaned. “You’re so fucking good at that.”

I heard the snap of her lighter. Finally, I opened my eyes to make sure she wasn’t trying to burn my trailer down. She was lighting a cigarette, smoking it slowly and elegantly. She looked down at me with contented, sultry eyes. “You like it, don’t you?” she asked.

I didn’t answer her. I didn’t want this to take longer than it already was. I just tightened my grip and pumped faster. I closed my eyes against and kept bobbing my head, moving my tongue around the way I would want a girl to move her tongue around me.

“Tongue my ass,” she said softly, sounding like she was holding back an orgasm.

I looked up at her, stunned and slightly disturbed. She was looking down at me with an expectant look, as if to say, ‘You want me to keep my mouth shut, right?’ I bit down on my tongue and then I went in, tugging her cock up to pull her whole package up, revealing her puckering hole. After a moment of hesitation, I pushed my tongue in. I gave her a rim job while jerking her off.

“Oh God, yes,” she moaned. “Oh God, yes!” Her voice was getting louder and louder and louder. She was getting closer to that orgasm. Soon, this would all be over.

But it really wasn’t as horrible as I thought it would be. It really wasn’t horrible at all. In fact—and don’t you ever say this to anyone, or I’ll find you—there was something satisfying about it. When you go down on a proper girl, you never really know if you’re doing good. Maybe they moan and tell you that they’re coming—but how can you know it’s the truth? Well, with Bambi, there was no hiding it. Her foot-long cock was as hard as a rock. She was throbbing intensely. Her whole body was contracting as she tried to hold back that cumshot. “Put your mouth on my cock!” she gasped. And there was no way to fake what was about to come next.

I didn’t want to do it, but I knew it would only be a short moment of uncomfortableness. I put my lips around her tip just in time to receive a mouthful of cum. I groaned as it splashed around my mouth: shot after shot as she moaned loudly, trembling all over. I did it: I made a trans prostitute cum using my hand and my mouth. It wasn’t something I ever saw myself doing, but I had to do it for the sake of my safety.

As soon as she was done, I turned my head to the side and spat, wiping my lips with my hand. “Yuck!” I gasped.

“Oh, don’t pretend like you didn’t like it,” she grinned.

“I didn’t,” I said. “And I don’t like it—I can still taste it!” I spat again.

“Well, I know you liked it; but it’s okay—you don’t have to admit it. I get it. Lots of my clients pretend like they don’t like it.”

“I’m not one of your clients,” I said.

“Yes, you are,” she smiled.

“That wasn’t part of our agreement,” I growled, wiping my lips again. Now, I could taste her perfume on my mouth; it wasn’t going away, reminding me of the throbbing I felt in my mouth for so long.

“You know, most guys can’t actually make me cum,” she said.

“Don’t change the subject,” I said. “The agreement is done. You got your money and your blowjob—now keep Frank’s mouth shut.”

“Of course,” she said. “But don’t pretend like you aren’t going to come to me again for a good time.”

“Don’t be gross.”

“Don’t be an ass,” she said with narrowed eyes. “You can pretend like you didn’t like it—I’m used to that—but don’t be rude.”

“Okay, whatever,” I said. “Let’s just… Let’s just be done with this.”

“Want me to come by tomorrow?” she asked.

“No,” I said firmly. “I don’t want to see you again. The deal is done, so let’s just leave it alone.”

She grinned and put her cock back into her panties. I’m really not sure how she managed to bend and fold that huge cock to fit into those tiny panties. Then, once her little lingerie skirt was down, it was impossible to even know that she had a monster-sized package. She walked to my door with that big smile.

“We’re good, right?” I said. “You promise to keep the fat boy’s mouth shut?”

She giggled. “Well, I can’t keep it shut—he pays good money to keep it open. But I can keep him from squealing on you. See you later, Raymond.”

I watched her leave, and then I made sure the door was locked. Then, I spent the rest of the day sitting by the window, heart pounding, not sure I could actually trust Bambi with my life. I had no choice: I had to put all of my faith into the trans prostitute… What a horrible position to be in!

It was midday when Brandi, the trailer park supervisor’s wife, stepped back on her deck. Her makeup was smeared, as if she’d just been making out with another man. A few minutes later, an electrician emerged from her trailer, hair ruffled. I could only assume that he’d just fucked her brains out; I guess once in a day wasn’t enough for the park’s go-to slut.

And it just didn’t seem fair. Everyone was fucking her, but I was the one praying for my life. That electrician didn’t have to make deals with trans prostitutes; he didn’t have to suck any cocks. He could just walk away, as if nothing happened.

At least I was done… At least that’s what I assumed.
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Iwasn’t quite as ashamed of myself as I probably should have been. The reality of sucking that cock was much different than the dreadful, horrific, disgusting nightmare I would have expected. I slept fine that night, worried more about the lunatic trailer park supervisor who lived next door than I was about the trans prostitute I gave oral to.

In fact, I was hardly thinking about that blowjob at all. Every little noise brought me to my feet. I kept sauntering over to the window and peeking out at their trailer. I saw them fighting around midnight. Daryl launched an empty bottle across his living room, almost hitting his wife while she screamed at him. I even heard him scream out, “You’re just a filthy whore!” And in that moment, I thought that maybe she spilled the beans; maybe she told him what happened in an attempt to get under his skin.

I rushed around the trailer to make sure the doors and windows were locked—not that it mattered. If the man wanted me dead, some flimsy locks weren’t going to stop him—and they definitely weren’t going to stop the power of his 12-gauge shotgun.

But he never came over. They just kept fighting, and then they had loud sex; apparently, he was able to get it up just fine. It was 3:00 AM when the lights in their trailer went dark, and I was able to take a breath of relief—though some kids set off some firecrackers around 4:00 AM, stopping me from falling asleep (and I really was just on the verge of falling asleep). The firecrackers had my heart pounding, and it didn’t settle until 5:30AM, minutes before my alarm for work went off.

But I was happy to get away from that park, happy to be in the shop where there was no trailer park supervisor—or assistant trailer park supervisor—breathing down my neck.

All of the guys were talking about girls. One of the guys had found an old porno magazine in his uncle’s house, while cleaning it out after his uncle died. “You’ve gotta see the pussies on some of these girls!” he said. It was a fetish magazine for guys who were into massive bushes of pubic hair. The guys all laughed and swooned over the models in the magazine, and I took a few peeks as well. I didn’t mind pubic hair, but some of those pictures were too over the top for me.

One of the guys said, “Not for me,” while folding his arms. “With all that hair, she looks like me—minus the cock. I’d feel like I was fucking a guy.”

The other guys laughed. “It’s just natural, Ian. That’s the way it’s supposed to be. You know, the way God made it. You’re supposed to be attracted to hairy cunts.”

“Well, I’m not. I guess I’m more evolved than that.”

“No,” said Henry with a big smirk. “It just means that you’re a fucked-up loser who’s into little girls.”

“What the fuck did you just say about me?”

The men got into a fight. Henry argued that girls only shaved to look like teenagers—or pre-teens. “But don’t be weird about it,” he chuckled. “For most of human history, it’s been perfectly acceptable to be attracted to young girls. Everyone knows it, at least on a subconscious level. That’s why girls shave, and that’s why guys want their girls to shave.”

“You’re such a fucking creep,” I said, shaking my head. “Listen to yourself.”

“Hey!” he said. “Don’t freak out at me! I told you: I like hairy girls. The more hair, the better. I just want to bury my face in a huge bush. In fact, I’ll give you ten bucks for the magazine.”

“Sold,” said Stan, the guy who brought the magazine in. He handed Henry the magazine.

“You think that I’m secretly into little girls” said Lewis, shaking his head. “But I think you’re secretly into dudes.”

“Don’t be an asshole,” said Henry.

“Dudes have pubic hair like that. You probably wish your girl had a big, fat cock that you could stroke and suck.”

The men laughed, and my heart skipped a beat. Of course I thought about Bambi and her large cock—though she didn’t have a huge bush of pubic hair. She was more feminine than most of the women I’d been with.

“You know,” said Stan. “My uncle has a massive stack of magazines. I’m pretty sure I saw a few chicks-with-dicks mags in there if you want those too.”

“Ah, fuck you,” said Henry, waving him off.

“I’ll take ‘em,” said Joe with a big smirk.

Then everyone turned to Joe, perplexed. Joe was in his fifties, grey hair, long grey beard. He had a deep voice and huge muscles. Nobody fucked with Joe. He spent his twenties and thirties with the Hell’s Angels, and he spent his forties in prison for reasons that were never revealed publicly. From time to time, his old gang members would come into the shop, and they would always get their bikes fixed for free, no matter who was working.

And we all wanted to laugh at Joe, but we all kept it to ourselves. “Wait. Are you serious?” Henry asked.

Joe just shrugged his shoulders. “The girls,” he said. “Do they look like girls or do they look like guys with makeup on?”

“They look like girls, Joe,” said Stan. “I mean—they’ve got dicks. One mag was full of chicks with big monster-dicks, and the other had asian girls and petite white girls with little erections.”

The men laughed, but not Joe. “I’ll take all of them,” he said.

And I must say that Joe’s uncaring attitude made me feel a bit better about what I did with Bambi. Hell, I was almost tempted to confess to Joe; I could even get him in touch with Bambi if that was something he was into.

But Joe definitely wasn’t what the guys in the shop would call ‘a faggot’—even behind his back, and not just because we were all scared to death of the guy. He was a manly dude. He had scars from gunfights. He rolled his own cigarettes and he shaved with an old hunting knife. And he had the amazing ability to fix any bike in the world, no matter how it was rigged up.

“I’m not going to lie, Joe,” I said. “You didn’t strike me as the type.”

“And what type is that?” he said, glaring into my eyes in a threatening sort of way, urging me to be careful with my next words.

“I just assumed you were a more vanilla kind of guy—that’s all.”

“Never judge a man for what he likes in the bedroom,” he said in a sagely kind of way. “What a man likes to do behind closed doors—as long as it ain’t hurting no one—it’s not anyone else’s business.”

Lewis shrugged Stan with his elbow. “Any other weird shit in that pile?” he asked. “Since we’re all opening up about our weird fetishes—I’m really into girls peeing, especially if they’re wearing clothes. But I’ll take nude if you’ve got any.”

“I can take a look,” said Stan.

“What about farting?” asked another guy, and then everyone laughed—including Joe. “What? A few years ago, I was fucking this girl I met at a bar. She started farting, like, uncontrollably while she was orgasming. It smelled horrible, but holy fuck, was it ever hot!”

“You’re a freak,” said Stan. “How could a magazine have pictures of girls farting?”

“I don’t know, I suppose. Maybe, like, they use computers to put in clouds of green around their butts or something.”

Everyone laughed. It was so absurd.

“She farted the whole time you fucked her? And you were into that?” I asked.

“I didn’t think I would be,” he said. “But there was something hot about it—like, she couldn’t control it anymore. I guess it’s kind of hot to think that I made her feel so good that she couldn’t control herself.”

“But why did she have so much gas in her ass?”

“I don’t know, but she was like that. The moment I started fucking her, she started farting—damn near shitting herself. I asked that girl to marry me and I never even knew her damned last name.”

The guys all laughed.

“What?” he said. “It’s true! I asked her to marry me. Bought her a ring and everything. Well, she turned me down. Turns out she was already married. We stopped fucking after that—but every time I’m with a girl now, I pray that she’ll let a few farts slip while I’m inside of her.”

“That’s enough!” Henry said, throwing his hands in the air. “If you say the word ‘fart’ one more time, I’m going to be sick! Hell, I’m already sick! What a fucking sin!”

“Hey! Like Joe said, don’t judge a guy for what he does in the bedroom.”

“I’m going to judge you all I want, you freak.”

The men laughed. I walked away to start working on a truck that had a mysterious hydraulic fluid leak. I’d been working on that truck for two days already, but I couldn’t figure out where the leak was coming from. It was mindless work, really: disconnecting fittings, running the engine, watching for drips, cleaning parts, reconnecting fittings, and so on. I suppose it’s kind of like doing a jigsaw puzzle (I used to do puzzles with my grandma before she died when I was fourteen). You kind of get into this blank, meditative state as you go through the motions…

Well, it wasn’t long before I started thinking about Bambi, and thinking about what Joe said. Joe’s sagely words really made me feel like less of a degenerate for sucking off a transgender prostitute. It was something he was into, after all, and he was a perfectly respectable man—no less respectable after he admitted he liked girls with cocks. So maybe I didn’t have to stress so much; maybe I didn’t have to worry that I was going to regret it for life.

The image of Bambi stayed in my mind. I swear I could even smell her soft perfume. Later that morning, a client came in to pick up his Audi. She was smoking a cigarette—the same brand Bambi smoked. That smell brought the image of Bambi’s fit body into my mind. I could picture her perfectly, dragging on that smoke, brushing her long hair away from her eyes.

Maybe I did want to see her again. Maybe a proper go with the trans whore would have been nice… She was hotter than the whores that lingered around our park—and she was hotter than the single women who frequented the bars near the park.

I slipped into a bit of a fantasy, imagining myself with her again. I imagined myself kissing her, feeling her hardening cock against my abdomen. In my daydream, I spun her around and bent her over. I stuck my cock into her tight asshole and I reached around to stroke her long shaft while she moaned.

My skin tingled as I entertained that fantasy. I tried to push it away a few times, but it kept coming back. My mind was determined to undress her, to reveal those large breasts an that thick, full cock.

“Raymond!” my boss shouted.

Then, startled, I smashed my forehead against the underside of that truck. “Son of a fucking bitch!”

“Why aren’t you finished with that truck yet? The owner keeps calling me. He needs it for work. Time’s up. Have you fixed the leak or not?”

“I think I finally found it now,” I said, rubbing my forehead with grease-covered fingers. “I just need another hour. I have to take the fuel filter off to get to the fitting.”

“Get it done,” he growled before storming off.

It was a long day at work, operating on no sleep. But the exhaustion didn’t end with work. When I got back to the trailer park, Darcy from down the road was waving me over. She blushed and smiled and eyed my truck before saying, “Daryl’s making me move trailers. I’ve got all this furniture, but nothing to move it with.” She kept her gaze on my truck, making it very clear that she was asking me to use my truck.

“How many trips back and forth, do you think?” I said with a groan.

“No more than ten—fifteen at most,” she smiled.

Darcy was short and fat, but cute in her own way. She had a dark red nose and splotchy red cheeks, but she had massive breasts that could stretch out any shirt in any size. I didn’t mind helping her, knowing that she would probably give me some action the next time we were at a party together; it was good to keep up good relations in the park.

But I didn’t realize she wanted me to help her load everything as well—and I didn’t know that she couldn’t drive a stick, so I had to do all the back-and-forth trips for her. “Son of a bitch,” I groaned. After three trips, she seemed to vanish, and I was moving her stuff for her, without help. I was tempted to walk away, leaving her to figure it out on her own, and then I noticed someone watching me from across the road.

There she was: Bambi, cigarette in her mouth, puffing away with a grin on her face. She had a coat on, covering up her skimpy lingerie—but I could still see glimpses of that red lace, and the tight black leather boots that didn’t really go with the outfit, but was sexy nonetheless. “Frank’s got you coming here daily now?” I said.

“He’s good for five times a week,” she said.

“How the hell can he afford it?”

“Well, I don’t think I can tell you that,” she said. “What my clients tell me stays between me and my clients.”

I grinned. “Well, did you not say that I’m one of your clients? So that means you can tell me—right?” There was just no way Frank could afford to see a hundred-dollar prostitute five times a week. He probably made around half of that working for Daryl, and he never left the park to do any other job that I was aware of. Maybe it wasn’t any of my business, but I loved to think that he was off selling drugs—doing something that would prove he was nothing but a loser and a hypocrite.

Bambi grinned. “So you’re accepting it, huh?” she said.

“Look,” I said. “You’re fine—I’m not going to lie. I’d lay you down and fuck your brains out any day of the week—and I bet it would feel a lot better than whatever Frank’s giving to you. But I’m not some loser; I don’t have to pay to fuck girls.”

“I’m not just any girl,” she said with a proud smile. “You and I both know that I’m special.”

“You think very highly of yourself,” I said. “You’re cute, don’t get me wrong—but if you expect me to pay you to fuck, then you can beat it. I think you’re hot, but I’m not desperate.”

“So, what I’m hearing is: you liked sucking my dick and now you want to do it again. Is that right?”

“I’d prefer sex,” I said.

“Okay, horny boy. Let’s go into your trailer then.”

“Free?” I said.

“Don’t be so cheap,” she said.

“I’m just making sure.”

“Yes—it’s free. But it won’t always be free. Alright? And if I’m giving you a handout, we’re doing it my way. Got it?”

“Whatever,” I said. I figured she just meant she wanted to choose the position. But really, I was agreeing to much more than just letting her pick whether we did it doggy-style or missionary.
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Imade sure to close all of the curtains while she went to the bathroom to get herself ready. I hated the thought that she was just coming from Frank’s trailer. I hated to think that I was going to stick my cock into her ass and feel Frank’s filthy cum against the tip of my shaft—but I was going to give Bambi the benefit of the doubt; I’m sure she was a clean girl and made sure she was tidied up between clients.

My heart jumped when I thought about Bambi’s body; I obviously hadn’t forgotten about her big dick, but that wasn’t much of a bother; now, it seemed more like a strange quirk than anything, and there’s something sexy about girls who embrace their strange quirks—what can I say? I used to regularly fuck this girl named Sara, and she had long, flat tits that were probably huge, plump milkers back when she was a teen; but she had four kids and those kids sucked those things dry. The tits had no mass and drooped down beyond the bottom of her ribcage, and would flop around in every direction when she was on top of me. Tits like that would make just about any girl insecure, but she seemed to love them. She would randomly text me topless photos—and then I found out that she had an OnlyFans account, and her username was PancakeTits. Though I would say they were more like crepes.

Anyway, Bambi was kind of like that; she had that big, fat cock, but she sported it like it made her like a Playboy bunny or something. When she came out from my bathroom, it was already out, sticking out the side of her panties, half-erect and pointing forward, aimed right at me. It was throbbing: trying to lift higher into the air, but it was so insanely heavy that it just couldn’t seem to lift any higher. “I’m ready,” she said with a big smile.

And I could tell that it turned her on when I stared at it. As soon as my gaze went down to it, her fingers were curled around it. She gently pulled back her foreskin and began to massage her length. She was smirking, biting her bottom lip, playing with her cock as if it was like a toy: waving it from side to side, bouncing it up and down—and giggling slightly too.

“Want to watch me jerk off?” she asked—and she asked it casually, as if it was something her clients usually wanted.

“I think I’ll pass,” I said.

“You want to get right to sucking me?” she said, narrowing one eye, as if my answer took her by surprise.

“Maybe you can suck me,” I grinned.

“I’m not really into that.”

And then I was the one standing there, surprised and unsure of what to say. “You’re a whore who isn’t into sucking dick?”

“I’m not a whore,” she scowled. “I’m a sex worker.”

“Oh God, don’t give me that PC shit.”

“Don’t be so rude,” she growled. She stepped forward and put her hands on my shoulders. “Get down and suck my cock.”

“I’d really rather not.”

“Then why did you want to see me so badly, Raymond?” She stared directly into my eyes with that inquisitive look.

“You’re hot,” I said. “And I like the idea of fucking you.”

“I don’t like that idea,” she said.

“Then why the hell are you here?” I said, letting my gaze fall down to that cock, which was now poking me in the pelvis.

“To fuck you,” she said with a big grin.

“Whoa,” I said, backing away, shaking my head, holding out my hands as if she was a cop and I was trying to prove to her that I wasn’t holding a piece. “Look—I didn’t mean to give you the wrong idea, but I’m not into getting fucked. Is that what Frank likes?”

“Everyone likes it, Raymond. Quit being so insecure.”

“I’m hardly insecure,” I said, narrowing my gaze, clenching my teeth together. Maybe this was a mistake; maybe I shouldn’t have invited her over. But why did I invite her over? Did I really want to fuck her in the ass that badly?

“Just take it like a man,” she said. “Quit being such a loser.”

“Who are you calling a loser?” I gasped. And now, I was starting to feel like tossing her out of my trailer.

“Not man enough to take a cock—and I’m offering it to you for free; you have no idea how lucky you are.”

“Maybe you don’t know how lucky you are,” I said. “I didn’t have to invite you over.”

She just stared at me; she had no response. But she did have that grin on her face, and that grin wasn’t going away; it just lingered there as she glared into my eyes. She was making me feel strange: awkward and vulnerable. She was starting to make me wonder: was I not man enough to take her cock? She was good at confusing me. There was something about the confidence in her tone; she knew how to make me question what was up, what was down, what was normal, what was weird. Maybe I was the weird one.

I shook my head. “Quit it with your mind games. Are you going to spread your ass for me or what?”

She gasped. “You’re a pig,” she said. Then, she marched over to her purse, I thought she was about to snatch it to leave, but instead, she leaned down and pulled out a tall bottle of lubricant: enough lube to fuck for five years. She tipped it over and squirted a large amount onto her shaft. She used her fist to spread it up and down her long, veiny member—and then she squirted more, until her whole shaft was glistening with lubricant.

“What the hell are you doing?” I said.

“I’m going to fuck you,” she said. “If you’re not going to get me slippery with your tongue, then I’ll use lube.”

“That thing ain’t going in my ass,” I said.

“Bend over the bed, Raymond. Quit being a pussy.”

She marched over to me, erect and lubricated. She put her hands on my arms and spun me around. I have no idea why, but my body went submissive for her: I let her spin me around; I let her march me to the bed; I let her bend me over; I let her pull down my pants.

My heart was racing. “I don’t want this,” I said with my mouth, but my submissive body was telling a different story. I was just standing there, taking it, letting her rim my asshole with the lubricated tip of her cock. “It won’t even fit!”

“It always fits,” she grinned. “It’ll be tight—but it will fit.”

I looked back. I could feel that my face was bone-white. I was doing nothing to stop her—and she was going ahead. She pushed hard, jamming that fat tip into my hole. I tried to clench, but she was too slippery; she pushed through my anus. I felt my hole gaping wide. I gasped, letting my upper body fall down flat onto the bed. I groaned, clenching two handfuls of bed sheets. “It’s so big!” I shouted.

She replied by spanking me on the ass and laughing. She was too dominant. I couldn’t fight her. I kept clenching until I couldn’t anymore—then, she slid in deep, making me gasp.

She went all the way, refusing to spare me. She didn’t want to go easy on me. Twelve hard inches were pressed deep into my body. She gripped my hips with those gel nails; she shimmied her curvy body forward. Then, there was a moment of pause.

She wasn’t thrusting. She wasn’t even holding me down with her hands. It was like the scene had paused and time was standing still. I took a series of deep breaths, trying not to freak out at the fact there was a foot-long cock in my asshole, pushing up towards my lungs. Then, I heard a clicking, and then I smelled cigarette smoke. I looked back and saw that she was smoking a fresh cigarette. She grinned at me. “Sorry,” she said.

And then everything resumed. She gripped me with both hands, keeping that cigarette between her fingers, close to burning me. She started to pull back, sliding that veiny, bulging cock through my asshole before pausing with her tip at the rim of my anus. She moaned and then she plunged back in, using every single inch, pushing her shaved pelvis hard against my bum.

“Oh God,” I moaned.

And the next thrust was faster—and then faster and faster. Soon, her pelvis was slapping my ass hard. Cigarette ash fell on my back and she used her hand to brush it off, without stopping.

But she wanted to get deeper, even though I didn’t know it was possible. She got one heeled foot up onto the bed, getting higher above me. She pinned my lower back with one hand, and then she started thrusting down into me, pushing in at a whole new angle.

“Fuck!” I screamed.

It was a minute later when she suddenly pulled out. She dug her hands under me and flipped me suddenly onto my back. She looked down at my cock and giggled. “You’re so hard!” she said.

I felt my face turning red. Then, she pushed herself back in, making me groan again. I looked down and watched as her long shaft disappeared into my body. “Shit,” I muttered.

Then, she was back to work, thrusting into me. And I have to admit: I could see why Frank was so willing to pay her so much money; I understood why he wanted to see her almost every day. It felt good. It felt very, very good. I’d never felt anything quite like it: a euphoria that swirled through my whole body, making my arms and legs numb, making my mouth moan uncontrollably. It wasn’t like a normal orgasm, which only lasted ten seconds at most; it was like a prolonged orgasm that just wouldn’t end—and it just got stronger and stronger and stronger. I constantly felt like I was on the verge of exploding, on the verge of coating my own chest with my huge load, but it wasn’t coming.

“Holy fuck!” I screamed.

And then, with a small flick of her fingernail, she made me unload. She dragged that fingernail up the length of my dick, tickling my tip—and that was all I needed. Cum was bursting all over my abs, all over my pecs, pooling in my navel. She giggled while she watched, which was unfortunately humiliating, but it apparently got her off, because she was coming a minute later: deep in my asshole.

I gasped, feeling it getting fuller and fuller down there. Then, she pulled out, and it was like the plug being pulled from a drain; cum spilled out and poured everywhere. She giggled again, watching me as I stared down my cum-stained body with parted lips and a pale face.

“Now that’s what I call taking it like a man,” she said, covering her lips with the palm of her hand as she laughed.

I was still too numb to sit up; all I could do was remain still, vulnerable, used. I watched her as she marched across the room, grinning. She reached down and stuffed her long cock back into her lingerie, making it disappear mysteriously. Then, she dug a small dress out from her purse: it was hardly enough to cover anything, but it was cute.

Then she turned to me. “Maybe I’ll catch you tomorrow,” she said.

I winked at her, letting my own little grin slip.

She went to my front door and opened it, and the timing couldn’t have been worse. There, standing on my doorstep, was Frank. He stared for a moment at Bambi, and then he turned and looked at me. His bottom lip quivered. Bambi remained frozen. And I knew that this was bad, bad news.
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Bambi slipped right by Frank without saying a word. She took off quickly, and it was probably a good call, because the look on Frank’s face was concerning. He was red, clenching his teeth together. His hands seemed to be trembling as they turned into fists. In a state like this, any man is unpredictable—and so many of the residents of that park owned firearms—and many carried them on their person.

I quickly covered myself up. “What do you want, Frank?” I asked.

“What are you doing?” he asked. His voice was almost a whisper.

“I’m doing my taxes. What the hell does it look like I’m doing?”

“Were you fucking my girl?” he asked through his clenched teeth.

“She’s not your girl, dumbass. She’s a sex worker. It’s her job to fuck guys.”

“You—You had sex with her,” he said, and I think he was saying it to himself, trying to wrap his mind around what he was seeing. I stood up and bent over to pick up my pants. I was a bit embarrassed, knowing there was cum all over my chest and more cum running down my legs; but that was the least of my worries. Frank was the keeper of my secret: a very important secret. And now, he wanted me dead just as much as Daryl was going to want me dead when he found out that I fucked his wife. Finally, Frank managed to pull himself from his daze. He let his gaze drift up, finding my eyes. There was fire in his eyes. “You slept with her,” he said.

“Get over it. She’s probably off to sleep with someone else now. It’s her job, you baboon.”

“But you… You…”

“Me what? Use your words, moron. Spit it out. What’s your problem?” I probably shouldn’t have been pestering him so much, but I really couldn’t help it; I hated him so much. I’d hated him since the day that he tried to ‘citizen’s arrest’ me after he caught me buying a case of beer for some kids… they were hardly kids—eighteen-years-old, which is legal drinking age in some provinces.

He stared into my eyes, suddenly looking calm, with a grin on his face. That grin sent a cold shiver down my spine. I stopped talking for a moment, feeling a sense of impending doom. “See you later, Raymond,” he said, cool and collected.

“Where are you going?” I asked as he turned around—but he didn’t answer me. He just kept walking. He knew he could have me destroyed in an instant.

My heart was racing. I closed the door and rushed through my place, ensuring doors and windows were locked. But what good was it? If Daryl wanted me dead, he would kill me…

Then, I peeked out the window. Down the road, I could see Bambi standing on the street corner, waiting for a bus to take her back to the city. I had to act fast.

I zipped out my back door and hurried down the back street, hoping to get to her before her bus came to take her home. I came around the corner—but there was the bus.

“Fuck!” I yelled. So I started to sprint as hard as I could, waving at the bus, though it was two blocks away. The driver didn’t see me—not that he would have stopped anyway. “Son of a bitch,” I growled. But I knew that I still had a chance to catch up.

Bambi was my only hope. I needed her to talk to Frank, to stop him from putting my life in danger. I turned down the next road; I had to beat the bus to the next stop. So I cut through the next alley, and I dashed in front of a speeding car, forcing him to slam on his brakes. I jumped over a fence and then another, and then I darted in front of another car; this time, I got hit—not bad enough to hurt, thankfully. I fell onto his hood and I rolled off and continued my dash. He screamed something at me from his window, but I didn’t care enough to listen.

I could see the bus coming around the next bend. I was close. I had to continue my dash. I ran in front of one last car to make it to the other side of the street. Then, I got lucky when a very old woman took her sweet, sweet time getting onto the bus. At the last moment, I reached the open door. Panting, I stumbled onto the bus.

I scanned the aisle and spotted her sitting there with a book in her hand. She was reading some old novel that was about as thick as the Holy Bible in large print. I stumbled up to her, panting. She didn’t notice me at first—not until I said, “What the hell are you reading?”

She glared up at me. “What are you doing here?” she asked.

“I need you to call Frank—right now. Put your book down and make the call.”

“What? Why? And why do you think it’s okay to bark orders at me? I’m not your slave, Raymond.”

The other passengers were staring at us now, peering over their phones as they watched me talk to an obvious prostitute: legs clad in fishnets, breasts nearly bursting out from her tiny lingerie top. Oh, and the nine-inch heels on her feet didn’t help, though she didn’t seem to care about the glares; maybe she was used to it.

“I already told you that Frank promised to keep his mouth shut about what he saw.”

“Well, he’s about to break that promise,” I said. “He’s on his way to rat me out right now.”

“What makes you think that?”

“Just make the call, okay? Just tell him you aren’t going to fuck him anymore if he gets me killed.”

A few nearby passengers got up and moved away, including a mother with her young son. I would normally put more effort into censoring myself around kids, but I was in a panic and this was important.

“Hey!” she said. “You can’t just force me to drop my best client like that. I don’t owe you anything.”

“We made a deal,” I said. “And you promised he would keep his mouth shut. I’d say you have thirty more seconds before it’s too late.”

“I promised I would talk to him for you—I never guaranteed an outcome. And I’m not calling him now, in public. If you’re nice to me, I’ll make the call when I’m at home.”

“I don’t have that much time. I don’t think you’re listening to me: he’s ratting me out now.”

“Well, then it’s probably already too late, if that’s true. But he assured me that he would keep his mouth shut about what he saw. And don’t look at me like this is somehow my fault, Raymond. You were the one who fucked the man’s wife. Shame on you for not being able to keep it in your pants.”

“Please,” I said. “Make the call. Please. I’m begging you.”

Daryl’s office was on the other side of the park from my trailer; Frank wasn’t a fast walked, with his short legs and his fat stomach. There was a chance that there was still time.

“You’re begging me?” she said.

“I’ll do anything,” I said.

She stared at me for a moment before pulling out her phone. She made the call, with the phone on ‘speaker’. “Bambi?” Frank’s voice said. “I can’t talk right now—I’m just going into my boss’s office.”

“What for?” she asked.

There was a short silence. “What difference does it make to you? Why are you even calling me right now?”

“I just wanted to hear your voice, baby,” she said, rolling her eyes but putting on a good show with her voice.

“We’ll talk later. I’m doing something important now.”

“You’re not going to tell your boss about that fellow and your boss’s wife, are you?”

That silence came back again. “What does it matter to you?”

“I told you, I don’t like conflict. I don’t want you getting anyone killed.”

That silence returned once more. “I can’t believe you let him touch you,” Frank whispered. “I can’t believe you let that… slime-ball inside of you!”

“Who said he was inside of me?”

“Or you in him—I don’t know! What does it matter? I was going to propose to you, Bambi! I… I love you, and you broke my heart.”

“I see other people, Frank. It’s my job.”

“Not him,” Frank said. “I can’t possibly be with you if you are seeing him. He’s a rat, Bambi. He’s better off dead.”

“I…” Bambi started, and then she bit her tongue and squirmed. “I can’t see you anymore if you get him killed.”

That silence returned. “You’re really picking him over me?”

Bambi looked at me. Her face was white now. She had her lips pressed firmly together. She squirmed again. “Yes,” she said.

“I’ll pay you double if you just stay out of this,” Frank said, sounding like his teeth were clenched hard together.

“Don’t rat on him, Frank,” Bambi said, shocking me. Was she actually picking me over her best paying client? Did she like me? Or was she just doing what she felt was the right thing?

“Never call me again,” said Frank with tears in his voice, and then he hung up the phone.

Bambi stared at her phone before looking up at me slowly. “Great,” she said. “Now we’re both screwed.”

“You’ll be fine,” I said. “He’ll come crawling back to you, because he’s a desperate freak. I’m actually fucked though.”

“I did everything I could for you,” she said.

“Sure,” I said. “Thanks, I guess.”

“Don’t sound so grateful,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I just lost more than half of my income for you, and all I get is ‘thanks, I guess’. What a nice guy you are.”

“Sorry,” I said, biting my tongue. “I’m basically homeless now, so it’s hard to feel grateful. I can’t go back to my trailer or I’ll be shot in the face with a shotgun. Everything I own is over there, including my work uniform and key. And hell, I can’t even go into work; Daryl knows where I work, and I wouldn’t hold it past him to wait by the door with a gun. I’m fucked.”

“Sorry, Raymond. I did what I could. Now, I need to get to work.”

“Ew,” I said. “You’re seeing another client this morning?

She stood up and got off the bus. I scurried to keep up with her. “Why are you following me?” she asked.

“Where else am I supposed to go?”

“Somewhere else. I don’t need you stalking me all day.”

“I thought you liked me,” I said. “I mean—you obvious liked me enough to lose your best client.”

“Sure. You’re alright. You’re cute—and that’s about all you have going for you. Oh, and you can take it like a man, which is nice; most guys whine and cry the whole time—even when they’re paying for it. But that’s neither here nor there. I just don’t want you following me to work. I can’t lose my job—especially now that my best client just dropped me.”

“I don’t want you going and fucking other guys,” I said, feeling my skin turning red.

“Are you telling me to stop being a prostitute?” she asked. “This isn’t Pretty Woman, Raymond.

“Run away with me,” I said. “I have to leave town and you’re out your best client. Just come with me.”

“Don’t be so crazy,” she said. “Can you please go away now?” She stopped outside of a park bathroom.

“I don’t know,” I said. “How can I find you again? I don’t even have a phone; it’s in my trailer.”

She sighed. “I don’t know,” she said. “I’m not sure I want you to find me if there’s a guy trying to kill you.”

“C’mon,” I said. “Give me a phone number or something. I’ll call you from a payphone… are those still a thing?”

“I’m late, Raymond,” she said. “If you really want to and me—I live in the blue building on Maple Street. You can find me around there. But get lost—alright?”

“Is this where you’re meeting your next client?”

“Get lost, Raymond!” she said, and then she slipped into the bathroom. It was my cue to leave, but I really had nowhere to go.

I hated the thought of her meeting with another guy. I hated the thought of some guy bending over for her. I felt tense all over with jealousy. I had the idea of sticking around, to wait for the guy, so I could beat him up a little bit, so he wouldn’t go near her. In a weird way, I felt like Bambi was mine to protect, which meant I had to keep creeps like myself away from her.

So I lingered around in that park, guarding that public bathroom. She wasn’t coming out. Was that guy already in there with her? I thought about barging in—but other women were going in and out every few minutes, and nobody was coming out disgusted, as if they saw people fucking inside. So what was happening in there?

I kept waiting for that client. That tension in my body became more and more intense. I was really prepared to beat up some stranger, just to make Bambi know that I wanted her to be mine.

Then, after forty minutes, Bambi emerged from the bathroom, but I hardly recognized her. She was holding a bag. Her thick makeup was washed off. Her long hair was now tied into a firm bun. She wasn’t wearing that skimpy lingerie; instead, she was wearing a somewhat-loose Walmart costume. She looked so innocent, but also a bit silly with those long blue pants and that blue and yellow dress shirt.

“Seriously?” I said.

She jumped when she saw me still standing there. “I told you to scram!” she barked.

“Well, I have nowhere to go,” I said. “You work at Walmart?”

“That’s none of your business. And I’m going to be late, so please just get lost!”

I followed her down the road. “I mean—you look kind of cute, though I prefer the fishnets.”

“Just get lost, Raymond. I can’t believe you’re still here. This is so embarrassing.”

“You think this is embarrassing?” I said. “But you’re totally fine with me seeing you as a prostitute?”

“I don’t feel like talking to you. I have to get to work. I do not want you anywhere near my work.”

But I had nowhere to be, so I followed her, teasing her along the way. I let her go in on her own, but I went in a few minutes later, just so I could see her standing there, greeting people as they walked in. It was a strange sight, especially knowing that she could make good money with a couple of clients: way more than she would make in eight hours, standing at the doors of a Walmart.

She saw me in the store, meandering the aisles, grinning as I stared at her. Finally, when there was a lull, she walked over to me and growled through clenched teeth, “Get the hell out of here, Raymond. You’re being such a creep.”

“Okay, okay,” I said. “I just had to see this for myself.”

She grunted. “I’ll see you at my place later. Okay?”

The comment took me by surprise. I sauntered out of the Walmart and I went to her building. I sat around for the next seven hours, with nothing to do and nowhere to be. Finally, as the sun was starting to set, she showed up, getting off the bus in her Walmart outfit. She eyed me, turning red all over. And then she waved me to follow her inside. Her apartment was small and cold. It was a single room with a bathroom. There was a tiny kitchenette, and a small TV next to her bed; no couch or area to relax. “Where do you eat?”

“Usually out,” she said. “But sometimes on the bed.”

“How do you live in here? It’s smaller than a trailer.”

“It’s affordable.”

“You can rent a whole trailer for four-hundred a month.”

“I don’t want to live in a trailer park,” she said to me.

“Why not? They’re great.”

She stared into my eyes. “There’s literally a man out looking to kill you—maybe two,” she said. “I spend enough time in trailer parks, with clients. It’s quieter out here—and away from all that crime.” She pointed to the bed. “That’s where I sleep; so I guess you can sleep on the floor.”

The bed was just a twin, but she was a small girl. “Let’s just share the bed,” I said.

“You really like overstaying your welcome, huh?” she said. “It would be cramped.”

“I don’t mind.”

“I don’t care if you mind,” she said. “I have to be up early for work, so I need to get a good sleep.”

“What kind of work?” I asked.

“Jesus, Raymond. Could you just try minding your own business? You’re acting even more clingy and desperate than Frank. What is it with trailer boys?”

“What?” I said. “I like you. You should be flattered.”

“Whatever,” she said. “If you really have to know, I have a client coming here at seven. He’s a good client and a great guy; so if you scare him off, then you’ll have three people out looking to kill you. So I need you to scram at six, when my alarm goes off. Then, I have to work a shift at the store. You can stay here while I’m out, as long as you promise not to pawn anything.”

“You don’t have anything,” I said.

“Fuck you,” she said. “I’m being nice. I’m letting you sleep here.”

“Don’t see that client,” I said. “Call him and cancel.”

“Quit being so controlling,” she said, shaking her head. “You didn’t care that I was a sex worker before—why do you care so much now?”

I squirmed. I really did feel like a jealous teenager, but I tried my best to be understanding. I tried hard to push my jealousy aside. I hardly knew her after all, and she had already sacrificed a lot for me, even though she didn’t know me at all—and she really owed me nothing. If anything, I owed her.

I owed her big time.

I was still alive thanks to her. I had a bed to sleep on thanks to her. And what had I done for her?

“Name it,” I said.

“Name what?”

“What you want from me,” I said. “I mean—you’re doing all of this nice stuff for me, so surely you want something.”

“I’m not doing this for anything,” she said. “You’re just forcing yourself into my life.”

I grinned. “But you’re letting me in. You didn’t have to let me in. And you didn’t have to talk to Frank for me. And you didn’t have to lose him as a client.”

“I didn’t really like him anyway,” she said, looking away from me while blushing.

“But you like me, don’t you?”

“Maybe a little bit, but just because you take it like a man—like I said. It’s not like I want to marry you or anything like that.”

I stood there grinning. “So what can I do for you?”

Finally, she looked at me. She was blushing all over. “You’re really offering?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure,” I said. “Why not?”

“I want to fuck you,” she said bluntly.

I felt my skin tingling. I was still new to this whole getting fucked thing, but if that’s all she wanted—that was easy. I was half hoping that she was going to ask me to bend over for her again. “That it?” I said. “Want to get started now?”

“Well,” she said. “There’s something else I’m into, but I’ve never done it with anyone before. Maybe… you can be my… volunteer.”

“What is it?” I said, feeling a cool draught coming into the room.

“Insertion,” she said.

“Insertion?” I said. “Of what?”

“Lots of stuff,” she grinned, blushing harder. “I want to see… how big we can go.”

Now, my heart was deep in the put of my stomach.
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She took her time getting ready for me. She got herself washed up and then she slipped into something more sex-appropriate: an intimidatingly tight faux-leather bodysuit, faux-leather stockings, and long faux-leather gloves, all red and shiny. She now had her hair down, straight, touching her nipples. Her makeup tried to hide her age, but if anything, it just showed it more fiercely—but I kind of liked that she was older; there was something hot about being dominated by an older woman…

Though I’m not sure where those feelings came from; it wasn’t something I’d ever fantasized about before. But I never saw myself being with a chick with a dick, either—but being with Bambi was fun and exciting.

She made me lay on my stomach, on her bed. Then, she pulled out a pair of handcuffs. “Ready to have fun?” she asked.

My heart was racing. “You have your fun,” I said. “I’m doing this for you.” But deep down, I was excited. I wanted to feel what she had in store for me. I had a feeling there would be moments of pain, but it would be worth it.

Once I was properly cuffed to the bed, she started circling me, dragging her fingernails over my skin, teasing me, making me tense up all over. She giggled when she slid her fingertip over my asshole and I clenched hard in response. “It will hurt if you don’t relax.”

I tried to relax, but it wasn’t so easy, especially once I turned my head and watched as she unfolded a towel that was on a small table, revealing a line of sex toys, each bigger than the one next to it.

The one on the right end made my heart cold: about as long as my forearm and as thick as a full-grown eggplant. “That’s not going in me… is it?”

“Oh right,” she said. “I forgot the gag.”

“The what?” I said, and then she gagged me with a ball. I wanted to pull it out, but my hands were tied. I squirmed and groaned, but I couldn’t move.

“Here we go,” she said with a giggle.

The first toy was small, hardly bigger than a finger, but it had a powerful vibration. She lubricated it all over and then she gently pushed it into my hole. She slid it in slowly and pumped it in and out. “How does that feel?” she asked.

I nodded my head. It felt good. But I was still horrified of what was coming up.

“Guys never want to do this,” she said. “I’ve always wanted to do it.”

She pulled that long finger-like dildo out of me and put it back on her table. Then, she grabbed the next toy. It was about the size of a small cock, erect, and shaped like a pickle with little lumps all over. It was much thicker than the toy before it, and she had to twist it clockwise and counterclockwise to make it penetrate me. I clenched hard around it, and then she rubbed my bum until I relaxed. “This one is one of my favourites,” she said with a giggle.

She pushed it deep, making me moan. She used that toy for five wonderful minutes. It was a nice size: easy to handle, and those little lumps rubbed in the perfect places. Now, I was getting hard. “That feels so good, doesn’t it?” she said.

I nodded my head.

But she wasn’t even close to being finished.

The next toy was as big as my own cock, and I could feel a hard stretching when she pushed in. I groaned. My fingers gripped the cuffs. I tried to shimmy my hands out, but the cuffs were too tight. “You’re doing fine, Raymond,” she whispered. She pushed the toy in deep, making my eyes roll into the back of my head. Then, she pumped until my body relaxed.

She giggled. “See?” she said. “This is why I like you. You take it like a man. No whining or crying.”

She pulled it out suddenly, leaving me with a gaping, empty feeling. I felt the cool air of her apartment tickling the inside of my anus. It was a strange sensation; I’d never felt air down there before.

She grabbed the next biggest toy: a huge curved shaft with a bulbous end. She pressed a button to make it vibrate. It was about the size of her monster cock. She touched that tip to my hole, making me clench, and then she pushed through the clenching. I was lubricated and stretched out enough that I couldn’t stop her from penetrating me. I howled once she was inside of me, but I quickly bit my tongue; she liked me because I didn’t whine, and I wanted her to keep liking me.

So I took that huge vibrating dildo. I let her push it all the way in, and I let her pump me with it. She giggled as she worked away. I was able to turn my head enough to see that her erection was out of her faux-leather bodysuit, and she was stroking it with her free hand, working the tip as it reddened.

“I’m already close,” she giggled. “I want to come all over you.”

I nodded my head. I wanted it too.

She pulled that huge toy out of me and placed it down. Now, that empty feeling was even more intense. I was trembling all over. But there was still one more toy: the real monster. It was so thick at one end, but a bit more manageable at the other end, shaped like a squash of some sort. She squished a ton of lubricant on it as her face turned dark red. The fat bottom of the toy had a sort of handle, to ensure the toy didn’t get lost inside—as if it was even possible to get the whole thing in.

“Oh God,” I managed to mumble before closing my eyes and planting my face into her bed pillow. I felt her push that narrowed tip to my hole. I tried not to clench. There was just no way it was going to fit inside of me! The fat end was as thick as my clenched fist!

But she was trying, twisting it from side to side, working it in one inch at a time. And my God, it must have been eighteen inches long! “You’re doing great, Raymond,” she whispered.

She pushed it deeper and deeper, making my body turn numb. My legs were convulsing, but she didn’t seem to care. She kept forcing that toy into me, one little inch at a time.

I swear I could feel it pushing between my lungs, towards my throat! I tried lifting my hips off of the bed, but I couldn’t muster up the strength. She was pushing hard, grunting to summon the necessary strength. She turned it side to side, and I felt the whole thing rotating inside of me.

Then, she gasped. The stretching sensation was intense, but I could handle it.

“It’s inside of you!” she gasped.

I tried to look, but I couldn’t strain my neck enough.

She started pumping it slightly, being careful not to break my body—careful not to make my insides into outsides.

She gasped the whole time, in awe of my ability to take it. Then, she was so aroused that she couldn’t handle it anymore. She pulled the toy out and jammed her own cock into me, letting out a deep sigh of relief as she began to thrust in and out of me. She didn’t last long, and neither did I. I ended up with a back and ass covered in cum, and she ended up with a bed covered in cum.

She undid the cuffs and pulled out the gag. She rolled me over and came down on me. We rubbed our hard erections together while we kissed, sharing tongues. We kissed for a long time, and then I fell asleep her her warm embrace. It was a peaceful night—one of the best of my life…

But it ended with one of the worst wakeup calls of my life.
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When I opened my eyes, I saw Frank’s face, just beyond the barrel of a long rifle. I felt the cold metal of his gun against my forehead. “Don’t fucking move,” he said. His hands were trembling. His face was dark red and dripping with beads of sweat. His dark hair was slicked to his face.

“Frank,” I said. “What the hell are you doing?”

Then, Bambi gasped next to me as she woke up and saw the lunatic holding the gun to my head. “Frank, what the fuck!?” she cried.

“Shut your mouth, whore,” he growled. “I’ll shoot you next.”

Now, he was trying to muster up the courage to pull the trigger. His finger was on that trigger, and I knew damn-well just how sensitive those things were—one slightly jerk and that gun was going off in my face.

“Don’t do this, Frank. You’ll spend your life in prison,” I said.

“I don’t care,” he said, his voice cracking. “If it means you dying, it’s worth it. You’re a scumbag…” He turned to Bambi. “And you—You just used me! You made me think that you loved me!”

“I never did that!” Bambi cried. “I told you every day that you’re just a client, Frank!”

“That’s not what you said with your actions!”

“What does that even mean!?” she yelled.

“You both deserve to die,” he said, and I’m going to kill you… right now. I—I’m going to do it.”

“No you aren’t,” I said, shaking my head. “You’re a dumbass, Frank, but you’re not a murderer. Put the fucking gun down.”

“Don’t call me a dumbass!” he barked.

“Raymond!” Bambi said. “Watch your tongue!”

“What?” I said. “It’s true. Frank is dumber than a box of apples, but he’s not a bad person. He means well, even when he’s trying to get me arrested. He’s just… dumb and annoying. He doesn’t deserve to spend his life in prison. So just put down the gun and get the fuck out of here, Frank. You don’t want to ruin your life over this. She never loved you and you’re just an idiot for thinking she ever did. But you’re not a murderer.”

“Raymond!” Bambi shouted again. “Stop calling him names or he’ll blow your brains out!”

“That’s right!” Frank said.

“It’s just the truth,” I said.

“Truth or not—shut up!” Bambi said. Then she turned to Frank. “Please don’t do this, Frank. Like he said: you aren’t a bad guy. You’re a sweet guy. You just… You shouldn’t go to jail over this.”

“Do you think I’m an idiot too?” he asked her.

She was silent. “No,” she said finally. “Not at all.”

“Don’t lie to me,” he growled. “Why don’t you want to be with me? Why do you want to be with him? What does he have that I don’t have?”

“I want to be with you too, Frank!” she said, though her lie sounded awful; she wasn’t a good fibber at all. “He’s just a client.”

“He’s paying you for this?” Frank asked.

She was quiet again before nodding her head. “Yep,” she said.

“Bullshit. With what money?” he growled, and then he pushed that gun harder to my forehead, getting ready to shoot. “I’m going to kill him. I can’t stand the sight of his ugly face.”

“Don’t!” Bambi shouted.

But he wasn’t shooting, even though I was bracing to meet my maker. I finally opened one eye and looked at him, to see him crying. “Why are you crying, you baby?” I said. I just couldn’t help myself; I had to mock him when I had the chance; it was just in my nature, I guess.

“I thought she loved me,” he said, using a hand to wipe his eyes. “She… She was so good to me.”

“You paid her to be good to you, Frank. It’s her job.”

“I just don’t get what you like about him,” he said again.

“There isn’t any reasoning behind love,” Bambi said suddenly, taking us both by surprise. “I hear it all the time—girls asking their men, ‘Why do you love me?’ It’s a stupid question because it’s impossible to answer. All people say is, ‘because you’re beautiful, you’re smart, you’re funny.’ But that’s never the real reason. Love is something that can’t really be explained. You can fall in love with someone who isn’t beautiful or funny or smart, but it’s still love. You can fall in love with someone who doesn’t have any of the same interests as you… I mean—just ask any girl what they like. They’ll tell you: makeup, watching the Real Housewives, hair, fashion… no guys like that stuff. Guys like hockey, cars, guns—girls don’t like that stuff. So no, I don’t really have anything in common with Raymond. He’s not really the most handsome guy, and he’s not particularly funny—and he’s definitely not smart—but I like him… maybe I love him too. Why? I don’t really know. I can’t answer it—but I know that I have feelings for him.

“And you, Frank—you’re sweet, funny, and you were much more handsome back when you were thinner, but you’ve still got a charming face. I can tell you all the things I should love about you—but I just don’t feel anything. You’ve always just been a client. You pay me for a service and I give you your money’s worth. There’s no way to really quantify why I want to take him home and not you. I’m sorry; it’s just the truth. Please don’t kill him, though—because I do love him. He’s a bit crude and maybe he’s a bit of a slime-ball, but I love him and I don’t want you to kill him.”

Frank took a deep breath and wiped his tears again. “I just feel like you’ve been lying to me this whole time. You’ve made me think that you like me, and now I don’t know anything anymore. Raymond has been a thorn in my side for years. He raises hell in the park. We’ve been trying to evict him forever. And maybe I would be doing the world a favour by taking him out. The park would certainly be a better place. So I just have to do it—even if it means going to prison; that’s just the way it has to be. I guess I’m like a martyr. I’ll sacrifice myself to get rid of him. And then you… I can’t let you go around hurting guys like you hurt me. You need to go too.”

“Murderers aren’t martyrs,” I said. “Every murderer thinks they’re doing some sort of good. Hitler thought he was doing the world a favour too, Frank. Just put the fucking gun down.”

“Sorry,” he said, shaking his head. “No can do.” Then he lifted that gun up, taking a deep breath in. He was ready to shoot, when suddenly, a pair of arms wrapped around his chest, tugging him back. He fired, but it was too late—his gun was aimed up at the roof. He blew a hole through the drywall, making chunks of debris rain down. Bambi and I both covered our eyes, wincing away from the drywall dust.

Now, there was a man wrestling Frank, getting the gun from his hands—and it didn’t take the mysterious man long to disarm Frank. He rolled Frank over and pinned him hard tot he ground. Then, the dust settled (literally), and I could see who saved my life.

It was Joe from the shop, with his grey beard and his grizzled look. He hardly looked like he was straining to keep Frank down. “Grab that gun,” he said with his deep voice, so I jumped out of bed to grab the gun.

“Joe?” Bambi said.

“You know Joe?” I said, shocked.

“He was my eight-o’clock,” she said.

“You’re a client?” I said to Joe.

Joe just shrugged his shoulders. “I’m a bit early,” he said. “Good thing, too. I heard the commotion and saw the broken doorframe, so I let myself in.”

“Oh my God, Joe, you’re an angel,” I said, giving him a pat on the back. “You really saved my ass.”

Joe turned to Bambi. “Call the cops,” he said. A moment later, Bambi had her phone in her hand.

“Wait!” I said. Everyone turned to look at me.

“You don’t have drugs on you, do you, Raymond?” Joe said.

“No—nothing like that. I just… I don’t think we should call the cops,” I said.

“Want to kill him instead?” Joe asked with a terrifying bluntness.

“No!” I said. “I just…” I took a deep breath. “I think we should let him go.”

They stared at me, perplexed.

“I don’t think he should rot in jail,” I said. “Frank is an idiot—like I said—but he really does mean well. He deserves a second chance. He… He makes a good trailer park supervisor… sometimes.” It pained me to admit it, but Frank was dedicated to keeping the park safe, even though he was always getting into people’s personal business. Maybe he deserved to be in jail for trying to kill me and Bambi, but I knew he could get past it.

“Are you serious?” Bambi asked.

I looked at Frank. “You never did tell Daryl about what you saw, did you?” I said.

He stared back at me. “No,” he said. “I couldn’t do it.”

“And you weren’t actually going to pull that trigger—were you?” I asked.

He was white in the face.

“He was,” Bambi said.

I laughed and shook my head. “Well, it wouldn’t have hurt much.” I lifted up the gun and shook it, making the air-soft beads inside shake and rattle. “It’s a toy. It sure as hell looks real, but the moment I felt that it was plastic in my hand, I knew he was just trying to scare us.”

So Joe let his knee off of Frank’s back. He turned to Bambi and said, “Should I go?”

Bambi shied her gaze away. “Well,” she said. “Maybe. I—I don’t know if I’m going to keep seeing clients.” She turned and looked into my eyes. “As long as you don’t mind moving in with me to split some of my bills.”

Frank perked up. “Raymond will be leaving the park!?” he said.

“Maybe we can move into my trailer,” I said, ignoring Frank. “There’s more space, and the bed is bigger.” I grinned.

Frank groaned loudly.

“We have time to figure that out,” Bambi said, sitting up. She reached out and grabbed my hand. “Just don’t fuck me over. I’m giving up a lot for you.”

I just smiled back. I was excited; I didn’t normally feel that way around girls—and I’d had a few girls ask to move in with me before (that request usually led to the end of the relationship, because I always wanted to have my own space). But with Bambi, I didn’t feel like I cared about my own space; I wanted to share my space with her. I wanted to keep her around. I wanted to lay with her every night. And, of course, I wanted her big, hard shaft to keep my company on quiet nights.

Joe pulled Frank out of the apartment so that Bambi and I could have a bit of alone time together. I thanked Joe later with a fresh bottle of whiskey; he really was a great guy, even though he scared the hell out of me.

He let me know that he always had my back, and I felt grateful, because I didn’t really have anything to give back to him; I don’t think he wanted anything from me anyway. “Just do me a favour,” he said.

“What’s that, Joe?” I said.

“Put a ring on her finger and don’t let her get away. She’s one-in-a-million,” he said.

I smiled. “I will,” I said.

THE END


THE BETTER BID
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A TALE OF RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION




THE BETTER BID


Abe and Aurelie just found the house of their dreams, and it seems like the deal is too good to be true: priced exactly within their budget, unlike the last two dozen houses they bid on. The house is perfect, though the seller seems like a quirky guy to say the least, with a creepy sex dungeon basement and a closet filled with trans-themed adult films and magazines.

Finally, after living in a slummy rental for months, it seems like there is hope on the horizon…

And then the bidding war starts. There are more than a few couples who want that house, and Abe just can’t afford to compete. But there might be another way to make his bid better than the competition. It’s a big risk, and it involves going behind his wife’s back while she’s fast asleep. But he’ll do anything to make sure he has the better bid.


CHAPTER 1
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The house was perfect. It was everything we’d been looking for—and we’d been looking for four months…

Four months… that’s it? My God, it felt more like four years! House hunting had become all-consuming. It was the first thing we thought about when we woke up, and it was the last thing on our minds when we fell asleep at night, brains buzzed from staring at our phone screens, scrolling through the same listings over and over and over…

It was fun at first. The first week, when we decided that we were going to end the lease at our rental and finally buy a place. It was so much fun, going to open houses, sipping champagne, eating the free appetizers, imagining ourselves and our future children in those beautiful homes…

But the novelty wore off after about a week. “I don’t think I can go to another open house,” Aurelie said to me, falling face-first onto her pillow. “We filled up on gas three times this week. And I’m so sick of realtors.” I didn’t think the open houses were so bad—not nearly as bad as the long nights scrolling through listing after listing. After a while, they all seemed to blend together. Each night, we got our hopes up. We would call our realtor around midnight. “We want to see this house!” we would say, and then the next morning, we would meet with our tired, grumpy realtor (who spent the whole night setting up the viewing). But the house would somehow be nothing at all like the listing. The photos were all taken from creative angles, and some rooms didn’t make the listing at all. Of course, they never took photos of the water damage on the roof, or of the dog poo stains on the carpets, or of the holes chewed through baseboards by Fido (or maybe the mice infesting the basements).

And the photos never suggested that the house was actually right underneath the freeway, next to some homeless shelter, with drug addicts living in the alley behind the rotting fence. Oh yes, we’d seen it all.

But we took our time. We had two months until we had to be out of our home, after all…

Well, those two months flew by. We tried to get a month-to-month deal with our landlord. “Sorry,” she said. “I already rented the place. You have to get out. Go live with family or something.” But we didn’t have family in the area, so we ended up renting an AirBnB for ninety bucks per night. We didn’t think we would be there long…

But a month went by, and then two months went by. Now, we were looking at a third month in that tiny temporary rental. Aurelie did a good job of acting like she didn’t mind, but I woke up to the sound of her crying one night—and then the night after that.

Our dogs had been fighting. One had to go to the vet after the other bit her on the face; the vet suggested it was the stress that we were giving off, and it was probably true, because they never fought like that back at our old place. “We just need to buy a place,” Aurelie said. “At this point, it doesn’t have to be perfect. It just has to be somewhere stable—and somewhere that’s not draining our bank account.”

Our nest egg was shrinking. We’d spent five years saving up for that downpayment, and now, it was getting smaller by about two thousand bucks per month. “We need to start looking at cheaper options, and we have to stop being so picky,” Aurelie said.

But then that house came along, and it really was perfect. It was situated in a beautiful field, with a huge yard, and a big willow tree, with a tire swing that would be perfect for the future babies. It was a two story house—a bit outside of our desired area, but it was in an area I never really knew existed: a quaint place full of happy, young families. Maybe this place was even better than our original desired neighbourhood!

“I love it,” Aurelie whispered to me as we strolled through that open house. There were three other families there, touring that house. We were trying to act cool, trying not to look desperate; we didn’t want to trigger some sort of bidding war. When the other couples were nearby, I would say things like, “Did you see all of the water damage in the attic? There’s probably been a leak for years; I’m sure there’s tons of mould in the walls.” I managed to scare off one family, but the others were just as in love with the place as us, wandering lap after lap around the place.

One family pulled up in a brand new Jeep Grand Wagoneer: a ride that was probably worth half of that house. The father was in a clean suit and the other had her hair and makeup done as if she was going to some red carpet event. The man’s watch was probably worth as much as his car. They had a new baby that already looked like some baby model.

“It’s a nice house,” I said to Aurelie when we were near that rich family. “But the asbestos materials make me nervous—especially with the new baby on the way. It was a lie, of course. The house was built in 1991, long after they stopped using asbestos as a building material.

The family left, but those other families were still there. “I want this house, Abe,” said Aurelie in my ear. “Make an offer today.”

“Let’s not be so hasty,” I said. “If something seems too good to be true, it probably is.”

Then, our realtor showed up. She was supposed to meet us when we arrived, but she was running late. “Sorry about that,” she said, brushing dust off of her shoulders. “I was seeing another client at this new build. They were sanding the drywall.”

“We want the house,” Aurelie whispered to her.

“Wait,” I said. “We don’t know that yet. There’s definitely something wrong with it. Let’s just think on it for a few days.” My heart raced at the thought of finally putting an offer in on a place. We’d been looking for so long, and we’d hardly been in that place for fifteen minutes.

“If you want it, you’d better make a good offer—and make it now,” our realtor said. “This place is listed way under market value, and nothing like this stays on the market for more than a week.”

“Do you think they would accept three-ten?” Aurelie asked, red in the cheeks.

Our realtor just laughed and shook her head. “Try four-ten,” she said.

We both gasped. “That’s fifty over asking!” I said.

“That’s the market right now,” our realtor said. “Had you bought four months ago, it would be a different story. Now, there’s massive demand and almost no supply. If you want a place, you have to be aggressive. They listed under market value to try to trigger a bidding war. It’s what every smart seller is doing. They won’t take a dime under four-hundred—I can guarantee it.”

“We don’t have that kind of money,” I said, biting down on my tongue.

“I mean—you can try anything, but the chance of them accepting less than four-hundred is slim-to-none. Give me your best number an I’ll make the call right now, if you want.”

“Three-eighty,” Aurelie said suddenly. I gasped and turned to her.

“Where are we getting three-eighty?” I said.

“We have forty for the down-payment,” she said. “We only have to put down ten.”

“We have forty in our bank account!” I said. “We still need money to live, and to pay for the moving truck—and we still haven’t paid for this month at the AirBnB! We can’t do a dollar over thirty-two—and that would still leave us with almost nothing for the move.”

“They won’t take three-twenty,” our realtor said, shaking her head. “In fact, they would probably be offended by the offer. But if you really want to try it, I can make the call.”

“No,” Aurelie said. “We can borrow money. We can figure this out. Please, Abe. I really want this house. This is the house. This is where I want to raise my kids.”

I groaned. “Other houses like this will come around,” I said.

“Not for this price,” our realtor chimed in. I almost asked her to walk away while I talked with my wife. “This will be gone by the end of the week—guaranteed.”

“It’s just not in our price range,” I said.

And then, I watched as Aurelie’s heart shattered into a thousand pieces. I watched the joy drain from her face. I watched that hopeful smile turn into a terrible look of despair. I hated seeing her like that. I bit hard on my tongue. “Let’s just try three-twenty,” I said. “I mean—who knows. Maybe they don’t realize the market is the way it is.”

“Their realtor would never let them accept it,” said our realtor. “But you can try anything. They’ll probably come back much higher if they respond at all.”

Aurelie was looking at me with that horrible look of despair. “You don’t think we could shoot a bit higher?” she said softly.

I groaned. “Maybe three-thirty,” I said, but the sound of spending that kind of money stung deep.

Both Aurelie and the realtor stared at me hopelessly for a long moment. “Okay, Abe,” said the realtor finally. “If that’s what you want to try, we can try it.”

“Just wait,” Aurelie said. “Give us a few minutes to talk about this.” She grabbed my wrist and pulled me away, down that beautiful hallway with the white wainscotting. We went into the master bedroom. Aurelie closed the door and then she glared into my eyes.

“What?” I said.

“I want this house,” she said for the tenth time that morning. “We’ve been looking so long. I just want to be done looking—and this house is perfect.”

I groaned and rolled my eyes. “It’s out of our price range, babe. I can’t change that.”

“We can make something work. Take more hours at the office. Ask your parents for money.”

“They don’t have money!” I said. “They’ve been calling me and asking for money!”

“We need to make it work!” she said.

I stepped away from her but she rushed over to me, gripping my arm again with both of her hands. “I’ll go back to serving,” she said.

“That’s fine and all, but we would need the money now—not in a month or two.”

“I’ll get an advance,” she said.

“We can’t rely on a hypothetical advance from a hypothetical job,” I said. “We can only offer what we have now—if you want to make the offer now.”

“Please, Abe,” she said. “I need this.” Her eyes were starting to water, but she was asking me to accomplish something that was downright impossible; we just didn’t have the money they were expecting—and the house was perfect; there were other families in the house, whispering about the offers they were going to make. I didn’t know how to break it to Aurelie so she would understand: we just couldn’t afford it.

I opened up the closet. There was an old TV there, with a VCR tape poking out from the built-in slot. I went to turn on the TV to see if it worked. I tried the button five times before I finally got it to click, and was surprised to see it turn on, showing fuzziness. “Huh,” I said. “Power in the closet. That’s new.”

“It’s for women to plug in their hair straighteners,” Aurelie said to me. “It’s irrelevant. Stop ignoring me. We need to talk about this. I’m sure we can figure out something. We have twelve-thousand in credit room on the credit card. Is there any way we can use that?”

“That’s not how credit works.”

“What about a line of credit?” she asked with beaming eyes.

“I don’t think the bank would approve us for a mortgage if we took out some huge line of credit.”

“Think, Abe!” she said, gripping me so hard that she jolted me back. My butt hit that old TV making it wobble. My ass pushed that VCR tape into the TV, and then a moment later, we both heard the moaning. We turned to the TV and saw it: hardcore pornography.

We both turned red and scrambled to turn it off. It wouldn’t turn off. Aurelie found the volume button and managed to turn it down.

And then I noticed that it wasn’t your standard vanilla porn on the screen. Now, on the screen, was a young man on his knees, sucking the long, hard cock of some trans girl—or maybe it was just a man dressed like a woman. In the background stood three more crossdressers, erect and stroking themselves as they stood, clad in lingerie.

“Turn it off, Abe!” Aurelie said, rushing to the door in a panic to make sure the door stayed closed.

“I’m trying!” I said. Finally, I managed to get into that packed closet to find the cable. I pulled it from the wall with a tug, but the hard tug made the pile of junk fall forward, exposing more VCR tapes—and a stack of magazines. SHEMALE was the title of many of them, and then there was TRANS FUCKING MAGAZINE and CUMING TRANNIES. Right on the top of the pile was a VCR tape labeled EXTREME ANAL SHEMALE: TWO FISTS IN ONE HOLE.

“Jesus,” I said. Aurelie helped me to push it all back into the closet. We were both dark red in the face.

“I guess the guy likes what he likes,” she said softly, cracking a smile. “And he really, really likes it.”

“Poor guy,” I said. “He’s going to be so embarrassed when he sees that all of this stuff was moved.”

“So let’s put it back exactly how it was.”

“I have no idea how it was,” I said. “It was a pile and it just fell over. And I’m definitely not plugging the TV back in to get the tape out.”

“Oh my God, this is so embarrassing,” said Aurelie. We managed to push everything back in, and then we backed away. We became silent, looking at each other.

“It’s too bad we can’t blackmail the guy,” I laughed. “Tell him we’ll pay him three-twenty and we won’t tell anyone about his little fetish.”

“Or you can just borrow my lingerie and swing by his house tonight,” Aurelie laughed. “Maybe he would accept our offer then.”

I laughed along with her, and then we slipped out of that bedroom. There, our realtor was standing with wide eyes. “Please don’t tell me you just fucked on his bed,” she whispered. “I heard moaning.”

“It was a video tape,” I said. “He left it in his TV, and I turned his TV on.”

“Don’t touch his stuff—for the love of God. If you want any chance of him accepting your offer, do yourselves a favour and stay out of his personal belongings.” She shook her head. “So, did you come to a conclusion? Are you going to make an offer?”

I looked at Aurelie. I saw that hopelessness on her face, and I wanted to make her happy. I thought about every dollar in our bank account, and then I thought about how hard it would be to get by with nothing…

But we would eventually rebound. We could use our credit room to survive for a while. Aurelie could get a job serving, just until we were back on our feet.

“Remember,” said our realtor, “The bank won’t accept a down payment under ten-percent.”

“Okay,” I said. “We’ll make an offer. Three-eighty.”

Aurelie spun to me and gasped. Her lips were parted and her eyes were huge. “Abe—that’s everything we have!” she said.

“We’ll make it work,” I said. “Just make the offer.”

Our realtor nodded her head slowly. “Just so you know… they probably still won’t accept it, but it’s better than three-twenty, that’s for sure. I’ll call and make the offer now. I’ll keep you updated.”

We lingered around the house, looking at each room closely; it was probably a mistake to stick around, because we ended up seeing another dozen families interested in the house. We heard them all whispering about making offers. Hearing them all made me feel that same hopelessness that Aurelie had on her face.

And the thought of going back to the dingy AirBnB was making me feel ill. We couldn’t afford to stay in that AirBnB; after another month, our potential downpayment would be even smaller. We would be able to afford less house, and the market was only getting more expensive.

We needed them to take that offer.


CHAPTER 2
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It was 10:00 PM when Erin, our realtor, finally called. “Anything?” I said as Aurelie rushed towards me from that tiny kitchenette. I put the phone to speaker mode.

“I just got a reply,” Erin said. “But it’s not exactly good news. The sellers weren’t happy with any offers that they got today, and they want to keep showing through the week to get more. I tried to get more info; they got six offers—that has to be some sort of record, so I can’t imagine that your offer was the best; they didn’t tell me.”

“So, you’re basically saying that the house isn’t going to be ours,” Aurelie said with defeat in her voice.

“I mean—it seems extremely unlikely, unless your offer was the best of the day, and they get nothing better through the week. I suppose it’s possible, but knowing that the house is worth way more than you offered… let’s just say it’s extremely, extremely unlikely.”

Aurelie stumbled back onto our couch and slouched down deep. She let out a depressed sigh.

“I guess my question for you two is: can you muster up a better offer, or should I try to find new options?” Erin asked.

“We don’t have the cash for a better offer. That was everything we had.”

“Okay,” she said. “Well, a couple new listings came up today in the Shellburn Park area. I’ll send them to you now. Maybe, if you guys have free time tomorrow, we can go check them out.”

“Shellburn Park?” I said. “Isn’t that the trailer park off the freeway?”

“It’s not really a trailer park anymore,” said Erin. “Some of it has been nicely developed over the past couple of years.”

“But it’s still under the freeway, right?”

“No, Abe. It’s not under the freeway. It’s near the freeway, but it’s not under it.”

“Alright,” I said. I looked back at Aurelie, who was now in tears, no longer hiding her despair. “Send the listings and we’ll set something up.”

After I hung up the phone, Aurelie stood up. She brushed by me and went into our bedroom, closing the door behind her. I went to check on her. “Babe?” I said. “Can I come in?”

“Not right now,” she said, sniffling. “I just—I want to be alone.”

“There’s nothing I could have done,” I said. “It was just out of our price range.”

“It’s fine, Abe! Just leave me alone for a bit! I just—I want to be alone!”

I hated hearing her cry like that. I paced around the living room. I ran my fingers through my hair. I grabbed my phone and called Erin. “Can you please try calling the seller of that house to get more information. I mean—maybe we were the best offer they got. Maybe there’s some way we can sweeten the deal for them or something.”

“I told you, Abe: I got all the info they would give me. It’s just not happening.”

“Please just try calling them,” I said.

“Pestering them won’t get you a house, Abe,” Erin said. “Go check your email. I just sent you those listings.”

I checked the listings, and they were, quite literally, under the freeway. They were trailers, and they were selling for close to our maximum budget. Now, I was regretting not pulling the trigger on so many of the houses we saw earlier in the year. We were so picky, letting the market get crazier and crazier while we held off… while I held off. Aurelie wanted to buy something, just to get into the market. I was the one who kept insisting that we wait for something perfect. Now, we were going to be lucky to end up in a trailer under the freeway. Our dreams of living in a nice two-story family home in a nice neighbourhood were being crushed. Now, I wanted to crawl into the bedroom to cry.

I kept pacing, trying to think of something. Maybe we could move to another city. Homes in the Maritimes were cheap… but where would I work? And would the bank let me have a mortgage if I didn’t have a job lined up?

God, that hopelessness was so consuming. “Aurelie?” I called out. I wanted to talk to her. I wanted to ensure that she was okay. I went into the bedroom and found her on the bed, asleep. Stress can be exhausting, and Aurelie had been under an immense amount of stress. I pulled the blanket over her body and gently stroked her hair with my hand. “Get some rest,” I whispered to her.

Then, I went to get myself dressed for bed—though I wasn’t planning on going to sleep. I wanted to find some sort of solution; I wanted to look into other towns, other provinces… maybe we could change up our criteria. Originally, we said single-family homes, but maybe a townhouse wouldn’t be the end of the world—just to get us into the market.

Then, as I went to grab my pyjamas, I noticed the rack of Aurelie’s lingerie. There was a lace-and-satin housemaid dress that we bought a few months earlier, complete with a little maid’s tiara, white stockings, and black satin gloves. I stared at it for a long, long moment.

Then, I let my gaze fall down to the back corner of the closet, where Aurelie had her wigs. I’d been trying to convince her to sell those expensive wigs; she bought them after an at-home bleaching attempt gone wrong (they had to cut off almost all of her hair to restart the growth). She put the bleach into her hair, and then the power went out in the town, and we couldn’t run any water to wash the bleach out…

Now, I was getting ideas in my head: ideas that made me freeze up with horror… but there was a tiny, tiny piece of me that thought: that could work. And if there was even the slightest chance of getting that house and making Aurelie happy, maybe I needed to take it.

I stared at that costume for a while longer. My stomach was suddenly in a knot—because I was actually considering it.

I took the costume off of the rack. I took a blonde wig with me, and then I quietly pulled Aurelie’s makeup box out from the closet. My heart was racing fast now—but I was just doing an experiment. It’s not like I was actually going to go through with anything. I just wanted to see if I could pull it off…

I felt so desperate as I locked the bathroom door. I ran the shower and hopped in, grabbing Aurelie’s razor. My hand was trembling; I’d never felt so desperate in my life. I couldn’t stop thinking of the sound of Aurelie crying. She never cried. We’d been together for nine years, and in that time, I’d seen her cry maybe three times.

But there was still a chance; the seller hadn’t made any decisions, and our offer was technically above the asking price, even if it wasn’t as much as he was hoping for. I took a deep breath and I started shaving my legs.

I had to do it for Aurelie.

Do what? What exactly did I think I was going to do? I knew the seller had a thing for trans porn—or maybe it was crossdressing porn. Maybe it was some fantasy he wanted to live out… and maybe the fantasy was worth ten or twenty thousand dollars.

I suddenly felt sick. “What am I doing?” I said, looking down at my freshly shaved legs. Had I lost my mind completely? Was I really this desperate?

The shower suddenly clunked before a rush of brown water came out—and the smell was awful. That happened once every few days. The plumbing in that old rental was questionable to say the least. Then, I looked over and saw a cockroach scurrying across the floor.

We couldn’t keep living in that shit hole. Aurelie was right: we needed to get that house.

So I dried myself off and I grabbed that maid costume. I wriggled my slender body into it. It was tight, but not uncomfortable. Actually, the soft lace and smooth satin actually felt kind of nice in a way—though it only made the knot in my stomach worse. I had to stop a number of times to breathe. “What am I doing?” I asked again, this time with mascara and eyeliner on. I was holding a tube of lip gloss in my hand.

At least I didn’t look quite like me anymore. That mascara really changed the way my eyes looked, making them seem bigger and brighter. And the eyeliner made them seem like a different shape. I decided to grab that wig, just to see what it would look like on—and it made me look totally different: unrecognizable.

But I was still going to have to tell the guy who I was if I was going to go through with this nonsense… and that’s exactly what this was: nonsense! It’s not like I was actually going to show up on his doorstep, dressed in lingerie—and then what? Would I have sex with a man? Would he actually accept our lousy offer because he was horny?

Well, I was a man—and I knew all about the stupid things men could do when horny. I’d certainly done some embarrassing things before to get sex…

Now, I was staring at myself in the mirror, all dolled up, looking like a complete sissy. “This is crazy,” I said. “What the fuck am I doing?”

I poked my head into the bedroom, seeing Aurelie still fast asleep, now snoring. She was asleep, but she didn’t look peaceful; she still looked so sad, so heartbroken over that house. “Damn it,” I groaned under my breath.

I felt so stupid—and I think the fact that I looked almost convincing made me feel even more foolish… but I couldn’t think of any other way to have a chance at getting this house… There was no more money; in fact, we hardly even had the money that we offered. We hardly had anything to sell; maybe we could get a few hundred for those weeks… maybe I could sell my old computer for another few hundred bucks. I had a guitar that might fetch three-hundred if I could find the right buyer… But I don’t think a thousand dollars would be the difference-maker.

“What’s the worst thing that can happen?” I said, staring at myself in that skimpy lingerie. “If he turns me down… then I come home and pretend like this never happened. It’s not like I’ll ever see him again.” I don’t know why I was speaking aloud to myself. Maybe I truly had snapped. “And if he does let me in… then we have a new house.”

My stomach grumbled. I hated myself for entertaining this nonsense idea. But it wasn’t such nonsense if it actually worked. It was an act of desperation. We really did need that house.

I put on a coat and I slipped out the back door, creeping towards the car. As I eyed the car, I thought, ‘We could sell it and make ten grand… maybe that could make up the difference.’ I took the bus to work for years—I could do it again… though if we got the house, it was even further from my workplace than that AirBnB, and much further than our old rental. It would mean two busses to get to the office. But that was nothing if it meant getting the house of Aurelie’s dreams…

I got into the car and fired up the engine. It puttered, reminding me that the car wasn’t worth anything close to ten grand. We bought it for fifteen, six years earlier—and it wasn’t exactly in the same condition we bought it in. “Don’t die on me now, car,” I whispered. Finally, it grumbled to life.

I pulled back slowly, trying to make as little noise on that gravel driveway as possible. My heart raced faster and faster. It was dark out, and late. The streets were desolate, so nobody was there to see me dressed like the insane person that I was, in the middle of my apparent mental breakdown. I kept letting my gaze fall from the road to my stocking-clad thighs. The short maid skirt did almost nothing to hide my satin-clad bulge. Suddenly, I felt a pulse of dread: a worry that I was going to show up on this man’s doorstep just to be met with the barrel of a shotgun.

Or maybe he would get a picture of me and post it online to ridicule me. Maybe he would tell my wife that I tried to seduce him, and my wife would think that I was some sort of closet-homosexual. I could think of a million terrible scenarios—but I could also think of that one ideal scenario… maybe it was a far shot, but I had to try.

That fifteen minute drive seemed far. I tried to turn on the radio to drown out my thoughts, but it didn’t help. It certainly didn’t help that there was a satin thong pushing up my butt crack. It really didn’t help that the top of the maid dress was tight around my chest, partially thanks to the bra pads I stuffed into the top to create the illusion of breasts.

And the gloss on my lips was the most distracting of all. I kept mashing my lips together, trying hard to resist the urge to lick away that tasteless gloss. It didn’t seem natural to have something on my lips—but I needed that gloss there; it completed that look, and helped me to remain a bit less recognizable.

Finally, I turned into that neighbourhood. It was so quiet and so peaceful. Only a few windows were lit, and inside, I could see happy-looking people, enjoying the serenity of that amazing community. The cars on the street were nice. All of the lawns were perfectly trimmed, gardens lush and manicured. That’s where I wanted to live—and I knew that Aurelie wanted it even more than me.

I turned the corner and saw that house. Oh God, my heart was racing so fast. Just an hour earlier, I was sitting at home, looking at real-estate listings. Now, I was dressed like a prostitute, pulling up to a stranger’s house.

I had no idea who lived in that house. They didn’t tell us anything about the seller. There weren’t any photos of him laying around during the open house. I only knew one thing: he liked his trans pornography, and he kept a massive collection of it in his closet.

But what if he had a wife? What if I was about to be greeted by his wife? What if I was about to ruin some guy’s life?

I couldn’t think of those negative outcomes; I had to stay focussed. I was there to sweeten my bid. I was there to get a house for the love of my life.

So I parked the car. I waited a few minutes, ensuring the streets were quiet and clear. Then, I stepped out. There was a light on in that house. He was awake.

I took a careful step, wobbling in those high-heeled shoes. “Whoa,” I said. It certainly didn’t help that my legs felt numb as my heart pounded mercilessly in my chest. “You can do this,” I whispered. “Do it for Aurelie.”

And I should admit something: the idea had been in my head since the moment Aurelie jokingly suggested it during the open house. As soon as she made that little joke about me putting on her lingerie… I had all of the little details worked out. I even looked up a couple of beginner makeup tutorials when I was alone—when Aurelie was showering. I’d gone through her closet to look at the options. I even tried on a pair of her shoes while she was making dinner. It’s not like I suddenly had the idea to go to a stranger’s house to offer myself up sexually. I’d even spent a few hours considering the whole ‘cheating’ aspect of the idea.

Of course, sleeping with another person is cheating—though there should be some room for interpretation. For instance, if the ‘cheating’ is done for the express benefit of the other person, then is it really cheating? Is it really cheating if I don’t want to go through with it at all? Besides—there would be nothing romantic about it; it’s not like a moment of lust or some emotional thing—at least not for me. I was just offering myself up, and I was doing it for Aurelie…

I stood on the doorstep for a long moment, feeling the cool autumn breeze on my exposed thighs. I knew I needed to knock, but I was terrified. This was the horrible moment that I’d spent the day dreading. I didn’t actually think I would end up there; I didn’t think I would have the proverbial balls to go through with it… but there I was, standing on that doorstep: the same doorstep that I wanted to own, and I was willing to do anything to own.

I raised my hand and clenched it into a fist. I took a deep breath. “Here goes nothing,” I whispered. I bit hard on my tongue and prepared myself for humiliation, the same way a person braces for a car crash when they’re sliding down a steep, icy hill and the brakes are doing nothing.

I could hear the footsteps approaching the door. My heart swirled violently down into the pit of my stomach. I took a half step back. I straightened my back. I puckered my lips. I looked down for a moment and saw the flared maid skirt, trying to hide my bulge, but failing. I still had no idea what I was going to say—I never spent a moment thinking of that; I guess I just hoped that something would come to me in the moment. I was hoping there wouldn’t be much that needed to be said. He would either take me or reject me—and I had no idea which option I was dreading more.

Finally, the door opened.


CHAPTER 3
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He stared at me, and I just stood there, frozen like a rock. He wasn’t at all what I was expecting—though I’m not entirely sure what I was expecting. His house was beautiful, tidy, and well maintained, so I probably should have assumed he would be well put together, but that stack of trans porn magazines and video tapes just put a terrible image in my mind: the image of some festering troll, skin unwashed, hair uncut, teeth unbrushed and radiating a terrible odour. I assumed the man would walk with a hunch. I assumed he would answer the door in stained sweatpants and some sweaty old t-shirt.

But the man who answered the door was clean-cut. His hair was neat and slicked back. He wore thick-framed glasses and was holding a short whiskey glass in a sophisticated sort of way. His face was clean-shaven, leaving only a nicely-trimmed moustache.

“Can I help you?” he asked, tilting his gaze down to his wristwatch. Then, he looked back up at me—slowly, scanning my body and seeing that I was clad in lingerie.

I opened my mouth to speak, but words wouldn’t come forth. I just stood there, mouth agape, shivering and horrified. A powerful regret had overtaken my body. New considerations were flooding my brain; what if the man had a wife? What if he was with her now? What if I just made him outraged? What if he was so humiliated that he went into a fury and beat me up—or killed me in an act of rage?

“I’m sorry,” he said. “Are you lost? Is something wrong?” His gaze explored my body again—not in a lustful way, but in a confused and curious way.

“I’m, uh…” Those were the only two words I was able to say—but it was progress.

“Are you cold?” he asked.

I tried to nod my head, but I just remained frozen. Then, he moved aside, exposing the inside of his immaculate house. “Come in for a second,” he said.

I managed to take the three necessary steps to enter his house: the house that I wanted to out. It was so warm inside: so inviting. There was a particular energy in that house that swirled around you like an aura. It felt so good, and so charming. I wanted to live in a place like that.

“Do you need me to call someone for you?” he asked before taking a small sip from his whiskey glass. Apparently, he thought that I was some sort of hopeless individual—maybe a child, or someone with special needs. I was always being told that I looked younger than I was—but he was now treating me like I was a toddler who wandered away from his mother.

He looked down my body again.

“Do you have the wrong house?” he asked, and now he was starting to sound frustrated.

“No,” I said. “I—I want your house.” I was using a soft, girly voice that I’d only spent the car-ride over practising. I had no idea if it sounded decent or atrocious.

His eyes narrowed and he paused. His lips parted, and now he was the quiet one, trying to wrap his head around what I just said. “Excuse me?” he said finally.

“I want your house,” I said.

He chuckled and took another sip. “It’s, uh, for sale. So you’re welcome to come by for the open house tomorrow. You can get your realtor to make an offer for you.”

“I made one,” I said, looking down at my feet. “Today. I—I just want you to consider it.”

He stared at me. Now, his face was starting to turn from a pinkish tone to a white tone; he was finally clueing into what I was there for. He looked down my body, and I watched his expression change suddenly as soon as he realized I wasn’t actually a woman. I was lifting up that little skirt, showing him the bulge of my penis. I dropped the skirt suddenly, to hide both my bulge and my trembling hand.

“You were the one who went through the closet,” he said; now, his voice was hardly a whisper.

I nodded my head.

“Which offer was yours? You shouldn’t be here right now. This isn’t how it works, you know.”

“Three-eighty,” I said. “It’s all I have. But… I can give you more.” My heart was pounding mercilessly. I don’t think my heart had ever pounded so hard. I felt dizzy, and I wasn’t getting any help from those tall high-heels. I felt like I was on the verge of fainting. I was going to be sick, probably turning green all over.

“What do you mean?” he said.

I stared at him for a long moment. Then, I looked around his house, to make sure he didn’t have some wife sitting there. I took a deep breath. I bit down on my bottom lip. I had the sudden urge to cry as images of Aurelie began to enter my head. She would be devastated if she knew what I was doing—maybe even more devastated than I currently was. And there was a good possibility that this would get back to her; there was a good chance that this man would contact his realtor to complain about me, and that complaint would reach Erin, and then it would reach Aurelie; they were good friends, after all.

But I had to commit. This was our only chance. I turned around and walked over to his kitchen counter: the kitchen counter that I wanted to be mine. I planted down the palms of my hands and I bent over, offering my ass to the homeowner. I spread my legs slightly and then I took a deep breath, waiting for him to make his decision.

“This is extremely inappropriate,” he said, starting to sound angry. And in that moment, I should have ran. I should have sprinted out of that house and rushed home before Aurelie knew that I was gone. I could clean myself up and get everything back where I found it before it was too late. Then, I could just deny that I was ever there. ‘It must have been someone else,’ I could say if Erin told Aurelie about the rumour.

“You can have me however you want me,” I whispered. And I just remained there, wanting to cry, wanting to fall to the ground and curl up into a ball. This was a new low in my life. I’m not sure that I’d ever been so desperate. But I couldn’t stand the thought of Aurelie waking up in that rotten AirBnB for another month. I couldn’t stand the thought of paying so much to stay afloat while we were between homes, letting that down payment dwindle. I didn’t want to live in a glorified trailer under the freeway. I didn’t want to lower our expectations to a townhome in the suburbs, far from where I worked, far from where Aurelie wanted to raise our future children.

“Three-eighty is forty under the market assessment,” the man said to me, without moving from his place. “I can’t possibly accept it. You just need to come up.”

“Why don’t you come up?” I said, looking back at him. “And put it inside of me.” Now, a lump was starting to fill my throat.

He just stared at me. There was a long, terrible silence. His face was white, but probably not as white as mine.

“Come up to four-hundred, at least,” he whispered.

“I don’t have it,” I said.

“Three-ninety-five,” he growled through clenched teeth.

“I—I don’t have it,” I said. “Believe me; I would go up to three-eighty and one dollar if I had the extra dollar.”

That silence returned. And for a moment, it really seemed like he was considering my offer. His eyes were glazed over. He was lost in his own mind, mulling over his options. Then, disappointment struck when he said, “You need to leave… now.”

I turned around. I felt stupid. I felt humiliated beyond belief. I was on the verge of puking all over his beautiful kitchen. I couldn’t believe that I’d done this. I would lose sleep over this horrible memory for the rest of my life…

But I had one last idea, remembering the girl on the cover of that magazine in his closet; she was wearing a similar outfit to what I had on now (it’s why I picked that particular outfit, as a matter of fact). In the photo, she was using one hand to lift up her skirt, and the other to stroke her penis, which was out of her panties. So in that moment of desperation, I reached down. I pulled up my skirt and I fished out my cock.

“What are you doing?” he asked, looking horrified. I was making the humiliation worse, which didn’t even seem possible. But the desperation was stronger than ever.

I gripped my cock and began to tug it, trying to make it hard—just like that cover photo. I wanted him to make the association, even if it was subconscious. Now, he was staring at me. I closed my eyes and tried hard to focus, and it was actually working! I could feel a bit of blood rushing into my shaft, though I’m not quite sure how it was possible; I’m not sure how I was managing to get aroused enough to muster up an erection.

He just stood and watched. He wasn’t calling the police and he wasn’t dragging me out by the ear—so I kept going. I got myself hard and then I started to stroke myself while he watched. His gaze drifted right to my cock, and it almost seemed like he was unable to look away. He just watched with those glowing eyes.

“Don’t you want me?” I asked, putting on my most sultry voice. That must have been the point where I finally snapped, where I’d finally reached rock-bottom and the humiliation couldn’t possibly get any worse. I felt a sudden carelessness, knowing I couldn’t possibly do any worse, knowing the damage had already been done. Now, I didn’t care if he wanted to watch me jerk myself off in his kitchen. I didn’t care if it meant him calling the cops or throwing me out. I wasn’t going to get any more embarrassed than I already was.

But he wasn’t doing anything; he was just watching: frozen, unmoved, mind churning thoughts that only he knew. I managed to muster up a grin, just like on the cover of that magazine. My cock was hard and standing tall now.

And look: I’d seen my share of pornography, even though I didn’t watch often. I knew the sorts of things that girls did to turn men on, so I had a few ideas in my head. First, I looked down and spat, right onto my cock. I gripped that dripping saliva with my fist and pulled it up my shaft, making it glisten. Then I looked into his eyes and saw them glowing brighter, as if he liked what he saw. So I went further. I hopped up onto his kitchen island and planted my heels down, spreading my knees wide. Then, I used one hand to pull one butt cheek open, and I used the other hand to pull the other, showing him my freshly shaved asshole. He kept watching, still frozen—and still possibly considering my offer.

Was this really working?

I looked to the side and saw his bowl of fruit. There was a banana there, still green, but I just needed it for show—not to eat. So I grabbed it, breaking it off of the bundle. I reached it down and slid it up and down my butt crack, using the bottom end to tease my butthole. Then, I slid it up the length of my cock. “This could be you,” I said with a grin.

And maybe I was getting some divine help. It certainly seemed like some other entity had taken control of my body, pulling me out of my paralysis to put on that little show. Or maybe it was just the powerful force of desperation. I couldn’t possibly leave that house without him at least considering my lousy offer. If Aurelie could wake up to some good news, it didn’t matter what happened to me. If he asked me to lay down on his island while he cut me with his knives, I probably would have agreed—just for a smidge of hope.

But now, he was still frozen, just watching with those glowing eyes. I had to keep going. I had to make him want me so badly that he was willing to sacrifice a huge chunk of cash.

So I sucked on that banana. I pushed it as far as I could into my throat. I explored it with my tongue and then I giggled, seeing his face turning dark red. I swear he was even starting to drool slightly at the sight of me. Maybe I looked better than I thought I did.

And now, he was finally moving towards me, taking small steps, without letting his gaze move away; I’m not even sure he was blinking.

I kept the show going, teasing him by gripping my cock and sliding my hand up and down it, by rubbing that banana all over my lingerie-clad body. Then, he stopped short of me. He reached out and grabbed the banana from me, snatching it in an aggressive sort of way. I thought he was going to grab me next, to drag me to the door, to toss me out. But instead, he put his hand on the middle of my chest.

“W—What are you doing?” I asked. It almost seemed like he was trying to use his palm to feel my heart.

Suddenly, he pushed me back, making me fall onto my elbows. He used his hands to push my knees apart, even wider. Then, he brought that banana to my asshole. I gasped, looking down, freezing all over. He touched the bottom end of that banana to my asshole and began to twist slightly, lubricating my hole with my own spit.

“What are you doing?” I asked with a whimper.

Then, he started to push. I gasped and stared down. I didn’t think it would actually go into me… but it did. He found that perfect angle and he managed to cram an inch of banana into my asshole. I can’t say it was the most comfortable experience, with that rough end pushing into soft tissue. I groaned and squirmed, but I didn’t overreact; I tried to remain still. I wanted him to do what he wanted to me, because it gave me a chance. If he was willing to touch me like that, to sodomize me, to succumb to what I was presenting him… then maybe he would take my offer.

“Oh my God,” I moaned, staring down as he pushed the banana into my ass.

“Keep stroking yourself,” he demanded. So I grabbed my cock and kept stroking, trying hard not to clench that banana in my asshole. It was cold, and the hard edges felt strange. It didn’t help that he wanted to see the whole thing inside of me.

But he was horny now; he was consumed with lust: the exact kind of lust that makes a man do stupid things, things like accepting an offer forty-thousand below the expectation. “Shit,” I moaned. Now, he only had that little stem in his hand. The rest of the banana was inside of me… but a moment later, it was all in me.

My asshole clenched shut, and the banana was gone, as if I was some magician who just performed a magic trick. But I could feel it in me. My body was sucking it in deeper, and I was descending into a state of panic. I didn’t want to make that awkward trip to the hospital, to have them remove a banana from me.

“How does it feel?” he asked.

“It—It’s deep,” I whimpered.

Then, he leaned forward and took my cock from me. He tilted it down to his tongue and he began to suck me. Suddenly, I felt like I was cheating on my wife. She was the only one who had ever put her lips to my cock before. Now, I could feel a stranger’s tongue, moving up and down the length of my shaft.

I moaned. That banana was still inside of me, lost… but maybe it was worth it.

He leaned back and wiped his lips. That’s when I noticed he’d gotten his pants down, and his cock was standing tall, throbbing: as hard as a marble statue. It was even twitching in the air, desperate for some pleasure. At least I was fairly sure he wouldn’t last long.

He used his big, strong hands to roll me onto my stomach. Then he pulled me down, off of the island, until my heeled feet were on his floor. He ensured I was still bent over, and then he dropped to his knees. I felt fingers going into me. I felt them moving around. Then, a moment later, I felt him pulling out. He’d managed to find that banana, and now he was pulling it out. He pulled slowly. My anus tried to grip it, scared he was going to pull out my organs with it. I heard a small gush as he pulled it out. I heard him chuckle before he discarded the banana. Then I got a spank on the ass: a hard slap that made me gasp loudly, perking upright. A second later, the tip of his cock was pressed against my asshole.

He reached around and grabbed my penis. He squeezed it firmly and tugged slowly, letting out a loud groan. I was frozen, but I knew I had to stay in character; I knew I had to keep him satisfied if I wanted any chance of owning his house. “Are you going to fuck me, daddy?” I asked softly. I’m not sure why I went with ‘daddy’, but I had a feeling he would like it; I had a feeling it would turn him on—and I was right. He gripped my cock harder and let out an elected sort of grunt.

Then, he was pushing into me. I gasped loudly, perking up higher. He pushed me back down with the palm of his hand. “Take it, baby,” he groaned.

“Fuck me, daddy,” I whimpered. He pushed the whole length of his long cock into my virgin asshole. “Fuck me hard, daddy.”

He fucked slow, but hard. Each thrust made me gasp. Each thrust had his pelvis slapping loudly against my ass. My legs wobbled; I had a feeling that walking was going to be tough for a few days—but it was worth it. This offer came with an expectation; and that expectation was that he would take my offer.

“Oh God!” I moaned, feeling his long, warm, throbbing member, deep in my rectum. I could feel each and every inch. I could feel his hard, swollen tip. I could feel it all—and he wasn’t letting off the gas.

Finally, he started thrusting faster. His claws dug deeper into my skin. He pinned me hard. I couldn’t move—but I wouldn’t have been able to move even if he hadn’t been pinning me; I was numb all over; his cock was thrusting into some pressure point or something, making my legs and arms fail, making my head fall forward. I was like a rag doll on that counter.

“Fuck!” he screamed. And then, he pulled out suddenly I saw his fat tip swelling for a moment before blasting towards me. I felt him showering me with hot, sticky cum. It was a real mess, ruining that outfit. He quickly pushed his cock back into my gaping hole to make sure a few blasts ended up inside of me, and then he pulled out and wiped his tip on my reddened butt cheek.

I was still limp, still numb all over, out of breath—and terrified. I wasn’t sure exactly what I’d just done, or what kind of deal we’d just made. I heard him step away. I heard him pick up his whiskey glass, and then I heard him take a sip. Finally, I managed to turn and look back at him for a long moment before saying, “Are you taking my offer?”

He looked at me, and that flushed expression returned. The silence returned, and I knew things weren’t about to go my way. “Forty thousand dollars is a lot of money,” he said. “I can’t just leave it on the table. Your offer wasn’t even the best one that I got today.”

“Please,” I said, feeling the last bit of energy fleeing my body. Was he really turning me down after accepting my body? “I need this house.”

“I’ll think about it,” he said.

“No,” I said. “I need more than that. I—I can’t keep living the way I’ve been living. Please. I let you do what you wanted to me.”

“It hardly lasted ten minutes,” he said. “That’s four-thousand dollars a minute.”

“It felt good… didn’t it?”

He kept staring at me. “Be back here tomorrow night,” he said. Then he walked to the door and opened it. “Now get going. I have to clean up before the open house starts tomorrow.”

I was devastated. I couldn’t tell if I should have hope or not. He was telling me to come back, but he was also going forward with the next open house. He was turning down my offer with his words… but then why did he want me back?

I wanted to get a clear answer from him, but now, I could tell that he was starting to get frustrated. The last thing I wanted was to piss him off, so I scurried by him, still covered and dripping in his cum. I didn’t even look into his eyes as I rushed off to my car.

Now, I had other priorities; I had to get home before Aurelie noticed me missing. I had to get cleaned up—and I had to get that outfit into the wash. I needed to get it dried and hung back up, and it was late. I still had a long night ahead of me.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwoke up to Aurelie shaking me back and forth. “Abe!” she cried. “Abe, wake up!”

And my instant thought was that she found out about what I did. Did I put something away wrong? Did I leave a heel by the front door? Did I still smell like her perfume?

I let my eyelids flutter open and then I saw her staring at me. She was red in the face, and her eyes were huge: beaming. She had her phone in her hand, and she was waving it in my face. “Erin just phoned,” she said.

“W—Why?” I said. A familiar dread washed over me, but it didn’t last long.

“They accepted our offer,” she cried, jumping up and down. “They woke up this morning and reconsidered their offers. They’re going to take our offer! Isn’t that amazing!? Can you believe it!?”

I sat up slowly, wondering if I was having another dream. All night, I’d been drifting between dreams and nightmares—and the dreams were just like that one. Well, they started out as dreams, and then turned to nightmares when Aurelie discovered what I did to facilitate the deal.

“They’re really taking the offer?” I said, trying to play as dumb as possible. “But why?”

“She didn’t say,” Aurelie said. “But there is a catch. She’s going to call with the details. I guess the seller is working them out now with his realtor. But Abe! We got the house! We got the house! He’s ready to close in twenty days! Can you believe that!”

“Twenty days?” I said. “So we have to pay for another full month of the AirBnB?” I said. I thought about our bank account: that dwindling number that quite possibly could no longer cover that hefty down payment. But it was a bit of a relief to be thinking about money and bank accounts, instead of regrettable sex with men.

“I’m so excited!” she said, bouncing off the wall. “I’m going to call Stephanie to see if I can’t get back on the roster at the pub. I know that money is going to be tight. I’ll pick up a few shifts and we’ll figure this out. Oh my God, Abe! It’s a dream! We got the house!”

“I want to hear more about this catch,” I said, lifting myself out of the bed.

“Let’s focus on the positives,” she said. “It’s been so long since we had something to be happy about.” Her smile made my heart melt; maybe that night was worth it. Maybe that crazy idea wasn’t so crazy after all—even though my bum still hurt from being stretched out so wide.

Aurelie bounced off. She already messaged her mother and her three best friends, and her sister, and her aunt. She even had a Pinterest board made for half of the rooms in the house: ideas of how she planned to paint and decorate—and there was even a Pinterest board called ‘House Warming Party Ideas’. Apparently, she’d been up for a while with this news.

She bounced back into the room. “Why aren’t you getting up?” she said. “It’s so late. How long were you up last night?”

“Huh?” I said. “Not long. I went to bed right after you—maybe fifteen minutes later.”

She walked up to me. “What is that on your face?” she said.

“What?” My heart skipped a beat.

She reached out and wiped her finger along my eyelid. Then she giggled. “It looks like smeared mascara.”

“What?” I said. “That’s ridiculous. Why would I have smeared mascara on my eye?” My heart bounced fiercely, but she was already bounding off, off to chat with her friend who was now ringing her on FaceTime. I went to the bathroom and checked my face. Now, in the bright sunlight, I could see a few little spots that I missed when I was quietly washing my face the night before. I quickly wiped them away now, and then I gave my heart a moment to settle. I still wasn’t convinced that this wasn’t a dream that was about to turn into a nightmare.

I got dressed. I poured myself a cup of coffee. I watched the smile on Aurelie’s face as she told her friends all about how perfect the new house was. “And you got it for under four-hundred?” one of her friends asked. “How is that even possible?”

“Luck, I guess,” Aurelie said. I wanted to jump in and correct the record, but I didn’t want to out myself. I hated to think that luck was getting the credit for what I did. I had to live with that memory forever; and it wasn’t just a memory; it was also a secret. It was going to weigh on me for a long time, like it was weighing on me now. I couldn’t stop thinking about that short time I spent in that house, up on the kitchen island, having a banana pushed deep into my asshole, getting lost for a minute before being pulled out. I couldn’t even look at the bananas on the counter in that AirBnB—

And I would be living in that house soon, spending lots of time in that kitchen. Those memories were going to linger around me, teasing me endlessly.

I rolled my eyes. Luck… There’s no such thing as luck. Everything has a price. Sure, some prices are better than others—and I thought that the house came at a pretty good price: one night of horrible memories and all of the money in my bank account; it was good considering how nice the house was… though a day would come when that mortgage was paid off, but that memory would still be there—even if we ended up ripping out that kitchen island and redoing the whole front living space.

“Aren’t you happy?” Aurelie said, and it took a moment to realize she was looking at me. “You aren’t smiling. You aren’t calling anyone. You just look… sad. Don’t you like the house?”

I forced a smile, though I really did have to force it to stay on my face. “I’m happy,” I said. “I guess I’m just… in shock. I didn’t see it coming.”

“Well, it’s real,” she said. “It’s our house. I want you to be excited. I don’t want to be alone with my excitement.”

“I am excited,” I said. And it was true: I was excited. The past four months had been hell, and that hell was finally coming to an end. A new chapter was about to unfold, and I couldn’t wait to see what was waiting for us…

But if something seems too good to be true, it usually is. Aurelie’s phone rang. “It’s Erin!” she said. “Come on, Abe! Erin’s calling!”

She waved me over so I came up behind her as she put the phone to speaker mode. “Am I talking to both of you?” Erin asked.

“Hi Erin,” I said.

“Hi Abe,” she said. “Congratulations on the new house.”

“Thanks.”

“I heard you decided to sleep in.”

“I guess I was tired,” I said.

“Well, I just got the details about this ‘catch’. I can’t say it’s really good news, but I don’t want to get the two of you worried—not yet.”

“What is it?” Aurelie said, jumping to her feet, clutching that phone so firmly that I half-expected it to explode in her hand. “What’s wrong?”

“I’ve never seen anything like this, and I’m tempted to try to fight it—but I don’t want to give the seller any excuse to take back the deal. Nothing has been signed yet, so there’s nothing stopping him from walking.”

“What is it?” Erin said, shaking the phone as if she was shaking Erin herself.

“The seller wants to retain the option of pulling his offer at any moment—between now and the closing date.”

“What?!” we both cried.

“That’s nonsense!” I said. “He can’t do that… Can he?”

“I mean… it’s his house; there are rules, but technically, he can do what he wants. You don’t have to agree to it. But… look… you guys got lucky. Nobody gets a house like this under four-hundred. Hell, in two months from now, if the market keeps up the way it’s been going, houses like this won’t go for under five. You’re already in your rental; I think it’s better than nothing. Accept the deal, and we’ll make him agree to stop showing the house. If he stops getting offers, he’ll be more inclined to take your offer. I’m guessing he just wants to see where the market is going. If there’s another boom, he might jump on the opportunity to make more money. It’s a shitty thing to do, but, like I said: it’s his house.”

Aurelie sunk into the couch, looking like she was back into that state of despair.

“Like I said, guys: I’ve never seen anything like this. We don’t have to accept it, but if you want the house, you have to play by this guy’s rules. Who knows: maybe it will be fine. I would keep your hopes up. I’ll see what I can do on my end to get some sense of closure.”

“Thanks, Erin,” Aurelie said softly.

My chest felt tight. I had a horrible feeling dwelling inside of me, nagging me, telling me that this was indeed one of those awful nightmares.

Now, Aurelie was silent. The energy had been pulled from her body. I wanted to try to cheer her up, but I had no idea what to say. It took me a while to say, “I’m sure it will be fine.” But it wasn’t enough to lift her back up.

The rest of that day was somber. It seemed like we’d been pushed right back down, back into that pit of hopelessness. But there was still hope; he had accepted our offer, and he even sent over a signed contract… sadly, it contained that little clause, giving him the option to end the contract at any moment, for any reason.

And to make matters worse, we still had to go ahead with the inspection: a five-hundred dollar fee, to inspect a house that may not even end up being our own. “Should we schedule it?” Aurelie asked, with the inspector’s website opened on her laptop.

“I guess so,” I said. “I think we just have to move forward as if we’re getting the house.”

So she called and booked the inspection. “He can make it out in three days,” she said.

“Then I guess we should let Erin know, so she can schedule that with the current homeowner.”

The silence returned. Erin got a call from a friend she’d messaged earlier, but she chose not to pick it up. She let it ring. Then, she went out for a walk, because she wanted to be alone for a while. God, I felt awful. I did so much to get her what she wanted, but it just wasn’t quite enough.

And while Aurelie was feeling sad and hopeless, I was feeling something else: frustration. I wanted to know what the hell this homeowner was thinking. I did so much for him, and now he was tormenting us with his cruel ‘deal’. If sex wasn’t enough for him, he should have told me before accepting it.

I made dinner, but Aurelie didn’t each much; she didn’t have the appetite. And honestly, I didn’t have much of an appetite either. We sat down to watch a show, but our minds were elsewhere. After the end of a single episode, Aurelie stood up. “I think I’m going to go to bed,” she said.

“Okay,” I said.

“Are you going to come?”

“It’s still early,” I said. “I might stay up for a bit.”

“Goodnight, Abe,” she said—and then she didn’t even kiss me—not because she was mad at me or because she didn’t love me, but because her mind was just trapped in that hopeless cycle of thinking about what was going to happen if we didn’t get the house.

Every day our down payment was shrinking. I transferred the five-hundred to the inspector after Aurelie went to bed. Then I paid off the credit card and saw that we were down to $36,600, which wasn’t even enough to pay for that down payment. A dark, invisible hand clenched at my heart. We could figure out the money; Aurelie could serve for a while and I could sell some stuff… But it was all pointless if we didn’t get the house.

So I crept into the bedroom. I opened up the closet and quickly thumbed through the various outfits, looking back at the gently-snoring girl on the bed every few seconds. I settled with a Playboy bunny outfit, grabbing the same wig I wore the night before.

I wasn’t going to let this deal die—and I had to speak to the homeowner, to find out what the hell kind of game he was playing. If he wanted a round-two, then he could have it; I had nothing more to lose at this point. But I needed closure, and I was going to get it one way or another.
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Again, his light was on when I pulled up. Before exiting my car, I looked down. “I can’t believe I’m doing this again,” I whispered to myself as I looked down at my legs, which were clad in pink skin-tight leggings. My bulge was more obvious than ever in that super-tight outfit, but I suppose that’s what he was into.

I reached back to make sure the cotton tail hadn’t been rubbed off on the drive over. “I actually can’t believe I’m doing this again,” I whispered, shaking my head before checking my makeup in the mirror.

I looked over at his living room window. The curtains were closed, but there were lights on inside, and I could see a bit of movement.

I was about to step out from my car, and then an old man walked by with his dog. He didn’t notice me in my car, possibly because I managed to duck down low, beneath the bottom of my window. I hid, knowing I couldn’t be seen; if I succeeded with this crazy plan, that man would be my neighbour. I didn’t need him telling my wife that I showed up in the area, dressed like a Halloween prostitute.

I gasped and reached up, grabbing my bunny ears off of my head; they must have been popping up… but the man didn’t notice. I sat back up and saw him walking away. I had to be more careful; maybe I should have been parking in the alley and going in through the back door…

But now, the coast was clear; I didn’t need to pull around back—I just had to dash for the door. So in those tall pink heels, I ran from my car to his front door: my future front door, if I could convince him to stick to our deal. I knocked on the door quickly, reaching back with both of my hands to cover my exposed bum. Well, it wasn’t exposed; I was wearing those pink tights, but they were so tight—I may as well have been nude.

It took him about twenty seconds to answer the door. His eyes lit up and a smile came upon his face. He rushed me inside, and I was grateful for the immediacy. “You came back,” he said with a deep voice. Once again, he had a whiskey glass in his hand. The smell of that whiskey was strong, but I couldn’t tell if it was from the glass or from his breath.

It took a moment to shake off that paralysis. “I—I wanted to see you again,” I said. I tried to put on a sultry smile. I wanted him to be happy, which meant fighting the urge to grab him and shake him and demand to know why the hell he put in that annoying clause into that contract.

“Good,” he said. “I was hoping you would. Can I pour you a drink?”

He walked over to his little bar and grabbed a bottle of whiskey. I must admit that it was tempting, especially knowing what I was signing myself up for by entering into that home. But I knew liquor would create two issues: the smell that would follow me home, and the inebriation, which would almost inevitably lead me to digging into the man. “I’m glad you accepted my offer,” I said softly.

“I spent the whole night thinking about it,” he said. “And I think it’s a fine offer. It’s fair, assuming…”

“Assuming what?” I asked, keeping my distance from him as he took his first sip from his new glass.

“Assuming all of my demands are met. I mean—let’s face it: it’s not the best offer in terms of financial value. I could have taken an offer twenty-thousand above yours—and they didn’t even want an inspection. That’s a lot of cash. But your bid… your bid is more interesting to me.” He had a big red-cheeked grin on his face. “Assuming you’re willing to play along.”

“I was, uh, kind of thinking that the… bonus would be a one-time thing.”

He shook his head. “No,” he said. “See—that doesn’t work for me. You’re very beautiful; much more beautiful than the trans escorts in the area; and I’m just being honest. I’m not trying to belittle anyone, but the other t-girls around here just aren’t quite like you. I suppose it’s not so charming of me to admit that I’ve dipped my toe into those waters, but when you have an interest like mine, there are only so many avenues to go down. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

I just stood still. I wasn’t sure I did understand what he was saying.

He laughed and looked down, still blushing as if he really did have a little bit of shame. “I am clean,” he said. “I’m always careful. Don’t worry about any of that. But it’s true: I’ve been with my share of girls like yourself.”

I hated him calling me a girl, even though it meant I was achieving the goal.

“And many of them were paid,” he continued. “I’ll confess it openly—because, in a way, I’m paying you. I mean—I’m taking twenty-thousand less than the next best offer, so I’m essentially paying you twenty-thousand dollars. I think that’s fair to say—right? And we close in twenty days; that’s one-thousand dollars per day, which is about the cost of a high-class fetish escort in the big city.”

“A thousand dollars per day?” I said.

“Yes,” he said firmly. “This being day-two.”

I felt the colour draining from my face. My heart swirled down into the pit of my stomach.

“So, that should help you to understand the little clause that I had added to our contract,” he said. “For twenty days, I can pull the contract at any moment. It’s really just a safety, if you decide to pull your end of the bargain. I’m not planning on screwing you over, though I could see why that might be nerve-racking. I’m assuming it’s not something you want in writing; and I don’t want it in writing either; I’d much rather keep it between us.”

I just stood, petrified, not sure what I could possibly say back. How was I going to do this every night for the next twenty days? That meant three weeks of getting dolled up behind Aurelie’s back—three weeks of taking it from behind. I was still sore from the night before, and I’d already had a close call when Aurelie saw that makeup on my eyelid.

“You look worried,” he said. “Is it an unsavoury deal? I’m afraid there’s no room to wiggle. I’ve already put in a bid on a new house. I’d like to close here in twenty days so that I can move on. If anything, that should be music to your ears; it’s at least a little bit of assurance.”

“So… nineteen more days,” I said.

“Eighteen, including tonight,” he said with a smile. Then, he approached me. He put his hands on my shoulders and stared into my eyes. “But, I should say that there’s another small catch—and this isn’t meant to offend you—but if we’re going to be meeting for the next twenty days, I need you to brighten up. The scared-doe look isn’t quite my thing. I don’t want to feel like some sort of rapist. If you really want to make me feel happy, try to muster up some enthusiasm.”

I bit hard on my tongue and forced a smile. I knew I had to put on a good character. I had to do this for Aurelie. The whole deal was now on my shoulders. “I am enthusiastic,” I said. “It’s just… It’s a lot to take in.”

He suddenly kissed me, slipping his hand behind my head to pull me forward. It was so strange, feeling a man’s tongue in my mouth. I felt so violated—and I felt like I was violating my bond with Aurelie, even though I was doing it for Aurelie. She couldn’t know about this; this had to remain a secret forever.

He ran his hands down my body. He felt every curve with intent, and then he started to guide me. He took me down the hallway to my future bedroom. He put me down on the bed. He kissed my body and then he licked the length of my bulge. Instinct made me close my thighs on his head, but he liked it. He licked me again and I tightened my thigh clamp. Then he laughed. “Nervous?” he asked.

“N—No,” I lied.

“Yes, you are,” he said. “And it’s fine, because you should be.” He had a big, terrible grin on his face. He was about to make my situation very, very complicated.

I let him rub me; I knew he liked my cock. My cock was getting us that house. But he liked it enough that he ripped my tights to get to it; they were actually Aurelie’s tights, of course, and she wore them often to her yoga classes. She had one of those classes coming up in the morning. I gasped. He fished out my cock.

“Easier access,” he grinned.

“That was my outfit,” I said.

“It’s a small price to pay,” he said. And then he leaned in to suck my cock. I tried to close my eyes. I let my head fall back and I did my best to imagine Aurelie was between my legs, sucking me off. But Aurelie never sucked that aggressively. She was much more elegant, moving slowly, like a pretty princess. This man sucked like he wanted my cum.

But it did feel good.

Then, he pressed a finger into my asshole, making me gasp louder. I heard him laugh. He pushed in and out while sucking me. Then, a second finger went in.

Then a third finger—and that’s when it started to feel very, very tight.

He was twisting and he pushed in and out. He had a bottle of lubricant, and he used it to keep his fingers glistening—and my asshole as well. I stood up on my elbows to see what he was doing—but that was a mistake; I instantly wished that I hadn’t looked.

He was fully focussed on my asshole now. He was determined to push a fourth finger into my hole. He twisted and turned and pulsed until he got my hole stretched wide enough. “Oh my God,” I whimpered.

“Take it,” he said with a growl. Now, he was trying to push in his thumb.

“Are you—Are you going to fist me?” I asked.

“Just take it,” he said. His face was dark red. His erection was out and throbbing. He was using his free hand to jerk himself off when he wasn’t squirting lubricant onto his fisting hand. I turned white. I just watched in horror. I didn’t want to be fisted. It was already starting to hurt and he wasn’t even past his knuckles.

But he was determined: red in the face, eyes glowing with a fierce fire. He grunted as he pushed, because my hole was fighting him, trying to keep him back. “Ouch,” I moaned.

“Shut up,” he said.

I tried to take it. I closed my eyes and bit hard on my tongue. I knew the pain would be temporary—but that didn’t make me happy to accept it. I could feel his fingers twisting and turning, trying different angles, until finally…

I felt him push in. There was no way to stop it: his whole fist pushing into my asshole. I clenched hard, but that only sucked him into me, pulling him in, up to his wrist. He gasped, and then his face lit up. He started twisting his arm inside of me, and that made a lump appear on my stomach. We both stared at it, shocked. He was elated, I was horrified.

He started to pump, and we both just watched with mouths agape. He was actually fisting me. He had half of his forearm inside of my body. I had a feeling the stretching was going to be permanent. “Oh God,” I moaned, and then I finally fell back, head onto his pillow. I let him work away at me, pumping me hard until he was moaning loudly. Then, I made the mistake of looking up again, just as he pulled his fist out of my ass, leaving me with a huge, gaping asshole.

Now, he was aiming his erection down at my gape. He squeezed hard and groaned loud, and then cum shot into me. I felt it in my hole. I felt it splattering my butt cheeks. I tried to clench myself shut, but he’d done his damage. “Oh God,” I said again.

And for day-two, that’s all he wanted. Once he was finished coming, he started cleaning himself up. He went to find his whiskey glass, and then he went about his night as if nothing happened. “Is… Is that it?” I asked.

“I’ll see you tomorrow night,” he smiled.

I tried to walk, but my ass was now tense. The muscles refused to relax. I was hobbling as I moved to his door. It was hard to sit in my car because of the new pain. “Oh God,” I moaned under my breath as I looked down at the ripped bunny outfit. The outfit needed to be thrown away. I made sure to toss it into the neighbour’s trash, so Aurelie wouldn’t find it. I ran into the house naked, in the dark of the night. Then, I spent a full hour getting myself properly cleaned up—not even leaving a single smudge of makeup on my face.
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The third day of that contract was spent with dread in my stomach and a serious pain in my ass—literally. It was hard to sit, and I tried my best to hide my limp from Aurelie, but it didn’t take her long to notice. “What’s wrong with you?”

“I think I twisted my ankle,” I said.

“When? You were fine last night.”

“When I got out of the shower; I stepped down funny.”

But she had a suspicious look on her face, as if she wasn’t quite buying my story. It was 11:00 AM when she asked if I knew where her pink tights were. “I’m late for yoga,” she said.

“Can’t you wear the blue ones?”

“They don’t go with my outfit. Did you do the laundry last time?”

I shook my head. “I don’t know where the tights are.” So she got changed fully and was late for her yoga. She was frustrated, but the homeowner was right: it was a small price to pay.

When she got home, she said, “Don’t forget that we have the inspection tomorrow. We both need to be there,” she said. “So make sure to square that off with your boss.”

“Where are you going?” I asked, seeing that she was putting on her high heels.

“I told you,” she said. “I got a shift at the bar. It’s a training shift and I can’t be late.” She grabbed her lipstick and smeared it on her lips. “I’ll be back late. Feel free to go to bed without me.”

“How late?” I asked.

“I don’t know.”

We shared a car, and I needed that car to get to the new house, to meet my end of the deal. I went online to check the bus routes, to see how I could get there without the car… but it meant two different busses, and it meant being dolled up in front of people. I couldn’t just wait for Aurelie to get home, and for her to wind down for bed. It could be 2:00 AM by the time she was asleep! But I couldn’t just leave before she was home. How would I get back in if she returned while I was out? And where would I tell her I went?

It was a whole new set of problems, but I would have to figure them out, because I needed to meet my end of the bargain if he was going to accept our bid.

I paced around the house. Aurelie had gotten a job where she was working when I met her: at a downtown bar where guys went to hit on waitresses. I didn’t feel great about her working there; I hated her working there when we met, but we needed the cash. It was especially nerve-racking because there were waitresses there that went home with customers if it meant getting a better ‘tip’. Aurelie was never like that, but we were in such a terrible bind for cash… what if she went home with a guy because she thought it would help me? I mean—was I not essentially doing that?

I tried not to think about the horrible ‘what-ifs’. I couldn’t dwell on hypothetical scenarios.

But her job did make things terribly complicated. There was no knowing when she was going to be cut. Sometimes they would keep her until 2:00 AM. Sometimes they would cut her at 5:00 PM because it was slowing. And now, there were new managers working there, and it was impossible to predict on a Thursday night.

When 6:00 PM rolled around, I knew that I had to act. I couldn’t just wait around and miss my window at the new house. I still had to live up to my end of the bargain. So I went into the bedroom. I found an outfit in the closet: a skimpy pink dress that we bought for a cheeky photoshoot we did together, with me as the photographer. It was part of our ‘spice-up the relationship’ phase. But Aurelie was never comfortable with me saving those photos, and I wasn’t exactly the best photographer…

But the dress was sheer. It was perfect for the seller, but I still had to wear in on the bus, so I grabbed a huge faux-fur overcoat that Aurelie loved. I wrapped it around myself. It made me look like a prostitute, with those fishnet stockings and tall heels. But I made sure to put on extra makeup, to make myself extra-unrecognizable. I wasn’t going to risk being seen by someone I knew. I put on that wig and put the eyeliner on thick. Then, I went to the door and froze when I saw the car pulling up to our house.

It looked just like our car, and I was horrified that Aurelie was going to step out and see me. I was just about to run to hide when I saw a stranger stepping out—and then I realized it wasn’t quite our car, though it was similar. It was an Amazon delivery driver, dropping something off for the neighbour. I let out a sigh of relief, waited for him to leave, and then I snuck out.

The sun was still up, but setting. I felt so vulnerable hurrying through those streets to the bus stop, with a pocketful of change for the bus. I got to the bus stop and waited, next to three people: a young man, a young woman, and an old Chinese lady. They all turned to look at me, and I shied my face away. My heart was pounding. Now, my biggest fear was passing out on the street. I could imagine them all rushing to help me as my overcoat fell open, showing off my sheer dress. I wasn’t wearing panties underneath; I didn’t want the seller ripping anything else to get easy access.

Oh God, that would be so embarrassing! I grabbed my overcoat and pulled it tight together. Finally, the bus came. I paid my fare and took a seat at the far back. An older man in dirty work clothes kept eyeing me, smiling with a dastardly grin. His eyes kept exploring my fishnet-clad legs. He liked what he saw, and I have a feeling he had no idea he was staring at a man; I guess that was a good thing, though that gaze was making me feel sick.

I closed my eyes and tried to remind myself that this would all be over with soon enough… just seventeen more nights after this… Oh God, that sounded like so many nights!

More people got onto the bus. I had to turn my whole body towards the window, so that nobody could see my face. I kept my head turned, glued to the street outside. “We have to make a short detour,” announced the bus driver. “Another bus broke down and we’re going to pick up the passengers and make their stops. It will add about fifteen minutes to the trip.”

Everyone groaned, me included—but I had no idea just how bad it was going to be.

First, a man took a seat next to me. He smelled horrible and wouldn’t stop staring at me with a big smile on his face. “You affordable?” he whispered. He thought that I was a prostitute, and I suppose that I was in a way—though I would never let him touch me. I ignored him. “C’mon, baby. Talk to me.”

I wanted to get up and move, but the other options weren’t much better.

I turned my head to the window dramatically, to make the point clear—and that’s when I saw Aurelie. She was standing outside of the bar, serving patrons on the bar patio. We were stopped outside of her work!

Now I had to choose: keep my head turned to Aurelie, or look at the nasty man next to me. Oh God, he smelled so bad! I bit hard on my tongue and prayed Aurelie wouldn’t turn to me. It took a long time to load up the new passengers; they were all old, using walkers and canes. Some had expired bus tickets and there was some confusion as to whether they had to renew them or not. The bus driver had to make a call, and the whole operation stalled.

Aurelie turned to look at the bus, so I looked at the man. He grinned at me. “I don’t bite, baby,” he said. “So, are you affordable?”

“I’m not for sale,” I said.

“Oh, please. You wouldn’t take fifty for a blowjob?”

I wanted to tell him to go suck his own ugly cock, but I bit my tongue. I turned my head back to Aurelie, and I swear she was looking right at me. It didn’t help that the big faux-fur overcoat was very distinct. I froze up, looking right into her eyes. Was she looking at me, or was she just seeing her own reflection in the bus window?

Finally, the bus lurched forward. It seemed like a miracle—but it was possible the damage had already been done. I had no idea if she saw me or recognized me.

And worse: the bar seemed relatively dead. There were two parties eating on the patio, and it was a nice evening. Otherwise, the place was empty. I knew it wouldn’t be long before she was cut.

I transferred busses ten minutes later. The next bus was quieter, but it was a longer ride, leaving me with my dread-inducing thoughts. Now, there were so many new horrifying scenarios in my head: so many ways my life could take a turn for the worse.

Finally, my stop came. I got off. Now, the sun was almost set entirely. The darkened sky gave me a slight sense of comfort, making the details of my face less visible from a distance. I made my way slowly down the streets, passing the odd person, getting the odd look. Women looked at me as if I was some terrible rat, while men looked at me with grins, and they kept looking at me until I was out of sight.

And in a weird way, those glares felt somewhat like a stamp of victory. It was a special skill that I never knew I had until that week: the ability to look like a convincing woman. It definitely wasn’t a skill that I was particularly proud of, but it was a skill that was getting me and my wife a house. That ‘skill’ was taking a lot of stress out of my life… though I suppose it was adding a great deal as well.

And there was something else: another strange sensation that washed over me when guys turned to look at me. I was almost tempted to look back at them, to wink and smile, to get them excited, as if it was a sort of game. I liked the idea of teasing them, knowing that they were completely oblivious to the reality. There was a strange sense of fun that came along with walking the streets like that, as if I was in character for some cosplay convention. I’d never actually been to a cosplay convention, but I imagine this was similar to those sensations.

Finally, I got to his house: my future house. I went to the door and knocked, and he opened it quickly. He looked left and right, looking panicked before pulling me in. “Someone’s going to see you!” he gasped, and I thought he was joking for a moment, until i saw that his face was turning dark red.

“I always come to the front door,” I said.

“You always come at midnight. Now, it’s 8:30,” he said. “You’re going to make my neighbours think that I’m seeing an escort!” His voice was loud and booming. His hands were clenched into tight fists, and his shoulders were up by his ears.

“I—I’m sorry,” I said.

He took a series of deep breaths. Then he stormed over to his window and peered out from a slit in the curtains. He stormed past me and got himself a drink. He didn’t look at me as he took a big sip. Did I just ruin the whole deal? Was I not being careful enough?

“I’m sorry,” I said again.

“Don’t let it happen again,” he growled. “If anyone spots you coming or going, the deal is dead. Got it?”

He was giving me another chance, but he was making that deal even more complicated. I had to be careful. I’d come too far to let the deal fall to pieces now. So I took a big breath, stood up straight, and I put a smile on my face. “What would you like me to do tonight?”

He stared at me for a long time before cracking a grin. “I bought something,” he said. “Just for you. It’s in the basement.”

My heart fell into the pit of my stomach, and for good reason…


CHAPTER 7
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It was a freaky basement, with dim lighting and old stone walls. That foundation must have been two-hundred-years-old. We didn’t explore that basement much during the open house; the boiler and furnace were both down there, but otherwise it was just storage space. The rest of the house was nice, and that’s all that mattered.

Now, there was something gleaming in that basement: something new and shiny that contrasted the dark stone walls. It was a pole.

The man walked up to it and reached up high, switching a small switch on the top of the pole, making bright, colourful lights illuminate the upright chrome beam. Then, he walked over to a small music player and pressed a button. He had a whole playlist ready: slowed down music that sounded like something that would play in some sort of vampire strip club. “Dance for me,” he said.

“I don’t really know how,” I said.

“Figure it out,” he said, growling, still angry from the ‘mistake’ I made by coming too early.

He took a seat on an old metal folding chair. He took another sip from his drink. “Go,” he said, pointing at the pole, and I knew I couldn’t waste any more time. So I approached that pole. I gripped it with two hands. I’d never been on a strip pole before. I’d never even been in a strip club, though I’d seen scenes in movies. I had somewhat of an idea of what I was supposed to do, but it wasn’t quite so easy. I gripped tight and tried to start with a spin.

“Spread those legs, whore,” he said. He was in an aggressive mood, using darker words, growling with each sentence. I tried to lift myself up the pole, and I tried my best to stretch my legs out; I was actually quite flexible. My parents had me in gymnastics until I was sixteen, and that flexibility stayed with me. He gasped in delight when I was able to hold myself up while doing the splits. He was even more delighted when I was able to turn myself upside down. I was essentially just recycling old gymnastics bar moves, but now the pole was vertical. The skills were transferrable. It was kind of nice to stretch my body out in ways I hadn’t stretched in years. And it was nice that someone was appreciating those moves, even if it was someone who was now pulling their cock out from their pants, stroking themselves, sipping whiskey and groaning under his breath. I couldn’t help but think that he was drunk.

“You’re fucking good at that,” he said. “Take out your cock and make yourself hard.”

So I did it. I pulled my shaft out and started to jerk myself while spinning with one hand on the pole. I don’t know where most of those moves came from; I was summoning them from some dark corner of my brain, or maybe some other entity was streaming them into me. That other entity was desperation. I was so, so desperate to close that deal.

Once I was hard, he told me to fuck the pole.

“Do what?” I said.

“Fuck the pole,” he said again.

“W—What does that mean?”

“What does it sound like? Fuck it until you come on it. Hump it. Grind it. Spit on it if you need lube.”

“O—Okay,” I said. I looked down. I straddle the pole until my shaft was pressed against it. I gripped the pole firmly and began to thrust. It felt weird: my cock against cool metal, but with a bit of spit, it slid naturally. I kept humping that pole, spinning occasionally, spreading my legs occasionally—making sure I was putting on a good show.

But he was getting frustrated because I wasn’t coming on the pole the way he wanted me to. I couldn’t make myself orgasm. And he kept telling me to hump the pole harder and faster, but it wasn’t working. Finally, he jumped up to his feet. He started walking across the room. Then, I noticed a red-glowing light. It took my eyes a moment to realize that it was a camera, recording. “What’s that?” I asked.

“It’s for my private collection. Don’t worry about it.”

My heart skipped a beat.

“Make yourself come already.”

“I’m trying.”

He grunted. Then, he spotted a dildo that was in a cardboard box. He walked to it and lifted it up. “Maybe this will help,” he said. He came up behind me, and without much warning or warming-up, it went into me. He crammed it up my ass, making me yelp. It was a big toy—nothing compared to his fist, but still shocking and sudden. He grinned and started pumping. “Keep fucking the pole,” he said.

I kept humping the pole, feeling increasingly humiliated. There’s just something embarrassing about humping a pole while being sodomized by a stranger; and he was still a stranger; I didn’t know his name or anything. I basically just knew his address, and I knew that he liked trans girls.

But the ass-fucking worked; he hit a spot inside of me that sent pulses of euphoria swirling through me. It was only a minute before I was moaning, and then one more minute before I looked down to watch as my own cum sprayed up the length of the pole. He made me grind myself on it. He made me drop to my knees to lick the pole clean. It was off-putting, but I did it so that I could own that house; it was one disgusting step towards getting the key to that home.

And it was enough to leave him satisfied for the night. “See you tomorrow,” he said.

And I thought he meant at night—but when we pulled up for that home inspection, he was there, waiting on the front step. Now, he was wearing a dress shirt and clean slacks. He had sunglasses on his face, and a big smile. The inspector was there, chatting with him. “Ready?” Aurelie said to me, stepping out from the car quickly, excited to see the house for the first time since our offer was accepted.

But I remained still, unable to move. I didn’t want him to see me like this: like myself. I didn’t want him looking into my eyes. Wasn’t this going to turn him off? Wasn’t he going to be disgusted to think of me as a man? And what was he going to say to Aurelie?

Now, she wasn’t waiting for me; she was rushing up the walk to greet with the inspector—and with that horrible homeowner.

“Wait!” I said, but I didn’t say it loud enough for her to hear. She kept going. “Hi there,” I heard her say. “I’m Aurelie.” She extended her hand and shook the man’s hand.

I stepped out from the car, now feeling sweat forming on the back of my neck. It was hard to step towards them, hard to force myself to breathe. I watched as the man looked from Aurelie to me. I watched as his gaze moved down slowly, from my face to my legs. I was wearing jeans now. I tried to force a smile, but I just felt sick, like I was going to puke in front of him. Somehow, this was worse than the moment he saw me as a woman, before I even offered myself up to him.

“And you are?” he said.

I wasn’t able to answer. I just stopped, frozen.

“This is my husband,” Aurelie said. “Abe. Say hi, Abe. This is the homeowner.” She glared firmly at me, as if to say, ‘Pull yourself together and don’t ruin this!’. I managed to force a smile. I extended a shaking hand.

“N—Nice to meet you,” I said.

“Xander is the homeowner,” Aurelie said. “He was just on his way out. I was just saying that we should all get a drink together. He can tell us all about the neighbourhood.”

“I’d love to meet with both of you,” Xander said. Though I had a hard time believing that was his real name.

“Should I get started?” the inspector asked.

Xander took Aurelie’s phone and put his number into it. “Call me and we’ll set something up,” he said with a grin in his deep voice.

“That would be great,” Aurelie said, putting on her sweetest little smile.

“I’ll see you two later,” Xander said, and then he left.

Aurelie gave me a shove. “What’s the matter with you!?” she snapped. “Do you want him to pull the deal?”

“Sorry,” I said. “I just—I didn’t expect him to be here.”

“What difference does it make? Ugh, I should have baked cookies for him. What was I thinking? Did he seem like he liked us? I hope he doesn’t pull the deal. It’s just sixteen more days… Oh God, it seems so close!”

But it didn’t seem close—not to me. Sixteen days was still more than two weeks, and that was a lot of anal abuse—and whatever else Xander had in his dirty mind.

I was relieved that he was gone, though the terror came right back when the three of us went down to the basement to inspect the furnace and the water systems. We all stopped and the inspector laughed. “I don’t think that’s a support beam,” he said, pointing at the stripper pole. “Maybe don’t touch that.”

We walked by it. Aurelie giggled at the sight of it. I tried to muster up some amusement, but I was tense with terror, plagued by the memory of the night before, when I was spinning on that very pole.

The inspector kept joking about it. “I doubt that’s coming with the house.” And then he pointed at the video camera. “And that—I’m guessing he’ll be taking that too.”

Oh God. I stopped and stared at the camera. There was a video of me on it, being sodomized as I fucked that pole. And now, Aurelie was giggling as she stood near it. That’s when I noticed the cable tethered to the small TV next to it, as if Xander had been checking the tape.

The inspector went to the furnace and started to work on finding a way to open it. “I haven’t seen one like this in a long time. These old things are super complicated.” It took him a few minutes to locate the main panel, and then it took him another few minutes to figure out how to open it. Aurelie and I wandered away from him, to let him work.

I noticed Aurelie staring at that TV. Then, she looked at me with a smile. “So the seller hasn’t pulled out of the offer yet,” she said. “That’s good news. It’s finally starting to seem like we might actually get this place.”

“I’m sure we’ll get it,” I said with a smile, though I was dreading the next couple of weeks.

“We should celebrate tonight. We can stay up late, have a few drinks.” She got closer to me, suddenly with a cheeky smile on her face. “We can fool around—all night, like we used to.”

I knew that I still had to find a way to sneak out late, to meet with Xander. “I don’t know,” I said. “I’m pretty tired—but maybe a little bit of partying won’t hurt—as long as we’re done before, like, eleven.”

She rolled her eyes. “You sound like such an old man. C’mon, Xander—we both have tomorrow free. Let’s just stay up and celebrate a little bit.”

“We don’t have the house yet,” I said. “I don’t want to celebrate too soon.”

Now, her smile was starting to fade. I was killing the first good mood she’d had in a long, long time. “You don’t want to have a bit of fun?” she asked.

“I do,” I said. “I just—I didn’t get a ton of sleep last night. Sorry; I’m not trying to be a mood-kill. I’m sure I’ll be fine. We can get a small bottle of champagne… Just not too late.” I tried to make a big smile.

“Oh, you’ve changed, Abe,” she said with a smirk. “You used to be so wild. Have I really tamed you this much?”

“I’m just tired!” I said.

“You need to live a little bit,” she said. Then she turned back to that TV. “I dare you to turn it on and see what’s on that tape.”

My heart stopped for a moment as I stared into her eyes. I could feel my face turning pale. Then, I managed to let out a small laugh. “What? Why?” I said.

“You used to be fun,” she said. “Old Abe would have done it.”

“I don’t want to mess with the guy’s personal stuff,” I said.

“Oh, c’mon. Live a little. I double-dog dare you. Put the tape in and turn it on.”

“Don’t be crazy,” I said. My heart was racing fast.

“Are you chicken?” she said.

“I just don’t want to invade some guy’s personal life,” I said. I had to hide my trembling hands behind my back. I knew that I was on that tape. I knew that Aurelie would die of shame if she saw me on that TV screen. “Let’s just leave it—alright?”

“Oh c’mon. At least dare me to do it,” she said.

“No,” I said firmly. Now, I had no problem ruining her good mood. I just wanted her to drop it. She could be in a bad mood; I knew it would get better. But if she saw that tape, there would be no coming back.

She walked over to the TV. She reached for the tape. I wanted to rush over to stop her, but I was frozen. I didn’t want her to suspect that there was something going on. My legs began to wobble as the colour drained from my face.

She turned to look at me with a big grin on her face. “What’s wrong, Abe?” she giggled. “Don’t you want to know what’s been happening in the basement of our new house?”

“No,” I managed to say, but my voice was hardly a whisper.

“Well, I do,” she said, and then she turned to the TV. She paused for a moment, and I felt like throwing up. I probably should have rushed to pull the power cable out from the wall, but I couldn’t move. I was completely frozen.

She turned to me once more. She looked into my eyes. Then, she sighed and rolled her eyes. “God, you’re no fun anymore.” She let go of the tape and walked away. “I was just teasing, Abe. I’m obviously not going to ruin the deal. You’re always telling me to cut loose. I’m starting to wonder what your idea of cutting loose is.”

“I just don’t want to violate this guy’s personal life; that’s all,” I said, letting out a sigh of relief. A minute later, when Aurelie was wandering around a nearby storage area, I pulled the plug out of the wall, so that TV wouldn’t turn on from someone bumping up against it; I wasn’t going to take any chances.

We finished the inspection. There were a few small issues, but nothing worth nagging the seller over. “I’ll get a report to you by the end of tomorrow,” the inspector told us. Aurelie and I lingered around the house for a few extra minutes, while our realtor waited outside with the key. Aurelie took my hands and looked into my eyes. “This is it, Abe,” she said. “This is where we’re going to live. This is where we’re going to raise our family. And one day, this is where our kids will come home for family reunions, and we’ll be old, sitting right there, by that window, looking out at the park. I love it here.”

“Just… don’t get your hopes too high just yet. Remember the deal isn’t signed quite yet,” I said.

She nodded her head. “I know. I just… I love it here. I would do anything to live here. It’s my dream house.” She leaned forward and kissed me on my lips. “You’re giving me my dream, Abe.”

My heart swirled around in my chest. I smiled, but I wasn’t sure if it was genuine. “I’m glad,” I said.

We stopped at the liquor store to buy a bottle of champagne. I wanted a small bottle, but Aurelie insisted on using some of her tip money from her last shift to buy the big bottle. “I just don’t think I’ll be able to stay awake long enough to drink that much,” I said.

“Oh, you’ll be fine,” Aurelie said. She was still in a spunky mood, high on the idea of getting that house. We got home around 4:00 PM, and at 5:00 PM, she opened the bottle. She poured two glasses. “Cheers,” she said. “To the new house.”

“Again,” I said. “Let’s not celebrate too early.”

“I’m not worried,” she smiled. “After meeting Xander—I feel good about it. I don’t know… I just have this really good feeling. Just cheers with me.” She drank her glass, and I drank mine. Then, she poured me another. We ordered food to the house, slipping a little bit with our spending budget—but it was so nice to see her happy; I wanted to see her happy like that all of the time.

After every glass of champagne, she wandered over to her laptop to look at pictures of the house. She was daydreaming, brimming with excitement. I couldn’t let her down.

After our fourth glass of champagne, she slipped away to use the bathroom. I found myself looking at pictures of the house, and then I found myself looking at the time. Now, it was 10:15 PM. Aurelie was still bouncing with energy. How was I going to sneak out?

It was ten minutes later when Aurelie returned, now dressing in the same lingerie that I wore the night before. “Hi, Abe,” she said softly, leaning against the wall.

She looked amazing, though I have to admit that the outfit fit me just a little bit better than it fit her. She didn’t have the thighs that I had, or the bum that I had—though she had amazing breasts; if I had breasts like that, I would have been able to pull off anything. Aurelie had so many outfits with ‘boob windows’ and cutouts that showed various angles of cleavage. I would have looked cute in so many of them, but I had to keep my pads covered so I wouldn’t ruin the feminine illusion…

“What are you thinking about?” Aurelie asked, glaring into my eyes.

I shook away those thoughts. “You,” I said with a smile.

She came up to me and kissed me. “I want you to fuck my brains out, Abe,” she said softly into my ear. I couldn’t remember the last time she talked dirty to me. I couldn’t remember the last time she even wore lingerie without me having to beg her.

We didn’t have sex as much as we used to. Maybe the spark had died out a little bit; I think it’s somewhat inevitable to lose some spark over time. We were down to fucking once a week… on a good week. So, maybe it was more like once a month.

Now, she was pulling off my shirt. She let me bend forward to suck her nipples. I lifted her up and put her down on the kitchen table. I spread her legs and ate out her pussy. She moaned, having a small orgasm, which perked me up. I honestly couldn’t even remember the last time she had an orgasm.

I looked into her eyes and grinned. “Feeling frisky, huh?”

“Just keep eating me out,” she said. She normally didn’t like me eating her out; she told me that she had an aversion to saliva being on or in her body. And she never sucked cock either—though that was a special night.

She slipped off the table and dropped to her knees. I let her undo my belt. I let her shimmy down my pants. Then, she gripped my erection and leaned forward. But she didn’t get my cock into her mouth before she paused. Her gaze explored my crotch. “You shaved,” she said. “When did you shave?”

My heart fluttered. “Um,” I said. “A couple of nights ago—I think.”

“Why?” she said.

My heart raced faster. “I read something online about it being important to shave every now and then.”

“What? Why?” she said. “You know that I prefer pubic hair.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s just a hygiene thing. It will grow back.”

“Why were you looking that up?” she asked.

“Why is it such a big deal? I was just online and it came up. I read it. So I shaved. Why is it such a big deal?”

Her gaze went down further. “You shaved your legs too!” she said. “They look like lady legs!”

“Hey!” I said.

She snapped her gaze up to my face. “Why did you shave your legs, Abe?” she asked.

“I just wanted to restart the growth,” I said. “My legs looked patchy. I read that if you shave, everything should come back more even.”

“Since when did you care about that?”

The mood was dead. Her mind was completely off of sex now. “I just don’t see why it matters that much,” I said. “One thing led to another. It’s not like something I meticulously planned out.”

She stood up. “You’re acting weird,” she said.

“Are you going so suck me off or not?” I asked.

She narrowed her eyes, looking somewhat disturbed: the usual reaction that I got when I asked for a blowjob. “Don’t be gross, Abe,” she said.

“What? You were just about to!”

“I don’t like it when you say it like that. It just sounds so… crude. It’s just a turnoff. Let’s just have sex. Okay?”

The mood really was ruined, and it seemed like there was no saving it; it didn’t help that she kept looking down at my legs, making me feel self-conscious. There was a bit of stubble coming in, and I needed to find a way to get rid of it before meeting with Xander. And it was getting late and Aurelie didn’t seem tired at all. If we were going to get that house, I needed to find a way to sneak out.

I took her to the bedroom. I managed to get her in the mood enough to have sex, though I didn’t get her back to that frisky state-of-mind. There were no blowjobs or anything more than missionary sex. But we still had fun, and I finished inside of her after fifteen minutes of thrusting. And she had one of her rare orgasms. Afterwards, she cuddled into me, and I waited for her to fall asleep and roll over… but she wasn’t falling asleep; instead, she was chatting. She just wanted to talk about the life we were going to be living in the new house.

Now, it was past midnight, and I still had to shave, put on makeup, and drive across town. There was so much to do, and I couldn’t leave Xander waiting.

“Aren’t you tired?” I asked Aurelie.

“I’m starting to get tired,” she said. But she wasn’t falling asleep.

I needed to act, and I didn’t have time for her to fall asleep. If I didn’t get to Xander’s house at a reasonable hour, there would be no new house. “I just have to use the bathroom,” I said. I slipped away, and then I quietly shaved my legs, working fast so she wouldn’t suspect anything. When I returned to the bedroom, I was hoping she would be asleep. Her eyes were closed.

“Aurelie?” I whispered.

I knew that if she was asleep, she wasn’t yet in a deep sleep—but it was almost 1:00 AM now, and I didn’t have time to wait for her to get into that deep sleep.

So I crept over to the closet and opened it slowly, watching Aurelie. She turned over when the door creaked, but her eyes remained closed. My heart raced. I knew that I was playing with fire, but the clock was ticking. I grabbed the first lingerie outfit that I could grab: a satin, skin-tight cat suit, with ears and a tail. It was actually part of a Halloween costume, but I liked it so much that Aurelie bunched it into her lingerie section in her closet. I scrunched the outfit into a tight ball and hopped out of the closet, checking Aurelie again. Then, I tiptoed out, grabbing a few makeup supplies from her makeup kit.

Next, I grabbed the wig and the car keys. I felt sick, knowing that Aurelie could wake up at any moment, notice me missing, and then I would need to come up with some sort of cover story. I wasn’t a good liar. I swear my nose grew ten-times the size when I told the slightest fib. I could think of something later. Now, I just needed to get to the new house before it was too late.

I raced over, stopping halfway, next to a park, so I could get changed in the car. Doing my makeup with the car light wasn’t easy, but I was getting better at doling myself up. I worked fast, and the result was shockingly good under the circumstances. In fact, I think that little kitty outfit might have been the best fit yet. I looked cute in it. My curves were sexy. I could see now why Xander was so willing to give his house to me: I had hips like a Greek Goddess. I even caught myself grinning as I stared at myself in the little mirror on the side of the car.

But I didn’t have time to pose for myself. Now, it was close to 2:00 AM and I still had to get to Xander.

A wave of relief washed over me when I pulled up to his house, and saw that it was lit up. I parked around back and let myself in through the back door. He was there, waiting for me. “Now that’s the kind of smile I’ve wanted to see on you since day-one,” he said. He came over and put his hands on me, sliding them up and down. His gaze explored my body with genuine admiration; he really loved the way that I looked, and I couldn’t blame him. There was a nearby mirror, and I couldn’t stop taking little peeks at myself, just to see my own curves and my own pretty face.

It was nice to get that validation; it was something that I was missing with Aurelie. Aurelie never really gave me much validation; I never knew if I looked good for her or if she was proud of me. But Xander’s touch said it all; the man couldn’t keep his hands off of me. He couldn’t keep his lips off of me. And for the first time, I actually liked the feeling of him pawing at me, rubbing me, and even sucking me. I couldn’t blame him, and that lust that was radiating off of him just made me feel… sexy.

I’d never felt sexy before. It was an unusual feeling, but a great one. It had my heart pounding with excitement. But I hadn’t forgotten about Aurelie; I still had that terrible cheating sensation dwelling inside of me, even though I was only doing this for her. That guilt was growing stronger, partially because, for the first time, I was actually enjoying myself with Xander. I was appreciating his hands—and his stiff erection. Erections can’t lie, and I’d never felt a harder shaft in my life.

He pinned me against the wall and he rammed his cock straight up my asshole. He fucked me for a long time, until we were both sweaty. He made sure to use every single inch of his shaft. And now, I was getting used to the feeling of being pumped, fucked, and even sodomized. I didn’t care when he took his empty whiskey bottle and twisted it into my asshole. I even moaned slightly when he tried to push the fat end into me; I couldn’t quite stretch wide enough for it, but he was sure that I would get there. “We’ll try again tomorrow.” My heart raced with a strange combination of excitement and terror.

The excitement only added to the terror. I didn’t want to feel excited about being sodomized with a bottle.

“Go home and get some sleep. You look tired,” he said to me. “And you probably shouldn’t drive. You’re drunk.”

“I’m not drunk,” I said.

He laughed. “You were drunk when you came in, and you’ve had two drinks since getting here. You’re drunk. I’ll get you a cab.”

Maybe I was drunk; maybe that’s where the excitement and strange feelings were coming from. I was maybe more tipsy than I realized, polishing off half a bottle of champagne and then two mixed drinks that he made for me. Now, it was 4:00 AM and he was calling a cab. It wasn’t until I was home that I realized how stupid I was to leave the car at his house. How was I going to explain it to Aurelie? I would have to wake up before her and get on the bus to retrieve it… but on Saturdays, the busses didn’t run until 9:00 AM, and it would take an hour to get there and twenty minutes to get back. At best, I could be home by 10:30 AM—and she would definitely be awake by then…

I was so preoccupied trying to figure out the car situation that I went to sleep without taking off the outfit, the wig, or the makeup. The alcohol didn’t help. I fell asleep next to Aurelie, dressed up like a cat girl, and she ended up waking up before me.


CHAPTER 8
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Iwoke up to her staring down at me, with horror in her eyes. I didn’t put it together right away, possibly because my memory of the previous night was still quite blurry. “Good morning,” I said, but she just kept staring at me, with a pale face. “Oh no,” I said. “Did Erin call? Did Xander pull out of the offer?” That was the first horror that came to my mind as I sat up and blinked a few times.

She wasn’t replying, so I assumed I had it right.

“It’s okay, Aurelie,” I said. “I—I think we can go to Xander’s house and talk to him. He seems like a reasonable guy; if he’s pulling out of the offer, maybe he’s just feeling nervous. Maybe he just needs a nudge in the right direction. In fact, I can go alone and talk one-on-one with him: man-to-man. That’s probably best. Just try not to worry about it right now.”

“Abe,” she said suddenly. “Why the fuck are you dressed up in my lingerie and makeup?” She shook her head slowly. “And where the hell is the car?”

And in that moment, I thought that I was having a nightmare. I looked down at my body and saw my shaved legs, my satin-clad curves, and the hair dangling in front of my face that belonged to that wig.

“I can explain,” I said suddenly—but there was no excuse that existed. I didn’t even bother trying to lie, because I knew I wouldn’t be able to come up with anything reasonable. So I just sat there, overwhelmed with a terrible dread, knowing I failed. I’d ruined the relationship. Now, there was no point in getting that new house.

Aurelie was starting to tear up. “What’s going on?” she said. “I’m so confused.”

I had to confess everything. I thought about trying to lie about certain details. I considered telling her that there was nothing physical that went on, but I had to get that secret off of my shoulders. The relationship seemed doomed regardless, and Aurelie deserved the truth. “I did it all for you,” I said. “I wanted you to have that house, and I saw an opportunity.”

She was shocked. Her eyes were wide. Her mouth was agape, and she couldn’t close it. “He… He penetrated you?”

I nodded my head. “I’m not proud of it, but it’s the only reason he accepted our bid. And there’s two weeks left… Well, I guess there was two weeks left.” I turned my gaze to the floor. “I just wanted to give you everything you always wanted. I didn’t want you to have to live under the freeway, in a trailer. I mean—with the way things are going, it seemed like this was our only chance… so I took it. I’m so sorry; I shouldn’t have done it. I should have just kept looking at new houses. Maybe those trailers aren’t so bad. I mean—lots of people live in trailers and seem perfectly happy.”

Aurelie was still pale. “You—You took it in the ass?” she said.

I nodded my head with shame.

“Did you like it?” It wasn’t the question that I was expecting. I turned and looked into her eyes, slightly horrified by the question.

“Did I like it?” I said, clarifying that I heard her correctly. “No! Of course not.” Then I paused. “I mean—not at first. It was horrible. But… I don’t know. I guess it wasn’t so bad once I got used to it.” I don’t know why I was admitting it; I guess I was just sick of keeping things from her; I wanted to be open. I wanted that secret off of my chest.

“So on that tape…”

“That was probably me,” I said, and then I told her about how he asked me to dance for him.

She just stared into my eyes, looking hurt, but not outraged like I was expecting. “You—You really did it all for me?”

I nodded my head.

“And, be honest with me, Abe: you promise you didn’t do it because you wanted to do it… right? I mean—you didn’t do it because you’ve always fantasized about being with a man or something… right?”

“Of course not!” I said. “I did it for you. I only went there because I was desperate. And I was terrified! I didn’t want to do it, but I wanted to make you happy… but I will admit to you… last night, after you fell asleep, I did feel… different.”

“What do you mean, different?”

“I wanted to do it,” I said. “I mean—I wanted to get dressed up. I liked the way the outfit felt on me.” I looked down and saw that I was still wearing it. “I like the way it feels. And I like looking like this—I know it sounds weird, but it feels nice. And when he was doing me from behind—I came.”

“You came!?” she gasped.

I nodded my head. “It felt good. I don’t know why, but it did. Maybe it was just the liquor, but it felt good. And while he was doing it, I was thinking about you. I was fantasizing about you behind me, with a strap-on. I started thinking about buying you one and telling you that I wanted to try it. Oh God, it sounds so perverted… but I liked it.”

I was shocked when Aurelie threw her arms around me and hugged me. I was really expecting her to slap my face and then storm off, never to see me again. Instead, she was embracing me with a smile on her face. “I can’t believe you did this for me,” she said.

“R—Really?”

She nodded her head. “I mean. I’m not mad,” she continued. “Maybe I should be, and maybe I just need more time to wrap my head around it… but I don’t feel mad. I love you. I’m so happy that you would do something like this for me. I just wish you would have told me—but I know that I would have talked you out of it, or even been mad that you suggested it, so maybe it’s better that you just did it… I don’t know. Like I said: I need some time to process it. But I feel… happy. Does that make me selfish? Is it bad that I don’t care like I probably should? I want the house, sure, but it’s not about that… it’s just about the thought that you would do something like this for me.”

She hugged me again.

“Well,” I said. “I’m glad. And, uh, if you want the house… I have to keep doing it. Two more weeks.”

“Maybe I can help you,” she said softly, now peering into my eyes.

My heart bounced. I wasn’t sure what to think of her offer, and I was scared of accepting it. But that night, we did it: she brought me into the bedroom and helped me with my makeup, with my outfit, and with my hair. Then, she insisted on going with me to Xander’s house. “I don’t really want you to see that,” I said. “You’ll never look at me the same.” Though maybe that damage had already been done.

“I just want to see it for myself,” she said. “I don’t know; I guess I just feel like if I’m part of it, it’s less weird—almost like it’s something we’re doing together.”

So that night, she went with me. We took the two busses because our car was still there. We arrived around 11:00 PM. Xander was shocked when we showed up at the door. Aurelie just smiled and let herself in. “Don’t worry,” she said. “I just want to watch—unless you really don’t want me here. Don’t let me stop you from doing what you would do without me here.”

Xander let her stay. She was red in the face when she watched, and I was probably even redder, but the act went ahead as planned. Xander made me suck his cock for ten long minutes. I felt awkward doing it in front of my wife. Then, he made me get down on my hands and knees, on the floor. He sodomized me with a long cucumber, trying to get the whole thing into me. Then, with only two inches of cucumber sticking out of me, he began to push a second cucumber in.

I saw Aurelie blushing and covering her lips with the palm of her hand. I tried not to look at her. Though she did give me a little wink to let me know that it was okay—and that was nice.

Then, the cucumbers came out. Xander mounted me and fucked me until i was flat on the ground. The night finished with him rolling me onto my back, standing up, and then coming with his erection pushed down. He sprayed my chest and face and legs and arms and hair with his thick cream. Then, he demanded that I spread it all over myself with my hands, and he made me lick my palms clean afterwards.

After that, I left holding Aurelie’s hand. She wasn’t ashamed of me; she was proud of me. “I love you,” she whispered to me as we walked to the car. “I love you more than you realize.”

“I love you,” I said back, though I think she had a good idea now just how much I loved her.

She came to the next fourteen sessions. She watched each and every one of them. Xander even had a strap-on waiting for her on the last night of the contract. He sat and jerked off while he watched Aurelie fucking me hard from behind. It was a nice way to end that twenty-day deal. Before we left that night, we witnessed Xander signing the final contract. “I’ll get this to the lawyer in the morning,” he said.

It wasn’t the last we saw of Xander; we had him over from time to time, for some late-night drinks and the occasional fucking session. Aurelie liked watching. I even caught her rubbing herself one night when Xander was making me suck his cock. And once we moved into the new house, blowjobs weren’t uncommon. I was getting sucked off at least three times each week. And Aurelie had the idea of trying anal herself, which she enjoyed and requested again the next day.

We were in the house for a month before Aurelie got an even naughtier idea. “If I find three guys, would you be open to a gang bang?”

I was nervous, but I went along with it. I didn’t realize that she meant with me as the only woman in the mix. She just watched from the sidelines as three men took turns with me (and at one point, they were all inside of me at the same time, two in my ass and one in my mouth). I heard Aurelie having a loud orgasm as she rubbed herself, watching. I guess she really liked it when I did things for her…

And every night, she had me wear a different nightie to bed. She liked sleeping next to me when I was satin-clad. She also liked my hair long. She kept cancelling my hair appointments, insisting that I grow it out. “And keep shaving your legs,” she said. “I’ve gotten used to the smooth feeling.”

I was determined to make her happy, so I didn’t put up a fight. Besides, I was into it more than I was willing to admit—though I have a feeling it was quite obvious.

THE END
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OOPS! WRONG BODY


Marvin’s friend, Gary, just got him the gift of a lifetime, an experience that thousands of people have been waiting on a waitlist for years to try out: four hours in a new state-of-the-art simulation system. For an entire morning, Marvin will get to be a warrior in a castle, fending off a horde of orc warriors and fire-breathing dragons…

At least that’s what’s supposed to happen, but the programmers accidentally put him into the wrong simulation. So, for four hours, Marvin lives out a different fantasy, as a female pop star going from club to club, being adored by screaming fans and ogling men.

The programers are very apologetic when the simulation is over. They promise they’ll get him back in another day for the proper simulation. Marvin is just glad that it’s all over…

Or is it?

As the days go by, Marvin finds himself remembering those few hours as a beautiful starlet, and with those memories come new desires and new urges—urges that aren’t so easily pushed aside.


CHAPTER 1
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Gary couldn’t stop grinning. “Oh man, you’re going to love this so much,” he kept saying, over and over. “Just admit it: this is the best birthday present you’ve ever gotten.”

“I have no idea what it is,” I said as he turned off the main road, into the industrial part of town. “You still haven’t told me.”

“I don’t want to ruin the surprise!” he said. His hands were restless. His fingers were tapping rapidly, at first along to the song on the radio—but then it just turned into rapid, sporadic drumming.

“Well, how can I admit that it’s the best birthday present if I don’t even know what it is!” I said.

“Can’t you just feel it? Can’t you feel the excitement?” he said, turning to me with a big, crazy-eyed smile. For a moment, I was worried that he’d snorted a bunch of coke before dragging me into his car.

I was still in my pyjamas. I hadn’t even brushed my teeth. Gary had barged into my house to wake me up. I woke up to him screaming, “HAPPY THIRTIETH BIRTHDAY, MARVIN!” And I think I screamed before seeing his buggy eyes glaring down at me.

“You’re going to love this so much,” he said, hopping up and down in his seat.

“Where are we?” I said. I knew the district; it’s where I used work, loading trucks in the middle of the night. We loaded everything from fruit for grocery stores to dildos for sex stores.

“Industrial sector,” he said.

“Yeah. I know that. But why are we here?”

And then I remembered the year he tried to gift me a prostitute for my birthday. In fact, come to think of it, I think he drove me to that same part of town. I’ll never forget pulling into that alleyway and seeing the chick in her tiny skirt and see-thru top: her big, fake tits bursting through the sheer fabric. “She’ll do anal if you want her to,” he told me.

I declined the gift. Gary went ahead and used the hour he already paid for, and then he scorned me for the next month. “She was the hottest hooker I could find,” he kept telling me, as if I was crazy for turning her down. But a sexually transmitted disease isn’t exactly the best birthday present ever. “It’s not a whore again, is it?” I said. “I really don’t want to sleep with a prostitute, Gary.”

“It’s not a whore, Marvin!” he gasped. “And don’t remind me about that whole incident. I’m still mad about that. This is better than that. This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. I put you on a waiting list for this almost a year ago—and I just got the confirmation yesterday. Oh God, you’re going to love it so much.”

I had no clue: not even a tiny guess. He’d given me a few clues, sure, but they hadn’t led me to any conclusions. We had an appointment—I knew that much. He told me not to eat anything before the appointment, as if I was going in for a blood test. It was apparently somewhere in the industrial sector of town… The clues amounted to nothing.

“Just tell me,” I said. I hated surprises, and Gary loved them more than anything.

“No,” he said, biting his bottom lip.

“At least give me a real hint!”

“Dragons,” he said.

I paused for a moment, trying to decide if he was messing with me or if he was serious. “Dragons?” I said. “What does that meant?”

He just grinned. “That’s your hint.”

I remembered hearing about some new laser-tag game that had opened up in town; it was apparently some advanced version of the game that had big screens that could change the setting. But I was fairly sure that the new laser-tag place was on the other side of town. Or maybe there were two?

“Is it a game?” I asked.

“You’re going to spoil the surprise, Marvin,” Gary said, turning down a smaller road. Now, we were headed towards a dead end. The surprise was in one of those warehouses.

“So it is a game,” I said.

“It’s like a game,” he said. “Why are you so determined to ruin the surprise?”

“I hate surprises. Why couldn’t I brush my teeth?”

“Nothing in your system. It was very clear in the instructions,” he said, pulling into a parking spot.

I groaned. He jumped out and buzzed around, opening my car door as if I was his date. “Gee, thanks,” I groaned, feeling a bit emasculated.

“Happy birthday, Marvin,” he said before motioning towards the sign on the wall: VIRO-TECH. He was waiting for me to gasp with surprise, but I didn’t know what VIRO-TECH was.

“What is it?” I said.

“Are you serious?” he asked, gasping loudly. Now, his mouth was open like some animated cartoon.

“Yeah. What is it?” I said.

“Do you live under a rock, Marvin? Actually—no. Even slugs under rocks know about VIRO-TECH. You’re playing dumb, aren’t you.”

“I don’t know what it is. What is it?”

He groaned loudly and then he grabbed my wrist. “C’mon, you’re going to be late.” He pulled me to the door and pushed it open so hard that it almost broke through the wall. There was a long, narrow hallway leading to a woman at a desk.

“Marvin Tanner?” the woman said, perking up.

“That’s him!” Gary said. “It’s his thirtieth birthday today. The big Three-Zero!” He gave me a hard pat on the back.

The woman smiled and nodded her head. “Happy birthday,” she said. “Here’s the waiver. Please read through it and sign every page.” She thrusted a thick stack of papers towards me and then pointed to a small metal folding chair. The place smelled damp, and there were dark stains on the floor that looked like oil stains.

“What is this place?” I asked Gary. It tried to get an idea from that contract, but the language was too complicated for my GPA-level. It seemed like I was signing away every right they could possibly think of. One page was even describing the potential of mental trauma from—and not limited to—gunfire, explosions, and extreme gore. “What the hell is this?”

“I can’t believe you don’t know what VIRO-TECH is. I feel like you’re trolling me.”

“I don’t know what it is,” I said.

“Sign faster,” he said. “Your appointment starts in five minutes and you still need to get changed.”

“Changed into what?”

Once I was finished the contract, the woman behind the desk told me to go into a small, smelly closet. There was a white shirt and white pants on a hook. They were a bit big for my body, even though they claimed to be size-small. Gary was waiting for me when I came out. He bounced with a big smile on his face.

“This is going to be so awesome. I’m so jealous. I wish I were you right now.”

“Tell me what this is, or I’m not taking another step,” I said. Now, the woman was gone. We were alone in that makeshift lobby. “Because I’m not giving someone my kidney.”

He groaned and rolled his eyes. “It’s the new VR simulator. They started accepting testers a year ago. I signed you up—actually hoping to get you in for your last birthday, but the waitlist was long; it’s actually a lottery system. Anyway, you got approved to test it out: four hours in an intense fantasy simulation. You’ll get to experience what it would be like in an action-packed fantasy battle, against a horde of orcs as they storm a castle. It’s like Lord of the Rings, or Game of Thrones. I know you love that shit.”

My heart skipped a beat. I did love fantasy novels and movies, but I wasn’t much of a gamer. In fact, I was never coordinated enough to play games. My friends never wanted me playing with them because I would always ruin their scores. “Four hours?” I said. “That’s a long time.”

“It’ll be fun. Don’t worry! You’ll love it.”

“You know I suck at video games.”

“It’s not a video game, Marvin,” he groaned. “It’ll be like real-life. In fact, it’s supposed to be indistinguishable from real-life.”

“I’ve never been good with those joysticks, and then there’s A, B, C buttons, and the X, Y, Z buttons, and the zero button and the triangle button… I’ve never never figured that stuff out.”

“It’s not a video game, you loon! It’s virtual reality.” He groaned. “You know what? Stop asking questions. Just go through with it. You’ll see it for yourself… And honestly, you make the perfect tester, because you’re so oblivious. Look—it’s going to be fun. And it’s not cheap; I don’t want to make you feel guilty or anything, but I can afford it—don’t worry about it. It was expensive, but you’re worth it.”

I rolled my eyes. Gary got a new job a year earlier and loved to brag about how much money he made. It was some gig for some research institution, and he wasn’t allowed to talk about what he was researching ever, but he loved to make everyone guess. He got a kick out of the secrecy around his job—though once they were done with one project, and he was finally allowed to spill the beans—it was never anything exciting. One time, he spent three months studying behavioural differences in people who drank Coke vs people who drank Pepsi. “You’ll have fun, Marvin,” he said to me now with a big smile.

But it wasn’t so much fun that morning. They made me sit through an hour-long survey, asking me question after question. But the questions weren’t about the game that I was going to be playing; they were personal questions. “Are you parents divorced?” the woman asked. “Where have you travelled in your life?” “Are you still a virgin?” “Have you ever had sex with a member of the same gender?”

“What!?” I said. “What does this have to do with dragons and orcs?”

She stared at me strangely. “Just answer the questions, please. We’re on a tight timeline.”

“No, I haven’t had sex with a man before,” I said.

“Is that something you’ve fantasized about?”

“No!”

I didn’t understand why she was asking.

“On a scale from one-to-ten, how much do you know about outer-space?”

The questions were completely random. I knew a tiny bit about scientific studies, because my brother worked at a university doing something similar. They ask a million questions and you’re not supposed to know which ones are relevant to the actual study. I was a tester, after all. I had no idea what exactly they were having me test.

“Have you ever been stabbed?”

I shook my head. “Not that I can remember.”

“Please take the survey seriously,” she said.

“I’ve never been stabbed.”

“Shot?”

“No.”

“Sodomized?”

“What!? No!”

“Have you ever been the victim of rape, either by a male or a female?”

“What the hell are these questions!? No!”

“Have you ever fantasized about raping someone? Male or female?”

“Of course not!”

“Have you ever had sex with an animal?”

And the questions went on and on and on. “On a scale from one-to-ten, how much do you enjoy games like Monopoly?”

“I don’t know. Six.”

“What type of pornography do you prefer to watch?”

“What!?” I said. “I—I don’t watch porn!”

She stared at me with an unimpressed glare, knowing that I was lying. It didn’t help that I was hooked up to what I assume was a sort of small lie detector: a small box with two wires that connected to pads on my chest.

“I don’t know. Regular porn. Nothing weird.”

“Do you like animals?”

I paused for a moment. “In what way?” I asked, not sure what topic we were on.

“As pets.”

“Sure.”

Finally, she put her clipboard down and smiled. “We can get started now.” She led me through another door, into a huge, dark space. I could hear a repetitive dripping sound, like a pipe leaking into a puddle somewhere in the darkness. There was a chair under a dim light. The chair was a grotesque thing, attached with metal tubes and what looked like a noodle-strainer as a sort of helmet. There was an IV and wires protruding in every direction.

The sight was enough to stop me in my tracks. The woman didn’t notice I stopped until a moment later. She turned and looked at me. “Is something wrong?”

“I’m not getting in that chair,” I said.

“Why not?”

“It’s… It’s a no,” I said. “Why is there an IV?”

“It’s important to keep hydrated during your simulation experience,” she said.

And then I noticed the tube that was dangling around the crotch of the chair—and the bedpan. “What’s that tube for?’

“It’s to drain your urine.”

“You’re going to stick that up my pecker? Hell no!”

“After you’ve gone to sleep.”

“Sleep!? No. I’m not doing this. Sorry. Let Gary take my spot. I don’t want to do this. No way. This is crazy. I refuse to let me do your little operation on me. It’s not happening.”

“Sir,” she said. “I need you to calm down. It’s all very comfortable. There’s only been pain in two of the four-hundred simulations we’ve run. It’s safe, as long as you relax. Also, I should remind you that there’s a four-hundred-dollar cancellation fee.”

“That’s Gary’s problem,” I said.

“The charge will be in the name on the contract,” she said bluntly, looking into my eyes. “Please, sir. Just relax. There’s four-thousand people on the waiting list, wishing they could be in your spot right now. Just take a breath and enjoy the experience. It truly is a once-in-a-lifetime experience. I’m on the waiting-list myself.”

“What?” I said. My heart was pounding fast. I tried to calm it down by pressing my palm against the middle of my chest, but it didn’t help much. This was turning into the birthday present from hell.

I have to admit that I was curious. Yes, I was terrified and shocked, but I really was curious to know what this experience could be like. And she did say that it was safe… “No one’s ever died before, right?”

“No deaths,” she said.

“And nobody ended up a vegetable or anything?”

“No vegetables,” she said.

“So all that stuff in the contract about mental trauma… that’s just stuff your lawyers put in there?”

She blushed. “It hasn’t been a problem for years. I think that’s been ironed out.”

“You think?”

“Just relax and everything should be fine.”

“Should be?”

“We’re behind schedule,” she said. “If you aren’t going to take the seat, I’ll have to run the cancellation fee.”

“Okay, okay!” I said. And then I cursed Gary under my breath. “I’m going to kill him.” I got into the chair. It wasn’t comfortable at all. Now, the woman was preparing a needle.

“What is that?” I asked.

“It will put you to sleep. Don’t worry. You’re going to feel very relaxed.”

I was getting second thoughts again—not that I ever really had first thoughts. “Okay, actually…” But before I could speak, the needle was in me. The lethargy came fast. I had a moment of panic, and then there was a moment of complete relaxation.

Then, all was black.


CHAPTER 2
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Iwas in a small concrete room, and there was booming music penetrating the walls. I was alone, sitting on a couch. On a table in front of me was a huge platter of food, and multiple gift baskets. The room looked like it could have been inside of that VR facility. Was the experience over? I tried to remember what unfolded after Gary and I arrived at the place, but I couldn’t remember anything after they jabbed that needle in my arm.

I stood up and looked around. There was a whole stack of flower bouquets. Were those for me? I stretched out my arms, feeling a sense of lethargy fleeing my body. Then, I walked towards the only door in the space. “Hello?” I called out.

The door suddenly opened, making me jump back. A huge man dressed in black, wearing black sunglasses, poked his head in. “Is everything okay?” He looked like the bouncer at some high-class club.

“Okay?” I said. “I—uh—I think I’m ready to go home now.”

“Home?” he said. “Just hold on. I’ll call Tony.”

“Tony?” I said.

He closed the door, leaving me alone in that room again. What was happening? I looked around the room. Then, I looked down at my arm, to see where they jabbed that needle. I ran my fingers over the spot, which seemed fine—and then I noticed the golden glittering fingernails. “What the hell?” Did they paint my nails while I was out? Did Gary pull some sort of prank of me?

It got weirder when long blonde hair fell in front of my face. I quickly swatted it back, as if it was a bug trying to land on my nose, but it was part of me, attached to my head.

I spun around in a sudden state of panic, turning to the door just as it opened. Now, a handsome man in a suit was standing there. “You can’t go home, Ms. Anderson,” he said. “I know you get nervous with these after parties, but I promise they will make everything accommodating for you. I’ve already spoken with the organizer; they have a whole section for you and your entourage. It will be totally up to you who can enter.”

“What?” I said. Who was Ms. Anderson? What the hell was this guy on about?

“By the way, the show was amazing. Your best yet! It’s already getting rave reviews from the live-bloggers. Full reviews should be up within the next hour. I’m really proud of you. The new songs were on-point.”

“New songs?” I said.

“Well, I guess they aren’t brand-new, but you know what I mean. They sounded great, Lily. Great work. I’ll be back in ten minutes to take you to the party, alright? Get yourself ready. Pick out a nice dress. Your fans will love whatever you wear, but I’m personally a fan of the gold mini-dress.”

“Huh?” I said.

Then, I was alone again, standing there with a head filled with confusion. What was he talking about? Why was he talking to me as if I was a girl? And why were my nails painted?

I walked over to a mirror on the wall, and then I nearly screamed when I turned to face it, realizing it wasn’t a mirror but a window, and there was a girl standing on the other side.

“I’m sorry!” I said, jumping back, seeing that she was in her bra and panties—and then I saw her jump back in sync with me… because she was me, because it wasn’t a window. I was looking at myself in the mirror!

“Oh my God!” I gasped. And the first thing I did was grab my tits, before even looking down. I had to see if they were real. “They changed me!” I was scammed. They operated on me when I was in that chair! They must have sliced me open and stuffed fake tits into my chest. They must have injected me with filler and Botox. And what about my cock?

I pulled my panties out and then I felt sick when I saw nothing but smooth pelvis. “It’s gone!” I yelled. I reached down and ran my fingers down, hoping to find my cock hidden down there somewhere, but instead, I found a pair of soft lumps and a narrow opening—also known as a pussy.

“No, no, no,” I said, rushing around the room. Gary must have fallen for some scam; he sold me to some evil doctor and they turned me into this monstrosity! I rushed back to the mirror and looked at myself: at my long, curly blonde hair, and at my big, beaming eyes. I didn’t really look like myself at all, but at the same time, I did. “What’s happening?” I said, on the verge of tears.

Then, I saw the watch on my wrist. I looked down at it, thinking that it seemed peculiar: sleek and metallic, with no adjustment piece so that I could pull it off. On the screen was a number, but it wasn’t the time: 3:52 REMAINING IN SIMULATION.

I froze, trying to pull together all of the details. Was I in the simulation now? Where were the orcs and dragons? Where was the castle? Where was the epic battle? I turned to look at that table. I saw all the flowers, teddy bears, boxes of chocolates, and baskets of goodies. One card said, ‘I’M YOUR BIGGEST FAN’. Then, there was a pile of posters next to a Sharpie. That feminized version of me was on each poster: some promotional photo of me in a cowgirl hat, with my long blonde hair cascading down my shoulders. Next to that pile of posters was a pile of albums: vinyl, all signed, apparently by me.

I looked into the mirror again to confirm that I was indeed the ‘girl’ on those posters and album covers. I looked closely. Then, I took a moment to calm my racing thoughts and worries. I took a moment to put it all together.

I was in the simulation. They didn’t put me into the fantasy battle. Instead, they put me into some chick fantasy. I was the lead singer and guitar player of some famous country band—or maybe it was a solo act. Maybe I was supposed to be like Taylor Swift, before she was a pop star.

I laughed and shook my head. One of two things happened: either Gary was screwing with me as a joke, or they screwed up when they ran the simulation.

I looked at my hands. I looked closely, inspecting that glittering gold nail polish. The detail was astonishing. And it really seemed like this was real-life. It truly was indistinguishable, like Gary said.

I went back to the mirror, once more. I looked at myself, now shocked by what I was seeing. I really was still myself, but I looked like a girl. There weren’t many differences, but somehow I looked feminine. I caught myself blushing, imagining a team of programmers sitting at a screen, watching me, laughing—or maybe panicking as they realized they loaded up the wrong simulation.

I checked my watch again. ‘3:48 REMAINING IN SIMULATION.’ It would all be over with soon enough… though that was a lot of time. I looked up at the mirror. I looked at my feminized body. I cupped my breasts and gave them a small lift. They felt like real tits. And then I did what any man would do in the same situation: I flipped the bra down so I could see them.

And damn, I had nice titties! They were perky and full, but not too big; they fit my frame nicely. I gave them a jiggle and then I blushed. I let a small giggle slip.

Knowing that it wasn’t real, I was able to relax somewhat. I knew that it would all end once that timer ran up, and then I would wake up in my real body. I didn’t have anything to stress about, though I had a feeling that Gary was going to make fun of me for spending four hours in a woman’s body… Or maybe they wouldn’t tell him; maybe I didn’t need to tell him. I could drive him nuts, refusing to tell him anything about the experience. I’m pretty sure that one of the waivers I signed had something to do with confidentiality. I was pretty sure that woman told me not to tell anyone.

There was a knock at the door. “Ms. Anderson. Are you ready to go to the after party? The limo is out back waiting for you.”

“Hold on,” I said. My heart jumped in my petite feminine chest… though I suppose that chest wasn’t anymore petite than my usual chest. In fact, my body wasn’t much different than my usual body; sure, there were a few small changes. I had tits, of course, and then there was that pussy where my cock should have been. My shoulders were now a bit more narrow than before, and maybe my hips were a bit wider. I’d always been a smaller guy, and now I could see why some bullies called me ‘pussy-boy’ in high-school.

I raced over to the rack of dresses. I knew he was going to let himself in at some point, so I had to cover my body. I don’t know why I cared; it wasn’t my real body and he wasn’t a real person, but I still felt the need to cover up. I grabbed that little gold dress that he mentioned before. It took a moment to wriggle into it, pulling that tight fabric up my body.

“Okay,” I called out, once the straps were over my shoulders.

I was willing to go along with the simulation; the idea of going to a party as a celebrity was much more enticing than the idea of sitting in a concrete, windowless room for four hours.

“Okay,” I said softly. “I think I’m ready.” That’s when I noticed that my voice was different; it lacked the bass that I was used to hearing when I spoke. My inflection was different, almost as if I’d picked up a different accent that I couldn’t shake. I found myself clearing my throat, feeling suddenly self-conscious. I didn’t want anyone to see me like this—not even some non-existent programmed man.

He stepped into the room. “Nice,” he said. “You look stunning. Your fans are going to be thrilled. But you really should put on some heels. The white ones would be nice—or maybe the gold ones. Look in that closet there; all of your shoes should be there for you.”

Next to the rack of dresses, which had fifty outfits on it, was a closet door. I opened it and saw a huge selection of shoes: maybe one-hundred pairs. This really was some chick’s ultimate fantasy. I recognized some of the brand names, even though I knew next to nothing about women’s fashion. I picked up one pair of white shoes with ruby-red soles.

“Those would be nice too,” said my apparent manager as he lingered in the doorway. “You know your own style better than me.”

I felt overwhelmed, and horribly embarrassed at the thought of being watched by a group of programmers. As long as Gary wasn’t watching with them… then it seemed less humiliating. But still, this was humiliating.

“What else can we do?” I asked.

“What?” the manager said, now with a concerned look on his face. “No, no. We promised we would go to the after party. It was in the contract, Lilly. We can’t just miss the party. You just have to make an appearance: one hour, and then you can sneak away. But please—they won’t book us for this festival again if you don’t go to the party. The organizers are expecting you.”

“Okay, okay,” I said. “I’ll go.”

He let out a sigh of relief. I stared at him, impressed by how remarkably real he was. He looked perfectly real, and he was acting so accurately along with everything I said. I couldn’t help but wonder if the programmers were in chairs in other rooms, logged into the same simulation. Maybe this was one of them, and he was just acting to make the simulation seem more real.

And for a moment, I started to wonder again if this was maybe real; I started to consider that possibility that they operated on me, and now this was some sort of dark, cruel prank. Then, as we walked into the hallway, I looked down and saw a mass of black: a blackness that just doesn’t exist in the real world. It was absolute black, broken up in cubes, as if there was some supernatural abyss at the end of that hallway.

“This way, Ms. Anderson. There’s nothing down that way,” my manager said—and he wasn’t kidding; there was literally nothing. I was looking into an unprogrammed section of that simulation. So I turned to follow the manager, playing along with the game, still impressed and distracted by the realism. Now, I was wishing they would have loaded up that other simulation. I would have loved to see a realistic war around a castle, between orcs and humans.

Oh well—maybe they would give me a rain check for screwing up. Maybe I would get to experience that war later.

The music was getting louder and clearer. We came around a corner and I saw a huge cloth backdrop. The music was coming from the other side. There was a sea of heavy-duty carrying cases, all with different band labels. A trio of tattooed musicians passed me, looking into my eyes. “Hey, Lilly! Great show! You really rocked it out there!”

The manager rushed me along, towards that huge curtain. Now, I could see through the slit, out from stage-left, into the enormous Woodstock-sized crowd. They were cheering loudly for a heavy-rock band. Flags were waving left and right. I froze to stare out, amazed by the stunning detail of the huge crowd. And now, I really wished I could have been in the fantasy simulation. Now, I was imagining a huge crowd of orc warriors charging towards a huge crowd of knights in shining armour, with bow-wielding elves charging in from the east… A fantasy for another day.

“It’s so real,” I said.

“Of course it’s real,” laughed the manager. “Now come on. We’re late.”


CHAPTER 3
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The limo took us five minutes down the road, to a bustling bar. Much of that city that we drove through was unprogrammed: huge chunks of blackness where buildings and roads should have been. Nobody seemed to notice but me, because I was the only conscious being in that place, or so I thought. But the simulated people were outrageously convincing; they spoke convincingly and seemed to understand everything that I said, even laughing when I made little jokes. The programming was impressive, and I had a strong feeling that I was truly ‘lucky’ to be experiencing some groundbreaking AI of some sort or another; it almost seemed like the experience was being wasted on me, especially knowing there were thousands of people in line to try out that experience.

They rushed me into the back door of that busy club. It was an empty hallway, and now, there were four men in suits there to greet me, all with beaming eyes. They gripped my hand firmly and nodded their heads quickly as they smiled and introduced themselves. “We’re so glad you could come to our club. We’re so honoured to have you here, Ms. Anderson. Please make yourself comfortable here—and of course, everything you want is on the house. Please don’t worry about paying. We want to treat you. You’re our special guest.”

“We just ask that you stand on the top balcony while we get the DJ to introduce you. Would that be okay? It will only take a moment, then we can take you to the VIP area.”

“Okay,” I said softly, feeling overwhelmed. It was nice being treated like a princess of sorts, but I felt out of my element—and I still didn’t really know what I was famous for. I hadn’t heard my own music, and I had a feeling that music wasn’t even programmed into the game; I suppose it was irrelevant.

“Okay, come along. The DJ is ready,” one man said, and then he led me away from my manager and away from the other men. We went down twisting hallways, until we stepped out from a doorway, into a loud club. That top floor was empty, save for six girls sitting at a nearby table; they all looked over at me and waved with big smiles. “Hey Lilly!” one girl shouted. “Great show tonight!”

“You can sit with your friends in a moment,” said the man guiding me. “Just after we introduce you. Okay? This whole section will be yours. We’ll let a few people up—no further than this rope. This whole area will be yours—is that okay? Or would you prefer we section off the whole top floor? The only issue then is that nobody will be able to see you.”

“This is fine,” I said.

“Ladies and gentlemen!” the DJ boomed. “It’s my special honour to introduce to you a very special guest! Get ready to cheer for the one, the only… Lilly Anderson!”

The place erupted. Hundreds of young men and women made that place boom as they shouted, all looking up at that balcony. I stepped up to the edge and saw them all, staring at me with wonder in their eyes. I was their god. One girl even screamed, “I love you, Lilly!”

I blushed all over. I’m not sure I’d ever had so many eyes on me before. I tried to force a smile. I reminded myself that the people weren’t real. I fought the urge to shy my face away, worried someone would recognize me and think that I was some closeted drag-queen crossdresser. It was hard to remind myself that this was a simulation, because that club was well-programmed; there were no black chunks of abyss to remind me that it was all fake. There was only that watch on my wrist: 3:17 REMAINING IN SIMULATION.

I backed away from the banister and turned towards that table of women. Now, they were waving me over. I had a feeling that these were my ‘friends’, so I approached them. “Seriously, Lilly. That show was so great,” said a black girl with long, curly hair.

“Thanks,” I said softly, but it wasn’t a real compliment because I didn’t play any shows, and I didn’t write any music.

“Sit down,” one girl said, patting an empty seat. As I sat down, they all came in close to me. Bare thighs touched mine. The smell of various expensive perfumes filled my nose.

“I was talking to the drummer from Baba Yaga,” the black girl said to me.

“What’s that?” I said.

They all giggled. “The rock band that went on before you.”

“Oh,” I said.

“He has the hots on you. He wanted me to give him your number, but I didn’t do it.”

“He’s so fucking hot,” said a blonde at the end of the table. The girls all looked at her and started giggling. “Sorry,” she said, blushing and sinking into her seat.

“C’mon, Lilly. He’s actually super cute—you have to admit.”

“I just want to have a drink,” I said, looking around until I spotted a bottle of champagne. As I spotted it, one of the girls got to work opening it. I had no idea if that simulated liquor would do anything, but I needed to have it in me. I kept checking my watch, watching the minutes tick by.

Then, a crowd came up the stairs. A bouncer allowed thirty people up onto that top floor. They all looked at me and beamed with excitement. They couldn’t get close thanks to a barricade that had been set up for me. I waved at them and they all cheered. “I love you, Lilly!” one shouted.

“Aren’t you having fun?” one of my ‘friends’ asked me.

“Huh? Sure,” I said. Then she handed me a glass of champagne. I didn’t wait for the cheers before drinking it down. It was fancy champagne, sizzling on my tongue in that perfect, high-class way. Then, I noticed one of the girls holding out her finger. It took a moment to see that she was trying to give me a bump of cocaine: a small pile of white powder was nestled in her fingernail. “Go ahead. It will help you have fun,” she smiled.

I wasn’t a drug user, but that wasn’t a real drug; it was just a line of code, so I did it. The hit came fast. I perked up and a smile came on my face. I suddenly noticed the mirror across from us, and I looked at myself in that tiny dress. Maybe I could have just a little bit of fun while I was stuck in that simulation.

I drank the booze. It hit hard and fast, as if that liquor-inebriation delay was programmed out of the simulation. I instantly felt myself relaxing. I still felt silly in that tight dress—and embarrassed, knowing that I was probably being watched—but I was stuck until the simulation was finished.

It wasn’t so bad being surrounded by beautiful women either, all in their tight dresses, looking like movie stars. In fact, I think two of them were movie stars in the fiction of that simulation; they were chatting about sets they were recently on, and a few fans called out their names—but the attention I was getting was on a whole different level.

Fans melted at the sight of me. They waved and screamed, and one girl even broke down crying. I knew it was all fake, programmed, but I couldn’t help but let a little bit of a blush slip; it was harmless fun, though I would have preferred to be in a fantasy war with an army of orcs.

I had another drink from a $900 bottle of champagne. The taste was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. I relaxed deeper into that ultra-luxury club couch.

“We should dance!” one of my ‘friends’ said to me, grabbing my wrist and tugging me up to my feet. “C’mon! It’ll be fun!”

She pulled me to the dance floor. I wobbled slightly in my heels. I’d never been much of a dancer; in fact, I never liked dancing… but now, I couldn’t help myself. Maybe it was the booze or maybe it was something that had been programmed into me: some desire to move that game forward, as if it was some sort of programmed narrative. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it: I was in control of my own will, but at the same time, I wasn’t in control of my urges and desires.

Now, I was dancing with two of my girlfriends. They were laughing, and fans were moving in. It was the public dance floor and everyone wanted to be close to me. “I’m a huge fan,” a young woman said to me with glowing eyes.

I grabbed her hands and danced with her, making her beam with more excitement than she’d ever felt in her life. I spun her around and laughed, and then I turned to face another eager fan. I was like a goddess to them, and I have to admit that it was a good feeling to be so universally admired. I’d been to many clubs before, in real life, and the experience was unsurprisingly nothing like this; I was used to being invisible, quiet, reserved: watching the action from a distance. But now, I was the action. I was, quite literally, at the centre of the attention. The crowd moved around me in rotating circles. The energy in the room was strong: electric.

And then I turned to make another fan’s night, and that’s when I saw a man in a fitted black suit, staring at me with a tense look. I knew straight-away that he was a bodyguard; maybe it was the towering body or the huge muscles, or maybe it was just the curly wire slithering up his neck, connecting to an earpiece. “Come with me, Ms. Anderson,” he said.

He took my hand, making me feel like a small child. His hand must have been twice the size of mine; each finger had their own bulging muscles. This man was almost certainly capable of crushing a human with a single squeeze.

“What’s going on?” I said.

“I’ll explain in a moment,” he said, revealing the slightest hint of a British accent. He pulled me to a hallway and closed the door behind us. He looked around, frantic, and then he rushed me down the hall. I stumbled in my heels, feeling so vulnerable, so dainty—like a baby animal that needed its mother.

Then, I heard the shots ringing out. I heard screaming. I gasped and covered my mouth.

“They’re firing warning shots,” the bodyguard whispered—and then he pulled me into a room.

My heart was racing—and it took a moment before I remembered this was all fake; it was just a fancy video game.

“What’s happening?”

“Those crazed fans,” he said. “They were spotted outside with guns. They’re looking for you. I need to get you to safety.” He tried a number of doorways, but they were all locked. “We’re stuck in here,” he groaned, and then he scanned the room before spotting a heavy metal shelf. He pushed it in front of the door and then he reached for a pistol at his side.

“This is crazy,” I said, shaking my head. “Is this, like, some sort of shoot-em-up simulation? Do I get to have a gun?”

“Just stay quiet,” he said, putting his ear to the door. “They won’t find us here if you stay quiet.”

More shots rang out; now, they sounded loud—and close.

“Fuck,” the body guard grunted. “They’re going to find us, aren’t they?” He scanned the room again before spotting a vent on the top of the tall wall. “We need to get up there.”

He pushed a box to the wall and climbed on it. It took him two minutes to get the little screws out. The vent opening was small. “Come here,” he said.

I have to admit: even knowing it was a simulation, my heart was pounding. I didn’t want to experience being shot to death. I didn’t want to know the feeling of taking a bullet to the head. So I went to the strong, confident-looking man. I let him grab me and I let him hoist me up to the vent. I coughed as dust puffed into my throat. Then, I felt his big hand on my ass. I gasped as he pushed me, launching me into the vent. “Crawl!” he said.

Then, he jumped up like some sort of ninja. He vaulted himself into that tight space. “Crawl!” he said again. So I started crawling—though I was now ultra-aware of him behind me, able to see right up my tiny dress; maybe I should have grabbed more conservative panties. He could probably see just about everything; though I’m not sure why I cared, seeing as he wasn’t real.

“Keep going,” he hushed. It was a couple minutes later when we heard the slamming against the braced door.

We finally came to a vent opening. The guard peered down and then deemed the room safe, so we dropped down. He caught me and helped me to my feet. “We need to stay in here,” he said. “There’s no way they’ll find us here—as long as we’re quiet.”

Though I shouldn’t call it a room; it was more like a closet—or maybe it literally was a closet. Now, I was pushed up against him: my chest against his hard pecs and abs.

“Don’t be scared, Ms. Anderson,” he whispered, and then he put his arm around me. And for some reason, I caved to the curious urge to push myself against him, seeking comfort in his huge body. “I won’t let you get hurt.”

“When do we get to shoot the bad guys?” I asked.

He smiled. “Why do you want to jump into the action so badly?” he said. “I thought you would just be happy to be safe. It’s best we just stay here, until the police come and deal with these punks. They almost got you last time—I’m not going to let them get close this time. It’s why you hired me.”

“Thanks,” I said, though I was a bit bummed out; I was quickly realizing that there wasn’t going to be some epic shootout. We really were going to wait it out. Maybe this wasn’t an action simulation. But if it wasn’t an action simulation, then what kind of simulation was it? What exactly did Gary sign me up for?

Then, the bodyguard brushed my hair away from my face. I looked up and saw him looking into my eyes. His cheeks were a soft shade of red. Then, without warning, he leaned in and kissed me, right on the lips. I froze, taking the kiss for a moment before pushing him back.

“What the hell are you doing!?” I gasped, wiping my lips. I’d been kissed by a man! And sure, I knew it wasn’t real, but it sure felt real. He had that musky smell, and his scratchy stubble left a tingling on my face. Real or not, I now knew what it felt like to be kissed by a man.

“I’m sorry, Ms. Anderson. I suppose I couldn’t help myself. You’re just so… beautiful. I’ll understand if you don’t want me working for you anymore. I must have just misread your signals.”

“Signals!?” I said. I was pissed with Gary; now, I was starting to realize that this was all some sort of prank. He signed me up for some sort of woman’s fantasy romance simulator, and now, he was probably rolling with laughter.

And now, I was feeling pulses of urges that weren’t my own: the desire to throw myself into his arms, to press my lips against his, to let him ravage my body in unruly ways. I knew those desires were programmed, and it became a fight to push them back. I knew it wasn’t right. I knew there were programmers watching… but I just couldn’t help myself. I knew that time was running out, and I knew that I would never have that opportunity again.

So I did it. I launched myself at him and let him kiss me. I put my tongue into his mouth and I let him squeeze me with those colossal arms. He spun me around and pinned me against the wall—and then a moment later, I was clawing at his suit, pulling open his dress shirt, ripping away the buttons to expose that hard, scarred chest. I ran my fingers over those scars and let out a soft whimper.

My heart was racing; why was I letting myself do this? Why was I now letting my gaze fall to his crotch: a huge, bulging package. He was already erect—and he was big. And now, I had a naughty thought that possibly belonged to me: ‘How many men get to know what it feels like to orgasm as a woman?’ Maybe that thought was influenced by that programming, but I have to admit that I’d wondered before. Who hasn’t? Who hasn’t watched a porn movie and stared at the girl while she had some endless orgasm, wondering what that must feel like?

I reached down and fumbled with his fly. My hands were shaking as I pulled that zipper down. Then, it flipped out, bouncing in the air, throbbing with thick veins. And now, I knew that those feelings were programmed. I knew that I wasn’t attracted to men, but in that moment I couldn’t help it. I had to stare at it, I had to gasp in awe—and I had to feel it. I grabbed it and pulled my hand down his girth. I felt his big, hard tip. Then, I felt something else: a wetness between my legs. I felt a drop of fluid running down my thigh.

I gasped, looking down. Now, he was putting his hands on my hips. He ran his hands down and then lifted up my left thigh. He moved in, sliding that hard erection between my legs. “Oh God,” I moaned. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

“Why?” he asked.

“I’m straight,” I said, and in that moment, I felt like I had to say it to the programmers, who were definitely listening; I had to make it very, very clear, for the record. “I like girls.”

“I don’t think you know what straight means,” he laughed.

“I’m not talking to you.”

“Then who are you talking to?”

“The programmers.”

“Have you lost your mind?” He laughed and shook his head. “Just be quiet so they don’t find us.” Then, he kissed me again. I closed my eyes and melted into him, relaxing—and I really was relaxed until a few moments later, when he pushed into my tight, wet slit. I gasped loudly: loud enough that he felt the need to cover my lips with the palm of his hand. He pushed deeper. I let my gaze fall down, watching his fat cock sliding into my pussy. “Oh my God,” I said, muffled by his hand.

He pushed deep and then started to thrust. And I’ll say this much: it wasn’t long before I felt that orgasm. I can’t say if it felt exactly like what a woman feels, though I have a feeling it was accurate. The pulses of euphoria were amazing, making me want to scream out in pleasure. I dug my nails into his hard body. I gripped his huge muscles and I lifted up both of my legs so that I was hanging off of him—but to him, my weight was nothing.

He gripped me firmly. He fucked me hard against that closet wall. I tried to scream, but he kept me muffled. I bit down on his hand, and then he leaned in and began to kiss my neck.

Then, I looked down to watch: watching as that thick shaft slid in and out, stretching my reddened pussy. I saw the tiny bulge of my little bean above his cock. A new curiosity rushed over me—maybe my own, maybe programmed. I reached down and gently rubbed it with my fingertips, feeling a new pleasure: an intense version of what came before. In an instant, I was having a second orgasm: dripping down my legs, down his legs. He squeezed my breasts and fucked me harder.

And then he grunted loudly.

A moment of panic washed over me; I didn’t want cum in me, even though I did. I didn’t want to experience the feeling of some man’s sperm floating and swimming inside of me; that was just a line I wasn’t willing to cross, even though they programmed me to want it. “Pull out!” I gasped, pushing him back. Somehow, I felt less violated without cum in me—but the feeling only lasted a moment.

The hulking body guard groaned again, gripping his cock. Then, he unloaded, spraying my tiny dress-clad body. I gasped, watching as huge streaks of cum washed over me. I became frozen, realizing this was an experience that would stick with me forever—a memory that I would be forced to live with forever.

And it got worse. He pushed me down to my knees. I went submissive. He grabbed my head and pulled me into him, forcing his shaft down into my mouth, forcing me to suck that last drop out. And for some crazy reason, I did it. I grabbed his cock, squeezed, and sucked. He ran his fingers through my hair as I cleaned him thoroughly, and then he helped me to my feet—just in time. The police sirens were loud now. We heard gunfire—and we heard the screaming of bad guys being shot.

The bodyguard kicked the door open just as a masked baddie was walking by. He apprehended him, throwing him to the ground and putting his knee into his back. “Grab his gun, Ms. Anderson!” he shouted. So I grabbed the fallen pistol and aimed it at the bad guy’s head. The cops were there a moment later, taking him away.

But they didn’t need us to stick around long for statements. We snuck off, giggling like schoolchildren, even though it seemed highly inappropriate to be doing so. In a real scenario, we would have been with the police for hours, answering questions—and not to mention talking to medical staff about potential traumas to the mental state…

But time was ticking and the programmers of that simulation weren’t interested in making some slow, boring, true to real-life game. So the bodyguard took me to a dingy bar, that was probably a strip club a few nights a week. The patrons were rougher around the edges, and nobody in that place seemed to recognize me. I got a few glances from the men at the bar—maybe one or two who stopped because I looked vaguely familiar—but most of those looks were probably just interested in my body squeezed into that tight dress.

The bodyguard laughed as he ordered a pair of drinks. “I’m so glad you’re safe Ms. Anderson.”

“I’m so glad you saved me,” I said, playing along with the narrative. I eyed my watch. Now, there was just an hour left.

“I’m so glad I could be of service to you,” he said. “We can rendezvous with your management later. But—just for a bit—I thought it would be fun to get away, to a place where nobody knows your name.”

“Aren’t you sweet?” I said with a grin.

I drank the new drink: a strong glass of whiskey that instantly made me light of my feet. I let out a small burp, giggling, and then the bodyguard excused himself for the bathroom. It only took a second for another man to swoop in. He introduced himself as James, buying me a shot. He insisted, and I took it, knowing there was no such thing as a hangover in that fictional world. We drank another shot and then he insisted that I dance.

“But where’s the dance floor?” I asked.

Then he turned and looked up at the pole that was only used two nights a week, when the bar could afford to bring in strippers.

“Oh, aren’t you cheeky?” I said. But I was drunk, and I was being overwhelmed by simulated ideas. I couldn’t help myself. I got up onto the little stage and a crowd formed as I tested my grip on the pole. They all wanted a show. Their amazed eyes were glued to me, and I liked the attention. So I did my best as the music started. I spun on that pole, and the men cheered, hollering loudly, whistling, tossing money at my feet. I was flexible in that simulation, able to stretch my legs in ways that I didn’t know possible. Now, the bodyguard was back. He froze when he saw me, cracking an open-mouthed smile before shaking his head. I winked at him.

The crowd got bigger.

God, that attention felt so good. I could have danced for hours. But James kept staring at me, with his red flannel and his grizzled beard. I decided to slip down and sit with him—sitting right on his lap. His friends whistled and gave James a pat on the shoulder before leaving us alone together.

“So, James,” I said. “What did you think of my dance?”

“You’re one hell of a dancer,” he said. He put a hand on my thigh. “And you’re a real stunner. What’s your name?”

“I’m not telling,” I smiled.

“I have to know.”

I shook my head—partially because I’d already forgotten what my fictional name was. I scanned around for the bodyguard, but he was nowhere to be seen, as if he stopped existing; now, James was the romantic interest of that strange women’s fantasy. And now, he was excited. I could feel his hard bulge against my bum. “Ooh,” I said. “You really do like me, don’t you?” I grinned.

He blushed. “What can I say? I’ve never seen a woman as beautiful as you.”

So I straddled him. I put my hands on his shoulders and I began to rock back and forth. “I like it when you compliment me, James.”

“It’s real easy,” he said, scanning down my body, biting his bottom lip as his gaze found my breasts. I used my fingers to tip his gaze back up to my face. Now, I was giving him a full-blown lap-dance, and I’m not sure where those moves came from. I stood confidently in those heels, swaying like a goddess along to that music. Other men watched from their seats, ogling me, lusting over me. It was more attention than I’d ever received in my life.

I reached my hand down. I unzipped his pants, remembering the amazing euphoria I felt with the bodyguard. I eyed my watch and saw that I was now down to fifteen minutes until the simulation came to an end. Now, I didn’t want it to end. I was drunk and having fun, with absolutely no consequences. I was getting to experience new pleasures that I didn’t know a man could experience…

I pulled his cock out. All of his friends roared with laughter, and James blushed all over. “Don’t be shy,” I said. “You’re big.” Then, I brought that cock underneath my dress. His friends cheered as I mounted him and began to rock back and forth, sliding him deeper into me. His hands moved up and down my sides. He pulled down my dress, so he—and all of his pals—could see my tits; but I just let them enjoy the show. I grabbed my boobs and gave them a shake with both hands, making his friends laugh and cheer. Then, I began to bounce.

“C’mon, big boy,” I said with my hands on his shoulders. “Fuck me like a man.”

He grunted. His face was dark red. I leaned forward and moaned, slumping over him as his cock pushed deep into my tight hole. I liked the feeling of his big, manly hands on my ass, spreading my ass cheeks. I didn’t even mind the feeling of his fingertip teasing my asshole. “You’re a dirty boy, aren’t you?”

I was getting more and more carried away by the second. The drunk female version of me was apparently a massive slut—or maybe that was just the programming. But I knew time was running out and I wanted to make the most of it. “Come on!” I shouted. “Fuck me! Make me fucking come!” I bounced hard, mashing my bum into his lap. I even forced my nipple into his mouth and made him suck. Oh God, my nipples were so sensitive! Those pulses of pleasure were so strong!

But I didn’t get to orgasm; I was close, but I was out of time. I was just about to scream when I suddenly opened my eyes and saw the ceiling of that damp concrete room. I gasped and jumped up, shaking my head and pulling my arms away from the armrests.

“Relax!” said a woman dressed like a nurse. “The simulation just ended. You need to hold still while the anesthesia wears off.” She pushed me down with her hand and turned to one of the monitors. It was a minute before she carefully removed the first needle from my arm. “You must have been having quite the experience,” she said to me. “Your heart rate is through the roof. I really can’t release you until you reach resting heart-rate.”

“Were you watching?” I asked, turning red with instant-humiliation, remembering every single second of that feminized simulation.

“Watching?” she said. “We can’t watch. It’s all in your head.” She giggled, as if it was a crazy question.

“So wait—you don’t know what was happening?” I asked with a tense hopefulness.

“Of course not,” she said. “I mean—I know that they put on the bodyguard sim. Was it really exciting?” She turned and looked into my eyes.

I was silent, not knowing just how much she knew, or how much I was supposed to divulge. “Um,” I said.

“It’s private,” she said. “I understand that. But I am curious. I’m always so jealous of everyone who gets to try this thing out.”

Then, a man in a lab coat walked into the room. “Marvin,” he said, holding a clipboard. “Apologies are due! Our systems got all mixed up, and it was too late once we realized our mistake.”

I just stared at him, unsure of how I was supposed to respond.

“As soon as we loaded the simulation, we saw on the clipboard that you requested the fantasy battle. I’m not sure how things got mixed up, but we’re going to be sure to refund your money. We’re truly sorry.”

“And,” said a man in a suit behind him, who looked like a sneaky little lawyer. He stepped forward before continuing, “I just want to make it clear that you consented to the simulation, regardless of the content of the experience. We did go over the contract with you thoroughly. So if you do consider a lawsuit, which you are of course entitled to consider—please read over your copy of the signed agreement. You’ll see that we’re actually being quite generous by refunding you, as there is no refund clause anywhere in the agreement.”

“Okay,” I said. “It’s fine. I’m not going to sue anyone.”

“I just want to make sure you know that I have you recorded saying that.”

“I’m really sorry,” continued the man in the lab coat. “We can have you put back on the waitlist for the next round of trials. But as for the continuation of the first round, we can’t see the same customer twice.”

“It’s a liability,” said the lawyer. “And it’s all in the contract.”

“So that was all wrong?” I said. “That was meant for someone else?”

“Yes,” said the lab-coat-clad man. He had long Swedish hair and a tiny nose that almost didn’t look real. “A woman coming in at noon was booked for that particular simulation. There must have been a mixup in our preparations. That being said, we still would like you to fill out the post-simulation questionnaire, as if that was all as planned. Go into as much detail as you can—especially with any glitches or abnormalities that you encountered.”

The next two hours was tedious, feeling like homework for the most boring class. That questionnaire was almost one-hundred pages long, and two ‘nurses’ stood beside me while I went through each question. Nowhere in the questionnaire did it ask what exactly transpired in the simulation, and I wondered if they all knew. Nobody was looking at me and giggling. It didn’t seem like they all knew that I was a girl who just had sex with two manly men. I shuddered thinking about it now, remembering the feeling of their big cocks—particularly the feeling of the bodyguard as he sprayed me with his warm, thick cum.

It was an experience that I wasn’t supposed to have. They put me into the wrong body, and now I had to live with a that awkward memory for the rest of my life. Sure, nobody was there to see; nobody knew that I experienced it, except for those few strangers who worked at that facility. Even Gary had no clue as he ran up to me outside. “How was the battle!?” he said. “Was it awesome!? Did you win or did you end up being killed?”

“It was okay,” I said, going along with the battle story. “It was realistic and intense—but it wasn’t really for me.”

He wanted details, so made lots up on the way home. I gave him a whole hour of fake scenarios, telling him all about intense battles I fought with a sword and a shield, defending the castle wall as the orc horde stormed down from the mountains. He was pleased with the lies, nodding with beaming eyes as he listened.

But deep down, my heart was still throbbing with embarrassment. I felt so ashamed of what I did while I was a woman in that simulation. I couldn’t stop thinking about pulling my dress down in front of all those men, letting ‘James’ grab my breasts, and then letting him fuck me in the middle of that room… or even my time with the bodyguard, in that closet, letting him pin me against the wall while he rammed me. I know those weren’t real men who were now out there, remembering that same scenario—but the humiliation was all the same somehow.

And it lingered even once I was home and Gary had taken off for work. I took a shower and tried to push that memory from my mind. I felt sick, though that could have been the anesthesia wearing off. After my shower, I looked up that company to read more about the technology, and then I got to watching a few rundown videos on YouTube. In one video, the presenter explained that the machine essentially stimulates an extremely realistic dream by pulsing the brain. He continued to explain that there’s no way to see what’s happening in the brain, and the machine can only lead the dream on with various prompts; otherwise, it’s all created in the brain.

So essentially, I just had a dream. It was just a dream, even if the memories were ultra-realistic, and sticking around as if it actually happened. “It was just a dream,” I said to myself, trying to convince myself that it was the truth. “Just a dream,” I said again.
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Gary told my friends about his birthday gift to me. So the next night, when I went to the bar to meet up with a few guys, they instantly wanted to know all about it. “You’re so fucking lucky,” one friend said to me. “I’ve been on that waitlist forever. Getting a spot is like winning the lottery now. Last I heard, they have, like, a quarter million people waiting for a ticket.”

“Was it amazing?” asked Leon. “I heard you did the fantasy battle one. I watched an interview with a guy who did it. He said it was life changing.”

“It was fun,” I said.

“That’s it? Fun?” Leon said, shaking his head. “The guy in the interview rated it higher than the birth of his own son. And you’re just saying it was fun?”

“C’mon,” said Andrew. “Tell us about it. You can’t just have a once-in-a-lifetime experience and then tell nobody about it!”

“I don’t know what to say! It was a lot of sword fighting. I killed some orcs… I don’t know. It was intense, but it was really a blur. It just kind of went by really fast.”

“Well,” Leon said, waving me off. “The interview I watched, the guy was talking about hiding from fire-breathing dragons. He got to shoot arrows at advancing troops. He was pushed back into a tower and there were trolls bashing down doors. The guy was practically having a small orgasm while talking about it. He even said that real-life seemed much more dull after it was all finished.”

“Well, maybe I just don’t quite remember it all,” I said, shrugging my shoulders, trying to will them onto the next topic.

“I really want to do the Cambodian firefight simulation,” Andrew said. “Four hours being pinned by a Cambodian terrorist cell with only thirty teammates. Now that would be fun!”

“I heard they’re working on a multiplayer version,” Leon said. “Did they mention anything like that to you, Marvin?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know They talked and talked for hours. It was like being back in school.”

He groaned and rolled his eyes. “Talk about a golden opportunity being wasted.”

“I never wanted to do it!” I said. “Gary dragged me there and didn’t even tell me where we were going. Then I had to sit through the orientation… I’m sorry to let you guys down, but it really wasn’t my thing. Maybe it was wasted on me.” I shrugged my shoulders.

They all waved me off, and then finally, they moved onto another topic. And I was beyond relieved to hear them letting it go. I hated lying, and there was nothing worse than packing on lie after lie after lie, hoping that the whole thing would just go away. It didn’t help that those memories were still lingering as clear as day. It didn’t help that every men’s underwear ad featuring some topless dude made me think of that closet with the bodyguard—and that memory was so realistic that I would shiver all over when I thought about it.

“Holy hell,” whispered Leon. Then, I noticed the other guys turning to see what he was seeing. An amazingly beautiful blonde had stepped into the bar and was now heading for a seat. We weren’t the only guys in the place looking at her; half of the men in the place were eyeing her with beaming gazes. She was wearing a tiny blue dress, with her hair all nicely curled.

“My God,” said Andrew. “I would kill for a night with a girl like that.”

“Quit being a creep,” said Leon. “You sound like a pervert.”

“What!? Why? I didn’t say anything creepy!”

“It’s not what you said; it’s the way you said it,” said Leon, shaking his head.

But I was captivated by the girl—not because of how beautiful she was, but because of the reaction that she was getting. I’d gotten that same reaction before, in that simulation. I knew what it felt like to get that attention. It was only a few minutes later when someone slipped up next to her and bought her a drink. He was practically drooling on her, but she just sat confidently, not caring; she knew she could have any guy she wanted. She knew that she controlled all the men in that place like some sort of golden goddess. God—what a great feeling that was!

And then, I started to notice other things: things that I wouldn’t have ever noticed before. Her heels were cute: small, white, and strappy. They made her feet look so adorable. And the way she had her hair done: braided but loose, curled, tied all together like some sort of viking wedding hair. Her bracelets and necklaces matched. She hair her nails painted to match that dress: the same exact shade of blue, toes and fingers. And then there was her makeup: those glossy lips, the perfect shade of red on her cheeks. I knew that wasn’t easy. Her beauty was natural to an extent, but a lot of that charm came from hard work.

“You really like that girl, huh?” said Leon, nudging me with his elbow.

“Huh?” I blushed all over. “I mean—yeah, she’s really pretty.”

“She’s out of your league, bro,” laughed Andrew. “Girls like that don’t go for tiny guys like you—no offence. Unless you own some big company or something.”

“Oh, fuck off,” I said. “I’m not interested anyway. I’m just… don’t you see the way guys are looking at her?”

Leon and Andrew looked around. “Yeah—just like you’re looking at her!” he laughed.

“Can you imagine what that would feel like?” I said.

“What?”

“Having everyone ogle you like that.”

“Why would you want that?” he said, narrowing his eyes, looking genuine perplexed. And did he not like the idea of attention? Did he not get a little bit excited about the idea of being lusted over? Was I crazy for wanting to feel that again?

No—I didn’t want to feel it again; I didn’t want to end up with those… urges again. They didn’t belong to me, and they left me with what seemed like the beginning of a lifelong regret. I still couldn’t stop thinking about the feeling of that veiny cock, throbbing in my hand.

I shook my head.

“What’s the matter, Marvin?” asked Leon.

“Nothing,” I said.

“You look, like, sick or something—all of a sudden.”

“I’m fine,” I said. But I didn’t feel quite fine. I was fairly sure that I was having some sort of panic attack; my forehead felt hot. My hands felt cold. I could feel a nervous trembling deep inside of my body. Maybe I did want to know how it felt to be that desirable again; maybe it was a sign that I needed to start hitting up the gym every morning; maybe it was a sign that I needed to clean up my diet and tone up. By the summer, I could have a physique that would turn a few female heads at the beach…

But turning a few female heads was nothing compared to what I experienced in that simulation. When I was in that simulation, I turned every head—and not just because I was famous. Even when I went into that bar where nobody had ever heard of me, they were all still looking at me, eyes glowing, lips parted. I really was like a goddess; I felt powerful—and empowered, like I really was somebody.

Of course that’s how I felt—that’s how they programmed it! It was a fantasy, after all; it was supposed to be a woman’s ultimate dream.

I let my gaze drift back around that room, seeing all of the men as they took turns eyeing her, fucking her brains out in their daydreams. I looked at the girl thighs: thick and smooth, proof of God, no doubt. And then her hair, in that fancy Viking-style curl-and-braid mix. I’m sure that hair felt so good resting on her bare shoulders, tickling her skin every time she turned her head to—

“Marvin!” Leon said, nudging me with his elbow. “If you love her so much, go and talk to her already!”

Then, Gary took a seat. “Sorry I’m late. What did I miss?” he said, brushing some dirt off of his shoulders. I’m not sure where the dirt came from because it appeared to be an otherwise clean dress shirt.

“Marvin’s in love with that girl over there,” said Andrew, pointing at the girl. I dropped into my seat; Andrew was purposely speaking loudly in an attempt to embarrass me—and it was working.

“I’m not,” I said.

Gary eyed the girl. “Who can blame him? Look at her.”

“She’s out of his league,” said Andrew. Then he turned to me with a pitiful smile. “No offence, Marv.”

“I know she’s out of my league, and I’m not in love with her.”

“Then why are you ogling her so much?” asked Leon with a mean grin.

And I almost told the truth, thinking that it would be better than what they were suggesting; I almost told them that I was wishing that I was her, getting all of that attention, wearing that cute little dress, feeling that soft hair upon my head… “Okay, so she’s cute,” I said. “What do you want from me?”

The guys all laughed. “Well, at least we know he’s not gay!”

“I’ll find you a girl if you want one, Marvin,” said Gary. “Three new girls joined the church choir group last weekend; I’m pretty sure they’re all single.”

Andrew rolled his eyes. “He doesn’t want some puritan church girl, Gary. He wants a babe like blondie over there.”

It wasn’t long before I was zoned back out, letting my gaze wander back over to the girl, who was now sitting with a new guy, getting another free drink. She was proudly crossing her legs, letting her pretty heeled foot dangle in the air, letting her perfume waft through the room, intoxicating men more than any beverage in the place.

I decided it was time for me to leave; that wasn’t a place that I wanted to be. I didn’t want those feelings coming back—they were supposed to die with the simulation, so why was I feeling them?

My heart throbbed the whole way back to my place. I forced myself to take a cold shower, hoping it would shock some sense into me.

But the shower didn’t help. I still had those terrible thoughts rushing through my heads: memories of that ‘night’ in the simulation, feelings that I felt when I was in a woman’s body, with a woman’s sensibilities… and then there were ideas popping up: ideas on how I could experience what I experienced in the simulator, without having to enter into some off-chance lottery.
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Of course I fought those ideas away, along with the memories, along with what I can only call ‘urges’. I couldn’t help but wonder if the simulator had rewired my brain in some way to make that fantasy work. Maybe a few connections were fried and a few more were created. Maybe I was now thinking more with the left side than the right, or vice-versa; look—I was certainly no neuroscientist, but I could tell that something was off.

I went onto YouTube and looked up the videos that my friends had mentioned: interviews with men who had ventured into that new simulation technology. They spoke in detail about how their outlook had changed coming out.

“I’ve never been in the military,” said the man being interviewed (his name was Alfonso and he had a thick Spanish accent). “But I swear that I have PTSD now. I jump whenever I hear fireworks. I spent a whole night under my covers after my neighbour’s car backfired. It’s misery—but do I regret it? Not a bit!

“My God—the experience was unlike anything. The thrill… it was the most intense four hours of my life with that rifle in my hand.”

“Why don’t you tell me about the experience?” said the interviewer.

“It started out calm. I was dropped off at a small installation in Cambodia: a town where the US military was stationed to keep the peace. Me and four guys joined twenty or thirty other guys. I mean—I knew what was coming, of course; I knew that I was in the simulation, and I knew what I signed up for… but there was a sense of peace. It was a beautiful little town, with ruins scattered all over the outskirts of the town. The first twenty minutes was like a tour; the base commander took us around to show us the different buildings, and then he introduced us to the important people we were there to protect. I think one was the head of some oil company. Anyway—the first few gunshots rang out—and that’s when the excitement kicked in. I knew it was time for the firefight, but I had no idea what was coming.

“They came down on us hard, raining gunfire down on our position. We took cover and fired back.” At this point, the man’s face was starting to turn white. His gaze was turning inward and the PTSD was coming back to him. The look on his face was genuine terror as he remembered that ‘dream’. Though can you really call it a dream? Can a dream really have such a profound effect on a person? His hands were trembling as he took a sip of water, trying to moisturize his dry lips. “My friend next to me to a bullet to the forehead. He went down and that’s when the dread really kicked in. Three soldiers were charging at me. I—I shot them down, but I took a shot to the leg. It didn’t hurt, but I felt everything locking up.”

“Pain isn’t programmed into the simulation,” said the interviewer.

“It wasn’t much different,” said Alfonso. “It—It was horrible, not being able to properly move my leg. I limped away, but couldn’t keep up with my team. One man tried to run back for me, but he was shot down. I got pinned in an old apartment building; that’s where I was stuck for the next hour, holding back the advance singlehandedly.”

And now, his face was bone-white. His jaw was trembling. I couldn’t watch anymore; I had to shut it off. I found another video: another interview, this time with a man who did the fantasy war that I was supposed to do.

He spoke with enthusiasm, unlike the victim from Cambodia. “It was fucking awesome,” he raved, over and over. “It was heart-stopping action from start to finish. I’ve never experienced anything like it. The adrenaline… it was unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. God, I would literally give an arm to do it again, even for just an hour. I would give anything.”

“Gregory Prescott has spent the past eight months trying to get another shot at the simulator,” said the narrator as they switched to footage of Gregory wandering the city streets. “He’s spent a small fortune: more than fifty-thousand-dollars, trying to cheat his way to the front of the line. He ran into legal issues when the VIRO-TECH team caught him using fake identities to enter into the lottery system. Each entry cost Gregory a thousand dollars. But things only got worse from there…”

“They arrested me,” said Gregory, now back in the interview room. “I… I went too far, and I got caught. I’m not proud of what I did, but I don’t think it was my fault.”

“Gregory was caught breaking into VIRO-TECH’s Boston facility. Security guards apprehended him trying to hook himself up to one of the simulators. He caused over two-hundred thousand dollars in damages breaking into the facility—even breaking one of the simulators while being apprehended.”

“They made me spend four months behind bars,” Gregory said. “But it really wasn’t my fault. It was theirs.”

“Gregory is now in a lawsuit with VIRO-TECH’s parent company, Walter-Sepkin. His legal team claims that Gregory’s actions were influenced by permanent changes to his brain, caused by his experience in the simulator.”

Now, a doctor was on the screen, with a hospital room behind him. “That much stimulation isn’t normal,” the doctor said. “The amount of adrenaline, serotonin, endorphins… it’s enough to give a healthy man a heart-attack, and it’s more than enough to create trauma—particularly in a person who is less able to discern fiction from reality. This type of product hasn’t been tested properly, and it’s causing much more harm than good.”

“Dr. Forester has now seen two dozen different patients, suffering from various disorders that begun after the patients experienced the simulator.”

I’d seen enough. I turned it off. Watching the videos was just giving me anxiety. I didn’t have PTSD; sure, I heard a few gunshots when I was in the simulator—and a few screams—but I was grounded in reality the whole time; I never forgot that I was goofing around in a video game.

But maybe the simulator did do some damage. Maybe I did have something similar to PTSD. I have to admit that I couldn’t explain what was happening to my mental state when I saw that beautiful woman walk into that bar. I wasn’t like myself as I watched her, and I was unable to break myself out of that trance, thinking about my short experience as a woman.

I looked down at the video description. There was a phone number there, for a lawyer who was looking for victims of VIRO-TECH’s simulators. I’m sure he just wanted my money—or VIRO-TECH’s money. I didn’t want to get involved. I signed so many contracts—I’m sure they wouldn’t make it easy…

I just needed time. I needed to wait a couple of weeks so the strange feelings would go away. I just needed to detox.

But a few weeks later, it happened again. This time, Gary met me at a strip-club, along with Leon. It was Leon’s thirtieth birthday and we were there to buy him a lap-dance… But as soon as I stepped in and saw the crowds of men drooling around the beautiful strippers, I remembered that simulation experience as clear as if it had been the day before. I remembered the end of that night, spinning on that pole while the men in the place cheered, just as they were doing now.

And now, I was staring at the girls—not because they were hot and half-naked, but because I wanted to experience being in their shoes—literally. I wanted to be up on that stage again, in those heels, in that tight lingerie, hair flowing down my back. I loved dancing in that erotic, sensual way; a man can’t dance like that without looking like a fool… but a woman… it was hypnotic. Women were God’s gift to the world, and I just wanted to be one so, so badly.

I shook my head and closed my eyes. I couldn’t look at them. They were filling me with a new feeling now: something much worse than regret, much worse than urges, much worse than confusion. Now, I was being filled with a sense of hopelessness, knowing that I would never get to experience what they got to experience every time they took to the stage. It was a powerful sensation that almost brought me to tears.

“Marvin?” said Leon, pausing to look at me. “Are you okay, buddy? You… You don’t look so good?”

“I think I’m sick,” I said. “I—I have to go home.”

He led me outside. I must have looked like absolute garbage, because he was seriously concerned. He called a cab. “Want to go home or the hospital?”

“Just home,” I said. “I just—I need to lay down.”

“Alright, man. Don’t sweat it. Go get some rest.”

I was relieved once I was gone, away from the stimulation, away from those beautiful women in those gorgeous, tight outfits. I didn’t want anyone seeing me like that, probably looking sick, like I was about to throw up.

But the urges and ideas didn’t go away once I was home. The memories from that simulation were overwhelming in my head, remembering being up on that pole in that little bar, surrounded by grizzled men, all eyes on me. Now, my heart was pounding just like it was when I was all dolled up and dancing for those guys.

Why weren’t these thoughts going away? It had been weeks! I thought of those poor men in those interviews. Was I just like them now?

I paced around my apartment. I tried putting on the TV. I tried playing a video game. I tried playing some music. It was late in the night and I had a feeling my neighbours weren’t appreciating the noise… but I had to get my mind onto something else… anything else.

Then, there was a knock at the door. I checked the clock and saw that it was past midnight. “Fuck,” I muttered. I went to answer it, putting on a guilty smile. I took a deep breath and then I answered the door. Now, standing in front of me was the neighbour across the hallway: a young woman who had broken up with her boyfriend a few months earlier. They were a nice couple and always seemed happy, so I’m not sure why they broke up; there was no way that he split up with her, because she was an adorable blonde with perky (but small) breasts. She spoke so softly and was always so sweet: the last person I wanted to upset.

“Hi, Marvin,” she said, blushing.

“I’m sorry,” I said, anticipating what she was about to say. “I know I’m making a lot of noise. I’ll turn it down now.”

“Oh, no, that’s okay,” she said. “I mean—I heard the music—but I’m getting ready for a shift.” And that’s when I saw that she was in her scrubs. She worked at the hospital, which was just a few blocks away. “I was just wondering if you could take a look at my toilet again; I can’t get the building manager to look at it, and it’s been filling non-stop for days now. Sorry; I know it’s a weird time to be coming over, but I heard your music, and working these night shifts, there aren’t really good times for these things.” She let out a cute little giggle and then blushed again.

I fixed her toilet a few months earlier: a simple fix, swapping out the float balloon; it was something her boyfriend should have been able to do, but the guy had never touched as much as a screwdriver in his life.

“I can take a look,” I said.

“Really?” she said, lighting up. “I’ll pay you.”

“Don’t worry about that,” I said, waving her off. “It will take fifteen minutes at most.”

“I’ll just leave the door unlocked. Maybe you could just lock up when you’re done and leave the key above the door. Oh—you don’t mind looking now, do you? I guess you can do it in the morning too; I’ll be home around ten. Or do you have work tomorrow?”

“I’ll look now,” I said with a small laugh.

“Really? That would be so great. I really want this figured out. I know it’s late, but… thanks, Marvin.”

“Don’t mention it,” I said. I was glad to have the distraction. “Just let me grab my tools.”

“I’m off to work—I’m going to be late. But the door is unlocked and the key is on the kitchen table.” She smiled, blushed, and then scurried off in her loose scrubs, which unfortunately hid her perky breasts.

I grabbed my tools. I went to her apartment, which was still mostly empty; her ex had taken most of their belongings, so there were whole empty rooms and only a single piece of art on the wall: a picture of a red flower that was probably from IKEA. I went to the bathroom and located the toilet, which was still filling nonstop, and flushing itself every few minutes—and wasting a ton of water. I set out my tools and turned off the water. Then I noticed the puddle of water next to the intake hose. I needed a towel, so I went to find an old one in her apartment. I went to what I thought was a linen closet in the hallway, but it was full of her clothes: dresses and skirts and sweaters and even what looked like lingerie: lacy little garments that made my heart skip a beat.

I closed the closet door and went to look elsewhere for an old towel. I found some old rags under the kitchen sink: enough to clean up the puddle.

Fixing the toilet was fairly easy, but it needed a new chain—I could pick one up in the morning. For now, an elastic band could work to keep it functioning properly.

I cleaned up my tools and tested the toilet a couple of times. Then, I went to leave—but I paused when I saw that the closet door was closed properly.

I didn’t want her thinking that I was rummaging through her personal things, so I went to shut it. But before I did, I took one last look at her selection of outfits. I fingered through the different dresses. There were so many cute little outfits.

And now I understood why she lived in that dingy apartment building even though she probably made good money as a nurse; she had a spending problem when it came to clothes.

I snuck into her bedroom and looked in her bedroom closet; it was packed with clothes: brimming. I had to shut the door quickly before the mountain of clothes came toppling down on me. Maybe that’s why her boyfriend left her: she must have been spending all of his cash on clothes!

My heart was racing now. I knew that I was looking through things that I wasn’t supposed to be looking through, but I couldn’t help myself. There was a curious excitement growing in me, and there was no suppressing it. I took a few slow breaths and tried to pry myself away…

And then I saw a little gold mini-dress, that looked just like the one I wore in that simulation.
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It was almost 3:00 AM and I was standing in my bathroom; I’d been there for hours, heart pounding, refusing to settle.

I was wearing that dress now—and not just the dress. I had a pair of her panties on. I was wearing one of her bras, with a pair of flesh-coloured pads pushed in to fill them up. I had her makeup on my face. I’d spent the past fifteen minutes shaving my legs, which was a slow process because my hands wouldn’t stop shaking.

I had no idea what I was doing, why I was doing it, or why I couldn’t stop myself. I just had to do it; the urges were strong—almost stronger than the urges that I felt in that simulation dream. Feeling the fabric of that gold mini-dress in my hands filled me with an excitement that I hadn’t experienced since that simulation; I just had to have it on my body.

And my God! It was so satisfying to feel it on me, hugging my skin all around my torso. The panties hugging my bum gave a similar feeling of perfect satisfaction. I couldn’t stop reaching down to feel my body, clad in that girly outfit.

And I didn’t think that I looked half-bad. I was actually pretty cute with the thick eyeliner, blush on my cheeks, gloss on my lips. I did feel bad using her makeup, and I was terrified that she would be able to tell that it had been used… maybe I could tell her that it fell off of her vanity and into the toilet while I was fixing it; maybe I could just buy her some new stuff as an ‘apology’. Or maybe she wouldn’t even notice it missing. My God, the girl had so much makeup! She probably wouldn’t notice the dress or bra or panties missing either.

Though there was a good chance she would notice the missing golden heels. They were right at the front of her closet, and the soles were scratched up and worn, as if she used them a few times a week. I had to get those shoes back to her house before her shift was over… but for now, I just wanted to feel them on my feet (even though they were a size too small).

I couldn’t stop staring at myself, batting my mascara-covered lashes. I kept posing, like some sort of Instagram model. I kept taking photos of myself, puckering my lips like a teen girl, turning my ass like some OnlyFans hoe, trying to tease her audience.

Why couldn’t I stop myself?

It was such a strange feeling, tingling all over.

I ran my fingers through my medium-length hair, now wishing I had a wig; though my natural hair didn’t look so bad once I had it ruffled up the right way; it kind of looked like a short women’s haircut when worn the right way.

I heard some laughter coming from outside.

I lived on the third story of that building. I inched over to the window and peered out, seeing a group of young men returning from some bar or another. One of the men was very drunk, staggering left and right while his friends roared with laughter, making sure he didn’t stumble right in front of a moving car—though there weren’t any moving cars in sight at that early hour of the morning.

I watched the men for a minute, until one turned and noticed me looking at him. My instinct was to jump back and hide, but I stayed in my place, wrestling with another urge: an urge that didn’t seem to belong to me. I caved to that second urge: blowing a kiss and waving at the young man with a smirk on my face.

“Whoa!” he said, stopping in his tracks. His friends stopped and looked up at me. I waved at them, leaning right out of my window, folding my arms and bending my back in a catlike way.

“Hey beautiful!” one of the men yelled. “Want to come and party with us?”

I just giggled and shrugged my shoulders. I knew that I couldn’t speak; I didn’t know how to make a female voice—not that I could muster up any sound if I tried, seeing as there was a lump the size of a fist lodged in my throat. The men couldn’t see that my legs were trembling, nearly to the point of collapsing. I had no idea what the hell I was doing, but I couldn’t stop myself.

Well—I shouldn’t say that I had no idea what I was doing; I knew exactly what I was doing: I was getting that attention that I felt in that simulation: a small dose, but it was so, so satisfying. They were all looking at me, all stopped—even the drunk. Their eyes were glowing and their cheeks were blushing. I didn’t have to do anything but smile. And sure, if they were closer and if the sun was up, they probably would have seen that I was a man—but from that distance, I probably looked perfectly female in that tight dress; maybe they could even see my dark lashes batting at them as I blew another kiss.

“C’mon, baby!” one man yelled. “Come hang out with us! We’ll show you a good time!”

I just waved them goodbye before giggling again. Then, I forced myself away from the window, closing the curtain before falling onto my ass on the floor, no longer able to support my own weight. I took a deep breath and noticed my jaw was trembling. “What the fuck are you doing, Marvin?” I whispered to myself with a shaken voice.

I was almost sure that I’d lost my mind. I even thought about calling that lawyer from those YouTube videos; maybe the simulation had affected my brain in some permanent way.

These new urges were going to get me into trouble; it seemed inevitable. Even after I managed to convince myself to clean myself up, I still couldn’t bring myself to give up that gold mini-dress. I just had to have it; it was so much like what I wore in that simulation! I would never find another one like it. So I stashed it away, but I returned the makeup, the bra, and the panties. I made sure it was all back where it belonged…

And then, before going to bed, I placed a next-day-delivery order on some makeup of my own—as well as a few pairs of panties, a padded bra, and a pair of black strappy heels that could go with anything. It all came the next night, dropped off in a big box right at my doorstep. I pulled it quickly into my apartment like some sort of feral animal, slamming the door behind me, forehead already beading with sweat as I caught my breath, terrified someone might have seen the small inscription on the box of the female clothing store where I bought the haul.

I peeked out the peephole and then I pulled open the box. There was a receipt there to remind me that I’d lost my mind: three-hundred dollars spent—no refunds because of the sale that I was lucky enough to catch. But it didn’t matter; I was buzzing with excitement while my stomach was boiling with dread. This wasn’t like me; it wasn’t normal. The thoughts in my head—those didn’t belong to me…

Or did they?

Had they always been there, suppressed—and now I was just letting them out, now that I’d had a taste of what I’d always wanted?

No! I couldn’t let my mind wander to those places. I never thought about cross-dressing before. I never wanted to be a woman, and I definitely never wanted to be with a man…

Did I want to be with a man now? I remembered the two men I was with during my time in the simulator: the man in the bar and the bodyguard in the closet. The pleasure was… indescribable. I was shaking all over, uncontrollably: sweating, screaming, digging my claws into those big muscles, squirting, contracting—and that pleasure wouldn’t stop until; it went on and on and on until I had no energy left, until I was limp with a stupid smile on my face. My God, I wanted to experience that again…

But I couldn’t experience that again, because I wasn’t a woman. But maybe I could get close… I’d heard taking it in the ass can feel pretty great—as close as a man can get to a female-style orgasm. Maybe I could experience something similar; maybe I could find a man who could take me back to that time in the simulator.

I shook my head again. No! I had to stop my mind from wandering to those places. I couldn’t let myself get carried away… Or maybe it was too late for that. Now, I was shaved and putting on that gold dress, wearing my new panties, dolled up in my new makeup. I was posing in the mirror, unable to look away from myself. I felt so giddy, so excited. Where were these feelings on a normal day? Why didn’t I get this level of satisfaction with anything else in my life? Was this missing from my life?

I just had to get it out of my system—that was all. I was just doing this to make it go away. I could dress up, skip around, and then come to my senses.

But I wasn’t coming to my senses; I was just getting more and more carried away. Hours went by. I found myself watching TV in my little outfit. I’d taken so many selfies, my phone was packed with them (I planned, of course, to delete each and every one). I loved looking through them. I loved staring at my pretty face… and it really was pretty!

I couldn’t stop looking at it. Who knew my face could be so… stunning? My eyes were so bright and so big. My lashes were so long. And my cheekbones! Who knew I had cheekbones like some Vogue cover model? My lips were plump; blowing kisses was quickly becoming something like a hobby.

It was satisfying, making me relax, filling some void that had been created by that pesky simulator. No, I didn’t feel like I was getting it out from my system, but I did feel like I was easing the urges, like scratching a mosquito bite; I knew the relief was temporary.

The next night, when I got home from work, it was the first thing that I did: rushing into the bathroom, pulling out the hidden makeup, and dolling myself up.

And then again, that next night was spent in that golden dress. I had some work to do from my laptop, but it just felt better to do it dolled up, legs crossed, sitting by the window because I half-wanted someone to look up and spot me and ogle me and wish that they were pushing their hard member inside of me.

And I did actually catch a couple of gazes: one from a pedestrian and another from a guy living across the road, having a smoke on his balcony; in fact, he eyed me a few times. I tensed up at first, worried he would recognize me—but then I relaxed; who was he going to tell? Besides, he seemed to like looking at me: he smiled and winked, and I’m sure he’d been staring for a while. I was tempted to invite him over for a drink—and maybe more.

I shook my head. “No,” I whispered. I had to keep those thoughts away. I couldn’t let those thoughts into my life. I knew that they led to bad places.

So I stayed in my apartment and I kept to myself, except for when I was teasing boys from my window. It was fun from time to time, to get the adrenaline rushing, to feel that amazing excitement of being noticed, of being lusted after. It was late one night when a group of guys tried to convince me to show them my breasts. Of course I didn’t, but I did keep them engaged with a grin and a sensual look; it was something I was getting pretty good at.

But the urges were getting stronger. Being dolled up in my apartment was no longer satisfying those curiosities. I kept watching groups of young women heading off to the clubs. I was so, so jealous. I ogled their outfits and even heard myself sighing as I imagined myself, literally, in their shoes.

It was Friday night when I stopped on my way home from work at a little boutique shop. “It’s for my girlfriend,” I lied to the clerk, and I spent four-hundred dollars on clothes. Shopping was a rush, but the real treat was trying it all on when I got home. Now I had skirts, I had blouses, sweaters, tank tops, leggings, stockings, chokers, and a pair of satin gloves that went with pretty much anything and everything.

That helped to curve the cravings for a while: a few days, and then strong urges were coming back. I felt like a drug addict trying to quit cold-turkey. I was trembling all over when I fought away the urges. And I was almost caught at work one day, wearing panties under my jeans. Okay, so they weren’t panties; it was a full lace bodysuit that I picked up the day before, and it showed when my shirt became untucked—but I quickly pulled my shirt back down before anyone noticed. Keeping my painted toenails was easy with shoes, but removing the nail polish from my fingers every morning was tedious—but not enough of an annoyance to stop me from doing it again the next night.

I tried everything to keep those urges away, but one night—the next Friday—they were just too strong. I watched the girls skipping off to the clubs, and I just couldn’t take it anymore.

I had to go out as a girl.


CHAPTER 7
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The streets were quiet for a Friday night—or maybe it just seemed that way because I was avoiding the main drag, even taking detours through alleyways where I knew I wouldn’t come face-to-face with people. I wanted to be able to escape. I grew up in that town, after all; I knew tons of people and ran into them often.

But nothing could stop me from going out and satisfying those urges. A small part of me thought that I could end the urges completely by entertaining them: proving to them that I had nothing to gain by going out. But that theory was quickly proven wrong when I turned a corner and found myself standing in that golden mini-dress in front of four men, having a smoke before going back into the bar.

They all stopped and turned to look at me. Their eyes started at my face before inching down my body, checking out every curve. It was a moment before those gazes were back up at my eyes. “Hey, girly,” said one of the men as I stood frozen, unsure of what to expect.

“Hi,” I said softly, using a voice I’d been casually practising for over a week now.

“You got a boyfriend?”

I shook my head.

“Want to come hang out with us?”

I smiled, blushed, and then I skirted across the road, getting away from them so my heart could settle before I blacked out in front of them. I turned down an alley and gave myself a moment, breathing in the cool autumn air. After a few breaths, I could stand upright again. I caught myself smiling, proud of the first impression I made. It didn’t seem like those guys were messing with me; I think they actually thought I was a woman!

But why did that make me so happy? Why was I happy to pass as a lady?

I slipped out of the alley and continued towards the club. I slipped into the lineup, trying to stick close to the wall. More men turned to check me out; some of them were smiling, trying to get me to look into their eyes. I made eye-contact with one man. “Hi there,” he said in a shy voice. “You look nice. I like your dress.”

“Thanks,” I said softly.

“You,” the bouncer said, pointing at me with a deep voice. I felt my heart plunge into my stomach, as if he was about to out me in front of everyone; it didn’t help that he made everyone turn to look at me. “Come here.”

“W—Why?” I said.

“Come here,” he said again.

I moved slowly, walking by everyone, trying not to look at them as they all watched me go in silence. A moment of regret made me feel terrible and cold all over. Then, the bouncer moved his rope and said, “Go ahead. No cover.”

“Really?” I said.

“Go in,” he said.

“Why?” I asked, perplexed.

He stepped close to me and put his lips near my ear. “Boss’s orders. He wants more pretty girls inside. Now go in. Tell the bartender I let you in and you’ll get a free drink.”

“O—Okay,” I said. I was sure that I was only getting by because of the dark night: no moon, clouds blocking out the stars. The streetlights even seemed dimmer than usual, and it was a damn good thing, because I didn’t want anyone recognizing me.

The club was dark, with flashing lights. I was surrounded by dancing people, but I was relieved almost instantly. The darkness, busyness, and drunkenness of the place gave me comfort in knowing that I could get by unrecognized.

I went to the bar and didn’t even have to mention the bouncer; he asked what I wanted and told me that I didn’t have to pay. I saw him do the same thing a moment later for another girl: a truly beautiful eighteen-year-old with long platinum hair and huge breasts. I was flattered to think that I was in the same company as her. Did they think that I was just as pretty?

I watched her, jealous of her long hair, wondering what it would feel like on my shoulders, down my exposed back. She had beautiful sparkly shoes as well. I was almost tempted to ask her if I could try them on.

“Dance with me!” a man shouted in my ear, almost making me scream. He wasn’t a traditionally handsome man, but I enjoyed the attention. I blushed and let him grab my hand. I let him pull me to the dance floor. My face must have been so red, but he didn’t seem to notice that I wasn’t a male. He kept his gaze on me, ogling my body as we danced together. He took every opportunity to put his hands on my sides and on my hips. I didn’t stop him, though his hands got frighteningly close to my crotch a few times.

I slipped away from him after the song, needing a minute to calm my nerves. I slipped into the bathroom to take a few breaths. And then, I realized I was surrounded by women. They were at the mirror, doing their makeup, and some were just lingering around and chatting where it wasn’t so loud. The light was dim in the bathroom.

“Cute dress,” a girl said to me with a smile.

“Thanks,” I whispered. I slipped into a stall and let out a sigh of relief. There was so much stimulation. Maybe I should have taken baby steps before going to a club. Maybe I should have started with a walk in the park, or even a stroll down the road and back. Now, it seemed like there wasn’t a proper escape; I had to go by hundreds of people to get out of there…

But nobody seemed to notice that anything was off. Even in that women’s bathroom, I was perfectly blended in. Those pretty girls weren’t making faces at me or throwing me out. One girl even had her dress down, tits out. Another girl was helping her to tape her breasts up with clear tape, so she could ditch her bra and avoid the straps. She smiled at me and went back to her business.

I finished my drink and got another, hoping it would help me to relax… And it did… or maybe I was just starting to settle in; maybe I was just getting used to how I looked as a woman, knowing I could pass and didn’t need to worry.

And even if I didn’t pass—did it make a difference? If I got a couple weird looks, would I care? It’s not like they were going to get a lynching mob together to take me out. It’s not like they were going to pull their phones out and take photos and post them all over the internet with my name attached. Even if they figured out that I wasn’t a woman, I was still a stranger, and it was still none of their concern.

So I relaxed more and more. I finished a second drink and then I had a second dance with a new guy. He spun me and made me laugh. Then he followed me to the bar to buy me a third drink. The third drink was the key to unlocking that outgoingness that I remembered from the simulation. In that moment I felt like I was back in that body; I felt like I was that famous singer. I felt like I could get up onto the bar and dance and everyone would idolize me as if I was some beautiful goddess. Well, I wasn’t about to embarrass myself like that, but I was happy to get on the dance floor. I was happy to move like a girl, swaying my hips, winking at guys. I even caught myself blowing a kiss.

This is what I wanted; this was what I was missing after leaving the simulation. Oh God—I really was back! Those feelings that I thought were gone forever were here now. That life seemed so accessible. No, I wasn’t a famous pop star now, and maybe I wasn’t the sex icon that I was in my simulated fantasy. But the feelings were the same.

I didn’t want to leave the club. I was getting the attention: free drinks, ogling eyes, strong hands on my hips while I danced to those club beats.

And soon, the club began to thin out. Guys took girls home. Shy girls fluttered away and shy boys disappeared into the shadows of the club, leaving a dozen boys or so swarming the place like sharks, looking for the remaining options. Half the capacity was gone, but now it seemed like even more eyes were on me. Those gazes made me nervous, but they also filled me with a curious sense of power: a power that I had over them. They all wanted me and I was the one who got to set the price and pick the buyer.

I’d been on the other side of that equation so many times. Now, I felt like I had so much clarity, despite the alcohol in my system. I knew what those men were thinking. I’d been in their shoes. I could feel them moving in on me. And maybe I wanted them to move in on me; maybe I wanted one of them to take me home. Maybe I wanted to feel that wonderful pleasure all over again, being penetrated over and over, feeling that throbbing inside of me… But I wasn’t a woman. I didn’t have a pussy, and these men were expecting one.

A man put his hand on my arm and made me spin around with a gasp. I stared up, into his eyes. He blushed. “I didn’t mean to scare you,” he said.

I tried to speak, but now I was silent, reduced to trembling paleness. I didn’t like the ideas that my brain was entertaining. I didn’t want to know where I was capable of going to satisfy these urges that were just growing stronger and stronger.

“Did I scare you?” he asked. He was a handsome man, looking a bit like the man from the simulation with his dense beard. But this man was a bit thinner, a bit taller, and his features were a bit softer.

“No,” I said softly.

“I know the club is about to close soon; I was wondering if you might want to squeeze in one last dance… with me.” He looked into my eyes and smiled. A slow song was on now, and he was trying to pull me towards the dance floor.

One more song wouldn’t hurt. I went with him. But the song was just ending as we hit the dance floor. Now, a fast song was starting. He laughed, grabbing my hand and spinning me around. Then, he pulled out some of his more flirty moves: bumping and grinding. I went along with it; it seemed like harmless fun. I giggled as I bent over, rubbing my bum on his lap. Then I let him hold me close, rubbing against me as we both laughed. “You’re cute!” he shouted.

“Thanks!”

“I’m Stan!”

I smiled and nodded. How had I not come up with a name for myself yet? “Lilly!” I said, using the name from the simulator.

“You’re cute, Lilly!”

“You mentioned that,” I giggled.

We kept dancing. He spun me around so he could grind against my bum; that’s when I felt a hardening bulge. I gasped. Did he know that I could feel it? Did he want me to feel it? I rubbed my bum up and down, feeling the contour of that erection. My heart skipped a beat. Then I spun back to face him. Finally, the fast song was ending and another slow dance song came on. He grabbed me and pulled me close.

“I—I can feel your cock. You know that, right?” I said. The booze helped me to be a bit more blunt than I would have been otherwise.

“Oh, sorry,” he blushed. “I guess I can’t help it. You’re a cute girl.”

“I’m not a girl,” I said firmly. It had to be said, even though it hurt to push those words out. I couldn’t stand the thought that I was ‘tricking’ him, even though I’d been tricking guys all night. I felt guilty each time they bought me a drink. I wasn’t there to mislead them. I was there for my own personal satisfaction, whether they thought I was a woman or not.

“You’re not?” he said, and then he looked down my body, analyzing me. His eyes lit up, though I’m not sure what made him realize I was telling the truth; it’s not like my cock was out or anything. “Holy shit,” he said. “You’re not.”

“Sorry,” I said.

“It’s fine,” he said. “You’re still cute.” He grinned and laughed. I could see his eyes lighting up with a nervous excitement, almost as if he was even more down to fuck now. Now, there was a taboo element in the mix: a forbidden aspect to make our union more exciting. And the fact that he was still ogling me after finding out my secret—that was enough to send me over the edge.

I grabbed his wrist and pulled him towards the bathrooms. We went right into a stall, throwing the door closed behind us. He lifted me up and I wrapped my thighs around him. We kissed as he explored me with his big, strong hands. Then, just to be sure, he felt between my legs. I heard him gasp when he felt my cock. “Shit,” he said. “You weren’t lying.”

“Sorry,” I said.

“Don’t be sorry.”

We kept kissing. He kept feeling me all over, but eventually, those hands made their way back down. He was interested in my cock, and this was his chance to satisfy that interest. He rubbed me and moaned softly in my ear. Then, he pushed me down to my knees. He whipped his cock out and I sucked it without hesitation, wanting to satisfy him—because satisfying him was the only way to satisfy those urges. It didn’t seem like I was doing anything I hadn’t already done; I’d been with two men before. Yes, those men were simulated and in a dream, but that ‘dream’ was just as real as the reality I was facing now. So I pushed his cock in deep and sucked hard, teasing his whole length with my tongue.

He groaned, gripping my hair. “Fuck, Lilly,” he groaned. “That feels so fucking good.”

I loved hearing him call me that name. I wanted to hear it again. “Say my name again,” I whispered, and then I kept sucking.

“You’re fucking hot, Lilly.”

I sucked harder. I sucked faster. I gripped his cock with my fist and pumped him, wanting to make him cum harder than he’d ever cum before.

But he wanted more than my mouth. He pulled me up, kissed my lips, tasting his own cock, and then he spun me around. “Oh God,” I whimpered. I closed my eyes, half expecting to open them a moment later just to see my bedroom ceiling. This had all the elements of a dream—or maybe a nightmare—but it was really happening. I could feel him moving in, sliding his cock up between my butt cheeks. He reached a finger down and I felt him push it into me, slicked with his own saliva, getting my hole ready for the bigger surprise.

“Oh God,” I moaned again, looking back and seeing now that his shirt was open, exposing his hardened abs and chest. He smiled at me, and then I felt his tip. A moment later, he was inside of me.

It was so big, stretching me so wide. I gasped, looking down, seeing a small lump against my flat tummy. Was that the tip of his cock. “Oh my God!” I cried.

He laughed, gripping me firmly. He held his cock still for a moment while I clenched over and over… and then it begun. He started thrusting, making my legs tremble. I threw my head back and moaned loudly. He pushed deeper and deeper and deeper. I turned my chin back down to watch that lump come and go against my stomach. It didn’t seem right! How big was this guy’s dick!? “It hurts,” I said.

“Just relax,” he grunted.

I tried, and maybe it helped a bit. Maybe it never really hurt; maybe what I meant to say was, ‘This is scary and out of my comfort zone.’ Or maybe I meant to ask, ‘Will this leave me permanently stretched out?’

But it felt good, and it felt better with each thrust. I was terrified of admitting it. I was terrified of moaning. So I put my hand into my mouth and bit down hard, fighting that urge to scream. He pushed harder into me, forcing my pelvis against the stall wall: my cock against the cool metal dividing those stalls. “Shit,” I muttered. He fucked me harder—and harder and harder. He was grunting with each penetration.

I reached up and grabbed onto the top edge of the stall wall. I spread my legs wide and let him use me, let him get off inside of me; it took him ten minutes: ten blissful minutes before he pulled out and made a mess of my ass and thighs. His warm goo trickled down me—and one shot even landed right on my puckering asshole, which was exposed because I was now using my hands to spread my butt cheeks wide for him. Another shot got my fingers, so I licked it up, not missing my opportunity to taste it.

My mind was surely broken. These weren’t urges or curiosities I ever had before. That simulation changed me, and I was no longer the same person. I went to that club to get this out of my system, but now I just wanted more. I wanted to beg him to get hard again, to fuck me again, but now he was cleaning up, getting ready to leave. I ran up behind him and playfully grabbed him. “Don’t go,” I said. “Fuck me again—right here, on the counter.” I spun around him and jumped up, spreading my legs wide to expose my hole as I leaned back. “C’mon. Fuck me again.”

“I have to get going. They’re closing.”

“Then take me home and fuck my brains out all night,” I said. “I’ll do any position you want. You can call a friend and fuck me together. Get both of your big, hard dicks in me at once.”

He turned red all over. His eyes beamed. I could tell I was turning him back on, so I kept going. “Maybe get two friends. How much damage do you think you can do to me?” I winked and grinned devilishly.

“I—I really don’t think I can,” he said.

“C’mon, big boy. I’ll suck you until you come. I’ll let you spank my little ass all night. You can fuck my face, cum on my chest. You and your friends can see how many fingers you can get into my asshole. Take me home, bad boy. Fuck me like you want to.”

“I have a girlfriend,” he said suddenly. He turned white all over. “I’m really sorry. She thinks I went out for a work meeting. I want to take you home so fucking badly—believe me. I want to fuck your brains out. But—But I have to get home before she freaks out.”

“Oh,” I said. “Okay.” I wasn’t sure if I was being rejected, or if I’d just ruined some guy’s relationship. “I should get going too.”

It was the reality-slap that I needed. I had to get home. I had to get out of that outfit. I had to clean myself up. I had to realize that this wasn’t who I was…

Or was it?


CHAPTER 8
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Iwant to tell you that I never did it again. I want to say that I got it all out of my system that night, but that’s far from the truth. Things only got worse from there. Those urges only became stronger and stronger, and it was harder to satisfy them. I caught wind of an amateur night at a local strip club; they made me sign a waiver just like the one I signed before going into the simulation, but then they gave me six minutes up on the pole. I’d never done it before, but I had fun swinging around and dancing, taking off my clothes while men threw money at me and fucked me with their eyes. It was my sixth or seventh time out at this point, so I was more comfortable with my ability to pass.

I gave a man a lap dance in the back room—and that turned into a blowjob. I don’t think I was gay, but there was something intensely satisfying about getting a man off. It was a power that I never had before: the ability to turn a man into mush. Those men would do anything for me, just like in that simulation; I never had to pay for a drink. I never had to wait in a line. Why did I love that attention so much?

At the end of that night, one of the waitresses asked me if I would want to be a platter. “What does that mean?” I asked with a laugh. She explained it to me, and I agreed, even though it was out of my comfort zone; but I got to wear lingerie from the back room. Then, they put me on my back, on a table, and covered me in appetizers. Then, they let in a bachelor party, and the men ate off of me as if I was a plate; I just had to remain still. None of them knew that my cock was tucked between my thighs. One man licked some dripped sauce right off of my inner thigh, and his nose unknowingly grazed my cock. I will admit that it was hard to stop the erection.

Then, after that night, I had the brilliant idea of leaving the house during the day, just to complete some errands. I had to do laundry at the laundromat. I had to grab some groceries. I had to fill my car with gas. I did it all as a woman, and it felt good.

Until I was finishing up at the pump and I looked up to smile at the man next to me, only to see that it was Gary.

He stared at me with a smile for a short moment before his smile turned into an open-mouth gasp. I wanted to jump into my car and buzz off, but I was frozen, trapped in a state of shock. “Marvin?” he said.

“Who?” I said softly, and then I got into the car. But I knew it was too late. I knew he would recognize the car. I took off, and then I hid in my apartment.

He showed up twenty minutes later, buzzing my door. “Mind if I come up and talk for a minute?”

“Go away,” I said, almost in tears.

“It’s important,” he said.

So after a few minutes of pacing, I let him up. I had no idea what I was going to say. The embarrassment was horrendous. I bit my tongue as I opened the door. It didn’t help that I hadn’t changed back into my male attire (I was planning to go out later that night and I didn’t want to have to redo my makeup and hair).

“So it was you,” he said.

I turned around and walked to my kitchen, unable to look him in the eye. “You did this to me,” I said.

“What?”

“That simulator,” I said. “I never told you. They screwed up. They put me into the wrong body. I was stuck in some girl fantasy for hours. And then, when I came out, I still felt… that way.”

“What?” he said. “Are you serious? So you never fought in that fantasy war?”

I shook my head. “There was no fighting. It was just some chick fantasy. And it messed with my brain. I—I can’t help it. It’s not my fault. Don’t tell anyone about this; please. I’m trying to figure it out. I’ve thought about going to a psychologist or a shrink or whatever. It’s something to do with my brain after the simulation.”

He was staring at me, apparently with nothing to say.

“Is that it?” I said, wiping my eyes. I don’t know why I felt so emotional. I was embarrassed more than anything—but there was a strong, overwhelming emotion inside of me that I couldn’t quite pinpoint. Now that I’d been caught, I felt like I had to stop. I felt like this was my cue to put an end to all of this. I’d done what I wanted to do; there was no sense in continuing. I’d already embarrassed myself enough. “Why are you just looking at me like that?”

“Well, there was something I’ve been meaning to talk to you about. I, uh—I’ve been feeling guilty and need to get this off of my chest.”

“What is it?” I asked, wiping my eye with a tissue so my mascara wouldn’t run.

“Last year, I took that new job,” he said. “I’m not supposed to talk to you about this; I could get fired—but VIRO-TECH is actually one of our clients. You know—at the research firm. We’re helping them move onto the next stage of their system.”

“So wait,” I said. “You work for VIRO-TECH?”

“No, no,” he said. “We were hired to conduct a study so they can get the necessary funding for stage four out of five. We’ve been doing the study for four months. They needed people from outside of the lottery—people who knew little to nothing about the technology. I thought of you right away, so I signed you up. You were a control.”

“A control?” I said. “What does that mean? Can you dumb this all down for me? Are you saying that I was some sort of lab rat?”

“Sort of,” he said. “Or maybe the opposite. We never actually ran you through the simulator.”

I paused for a moment. My mouth opened but it took a minute for words to come out. “Wait… What?”

“You were put into a mild sleep with a very weak anesthetic. It’s one that’s known to give people vivid dreams. That was it. You went to sleep and then you woke up. You never went close to an actual simulator.”

“I just had a dream?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “We monitored your vitals the whole time. We recorded some speech; most people talk a lot in their sleep on this particular anesthetic. You were talking about being a girl, some stuff about a bodyguard, something about a gunshot, and… uh… a lap dance. It was all recorded and then you woke up and we sent you on your way, thinking you’d been in the simulator. That was it.”

“So what were you studying?” I asked.

“You were a control,” he said. “So the questions we asked you before and after—we were just seeing how they differed from people who actually went into the simulator.”

“But where did that dream come from?” I asked. “How did you make me have it?”

“We didn’t,” he said bluntly. “You just had it. It was just… a dream. You just had a dream.”

“But these feelings I’m having now… Why do I have them? Why am I dressed like this?” I felt like I wanted to scream at him; I felt like I wanted to shake him. I wanted answers and he wasn’t giving them to me… even though he was.

“I don’t know,” he said. “That’s something you need to figure out. We just put you to sleep for four hours.”

“But they told me they put me in the wrong body!” I said.

“That’s just a little trick that we use to gauge whether or not a person believes they were actually in the simulation. It’s better than just asking, Did it work? This way, people either say, oh, that explains that, or they say, it just seemed like a normal dream. In your case, you were convinced you went into the simulator.”

“How do I make this go away?” I asked, motioning down at my dress-clad body.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know, Marvin. I don’t know anything about that. But, uh, if you want, I can have it added to the report notes. I’m not sure it will make much of a difference. But…” He let a small laugh slip. “Maybe it just proves the power of suggestion.” He looked down at his feet with a guilty look. “I really need to be going. I was on my way to the facility. But I had to talk to you. I hope you don’t hate me over this. And…”

“And what?” I said.

He looked up into my eyes. “You look pretty good like that.” He smiled and then he spun around and scurried off, leaving me with a pounding heart and a head swirling with confusion.

I sat down at my couch to collect my thoughts. I couldn’t wrap my head around it. Was he messing with me—or was it true? Did I never actually go into the simulation? Was it all just a vivid dream? And if so, where did the dream come from? Why did I have a detailed dream about being a female pop star?

And more importantly: why did it have such a profound effect on me?

I got myself washed up. I changed into my male clothes, and then I looked in the mirror, seeing my red face. It would take a while to let that humiliation settle: being caught all dolled up and out in public… though Gary really didn’t seem to care much. Was he being honest when he told me that I looked good, or was he just throwing me a pity compliment?

No—it couldn’t have been a pity compliment; I’d gotten so much positive feedback over the past week: so many guys checking me out, flirting with me, hitting on me, smiling at me. I knew it was true: I did look good as a girl—so did I really have anything to be embarrassed about?

Now, I needed to run a few more errands before the work week started—but now, I felt strangely awkward about going out the way that I was. The thought of going out in that white T-shirt and those blue jeans was just… weird. It almost seemed like a costume, even though it was exactly what I wore on a normal day. It almost seemed like I would have been more comfortable putting that dress back on, along with a bit of makeup.

My heart fluttered cold. What could I blame these thoughts on now?

I paced my apartment, afraid to leave. Then, I grabbed my phone and called Gary. He picked up quickly. “Hi,” he said. “Do you need something, Marvin?”

“Tell me the truth,” I said. “Was it really just a dream?”

“I told you: it was a medically-induced dream. We gave you a mild anesthetic and you slept for four hours. That’s it.”

“But why was it so real?”

“You’ve got a strong imagination, I guess,” I said.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I said.

“I did tell you—just now,” he said, and I could hear him shaking his head. “I wasn’t supposed to tell you at all, but I caved. And you can’t tell anyone that I told you, because it will mess with the research. You’re one of ten controls for the initial study.”

“But I need to understand what the point was,” I said. “I just—I don’t get it. Were you trying to see what would happen to me afterward?”

“No,” he said firmly. “Every study needs a control group. And studies don’t have goals. There was no ‘plan’ with you, Marvin. We just put you to sleep for four hours—that’s it. Maybe the survey put some ideas in your head before you fell asleep. Maybe you watched a show on TV the night before about some girl—I don’t know. Whatever happened in your dream: that was all you. And what you’re doing now, I can’t explain that; and I’m not sure that it has anything to do with being given a mild anesthetic, otherwise every dental surgery patient would be coming out as transgender.

“Look, Marvin. I’m pulling up to work now. I’m not sure what you want to hear from me, but this is all I can say: the thoughts in your head—and all of your feelings and emotions—are all your own.”

I was silent, in shock, even though he was telling me what he had already told me.

“Talk later,” he said, and then he hung up the phone.

I went to the window and looked out. The world seemed like a scary place. Everything looked so… new, even though I’d been in that same apartment for years. I was seeing the world through different eyes: a whole new perspective.

Maybe that simulator didn’t actually change me, because there never was a simulator. Maybe, deep down, somewhere in my subconscious, I’d just been looking for an excuse to let this part of me out. Maybe those urges were always there, lurking, lingering, waiting for the right moment to show themselves.

I went back into the bathroom. I put a bit of foundation on my skin so that I could reapply my makeup.

I can’t say one way or another if that female identity was always there or if it was something that I picked up. Who can really know for sure? Sure, they say that a person is born the way that they are—but does that mean that a person can’t change? I wouldn’t say that I’d always been a woman; that would be lying. I don’t think that I was always a woman trapped inside of a man’s body—or whatever it is that people say. But now, things were different. Now, maybe I was ready to be a woman—

Though I won’t say that I was trapped inside of the wrong body. Quite the contrary: I had a sexy body with great curves and an ass that most girls would kill to have. In fact, I would say that I was blessed with the perfect body; even my cock seemed to get guys (and girls) excited, so I can’t say that I wish I didn’t have it.

I was never in the wrong body, and now, I was definitely in the right body.
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A TALE OF RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION




CATFISH


Craig never really had strict morals to hold him back in life. He was caught selling drugs in high school, and now he’s been fired for stealing from the register at work. He needs a new gig now, and he gets a great idea when he comes across an illegal voice-changing box, which can change a person’s voice, even making him sound like a girl.

Craig makes an account on a popular social media website, posting drawings. He’s a good artist, but it’s not really about the art; he’s pretending to be a girl: a struggling female artist, and he’s convincing guys to send him cash. It’s a good gig, and it’s not long before he has a whole fanbase of loyal ‘simps’.

And then, one morning, he wakes up and learns that the website has changed its terms, and now, all users have to prove their real identity to continue using the platform. The new policy change is designed to get catfish like Craig off of the site, but Craig is determined to find a way to stay on, even if it means getting the name on his ID legally changed to match up with his online persona. But it doesn’t stop there…


CHAPTER 1
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My voice modulator was acting up on me. It had been on the fritz lately, working fine for an hour, and then puttering once the internal system heated up; it was a cheap unit that I found on a Chinese blackmarket website. It was illegal to own them, but I wasn’t doing anything technically illegal with it. It’s not like I was using it to copycat the president’s voice, or to blackmail strangers into giving me money.

They were only illegal to own because a few bad people used them for bad things.

But they weren’t made for illegal activity—okay? And I wasn’t using it illegally, depending, I suppose, on your definition of illegal activity. Those voice modulator boxes were built for kids originally, if I’m not mistaken: a harmless way to have some fun, hearing your own words in the voices of others. Who doesn’t want to hear themselves as Donald Trump or as Donald Duck? It’s just silly fun…

And when I first tried one out, at a buddy’s house during a party, I got a brilliant idea. Let me take a step back first.

It was a New Years Eve Party for all of the out-of-towners at our college. There were forty of us there, and it was late in the night. We’d all had quite a bit to drink, so we were at that point where everything made us roar with laughter. Jimmy found the modulator box in one of the drawers in the kitchen. It was an old, old model, with only a few voices to pick from. We all took turns playing with it and then roaring with laughter. It was fun, making Mickey Mouse say dirty things like, “Today I sucked my own cock!” and, “Does anyone want to try anal with me!?”

When I got my turn with the box, I eyed the dial. I noticed one of the options was ‘sultry’. I giggled and said, “What’s sultry?”

“It’s like a chick’s voice,” said Franz.

I tried it out. As I spoke into it, a seductive woman’s voice came out. It was a bit glitchy, hiccuping occasionally. But it was enough to give me that idea.

“It kind of sounds like Erica,” I said. Erica was a girl in our bio class. She was a pretty chick—though a bit chubby for my taste. Greg had a huge crush on her and had been rejected by her that night, when the party started and he professed his admiration for her (he actually told her that he was in love with her, like a total dork). Now, as we played with that box, Greg was in the upstairs bathroom, vomiting because he’d spent the past three hours trying to drink his sorrows away.

And, because we were good friends, we all snuck upstairs. We held that voice modulator box up to the door. We all tried our best not to giggle. Then, I spoke into the machine softly. “Hey, Greg? It’s Erica. Are you in there?”

“Erica?!” Greg said, his voice perking up. “You came back?”

“I really wanted to talk to you about earlier. I’m sorry about the way I reacted,” I said, and then I had to bury my mouth into my elbow so I could let out the laughter without being heard.

“What do you mean?” Greg said, slurring drunkenly. “What are you saying?”

Now, he was walking towards the door to open it.

“Don’t open the door!” I said, and all of the guys jumped back, giggling, ready to scurry off in various directions like a pack of startled mice. “Let’s just talk through the door for now.”

“O—Okay,” said Greg from within the bathroom.

“I wanted to tell you that…” I let out another small laugh into my arm. “I actually love you, and I want to have babies with you.”

“You do!?” he said. “That—That’s great! Oh man, I’m so happy. I’m so, so happy. I knew that you had feelings for me.”

“I think you’re just so… sexy,” I said, and then all of the guys laughed, but Greg apparently didn’t hear, or maybe he thought that the laughter was unrelated. “I just think you’re so incredibly sexy. The hair on your… legs. I just want to… stroke it.”

Now, the other guys were rolling on the floor. It was a mean prank—but you have to admit that it was hilarious.

“I think you’re really sexy too,” he said. “You’re the most beautiful girl I’ve ever met.”

“So you really want to be with me?” I said, trying not to snicker as I spoke into that old modulator box.

“Of course!” he said. Then he rushed over to the toilet to throw up. It was only a minute later when he was back at the door, groaning. “Sorry about that. Of course I want to be with you. I want to be with you, like, forever.”

“But Greg…”

“What is it?” he said.

“There’s one thing you should know about me.”

“What is it? Tell me. There’s nothing that can make me not love you.”

“It’s kind of big,” I said.

Now, the guys were leaning close so they could hear Greg—and so they could hear what I was about to say. They were all grinning like idiots, biting their bottom lips with anticipation.

“What is it, Erica?” asked Greg.

“I’ve got a big, fat cock,” I said.

And then Louie next to me started crying, he was laughing so hard. The other guys bent over.

“I don’t care about that!” Greg declared. “I love you the way you are, whether you have a penis or a vagina.”

“But I didn’t say the other thing,” I said, trying so, so hard not to break into a fit of laughter. I possibly let a laugh slip through that voice box.

“What is it?” Greg asked.

“I like to be on top. So I’d want to hit that ass of yours with my big, fat cock.”

There was a silence. Maybe Greg finally heard all of the laughter… Nope—he was just processing. “I guess that’s fine with me. I mean—I don’t know; maybe I’ll like it. I’m sure I’ll like it if it’s what you want. I’ll do anything for you.”

And I couldn’t help it; I had to fall back and roll with laughter. Then, the door flew open and Greg saw us all dying from hilarity. His face turned bone-white. I will admit that I felt a bit bad; maybe it wasn’t the nicest trick—but you have to admit that you would probably laugh too. Mean—sure—but honestly, he was too drunk to remember most of it. I’m not convinced he remembered the scene at all.

But that voice box did give me a few rotten little ideas—just silly ideas at first: nothing I actually planned on pursuing. Then, I got some bad news at work.


CHAPTER 2
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“You’re fired, Craig” my boss said to me when I stepped into work that Monday morning.

“What!? Fired? What for!?” I gasped. It was completely out of left field.

“Just get your stuff from your locker and leave, and we won’t make a big deal out of this, okay?”

“Fuck that!” I said, clenching my hands into tight fists. I wasn’t about to fight, but the feeling of my fingernails digging into the palms of my hands helped to stop the head from rising to my face—and maybe it helped to stop me from throwing a punch. “I demand to know why I’m being fired! And I want a severance package. I’ve been here for three years and I’ve been nothing but good for this company. If I don’t get at least fifty grand, I’m going to sue… for a million!”

He rolled his eyes. “Just leave, Craig. I like you enough to keep this from being a big deal. Get out of here.”

“If you like me, why are you firing me?”

“You’re a funny kid. I liked having you around. I like you enough to not call the cops on you.”

“Call the cops!?” I gasped. “What is this about!?”

“I know you’ve been stealing from the register every night. I let it slide a few times, but honestly, it’s just plain wrong.”

I gasped loudly, planting my hands on my hips. “What kind of accusation is that!? I’m getting a lawyer and I’m suing this company—and you personally, for libel… or slander—or both! I can’t believe this!” Now, a crowd of employees was inching closer to hear the fight.

My boss sighed and shook his head. “Craig, we have it on tape. Four different counts of you taking money from the register at the end of your shift. Do you really want me to show you? Just leave, alright? I don’t want to tell my bosses about this, because they will make a point of calling the police. I think you’re a good kid, but you need to work on being less…”

“Less what?” I said, stunned. Did they actually have me on tape stealing? I only did it a couple of times… ten times at the most. It wasn’t my fault though! They were always cutting our pay, using little loopholes to get around giving us overtime. We tried to fight it, but they had a whole team of lawyers on staff to screw us over. They would make us work nine or ten hours, but they managed to call it an eight-hour shift by docking our breaks, our lunch, and they even classified our trips between buildings as ‘transit time’, and in our contracts, we weren’t eligible for pay during transit time. I had to go from the warehouse to the shop ten times a day!

“Less shady,” said my now-ex-boss.

“Shady!?” I said. “So I took a few twenties from the register—which you honestly owed me, and you know it—how does that make me shady?”

“There was also that one time…” he said.

“What time?”

“When you filmed the new girl.”

I felt my face turning red. “Why are you bringing that up? We dealt with that.”

“You filmed her changing, Craig,” he groaned. “And then I found you you tried to sell the footage to a porn website. You’re lucky you were fired and arrested for that.”

“You’re leaving out a very important detail of that story, and you know it,” I growled. “She was into it.”

“So you say.”

“I met her at a party before she came to work here!” I snapped. It was true; this time, I wasn’t lying. “She was into that voyeur stuff! And she knew that I was filming her. She put on a show, and I knew that she would be into the idea of that tape being online. She was a real slut, Owen—I’m telling you.”

He sighed and shook his head. “Well, you filmed it during work, and she was changing into a work uniform, complete with company logos.”

“It was an honest mistake.” I smiled with rosy cheeks.

“Just get your stuff and leave, Craig. Please; I’m trying to make this as painless as possible.”

I groaned and squirmed and bit down hard on my tongue—and then I marched over to my locker, grabbed my things, and I left, refusing to look back as he watched me exit the property—possibly to make sure that I didn’t steal anything or cause any property damage. I knew I couldn’t put up a fight; I didn’t think that camera above the cash register was actually recording; I thought it was one of those dummy cameras you can buy for five bucks online, to scare new employees from slacking off.

So I was officially unemployed. And the next bad news of the day came when I returned to my apartment, finding a slip of paper under my door. “Rent increase next month: $1,050 due on the first.”

“Are you kidding me?” I groaned. It was the second hike of the year. A year earlier, rent was only $750. The landlord kept telling me that the reason was ‘inflation’, and maybe that was true to an extent, but I knew the real reason was ‘extortion’. There was a rent crisis in the city and he knew that I had nowhere to go. He knew he could fleece me and steal every extra penny that I had, and I wouldn’t be able to put up a fight.

“Well,” I said, falling onto my couch. “I’m properly fucked now.”

And it didn’t take me long to get bad ideas in my head. In high-school, I had a good little scheme going, selling weed to my friends. I got the weed online, delivered to my house, ordered through a black-market site on the deep web. I was the only kid in our school who knew enough about computers to access the deep web, so I was able to make a pretty good racket. In fact, I was making a couple thousand bucks each month with that hustle, before the school caught on and got the police involved and threatened to end my ‘academic career’. “You can’t mess around with this stuff, Craig. You’ve got the grades of a valedictorian,” my principal said to me. “Don’t go down this path. Focus on your studies and you’ll accomplish big things in your life.” And maybe it was true, but we needed the cash.

My dad passed when I was sixteen, and my mom went from being a stay-at-home mother to a Walmart greeter, making nine bucks an hour, spending half of that on gas to get to and from work. We sold our house and moved into a shitty apartment. I had to find a way to help out, and selling dope to kids beat the hell out of making sandwiches at Subway after school every day. The hours were much more flexible as well.

Now, dope was legal and all of my friends knew how to buy it themselves—but I was still the only one in my friend group who knew anything about the dark web. So maybe it was time to go from selling dope to something harder, like meth; something that wasn’t so easy for the average guy to find for cheap. I could already think of a few potential buyers who would pay a good price for it…

But first, I just wanted to draw.

Drawing was my only real hobby. It was my stress-relief. I’d been drawing since before I could remember. In fact, I got a scholarship for a brilliant art school, but I passed up the opportunity because my friends talked me out of it, wanting me to go to a party college with them so we could all bang girls; in retrospect, I should have gone to the art school…

But what would I have done with an art degree? Nobody makes ends meet with art. And I didn’t necessarily want my art to become a business; I didn’t want something sucking the joy out of my one and only hobby.

When I was drawing, I was in zen mode. I could zone out completely and be stress-free for a few hours. When I was particularly stressed, I could draw for intense periods of time without even realizing time was ticking by. That night, I drew for almost eight straight hours, filling pages and pages of my sketchbook. It was a nice escape while it lasted. But then, exhaustion crept up. When I put my sketchbook down, my troubles rushed back to me. I groaned as I went into the shower, back to thinking about how I was going to make ends meet.

If I ended up getting caught selling meth, it wouldn’t be the slap on the wrist that I got when I was caught selling weed. It would mean prison, and prison would mean a massive reduction in future opportunities.

But I needed money…

When I woke up, I had a new comment on my Instagram account, where I occasionally posted my artwork. “Do you have a SuperFans account?”

SuperFans was a website for artists, where fans could pay a bit of money to see artwork that didn’t end up being posted anywhere else. I suppose it was a bit like Patreon or OnlyFans, but it was exclusive to artists. “I don’t have one,” I replied.

But that got me wondering if there was an opportunity. Could I make some money with my artwork?

It wasn’t something I’d ever wanted to do. I hated the idea of making a SuperFans account and then failing; that failure would make me think that my art had no value, and I’m not sure that my ego could handle it… but I really needed money, and right now, I had nothing else.

So that morning, as it poured and poured rain outside, I ventured over to the SuperFans website. I explored it thoroughly, sifting through pages of artists, staring in awe at the amount of money they were making. One girl was making fifteen thousand a month, drawing a couple of pinups every week—nothing special, though the colours were nice. Another girl was making eleven-thousand selling pictures of elf girls; they all looked more-or-less the same. One girl was making nine-grand doing pet portraits.

And then there was a girl making twenty-six thousand per month selling erotic scenes. I gasped as I saw that number. The scenes weren’t overly hardcore: nothing you wouldn’t see in regular pornography, but nothing that took much skill to produce. In fact, her anatomy was questionable, and her line weights were inconsistent, suggesting she lacked basic fundamentals…

But she was making more in a month than I made in a year working at the warehouse. “Son of a bitch,” I whispered under my breath. I wanted to experience money like that. Maybe it was time to monetize my artwork…

But the businessman inside of me couldn’t help but notice one trend: one big difference between the artists making coin and the artists making squat: the successful ones were almost all girls.

I rolled my eyes. I scanned through the comments of the photos and saw that they were all written by simps. In case you don’t know what a ‘simp’ is: a simp is a guy who drools over a woman, throwing her praise and compliments and sometimes money in hopes that she will notice him. These artist girls had whole armies of simps, and I couldn’t help but wonder if they were actually girls… probably not. Pretending to be a girl was probably just good for business.

And I needed some business.

I’d never been a man with strict morals—let’s be real. When it comes to survival, you need to throw your silly morals out the window. I had no qualms fooling people—especially ‘simps’ who would just find some other person to take advantage of them. So that morning, I made myself a SuperFans page. I spent the whole day filling in all of the details, including my banking information. I made an Instagram account and a Twitter account, and linked them all up, to send people to my SuperFans page. But I didn’t use my real name—of course I didn’t use my real name! I didn’t want my parents seeing what I was going to be drawing to make ends meet—and I certainly didn’t want to scare away the simps with the deep pockets.

And that afternoon, I got my first SuperFans subscriber. He signed up for $1/month. When a normal person makes one dollar, they don’t jump for joy, but I did, because I was a businessman deep down—a scuzzy businessman, but a businessman nonetheless.

The subscriber came from Twitter. He found the drawing I made that morning: a girl bent over, spreading her butt cheeks. Sure, it was pornographic, but it was also a bit cute. It wasn’t what I loved drawing, but when it comes to making money, one doesn’t just draw whatever they love to draw; let’s face it: sex sells. And it probably helped that in my Twitter bio, it said something along the lines of, ‘Just a girl who loves drawing… and sex!’ And maybe it helped that I drew myself a little sexy cartoon avatar: blonde hair, sultry eyes, perky titties; my page was designed to attract simps, and it was working.

I woke up to a second SuperFans subscriber: another dollar in the pot. Now, I was up to $2 per month—nothing a normal person would grin ear-to-ear about, but a smart man recognizes growth when he sees it—and that’s the secret to success: constant growth, no matter how small or how slow.

My third subscriber came shortly after I published my second picture on Twitter and Instagram. On those free sites, I put black bars over the naughty-bits. If people wanted to see those intimate details, they needed to pay the subscription fee on SuperFans. I was just copying what the successful girls were doing—and it was working. By the end of the night, I had five subscribers, and one was signed up for the $5 per month tier, which gave them access to all of my videos…

But I didn’t have any. I planned to record my screen and post a sped-up video of me drawing each image. I saw the other girls posting similar content. So now, I needed to whip something up.

When I drew my third picture, I made sure that I was recording my screen. It only took me fifteen minutes to edit the video (cutting out my breaks, where I went to my personal Facebook and checked my personal email). I slapped that video up on SuperFans and was delighted to see one of my dollar-subs upgrading his subscription to five-dollars, just so he could see the video.

When that third night ended, I was up to $25. My smile was big now, though it wasn’t enough to pay any bills; I had to keep at it—and I needed to figure out what I was going to do in the meantime.


CHAPTER 3
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“Can you start tomorrow?” the store manager asked. It was a small furniture store, not far from my apartment. The pay was lousy: minimum wage; but the hours were good: full-time in a store that got almost no traffic.

“I can start today,” I said with a big smile. “As long as you don’t mind me bringing some of my schoolwork in to study when things are quiet.”

“As long as you do everything that needs done around here, you can study all you want,” said the old man who managed the shop. He was a gentle, innocent old man with happy eyes: the kind of man who would have been horrified if he knew that I planned on drawing hardcore pornography cartoons behind that sales desk.

The first week at the shop was rough: horrendously boring, because the old man didn’t yet trust me to keep the shop alone. It didn’t help that I used fake references on my resume, and he actually tried calling them, only to get ‘This number is no longer in service’. I told him that I would get him the updated numbers as soon as I could, but my real plan was to let him forget about it.

I didn’t have any actual references because I’d never actually left a job on good terms. What can I say? Maybe I wasn’t the best employee. I screwed over a restaurant I worked for by walking out in the middle of a Friday-night service; the manager told me that I had to share a big tip I received that night (three-hundred dollars) even though there were no rules saying we had to share tips. Then, I was fired from my next job, working for a big wedding planning company in the city. My job was to help organize bachelorette parties, and one of the bridesmaids of one of the weddings ratted me out after I asked the bride for a blowjob. In my defence, I overheard her telling her friends that she had an open-relationship with her groom-to-be, and his kink was watching her sucking off other guys. “You can film it and send it to him,” I said to her—and she almost agreed to it. I could tell she wanted to suck me—but her friend had to overhear us, and she became instantly outraged, calling my boss right there.

And then there was that other job I had, working on a yacht. That was a good job while it lasted. I got my own room below deck, and my job was to scrub the deck every day, shine handrails, clean windows, and so on; I didn’t mind the labour, even though the hours were brutal. The money was good too, while it lasted. And then I got fired for being ‘transphobic’.

I’m not transphobic, by the way; it was a legitimate misunderstanding. The new crew member was introduced to me as Jim, so I assumed she identified as a man. She never corrected me the first few times I used the name or the ‘him’ pronoun. What woman goes by Jim? Was her full name Jimetta? Well, apparently she was indeed transgender, male-to-female, and her old name was Jim. Her new name was Jayla, but nobody told me that; I called her Jim for a whole week, and then the captain finally called me in and told me it was enough.

Okay, so he wasn’t firing me then and there; it was just supposed to be a meeting to let me know that I had the name wrong. When they told me that her name was Jim, they had only seen her old ID card; they hadn’t met her yet. So it was a mistake, blah, blah, blah, long story short, it was a big mixup and nobody told me for a week. Well, I got a bit defensive when I was talking to the captain about it. “I knew that she was trans,” I said. “I mean—I could tell that she used to be a boy. She’s not exactly convincing. The five o’clock shadow is a big giveaway—and the shoulders. Wow, those are some big shoulders for a lady. And I thought it was weird that her name was Jim.” I wouldn’t say my comments were transphobic, would you? If a biological woman had the same body, I would have made the same comments… Well, Jim was the captain’s niece, and she was waiting for her new ID to show up in the mail.

So I was sent off the boat that afternoon.

Long story short, it was hard to get a job without references. But the day finally came where the old man trusted me to hold down the shop on my own. When that day came, I pulled out my sketchbook and worked on some new sexy content for my SuperFans page. I drew a picture of a man face-fucking an alien girl. She had four tits, and they were all leaking green alien milk. Yes, it was weird stuff—but the fans loved it. Now, I was up to $100 per month, with forty subscribers. My Twitter had four-hundred followers and my Instagram had three-hundred. I was getting a dozen comments each day, and I made sure to sound like a chick when I replied. “You’re so sweet,” I would say with plenty of heart-emojis. And then there were the private messages. After replying to them, the men would quickly fall in love with me. “I’d love to see a picture of you,” they would say.

“I’m shy,” I would reply.

“I bet you’re extremely beautiful,” they would say. Or sometimes they would be more blunt and say, “I bet you’re fucking sexy as hell.”

And I got one guy to sign up for $20 per month by sending him a quick sketch of my female persona giving him a blowjob. He liked it so much, he left a fifty-dollar tip.

I kept that job at that shop for longer than any job I’d ever kept before: six long months, working five—and sometimes six—days each week. I created two or three pieces of art every day. I got new SuperFans subscribers every single day. I watched that monthly figure grow and grow and grow, growing along with the smile on my face. Finally, once I saw my monthly earnings on that website reach two-thousand dollars per month, I decided to leave that job…

Okay, so I didn’t decide to leave. I would have stayed there for the extra income, but the old man finally caught me. I was taking a bathroom break when a customer came in and saw my sketchbook opened on the counter. It didn’t help that I was drawing a woman being fucked by a thick tentacle in what appeared to be a scene lacking consent… it was a private commission for one of my top-paying SuperFans supporters. The customer took a photo and showed the old man who ran the shop (they were apparently friends). I was fired immediately, though I honestly think it was an overreaction.

But I didn’t really care. Now, I had SuperFans money, and that page was still growing. It was enough to make ends meet. It was enough that I didn’t have to dread the thought of slapping together a resume full of fake experience and phoney references; I didn’t need to find some soul-sucking retail job, and I didn’t have to wash dishes, and I didn’t have to flip burgers.

I just had to draw pornographic images and pretend like I was a girl so that men would throw their money at me; it wasn’t such a bad gig. And I had ideas to make it even better.

I’d been closely watching the tremendously successful girls. They were good at converting those $1 subscribers into $5, $10, and $20 subscribers. They offered videos—not just time-lapses, but videos of them talking. Hell, some of those videos had nothing to do with drawing at all! People just wanted to watch the girls talk, all dolled up… but some girls didn’t even show themselves.

I found a couple of girls who were using animated cartoons to talk for them. I found out how they did it too: using software that was surprisingly cheap. You could draw a character, draw a dozen mouth shapes and a few facial expressions, and program it to mimic you.

It was fun to mess around with the free trial of the software… Okay, so it wasn’t a free trial; I illegally downloaded a pirated version of the software, but in my defence… everyone does it.

It wasn’t much use to me, because I was pretending to be a woman, and I wasn’t actually a woman. I couldn’t actually record my voice because I didn’t have a woman’s v—

I remembered the voice box that we messed around with at the party. My eyes lit up as I thought of all the possibilities. I could take this whole role-playing scheme to the next level. I could take my video content to whole new heights, getting all of those one-dollar subscribers to increase their monthly spending. I could possibly double my income in a matter of a couple of months!

But first, I needed one of those voice boxes.

As I mentioned earlier, they were illegal to own. A few bad eggs had used them to create fake voice recordings, messing with criminal investigations, blackmailing individuals, and so on. The technology was smart; the really advanced voice boxes could mimic any particular person if you had enough recorded speech for it to work with; I didn’t need a fancy device—just one that could make me sound like a convincing woman.

I went online. The things had been illegal since 2028—so it had been a long, long time since they’d made any new ones. I found one for sale on the dark web for $150. It was an old model, and the seller was upfront when he said that some of the impressions didn’t work. “What about the girl impression?” I asked.

“There are four different ones. Three still work,” he said to me.

I offered him $120, and he took it. It was en-route to me later that afternoon. It took three days to reach me, but that gave me plenty of time to make a great sexy ‘puppet’ that used my webcam to analyze my movements: body and mouth. I could make her bat her eyelashes by blinking. I could make her blow kisses. I could make her wink and giggle. And my voice box was perfect; the voices were super sexy. There was one with a British accent and two with American accents. I went with a nice southern-girl accent; it was cutesy and sexy at the same time, and it went nicely with my character.

When I drew my next piece of art for the site, I recorded my screen and made sure my ‘puppet’ was there, narrating as I went along. I will admit that I felt silly at first, and I was a bit embarrassed when I uploaded it, thinking people might find it off-putting in some way—but they loved it.

Overnight, dozens of one-dollar subs became five and ten-dollar subs. The voice box had already paid itself off, and I was just getting started.

Over the next six months, business boomed. I reached great heights, finally hitting that ten-thousand per month milestone on the day of my one-year anniversary on SuperFans. And the satisfaction was amazing. I felt so grateful that I was fired from that terrible warehouse job; had I not been caught stealing from the register, I would have continued working there, and I would have never created that SuperFans page. Now, I was making way more money than ever before. And it was right at the start of that awful year, 2036, when the economy crashed all over the world. I know I don’t have to go into detail with you about what happened (I’m sure you’re just as sick of hearing about it as me), but I had some job security while the rest of the world was scrambling to make ends meet.

Apparently, people still want porny cartoons when they’re struggling to put food on the table. I guess the carnal urges are stronger than I realized. My income took a small hit; I probably lost ten-percent of my subscriber base, but it wasn’t enough to worry me. I had a great thing going, making those videos with that cartoon girl avatar, filtering my voice through that box, drawing those lewd images for half the day and spending the other half of the day flirting with men in my DMs, convincing them to leave nice tips, convincing them to subscribe to my top tier. It sounds like a lot, but it really wasn’t so much work; I could churn out a fully-finished drawing in about four hours. I spent two hours ‘marketing’, which was mostly just flirting with guys…

No—it wasn’t flirting. I wasn’t flirting with men. I was… cat-fishing them.

Is it illegal? It’s a grey-area. I could have easily argued that when I was online, I identified as a woman, and that I really was a bubbly girl from some southern state in my head. I can’t help that the men were sending me their money; it’s not like I was blackmailing them; I wasn’t using that voice box to create recordings of them badmouthing their bosses, and I wasn’t threatening to release their identities. I would just say things like, “I really like talking to you, but my rent is due and I don’t have the money to pay for it, so I really need to go out and find a commission.”

“I’ll commission you!” they would say in a snap. Or sometimes, they would just offer up the money with no expectations… well, no artistic expectations, anyway; they always expected something—and that something was usually in the form of conversation.

“I’d love to see a picture of you,” said one man. His name was Kevin and he was one of my early subscribers; he sent me messages every day—and lots of cash, because he was convinced that I was living in some slum apartment, struggling to make ends meet (I changed a setting on the SuperFans website so it would hide how much I made from everyone but me). Kevin told me things about himself that he’d never told anyone. “I don’t know why, but I just feel like I can trust you,” he said to me. He told me about being abused by his father and he told me about fooling around with boys at summer camp when he was a kid. I usually replied with short responses, not wanting to waste too much time on a single person, but it was a tough balance, keeping him happy so he would keep sending me cash, while working all the other guys who were constantly dinging up my inbox.

Okay, so I was a catfish. Maybe it was more like four hours messaging guys and two hours making artwork. Honestly, I was probably getting more money in ‘tips’ than I was from subscription fees. It was remarkably easy, talking those desperate men into giving me cash! Now I understood why there were hardly any men making big money on that website; poor suckers, with too much pride to pretend to be a woman, desperate to make a name for themselves while making pennies… I wasn’t there to impress anyone; I didn’t have any reservations—though it’s not like I was about to go bragging to all of my friends that I was a very successful catfish.

It was going to stay a secret, though keeping it a secret wasn’t so easy, especially when I rolled up to the bar in my new Jaguar. Well, it wasn’t new, but it was worth much more than my friends all thought that I was making. And then they were all scratching their heads when I had them come over to help me move out of that old apartment, into a nice top-floor suite in a nice part of town.

I didn’t exactly save a lot of money; I’d never been a big saver. My parents hoarded their money and lived like sad peasants, refusing to spend a dime, eating terrible food, never enjoying their lives; I didn’t want to be like that. So every month, when I got my SuperFans payout, I went out. I would order a nice steak and the best scotch. I bought myself nice clothes and a nice watch. Girls thought that I was some up-and-coming movie star, and they loved the ‘mystery’ when I told them that I couldn’t tell them where my wealth came from. My friends wanted to hang out with me all the time, because I would buy them drinks whenever they threatened to end the night early.

Look, I never claimed to be good with money; money just wasn’t that important to me. I wanted to live life to the fullest, so I spent what came out of my hard work. I upgraded my computer and drawing tablet. I made my home office into something like a spa, complete with a foot massager and massage chair. I bought an expensive sound system so I could listen to crisp music while I worked. I never cooked; I ordered out from my favourite restaurants every night—and sometimes for lunch too.

I know what you’re thinking, because most people think the same thing: Craig, you’re an idiot. Sure, a smart guy would save that cash, maybe to buy a house or to have some retirement savings. But I guess I’ve just never considered myself a smart guy. Guys like me roll their eyes at the guys who suffer for decades just so that they can live in their ‘golden years’. I wanted to live while I was young. Different strokes for different folks.

And yes, I will admit a few things to you, since I’ve already admitted this much. I spent some of that money on cocaine. I spent some money on LSD and ecstasy. I partied, though I wouldn’t say I ever got too carried away. I slept with some beautiful women. I paid to have sex with some women who were way out of my league. Am I proud of it? No. Do I regret it? Absolutely not.

Life was good. Life was stress free. Life was exactly what I wanted it to be… until I got that email.
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SuperFans had been involved in some legal issues after some guy impersonated some famous guy or something—I never looked into it too much, but I noticed it on my phone’s news app a few times. Well, long story short, they were changing their terms of service, and a few new updates were coming. One of those updates was very, very relevant to me. “This isn’t good…” I whispered.

I spent that whole day reading through the new terms—something I’d never done before—trying to find some sort of loophole, or maybe some way to be exempt, or grandfathered into the old rules. I even tried emailing the customer service rep that usually dealt with me when I had issues. But they weren’t allowing any exceptions. “It’s very simple. Just call our video-call line and have your ID ready. Hold up your ID next to your face while one of our reps confirms your account details are correct.”

“But—But what if I use a stage name?” I replied.

“Unfortunately, our new transparency rules don’t allow for stage names. You can still use the stage name, but you will also have to post your proper name on your page. The whole process takes less than ten minutes; it won’t take long.”

But I couldn’t have my real name posted on that website—and not just because I was posting pornographic content.

“I can’t have my real name linked to my content,” I told the rep honestly in an email. “There must be some other option!”

“I’m sorry. We’re still allowing adult content, however—especially with adult content—we have to ensure that identities aren’t being stolen.”

I guess that lawsuit really left them shaken up.

I paced around my apartment. My account was going to be shut down, along with every other account that couldn’t verify its identity. They weren’t releasing funds to anyone who didn’t go through with the process. They assured me the video call wouldn’t be recorded, but I just couldn’t let my real identity out, or I would lose at least ninety-percent of my income in a matter of days. “This cannot be happening,” I groaned.

I looked into other websites that offered similar services, including OnlyFans—but I had no idea how I could get my fanbase to move over. I knew I would lose at least half—maybe more—and I really couldn’t afford to lose much. In a few months, I’d created a fairly expensive lifestyle for myself. My rent was almost five grand per month. I paid another two grand in bills. The rest went to food and entertainment—and then I was left with nothing. Maybe I could cut down my food costs by a grand each month—maybe entertainment too—but that would still leave me broke in a matter of a month or two.

I checked online in some private groups for SuperFans creators. Many creators were melting down, terrified, unsure of what they were going to do. “I’m going to lose everything,” one man said; he also made pornographic images, and couldn’t stand the thought of his family finding out.

“I can’t believe I’m going to have to move back in with my parents,” cried another user, who also made adult images. If I were them, I would have just been honest with my family. “Sorry, I’m a degenerate,” I would have said to them, and then I would go on with my life.

But my issue was beyond my family; I cared a little bit about what my family thought, but if my fans knew my identity, then I would no longer have fans. And there was no sense in ‘coming out’ to my family if I didn’t even have the fanbase to show for it. “What a fucking disaster,” I groaned.

And then I had the idea of using Photoshop to make a fake ID. I could hold it up next to my face. I could have a wig and some makeup on… No—that wouldn’t work. They were almost certainly going to be scanning the ID codes, and if mine came up as a fake, they would terminate my account on the spot.

Ugh. I’d been in this position before: facing unemployment, unsure of where I would go from here. But this was worse than before; this time, I had huge bills that needed to be paid. This time, there weren’t jobs to run to; the economy was in shambles (I don’t need to remind you about what happened in 2036). I was essentially facing homelessness and bankruptcy.

I remembered all of those jobs that I wasn’t able to hold down; I should have seen this coming. I’d gone through a dozen jobs in just a few years, so I’m not sure why I assumed this one would stick forever. I shouldn’t have rented that suite, and I shouldn’t have bought that fancy car. What was I thinking?

I thought about going back into yachting; at least that job came with room and board. But I probably couldn’t get a job in that industry, now that I had that reputation, after calling Jayla Jim for a whole week. Why didn’t she just tell me that her name was Jayla? How hard would it have been to say, ‘Sorry, my new ID hasn’t come yet, but I actually go by Jayla now.’

I paused in my apartment kitchen… “New ID,” I whispered under my breath.

That was it!

I didn’t need to out myself to my fans. I just needed to tell them my real name… but I could legally change my legal name! I didn’t have to tell my friends or family members that I was changing my legal name.

Then, I could hold up my new ID with my new name, with a picture of my face.

I went back to the SuperFans email with all the new requirements. Okay, so maybe it was a bit more complicated than just changing my name. I would also have to change the M on my ID into an F—but that was easy; I just had to tell them that I identified as a woman. And if they were going to buy it, I would have to go in wearing a dress and some makeup: a few minutes of humiliation… but there was a lot of cash on the table, and a few minutes of embarrassment was well worth tens of thousands of dollars—six figures every year!

I had to act fast. I had one week. I called city hall and asked how long it would take to get a new ID. They could do a rush order for $100, with a three-day turnaround. That gave me a bit of buffer space to get my scheme together.

I found the wig at Value Village for nine bucks. It was a long brunette costume wig with loose curls. Did the hair look realistic? Not entirely, but that was irrelevant. In the same store, I managed to slap together a perfectly fine outfit for twenty bucks: a pair of flats that fit, a knee-length skirt, a sports bra that could be stuffed with socks or water balloons, and a tight top that seemed generic enough: something that a girl would actually wear.

There was a whole section of makeup supplies in little plastic bags. I grabbed a few random ones, seeing as they were only five bucks each. I didn’t know what I needed; I just knew that I needed stuff.

The trip cost me under fifty bucks and took me less than an hour. I was grinning when I spread everything out on my kitchen counter. I shook my head and rolled my eyes. “This is too easy,” I said.

Meanwhile, my laptop was dinging: one of those forums was active with doom-and-gloomers, whining about the end of their career because of the new transparency policy. Some people just don’t know how to adapt. Some people are just hopeless: scared little sheep, so easy to push around and manipulate. Then there are people like me: people who can adapt to any situation; you could throw a guy like me out of a plane window, onto some remote island, and by the end of the month, I would probably have my own coconut stand. No—I’d never been the most successful person, but I always survived. I could always scrap my way back into the game.

“Oh, hello. I didn’t see you there,” I said in a girly voice to my reflection. I’d done a bit of practising with that voice. My old voice box worked better when it was fed feminine inflections; it took some pressure off of the processor, not having to add those inflections through generation. And when I made my voice a bit higher, it took a bit more pressure off of the machine.

It was a glitchy, old machine, and if I spoke too deeply, or too quickly, it could crackle and sound like a confused robot. The closer I could make my natural voice to that feminine voice, the less work it had to do, and the less glitchy it was. I was planning to purchase a newer one eventually…

Now, I couldn’t rely on that voice box, but it didn’t really matter. I didn’t have to sound convincing for the people at city hall to believe me when I said that I identified as a woman; it just had to seem like I was trying.

Maybe I wasn’t trying too hard. I could have spent a thousand dollars on a nice wig and hundreds on an outfit that fit me like a glove. I could have spent days in front of the computer screen, watching video tutorials on how to speak more feminine. I could have put more effort into my gait, into my mannerisms, into this and that. But I knew that city hall wasn’t going to question me, as long as it seemed like I could potentially become offended if they looked at me wrong.

I had to decide on a name. I decided to go with something somewhat gender-neutral, just in case I did have to apply for some normal job in the future. Riley was the name I went with; I’d met girls and boys with the name. I laughed, thinking that my legal name was going to be different; it was a surreal thought, though it really made no difference at all.

Then, I walked up to my door. I took a deep breath. I still had a smirk on my face.

I’m sure you’re thinking that I was afraid or embarrassed: terrified someone would see me, or that someone would get some idea or another in their head. On the contrary: my biggest fear was that I would burst into a fit of laughter. This was hilarious. This was so ridiculous, exposing the lunacy of the modern world. Is this really all a man has to do to have his identity legally modified? A trip to Value Village and fifty bucks?

I looked ridiculous. I didn’t know how to put on makeup, and the clothes didn’t fit great; none of that mattered. Because I was right: those government officials didn’t dare to question me. “How, uh, would you like us to identify your gender?” the man behind the counter asked.

“Female,” I said firmly, and then he checked the F-box. That was it. He processed the application and told me to check my mailbox in three days. So three days later, I made that video call to SuperFans, holding up my ID. I was wearing that makeup again; this time I did a bit of a better job. It was a five-minute video call. They made me turn my head. They made me speak. They made me say aloud, “My name is Riley Kehoe. My address is 55 Burlington Drive, Suite number 702. I am the rightful owner of the SuperFans account, FoxGirlDraws.”

That day, all of my fans learned that FoxGirlDraws’s real name was Riley Kehoe. Within an hour, I had twenty messages. “I can’t find you on Facebook. I want to add you!”

“I don’t have Facebook,” I lied.

“Hi Riley,” said another guy. “Do you have TikTok? We should connect.”

“Sorry, I don’t,” I lied.

But really, nothing was different. I was still cat-fishing guys on the internet, convincing them to give me money every month. And it wasn’t illegal, because I was offering a product; they were technically paying for my artwork, even though I knew they were there for me. In fact, business only got better after that month, because so many other adult-content artists left the platform, vanishing entirely as other websites rolled out similar policies. Many of their fans found me. And I just smiled.

Everything was perfect—until I got the next email from SuperFans.
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“Are you fucking kidding me!?” I yelled—and I nearly threw my computer against the wall. It was starting to seem like they were determined to end my account. I was half-convinced that some SuperFans employee was hell-bent on chasing me away from the website. I mean—I did see the interview with the SuperFans CEO, and they did ask him about all of the pornographic content on the website. “We’re working hard to make SuperFans a safe space for users of all ages,” he said: a vague answer that suggested they were planning to purge pornographic content.

But it’s not so simple with art. What’s considered pornographic? An artist can easily argue that their work is just their own expression, and by deeming it ‘pornographic’, they’re being silenced… or something like that. Well, let’s face it: the website was making most of its money from users like me. All of the top users were posting pictures for guys to get off to. SuperFans would pitter into nothingness without users like me, just like what happened to Ultra in 2031, or PeekaBook in ’33.

I phoned customer service, and spent an hour on hold because I refused to speak to an AI representative. “Thank you for calling SuperFans customer service. This is Helena speaking.”

“I just got this email,” I said. “Please explain to me why I have to change my avatar—and why I can’t use an animated persona in my videos.”

“Use of fake personas can be misleading to SuperFans customers.”

“I make art videos!” I snapped. “The persona is… a character! It’s a fucking animation channel and it’s hosted by an animated character.”

“Your page is listed under art and tutorials,” she said to me.

“So?”

“We require real personalities with video content,” she explained in a dry tone. “It’s part of an initiative to reduce bot-generated content on our platform. Over the past six months, AI-generated content has flooded video streaming websites, and AI-generated art has overwhelmed gallery websites. We no longer allow AI or bot generated content on our platform.”

“I’m not a bot, and I’m not AI. I did the video thing, with my ID and my face. Wasn’t that enough?”

“Unfortunately, we had to take additional measures to ensure the quality of the content being posted to SuperFans.”

“So, let me guess: a few bad eggs spoiled this for everyone?”

The AI-generated art was a real problem, and it was a problem everyone knew about (including yourself, so I’m not sure why I’m bothering to explain it—but just in case you started living under a rock around the year 2028…). Maybe of the AI art generators don’t actually create anything—depending on your definition of creation; they simply access a massive database of existing art (without using the permission of the artists), and it bashes photos together to satisfy the inputted prompt. Different filters are slapped onto it to make it look unison. Some of the AI platforms claim not to do this, but many have been caught: artists recognizing their own art in the generated content, and even the odd signature accidentally making into the ‘artwork’.

And, of course, websites hosting this artwork want to avoid any liability. Grumpy artists with deep pockets and access to lawyers… I can’t say I blame SuperFans for banning the shit, but to accuse me of potentially being AI myself!? “Can’t you just have an employee review my account—a real employee, not some bot? You can just watch my content and see that it’s not AI generated. I literally draw in real-time.”

“We did have your account reviewed,” she said to me. “We were unable to determined whether you were using AI software or not.” Her voice was blunt and unforgiving. “Our voice detection software flagged your videos as possibly containing a modulated voice, and there was no actual footage of a real human drawing, suggesting it could potentially be AI-software.”

I fell down on my couch. I had to be careful now—she wasn’t bullshitting me; they really had reviewed my account, and it sounded like they had a whole file going on me. And I really wasn’t supposed to own that voice box; they were very illegal to own, as I’ve pointed out many times, and as you already knew before even starting to read my story. So I had to proceed with caution; I had a feeling this conversation was being recorded and was going to end up being a piece of evidence in the next review of my account.

This was my only source of income; without it, I was homeless. And it didn’t help that I was now talking to the rep with my normal voice, already giving myself away. I’m not sure the ice under my feet could possibly get any thinner before breaking.

“Okay,” I said. “I—I’ll address the issues and resubmit my account for review.”

After I got off the phone, I noticed that my page was down. ‘This profile is current unavailable,’ it said.

“That bitch,” I groaned; I knew she had the page taken down, probably after hearing my male voice. I should have used that voice box for the phone call. What was I thinking? I didn’t realize they were seriously reviewing me, looking for any excuse to take me out.

But I hadn’t broken any rules. It’s not like it said anything in their terms about not being allowed to use a voice box—until recently. Yes, they could update their terms on a whim, but they had to give me a grace period to adapt!

My account wasn’t banned; it had just been disabled until I removed all of my content containing the puppet narrator—and everything containing my female voice… so almost everything. All that was left was the hi-resolution artwork pictures.

Very, very few people were there for the artwork. By the end of the day, I had the account back up and running; thankfully, they reviewed it all very quickly… unfortunately, it didn’t take long for the ‘supporters’ to end their support.

I scrambled to carry out some damage control, messaging users, getting extra-flirty, spending hours and hours typing out messages to keep them engaged. They all wanted to know where all of the content went. “I’ll be making new stuff,” I promised, but I had no idea how I was going to do it—and it didn’t help that SuperFans sent me yet another new email: “Starting Monday, we will require all users to use a photo of themselves as a profile photo. This will help to give SuperFans supporters an authentic experience.”

Yeah, authentic my ass—they were just trying their best to get rid of me, trying their best to tank their own platform. I wasn’t about to go down without a fight.

I’d always been stubborn. In school, every teacher I ever had told me that I was too stubborn for my own good—and every principal, and even every school nurse. Yes, I was stubborn. I knew when I was right, and I didn’t like it when people told me that I wasn’t right. Now, their attempts to purge me just wanted me to overtake their platform even more. Now, I wanted to be the biggest and brightest page on their website. I wanted to be up on their trending page every single day (and I’d been up there many times before). I wanted to be like a flea infestation that they just couldn’t get rid of.

So I had to think. How could I meet their new (and ever-changing) criteria? I had to come up with a profile photo…

I went to one of those AI-generation websites. They had hundreds of them for creating fake personas: photo bashing tiny details from a thousand faces to create a whole new person… I came up with a sexy little minx with long brown hair; she looked a lot like the silly picture on my ID… but I had a bad feeling that the image contained some evidence that it was fake—maybe somewhere in the metadata. I couldn’t take any more chances; I knew that I was one little misstep away from losing my account and losing my livelihood.

So I scrapped the AI photo. I paced around my apartment. I looked out the window, at all of the people on the street. So many of them were desperate for work, desperate for food, desperate for cash to support their families… So I went out, hoping to find a girl with long brown hair: someone who looked enough like that photo on my ID. I just needed to get a selfie, and then I could figure out the rest later. I just had to keep my account running.

I walked the streets for hours. I came across two girls who looked convincing enough—but they both ignored me when I approached them; they didn’t even look at me as they turned and darted to the other side of the road. “Fuck,” I groaned. So I kept trying; I kept hunting down a model for my page. I could pay her a few hundred bucks. Maybe I could even hire her to narrate my videos for me; I could sacrifice some of my income and we could be a persona together…

But I couldn’t find anyone, and now, the sun was going down.

I ended up back in my apartment, feeling defeated. I fell onto my couch and groaned loudly. Maybe I just needed to take my chances with the AI…

And then I wondered: could I just take the photo of myself?

All of my fans would see that photo; if I looked ridiculous, like I did in my ID, then they would all instantly unsubscribe. I would lose 95% of my income overnight. At least I would still have my account though… right?

But what if I could look… half-decent? Maybe I could tweak the lighting. Maybe I could figure out a way so that my makeup could make me look cute enough from some specific angle. And hey—they never said that I couldn’t touch myself up in Photoshop. Nobody said there were rules against tweaking a few things here and there…

I went to my bathroom and dug out those old makeup supplies that I found at Value Village. I found that old wig. I found that old top. Then, I spent the next four hours in front of the mirror.

Yes—your read that right: four hours. I stood there until 1:00 AM, applying makeup, wiping it off, and then applying it again. Sure, some of that time was spent watching makeup tutorials on my phone—but it was mostly spent drawing on my face with eyeliner pens and trying out various shades of eyeshadow. With each attempt, I felt like I was getting a little bit closer: and a little bit more confident that this stupid plan was going to work.

And by 1:00 AM, I really didn’t look half-bad. I even caught myself grinning after I puckered my lips, modelling a little pose in the mirror.

I had to laugh; I made a few ‘sacrifices’ to make the look work. I used my tweezers to shape my eyebrows. Now, they had a feminine curve, thin in that trendy sort of way. I was going to be stuck with those eyebrows for a while. Oh well—it was a small price to pay.

But I picked the right gloss, making my lips look plump and girly. The eyeliner made my eyes look bigger, and bigger eyes are just naturally girlier for whatever reason. I got a tip from one online video: a way to apply blush to make the cheekbones appear higher, which is apparently a very distinct female quality (something I didn’t know, but the effect was convincing).

So you can see why it took four long hours. There were so many tiny details to consider. I also had to take a razor to my chest—not that I had a lot of chest hair, but I wasn’t about to scare off my fans with the few wispy hairs that I had creeping up towards my neck.

I blew kisses at the mirror. I spent many, many minutes inspecting myself from all angles. The wig wasn’t ideal; it looked fake, but I was sure that I could make it work with the right light and the right angle.

“Well, fuck me,” I said, shaking my head. “I really don’t look too bad!”

I was grinning, blushing, hands planted on my hips. I felt strangely accomplished. No—I shouldn’t say I felt strangely accomplished; I felt perfectly accomplished. They wanted to take me down and I wasn’t giving them the satisfaction. Maybe they knew that I was a man pretending to be a woman and they didn’t like that, and maybe they thought that I had too much pride to get dolled up and expose myself to thousands of people—but quite the contrary! I had too much pride to let them win—too much pride to let them take me out.

I took one hundred photos and picked the best one. Hell—it was actually a damned good photo. I stared at it for a while (and some of the other ones weren’t so bad either); I looked kind of hot in that picture! There was something about my eyes: a sultry, seductive look that made me blush all over. Who knew I could look like that? I had the jawline for it too—and that blush trick really did wonders for making me passable.

I took a few more photos, trying out some new poses, some new looks, some new lighting. It was 3:00 AM when I finally yawned and realized that I’d been awake for nearly twenty-four hours. I needed to get some sleep. I needed to pick a photo and stick with it; I had tons of good options to choose from.

So I picked a shot of me blowing a kiss; I didn’t even need to run it through Photoshop. Now, SuperFans had nothing on me; I was following all of their terms. I was in the clear. And when Monday rolled around, ten thousand accounts were wiped from their servers—but mine wasn’t one of them. I was still up and running—still fighting… but still losing subscribers every day because I no longer had video content.

To make matters worse, the subscribers who stuck around were lowering their monthly contribution, back down to that one-dollar tier, because now, all of my content was available to the one-dollar tier. In just a few days, I went from making ten-grand per month to six-grand. It wasn’t enough to survive with my bills. I needed to get that income back if I wanted to stay in my place, which meant I needed to produce some video content.

I tried making some videos without me in them: just quiet real-time drawings, recording my computer screen: nothing against the terms, but nothing to get anyone excited either. My drawing skill had improved a ton over the past year, but that didn’t seem to matter. The new videos actually lost me subscribers. One comment summed up why: “Is this what you’re going to be posting from now on? I can get this for free on VidShare.”

I groaned. By the end of that next week, I was down to forty-five-hundred, and it was dropping steadily. The only new subscribers I was getting were joining for a buck, just so they could message me directly, “Is that really you in that profile photo? You’re hot!” They just wanted to hit on me: a reminder that nobody was ever really there for my artwork. I didn’t even need to be drawing sexy images; I could have been drawing boats; I could have been drawing trees; I could have been drawing nothing but rock doodles—nobody was there for the art.

Did it hurt? A little bit. It was something I always knew deep down, but I couldn’t let it get to me. It’s not like I was drawing anything that I was passionate about. But there were a few drawings that I was quite proud of… Nobody cared.

They were there for me, and it had been weeks since I’d given them a piece of me; that profile photo was all they got, and that profile photo apparently wasn’t worth ten-thousand bucks on its own.

I started to feel a sense of dread: a harsh reality washing over me. I’d spent months trying to delay my demise, but it really did seem more and more inevitable with each passing day. And whoever was running SuperFans was apparently just as stubborn as me. “We won’t be removing your account, however, because of the adult content that you post, we will no longer be able to feature your account on our page, and it won’t be searchable through the search feature. New users will need a direct link to your page to sign up.”

“It’s artwork!” I snapped back.

“Anything containing exposed breasts or genitals, or containing sexual themes (including masturbation and/or penetration) is now strictly considered adult content.”

I was fighting with an AI rep, and they wouldn’t let me through to speak to a real rep. I guess they wanted me to make a better case for myself before I could plead to a real person.

They really wanted to take me out, and I was close to quitting. I’d never been so close to giving up before. I didn’t often lose fights, but now, I was fighting a billion-dollar corporation, and I was just a scuzzy catfish, trying to skirt through the tiny gaps in the terms of service. “Fuckers,” I groaned, and then I hung up the phone.

I spent the rest of that day removing each and every post that I’d ever made. If I couldn’t be found in the search, then I was toast. Sure, I got the odd subscriber from Twitter and Instagram—but if people couldn’t search me, there would be no real growth. Ninety-percent of my subscribers came to me when I made the trending page, or when someone simply searched for artists who drew in my style.

I fell onto my couch, which was quickly turning into the couch of despair: my landing spot whenever that sense of hopelessness washed over me. My email dinged; I got an email every time someone subscribed or unsubscribed—that particular ding was an unsubscribe; I didn’t even have to check to know, because they were almost all unsubscribes.

I was getting tired of fighting the system that was apparently determined to take me out…

But I had one last fight in me. The other option was, after all, being bankrupt and homeless. So I set up a little DIY tripod for my phone. I dragged all of my lamps into the room and tried to make it as ‘well-lit’ as possible. Then, I went off to Value Village to see what I could get for a hundred bucks.
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Ibought six dresses, two skirts, two blouses, two sweaters, a set of chokers (to hide the Adam’s apple), a few new makeup supplies, some costume jewelry, prescription-free glasses, a pair of heels, two bras and a bralette, and some panties. Why the panties? Well, a couple of the dresses were very tight, so I needed to put something on underneath—and my boxers were too baggy to work.

“Buying for your girlfriend?” the woman behind the desk asked with somewhat of an accusatory smile; I could tell that she knew the clothes were for me; I think the eyebrows gave me away.

“None of your damn business,” I said, and then I took my new haul home.

I wasn’t going to let anyone make me feel embarrassed; I was surviving while many people weren’t. I was clinging onto my life. And just to put things into perspective, the parking lot of that Value Village was completely full of campers: people pitching tents because they couldn’t afford to rent even a small apartment. The city was full of campers, and many of them had kids. It was hard not to feel guilty walking by those camps, seeing those shivering little faces. Their parents couldn’t even find jobs at cafes, while I was doing just fine cat-fishing boys on the internet.

Sure, call me the scum of the Earth, but I was surviving.

And now… now might be the best time to come clean about something. You’ve probably been wondering why I needed so much money to live. Well, I wasn’t quite honest earlier when I said that I was entitled to an expensive lifestyle; I mean—yes, I liked the finer things in life, like anyone, but every month, I sent three-thousand dollars to my ex. I probably should have mentioned to you that I had a kid with a girl when I was a teenager.

It was your classic high-school oopsie-baby. I knocked her up in the girl’s locker room. We tried dating but didn’t get along at all; we were always at each other’s throats. We decided we were better off apart. I figured she would find a nice guy with a good job; she was a cute girl, though a bit crazy. But she stayed single; the kid probably didn’t help her out much. She flunked out of the twelfth-grade; the kid probably didn’t her her out much there either. She had no diploma, no man… I felt bad for her. So yeah, I sent her most of the money that I made. I didn’t have to; I didn’t owe her alimony. In fact, she tried to get an alimony agreement set up when the baby was born, but because I was just seventeen, the judge determined that I wasn’t liable. I guess that’s how it works.

She moved across the country, taking the kid with her. My God, I missed that little guy so much, but she moved to a small town to be close to her grandparents, and there were no jobs in that small town—nothing for hundreds of miles—so if I tried to move closer, it would mean no money for them. I stayed in the city where I could make good money, so I could send cash every month. And when I stole that money from he register, it was because the little guy needed lung surgery that wasn’t covered by health care for whatever stupid reason. They needed money, so I stole it.

I’m not sure why I didn’t tell you sooner; I guess I was worried you would think that I was some sort of scumbag child-abandoner. If I could have been closer to the kid, I would have been—but it wasn’t that simple.

Seeing those sad faces in those tent cities made me think of my son, who I hadn’t seen in three years. My heart hurt. But I needed that reminder. I needed that little push to keep me going.

As soon as I got home, I started getting myself dolled up. It didn’t take quite as long this time, even though every detail needed to be perfect. I must have drank ten cups of tea, keeping my throat moist while I practised speaking into my phone’s recorder app, trying to master sounding like a woman. A few online tutorials went a long way in getting those little inflections just right.

I’m not sure I’d ever been so determined in my life. Everything was on the line. I only had enough money to live for a month or two at the most, so I only had that much time to build my audience back up. I needed video content—and lots of it. And I needed to be in those videos.

It was 6:00 PM when I was finally ready for showtime. Would I pass? That was ultimately up to the fans, but I thought that I looked pretty damn good. This plan was either going to work or crash my whole business in a single video.

But I went ahead. I recorded myself drawing for a full hour, chatting to the camera. I didn’t draw the usual pornographic scene; instead, I drew something that I would have drawn in my sketchbook: a sci-fi scene with some astronauts and a spaceship. I watched the footage twice, making sure there were no outfit malfunctions, no voice slips, no wig shifts.

The footage seemed fine, but the audience would ultimately decide my fate—not me. So with trembling fingers, I pressed publish. And for the first time in weeks, I once again had video material on my page; I had something for those upper tiers. The one-dollar subs only got a thumbnail teaser. And I must say that I looked damn fine in that thumbnail, wearing that black lace bralette and that black skirt. It was a revealing outfit—not something they would let you wear in school, but nothing you wouldn’t see out at some trendy nightclub. I think I pulled it off. In fact, I found myself watching the video a third time, this time for no other reason but to admire myself, admire the fruits of my labour. It was weird, looking cute. It was a feeling unlike any I’d had before…

It was strangely… satisfying.
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One video—that’s all it took to bring eyes back to my page. One video was all it took for my profile to reach the trending page on SuperFans: ten new subscribers overnight, thirty comments, fifty likes. Another ten users upgraded from one-dollar to ten. I couldn’t remember the last time I woke up to such tremendous news; I was used to waking up with emails from SuperFans, threatening to terminate my account for one reason or another.

But now, they had nothing on me! I was doing nothing wrong. I had no sketchy content. I wasn’t even using that old voice box, no pornographic images, no CGI puppet. It was all me, all more-or-less family-friendly, though maybe my outfit was a bit revealing for kids.

SuperFans no longer had any reason to boot me off their website; hell—they didn’t even have a reason to keep me off of their landing page. I was tempted to write customer service an email, with two simple words: ‘I win.’ It really did feel like victory.

Though it wasn’t exactly the victory I would have liked. If I wanted the income to keep coming in, then I needed to keep the content coming. So after showering and eating breakfast, it was time to get dolled up again. I picked out a cute red dress and matching red heels. I spent two hours perfecting my makeup, getting every little detail right. I spoke to the mirror for forty minutes, until that girly voice was second-nature.

Then, I got to work, setting my phone’s camera to record while I sat in that little red dress, drawing on my tablet. I have to say that I was more comfortable this time. I had a better idea of how I looked. I knew my good angles and my bad angles. I knew how my voice sounded, so I was a bit more comfortable speaking up. I was more comfortable turning to look into the lens, making eye-contact with the audience. I knew that I looked convincing. And I suppose it shouldn’t have come as too much of a surprise. One of the reason’s my son’s mother dumped me (there were many reasons) was because she didn’t like that we were roughly the same size, and the same build. “When I borrow my man’s sweater, I want it to hang down to my knees,” she said to me. I can’t say that I know why it mattered, but she had her issues and that’s a whole topic for another book.

I recorded a ninety minute drawing session. I hardly skimmed it before publishing it, happy to have new content to post, to start building up that catalogue again. The comments were exactly what I needed. “Damn, you’re hot!” was the gist of it. My direct mail inbox was instantly flooded with messages from those simps. “I always assumed you were cute, but you’re smoking hot!” said one guy. I blushed before grinning, shaking my head. If only he knew he was complimenting a man.

I’d taken my catfish game to a whole new level. I was good at this. And thanks to my female government-issued ID, the police couldn’t even argue that I was a catfish if they tried, because legally, I was a woman. “This is just too easy,” I grinned later that day, when I saw that I brought in ten new subscribers with my new video: almost a hundred bucks per month back onto my income.

When that month came to an end, I was able to send the usual three-grand to my son’s mother. I had no idea if she was using that money for the boy; I could only hope that it was helping to give him a better life. I sent the money along with a note. “I want to video chat with him soon.” I missed his cute little face.

And it was only two days later when I got the request for a video chat. I had just changed out of my girly outfit and washed off my makeup. So I answered, expecting to see the boy’s face. Instead, I got his scowling mother. I hadn’t seen her in years. Whenever I video-chatted, she made sure that she was out of the room; she never wanted to see me, and quite honestly, I never wanted to see her. We simply didn’t get along. No conversation could last sixty seconds before devolving into a fight.

Now, a word hadn’t been said and it already felt like a fight. “Hi Trace,” I said.

“Where did you get the money, Craig?” she asked with a soft growl.

“What do you mean? I send the same amount every month,” I said. “You’ve never cared before.”

“I’ve been curious,” she said. “And now, I’m just downright suspicious. You’re selling drugs again, aren’t you?”

“I’m not selling drugs!” I said. “Just let me talk to my son.”

“I’m not letting you talk to him until you tell me where this money is coming from.”

“I have a job,” I said.

“Where?”

“At a store. The same store I’ve been at for over a year.” It was a lie, of course.

“What kind of store?” she asked.

“A furniture store,” I said.

“Really?” she said. “Because I called, and they told me that you were fired a long time ago.”

I paused. I had to think about it for a moment; did I ever tell her or our son where I was working? No—I hadn’t mentioned it. So how did she know? “What are you talking about?”

“A friend of mine told me you were working there,” she said. “She bought a chair from you. She told me that you hit on her and everything.”

I tried to think of who her friend could have been. There were a few cute girls who came through the shop when I was working—but that was so long ago. “So you had her spy on me?”

“No, she just told me you were working there. And now, everyone in the country is out of work, but you’re still sending all this money. So I called, to see if it was actually possible that you could be making this kind of cash in this economy—”

“—This really isn’t your business, Trace,” I said. “Yes, I was fired from that store, but I got a job at another store; it’s not a big deal and it’s none of your business.”

“You’re lying. I know you, Craig, and I can tell when you’re lying to me!”

“Just let me talk to my boy,” I growled. I was clenching my hands into fists now; I didn’t need this. She couldn’t just stop her son from seeing her dad.

“I need to know that this isn’t illegal money,” she said.

“Would you prefer a cheque each month? I thought you wanted cash so you could keep it out of your bank account.”

“Don’t get smart with me,” she said.

“I’m not getting smart with you. If you’re worried the cash is fake or something, then I can send a cheque, or a money transfer.”

“I don’t think the money is fake, Craig! I think it’s dirty money! I don’t want my son getting wrapped up in some scheme of yours. I heard about you stealing from the register.”

“Who told you that?” I said.

“I still have lots of friends in that town, Craig. Don’t play dumb.”

I bit down on my tongue. “It’s not dirty money, Trace. It’s perfectly fine money, and I shouldn’t have to remind you that I don’t have to send anything; I worked my ass off for that cash, and I’m not asking for anything in return except for a quick video chat with my son.”

“The fact that you won’t tell me how you’re making money makes me think you’re doing something illegal, and I don’t want my son having a relationship with a criminal.”

“For the last fucking time, it’s clean money!”

“Then tell me where you work! I’ll call the shop and I’ll make sure you’re telling the truth. I won’t make it weird or anything, I’ll just ask if you’re working, and then when they tell me you’re off for the day, I’ll try your cell. What’s the big deal, Craig? You work at a furniture store; it’s not like one little phone call is going to ruin your career.” She had a mean smirk on her face now; she really was calling me on my bluff. But I couldn’t tell her what I was doing, even if it was legal.

“Please let me talk to my boy,” I said.

“Not until I confirm that you’re not a criminal.”

I groaned and I nearly shattered my phone from squeezing it so hard. I wanted to talk to my boy so badly. I could hear him playing in the other room. I was on the verge of tears, thinking that she could potentially stop me from talking to him until he was eighteen, just because she could. But I couldn’t stand the thought of him finding out that I was pretending to be a woman online. He looked up to me, even though we didn’t talk much. I think that’s probably what drove his mom so nuts; he was apparently always talking about how he wanted to be like me (his grandmother told me so; we still had a good relationship).

So that afternoon, when I went to reply to all of my messages, pretending to be a woman, it was extra-hard getting flirty with the guys. For the first time, I felt more like a catfish and less like a businessman. I wasn’t doing something that would make my son proud of me; I was doing something that would make him embarrassed of me, even if it did give him a better life.

But I managed to muster up a few smiley-emojis and a few kissy-face emojis. I even convinced a guy to send me a picture of his erect cock. Well, it’s not like it was hard to do; a bit of flirting usually led to getting a dick-pic or two. I had a whole inbox full of them. They would usually ask for a nude pic in return, and I would I generally reply with something along the lines of, ‘I’m way too shy for that. But you look really good.’

That night, I even convinced one of my ‘supporters’ to send me three-hundred dollars to repair my fictional car’s fictional broken engine. “Oh my gosh! You’re, like, the best!” I replied—and for the first time, I replied with a small personalized video of me blowing a kiss and thanking him by name.

But seeing the money appear in my bank account made my stomach turn; I really was a catfish; I wasn’t an artist or even a content creator; I was just a catfish.
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Igot pretty good at being a girl. After a month of dressing up every day, putting on that voice for hours every day (I was doing two videos per day, trying to build my audience back up as quickly as possible), that feminine persona had basically become second-nature.

I even went out as a girl one afternoon—not because I wanted to, but because my phone buzzed while I was filming a video, reminding me that I had a job interview that I’d completely forgotten about.

It wasn’t a job that I actually planned to stay at. I just needed the job so that I could show Trace some proof of employment at a furniture store, so that she would let me speak to my son. I could work there once or twice per week, even though it would take me away from my real job. The pay was horrendous—not even worth the gas getting to and from the store. But I was one of very few people in that town who had managed to get a job interview.

Well, I didn’t have time to change into my boy clothes, so I went as a girl. I took the shop owner by surprised when I stepped in and said, “I’m here for my interview,” in my best girly voice.

“Who are you?”

“Craig,” I said.

He stared at me for a long, confused moment. “Oh. I assumed, because of your name, that you were a man. I’m sorry. I bet you get that a lot… But—uh—Craig is a nice name for a girl too.”

I forced a smile. Was I a bit embarrassed? Maybe a bit. But as I’ve said before, it took a lot to make me embarrassed. I had a goal in mind, and I wasn’t going to let a touch of humiliation stop me from achieving that goal. “I’m gender-fluid,” I said. “Some days I feel like being a girl, some days I feel like being a guy.”

“Oh,” he said, nodding his head quickly, tensing up all over—probably afraid of saying something to offend me. His face was red all over. “So, um, you’re transgender?”

“Gender-fluid,” I said.

“Of course,” he said, and I could tell he didn’t know the difference; I didn’t know the difference either.

And to be honest, I think that girly attire got me the job. Maybe he liked the idea of being progressive with his hire, or maybe he was just afraid of offending me by not giving me the job. There were dozens of people trying for that part-time position, which was paying under-the-table, below minimum wage thanks to some legal loophole; business owners could get away with it because there were so many people desperate for work.

“Can you start tomorrow?” he asked me.

I nodded my head and smiled. He looked shocked when he met me again the next day, and I was dressed as myself, in my male clothes, using my male voice. “Are you actually the same person?”

I nodded my head. “Is that weird?” It was hard not to grin.

He blushed all over and shook his head quickly. “It’s not weird. It’s just—It’s impressive. Do you mind if I ask… are you a boy or a girl… biologically speaking? I mean—I thought you were for sure born female, but now…”

I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to be offended, and I could tell that he was terrified that he’d just offended me. I just laughed and shrugged my shoulders. “It’s a mystery, I guess.”

It was a complete waste of time, six hours a day, twice a week, sitting in that store, selling almost nothing. There were hardly any people in that city in a place to afford new furniture. The place was almost always empty. But I was employed. I just needed a few weeks to go by so that Trace could call my boss and confirm that I worked there. And that day came, sooner than later! I even convinced my boss to fib for me. “You don’t mind telling my ex that I’ve been here for the past year—do you?”

He was a bit reluctant, but I think he was so afraid of offending me that he lied for me when she called the next day. “She really asked me a lot of questions,” he said to me.

“Like what?” I asked. I was nervous that he’d told her about my ‘gender-fluidity’. But he just shrugged his shoulders. “What hours you work, how much you make… I told her that it was all confidential, but she kept asking anyway.”

“What else did you tell her?” I asked with a pounding heart.

“I basically just told her that you’ve been here for months; that was it.”

He liked me enough to let me run the shop on my own when I was on staff. He tried to give me more hours too, but I declined, which left him perplexed. “You don’t want more hours?” he asked, tilting his head like a confused dog. “You’re the only person in the country turning down more hours.”

“In fact, if you find someone who wants more hours, I don’t mind dropping down to once a week,” I said with a smile. I could tell he didn’t understand, and it was too complicated to explain it to him, too hard to say that I just needed that employment to talk to my son.

That night, I spoke with my son for two hours: two perfect hours. Those two hours made everything worth it: all of those hours sitting behind that lonely furniture store desk. “You look good,” I said to my son.

“Thanks,” he replied with a small smile.

“I can’t wait to talk to you again.”

“Same. Maybe you can call tomorrow.”

“I will,” I said.

At the end of that month, I sent five grand, even though it was against my better judgment. I knew it would make his mom ask more questions. I knew she wouldn’t believe that I was making that kind of cash working at the furniture store. But I wanted them to be comfortable (yes, even Trace). My earnings were climbing fast, so I had the money to spare.

Besides, it’s not like I needed much to get by. I had to pay for the apartment at the car, and a few bills; I’d cut back on my food spending by a tremendous amount (I was learning to cook at home). Though now I was spending a lot on outfits to wear in front of the camera. And I invested in a nice wig: something that was made with human hair, and it actually fit my head the way a proper wig should.

But when each day came to an end, a familiar dread would wash over me. A darkness would creep into my soul. I would find myself imagining my son finding out that I was a catfish, flirting with men on the internet, stealing their money. I was having nightmares about it, seeing his horrible reaction: teary eyes, white skin, so much shame on his face. I would wake up covered in sweat, struggling to breathe. And that anxiety was following me when I was working. I had to scrap a few recordings because panic attacks would strike suddenly, in the middle of a drawing. My hands would start to tremble and a wave of heat would made me feel dizzy.

“If you send me a sexy selfie, I’ll send you a nice, fat tip,” a man said in a direct-message. It took the rest of the afternoon to get that photo: a simple photo of me in a lingerie one-piece that I bought, just for photos like those. It was tight all over, hugging my curves. But it wasn’t easy to force a smile onto my anxiety-ridden face. I couldn’t stop thinking about my son finding that photo, seeing his dad like that. Oh God, it was such a painful thought, almost bringing me to tears.

But the money was for him. The man sent two-hundred dollars after I sent him the photo. That was enough to buy my son schoolbooks for his next semester… but would he want the money if he knew where it came from?

I spent days trying to wrap my head around the dilemma. Did I want to give him a good life, or did I want to make him proud of me? Well, would he be proud of me if I let him grow up poor when I had the opportunity to give him a good life?

If I was going to keep going with this catfish scheme, I had to make it worth it. I had to provide for my son—and his mother. I had to give them more, so they would never have to suffer. I needed to find a way to make even more money—which meant creating even more content.
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Ihad to keep the content coming, so I started producing three videos each day: one drawing video, one video of me just chatting about some random topic, chosen by the audience—and then one vlog-style video, which required me going out into the real world, dressed like a woman, holding out my phone and recording myself as I went about my day.

It was strange… I’d gone from being an artist to something like… an influencer. My drawing videos were my least popular. The videos I took out on the streets did well—but my viewer-request videos brought me more traffic than anything.

I would leave it up to the fans to decide what I would do or talk about, and they would vote on ideas. The first idea had me filming myself at a lingerie store. One of my richer fans sent me five-hundred dollars to spend in that store. “Spend it all,” he told me, so I bought a huge haul of lace and satin—and a bit of faux-leather. I filmed myself in the mall bathroom, trying it all on.

Now, I had a better ‘feminine setup’, so to speak. I had a very realistic breast form that had seamless edges, giving me breasts that were so realistic, sometimes I forgot they weren’t part of me. I’d started taking these pills (the Internet assured me the effects were reversible once I wanted to ‘go back’); the pills started working fast, giving me wider hips; though there were some uncomfortable growing pains that took some getting used to. Those pills also helped soften up my voice.

Look—the Internet assured me my body would go back to normal within a month or two of stopping the pills—a year at most, if I took the pills for long enough to really stretch my hips out. But if I was going to be doing three videos each day—which, by the way, is a ton of content—I needed some help to stay in character. It’s not like the pills were transforming me completely; they were just giving me a slightly more feminine figure, which made those tight dresses look a lot better. But nobody warned me that my cock would shrink. A month into taking those pills, I noticed that my cock was significantly smaller. When I got an erection, it almost seemed like half the size! I had a pretty nice cock before, but now, it was more like some novelty sissy cock. The Internet assured me that would go back to normal too… but that scared me more than anything.

I decided to film one of my Q&A videos in that furniture store, during one of my shifts. I waited until the shop was empty (it was usually empty) and then I sprawled myself out on one of the couches. I quickly took my dress off; I was wearing tight lace lingerie underneath. I only needed it to be a fifteen minute video, and we were lucky to see a customer every three hours—so I was taking my chances.

I had the questions printed out and I had my phone propped up on my tripod (a real tripod that I’d invested in—next was a proper camera). I filmed the whole segment and then quickly scrambled back into my dress—minutes before a customer came in.

I was blushing all over, even though I hadn’t been caught; the thought of nearly being caught all lingerie-clad made my heart pound with terror—and maybe a little bit of excitement too. Once the customer was gone, I uploaded that video to the computer at the desk. I uploaded it to my SuperFans page, and then I made sure to delete it off of the company computer. My heart kept pounding. I was risking a lot by filming in that shop; if I lost that job, and Trace found out, I might lose the privilege of being able to talk to my son.

But because of that video, and ones like it, the money kept pouring in. Now, I was making fifteen-grand per month. I decided to send a ten-thousand dollar envelope of cash that month.

Sure enough, Trace tried to video-call me. I was dolled up when the call came in, so I wasn’t able to answer. I called her back a few hours later. “You have some explaining to do,” she growled.

“I got a bonus at work. I sent you the whole thing,” I said. “Buy the kid something nice: a new bed. And get yourself something too.”

“I know you’re up to something,” she said. “And I’m going to figure it out. If you’re getting wrapped up in some illegal shit, I don’t want your money—even if it means being poor.”

“For the last time, it’s not illegal!” I said.

“What’s on your face?” she asked, narrowing her eyes. “Is that… eyeliner?”

I rubbed my eye and looked at my hand. Sure enough, there was a smudge of black. I must have done a poor job cleaning off my face. “It’s dirt,” I said.

“From what?” she asked.

“It rained all day. I rode my bike to work. I got covered in mud. Why does it matter?” My heart was now somewhere in the pit of my stomach. It seemed like it was only a matter of time before she caught onto me. I knew she had lots of friends in town—and she knew where I worked; what if she sent in a friend to spy on me while I was dolled up? What if her hypothetical friend sent a picture or a video of me to Trace? What if my son saw it?

I had to be more careful.

Trace kept staring at me. Then, she took me by surprise. “Thanks, Craig,” she said. “Maybe, uh, if you have some extra money, you can come out for his birthday party next month. I’m going to rent out the gymnastics centre here for the morning.”

“I’d like that,” I said, perking up. She’d never invited me to come out before—though I knew it would be nothing but fighting if I went. Still, I wanted to see my son in person, and I wanted to be there for his birthday party. I’d only ever been to his first birthday party. “I’ll see if I can take some more shifts at work to, uh, afford the flights and whatnot.”

“Okay,” she said. “And Craig…”

“What?”

“If you’re up to any illegal shit—don’t bother coming. Okay?”

“Okay,” I said, laughing. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

I knew affording a flight and a hotel wouldn’t be an issue, especially at the rate my SuperFans page was growing. But I wanted to make sure I made that birthday party extra-special. I went online and saw that there was a company an hour from Trace’s house that rented out ‘unicorns’. My son had a bit of a unicorn obsession, and this particular company outfitted their horses with very realistic horns, and the horses had long, silky smooth hair, looking majestic and magical. But the quoted me two-grand to bring the unicorns to Trace’s place for the day. “Damn,” I said. “That’s not cheap.”

“They’re the best unicorns in the area,” the man said to me. “In fact, they’re international award-winning unicorns.”

“That’s a thing?” I bit down on my tongue. Yes, I was making good money, but two grand for an afternoon with some horses… “Okay,” I said. “I’ll send the deposit now.” But I needed more time to make up the rest. So I got to work.

I learned very fast that sex sells. Whenever I posted a sexy video, the tips came in fast and hard—and so did the subscribers. People didn’t want to simply watch me sitting on a couch, in a sweater, talking about some movie I saw recently. They wanted to see me sitting in lingerie, talking about the first time I did anal. (I’d never actually done anal, of course, but stories like that got fans excited).

So that afternoon, I closed all of my curtains and put on a Playboy bunny costume. It was tight, leaving my whole bum exposed. I had to keep tugging it up so that it wouldn’t fall down and expose my ‘breasts’. Yes, I know that they weren’t really mine, but they felt like mine once I was in that character—and I didn’t want to get in any trouble with SuperFans…again.

I put on a good show, answering my audience’s naughtiest questions. I even let my hand slip down between my thighs a few times, stroking my finger up the length of my ‘slit’, which was actually my cock pushed down between my legs. I almost made myself aroused a few times and had to tightly cross my legs to stop the blood-flow.

It was that evening that I got the private message from one of my most loyal fans. “How much do I have to send you to get a special video?”

“What kind of video?” I asked.

“Penetration,” he said. “I want to see you putting a dildo into your pussy.”

“That’s so naughty,” I said. “I think I’m too shy to do anything like that.”

“A thousand dollars,” he said. He was a lawyer in New York City; I knew a lot about him because he often volunteered his personal information. He had deep pockets, and I liked reached my hands into them.

My heart skipped a beat. I actually tried to think of how I could fake some sort of vaginal-penetration video for him. A thousand bucks is a lot of cash! But I knew it was impossible. “I don’t think I can do it,” I said.

“Two thousand,” he said—and it seemed like a very, very big coincidence: him offering up exactly what I needed for those unicorns…

I bit my tongue hand. Then, with trembling fingers, I typed out my reply. “What if I did anal?”

“I’d pay for that,” he said. “Send the video and I’ll send the money.”

I wanted that money. I had to do it.

It wasn’t easy money to make. I had to go out and find the right outfit at a very naughty adult store. It was a tight bodysuit, made of faux-leather, and it was made for anal, with a hole right where a hole needed to be.

And then I had to shave. I’d never gotten a razor right in there before… but I had to do what I had to do. It was a bit awkward, but it was fast. Next came the bleach.

What? I wasn’t about to send someone a video of my asshole without bleaching it first! I bought the bleach at the drug store; I think it was for hair, but I followed the directions I found online, and the results were well worth it. I took some… test shots, let’s call them: close ups of my butthole.

All hairless, smooth, and bleached, it looked like a damn-fine asshole. I even compared it to assholes on the top porn photo websites, and it was up there with the best of them.

I smiled, proud of myself. Small details like that just made me feel a little bit more accomplished.

Next, I unboxed my new dildo. I bought one of the smaller ones, though it was still bigger than my own dick. It was veiny and pink, with a big base (that was important, because I was petrified of losing it inside of me). Next, I lit my bedroom with the nice LED lights I’d invested in, with a ring light above my camera. I pressed record and gave the buyer a bit of foreplay, crawling around, talking dirty, caressing my body, playing with my lingerie. Then, I brought up my knees, showing the camera that hole in the lingerie. I ran my fingertip over it. I squirted some lube into my hand. I rubbed my hole.

And I quickly learned that I should have done a test run. I should have tried to see if it was even possible. I should have made sure that it wasn’t going to make me scream out in pain.

I must have looked like a total amateur as I tried to figure out how to get it… in. I twisted it and turned it and pushed it. I grunted and groaned, squirming in an unflattering way. I tried to get it in on my back. I tried to get it in on my knees. I tried on my side, with one leg stretched into the air. I tried so many different angles—until it suddenly shot into me, making me gasp.

I felt my face turning dark red. I bit my lip and stared right into the camera. I whimpered before looking down to see that half of the dildo was gone, buried in my body. “Oh my God,” I whispered. Luckily, I stayed in character, so the footage was still useable.

I pushed it in further, biting down hard on my bottom lip. I groaned and squirmed. I was expecting pain, but there was none. I pushed the toy as deep as I could handle, and then I paused, taking a deep breath.

After taking a moment to recompose, I started pumping the toy in and out. I watched the toy for the first minute, and then I turned my gaze to the camera lens. I tried to talk dirty, but the lump in my throat kept me silent. I might have whimpered a few times. I might have moaned a few times.

And the video would have been longer had I not felt a throbbing. I could feel myself getting hard: aroused. And I had to stop before that footage was totally ruined by a sudden erection, so I pulled the toy out, showed the camera my ‘gape’, and then I turned it off before it was too late. A moment after turning off the camera, I was erect, with a bulge that wanted to rip through that faux-leather.

I was red all over. It took ten minutes to get control of my breathing. I was blushing all over. But I had what I needed; I had the video that was worth two-thousand dollars. It wasn’t until after I sent it that I realized that I was no longer a catfish in the traditional sense. I’d evolved to the next form of degeneracy. Now, I was something like a prostitute, doing sexual favours for cash. I wasn’t just teasing guys and tricking them; I was now providing a full-blown sexual service. I was exposing myself—not some manipulated video that I made using AI or some video of some other chick that I found on the Internet. That was me in the video.

These men weren’t fawning over some fake personality; they were fawning over me.
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My plan was to produce enough video content that I could publish at least once a day while I was on the other end of the country, but I didn’t end up meeting that quota. I fell behind on production, because I started taking more and more private requests from fans. The tips from the private requests was good and very, very hard to turn down. But making those sexy videos took a lot of time, especially when the requests were more… naughty.

For instance, one fan was willing to pay me eight-hundred to go out into public. He wanted me to film myself fingering my asshole in various public places. He had a public-sex fetish. So I spent a whole day wearing a tiny skirt, with a pair of firm panties that held my cock and balls tucked and hidden. I cut a hole in the right spot in those panties, so this fan could see everything he wanted to see. Then, I fingered myself in the mall, around the corner from the Zara. I fingered myself at the dog park, in the little treed area, away from the playing dogs. I fingered myself at the university campus. I fingered myself in a downtown alleyway. I was caught by a passing businessman. I smiled, blushed, and scurried off.

Another request involved me sitting on a ‘sex machine’, which was bought for me by a fan. It was like a chair with a mechanical dildo sticking up on it. All I had to do was sit down and press the on-button. It fucked me for ten minutes while the camera recorded everything.

And then there was the fifteen-hundred dollars I got from the ‘extreme anal’ request that I reluctantly accepted. The fan wanted to see how far down I could sit on a condom-clad and heavily-lubricated eggplant. I managed to sit quite far, and my asshole hurt for four days afterwards. But the money from that video alone was enough for the round-trip to get to my son’s birthday party.

I had to bring some girly outfits on my trip, filming little segments for my channel when I was alone in my hotel room, with nothing else to do. I’d quickly learned that I would get a lot more by replying to DMs with video messages. Guys went crazy for small personalized messages. They loved it when I said their name and blew kisses at the camera. I was making over a thousand dollars each day in tips alone.

Hell, I was probably one of the top 0.1% richest people in the country during that particular recession. Between tips and SuperFans income, I was making more in a month than the average guy made in a year. Of course, I sent much of that money to Trace, so she could spoil my son. I found out during that trip that she’d also been spoiling herself, but I didn’t really mind. No, we didn’t get along, but I still wanted her to be happy; if she was low-stress and happy, she could be a better mother for my child.

The birthday party was great. The kids all had fun. My son was thrilled to see me—and then he was thrilled to see the unicorns later that day. He rode the unicorns with his friends, and they definitely had a day that they wouldn’t forget—though Trace was a bit annoyed, thinking that I was trying to one-up her. Maybe I was a little bit.

But she let me spend the next three days with my boy. She hardly got in the way. I took him to playgrounds, to the zoo, to the city, which was a full hour away. We had a lot of fun, and it was bonding time that I’d always wanted, and never thought that I would get.

Then, it was time to leave. I will admit that there were some tears, but I was shocked when Trace said, “Why don’t you come back in a couple months?”

“Really?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Just tell me something.”

“What is it?”

I already knew what the question was going to be. “Where is the cash coming from?” She narrowed her eyes. “Illegal or not—I need to know what the hell you’re up to.”

“I work at the furniture store,” I said.

“Bullshit,” she said. “Maybe that’s true, but I heard you drive around town in a Jaguar. I heard you’re living in that fancy building on Dawson Avenue. You sent us ten thousand bucks last month—and I know how much those unicorns cost, Craig; I tried to book them last year.”

I blushed and smiled, shrugging my shoulders. “Okay,” I said. “So I’ve been doing good with money. Why does it have to be such a big deal?”

“Tell me,” she said.

“I’ve, uh, been lucky with stocks. I got some good investing advice.”

“You’re a terrible liar,” she said. “And whatever you’re doing, it’s going to come out. And if you let my boy down, I’ll make sure you’re never allowed near him. Understand?”

She was being harsh, but I couldn’t exactly blame her. I didn’t want my son knowing what I was doing—especially now that I was essentially a porn star. But I was doing it for him… wasn’t I?

I got dolled up at the airport before checking in for my flight. It was actually something I had to do, because of my ID, unfortunately. I put on a dress and some makeup, and I spent a minute getting that voice just right (it always took a minute to ‘lock it in’). Then, I checked in.

Once checked in, I decided to make the most of it, filming a cheeky video for a loyal fan in the airport bathroom, and then I filmed a little vlog for the SuperFans channel as I sat and waited for my plane. I got a few curious looks as I spoke to my camera, but I was more-or-less used to it. If those curious onlookers had any idea of how much cash I was making, they wouldn’t have been so judgemental.

On the plane, I snuck into the bathroom and filmed another little video, using my fingers to do the dirty work. That video fetched me four-hundred bucks.

I didn’t bother getting changed after getting off the plane. It seemed like a waste of time, since I still had to film one more video from the house: one of my weekly Q&A segments, which was due to go live in the morning.

I was a hard worker; I had a busy schedule. You might think that running a SuperFans page is easy work, but there’s a lot that goes into it. Every post I made came with a lot of work; I had to answer comments, reply to direct-messages (which meant a good number of video replies to keep fans happy). I had to go on my various social media platforms to advertise the new content. I had to create little graphic teasers to entice new users to sign up… You had to put in the work if you wanted to make the trending page, and the trending page was where you wanted to be if you wanted to see growth.

So maybe I was still a businessman. Maybe I was more of a businessman than I was a catfish and a porn star. I was doing this all for the cash, after all… Or was I?

I didn’t sleep that night. I hadn’t been sleeping much lately. That same question entered my mind every night when I tried to sleep, and it drifted into my head constantly throughout the day too. Was I really doing this for my son? Was I really doing this so that I could have as much cash as I wanted? Or was there another reason?

I knew that SuperFans could turn out my lights at any given moment, without notice; it was in their terms, and I knew that they hated me. I knew I could wake up to a banned account and a frozen payout. And if that happened, I wasn’t sure that I would stop dressing up.

I knew that I would miss it. I liked going out into public, turning heads. I liked it when men smiled at me, validating all of my hard work. I loved reading the comments on my videos, even if they didn’t come with tips. Sometimes, the sincere compliments were even better than those fat tips.

I have to admit something: about a week before my son’s birthday trip, I got dolled up on my day off. I sat and watched TV in cute lingerie. I went to the mall dressed as a girl, even though I only needed to replace a pair of headphones. I didn’t record any videos that day; I forced myself to do no work… but I still made myself pretty. And when it came time to go to bed, I dreaded the thought of getting changed back into a boy, so I went to bed as a girl; I slept in a comfortable nightie.

I was in bad need of a haircut, but I’d been putting it off, growing my hair out.

And those hormone pills that I mentioned earlier… I should come clean about those as well. The dresses and skirts all fit me just fine without the pills, but I loved the idea of having a nicer figure; I liked the idea of having real breasts that I could feel and squeeze. I wanted to feel more like a woman, because whenever I was dolled up, I felt… great.

It’s a hard confession to make; it took me a long time to even confess it to myself. And the confession goes further…

Sometimes, guys would send me pictures of their phone screens, with my image on the screen, covered in their cum. They called them ‘cum tributes’, and my heart soared thinking that guys were getting off to me. I loved the thought that I could make a man satisfied. I loved to think that I was sexy enough to make a man cum. One man even sent me a video of him stroking his big cock; he was a handsome man, with hard muscles and a chiseled jaw. To think that a man like that could want a girl like me!

So there you have it: I’ve confessed. And I feel as though it’s something that I should have been ashamed of… but I just couldn’t stop grinning about it. I was strangely proud of myself, and that thought terrified me more than anything—even more than the thought of my account being shut off overnight.

I spent a lot of money at clothing stores, buying clothes that would never make it into videos: clothes that I just wanted to have for myself. Fans wanted sexy, so of course I bought some sexy clothes too—but sometimes, there was an adorable cardigan that I just had to have, or a pair of leggings that just suited me too well.

It had become somewhat of an addiction… and now is a good time to admit that I really didn’t need to film videos while I was on that trip, but I hated the thought of being away from my girly outfits. I probably didn’t even need to get dolled up for that airplane ride, but I couldn’t help myself.

And like all addictions, it got worse.

It was a month later when I got a message that scared the hell out of me. It was in my SuperFans DM inbox. “I know where you live.”
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Istared at that message for a long time. Did someone find me out? Was this person blackmailing me? Or was it just someone pranking me, thinking it would be funny to rustle my feathers a little bit.

I ignored the message for a couple of day, but the sender, whose name was apparently Devon, was determined to get my attention. “Did you get my message? I know where you live.”

“That’s very funny,” I finally replied—and I made sure not to give him a video reply. I was surprised to see that he’d been a supporter for six months—not just some prankster who joined to send that message.

“It’s true,” he said. “We’re almost neighbours.” He sent a smiley face emoji, as if his message wasn’t absolutely terrifying.

“What do you mean?” I said.

“You live on Dawson Avenue, right?” he said. “Your vlog last week—you walked right by my building.”

My heart was pounding now. I fluttered through my apartment and shut all of the curtains. I no longer felt safe. My little secret was starting to get out. I knew that it was inevitable; that SuperFans page was growing every day; it was only a matter of time before someone recognized me—especially since I’d been going out as a girl almost every day. My Instagram page had sixty-thousand followers (I no longer posted art there—just selfies). I had about as many on Twitter. I guess you could say that I was marginally famous in my little corner of the influencer Internet.

“I hope I’m not making you uncomfortable,” he said after I left his message unanswered for a day. “I also saw your video of you shopping for lingerie. That was at Peterson Mall, right?”

“Are you like a stalker or something?” I asked.

He sent a laughing emoji. “No,” he said. “I just recognized some places in your videos. I think it’s cool that we’re neighbours. I’m a big fan. I actually bought one of your art prints.” He sent a picture to prove it; I only put out ten of those prints, six months earlier. It was a picture of a bunny-girl sprawled on a couch, looking seductively at the viewer.

I was terrified and uncomfortable, but I still caught myself grinning, feeling strangely… flattered. It was that feeling that I was enjoying so much; it was exactly what I liked about being a girl, exactly what I never got when I was a man. Maybe you can call it attention, maybe you can call it something else—but really, it was just a warm feeling of thinking that I amounted to something, even if that something was just eye-candy.

“Let me take you out on a date,” he said.

“I don’t date fans,” I said. “And I don’t even know you. I’ve never met you.”

“Make an exception. It will be fun.”

I’d never been attracted to men before. I’d never thought of being with a man, except for the occasional time when I was pushing a dildo in my ass for a private video; it was hard not to think about what the real thing would feel like.

I shook my head and took a deep breath. “I really don’t think it’s a good idea,” I said.

“Nonsense. I’ll make dinner reservations for tomorrow night. There’s a steakhouse just across from your building. I’m sure you know the one. How’s 8:00 PM?”

He wouldn’t take no for an answer, no matter how hard I tried to squirm out of it. Though I guess I didn’t really try so hard; I was kind of intrigued. I’d been ogled for months by men on the streets, complimented endlessly by strangers on the Internet… and now, maybe I could experience being pampered; it wasn’t exactly a cheap steakhouse. The cheapest item on the menu was $120—and that was a salad.

So I needed a nice dress. I went to the mall and went into a store of fancy dresses. I picked out a sparkling sequin dress—maybe a bit over the top, but I couldn’t help myself. I no longer needed a wig; now, my hair was long and soft. I even cut it myself, following a YouTube tutorial.

I made myself pretty, using lots of glittery makeup, plenty of gloss on my lips, and tons of blush on my cheeks. I looked a bit like a princess once I had my hair in that fancy up-do, jewelry on my neck and wrists. I giggled and spun around in the mirror, feeling like a proper girl. I couldn’t wipe that smile from my face.

I was admittedly horrified walking into that restaurant. I was shocked when I saw him: handsome, tall, with a trimmed beard and dark eyes. He stood up and hugged me. He pulled out my chair and told me that he felt star-struck in my presence. I tried to wrap my head around why a man like him was watching content like mine: a flirty influencer talking to the camera, occasionally drawing silly pictures. “What do you get out of it?” I asked.

“Well, if I’m going to be honest,” he said, blushing. “I subscribed because I liked your art. I’ve always had a thing for… erotic art. But then you revealed yourself and… well… I suppose I’ve had a crush on you for a long time.”

It was hard to think of him as a simp. I’d always imagined that my fans were short, chubby, forever-lonely men, but this man could get women if he wanted them. He was confident, charming—and shockingly funny. He made me laugh a number of times, which honestly scared me because I was afraid my uncontrollable laugh would sound undeniably masculine.

“You’re a lot of fun to be around,” he said.

“Thanks,” I blushed.

I won’t lie and say that he was my soulmate. We didn’t have much in common. He worked for some company doing some mundane job. He made good money but liked to travel. He looked confused when I told him I hated flying on planes. He talked about hiking and then he went blank when I talked about the things I liked. I knew that it would probably never be more than a first date, but I was enjoying his company—and his admiration for me.

He really did stare at me like I was some sort of celebrity. Just hearing my voice made him blush. I caught him checking me out a few times. He complimented me constantly. At times it felt like… a dream.

He bought me drink after drink. He paid for my meal, which included dessert—and let me tell you: it wasn’t a cheap bill. He took me out to a bar and we had more drinks, and I never had to take out my credit card.

And when the night came to an end, I walked with him to his apartment. He wanted to walk me to mine, but I wanted to give something back. The liquor in me was putting taboo ideas in my head, and once I started to entertain those ideas, I knew there was no going back. I let him kiss me. I let him feel my body. I let him squeeze my ass, and I have to admit that I didn’t mind groping his muscles.

As a thank you for treating me like a princess, I went down on my knees in his kitchen. I did it without hesitating: you know what. I kept going until he was finished, and I swallowed. I would go into more detail, but to be honest, the details are a bit haze; there was lots of groaning and moaning. He pulled on my hair and ruined my fancy up do. He produced a lot of cum (and I mean a lot). What else is there to say? It didn’t taste as bad as I was expecting.

I wiped my lips and left, leaving him with a blushing smile. “Don’t you want to stay the night?”

“Goodnight, Devon,” I said, winking. And then I was gone.

Worst of all, I didn’t wake up regretting it. I smiled when I thought about it, blushing and giggling like some sort of schoolgirl. I can’t say that I really know what had happened to my brain. I can’t even tell you when the switch went off, and I started wanting to be a girl more than a guy.

I knew that it was probably time to reel myself in. I was making enough money that I could slow down production, release five videos each week—that seemed like more than enough—and never have to leave the house as a girl again… but I just couldn’t help myself. I tried it for a few days, but the desire to be seen as a girl was strong, for reasons I can’t understand—and never will understand.

Well, that desire got me into a lot of trouble just a couple of weeks later.


CHAPTER 12
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It was a Friday afternoon. I was working my shift at the furniture store, all dolled up. I was watching makeup tutorials behind the desk, learning a few new tricks. I heard a customer come in, but the video I was watching only had thirty seconds left, so I decided to focus to hear those final important details. I really wanted to learn to master that perfect cat-eye look.

And then, when I looked up, I saw Trace. She was standing next to my son, looking straight into my eyes. “Hi there,” she said. “Is Craig in? I was told that he was working today.”

And if I’d been smart, I would have run away after saying, “I’ll go get him.” I could have washed up and changed (I had my boy clothes in my bag). I should have gotten out of there fast, not letting her have the chance to analyze my face and realize that I was the Craig she was looking for.

But instead, I just remained frozen, staring at her with a swell of nausea in my stomach. My son was peering around the store, looking excited to see his dad. Oh God, I wanted to die in that moment. I could only sit there and wait for her to realize who she was looking at—and for my son to come to the same realization.

Sadly, the boy recognized me before Trace. “Dad?” he said.

I wasn’t able to respond. Trace’s eyes turned wide and she gasped.

“W—What are you doing here?” I asked in a soft, girly tone. It was hard to break out of that voice—and I’m not sure I wanted to use my male voice while dressed like that. I’m not sure it would have made anything better.

“I brought your son to surprise you,” she said after a very, very long moment of horrible tension. The furniture store was brutally quiet now. I was surprised that I hadn’t passed out; I wasn’t sure that I was breathing, and my heart definitely wasn’t beating normally.

“I—I’m sorry,” I said.

“Why are you dressed like that?” she asked, narrowing her eyes.

It was my chance to lie: a lie that could save my relationship with my son and his mother. I could tell them that it was dress-up for work day, or that I let some college student use me for some social experiment. My mind actually came up with some impressive excuses, and maybe I should have used them; maybe I should have smiled, laughed, and calmly explained to them that I lost a bet with a friend. Maybe Trace wouldn’t quite believe me, but I was sure that I could convince my son…

But I didn’t want to lie to him; and honestly, I didn’t want to lie to Trace. She had the right to be weary of me, refusing to tell her where the money was coming from. She had to protect our son from all threats, physical or not. She was just doing her job as a mother. And now, maybe she deserved the truth.

“I like dressing like this,” I said. “I’ve been doing it for a few months now.”

“A few months!?” she said.

“Well,” I said. “Maybe more than a few months. I haven’t quite been keeping track. It started out as a good way to earn some cash, but now… I just like it.”

“Earn cash?” she said. Her jaw trembled, making me feel horribly guilty. “How are you earning cash like that? Craig—please don’t tell me you’re some sort of… crossdressing prostitute!”

I shook my head, though I suppose the guess wasn’t that far off. “I’ve just been making money as an influencer. You know SuperFans… right?”

“SuperFans? Isn’t that for artists?”

“And influencers. There are makeup artists there, and girls who do hair. There are writers and game developers—all sorts of content creators.” I don’t know why, but I found myself smiling. Why wasn’t I blacking out? Why wasn’t I throwing up?

Was I not humiliated?

I kept telling myself that I was, but it didn’t seem to be true; I was able to stand there and look them in the eye. I just wanted to be honest with them.

“What the hell are you posting?”

“Lately?” I said. “I’ve been doing a lot of product videos. Some of the videos are sponsored.” It was true. I recently reviewed a whole line of skirts that was sent to me for free. I’d also done some makeup reviews, and a couple of restaurant reviews: the typical influencer type stuff. It didn’t matter what the content was about, as long as I was the one featured in it.

“This is crazy,” she said, shaking her head.

“I know,” I said. “It’s crazy to me too.”

Then, my son spoke. “Andy dresses like a girl sometimes.”

“What?” Trace said, turning to him with a white face.

“Yeah,” said my son. “Like, every few days he just shows up in a dress. Nobody cares.”

“Nobody cares?” Trace said, and I was just as intrigued as her.

He shrugged his shoulders. He didn’t look fazed, as if this wasn’t some traumatizing sight to him. Maybe it wasn’t Maybe times are changing faster than I realized. Maybe this really wasn’t so crazy—though I wasn’t about to fess up to the fact that I’d been doing naughty videos for special fans, to make extra cash; some things are better left secrets.

“D—Do you work tomorrow then?” Trace asked.

“I’m actually done here in an hour,” I said. “And then I have the whole week off.”

“Do you have a guest bed for your son, by any chance?” she asked.

“And for you,” I said. “I’ve got two guest rooms.”

She batted her eyelashes, still baffled, shocked, in a state of disbelief. But she wasn’t reacting in a way that I would call ‘negative’. She wasn’t screaming at me or pulling our son away. She wasn’t crying. She wasn’t demeaning me. She was just… shocked. And our boy—he really just didn’t care one way or another.

I met them when I was done work. “Are you going to go home and change?” Trace asked me, looking me up and down. “And are you wearing pads around your hips?”

“No,” I said. “These are just my hips.”

“Those are your hips? What the hell. When did you get hips like that?”

I just grinned. “Do you want me to change?”

“I don’t care. It—It doesn’t matter to me.”

“Well, then I may as well stay like this for now,” I said. “That way we don’t need to waste time cutting across town.”

I took them to a restaurant. I bought them both meals. And that evening, Trace and I chatted for a long time without fighting. It was actually quite strange; I was waiting for her to start a fight about something, but no fight ever came. After dinner, I walked them around downtown, showing them what had changed since they left. My son was a baby when they left and didn’t remember the town at all. Trace was shocked to see how cleaned up the city was.

Then, I took them back to my place. Trace gasped when she looked around my suite. “How can you afford this!?” she asked. She loved my furniture (I got the employee discount). She loved my kitchen appliances. She ran her hands over my granite countertop.

I smiled. “I do well. People like me… like this.”

She smiled. “Well, no kidding,” she said, shaking her head. “Look at you. You’re hotter than me.”

We put our son to bed, and then I poured Trace a drink. Now, I was really waiting for the fight to start. I figured she was saving her rage for when the boy was asleep, but she just wanted to chat. She just wanted to catch up. She was interested in knowing if I had a girlfriend… or a boyfriend. “Nope,” I said. “What about you?”

“I was seeing a guy for a bit, but he had no ambition,” she said. “He was just fine being at home, watching TV. That seemed to keep him satisfied, and I just wanted… more.”

It was strange, hearing Trace open up to me. I hadn’t heard her speak like that since we were seventeen. It wasn’t long before she was asking about how I made money again. I decided to come a little bit more clean. “I sometimes flirt with guys,” I said. “So, I guess you could call me a catfish.” I blushed, waiting for her to rip into me.

But she just giggled. “It’s not cat fishing if you’re doing it as you.”

And strangely, I hadn’t quite thought of it like that. I blushed and turned my smile away.

“So, have you had sex for money?” she asked with beaming eyes.

“No,” I said. “But, uh, I’ve done a few videos for private buyers.”

“No way,” she said, covering her mouth and laughing. “Well, I can’t judge you too hard. I tried to start a StarModels page. I had about two dozen followers.”

“StarModels!?” I gasped. “You!?”

“What? You don’t think I’m pretty enough to sell nudes?”

“I just… I never thought you of all people…”

“Well, I made a few hundred bucks doing it, but it just went nowhere. I’m glad it worked out for you though.” Then she laughed. “Maybe we can make a video together to get some extra cash; then I won’t feel so bad whenever you send me cash; it will almost feel like I earned it.”

I laughed. “I’d be down,” I said.

Then, she turned a slight shade of white. “Really? I was just joking.”

“Oh. I know. Me too,” I said.

There was a long silence. “But, uh… if you wanted to make a video, and it would help you—it’s not like anything we haven’t done before.”

I grinned. We had another drink and changed the topic. But then, around midnight, that topic came back up. We were both a bit intoxicated. I moved closer to her. She gave me a soft kiss on my glossy lips. And then, ten minutes later, we were in my bedroom. There was a camera set up. I whispered into her ear, telling her to keep my cock away. “They don’t know about it yet.”

“Yet?”

“I might fess up one day.”

She giggled. We made love. I ate her out and she ate out my asshole. Then, she found my drawer of toys. She giggled the whole time she experimented, putting different toys into my ass, plunging them, making me moan. Once the camera was off, she took my cock out and shoved it deep into her pussy. She moaned loudly as she gushed all over me. “Fuck me, Craig,” she whispered, so I thrusted in and out of her until she had a loud, screaming orgasm. She claimed she hadn’t had an orgasm since our son was conceived; whether or not that’s true, I can’t really say.

But it wasn’t the last time we fucked during that trip. They stayed for four more days, and we had sex at least as many times. It was actually quite sad saying goodbye at the airport. I cried when I hugged my son, and then Trace cried when she hugged me.

“If you want to come back, I’ll be here,” I said.

“I just might,” she said, staring into my eyes. The next day, she was already messaging me ideas about how to grow my business. She wanted to know how the video of us together was received to the private buyers who I sent it to. “Almost a thousand bucks in tips,” I said. I sent her the cash. She used it to book a flight: a one-way flight, with a bit of money left over to hire a moving company to take their few belongings across the country.

THE END
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TOTAL DOMINATION


Marc and Maddie have been struggling in the bedroom for a long time. The dry spells are getting longer and longer, but it’s not Marc’s fault; Maddie just hasn’t been in the mood. She’s never enjoyed intercourse, all because of a trauma she experienced when she was younger—something she’s never fully explained to her husband.

Drunk one night, the couple goes online together. Maddie, intoxicated, has the idea of hiring someone else to pleasure Marc in the way that she just can’t. It’s all just goofing around, until a few days later, when a lingerie-clad beauty named Veronica shows up on the doorstep while Maddie is away at work. It turns out, while drunk, she accidentally ordered Veronica. Marc tries to explain to Veronica that it was a misunderstanding and that Maddie didn’t mean to do it, but Veronica isn’t leaving until she accomplishes what she was hired to accomplish.


CHAPTER 1
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It was a Saturday night. Maddie and I had another big fight. Those fights were becoming more and more common; they started right after the wedding. I honestly can’t even remember what this particular fight was about: something to do with our house.

Oh right, I remember! She’d recently gone to visit her friend down in the Valley. Her friend recently moved into this old century home on a piece of land; it had a little barn and a few rolling pastures: nice place, with a view of the river. “I want to move to a place like that,” Maddie said to me, and that started the fight, because we’d only been in our new house for eight months. That new house put me into debt and I sacrificed so much to make that move. She wanted the damned house and fought me when I begged her to consider other options—and now she wanted to move to a farm!? I was furious; I called her a child, and that was one of her triggers. She lashed out at me and accused me of being a different guy than the one she agreed to marry. “You used to care about what I wanted; now I’m just a nuisance to you!”

We fought and fought and fought that night. There was maybe even some screaming after I reminded her of the time she slept with her childhood best friend while we were on a small ‘break’. It was eight years earlier. “Oh, you always bring that up!” she growled.

“Because it’s a big deal. You cheated on me!”

“We were broken up!”

“That’s arguable!”

And the fighting went on and on, but I won’t depress you with details of some marital argument. I’ll just cut ahead to the part where I said, “Maybe none of this would be an issue if you could just figure out your sex issues.”

She gasped, and I’m not really sure why I said it… well, I know why I said it, but I shouldn’t have said it. In that moment of anger, I was trying to upset her; I was trying to get under her skin, but I went too far. Maddie had some issues in bed: some psychological issues from some childhood trauma that she never felt comfortable telling me about. I just knew that it was bad, and that’s all I really wanted to know.

But the issues were a growing problem for me. Maddie couldn’t suck cock—she would have something like a panic attack when she thought about it. I couldn’t go down on her, because it made her feel guilty that she couldn’t return the favour. There were a few sex positions that were off-limits for the same reason. I won’t speculate as to why these issues existed—and I won’t depress you with my theories. But sex wasn’t exactly a highlight in our relationship, and it had been an increasingly upsetting issue for both of us. I think it was the reason we fought more and more as the months went by.

She didn’t like sex; it was always something she did for me. It made her uncomfortable, unless she was in a very specific and rare mood. If she had her way, we would be having sex once or twice a year. And now, as she settled into married life, she was getting closer to getting what she wanted.

Before she could even start crying, I said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to say that.”

“But you said it,” she said softly.

“But I didn’t mean to. I know it’s a sensitive topic. I shouldn’t have said anything. I was just… mad.”

“I obviously don’t satisfy you,” she said, finally shedding a tear. “Maybe we should just split up and you can find someone that works for you.”

“You work for me,” I said.

And now, I won’t bore you with the details of our makeup conversation. I begged for forgiveness, she cried a bit, I comforted her, I apologized a thousand times, and then she finally apologized for offending me by suggesting she didn’t appreciate the house I bought for her. Long story short, we made up, and all good reconciliations end with sex; that night was no different.

We had sex there in the kitchen, with her pushed into the corner, facing me. I wanted to turn her around and fuck her from behind, but I knew that was one of her triggers. I almost pushed her down to her knees to make her suck me, but that was one of her big triggers—but the urge never went away. With Maddie, foreplay was tricky. There were only so many options, and kissing wasn’t even really one of them; she could do small kisses, like pecks, but making out seemed to put revolting images into her head, and I knew better than to kill the mood like that. So usually, we went straight to the deed.

I won’t say that sex with Maddie was bad, but it wasn’t the best I’d had; maybe it was the worst if I’m going to be dead-honest, but don’t you ever mention that to her. I loved Maddie for other reasons. We connected on a deeper level, and I would have stayed with her even if we never had sex… at least that’s what I liked to think. But every time a full week went by without sex, things would become tense in the house. After a month, we were at each other’s throats.

So maybe sex was necessary to keep the relationship alive; maybe we were doomed if things continued to… dry up.

And speaking of dry, Maddie wasn’t fully aroused in the kitchen; without foreplay, she never really reached that stage where lubrication wasn’t necessary. And since she wouldn’t go down on me or let me go down on her, I had no choice but to run and fetch the bottle of lube—but I couldn’t find it; it wasn’t where I left it. Maddie hated when I used spit. “Where did we put it after the last time?” I called out.

“It should be there!” she yelled back.

And for the next ten minutes, we searched the house. The mood started to fade. I finally found it behind the vanity in the bathroom. I was soft now, so I had to jerk myself to get hard. By the time I was ready to go, she was on the couch, surfing Facebook on her phone. “Come back to the kitchen,” I said.

“Oh,” she said, looking turned off. “You still want to have sex?”

My heart sank. Did I really miss the window? I had to bite my tongue to stop myself from lashing out. Look: a man can only live so long without sex. I tried hard not to masturbate, because I knew Maddie hated when I did that; it made her guilty, thinking that it was her fault that she couldn’t satisfy me… even though it kind of was her fault.

“Okay,” she said, standing up. “But can we do it on the bed where it’s more comfortable?”

Bed sex wasn’t great with Maddie; it meant missionary-position, and it meant a very specific angle that worked for her. With missionary, there was just no… spark. I would have been better off masturbating to a picture of her in a bikini. Now, she wasn’t in the mood, and it showed. She was kind enough to spread her legs for me, but she didn’t put much more into the act. And I could see her glow fading, as if she knew she was letting me down. After I came, she said, “I’m sorry.”

“For what?” I asked.

“For being lousy in bed. It’s just… It’s not really my thing.”

“It’s fine,” I lied. Or maybe it was fine; maybe it was something that I would eventually get used to.

She took a sip from her wine—and this is a good point to mention that we’d both been drinking that night. It’s a good point to mention that we were celebrating our dating anniversary: six years since we went on our first date. Had it really been that long? Wow—no wonder the spark seemed to be completely gone.

I mean—sometimes it was there, when we were both drinking. Sometimes it resurfaced to remind us that we still had passion for one another; but that night wasn’t one of those nights. “I love you the way you are,” I said to her. “Nobody’s perfect.”

She narrowed her eyes. “What a compliment,” she said with a groan before getting up to stop the cum from pouring out of her pussy. “I’m afraid that I’m going to lose you.”

“I’m not going anywhere,” I said.

Then she paused and stared at me.

“What?” I said, getting a bad feeling buzzing down my spine. I didn’t like that look; it was unlike anything I’d seen on her before: a dreadful stare that looked the same as when my previous girlfriend broke up with me.

“Can I talk to you about something?” she said.

“What is it? You’re scaring me.”

“I’ve actually been thinking about this… problem. I’ve been thinking about it a lot.” She hiccuped and swayed, showing that she was more drunk than I realized. Maybe this wasn’t a good time for a serious conversation. But I was drunk too: too drunk to stop her from saying whatever she was about to regret saying.

“What?” I said, standing up and feeling a bit dizzy myself.

“Maybe you should find a… you know.”

“What? Find a what?”

“Another girl.”

I felt sick. Was she asking for divorce? “What are you saying, Maddie?”

She looked down at her feet. Then, she cracked a curious smile. “I thought it might be nice for you to… have a go at another girl.”

“I only want you,” I said.

“Right,” she said. “And you can have me. But… maybe just, like, once every so often… It doesn’t have to mean anything, you know, romantically. In fact, it would be totally for pleasure and nothing else. I don’t even want you talking to the girl. I don’t want you knowing her name. It would just be… sex. We can find someone clean and professional.”

“Are you talking about a prostitute!?” I gasped.

She shrugged her shoulders. “It would take a lot of pressure off of me,” she said, blushing all over. “If you could just get that out of your system with someone else, then I can focus on keeping you happy in ways that I’m good at.”

A new argument erupted. It got a bit heated and then it settled down slightly. There was quite a bit of back-and-forth, and I won’t bore you with those details. At one point, Maddie started crying, confessing that she did lots of crying whenever I asked for sex and she turned me down. “When I’m showering, I usually cry,” she said, and that hurt to hear. I told her over and over that I didn’t care about the sex, but she pointed out how miserable I got when we went through dry spells; she pointed out how my mood worsened whenever I asked for sex and didn’t get any. “When you’re with her, you can just imagine you’re with me,” Maddie said.

And this was obviously a terrible drunken idea that she had, and I was in an equally stupid drunken state, finally caving and saying, “Okay, I guess I would be open to it.” She giggled and rushed to get her laptop. A moment later, we were looking up local escorts. We giggled like schoolgirls as we went through the options. And speaking of schoolgirls… “Ooh! What about her?” Maddie said, clicking on a girl dressed like a schoolgirl. “Isn’t that one of your fetishes?”

I blushed all over. “What!?” I said. “Peeing?”

“What are you talking about? I’m talking about schoolgirls!”

But she was apparently too drunk to read the big bolded caption: ‘I’ll fulfill all of your piss fantasies. Drink my piss and piss all over me. You can even piss into my asshole.”

Maddie roared with laughter when I finally got her to read it. “Okay, so moving on…” she said.

We both refilled our drinks. Nights like those were fun, even if they were alcohol-fuelled. It was nice to be close to Maddie, laughing, smiling, joking around. I didn’t actually think any of this was serious; I just thought we were kidding around, easing the tension that had been so thick all night.

Finally, Maddie clicked on a girl. “Total domination,” she giggled. “Is that your thing, Marc?”

I turned dark red when I saw the picture of the girl holding the whip. “Oh yeah, you know me,” I said, rolling my eyes. We both laughed and I went to get a drink.

“It says that she won’t leave until you come at least three times!” Maddie called out.

“Sign me up!” I called back jokingly.

“Her name is Veronica, and it says that she surprises you when you’re least expecting it!” Maddie said with a big laugh.

“Oh, well that sounds super convenient!” I rolled my eyes.

“I think she’s the one.”

“I think you’re right.”

And I really thought we were just messing around. Maddie got up and rushed to the bedroom to retrieve some lingerie that we’d purchased a year earlier: a black, tight faux-leather bodysuit; it was one of our attempts to spice things up. The outfit came with a little toy whip, which Maddie was now holding. She snapped it in the air. “Should we practise for Veronica?” she asked with a big grin.

And that was the Maddie that I wished I always had. She definitely had a fun side, and a bit of a naughty side—but it lurked in the shadows and rarely showed itself. It came out in small glimpses, and even that was a very small glimpse.

She let me kiss her. She let me fondle her body. But when I went to pin her against the wall, she suddenly went submissive, looking nervous all over. Her thighs became tense, not letting me pry them apart. I knew better than to push it; I couldn’t kill the slight mood that we had going. So I gave it to her the way that she liked it, the way that we always did it: missionary, on the bed. She didn’t come; she never did. I didn’t expect her to anymore; I was just happy when she seemed happy to be having sex.

She was wearing that cute BDSM-themed outfit, but I can assure you that there was no kinky BDSM play that night. She never cracked that whip. She never let me use the fluffy toy handcuffs we had in a drawer. She didn’t get into character and utter dirty things into my ear; it was just regular sex—better than nothing.

But she did do one thing that night that was totally out of character, and I didn’t even realize that she did it. And when she woke up in the morning, I don’t think she realized she’d done it either.


CHAPTER 2
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It was Thursday afternoon. Maddie was working in the city. I was working from home because they were fumigating the office (and had been all week). I had my little setup: my laptop on my desk, my TV, my pair of webcams: one that was on me and one that was on my drum, so my students could watch me speak and also see what I was doing.

The network connection had been curious all day; I think it had something to do with the heavy rain. I should have been done work by 2:00 PM, but because the video kept freezing, I was behind.

My job—though it isn’t exactly relevant—was to teach drum-core recruits in the military. I also organized the various tattoos, leading the drum core, and there was lots of travelling for the various competitions. It was a good job with good pay, and I could request to be moved pretty much anywhere in the country—though a request could take three years to process. When Maddie told me that she wanted that house that we now lived in, it took two years for the request to process. We bought the house and couldn’t move in for so long, and that was a big source of tension for a long time (so you can understand why I was so upset when she told me that she wanted to move to a farm).

Anyway, it was 3:00 PM and I was still working, still with one more student to work with before I could check out for the day. But just as the call started, there was a knock at the door. I told my student that I would call him back, and I hung up the call—and thank God for that, because one of my cameras was pointed at the front door.

I answered the door and saw a woman standing there, in dark leather lingerie, fishnets up her legs, and whip in her hand. “Marc?” she asked with a devilish grin.

I turned white all over, recognizing her almost instantly from that website that Maddie found. “W—What’s this about?”

“Your wife hired me,” she said. “I’m here to satisfy you… or, I should say, I’m here for you to satisfy me.” She nudged her way into the house and looked around. I quickly shut the door before the neighbours saw her there—though I had a terrible feeling it was already too late; maybe letting her into the house was the worst mistake I could make.

“I think there was some mistake,” I said, blushing all over. She was tall—a couple inches taller than me. Her butt was completely exposed in her lingerie, and she had a fat ass: big and round, but not saggy. It was hard to look away from, especially when it bounced and jiggled. “I think my wife hired you by accident.”

“It’s all paid for, Marc,” she grinned, turning to me. “Nice place, by the way.”

“I just…” I suddenly had a big lump in my throat. “I’m working right now. But—uh—I need to call my wife and talk to her. I think there’s been a mixup.”

“There’s no mixup, Marc. The request was processed on Saturday night. I can show you the credit card transaction if you really want.”

“I know—but—but we were drinking. It was just a joke. Look—we’ll still pay you for your time, but…”

“Now, now, Marc—you know I can only leave if you say the safe word.” That devilish grin was back. She walked right up to me, filling my nose with her strong perfume; it was a delightful smell though—I must admit. Her breasts were bulging out from her tight top. Her plump lips looked so glossy and smooth. Her long lashes batted as she stared into my eyes. “You’re pretty cute, you know that? I love the military outfit. Now please, take it off for me.”

“I don’t know any safe word.”

“You put it in when you paid for the service,” she said.

“But I didn’t—my wife did, and I said: she was drunk. We were both drunk. It was just… It was a joke!”

“Are you going to make me force myself on you, Marc? I know that’s a fantasy for a lot of men, and I don’t mind doing it.”

“I don’t want you to force anything! I—I’m married. I love my wife.”

“And she loves you,” she smiled. “So she hired me. What an amazing wife you have. A man should be so lucky to have such an amazing girl in his life.” She reached down and started unbuttoning my shirt.

“Please, just listen to me: give me a minute to call my wife.”

“I’m refusing your request,” she said, and then she pulled my shirt open, breaking the final few buttons off. I gasped. She stared at my chest with glowing eyes. “Nice muscles, Marc,” she said. Her fingers glistened over my chest and abs, and I have to admit that it was a nice feeling…

Maddie never touched me like that—not because she didn’t love me, but that level of sexual foreplay just wasn’t in her sexual vocabulary. And Maddie didn’t have the long, manicured fingernails (possibly fake nails) that this girl had. So I paused for a moment, feeling a tingle.

“You like it when I touch you, Marc?” she asked with a soft voice.

“I just think this is a bad idea,” I said.

“You won’t think that soon,” she said. She stepped in closer, putting her lips near mine. She grazed the tip of my nose with hers, and I paused again. Her hands were on my sides, feeling my ribs. I missed being touched like that.

Maybe Maddie had touched me like that before, at the beginning of our relationship—or maybe I was just remembering the past with rose-colored glasses. Maybe I was thinking about relationships that I had before Maddie, with girls who were kinkier in the bedroom. I definitely had my share of lustful relationships before meeting Maddie. I definitely went out with girls who had nothing in common with me but the sex drive. And those were fun times; I thought that I got it all out of my system with those girls, but after years without exciting sex… maybe I was wrong.

“You really like it when I touch you,” said Veronica as her soft hands moved all over my body—and then one went between my legs. I let out a soft sigh as she rubbed me, but after five seconds, I came to my senses and jumped back. “No,” I said, shaking my head. “No, no—this isn’t right. I’m not cheating on my wife!”

“It’s not cheating, Marc. She hired me.”

“It’s just not right. She was drunk when she hired you. I’m sure if we called her, she would be devastated to know that you’re here right now… no offence.”

“Just try to relax, Marc,” she said. “I’ll help you.”

And then, with impressive strength (and with a bit of surprise) she pushed me down onto my knees. Before I could even react, she had my head in the palm of her hands. She pulled me right into her crotch, stuffing my nose into her pelvis and mouth against her faux-leather clad pussy. It was warm and it smelled so wonderful: like expensive perfume and vanilla. She gently began to grind herself against my face. She moaned softly, putting erotic images into my head.

And again, I hesitated. I knew it was wrong to give in, but she was just so… warm. It had been so, so long since I had real sex—not just, ‘get off quickly inside of me so we can go to sleep,’ sex. Oh God, I wanted to ravage her so badly. I wanted to squeeze her breasts and roll around. I wanted to fuck her like a dog. I wanted to pin her against the wall. When was the last time I had fun like that?

But I still managed to pull my head from her grip. “This is wrong,” I said.

“Forget about your morals, Marc,” she said. “Just give in. Submit to me. I’ll make your wildest fantasies come true.”

Then, she grabbed my head again, in a rather aggressive way, pulling my hair. She forced my face into her crotch and mashed herself against me.

I started to cave. It was just so, so nice to be properly intimate with a woman. And, like Maddie said when she was drunk: it didn’t have to mean anything. I didn’t even have to know her name! And I had a feeling Veronica was not this chick’s real name.

“That’s it,” she said. “Submit to me.”

“My wife…” I managed to say.

Then, with a painful tug, she pulled me up to my feet. “Ouch!” I said.

“Don’t like it rough, Marc?”

I looked into her eyes. She had that sensual look, like that sexy rabbit in that cartoon movie. Oh God, why was she doing this to me? There’s only so much a man can take. I could only resist so much. And now, my brain was ripe with excuses. Maddie did hire her, and this was Maddie’s idea. Maybe she knew about this. If she found out, I could just tell her that I was under the impression she set it up. Or maybe I could just keep it from coming up; I didn’t have to mention this; I had a feeling Veronica wasn’t going to call Maddie and tell her the details.

Veronica leaned forward and pressed her soft, glossy lips against mine. I melted into her, feeling her large breasts against my chest. Oh God, it felt so nice to be kissing a woman like that, hands everywhere. Unlike Maddie, she wasn’t afraid to reach down and fondle my cock. She rubbed it until it was hard—and she rubbed in a way that I didn’t know you could rub a cock. My God, it felt so good!

“I—I can’t be doing this,” I managed to say again, prying myself away from a brief moment: a tiny moment of clarity that ended a moment later when her breasts came out, on display, nipples hard and areolae like dinner plates. “Suck my nipples, Marc.”

Maddie never let me suck her nipples; that was totally off-limits and a complete turn-off. And if I was going to stay with Maddie until death, which was the plan, then that meant this was my only opportunity to feel a nice hard nipple against my tongue.

“I can’t,” I said.

But she forced me to do it. She grabbed my head and pulled me down. She forced my face against her soft breast. She forced her puffy nipple into my mouth. And I must admit that I didn’t put up much of a fight. I wanted to suck that nipple, even though I didn’t want to ruin my relationship. It just felt so good.

Veronica was dripping with sex. No human should be so alluring. She understood seduction in a way that was inhuman, as if she had some sort of doctorate in seduction. “Oh God,” I moaned.

She moaned too. “That feels so fucking good,” she said.

I sucked her nipple for what must have been five minutes while she reached down and massaged my cock. She got my cock out from my pants. She played with my tip. She kept taking in deep breaths, making her breasts heave. “Just like that, Marc.”

“I still love my wife,” I said aloud, as if it needed to be clarified.

She giggled. “And she loves you,” she said.

She kissed me again. Now, I wasn’t resisting so much; now, I’d started to accept my fate; I’d accepted that I couldn’t resist her. I could only pray that this wouldn’t damage my marriage. I turned Veronica around and I gripped her breasts, pushing my exposed erection up against her ass. I fondled her all over, and then she bent forward, twerking, making her ass cheeks jiggle and bounce against my cock. “You’re a big boy,” she said.

I grinned, almost drooling at the sight of her curvaceous body.

“You don’t think you’re going to fuck me, do you?” she asked.

I paused for a moment. “Are you going to make me beg for it?” I asked with a trembling voice. I hated hearing myself flirting with her. I could still pull myself away before this was truly cheating. Maybe I’d already done things I would regret, but we hadn’t fucked.

She stood up and turned back to me. She stared into my eyes with a big grin. She looked down at my erection. Then, she took my wrists, pulled them around to my back, and a moment later, I heard the metallic sheathing of handcuffs. I don’t know where she got them from, but now, my hands were tied. She giggled, walking around me.

“Very funny,” I said, giving my hands a tug. “But I’d prefer not to be tied up.”

“That’s not up to you,” she giggled. She grabbed the chain between the cuffs and pulled, making me yelp; the metal dug into my wrists and hurt bad. She pulled me over to the pillar that stood in the middle of the living room. She commanded me to stay. She undid the cuffs and pulled my arms around the pillar in an uncomfortable way, so my back was pushed hard against the drywall. I couldn’t move at all. “It’s too much of a stretch,” I groaned.

“You’ll get used to it,” she said as she cuffed me again, locking me there.

“I don’t like this,” I said. It was already starting to hurt my shoulders, having my arms extended back like that.

“Get used to it,” she said. Then, she was down on her knees with a length of rope. She tied my ankled around that same beam. Then she stood up, stared at me for a moment, and then decided that I needed to be tied down more, with a rope around my midsection so that I couldn’t even thrust forward.

“What the hell are you doing?” I asked.

“Quiet,” she commanded. Then she stared at me as I tried to wriggle free—but the more I wriggled, the more it hurt. If I stayed perfectly still, there was very little pain.

“I don’t want this,” I growled.

“You will,” she smiled. Then she started to dance for me, hands above her head, hips moving in perfect circles. I will admit that she was mesmerizing. Her big breasts were so perky. Her waist was so thin… and that ass! That ass was proof of God if you ever needed any.

I watched. I went submissive again, even forgetting for a moment that I was tied up. The desire to escape went away for a couple of minutes. But it came back hard a moment later, when she shimmied out of her tight bodysuit, letting her long, smooth cock fall down.

“What the fuck is that?” I said, turning white all over.

“Don’t be a prude, Marc,” she said softly with an unaffected smile.

“You’re a man?”

“Don’t be rude!” she snapped.

Then she walked over. I tried to wriggly myself away, not wanting that cock anywhere near me. But I couldn’t move. I was tied to that post like a sailor tied to a mast, captured by cruel pirates. She giggled, swaying her cock from side to side, knowing that it made me pulse with dread. “I’m straight,” I said.

“Well that’s great, because I’m a woman,” she growled. “What’s the matter, Marc? Never seen a girl with a cock before?”

“Look,” I said, starting to sound panicked, even to myself. “I think we’ve done enough. I don’t know the safe word, but I want to be finished. There was a big misunderstanding when we booked you. I’m happy to pay you; I’ll pay you double—just call this whole thing off.”

She ignored me. She grabbed her cock with her fist and lifted it up. She pressed it against my cock, which was still erect from watching her dance. “You liked kissing me and sucking my titties, Marc,” she said. “Why are you suddenly so offended?”

I bit down on my tongue. I was afraid of offending her; I was tied to a post, after all. She had that whip when she walked in, and I’m sure she had other ways to ‘punish’ me for being rude.

Now, she was tormenting me by pressing my cock against her, squeezing them together as she tried to get them into the same grip. She giggled and covered her lips. “My cock is the same size as yours—and you’re erect!”

“I’m not erect,” I said. “N—Not fully.”

“Oh, please,” she said, rolling her eyes. “It’s okay, Marc. You don’t have to be as big as me; few people are.” Then, without warning, she began to stroke them together, slowly. She bent her head down and let a big glob of spit fall down, right onto our tips, and then she used her fist to mash the spit down, lubricating the shafts. “Does that feel nice?”

I could feel her cock throbbing. I closed my eyes and turned my head away. “Please. No—I don’t like this. Please just leave.”

“I can’t leave,” she smiled. “Not until you come three times.” Then, I opened my eyes and looked into her eyes. I couldn’t remember the last time I came three times in a single day; not since I was with my first girlfriend, when we were eighteen and our parents were out of town. That was a long, long time ago. Now, I wasn’t sure I could even come twice. I did it the other night, when Maddie and I were fooling around, but we had a three-hour break between—and the second time took nearly an hour of penetration!

“Please,” I said. “Maddie will be home in four hours. She can’t find us like this. This will break her heart.”

“Why?” Veronica asked. “She paid for it. Her name is on the transaction! Just relax, Marc. The sooner you come three times for me, the sooner we’ll be done. Now, do me a favour and come for me. Come like my little slave.” She grinned and glared into my eyes. “Come and I’ll set you free—at least for a little while.”

“Please stop,” I groaned. She had that way of moving her hand that just felt so fucking good—but I didn’t want it to feel good, not pressed up against her cock. I didn’t want to think that some biological male could make me have an orgasm faster than my own wife could! At least she looked like a girl—extremely convincing, aside from that swinging cock. She had a beautiful face. She had stunning eyes. Now, she was staring into my eyes as she jerked me off.

“Please,” I said again.

“I’ll make you a deal,” she said. “If I come before you, I’ll leave. If you come first, you have to come two more times before I go. It’s a contest.”

“You won’t make me come,” I said, defiant. I was sure that I could mentally beat her. I was sure that there was no way a biological male could make me ejaculate. I wouldn’t allow it! I was straight and determined to prove it. And she was getting hard. Her cock was stretching upwards, proving that she was more than ten inches long. She was throbbing hard and she was starting to moan. I was sure that I could beat her.

But my God, it felt so fucking good. I moaned. I bit hard on my tongue. I quivered all over. I clenched and squirmed and trembled. “Fuck,” I muttered.

“What’s the matter, Marc?” she asked softly, in that sensual voice. “Does it feel… good? Am I going to make you… cum?” She had that way of whispering those trigger words, making my knees buckle. I tried so hard to hold back…

But I just couldn’t. I hadn’t had an orgasm in almost five full days. A man can only hold on for so long!

Cum erupted from the tip of my cock and billowed down our collective shafts. I moaned and trembled all over, and she erupted into a giggling fit, suddenly trying to catch my cum in the palm of her hand—because she wanted to use it to humiliate me. Once she had a palmful, she brought it up to my face. I turned my head away, but she was determined to push it against my lips. “Lick it up, slave,” she said. “Make me happy so I’ll go easier on you.”

And after thirty seconds of hopeless resisting, I caved. I opened my mouth and let her push that load into my mouth. It was a terrible taste, like raw pancake batter: bitter on my tongue. I spat most of it out when I had a chance, but sadly, some of it was swallowed when I was fighting my gag reflex. The taste lingered, and she just laughed.

“You lose, Marc,” she said. “But look on the bright side: just two more orgasms and I’ll be out of your hair.”

A dread filled my heart. Over her shoulder, I could see the clock. It was later than I realized. Now, I only had two hours before Maddie was supposed to be home. If she found me with Veronica, I was in deep shit.
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“Let’s talk about this,” I said, trying to make myself sound calm, even though I was far from calm. Now, she was finally releasing my body from that post, undoing those painful cuffs. My wrists were dark red from the metal biting into me; I was going to have to figure out a way to explain those marks to Maddie.

“What do you want to talk about, Marc?” she asked, not bothering to put away her cock, which was still standing erect and tall, listening with a bit of her spit and a bit of my cum. She managed to get my ankles untied, and I was able to hop away from the post, keeping my distance from her because I knew that she was going to try to capture me again, given the chance. But she just stood there and stared at me with that cute little grin on her face.

“I think you had your fun, you’ve been paid; I don’t know the safe word—okay? And I’m not consenting to this. I—I don’t want to have to call the police. It’s the last thing I want to do. You seem like a nice, uh, lady. You’re very beautiful, and I appreciate you sticking to your character; that’s very respectable, and I’m sure lots of people really love it. But this…. this isn’t my thing and there really was a big misunderstanding when we hired you. See—Maddie and I were drinking on Saturday. We were goofing around when we went to that website. Maddie had this drunken idea of hiring a prostitute for me, but it was just a joke; she probably just thought she was being funny by actually doing it—or maybe she didn’t even mean to do it.”

“Marc,” she said, stepping forward and putting a finger up to my lips. “Just relax, okay? Your wife ordered me for you, and now you should respect her by appreciating the gift. Can you imagine ordering someone a gift and them throwing a tantrum over it?”

“But that’s the thing: she wouldn’t actually want me getting this… gift.”

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t want to cheat on my wife, and she doesn’t want me cheating on her. I said it a thousand times already: we were drunk when we went to that website.”

“Well, sometimes alcohol makes people more honest,” she grinned.

“Please just… leave,” I said, pointing at the door. My body was starting to tremble with that cold terror again. I eyed the clock and saw that we now had less than two hours. If Maddie saw this, her heart would shatter.

“I’ll leave as soon as you cum two more times,” she said. “And if you really want me gone soon, then you’d better start working on orgasm number-two.” She giggled.

“I’ll do it. I’ll call the cops,” I said, folding my arms, holding my stance.

“Okay,” she said. “That’s fine. I’ll happily stick around to fill out the police report and give my statement. They’ll probably need a statement from Maddie too; and then Maddie will have to hear that we kissed and you sucked my tits—and the part where you ejaculated from rubbing your cock against mine.”

“You forced yourself on me! That’s sexual assault!” I gasped.

“Explain it to the police, Marc. Go ahead. Make the call.” She walked over and sat down not he couch, still with her penis out and pointing up in the air. She wouldn’t shake that grin; she knew I wasn’t going to make that call. I didn’t want cop cars parked out front. I didn’t need neighbours looking out as the police took a prostitute out from my house—especially since she would be determined to make it as humiliating as possible. I could already imagine her refusing to put her cock away as they hauled her off. How long would it take for the whole neighbourhood to hear that a hooker with a huge shaft was seen leaving my place—and what theories would they come up with to explain the police?

“I just want to deal with this quietly, okay? Let’s not make this into a big scene.”

“Perfect,” she said. “So we’ll do it my way. Now come and suck my cock, Marc.”

“What!?” I snapped, jumping back.

She grabbed her erection and began to stroke it. “Before I can stimulate your next orgasm, I want you to suck my cock—until I come in your mouth. I’m not asking you, Marc. I’m telling you.”

“No,” I said. “I’m not doing that. I’m not gay. I don’t suck cocks!” My forehead was hot now. My jaw was starting to chatter.

“Okay,” she said, rolling her eyes. “In that case, I’m just going to step out on the front step and have a cigarette. Is that okay?” She stood up and started towards the front door, cock swaying back and forth. She wasn’t putting it away.

“You can’t go out like that,” I said, rushing up to the door to block her. Then, out the small window on our front door, I saw Mrs. Klein, walking her little dog. That little dog (Buster) was now sniffing my grass, looking for the perfect place to pee.

But Veronica wasn’t stopping. She was reaching past me to grab the door handle.

“No!” I gasped. “You can’t go out! Please! You’re going to cause a lot of problems!”

“I just want to have a cigarette,” she said. “Is that such a big deal?”

“The neighbours will see you! You can’t go out like that. It’s… It’s illegal! Go out the back door. Smoke in the backyard.”

She grinned. “Are you going to lock me out?” she asked. “Because, if you do, I’ll come back to the front door, and I’ll stay there until you let me in.”

My spine was cold now. That was my plan… but now that I was thinking about it, it really was a terrible plan. I didn’t need to give her an excuse to make a scene.

Time was ticking. We’d already been arguing for a few minutes, and minutes, at this point, were precious to me. “Let’s talk about this,” I said after taking a deep breath.

But she just stood there grinning at me, not answering me.

“Can I pay you? I’ll give you three-hundred dollars if you leave right now.” I said it cooly and slowly, spelling it out so that the deal was very clear.

But she just shook her head. “You can blow me… literally.”

“What’s my other option?” I said through clenched teeth. The frustration was mounting.

“There’s no other option, Marc. I’m not leaving until I make you come two more times, and I won’t make you come again until you use your mouth to make me come. So that’s your only option: suck my cock.”

“It’s not an option if there aren’t any other options!” I snapped, balling my hands into tight fists.

“Well, I suppose the other option is me staying here,” she said. “Which means I’ll get to meet Maddie. She sounds lovely; I’d really like to meet her. Maybe she’d be interested in watching you suck my cock. Is that something you might be interested in?”

A nausea swelled in my stomach. I really wasn’t going to get rid of her without giving her what she wanted.

Then, she suddenly giggled. “Or, if you can remember that safe word…” She broke into a fit of laughter. To her, it was a joke—but to me, it was a real opportunity; maybe I could think of what Maddie put down as a safe word! Maybe I just had to think; it was probably something obvious.

I looked at the clock. Time was ticking. I started firing off random words: words that Maddie sometimes used for passwords with her online accounts. Veronica looked confused at first, as if I was having a strange seizure, and then she realized what I was doing and started to laugh. “Not even close, Marc,” she said. “If this is how you want to spend the rest of the evening, that’s fine—but if that’s the case, I’m going to go out for a smoke.”

“No!” I gasped. And it became clear in that moment: I had to give her what she wanted, or she was going to ruin me.

I let my gaze move down to her cock. At least she was nicely shaved up. At least she smelled like a girl. At least she was clean… except for the beads of my cum that were on her erection. I took a deep breath and then I went to grab a wet cloth. I marched it over to her and reached it down to wipe her off before I did the deed. But she dodged the wipe. “Excuse me!” she gasped. “Can I help you!?”

“I just want to wipe the cum off,” I said. “And then… I’ll do it…”

“No,” she said. “You can suck your cum off. It’s your cum, after all; it’s not going to hurt you.”

“That’s gross,” I groaned.

“Why?” she said. “You already swallowed a bunch of it. What’s a bit more?”

I bit down on my tongue. I tried not to snap at her; I couldn’t make her angry. I wanted her to take it easy on me. I groaned again before sinking down to my knees. I stared at that towering cock. I squirmed, overwhelmed by a terrible discomfort. Then, I reached out and grabbed it. I was instantly shocked by how thick it was: how much of my palm it occupied as I stretched my fingers around it. It was warm and throbbing. Her tip was already red, pushing out from her stretched foreskin. It was very hard: too hard to bend down to my lips, so I had to rise myself up and tilt my head down. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I grunted.

“You’ll like it. You seem like the type,” she giggled. I didn’t appreciate the insinuation that I was gay, but I decided to ignore the comment. I opened my mouth. I closed my eyes. Then, I bent down and felt it on my tongue: warm, throbbing, and tasting slightly the way her perfume smelled.

I groaned, closing my lips around her tip. I kept my fingers around it, starting to pump it. The goal was to make her cum as quickly as possible. The sooner she could cum, the sooner we could get onto whatever nonsense she had in store for me next.

I decided to use that time wisely. I wasn’t just sucking and pumping—I was also thinking. I had to figure out what Maddie put down as the safe word. I thought of her favourite movies. I thought of her childhood pets. Then, I remembered that she had a little cactus in our bedroom; she called it our ‘pet’ cactus, and she even had a name for it: Mr. Spikes. Maybe that was the safe word!

But now wasn’t the time to blurt out potential safe words. I had to commit to the act and maintain momentum. I had her aroused. I had her beginning to moan. Her cock was throbbing hard in my mouth, and I could taste a sweet tinge of pre-cum. I couldn’t kill the mood by spitting out random words now. The words would have to wait until after my mouth was filled with her ejaculation. I just had to accept it.

So I kept going, tightening my grip, pumping faster, and sucking harder. Look—I had a cock. I had my share of blowjobs back in my younger years, so I had a pretty good idea of what felt good. I knew which spots were more sensitive. I knew, more-or-less, what was too much pressure and what was too little; I knew what was too fast and what was too slow. I knew that it felt good to twist the wrist while pumping. I had a girlfriend once who would flick the tip of her tongue against the underside of my tip; oh God, that would feel so good! I thought about that girl a lot, even though she was batshit crazy outside of the bedroom… and maybe a bit crazy in the bedroom too (that’s why we stayed together as long as we did).

So that’s what I did. I gave Veronica my best interpretation of that little move. I flicked my tongue and made her tense all over. “Oh God, Marc,” she moaned. “That feels fucking amazing.” She stroked my hair with her manicured fingernails. “Oh God, that feels so fucking good!”

I pumped faster and faster. I didn’t stop sucking. I even pushed my head into her crotch more, sinking more of her dick into my throat. I gagged a bit, but I didn’t stop. I knew that the trick to a great blowjob was momentum. I looked up at her and saw that she was looking down at me, cheeks rosy. She really did look cute; she was a beautiful woman, even with her big cock: her beauty made it easier.

“You’re really fucking good at that, Marc,” she smiled. “Are you sure you haven’t sucked cock before?”

I ignored the insinuation that I was gay—again. I kept going. Now, while I caught my breath, I leaned my face back and gently licked her tip, still pumping with my fist. I used my other hand to massage her large ball sack. She moaned.

I had the brilliant idea to talk dirty to her; that always worked for me. Sometimes Maddie would say a few dirty phrases to me if I was having trouble coming. So I tried it out, “How badly do you want to cum in my mouth?” It was hard to stay in character. It was hard to stop myself from cringing. “How badly do you want to shoot you big, fat load into my—”

I didn’t finish that sentence. She suddenly gasped and then she blasted my face. “Open your mouth!” she shouted, and I did it. I opened my mouth in time to get the third and fourth blast—but the first two (and the biggest two) were already all over my face, dripping down my nose and lips and chin. She filled my mouth with cum, pushing her dick deep. I held on with my fist, squeezing tightly so I wouldn’t ruin her orgasm—though I’m not sure why I cared. I guess I just wanted to make her happy so she would take it easy on me.

She pulled her cock out of my mouth. She grabbed it from me and then used it to spread the cum all over my cheeks and lips. She giggled. “It’s so thick,” she said. It felt thick. I could feel it everywhere. I groaned, trying not to make disgusted faces. It wasn’t my dream, being covered in a stranger’s cum (and a prostitute at that!).

There was a silence in the room. I used my wrist to push the cum away from my eyes. The taste in my mouth was… sweet. It was better tasting than my own product. It was definitely easier to swallow.

I stood up and grabbed a cloth, wiping off my face. Veronica just stood and giggled. “I knew you were into this,” she said.

I spun around to face her, feeling a sudden urge to snap at her. “I just did what you asked me to do!” I said.

“Right. And you liked doing it,” she smiled.

“I didn’t,” I said. “But I want this to be over with, so can we please just move things along?”

“I need a cigarette,” she said. “Let’s take a five-minute break.”

I eyed the clock. Now, we had one hour and forty minutes left to end this arrangement. Was that enough time? I still wasn’t sure I would be able to ejaculate once more—never mind twice. “Can you please use the back?”

“Whatever,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. She pulled a cigarette out from her little purse and walked to the back door. She didn’t bother putting away her slumping cock. I could only hope the neighbours across the alley weren’t going to peer into our yard in that moment.

As she reached the door, I suddenly said it: “Mr. Spikes.”

She turned and looked at me. There was a silence for a long moment. Was that the word? Did I get it? Was this going to come to an end now?
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She said nothing as she slipped out to smoke her cigarette. My heart was pounding. I had no idea if we were done. I was frozen for a long moment before I sprung into action. I quickly tidied up the mess we’d made. I mopped up the cum with the spray mop. I nudged furniture back into place. I took a deep breath. “Maddie doesn’t have to know about this,” I whispered to myself.

Maddie would be so ashamed of me if she knew that I sucked off a trans prostitute. She would never look at me the same. And if she knew that the same prostitute jerked me off? If she knew that we kissed and made out? If she knew that I sucked her nipples?

My heart skipped a beat. I caught myself with a tiny grin for a moment—but just a quick moment. No, Maddie couldn’t find out about what we’d done together—but it was kind of nice to experience a few of the things that Maddie just wouldn’t do with me because of her past traumas. Making out with Veronica was kind of… nice. I liked locking lips with a girl, though I would have preferred that girl to be my wife. Having her touch me all over, fondling my body like that… it felt good. Sucking her nipples was heavenly.

And even sucking her cock; I won’t admit that I liked that I sucked a cock, but there was something nice about being ‘erotic’ with a girl. It was nice to be a bit taboo. It was nice to do something more intense than just missionary sex. It was fun being naughty every now and then.

I couldn’t help but remember all of the times I killed the mood with Maddie, trying to push some idea or another. I once made the mistake of trying to slip my cock into her ass. Sex ended abruptly; her mood was dead. And the time I told her that I would really like a blowjob. “Just try it. Push yourself out of your comfort zone,” I said to her, and then I instantly regretted it, because she went into the bathroom to cry, guilty that she couldn’t please her husband. Oh God, and how could I forget the time that I bough that little BDSM kit in an attempt to spice things up? The second I showed her the handcuffs, she just started crying.

I couldn’t begin to imagine what Maddie had gone through when she was younger, but it must have been bad. Let’s not get depressed with those details now. I couldn’t blame Maddie for wanting to keep things vanilla. In fact, I appreciated her for occasionally making herself available; I’m sure even the missionary sex was tough for her.

But it was hard not to crave a little more. I hadn’t heard an orgasm spill out the lips of a woman for the better half of a decade—until that moment with Veronica. And no, she wasn’t biologically female, but she sure sounded like a girl when she was coming: moaning and tensing up all over. It was nice to give a girl pleasure. With Maddie, I never felt like I was pleasuring her, no matter how hard I tried. Sex had always just been for me.

And now, I was starting to feel guilty—not because I felt like I was cheating on Maddie (in a weird way, I didn’t feel like I was cheating, because I was being more-or-less forced into it), but because I was enjoying myself. Veronica was giving me something that I couldn’t get from my own wife. I wanted to think that Maddie could give me everything I wanted… but now, I was realizing there was so much more. It was almost sad to think that my time with Veronica was now over, now that I’d figured out that safe word.

At least I thought I had that safe word figured out…

The back door opened and Veronica came back in, still with her long cock hanging down, still with a drop of thick white cum oozing from her tip. “Ready for round-two, Marc?” she asked with a dark grin.

“Wait,” I said. “I said the safe word. Mr. Spikes. That’s the safe word… Isn’t it?”

She giggled. “I don’t know what that means, but it’s definitely not the safe word. For this next act, let’s go to the bedroom—shall we?”

My gut turned. I wanted to try reasoning with her, but time was running out. I couldn’t waste too much more time trying to barter with someone who wasn’t open for business. She didn’t care if I offered her cash. She didn’t care if I got down on my knees and begged; in fact, that probably just made her want to humiliate me even more.

So I followed her to the bedroom, nervous to see what she had in store for me. When I arrived, she was putting on black latex gloves. She pulled them tight, letting the elastic snap before she cracked her signature grin. “Okay, patient Marc. I need you on the bed, please. On your hands and knees, butt facing me.”

“What are you going to do, Veronica?” I asked.

She bent over and picked up my bottle of lubricant. “That’s Dr. Veronica to you. And it’s time for your exam.”

“No,” I said. “I don’t want anything in my asshole.”

“Don’t make me get the cuffs and ropes again, Marc. I don’t want to waste time tying you down.”

“You said you were going to make me cum,” I said. “If you want to jerk me off again, that’s fine—but this… no way!”

“This will make you cum,” she said confidently. “I’ve been doing this for years, Marc. I know how to make a man cum. Now, if you want to be done with this before Maddie gets home—and time is ticking—then you’ll come onto this bed and follow my commands.”

I squirmed.

Okay, so maybe I spoke too soon when I said that I was enjoying this. Maybe I was a bit quick to jump to that conclusion. This was still a dreadful nightmare.

And now, I really didn’t have a choice. What could I do? I didn’t know the safe word and I had to get her out of my house. She wasn’t taking no for an answer. So I slowly approached the bed. I looked at her in her tight outfit, breasts and cock still out in the open. I took a deep breath and got onto the bed. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I groaned.

“Just enjoy it, Marc. People pay a lot of money for this—and your wife is paying a lot of money for you to enjoy it.”

“I’ve told you a thousand times that she doesn’t want this—and neither do I.”

“Don’t be ungrateful. Just relax your muscles and prepare for your examination.” She giggled and then she gushed a big glob of lubricant onto her latex-clad hand. She giggled once more and then she reached behind me. I gasped when I felt it: that cold, thick goop being smeared between my legs.

“Okay,” I said. “I mean—I really appreciate what you’re doing, but maybe we can discuss this. There must be something I can do. Five-hundred dollars. That’s a lot of cash.”

“Not interested,” she said, finding my butthole with what felt like her middle finger.

“Six-hundred,” I said.

“Nope.” Now, she was beginning to twist that finger into my body.

“A thousand dollars,” I said. “That’s all I have to spare. You can have it all.”

She just giggled. “Oh, Marc. Just try to enjoy yourself.”

She pushed an inch of finger into me, making me gasp—almost yelping like a little dog. She giggled again, putting her other hand on my butt. I wanted to jump off of that bed, but I knew that would just delay this whole thing. I needed to come up with a real plan.

“Please, Veronica. I don’t want anything in my ass. This isn’t something I’m into!”

“Every guy is into it,” she said, and I could hear her rolling her eyes behind me. “You’ve just never tried it. Now relax and try to enjoy yourself. This may be the only time you get to experience anything like this.”

“Let’s hope,” I said, closing my eyes.

There was nothing I could do but go completely submissive. I had to let her do it. I let her push that finger in until her knuckle stopped her from going deeper. She had a three-inch finger pushed into my butthole, and it felt… weird. She was twisting it around, inching it like a worm, as if she was trying to find something.

Then, a second finger from her other hand suddenly went in, making me gasp. “That’s too tight!” I yelped.

“Oh, please,” she groaned. “Quit being a baby and take it, Marc.” She pushed that second finger just as deep, and then she did something very, very uncomfortable: she began to pull her fingers away from each other, stretching out my hole. I groaned and tried to clench. “You’re going to pull a muscle, Marc.”

“I don’t want this!” I cried.

“From now on, every time you whine like a baby, I’m going to punish you. Understand?”

“I just want you to stop. It’s just—It’s enough! I don’t like this!”

She pulled one finger out of me and reached around, suddenly gripping my balls. She squeezed hard, making me truly yelp like a little puppy being smacked for the first time with a rolled up newspaper.

“That hurts!”

“That’s the idea, Marc,” she laughed. Then, that hand came back where it was before. That finger went back in, and she went back to stretching my hole out.

I tried to bite my tongue. I tried to keep my mouth shut… but I just had to protest once more, hoping it would make her realize that I really didn’t like this. “It hurts,” I said. “It doesn’t feel good. I—I don’t want this.”

Then, she grabbed my ball sack again. She held it firmly, making me go docile. I knew that it would hurt badly if I moved, so I remained still. “Please let go,” I said through clenched teeth.

“Stop whining,” she said. “Or I’ll go get the whip. You’ll have to explain why your body is covered in red streaks for the next week.”

“Okay, okay!” I said. “Just let go!”

She really wasn’t going easy on me. She wasn’t giving me options. All I could do was go completely submissive while she dominated me.

And as soon as I went limp for her, she got to work. She reached down and picked up a small dildo. By the time I realized, it was already being pushed into my ass. I gasped and turned to look back. I almost protested, but now I knew better. I didn’t put up a fight; I kept my mouth shut, totally submissive.

I closed my eyes and tried to control my breathing.

“Now, I just need to find the sweet-spot,” she said, twisting and turning the toy inside of me, prodding against different spots. It was a weird feeling. No, there was no pain, but it was awkward. It felt so… full. At one point, she pushed against something that made me feel like I was going to throw up.

“Your sweet spot is deep,” she said, pulling that toy out of me suddenly. I finally felt like I was able to breathe, though now I felt curiously empty. I looked back at her. I wanted to beg her one more time to stop… but I knew it was hopeless. I could only hope that she would lose interest if I went totally submissive.

But she didn’t lose interest. She was determined to find that supposed ‘sweet-spot’. Now, she was pushing something much longer into me; it had a curved shaft and a bulbous tip. As she turned it inside of me, it felt like it was mashing up my insides. I groaned and bit hard on my tongue, afraid a groan would be enough to get my ball sack squeezed again.

Then, she found it. I gasped and perked up, feeling a sudden surge of warmth rushing down my legs. My knees trembles and my legs quivered. Then, she giggled. “There it is! It’s not usually that hard to find!”

I opened my mouth to reply, but words wouldn’t come out. I was frozen, stuttering—or maybe there were no noises coming out of me at all. Now, she was pumping that toy, pushing it over and over against that same spot, sending that same warm jolt down my legs and spine, over and over. She started humming a cute little tune under her breath.

My legs shook violently. I started to moan, though I tried so hard to remain silent. Slowly, my body started to fall forward. I landed on my face on that bed, with my ass up in the air. She inched herself in, standing upright and pushing that toy down, using every inch of its six-inch shaft to push into me.

Now, my cock was beginning to tingle; a nice, pleasant feeling. I moaned louder.

I finally allowed my muscles to relax. Okay, so maybe she was right: maybe there was a sweet spot, and maybe it was something that all guys liked once it was being ‘stimulated’. I closed my eyes and melted into the mattress. My moaning kept loudening, even though I was still trying to remain quiet.

She giggled. “That’s a good boy,” she said. “Take it like a good little slut.”

“Oh God,” I groaned loudly.

She pumped me for a long time—at least ten minutes, making sure to hit that spot with every deep penetration. My toes curled into my feet. My hands clenched the bed sheets. She spanked me on the ass hard, making my asshole clench the toy, which then made the jolt of euphoria stronger. “Oh God!” I screamed.

My cock was twitching now. It wasn’t hard, but the pleasure was just like an orgasm: a never-ending orgasm. I didn’t want it to end. I’d never felt pleasure like that before! I kept screaming the same thing over and over: “Oh God! Oh God! Don’t stop! Don’t stop!” I even caught myself screaming, “Harder! Harder! Harder!” I was pushing my bum back into the toy, making it cram harder against that sweet spot.

And then came that warm tingling in the tip of my penis: a feeling like I had to go pee. I was suddenly terrified that I was going to wet our bed. I didn’t want to spoil our sheets with a gush of urine…

But it wasn’t urine that was coming.

Suddenly, my flaccid cock began to unload. Thick cum gushed out of it and pooled beneath me. “Fuck!” I screamed, and then I went totally limp; she used her hand to hold me up, leaning me against her faux-leather-clad body. She gently stroked my back. “That’s a good boy, Marc,” she smiled. “Come like a good submissive slut.” She reached down and squeezed my shaft, making another gush of thick white cream pour out of me. It was pleasure like I’d never felt before…

Pleasure that I’d never felt with Maddie—that I probably never would feel with Maddie. There was no way Maddie could figure out how to do that—and there was no way in hell I would ever ask her to try. I didn’t want Maddie thinking that I was some closeted-homosexual. I didn’t want her worried that I was going to cheat on her with some stranger at a gay bar while I told her that I was away on some work trip.

And I couldn’t help but feel guilty on her behalf. It would kill her to know the things she was incapable of doing for me. It wasn’t her fault; I couldn’t be mad at her for traumas that she’d experienced, and the consequences of those traumas. I loved Maddie no matter what she could or couldn’t do for me. There’s more to a relationship than sex, but sex really does keep a man sane in way that nothing else does. After Veronica drained my cock, my mind seemed more clear than ever. I suddenly felt like I had more clarity on my issues with Maddie. I could suddenly think of all the reasons that I loved her. I could remember all of those sweet first dates. I could remember her giving me those Aerosmith tickets for my birthday; oh man, I wanted to go to that concert so badly, but it sold out in minutes. Maddie spent a week tracking down a pair of tickets. She drove to another province to pick them up: down frozen highways that were littered with accidents. Maddie cared about me…

And now, I was cheating on her. I was getting off with another woman, letting another woman play with my penis, and I was just allowing it. But what other choice did I have? I couldn’t let the neighbourhood know that there was a well-endowed hooker at my house, and I couldn’t let Maddie know that I was fooling around with someone else, even if it was against my will.

I had to protect Maddie’s feelings. I couldn’t let her heart break. “What time is it?” I asked.

“Maddie comes home in one hour, if that’s what you’re asking,” said Veronica. Then, she giggled. “That’s one hour to cum one time. That’s loads of time!”

But I didn’t think I could come again. There was no way that I had any more cum inside of me. I was already feeling drained and exhausted, on the verge of passing out. I wiped the sweat from my forehead. “Okay,” I said. “So let’s get it over with. What do you want from me?”

“I don’t like that attitude, Marc,” she scolded. “If you aren’t going to act grateful, I’m going to make sure we’re not finished in an hour. Understand?”

I nodded my head quickly. “I’m sorry,” I said, being a good boy. “I didn’t mean to be ungrateful. I’ve very grateful. I appreciate all of this. I just—I want to keep going, so let’s keep going. What’s next?”

She stared into my eyes. A smile slowly came on her face. I don’t think she even knew what was next, but she was drumming up ideas in that naughty head of hers. She wanted this last one to be the biggest one yet; she wanted this last one to leave a real impact: something both of us would remember forever.


CHAPTER 5
[image: ]


She went to our kitchen and started thumbing through cupboards. I followed her, snatching a towel to wrap around my naked lower half. “What are you looking for?” I asked softly.

She didn’t reply, but she found it: a bottle of red wine. She opened it and poured herself a modest glass. She turned to me and took a big sip. “I’m going to need a drink if I”m going to cum again.”

“Wait—what?” I asked. “You cum? No, no—that wasn’t the deal.” I bit down on the edge of my tongue. I knew that fighting with her wouldn’t get me anywhere, and it would probably even get me punished… but I couldn’t just say nothing. Every second that ticked by was vital. Now, Maddie was probably tidying up her desk at work. She would be off in the next thirty minutes, and then she would be on her way home. Thirty minutes really isn’t much time at all when you properly think about it: every second was almost 2% closer to one of thirty minutes—and thirty… that’s nothing!

Well, you know how long a minute is, and you know how long an hour is, so I’m not sure why I’m bothering to tell you as if you might not know, as if you’re some alien from some dimension where time works differently and ticks by at some different speed. But the point it, I wasted a whole minute just thinking about how quickly an hour was going to go by, and now, I only had fifty-nine minutes—and that needed to include clean-up. I already smelled of her perfume, and the sweet tinge of that lubricant. And then, of course, there was the bitter smell of anal sex; let’s face it, it’s a real smell. I’m not trying to gross you out, but I’m just being a realist: I was going to need time to air the house out, spray some scented sprays—and then I needed to figure out what I was going to say to Maddie when she asked me why I cleaned the house for the first time in God knows how long…

“Good wine,” said Veronica. “Wine always puts me in the mood.”

“Just tell me what you want from me,” I said. “We’re running out of time. And I mean it; look—you’re a nice lady, and you’re very beautiful and sexy. But this could actually ruin my marriage. You don’t want to ruin my marriage, do you?”

“That’s none of my business,” she said with a grin.

“But you aren’t heartless. You’re devoted to your, uh, craft, and that’s admirable, but you surely care about your fellow human. I’ve put so much into this marriage. I’ve gone through a lot to make Maddie happy, and she’s done so much for me. Sure, we have our issues—every couple has issues—but we love each other, and I don’t want to lose her; I don’t want to break her heart.”

“And she loves you too, Marc,” Veronica said, rolling her eyes, proving that she really didn’t care. “But I can’t get you off until I get off first—and I have to stick to my rules, seeing as Maddie—your wife—hired me knowing those were my rules. I mean—as far as I know—she would be upset if I didn’t follow through with my contract.”

I groaned, bit my tongue, clenched my hands into tight fists. There was no winning with Veronica, and we were wasting time with this argument. Now, we were down to fifty-five minutes. “For fuck sakes,” I said, and then I dropped to my knees. I fished her cock out from her tight bodysuit and I sucked it into my mouth. I began to suck it, making her gasp. She sipped her wine and watched me.

“I like a desperate boy,” she giggled.

It wasn’t easy getting her hard. I sucked and sucked and sucked. I lost five more minutes, and she wasn’t even rock-hard. She’d already ejaculated, and given her line of work, she’d probably ejaculated a dozen times within the past five days. Any man knows that you can’t cum that often without it taking a great deal of time and effort. I was a teenager once. I tried masturbating three, four, five times in a day. By the end of that day, it hurt to jerk off, and it didn’t exactly erupt after a few pumps.

I kept sucking her, using my hand to stroke her.

“That feels lovely, Marc, but it will take more than a blowjob to make me cum,” she said.

I looked up at her, wiping my lips. Now, her fat tip was resting on my lower lip. “What do you want?” I asked.

“Well, first of all, I really like the begging, but maybe it can be redirected,” she said. “If you’re going to beg for my cum, I want it to be because you want my cum, not because you want this to be over with.”

I groaned.

“And stop with the groaning. Beg for it properly. Act like you want it, or you won’t get it.”

I took a deep breath. This was so embarrassing, but she wasn’t giving me many options. I had fifty minutes left, and that needed to include my own third orgasm. “Please, uh, come for me. I want your cum so bad.” It wasn’t easy to muster up the sound of enthusiasm.

“If that’s your best performance, you may as well sit on the couch and wait for Maddie while I sip my wine in the kitchen,” she said, rolling her eyes.

No—I couldn’t let Maddie find us like this. So I took another deep breath. “Please, Veronica,” I said, channelling every minute of high-school drama class that I ever took. “Please cum on my fucking face. I want your cum so fucking badly.” And it wasn’t exactly a lie. I tried to channel that desperation into something that sounded genuine. Now, she was grinning.

“Go on,” she said.

“I want to feel your warm, thick cum all over my face. I want it on me—and I want it in me. I want to taste it. Please—give me more of your fucking cum.”

“That’s sounding better, Marc. You’re really turning me on,” she smiled, grabbing her cock. She began to gently stroke herself, squeezing hard as she reached her tip. Her cock grew longer. From down on my knees, she really looked enormous—bigger than I remembered when I was sucking her earlier. Her cock was like a tower, nearly touching her perky breasts. The veins zigzagging up her shaft were red and throbbing, pumping blood into that bulbous tip, which was like a clenched fist reaching into the sky as if it was at some Black Panther Party rally.

“Fuck,” I said. “Your cock is so… big.”

“That’s good, Marc. Tell me how much you love my cock.”

“It’s so fucking big… It’s… It’s huge. I…” I took a breath. “I want to suck it so badly. I want to feel it bursting in my mouth. I want to feel it inside of me.”

“Good,” she smiled. “Now I’m really fucking horny. You’re a good little slave.” Then, she used the bottom of her heeled boot to push me onto my butt. I gasped when I landed, feeling unsure of what was happening. She pressed that foot against the middle of my chest and pushed me back further, until I was on my elbows. Then, she grabbed a pair of cuffs. She bent over and grabbed my ankles.

“W—What are you doing?” I asked.

“Dominating you,” she said casually with that smile on her face. Then, she pulled my legs back. it hurt; I wasn’t quite that flexible even though I did my daily stretches, but I didn’t put up a fight. I groaned as she forced my feet behind my head, bending me like a pretzel. It got much worse when she tied my ankles together with those cuffs.

“This hurts,” I groaned.

“You’re flexible,” she said. “I can never get guys into this position.”

My legs were spread open. My butthole was so vulnerable. I tried to cover it with the palms of my hands, but she swatted them away. “No,” I said. “You’re too—You’re too big!”

“You’ll like it,” she said. “If you want me to come again, Marc, then you’ll let me do it. Nothing makes me come faster than a nice, tight asshole.” Then, she suddenly pushed a finger into me, making me gasp. “And yours is one of the tighter ones I’ve ever seen.”

“Just—Just do it,” I said. I wanted it over with…

And maybe I wanted to feel it. Maybe I wanted to know what it would feel like, having a thick, warm, throbbing cock in my ass. It wasn’t something I’d ever entertained before, but after she made me cum using that dildo, I was curious. I knew what it felt like now, to be stretched, to be pumped, to be stimulated in that sweet spot. Would she be able to find that sweet spot with her fat cock? Would it feel good? Could she make me come again?

And, of course, I wanted to get it over with—I wanted her to be finished so she could finish me and get out before Maddie came home.

“Fuck me,” I said. “Please just—just fucking fuck me!”

She dropped to her knees. She tilted her fat erection down, pressing her tip against my hole. She spat fiercely into my anus, using her tip to spread that natural lubricant around. She giggled. “This is going to feel so fucking good,” she said.

“Fuck me,” I said again—and then she did.

She pushed hard into my body. Her fat cock stretched me wider than I thought I could stretch. I tried my best not to clench, though there were certainly a few moments where I failed. But every time I unclenched, she would slide deeper and deeper… and deeper. I bent my neck awkwardly to see it as it went in, disappearing. I could feel it inside of me, sliding towards my lungs, pushing through my gut. “Oh God,” I moaned. “Oh my fucking God, it’s so deep!”

“It feels so good,” she said softly. She reached down suddenly and gripped my cock with a firm grip; now that hurt, making me yelp, but at the same time… I kind of liked it.

“Fuck me,” I begged.

And then I watched as she thrusted. I kept my gaze glued to my asshole, watching it as it hugged her shaft. She pulled my whole rim out a good inch as she drew back, and then it went inside of me with her cock when she thrusted down. She made me slide a couple of inches with each pump, but she inched along with me, until I was pressed against the kitchen island.

“Oh God!” I moaned wildly. I reached out and grabbed her sides. I gripped her tight. I held on while she fucked my brains out.

I had an erection; it was dripping, though I don’t think that counted as coming, even though I’m pretty sure it was cum that was dripping out of me, onto my stomach, while my legs were pinned back awkwardly behind my head. “Don’t stop!” I yelled. “Don’t fucking stop.”

I was learning something: I really liked being fucked in the ass. It was pleasure I’d never experienced before. It was a whole different kind of orgasm, that went on and on and on, growing stronger. The moaning was uncontrollable. Watching her fat, veiny dick slide in and out was so satisfying. Maybe the legs behind the head was a bit much: a bit uncomfortable—but I didn’t want her to stop. “Fuck me harder!” I begged. “Please—fuck me harder!”

She pushed me down, so my back was against the ground. My spine was against the cool tile, but I didn’t care. She was above me now, thrusting straight down into me. Her big tits were hanging in my face. I was probably drooling, sweating. My mouth was probably open and it probably wasn’t the most attractive look… but I really couldn’t care less in that moment.

I let her fuck me. I kept my gaze glued to her beautiful, faux-leather-clad body. I enjoyed each and every minute of that ass-fucking. It was bitter-sweet when she finally cried out and I felt her gushing inside of me. And the feeling of her warm cum was enough to send me over the edge. I began to gush onto my own stomach: a third an unexpected cumshot, sealing the deal that Maddie made when she drunkenly hired the dominant prostitute.

Veronica pulled her dick out of my butthole. She slapped it against my pelvis, resting it next to my cock as the final gush oozed out of her. I felt my stretched anus releasing her cream. It spilled out, flowing out from deep within me. “Oh, fuck yes, that feels so good,” I moaned. “Please let me suck your cock.” I couldn’t believe I was actually begging for it, but I wanted it; I knew this opportunity wouldn’t come again, and I wanted to appreciate every last minute.

She inched across me and sat down on my chest. She pushed her slumping erection down into my mouth, giving me one last taste of her cum. I sucked that ooze out and moaned. I even loved the feeling of her plump booty resting on my chest.

Then, she pulled out and stood up. I turned to watched her, and that’s when I noticed Maddie, standing by the wall, watching with a pale face.
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My face must have turned even paler. I darted my gaze to the clock, just quick enough to see that she was early, and then I looked back at her. It was probably a stupid and pointless question to ask, but it was all I could manage to say: “Why are you home so early?”

She just stared at me, eyes wide, lips parted, locked in a state of disbelief.

“How long have you been there?” I asked, terrified she’d seen everything. But she didn’t need to see everything to know that I’d been with someone else—and someone with a fat cock at that, because Veronica wasn’t putting her swinging dick away, and my asshole was still agape—and I was stuck with my ankled pinned behind my head. A moment later, Veronica freed me, but it was too late.

“Maddie,” I said, springing to my feet. “I can explain this—I swear. I—I had no choice. She made me do it.” I turned to Veronica. “Please tell her, Veronica. Tell her: you forced me to do it.”

“I didn’t force anything,” she said, not helping my cause. “I’m not a rapist.”

“No—I didn’t say you were!” I gasped. Oh God, this was so bad. This was such a mess. “She threatened to tell the whole neighbourhood that I had a prostitute over.”

“That’s not entirely true,” Veronica said. “I said that I would have a cigarette on the front step. Hi Maddie, I’m Veronica. Nice to meet you.” Veronica extended a hand with a smile on her face. Maddie was slow to take it—and I’m not even sure why she did; I think she was just in shock, acting on impulse. She slowly shook the dominant hooker’s hand and then went back to staring at me.

“Maddie—please. Say something,” I said. “I tried to convince her to leave. I wish she would tell you. I tried to get her to leave. But I really didn’t have a choice.”

“You always have a choice, Marc,” Veronica said with a grin; and now I wanted to throttle her. I wished she would have just left—or kept her mouth shut. Why couldn’t she just throw me a bone?

“You—You liked it,” Maddie said finally, breaking her shocked silence.

And now I was silent. I wanted to tell her that I didn’t… but I had no idea how much she’d seen, and I didn’t want to lie to her. It was true: I enjoyed it. I didn’t think that I would, but by the end, I was in bliss. I couldn’t hide it. “I’m sorry,” I said, because it was all that I could say that was true. I was sorry. I was sorry that it happened and sorry that I liked it. “I did like it—and I’m sorry.”

“Why are you sorry?” she asked.

The question surprised me. I stuttered and then paused. “If I had my way, she would have left. I begged her to leave, but she told me that she would stay until I fulfilled the contract that we signed—that you signed, when you hired her… the other night, when we were drinking. I didn’t handle it the way that I should have. I should have just let her sit in the house until you got home; I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“You wanted it,” Veronica chimed in—and again, I darted my gaze at her. I didn’t appreciate her input… but maybe it was true; maybe I did want it. Before she revealed her cock, I was enjoying her company. I liked touching her and kissing her. I liked sucking her nipples. Then, by the end of the romp, I liked the res of her as well.

“I don’t have a good excuse. I did it. I liked it. It’s something that I haven’t done in a long time. I wish you and I could do stuff like this together—but it’s not your fault that you can’t. I can’t hold it against you. Just because you can’t do it, doesn’t mean that I should have done it with her.”

“But Marc,” Maddie said, shaking her head, still pale in the face. “I don’t understand why you’re so sorry. I hired her for you.”

I paused. Did she remember that night? I thought she was too drunk to remember. “It was a mistake,” I said. “You hired her as a joke, while we were drinking.”

“No,” she said. “I hired her last night, after we watched that episode of Everybody Loves Raymond.”

“What?” I said, pausing, shocked.

“You wanted to have sex last night, and I didn’t. I was guilty. I couldn’t take it any longer. I’m tired to letting you down. So I hired her for you. It was supposed to be a surprise. I told her not to take no for an answer.”

Then, I looked down at Veronica’s cock. “Did you know about that?” I said, pointing at it.

Now, Maddie was blushing. “Yes,” she said. “I… I thought you would like it.”

“What!?” I said. “But… But why?”

“I’ve been with you for a long time, Marc. I know you better than you know yourself. And I’m sure you know me better than I know myself. I had a hunch that you might like it. So I went with her.”

“He did like it,” Veronica said.

Maddie smiled. “Well, I’m glad. So it was money well spent.”

“It was fun,” I said. “But Maddie—you have to understand something: I would have preferred to be with you, even if you can’t do what she did. Yes, she was able to pleasure me in ways that you just can’t—and that’s no fault of your own—but that doesn’t mean that I want to be with someone else.”

“I know it doesn’t,” Maddie said. “Don’t you think I know that? But the thing is… I can pleasure you like that because I can go ahead and hire someone like Veronica. So, in a way, I am pleasuring you to the best of my ability. It feels good to know that I did something to make you happy and satisfied.”

I blushed. I wanted to kiss my wife. I wanted to squeeze her—but I was still quite embarrassed. No man wants his wife to see him folded like a pretzel, taking it in the ass, sucking cum out of a long, hard cock.

“Go clean up,” Veronica said, pointing at our bathroom. “I’m going to settle things up with Maddie.”

Maddie looked into my eyes. She gave me a little smile, letting me know that she loved me in ways that I never realized. I returned the smile. I was going to have to think of an amazing way to repay her.

I got myself tidied up, showering away the cum. Once I was out of the bathroom, Maddie was at the door, waving goodbye to Veronica. I kept my distance, still a bit nervous that Maddie’s attitude would change as soon as we were alone, but that wasn’t the case. She turned to me with a smile. Then she came and gave me a hug. “I’m so glad you enjoyed yourself, baby,” she said.

“How can I repay you?” I said.

She looked up into my eyes. “Why don’t we have a few drinks and then we can talk about some ideas.”

I grinned, though I wasn’t quite sure what to expect. She certainly couldn’t be referring to anything sexual, because a gift to her was usually a night with no sex. So I poured us each a glass of wine and then we sat down and she asked all about how it went down. I asked her how much she saw, and she explained that she came in while Veronica was just finishing in my asshole, and while I was coming all over myself. So I told her about the rest. She blushed and beamed and turned white. “Did it hurt?” she asked.

“Sometimes,” I said. “But Veronica knew what she was doing. She’s definitely… a professional.”

“I wish I could have seen more,” Maddie said. “I rushed home hoping to see more. I knew that she wouldn’t leave until you came three times; I thought you would last longer.”

I laughed. “I was trying to be done before you got home. I was terrified of you seeing me like that.”

“It was actually kind of… hot,” she said.

I paused. I wasn’t sure if I should believe her. We kept chatting and we kept drinking. Usually at night, we would watch TV, but not that night. We ordered some food to the house and we just chatted. Maddie put on some music for background noise, but otherwise we got our entertainment from one another.

And then, around 11:00 PM, Maddie said, “Veronica gave me something.”

“She did?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “I think it’s worth a try…” She got up and buzzed off to the bedroom. She was gone for a few minutes. When she came back, she was clad in Veronica’s faux-leather bodysuit; it wasn’t quite as tight on Maddie’s slender frame, but it was still sexy… but there was something else: a long, black dildo, hanging between her legs: a strap-on with a bulbous tip, already glistening with lubricant.

I paused, turning red all over. “Think you have a fourth cumshot in you?” she asked.

I stuttered. My heart raced. I felt so vulnerable, not sure what she was going to think of me when she was on top of me, hearing me moan, watching me as I went submissive. But I was open to try it, open to show her a glimpse of what I did with Veronica.

She came onto the couch, slipping on top of me. We kissed softly: a familiar kiss. She still had her reservations, and I was okay with that. She let me feel her body, but I was careful not to touch her in any of her ‘trigger zones’. I still had to be careful.

She spread my legs wide, lifting them into the air. I took a deep breath. She gently caressed my cock before using the same hand to guide the cock to my asshole. “Ready?” she asked.

Maddie wasn’t quite as dominating as Veronica—and I wouldn’t want her to be. She was gentle, shy, and adorable as hell. She gently pushed the cock into me, blushing all over. She thrusted slowly, watching me as I melted into the couch, going submissive in a way she’d never seen before. She perked up when I started to moan. I even heard her giggling as she watched me, which was a bit embarrassing, but I knew she loved me.

She fucked me for thirty minutes, until we were both covered in sweat. I helped her to find the right angle, so she was fucking that sweet-spot. She took it on as a sort of challenge, wanting to make me come the way Veronica did. And after thirty minutes, she succeeded. I groaned and sprayed my own face with hot cum.

And once we were all cleaned up, Maddie smiled and bit her lip and said, “That was actually so much fun. I like being on top.”

I was speechless. I tried to say something, but I wasn’t sure if this was a dream or reality. Did Maddie really just discover something sexual that she enjoyed? Well, over the next few weeks, she truly proved that she enjoyed it. Our bank account was the only one who suffered from the new hobby; she bought a number of toys and straps and cuffs.

I won’t try to theorize what she liked about it, but I think it had something to do with taking the power back—power that was taken away from her when she suffered that trauma. After a few weeks, she even started to impress me, reminding me of Veronica: not afraid of getting what she wanted from me. I didn’t mind; I loved being submissive. I loved getting down on my knees, hands cuffed behind my back. I was happy to take whatever she wanted me to take.

It was two months later when she had a naughty idea. It was late at night and she went onto Craigslist, finding a stranger who was willing to come over within the hour. He showed up, ready for action. Maddie commanded him to fuck me. I can’t say that I’d ever wanted to be fucked by a man before, but I enjoyed having Maddie watch; I enjoyed being dominated in a new way. And it was nice to feel a cock again. It reminded me of my time with Veronica, and I told Maddie afterwards. Two days later, Veronica showed up at the door. This time, Maddie was there to play a bit of tag-team. And at the end of it—four hours later—I thanked Veronica with a tight hug. “Thank you so much for saving my marriage,” I said to her. And I really meant it.

THE END
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THE SECRETS OF CHATEAU FEMME


Eric Holliday landed what seemed like a dream job, caring for the Chateau Femme through the winter months when Chateau Femme is closed each year. The job is going to be perfect: solitude, relaxation, quiet… at least that’s how it looks on paper. But Eric is only alone for a few hours before he gets his reality check.

The extreme, unpredictable storms are constantly knocking out the power and blowing open windows. After a single night, Eric is snowed in, feeling suddenly claustrophobic in the 24,000 square foot lodge. And to make matters worse, he’s not actually alone; he’s stuck in that lodge with a ghost.

He’s never been a believer in the paranormal, but there’s no other way to explain the strange noises, the moving objects, the piano that keeps playing itself… and there’s no other way to explain why Eric’s personal clothes have disappeared, or why girly outfits keep showing up in his little room. The ghost seems to want him to dress up like a chick, and with nothing else to wear (and cold weather blowing into the lodge), Eric doesn’t have many other options.

Not to mention, who wants to get on a ghost’s bad side?


PROLOGUE
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Iwas waiting for my engine to cool down. I still had twenty miles to go, and I still hadn’t even started up that mountain. So I reached for a piece of beef jerky and then I noticed that pamphlet that they gave to me when I went in for my interview a few weeks earlier.

I hadn’t read it—it was written for the guests, not for me—but I had nothing else to do while my engine cooled down.

“Welcome to Chez Femme, a world-class resort that has everything you need! If you’re receiving this pamphlet that means this is your first stay with us. We’re so excited to have you here and we hope that, like many of our guests, you’ll return again and again. 

“The epicentre of the entire operation is located at Chez Femme Grande or as it is affectionately dubbed Le Grande. Le Grande is a 12-story hotel, casino, and spa that also provides a first-class shopping experience. On floors 1, 2, and 3 you can splurge to your heart’s desire at Le Grande Galleria then have dinner at any one of our several Michelin star restaurants before taking in a movie at our cineplex. If you’re feeling lucky head to Le Grande Casino located on the 4th floor for table games, slots, sports betting, and more. Private tables are available to high-rollers. If you happen to visit us in May you might catch Le Grande Derby, an incredible spectacle that brings horse-racing enthusiasts from around the world. Finally, after a long day, you can wind down at Le Grande Spa located on the 12th floor. Get a massage, a pedicure, soak in a hot bath, or take the plunge into one of our cryo-pools. Our treatments are put together by a team of highly-trained specialists who specialize in making you feel your best!

“Just a short distance away is Le Village De La Mer our quaint little hamlet by the sea. Check into one of our many stand-alone cottages with gorgeous ocean-views. Our bungalows near the village are as comfortable as they are affordable. For those with the means to spend a little more we offer luxury accommodations to rival the most palatial penthouses of Le Grande, complete with private beach. Enjoy the sunset at Tigerfish Tavern or a game of volleyball on Sable Blanc Beach. Snorkel or scuba dive through our dazzling coral reef system or catch one of the hourly boat rides and explore the coast.

“Le Village De La Mer has everything you need whether you want to relax in the sun or adventure through the deep!”

I flipped the page and saw a picture of the lodge where I was going to be working.

“Last but not least, located near the top of Queens Mountain, is Chateau Femme. A cable-car will take you from Le Grande into the snowy peaks where you can ski down our bunny slopes and double diamond hills, snowboard on our Olympic-sized halfpipe, and snowshoe through the untamed wilderness. At the end of a long day, warm yourself by the fire with a craft-cocktail in the Wapiti Lodge before retiring to your very own cozy chalet. Between the hours of 6am and 10pm you can relax in the hot spring grotto located under the Wapiti Lodge. Unfortunately, due to the severity of the winter storms, Chateau Femme will be closed to visitors during the months of January and February. 

“We hope you enjoy your stay! If you need anything at all, please dial 99 on your room phone and a brilliant and talented concierge will be at your beck and call. 

“Hotel manager, Ms. Camille.”

Oh, I couldn’t wait: two months of peace, quiet, and relaxation—and a decent paycheque on top of it.


CHAPTER 1
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My little car almost didn’t make it up that winding back road. It stalled once, halfway up, coughing and choking, as if it was begging me to turn around. I gave the engine ten minutes to cool down while I had a smoke, standing by those tall swaying pine trees, looking back down towards Chez Femme Grande. It looked so small from so high up Queen Mountain—and I was only halfway up. From down below, that ski hill really didn’t look so high.

A gentle rumbling was coming towards me. I looked up that winding road but couldn’t see much through the tall pines. Finally, a very expensive-looking Jeep Grand Wagoneer emerged, shining as if it was straight out of the car wash. It bounced effortlessly on that old root-ridden gravel road, but slowed as the driver noticed me.

The tinted window rolled down and a surprisingly young looking man peered out. He was about my age, twenty-two, with a facial-hair-free baby face and medium-length dark hair. In fact, he looked so much like me that I couldn’t help but wonder if he was about to ask me if I was his long-lost twin brother. He even had the same baby-blue eyes and long lashes that used to get me mocked in school because they apparently looked like they belonged on a girl.

But this man couldn’t have been some long-lost twin brother, because he was clearly successful, which meant he was probably smart and resourceful and charismatic. Those genes didn’t run in my family. I came from a long line of high-school dropouts, burger flippers, and—I probably shouldn’t admit this—criminals; and I’m not talking about cool bank-robbing criminals. I had an uncle in prison for possession child porn, a great uncle who was sentenced to death for forcing himself on an underaged girl, and my great grandfather was well-known in the town where I grew up as the ‘Drunken Flasher’; he went around in a trench coat and showed strangers his erection—that was before he was put in an institution, but I think he kept that reputation once he was committed…

I liked to think that I was a step in the right direction; I wasn’t quite as scuzzy as my relatives. I wasn’t into kiddie porn and I’d never thought about sexually assaulting anyone. And, I’m happy to say, that I’m the first in my family to graduate high-school, though my average was 51%, which in some provinces, isn’t actually good enough to graduate—but that’s irrelevant because it was enough for me…

Now, was it enough to get into college? No—not even close. The man staring at me now from the opened window of his $130,000 Jeep Grand Wagoneer, had clearly gone to college. He had that educated look on his moisturized and exfoliated face. I could see his pile of luggage behind him, suggesting he’d just spent at least a week at that very expensive resort, skiing those famous slopes.

“Heading up?” he asked.

I smiled and nodded.

“You, uh, know that it’s closing for the season, right?” he said.

“Yep,” I said. I honestly felt a bit embarrassed talking to him; he looked so much like me, it was uncanny. I got unsettling vibes. Someone once told me, hell is meeting the best version of yourself: a version of yourself that made all of the right choices and put in all the hard work on those days where you just wanted to be lazy and play video games; then, you’re forced to face an eternity knowing what you could have been…

Well, this fellow didn’t look exactly like me. His nose was a bit more bulbous and he was clearly a couple inches taller than me, with his head nearly touching the top of that massive SUV.

“Is your car broken down? Do you need a ride to the bottom of the mountain?” he asked.

“Let me see,” I said. There was a good chance that I really did need a ride, though I wasn’t interested in going down; I needed to make it to the top of the mountain—and I needed to get there soon, because I was already late.

I got into my car and turned the key. It coughed and choked and gargled, and then it sprung to life. “Ah ha!” I said, and then I turned to my vastly-improved doppelgänger. “I’d love to stay and chat but I have to keep moving, before the thing stalls again.”

He looked confused—or maybe that pale face was one of concern, not for my well-being, but for the well-being of the chateau guests who were all on their way out for the season. Maybe he thought I was some sort of lunatic looking to off a few rich people—or some disgruntled employee looking to get some vengeance. My car was probably the big red flag: that rusty old Toyota, older than me by a whole decade, back window broken and covered with a piece of plastic, taped down with red strips of construction tape that I may have nabbed from a construction site near my old apartment building. I don’t think they generally allowed vehicles like that onto the Chez Femme property. But I was technically an employee, so I got a pass.

Well, I wouldn’t be an employee for long if I was any later for my ‘orientation’. I wasn’t exactly starting off my new job on the right foot. But what were they going to do? Fire me? I don’t think they had a replacement lined up, and the work was due to start ASAP. Let’s face it: they were stuck with me, whether they liked it or not.

My old Toyota chugged its way up to the top of that mountain, proving that it still had some fight in it. The odd luxury vehicle passed me on its way down, leaving before the first big storm of the season left that road unusable. I got concerned looks from suit-clad drivers. I’m sure at least one of them called Chez Femme security on me. I’m sure my description ended up in some complaint card or another.

When I pulled up, I spotted Camille, standing on the front steps, arms crossed, tapping her foot nervously as the cold air blew in from the north. Her face turned pale when she saw my car. I leaned out the window? “Can I just park anywhere?” I asked, and then I realized I still had that cigarette in my mouth. I snatched it away from my lips quickly; I told them in my interview that I didn’t smoke (I had to lie to get the job, but I planned on quitting so don’t judge me).

She stared at me for a long moment before clearing her throat, eyeing my car, and saying, “Maybe we can get you to park around back.” It was her way of saying, ‘Please, for the love of God, don’t let anyone see this rusty disaster on hotel property!’

I chugged that car around back and stepped out, quickly spraying myself with the final spritz of cologne that I had, to mask the cigarette smoke before Camille came around in her big snow boots. She looked silly, wearing that tight pink formal dress, hair braided and tied into a fancy bun, makeup to the extreme, glitter everywhere, as if she was on her way to some ball—and then she was wearing those over-the-top snow boots that looked like something the natives in the far northern reaches of Canada might wear while hiking across frozen tundras.

“You’re, uh, a bit late,” she said to me.

“Sorry. The car stalled on me halfway down the mountain,” I blushed. “It took me ten minutes to get it running again.”

“You’re an hour late,” she said.

“Well, I stalled back in town too,” I said. “And once on the way to town. Anyway—I’m here now. And I won’t be late again, because, uh—well, I’m here for the rest of the year!” I laughed, but she didn’t seem to think that I was so funny.

“Do you have a suit you can wear?” she asked, looking down at my grey hoodie and jeans—and my old white sneakers, which my buddies called my ‘lawn mowing shoes’, even though I’d never mowed a lawn in my life.

“A suit?” I said. “What for?”

“I thought I mentioned in our interview that all employees are expected to wear suits while on duty.”

“Oh,” I said. Then, I paused, turning a bit redder. “I thought that was just for, like, employees that are seen by guests.”

“Well, there are still guests here,” she said, forcing a smile that was full of regret. Okay, so maybe I fibbed a little in our interview. Maybe I told her that I had a degree in hotel management from the University of North Bay, in Canada… There was no University of North Bay, but I didn’t realize that until after I crafted that resume. Everyone does it, alright? It’s the only way to get a job these days; you have to lie a little bit about your qualifications. It’s not like they taught anything in college hotel management courses that I actually needed to know. My job was to be a glorified security guard: to make sure racoons didn’t get into the hotel and piss on the tapestries. I just had to be there in case the furnace decided to kick the bucket, so I could call down to the main resort and have them send up a tech. My job was simply to be there, because somebody had to be there for those eight weeks, and nobody wanted to be there.

Camille shook her head and bit down on her tongue. “Let’s just start the walk-through,” she said through clenched teeth. I couldn’t tell if she was pissed or just cold.

It was nice and warm in the chateau. I stomped the snow off of my sneakers and brushed the snow off the top of my head.

“I’m sorry if it seems like I’m rushing,” said Camille. “I was hoping to get down before the storm started—and I think it’s coming in faster than anyone expected.”

“Oh yeah,” I said. “It’s coming in hot. It’s going to be a real bitch, too. I think they said something like four inches overnight. It’s supposed to just shit snow all night.”

She stared at me, stunned, as if I said something crazy. Maybe she hadn’t heard about the big dump we were about to get. “Right…” she said. “Maybe let’s start in the kitchen area, while the last few guests get loaded up.”

She led me away from that big grand entrance, which had tall, impressive wooden beams holding up a vaulted ceiling. The place reminded me of where my dad used to go to hunt every summer, up in Northern Ontario: a huge lodge called Moose Head Lodge—but this place was the scaled-up version, probably ten-times the size. I was especially impressed by the carved wood statues of various animals, and the taxidermy animal heads. “Look at the points on that buck!” I said. “Please tell me you shot that.” I gave Camille a playful nudge with my elbow. I was trying to get her to loosen up; she seemed rather… stiff. She was far too worried about making some sort of irrelevant impression, looking perfect with every step, not even letting her chin slouch down because it might give the illusion of a second chin.

“Those were imported from a seller in Montana,” she said to me.

“Oh. Lame,” I said. “That’s kind of weird, don’t you think?”

“Why’s that?”

“Well… It’s like putting up trophies that you didn’t win. I mean—you don’t just go on eBay and buy a bunch of trophies and then put them into a trophy case.”

She just stared at me before shaking her head and spinning around to continue down that long hallway. “The kitchen is down here,” she said. “We just finished serving brunch, and now food service is done until March 1st.” We entered the large commercial kitchen. “You’re welcome to cook your meals in here, but you must…” She turned to me and looked into my eyes, to make sure that I was listening. “You must keep it clean—clean up after every meal. Put everything away exactly where you found it.”

“No problem.”

“There’s the fridge there, and there’s the freezer,” she said. “Please keep this space clean. When we reopen in March, it’s the first room that will be looked over by the health inspector. It gets inspected four times a year, because of the volume of guests we get here.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said. “No problem at all. I’ll probably just use a single pot and a single bowl the whole time. I can do two months of ramen noodles, no problem.”

And again, she stared at me, trying to figure out what trailer park I crawled out of. “Right…” she said.

“So why do you close for eight weeks?” I said. “I mean—I get that you get a lot of snow here… but isn’t that a good thing for skiing? I mean; aren’t you missing the best months with the softest powder?”

She smiled, apparently happy that I was finally asking a relevant question. “Well, we used to stay open through the whole winter season, but the storms do truly get bad here; we’re so close to the ocean, so the high humidity makes conditions exceptionally icy, making the road up extra-dangerous. The cable car tends to freeze up, and one year, guests were left stranded for three hours. And the power often goes out up here because of the high winds that come from the north during the winter months; the generator can’t power the whole chateau for more than twenty-four hours, and we’ve lost power for up to two weeks before.

“We still open the ski slopes for the lower half of the mountain. If you look down from the top of the chairlift on a clear day, you should be able to see skiers. It’s just far too dangerous to let people ski in the icy conditions down the black diamond runs. It’s too much of a liability for the hotel.”

“Gotcha,” I said. “Well, I’m not complaining. I’ve got work thanks to those winter storms.” I smiled, but she didn’t return the smile, as if I said something out of line. “So what do you want me to see next?”

Next, we went down into the basement of the grand lodge. She showed me the furnace system, which was old and outdated. She showed me the electrical panel. She showed me the various cisterns and boilers. There was a terrible dripping sound the whole time we were down there, but I never spotted the leak. And every time someone ran the water up above, or flushed a toilet, the whole basement would groan and chatter. “This place gives me the creeps.”

“Well, you have to check on it at least three-times each day. If something goes wrong down here, we need to know about it immediately. A small leak can cause massive damage. That furnace alone was almost a million dollars to install.”

“A million bucks!?” I gasped. “Y’all got ripped off.”

“It heats 28,000 square feet,” she said.

“Sure,” I said. “But my parents put in a furnace last year that heats their 2,000 square foot house, and that was five thousand bucks. You could have put in fourteen of those down here, and that would have only been…”

She stared at me for a long moment before saying, “Seventy thousand dollars?”

“Sure,” I said. “And that’s a hell of a lot less than a million bucks. Like… holy shit.”

“Mr. Holliday,” she said, turning to me and taking a deep breath into her lungs. “We need to address your language. It’s, frankly, unacceptable. The guests at Chez Femme expect a certain standard from the staff—even the staff that they don’t have to deal with directly.”

“Right, right,” I said. “Sorry. It won’t happen again.”

“I understand that you’ll be alone here, starting tonight, and maybe, to you, that means that appearances are neither here nor there. But…” She looked down at my attire. “This just isn’t acceptable. You knew there would be guests here, and you still dressed like this.”

I decided not to tell her that I put on those jeans because I knew there would be guests and employees; otherwise, I would have stayed in the sweatpants I woke up in. “I understand, Camille. It won’t happen again.” I stood up straight and put on my best smile.

“That’s Ms. Camille,” she said.

“Sure thing.”

She groaned, letting her proper body slump for just a moment, proving for a few seconds that she was a real human. “Let’s finish this tour before that storm hits—okay?”

“Let’s do it.” I smiled.

I was honestly excited about the job: two months of peace and quiet: no worrying about nagging landlords, no worrying about bills, no worrying about some ex-girlfriend who thought that I owed her money for something or another. It was going to be like two months of heaven—two months of some much needed alone time…

At least I thought that I was going to be alone…


CHAPTER 2
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The rest of the tour took a long two hours. I’m not really sure why Camille felt the need to show me every storage room and every linen closet in that massive lodge.

Every time we saw a guest shuffling out from their room, Camille would pull me aside, one time even nudging me around a corner so that I wouldn’t be seen, as if the sight of me was totally disgraceful. It’s not like I was wearing clothes with stains on them. It’s not like I had festering boils on my face.

The tour ended at the room that would be mine for the winter. “I hope this is adequate,” she said. It was on the second floor, at the far end of the hall, squished between a linen closet and the emergency staircase. The bed was a cot. The window was tiny and raised up high, making me think the room was a bathroom at some point before being converted.

“This is it?” I said. “Can’t I just sleep in the penthouse suite?”

She giggled, thinking I was making a joke. Then she paused, glaring into my eyes, before saying, “Oh, you’re serious. The penthouse suite rents for eighteen-hundred dollars per night. It’s generally reserved for our wealthier guests. In fact, the president stayed there a few years ago.”

“Which president?”

She pressed her lips thin. “Never mind that. The penthouse suite is off-limits, unless, for some reason, you need to access it. On your final week here, you can do a walk-through of the penthouse suite, to make sure it’s all in order for reopening. Though our cleaning staff will give it a proper cleaning before then.”

“Well, if there aren’t any guests here, does it really matter where I sleep?”

“You’ll sleep here,” she said firmly. “The other beds are for paying guests.”

I stared at her for a long moment, and she suddenly groaned and rolled her eyes, realizing in that moment that I was going to sleep wherever I wanted to sleep and she would have no idea. There was a moment of understanding between us: I could do what I wanted to do, as long as she didn’t have to find out about it.

Okay, so maybe it wasn’t so much an understanding between us, but it was an understanding that was suddenly very clear to me. Right now, I just needed to smile and nod, and then, once she was gone along with all the remaining guests and staff members, I could have my run of the place. Sure, there were security cameras posted around the lodge, but they simply fed into the security room in that lodge, which was where I was expected to spend the bulk of my waking hours. I was the security guard, essentially, even though my title was ‘winter caretaker’.

“Don’t worry about your lodge, Camille,” I said.

“Ms. Camille,” she corrected with a groan.

“Don’t worry about it. It’s in good hands.” I put on my most charming smile. “I can see that you’re worried about it—but seriously: don’t stress. I’ve done this a thousand times before.” It was a lie. “You’re going to come back here on March 1st and it’s going to be just like it is now.”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment, possibly considering the possibility of firing me on the spot and staying there for eight weeks herself; but she was the manager of the whole Chez Femme resort: that lodge, the main resort (Le Grande, they called it), and the beach resort, which had some weird sounding French name.

“Don’t sweat it, beautiful,” I smiled. For some reason, she scowled when I called her beautiful. I thought women liked being complimented, but Camille was apparently the exception.

“Just take care of my lodge,” she said. “This place has a rich history. It deserves the best care.”

“That’s exactly what it’s getting. You hired the right guy for the job.”

She groaned again. I gave her a pat on the back, which she wasn’t expecting. Her eyes grew wide and she gasped, and then I wondered how long it had been since she’d gotten a good fucking. Maybe that’s what she needed to ease her tension.

And that got me thinking about one thing that I wouldn’t have for the next eight weeks: women. That’s the one big drawback of being alone; there’s no getting laid when you’re isolated from the rest of the world. There was no cell service up on that mountain, and no wifi. I couldn’t watch porn (maybe I should have brought my own—why didn’t I think of that?), and I couldn’t go to a bar to pick up some desperate slag. It was going to be a rough two weeks.

I looked down Camille’s body. She looked alright for her age… though I had no idea what her age was. I’m guessing somewhere in the forties, but I’d always been terrible with ages. She had lines around her eyes and lines on her neck, but her body was fit, and her tits were heavenly. Her body was tight, and I had a feeling her pussy was tight too. I bet she was a real rocket in the sack… and she kept telling me that her name was Ms. Camille—not Mrs. Camille. Was that her way of telling me she was single?

“Are you staring at my breasts?” she asked with a gasp.

I looked into her eyes. “Sorry,” I said. “You’ve got a lovely figure. I couldn’t help myself.”

“That’s not appropriate, Mr. Holliday.”

“You can call me Eric.” I grinned.

“I’ll call you Mr. Holliday. Look—I’m not going to lie to you; when I first interviewed you, you gave a… much different impression. You came across as professional and qualified. Now… I’m afraid of leaving you here, solely responsible for the whole lodge.”

“I told you not to worry,” I said.

“I’m worried.” She groaned loudly. “But it’s too late now. The storm will be here any minute and I have duties to attend to down at Le Grande. There’s a celebrity dinner tonight and I still have to approve the set list for the band. Their guitar player called in sick yesterday and they’re playing with a replacement—and I have no idea if he was able to learn the material in time.”

“Well, if you need another guitar player, I’m not so bad myself. I was in a Rush cover band in high school. I can play pretty much any Rush song, except for the nineties stuff, but nobody wants to hear that anyway.”

And again, she just stared at me. “Mr. Holliday, you can’t play in the band because you’re needed here… at the Lodge.”

“Right,” I said. “Well, maybe next time.”

She turned to look into the lobby as the elevator door opened. A well-acquainted man in a suit stepped out, pulling a big suitcase. “Please, just don’t screw this up,” Camille said to me, and then she rushed away to help the man with his suitcase. He was the last guest to leave the Lodge. After he was in his car and on his way down the hill, the staff began filtering out, rushing to their own vehicles so they could get down before conditions turned ugly. It was already starting to snow; snowflakes were fist-sized and the wind whistled loudly every time the doors opened. I assumed Camille was going to come back for some final words of advice, but she never came back. The last time I saw her, she was loading up the office safe into her car, making sure I didn’t have access to it because she almost certainly didn’t trust me.

Very suddenly, I was alone in that huge timber lodge. The reality of the job was hitting me very hard. Eight weeks suddenly seemed like a very, very long time.

I walked out crossing my arms across my chest to protect myself from the harsh wind. I looked around, expecting to see a few stragglers, taking their time getting out of that parking lot… but the lot was desolate. The wind howled sharply, almost knocking me off of my feet. And I swear ice was already starting to form on the ground. The walk that had been shovelled was already starting to disappear into whiteness.

I really was going to be trapped there.

I will admit that I started having something like a panic attack. Sure, that lodge was 28,000 square feet, but I couldn’t help but feel terrible claustrophobic, knowing I couldn’t escape. Maybe if I knew how to ski… there was an old pair of skis mounted on the wall in the lobby, and I was on the top of a ski hill… but like Camille said: the hill became dangerously icy, and the run from the very top was a notoriously dangerous black diamond hill.

I went back into the lobby and closed the door. At that moment, the lights flickered, as if the power was already threatening to go out. Okay, so now I could see why the place was deserted for those two months of the year.

And in that moment, I swear I heard something like a human groan coming from up the large staircase. That noise seemed to reverberate in the walls. A coldness crept down my spine.

“You know what?” I said to myself. “Maybe this isn’t the job for me.”

I’d walked away from jobs before. It’s not like I was expecting a stellar reference from Camille anyway. Maybe I was better off doing what I’d been doing for the past three months, bumming it down on the beach, a few clicks away from Chez Femme’s beach resort. It was warm down there, even into December, not dropping below 10 degrees at night. I really didn’t think it would be that much colder up that mountain… but I guess it needs to be cold for snow to stay snow, right?

I went out and walked around the building, towards my car. I dug my keys out from my pocket. I was determined to leave, to abandon the job. I could call Camille from the bottom of the hill and apologize. She was a resourceful lady; she would find a replacement quickly (though I had a feeling she was already looking for one). I put the keys into the ignition, turned the key, and…

Nothing. Not even the coughing attempt to start up. “No,” I said. “No, no, no. Not now.”

I tried again. It just clicked, as if the battery was toast. I tried and tried and tried as that panic attack worsened. But the car wouldn’t start. I was really stuck there… alone… for the next two months.

I went back inside where it was warm. The lights flickered again as the storm worsened. The thick clouds were beginning to block out the sunlight, making it seem much later into the evening than it was.

And there was that terrible groaning noise again.

I tiptoed through that lobby. Now, I wanted to figure out what that sound was; maybe it was some air conditioner that had been accidentally switched on. If I could make that noise stop, then I would be able to relax a little bit…

But what if it was something bad? What if that lodge was… haunted? Oh God, I hated to even let the thought enter my mind. I was an adult—not a child. I wasn’t supposed to be afraid of ghosts. I didn’t believe in ghosts, like most rational people. But it’s not your beliefs that scare you when you’re all alone and vulnerable; no—it’s all of the terrible possibilities and the uncertainty. Of course I didn’t believe in ghosts, but what if I was wrong? I didn’t think there was a serial killer lurking in that lodge… but what if there was? I was fairly certain that lodge wasn’t built on an ancient Indian burial ground… but what if it was?

“Y’ello?” I called out. My voice echoed, even though I was pretty sure those old Navajo tapestries were there to stop sounds from bouncing around the massive space. “Anyone there?”

There was no reply. I was at the top of the stairs, looking down that long, wide hallway. An hour earlier, Camille took me down that hallway to show me the lodge’s ballroom, the Wapiti Bar and Lounge, and the men’s and women’s bathrooms. There was an old piano in that ballroom, and now, I was half-expecting it to start playing itself.

“This place gives me the damn creeps,” I groaned. It was also much darker now, with the lights all turned out. Camille urged me to keep all of the lights out, unless I absolutely needed them on. “If the power goes,” she’d said to me, “you don’t want to put too much strain on the generator. You’ll want that generator to stay on to power the furnace.”

And now, I was imagining them coming into the Lodge in March, fixing my frozen body curled up in the corner, arms wrapped around my legs, icicles hanging off of my blue skin. Maybe she was right: maybe I did want to keep the lights off so that propane generator could focus on keeping me alive through those eight weeks.

“Y’ello!?” I called out, hearing that groaning again. It really did sound human, like some old man on his deathbed, squirming in pain as he lived out his final moments. Or maybe it just sounded like an old air conditioner.

I thought about abandoning the area and leaving it alone for the next eight weeks. If some rogue beaver managed to get into that ballroom and terrorize the dining tables—so be it. Camille was so concerned about raccoons; do racoons even live up on top of mountains?

I approached the huge ballroom doors. I paused for a moment, listening carefully. The groan came back, and it was definitely coming from inside that room. So, after a deep breath, I threw the doors open, ready to run for my life when the festering zombie came at me…

But the room was empty.

It was a four-thousand square foot ballroom, with a stage and massive vaulted ceilings. When I cleared my throat, that small sound echoed and reverberated and came back at me louder than when I made it. There were tapestries on the walls, accomplishing nothing, just like the ones in the lobby… or maybe the echoing would have been even more astonishing without them. “Anyone in here?” I called out, but my voice was hardly more than a whisper.

Now, the groaning had stopped. The noise was gone, and I was back to feeling terribly alone. “If someone’s here, I’ll, uh, call the cops.” With what phone, dumbass? “I don’t want to have to do that.”

But there was no answer. Why did the groaning stop?

I eyed that big grand piano. I’d always wanted to learn to play the piano. Maybe I would pick it up over the next eight weeks… No—no way; there wasn’t a chance in hell that I was going to spend another minute in that ballroom. That place gave me the creeps.

So I closed the door and backed away. Okay, so I ran away, panting like some teen girl in a horror movie. I got to the stairs and rushed down them. I caught my breath in the lobby before turning to look out the grand windows. Now, it was a whiteout outside. I couldn’t see the pine tree forest, which was only fifty yards from that front entrance. Snow was already building up on the sills, sticking to the glass because of that impressive humidity, reminding me that I was a prisoner for the next eight weeks.

“Calm down, Eric,” I whispered to myself. “This is what you wanted.”

I made my way to my room. I looked around the small space. The window was almost completely covered in snow now: just a dim white glowing square on the wall. It was rattling in the wind: thudding and whistling as that storm came in strong. Many of the windows in that lodge were old, not updated since the seventies. Part of my job was going around to ensure they weren’t blowing open and letting snow in—or to make sure they weren’t breaking. I think Camille said there was something like six-hundred windows in the place.

I sat down on the edge of that cot. I forced myself to take a deep breath. Then, I realized my little suitcase was still in my car. I wanted to change into something more comfortable. I wanted to get my tablet so I could play some game or another—or even read a book—anything to get my mind off of what I’d stupidly signed myself up for. But I didn’t feel like braving the storm—not yet.

I really should have gone out before it was too late.

I really shouldn’t have stayed in that room, counting down the minutes; stewing with that anxiety was no good for my mental health. Even if I just had my tablet to play some music!

It didn’t help that I had that silly ghost idea in my head, and now I was afraid to go out into the hallways. I suppose it didn’t help that I read about that ghost story before taking the job. Chez Femme’s ski lodge, the Chateau Femme, was featured in some ‘The Country’s Most Haunted’ annual publications. Guests often reported hearing a woman giggling in the hallways at night. And clothes would often go missing from the guests’ luggage, only to be found in random rooms around the hotel. At first, the missing clothes was blamed on the staff, but it kept happening after Chez Femme replaced every maid in the place. And some of the ex-employees had similar stories of giggling voices and vanishing outfits.

And it was really irrational to be scared of some giggling and some vanishing clothes… but for some reason, the thought of hearing that giggle was downright petrifying. If I heard that sound in the night, I would be gone. I would be strapping those antique skis to my feet and taking my chances with that icy black diamond run.

So with nowhere to go and nothing to do, I just lay on my cot. I stared at the ceiling, counting down the minutes, hoping the storm would break. But it didn’t break. The winds only got more and more intense. The snow was so thick on the window, now it was impossible to tell if it was night or day. My phone charger was in my bag in my car, and my phone had already died on me. I didn’t have a watch, so I had no way of knowing the time.

So I can’t say with certainty what time it was when I finally fell asleep, or what time it was when I woke up in the morning, because the power had gone out in the night, tripping every appliance that displayed the time. Every microwave and alarm clock in the building was flashing a different number.

The snow had stopped falling, but the clouds were still thick, hiding the position of the sun. It could have been 7:00 AM or it could have been 1:00 PM; it was a complete mystery.

But it didn’t really matter, as long as I kept track of the days—as long as I knew what day it was when March 1st rolled around, so I wasn’t caught off guard by the arrival of Camille and the rest of the hotel staff.

The panic had worn off as I rolled out of bed. I was no longer terrified of going out into the hallway, though my echoing footsteps still made me uneasy. I sniffed my armpit as I dragged my feet down the hall. “Phew,” I said, turning my face away. Cut me some slack; I spent the night in a state of absolute panic, like an inmate spending his first night in prison, realizing he really made a terrible decision when he fibbed a few zeroes on his tax return.

I reached the front door of the main lobby and tried to push it open. It wouldn’t budge. I tried the various locks, but they were all unlocked. “What the hell?” I said, and then I tried again, this time body-checking the door. It nudged open an inch, so I did it again and again, until there was a small opening: enough of an opening that a mound of snow poured in. It was up to my shoulders!

“Son of a bitch,” I said, looking at the mess that I now had to clean up. I couldn’t let that snow melt and warp the old wooden floors. But first, I wanted to get my bag from my car, so I climbed up on that snow drift. I took a few steps and then plunged down, screaming as I nearly fell into oblivion; that snow was so deep!

How was I going to get to my car?

I scrambled back into the Lodge. I looked around and spotted a pair of antique snow shoes. I’m sure they weren’t meant to be used, but I needed something, so I fetched a ladder from the utility closet and got them down from the wall. I strapped them to my feet and hiked back out into the snow.

It was a nice day now that the storm had passed; it was a perfect 2 degrees, with almost no wind at all.

“Happy New Year,” I said to myself, realizing it was officially January 1st. I stepped carefully, impressed by the performance of those antique snow shoes. I wasn’t sinking anymore, though there were a few moments where it felt like the deep snow was going to crumble underfoot. I was far from the front doors of that lodge now, and I didn’t want to have to spend the whole day digging my way back.

I was parked somewhere around back… but where? The snow drifts were higher than I knew snow drifts could get. If my car was still there, I couldn’t even begin to guess where. I had no idea where I parked because I was so flustered when I pulled up: late for my meeting with Camille. “I know it’s here somewhere,” I said, looking down at the sea of snow. But even if it was there, it’s not like I could dig it out; the roof of the car was probably five feet under packed snow, which already had a slight layer of ice on it, making me slip whenever there was even a slight slope. I walked over to a tree and broke off a long stick. Then, I used that stick to pierce the snow, hoping to poke the top of my Toyota…

But I couldn’t find it. Maybe it was even deeper than that stick. Or maybe I was in the wrong area completely. “C’mon…” I groaned, poking around.

Then, a distant howl made me spin around. I lost my footing and fell, sinking into that snow, stuck on my ass. I scrambled, terrified that I was going to sink down fifteen feet. I managed to stop myself, leaping out from that new hole, but now, I was sliding on the ice, sliding towards the ski hill. I yelped and flailed around like a cartoon dog on a skating rink.

I managed to stop myself, but now my heart was pounding. One of my snow shoes was gone; it had fallen off of my foot and become lost somewhere in the snow. I had to now step carefully, worried I was going to sink again.

I decided to abandon my bag until I had a better plan of action. I carefully stepped with baby steps back to the front door. I squeezed in through that small gap, and then I yanked the door closed with a heavy grunt. I spent the next twenty minutes scooping that mess of melting snow into buckets, which I brought down to the kitchen, in that big commercial sink where it could melt freely without ruining million-dollar flooring.

“I’ve made a big mistake,” I said, falling down onto one of the many couches in the lobby.

I thought that this would be a fun gig. I thought I would spend the time relaxing and enjoying the solitude. But the reality of being alone is much different than the fantasy. When you suddenly have no access to the services you’re used to, there’s a certain dread that becomes overwhelming—even if you don’t need those services.

Even if I could get my bag: my tablet and my phone charger—I could figure out a way to keep myself entertained. I had games on my phone and my tablet. I had a few books downloaded that I’d been meaning to read for years (believe it or not, I read the occasional book).

I marinated in my own pity for the next thirty minutes, staring out those huge frosty windows at the landscape that was hardly dusted the day before, and now was like a landscape on which Kurt Russell would fight some alien shapeshifting monsters.

More than anything, I needed to cure my boredom. So finally, I pulled myself to my feet. I decided to explore that giant lodge, hoping to find something that I could use to entertain myself.

I remembered the business lounge, where they had a few computers, a large meeting table, and a printer. I got my hopes up that there might be a game or two on those old computers: even just Pac-Man could kill a few hours… but the computers were locked, requiring an administrator password. “Of course,” I groaned.

I thumbed through cupboards but found nothing interesting.

Next, I went to the breakfast room where they served the free continental breakfast every morning from 6:00 AM until 10:00 AM. Now, the cereal bins were empty and the toaster ovens were all unplugged. Then, I remembered that I hadn’t eaten a bite since I left town the day before. My stomach growled at me, so my next stop was that big commercial kitchen.

I went to the fridge first. There wasn’t much in there for me. They’d gone ahead and tossed out everything that could spoil and leave the place smelling awful come March 1st—so I couldn’t even make myself pancakes.

And how were they expecting me to eat for two months without perishable items? I couldn’t even make a damned bowl of cereal, unless I just wanted to crunch on it dry.

I groaned again. I found some dehydrated milk in the same pantry as the cereal, and then I sighed at the thought of hydrating it for a bowl. I was hungry—but was I that hungry? That dehydrated milk was nasty.

There was food in the freezer, but I’d never been much of a chef. Okay—let me make that more clear: I knew nothing about cooking. Everyone has their strengths… cooking wasn’t mine.

I gave it a shot anyway. There was a large carton of pre-cracked eggs, sealed. The expiry date was a year away, but it said to use within two weeks of opening. I guess that didn’t count as a perishable.

It took me fifteen minutes to turn on the range. I nearly blew the place up when it finally caught the spark. I jumped back and screamed like a little girl when the flames rose up.

And it wouldn’t have been so embarrassing if I didn’t have that terrible feeling that someone was watching me…

That feeling had been with me since I woke up that morning: a little tingle at first, but now that tingle was a full-blown buzzing, keeping me on edge. I lost count of the times I spun around to see if there was someone behind me. Then, I decided that it was the system of cameras pointing at me through the whole place—but that feeling wouldn’t leave me, even when I was in one of the many camera-free areas. There was one camera in that kitchen. I got up onto a chair and unplugged it, but that feeling persisted. It got so strong that I ended up calling out: “Anyone there?” But there was no response.

I burned the eggs horribly. They weren’t edible. I tried a second time, but the eggs instantly sizzled and stuck to the bottom of the pan. I tried pouring water on the pan to stop them from turning to a crisp, but that just turned my eggs into blackened mush.

I really was not a chef; and you might be laughing now at my total lack of cooking ability, but I doubt you’ve ever cooked in a big commercial kitchen. That wasn’t granny’s little cooktop. That thing took some sort of master’s degree to operate properly, and those pans were all cast-iron—not the cheap dollar-store pans that I had at my place before I got kicked out.

So after attempt number-three, I shut the whole system down and walked away, stomach growling. I needed to walk off some steam before I screamed at nothing. I went outside, into that little cleared patch that allowed the door to open six inches. I took a deep breath of that fresh mountain air—and then I ended up screaming anyway.

When I returned to the kitchen to clean up my mess, there was a plate waiting for me: a perfectly cooked cheese and broccoli omelette, a side of bacon, and perfectly browned toast. The plate was still steaming.

Someone was in that lodge with me.


CHAPTER 3
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The food was ice-cold by the time I got around to eating it, because I spent an entire hour going through that hotel, screaming out for the culprit. “You can come out! I’m not going to get mad at you!” I figured it was some squatter—maybe some homeless guy who knew he could live in that lodge during those cold winter months because it was left empty. “I don’t give a shit if you’re squatting here!” I yelled out. “I promise I won’t rat you out!”

I was honestly just excited about the idea of having some company, even if it was with some smelly, old squatter. I’d only been in that lodge for twenty-four hours, and I already felt like I was some prisoner in some Vietnamese torture camp, being forced into years of complete isolation to break my spirits. “Come on out!” I yelled.

But nobody came out. The guy must have known that lodge inside and out; he must have known all of the best little hiding spots. Hell, maybe he lived in the walls; maybe he wasn’t just squatting there for those two months.

Now, chills started to creep down my spine at the thought of some freak living in the walls, watching me quietly over the next two months. I shuddered all over. I guess that explained that sense that I was being watched. “Please come out!” I said after I finished that plate of food. I should say that I reluctantly finished the plate of food; I was starving, but I was also horrified at the thought of it being made by some ghoul-man who lived in the walls.

I went into the lobby and looked at those old skis again. I wondered just how hard it would be to make it down that mountain. Was it worth risking my life?

“Just come out!” I screamed from the lobby. This person was determined to drive me insane. “Or if you don’t want to come out, at least let me know that you’re here. Just show me that you can hear me!” No answer…

I fell down on the couch and tried to fight the urge to cry. I tried doing the breath-control exercises that a therapist once showed me years earlier, but as always, that did nothing.

Then, I heard the piano. I could hear it softly reverberating through the lobby, coming from that ballroom. I wasn’t a classical music aficionado, but it was a song I’d heard before. Maybe Chopin or Bach… I jumped to my feet.

The stranger was at the piano. I gasped, paused for a moment, and then decided that I wasn’t going to miss my chance of catching him. I sprinted to the huge staircase. I rushed up the steps and then bolted down that long, wide corridor, past the lounge, past the bathrooms, and then I turned and pushed those big ballrooms doors open. The moment I stepped into space, the piano stopped playing, mid-verse. There was nobody there. The piano appeared to be untouched. “Come out!” I shouted, and then I flew into the room, spinning around, trying to catch him before he could scuttle away like a frightened cockroach.

It was my job, after all, to make sure that the lodge didn’t get invaded by bored teenagers or homeless squatters. It definitely wasn’t something I actually thought might happen.

And maybe that’s who was behind all of this: teenagers goofing off. Maybe they thought it would be fun to mess with me. Maybe they hiked up in snowshoes and planned to party for two long months. Though I’m not sure there are too many reckless teenagers who can play the piano like that…

“Come out, or I’m, uh… going to call the cops.” It was a dumb threat, but it was all I could think of. “I have a gun,” I said (it was a lie). “I don’t want to have to use it.”

But now, the room was silent.

I spent thirty minutes in that room, keeping an eye on those ballroom doors. There was one other doorway in that room: the emergency exit, but it was snowed in, unable to even open an inch. I checked every corner for a secret hiding place, every board in the wainscot for some secret opening—but there was nothing. It was like the pianist stopped existing as soon as I opened that door… as if he was a… ghost.

“Fuck this,” I said, running out of that ballroom. I shut the doors, and even thought about finding some boards, a hammer, and some nails to lock the spirit up.

No—ghosts aren’t real! I couldn’t let those thoughts creep into my head…

But how else could any of this be explained? Who made that breakfast? Who played the piano?

“I don’t appreciate this!” I called out. “If you think this is funny… I’m not laughing!”

But again, the whole place was dead-silent.

I made my way down to the lobby where it seemed relatively safe; at least there was an exit there. Maybe I had nowhere to go if I left that lodge, but at least from that lobby, I could leave the lodge…

It was mid-afternoon (I still had no idea what time it really was) when I became motivated again to search for my car. I strapped on the snowshoes and carefully went out. At first, I was convinced that I would be able to shovel a path around the building, but I realized after a single minute of shovelling that it was an impossible task. Every time I shovelled a bit of snow, snow would cave in and put me right back where I started. So I climbed up onto that huge drift and carefully hiked around to where I was sure I parked my car. I carefully started shovelling, but I quickly became demotivated, realizing all over again how impossible it was going to be to find my ride. And now, I really needed clothes. I smelled terrible. But I had nothing to change into, so I was stuck in that outfit.

Oh well—it’s not like anyone could smell me. I was alone, so I could just leave it and get used to my smell. I could go out every day and shovel a bit more, until I could find my car. Maybe it would take two months to find it… at least it was something to do.

It was late when I decided it was time to try my hand at making dinner again. I fumbled with that gas range, but this time it wouldn’t light. I could smell the gas, so I knew that the element was on, but I couldn’t get it to spark.

So I went to find a lighter. I found a pack of matches underneath the hostess stand, along with a pack of tea candles. I went to the kitchen, struck a match—and then I was suddenly on fire.

Yes, my body was on fire. The cloud of gas pouring out of that range made a fireball that blasted my chest. I screamed and ran across the room. I dropped to the ground and rolled around—and then I scrambled out of my clothes, throwing my burning outfit into the corner. My skin was shockingly untouched by the fire, but my clothes were still ablaze. I grabbed the fire extinguisher and blasted the pile, but it was too late. My belt had already melted into my pants and my shirt was hardly a scrap of fabric now.

And yes, I pissed a little bit, okay? Have you ever been on fire? Well, it’s really fucking scary, and I had a full bladder; some pee came out, so I had to slip out of my only pair of boxers. Now, I was standing naked in that kitchen, with no clothes to wear. So instead of making dinner, I went to try to figure out how to run the mashing machine in the next room over.

There were a dozen washing machines and a dozen dryers: all commercial-sized, stainless-steel, and loud when turned on. I felt silly putting a tiny pair of boxers into the huge machine and running it, but I had to have something to wear.

The machine was running for thirty seconds when the power went out to the whole building.

“No,” I said. This job was getting worse and worse by the minute. “This cannot be happening!” I buzzed through the building, testing various light switches to see if the power really was out. Then, I forced myself down into the mechanical room to see the breaker box. God, I should have paid more attention to Camille when she was explaining how it all worked; I had no experience with anything electrical, and this was a particularly complicated system. Everything looked right… or maybe it was all wrong; it was really impossible to tell. I was afraid of switching anything and getting electrocuted, so I put on some rubber gloves, grabbed a stick, and used the stick to flip the main level. Nothing happened, so I switched it back. Still, nothing happened. “The power must just be out.”

And then, it all came back. The building hummed and groaned, and then the electrical panel crackled and sparked before basement lights blinded me, even though they were dim and flickering. I let out a sigh of relief, but there was one issue…

“Where the hell are my boxers!?” I shouted when I returned to the washing machines. I checked every single machine, but they were gone. “No!” I felt so stupid, rushing through that room, ass-naked, looking behind each and every washer. Maybe the washer turned on briefly when the power came back on, and then somehow the boxers got sucked into the drum. I yanked that machine away from the wall and I squatted down, naked, with a screwdriver, opening the access panel. But my boxers weren’t inside the machine anywhere.

I knew that mysterious entity, whether it was a person or some sort of apparition, was messing with me.

And they were teasing me too. It was a minute later when I smelled the garlic and butter wafting in from the kitchen area. I carefully went around the corner and through the loose-hinged door to see the plate of pasta there: a heaping portion of noodles with a tomato-sauce, meatballs, and a generous serving of parmesan cheese.

“Where are you!?” I screamed. I expected no answer—and I got none. I was afraid to eat the meal, worried it was laced with something. Someone was tormenting me. Someone was teasing me to no end. They knew how to hide… But how did they make that meal without me noticing? How were they able to be so quiet? They’d even cleaned up the mess that I made when I almost lit the whole kitchen ablaze.

Well, I did eat the food, because I was starving and it just smelled so, so good. The taste was phenomenal as well. I almost melted into the floor after taking that first bite. “Oh God, that’s so good.” I mauled that whole plate, leaving nothing—not even a smear of tomato sauce. The food sat heavy in my naked belly.

I sat down, naked, in the lobby. I still felt so vulnerable, being naked, even though there were no people around. I guess that entity was enough to make me feel awkward about the nudity, so I needed to find something to wrap myself with.

I went to the linen closet and wrapped a bedsheet around me. It was awkward and the knot kept coming loose while the sheet dragged on the floor behind me. So after an hour of dragging a sheet around the lodge, I decided to try to create something a bit more functional. I knotted two pillowcases together around my waist, creating something like a pillowcase skirt, and then I cut three holes into another pillowcase, making something like a pillowcase tank top. I looked like a complete idiot, but at least my pecker wasn’t swinging around for some ghost to laugh at. It was the best I could muster up, and it still took me nearly an hour to make the outfit.

The power went out again when a new storm started to blow in. This storm was even more powerful than the one from the previous night. Windows rattled—and a couple even opened up; I was alerted both times when I heard the loud crashing of snow pouring into rooms. One gust of wind took out a television and the other managed to blow the door to the hallway right open, letting in a frigid breeze, sucking all of the heat out of that lodge. Jesus—no wonder they were closed for those months!

I scrambled to push the windows closed, fighting the mounting snow and hard gusts. I hurried to clean up the melting snow off of the old wooden floors, and then I had to clean up broken glass, which wasn’t fun without shoes.

And while that pillowcase top helped a tiny bit to keep my chest from freezing, the skirt did nothing. My cock was the size of an inch-worm once I got the windows shut. I was trembling all over. My toes had no feeling. I needed shoes and socks for this work!

But my boots were gone. Maybe I forgot where I left them, but they weren’t in my room where I thought I put them. I had a feeling this teasing spirit stole them. “Very funny!” I shouted, shivering all over. I crawled into my bed and ignored the next crash that I heard; I was too cold to fight another window closed, and with the lights out, it was too scary to make my way through that huge lodge.

I managed to fall asleep, but I didn’t sleep for long. The coldness crept in. The heat was being sucked out by the heavy winds outside. Somewhere on that floor was a broken window that needed my attention, but I was just too cold to deal with it.

So I made myself into a tight fetal-ball on my bed and I chattered my teeth until morning, when I finally was able to bring my trembling body to my feet. With my blankets wrapped around me, I went out in the hallway and saw that pile of snow that had blown in through one of the rooms. The door was blown open, and that room had a whole foot of snow on the ground. I trudged barefoot through that snow. My feet were turning blue now.

Luckily, the window wasn’t broken—just blown open, but I had to dig for ten minutes with trembling fingers to clear snow to close it. The power was still out, so the heater was out too.

“I’m so fucking sick of this,” I said. I made my way up to the top floor of the lodge where it was the warmest: the penthouse suite that overlooked the mountain range. Camille told me to stay out of that room unless it was absolutely necessary. Well, fuck her: I needed to warm up, and it was the warmest floor in the building: a tropical 5 degrees Celsius. I had four sets of blankets wrapped around me—and a bear pelt that I pulled down from the wall. I sat in the middle of room until I stopped chattering my teeth.

Then, there was a knock at the penthouse suite door. I froze, jaw falling open. I struggled to breathe before saying, “Who the hell is there!?”

But there was no answer.

I stumbled up to my feet and approached cautiously. I looked through the peephole, but saw nothing… but I smelled something: steak.

I threw the door open, and there, on the floor, was a plate of steak and eggs, with fried mushrooms and a steaming latte. I grabbed the plate and rushed it into the penthouse suite. I brought it to the table and ate it while it was hot—probably too hot to eat, but it felt so good getting something warm into my body. I felt my bones thawing inside of me. My eyes rolled into the back of my head; that steak was cooked to perfection. “Thank you so much, ghosty,” I groaned with a mouthful.

I was starting to like this ghost, even though he was a bit of a brat. I was sure that he was tormenting me for fun, but those meals were unreal. It was quickly becoming a love-hate relationship. He still scared the absolute hell out of me; I hated that feeling of being watched. I knew that he was constantly watching me, no matter where I went in that lodge. Imagine being completely isolated, with no human interaction, but at the same time, you have absolutely no privacy.

Well, it became a real problem that afternoon, when the power finally came back on and I desperately wanted to take a hot shower. I took the shower, but the warm water did to me as it can do to every man: it made me realize it had been a long time since I’d rubbed one out. And hell, I really wanted to get off now; at least it was something to do… But that feeling was still there; I was sure that the apparition was watching me. What if it was the ghost of my dead grandma? What if it was the Lord Himself?

I shuddered. Could I go eight weeks without jerking off?

After my shower, I wriggled back into my pillowcase outfit. The lodge was finally starting to warm up again, but my toes were still cold and my fingers were numb. I was going to need more that pillowcases to keep myself warm if I was going to get anything done around there—and that storm had left a lot to be cleaned.

So I went on the hunt for some clothes.
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Iwas sure I could find clothes somewhere in that lodge. Surely there was a lost-and-found box somewhere, or maybe even clothes for the staff. I knew that Chez Femme had staff uniforms for everyone in the front of the house. Those outfits were surely kept somewhere.

So I started my hunt. There were dozens of large closets in that building, all stuffed with supplies, linens, and so on. I went through each and every one. I went into rooms, going into closets. A few of the rooms on the third floor hadn’t been fully cleaned. Beds were unmade and there was trash in the bins, as if the maids didn’t get around to cleaning them before ditching the lodge to beat the storm; I couldn’t blame them—and now I could only hope that some dude left behind a pair of jeans and a sweater. Or hell—I would kill for a ski jacket and some boots.

The whole third floor was a bust. I found a pair of underwear, but I refused to reduce myself to that level; the undies weren’t going to make me any warmer than the pillowcase.

Then, on the fourth floor I found a suitcase tucked next to the TV stand. “Yes!” I shouted when I spotted it in that unmade room. I rushed over. There was a small lock on the zipper.

I paused, knowing I would get in trouble for breaking into a guest’s forgotten luggage; but I was desperate, and I could ditch the suitcase afterwards and pretend like I never saw it. I hauled that black shiny suitcase down to the kitchen and used the meat tenderizing hammer to pound it off. “Ah ha!” I said, unzipping it and throwing it open.

Then, my heart sank into my stomach. The suitcase was filled with women’s clothing—and not the modern-girl gender-neutral crap that zoomers wear; that suitcase had tiny dresses, tight stockings, sheer blouses, white lacy bras, panties, makeup, and tampons. “Great,” I groaned. There was nothing I could use in there… though there was one ‘sweater’. It wasn’t exactly my dream sweater, but it did have long sleeves. It was tiny, almost looking like a child’s sweater, but the fabric was stretchy and soft. Desperate to have something on my body, I stretched it onto myself.

I had a small frame, so the thing fit okay. It was cut low on the chest, almost showing off my nipples. It was a soft purple colour: possibly the least masculine colour besides hot pink. It made me look like an idiot, especially with my pillow

case skirt, but I will admit that it was warm. I think there was some wool in that fabric mix, working to keep a bit of body heat where I needed it.

And then I looked back at the suitcase. There something in there that would help to warm me up, but I hated the thought of that ghost seeing me wearing them. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I groaned. I knew that the power would go out again. I knew that my toes were going to end up falling off if I couldn’t swallow my pride.

So I grabbed the white stockings. They had frilly embellishments around the thigh-line where they cut off. They were tight and soft, and very, very girly. The little bows didn’t help.

I swear I could feel the ghost laughing at me. “Yeah, yeah,” I said. “Laugh it up, ghost. Why do I feel like you had something to do with this?”

At least I wasn’t quite as cold. I ditched the pillowcase skirt and put on one of the longer skirts in that bag: at least it was a thick fabric and covered more than those pillowcases.

Yes, I was dressed like a girl, but at least I was dressed… And yes—okay, I’ll just admit it: I put on a pair of clean panties. They were white and they helped a little bit to keep my pecker from catching that cold breeze that kept sneaking into the lodge. I’m sure I looked like a fool (I refused to look in the mirror). At least I was surviving. It was just temporary, anyway; I wasn’t finished with my hunt for proper clothes.

At least I was warm now as I went from room to room, looking for more abandoned outfits. I was still excited about the idea of finding a ski jacket—and then I found one…

But it was a women’s jacket, tiny and cut like a crop-top. “Women are ridiculous,” I said, putting it on. Who would ski in this? It left the whole belly and lower back exposed to the elements. But at least it kept my arms warmer.

Again, I could sense that ghost laughing; it wasn’t something I could hear or see, but I just felt it. I tried to ignore that feeling. I still wasn’t convinced that there was a ghost lurking around that lodge. I still wasn’t convinced that I wasn’t just dealing with some squatter.

I found a drawer full of clothes in a room at the far end of the fourth-floor. I perked up when I saw the pile of clothing, but deflated when, once again, I realized it was women’s clothing. And worse: it was women’s lingerie. Some couple must have checked in for a few nights of fun and forgotten to take that drawerful of sexy outfits back with them.

I dug through, hoping to find something: maybe even a warmer pair of stockings. But there was nothing: just lingerie, a pair of heels, and a vibrating dildo that I held for a moment before considering the thought that the woman pushed it into the man’s body and not the other way around—then I threw the thing across the room with a yelp.

I dug through more closets. I went into the staff room behind the lodge restaurant and pulled it apart, certain I would find some waiter outfit, but there was nothing. “This cannot be happening,” I said, looking down at my skirt-clad body. Did I really only have that skirt and sweater combo for the next eight weeks?

At least it was something… Maybe a big wind would come and expose my car; maybe I could get my own clothes soon enough…

I went back up to the penthouse suite for the afternoon, to take a nap since there was nothing better to do. That’s when I saw a girl in my room and screamed at the top of my lungs.
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But it wasn’t a real girl. It was just… me. I was looking at a mirror that covered a huge pillar between the front door and the huge picture window that looked out at the mountain tops. I watched myself in the mirror as I grabbed my own chest, feeling my own pounding heart. I really gave myself a scare!

It’s funny how an outfit can really change the way a person looks. I mean—that was just me in a skirt, stockings, and a girl’s sweater… but I looked entirely different. The shape of my body was different—at least at a glance, just because of the way the sweater was tight around the midsection and slightly flared at the hips, almost giving me a sort of hourglass shape.

It took my heart a moment to calm. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes for a minute. Then, I took a step closer to the mirror. Now, I could see myself more: a more recognizable sight. I didn’t look quite as ridiculous as I assumed I looked in that little outfit, but somehow, that only made it worse. It wasn’t exactly wonderful to think that I could be somewhat convincing in girls’ clothing. I suppose it wasn’t much of a surprise though… I’d always been a smaller guy, and back when I was too cheap to pay for haircuts, I would often get mistaken for a woman—at least from behind. I actually used to use it to my advantage; I would take a seat at a table at the IHOP, with my head down and back to the waitress. I would let her come up to me and say, “Good morning, ma’am!” because, from behind, I knew that I looked like a chick (especially when I wore my super-tight Led Zeppelin t-shirt). Then, I would make a big fuss and get a really good discount on my meal—or I would make a big enough fuss that I would get it for free.

So now, as I stared at my body in that girly outfit, I really wasn’t that surprised.

“Clothes are clothes,” I groaned.

I took my nap in that big, soft penthouse suite bed. When I woke up, I was feeling better: a tad bit more optimistic about my situation; I suppose it helped that there was a plate of food on the large family-sized wooden table: a heaping turkey dinner with all of the fixings. I approached it with glowing eyes, seeing the huge pot of gravy next to it.

“T—Thanks,” I called out, but I didn’t even know who I was talking to. I sat down to eat, and that food felt so, so good.

So maybe this wasn’t the worst gig in the world, but good meals aren’t exactly enough to make a job amazing. That lodge was still cold. The power kept going out every couple of hours and staying out for long enough that the whole lodge would become icy-cold. That expensive furnace worked fast, but even it couldn’t heat the whole place in a matter of a couple of hours. The temperature in that lodge never touched room-temperature—not even close.

But I found a pair of leather boots that fit my feet in one of the final rooms, left next to the door. They were heeled, so it took some getting used to to walk in them, but over the stockings, my feet were a tad bit warmer. “Laugh it up,” I groaned at the ghost that was probably watching me. “I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself.”

It was late now. The sun was setting, but there was still a lot of mess to clean up. With the power out, I couldn’t do anything about it; I needed light and had none, so I retired to my room: my new room, that penthouse suite. Camille could go and fuck herself. I was going to sleep in that huge California-king-sized bed, I was going to shower in that massive ensuite bathroom, and I was probably going to jerk off onto those bed sheets whenever I felt like it. Camille would have no clue because I would make a point of tidying up.

I slept like a true mountain king that night… or maybe more like a queen, since I had changed into something else for the night. It was a women’s satin romper, with a new pair of soft stockings. I was only wearing it to keep me warm; I want that to be very clear. I didn’t get any pleasure out of wearing women’s clothes—but the duvet alone wasn’t enough to keep me from shivering when that power went out, and neither was the bear-skin that I draped over the duvet; every little bit helped, and having my feet in stockings was a game-changer, even if I looked like a total fool.

When I awoke the next morning, the sun was bright. The clouds had finally cleared, and I could hear dripping. I sprung up, feeling proper heat: something in the range of 23-degrees Celsius. I sighed, eyed the window and saw the melting icicles. It was a relieving sight, until I realized it was a worst-case scenario.

See, when you have really old windows in a very solid timber-framed lodge, materials expand and contract at different rates. Those windows were leaky all over; not really a problem, as long as there isn’t a hurricane-level storm… or thousands of tonnes of snow melting at once, pushed right up against the glass.

The first floor was fine; it had been renovated with high-end triple-paned picture windows. None of the windows on that first floor opened, because they weren’t in rooms; the temperature was all controlled through the furnace and air-conditioning system. But that second floor, where the rooms started, was a different story. The snow drifts reached those second-story windows and now, the snow was melting through the warped frames and casings. Water was leaking in in streams, looking like the inside of a boat just before it sunk to the bottom of the ocean. “Oh God,” I said, seeing half an inch of water already on the floor of one particularly leaky room.

First, I rushed to find a mop. I grabbed it and tried to mop the flowing water up, but I filled the mop bucket in less than five minutes and had hardly dented the issue; in fact, there was more water than when I started.

So I rushed to get towels. I got a whole closet-worth to soak up the water before it started pouring into the hallway (more than it already was) but that hardly helped, and now I had four dozen soaked towels to deal with, sitting on the floor, probably ruining that expensive wood.

My job was to deal with situations just like that one, and I was now realizing that I was totally out of my element. I had no flipping clue what I was doing, and the situation was quickly worsening.

I buzzed through that lodge for the next hour, trying desperate to control the sudden flooding. It was close to 12 degrees outside now. The sun was still creeping higher into the sky, making sure to melt as much of that snow as possible. Maybe it would expose the road and my car. Maybe I could get my engine to run so I could get the hell out of there and leave this mess for someone else to clean up.

Yeah—I just had to abandon ship. Sorry Camille; this is your problem now. I’m out of here.

I grabbed that women’s ski jacket and that longer skirt. I pulled up those stockings and put on those heeled boots. The snow bank had lowered significantly; this really was my chance…

At least, that’s how it looked from inside. When I opened those windows, I ended up letting a flood of melted snow pour into the lobby. It was so much water that I was swept off of my feet, falling down on my ass and sliding backwards, spinning a full rotation before scrambling up to my heeled feet. “Son of a bitch,” I groaned. Now, my skirt was soaked—panties too.

I growled and then stomped towards that front door. I tried to climb that melty snow hill, but it was too slushy. It was shoulder-deep, and I would sink in with every step, snowshoes or not. And more water was pouring into that lobby; it wasn’t even five minutes before I realized I had to give up on my escape plan.

Water was dripping down the big staircase now. “It’s, uh, like a water feature now,” I said, turning dark red all over. I had a feeling that I wasn’t going to end up being paid for this gig, so there really was no point in sticking around. Sadly, there was no way to leave.

But I was exhausted trying to fight the flooding. What could I do? There weren’t enough towels in the place and no man can mop up that much water. I’m sure Chez Femme had a decent insurance policy. Half of those rooms needed updating anyway; maybe I was doing them a favour: free renovations, courtesy of the insurance policy.

I fell down on the couch and closed my eyes, listening to the flowing water. “That’s it. I gave up,” I groaned. I’ll be the first to admit it: they hired the wrong guy for the job. And I’ll also admit that I was now feeling guilty, even though I didn’t particularly like Camille or any of the other staff members who looked at me like I was some feral mongoose that had snuck its way into the building. They were all so bougie and stuck up, primp and proper, chins up, shoes shined, trying to impress a bunch of rich people who thought of them as slaves.

So why was I feeling so terrible? Well—I guess I didn’t like to think that I wasn’t a man of my word. I hated to think that I was exactly what they thought I was: that stray, feral mongoose. Maybe they were right to judge me like that. Maybe I was worthless; maybe I didn’t deserve that job. No—I definitely didn’t deserve the job. I’m sure the right guy would have known what to do… or he wouldn’t have let this disaster happen in the first place.

I took a deep breath.

What would the ‘right guy for the job’ have done?

Well, when I was in the basement, looking for the electrical panel, I did notice a bunch of caulking tubes. I knew those windows were leaky, so I should have just gone ahead and re-caulked them… That would have stopped a bit of this wet disaster. And in the night, when I heard those crashes, I should have gone to fix the problem instead of leaving it for the morning—or maybe I should have just been doing rounds every few hours, whether I heard noises or not.

It was too late now. The damage was done and there was no stopping that flood. I just had to wait for the melting to cease. I had to hope that the water soaked through the floorboards and made it down to the basement, which was concrete, with drains on the floor. Hopefully the damage would be minimal.

The dripping sounds suddenly stopped. Was the flood coming to an end? Had the snow melted down below the window line? I didn’t want to look; I just wanted to keep my eyes closed for the next eight weeks. I wanted to lay there, curled up in a ball, until March 1st.

I let out a sigh. Then, I reluctantly let my eyelids flutter open. That’s when I noticed the towels everywhere, the mop bucket, and the set of big, industrial fans labelled FLOOD-PRO. I sat up slowly; where did it all come from?

I looked around. “Was that you, ghost?” I called out. Of course I got no reply.

There were probably two-hundred towels all over that lobby, soaking up a good amount of water. There was a wheeled plastic cart waiting there, empty, for me to put those wet towels into. I started picking them up, looking around nervously, knowing that ghost was watching me. Somehow, it felt like a threat, as if the ghost was saying, ‘If you don’t clean this shit up, I’m going to haunt the hell out of you.’ “I’m doing it,” I said carefully. “I’m doing the best that I can.”

Once all those heavy, wet towels were in the bin, I turned on the fans, pointing the water towards a single spot where the big, industrial mop and bucket was positioned. Then, I stood there, mopping it all up as it blew towards me. “Am I doing this right?” I called out, getting no response. I didn’t want to piss off a ghost; I was stuck there for two months, after all.

It only took an hour to get that lobby more-or-less dry. Then, I went up to the second floor and saw that the floor was littered with more towels, another mop and bucket, and more of those FLOOD-PRO fans. I did the same thing, cleaning up the wet towels, blowing the water, mopping it into buckets. It took another hour, but the second floor was relatively dry: dry enough that the fans could do the rest of the work for me.

In the rooms, the windows were shut. Next to the broken window was a board, a hammer, nails, and some spray-foam insulation to seal it. The ghost wanted me to board up that hole, so I did. When I left that room, the bins of towels were gone and all of the dryers were now running in that commercial laundry room.

“T—Thanks, ghost,” I called out. “I’m doing my best, alright? This is all new for me.”

And once I was finished showering, my outfit was there on that king-sized bed, cleaned and dried and folded into a neat pile: the ghost’s doing, of course. And to make me feel even more guilty, there was a plate with a cheeseburger, onion rings, a fresh garden salad, and a glass of red wine. “Thanks, ghost,” I called out again—and that guilty feeling grew stronger.

Once I was finished eating, I cleaned up my own dishes. I knew that the ghost would probably do it for me if I left it, but I wanted to let the ghost know that I wasn’t completely useless, and that I appreciated what he was doing for me—even though he really did scare the absolute shit out of me.

“If, uh, there’s anything you want from me—anything I can do—just, uh, let me know, alright?” I said, trying to make a peace offering with the ghost. “Anything at all… alright?”

I didn’t expect anything, but I got something that I could only assume was a request: a big box of makeup supplies, sitting right on the middle on that California-king bed, just as I was about to crawl in to sleep for the night.

“What do you want me to do with this?” I called out. But I was finally putting together the pieces, and I had a feeling that I knew exactly what this ghost wanted me to do.
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“Let’s talk about this, ghost,” I said, turning around the room, knowing the thing was watching me. “You don’t really want me to do this. It wouldn’t be what you think, alright? I would look like a dummy. I mean—maybe that’s the idea; maybe you get a kick out of that or whatever—but…” I groaned. “Look, ghost. If this is really what you want, I’ll put on the makeup, okay?”

I was starting to feel like some prison inmate’s ‘girlfriend’. I didn’t exactly feel like I had a choice in the matter. I mean—sure—I could have just tossed the makeup away and laughed the whole thing off, but I didn’t know what this ghost would do if he was upset with me. Do you have any idea what a ghost is capable of? Me neither, and I didn’t want to be the guinea pig to find out. I’d seen those paranormal shows that play during the day on cable-TV. I’d seen those dramatic reenactments where the actors hear rattling chains and things spontaneously light on fire.

“I’m not going to be pretty,” I said. “I mean, maybe this is just to get your ghostly laughs in. If that’s all you want, then fine—but if you’re hoping for pretty…”

I felt so stupid taking that makeup box to the large ensuite bathroom. I plopped it down and shook my head. I groaned, looking up at the mirror. I already looked like a fool in that little outfit. “Here goes nothing…” I said. I knew a bit about makeup; I was into photography for a while—not because I was good at taking photos or cared at all about the art of photography, but because a friend told me it was a great way to meet hot girls. I made an Instagram page, put up photos of girls and pretended like I took them, and within days, I had girls messaging me, begging me to take their photos. I probably shot fifteen girls before Instagram shut down my account for using photos that I didn’t own—and it didn’t help that my own photos weren’t up to the same standard as what I was advertising. Long story short, I don’t exactly have a very good reputation in the photography community. But I did meet a number of makeup artists, and I watched a few of them work.

I knew to start with foundation. I knew that concealer was next. I knew what blush and lipstick and eyeliner and eye shadow were all for, and I knew how to put them all on, with brushes and pens and whatnot. It’s all pretty straight forward; no offence to professional makeup artists, but it doesn’t exactly take a lifetime of training to figure out.

Now, that being said, I didn’t know how to make this style or that style. If you asked me to make myself look like some particular celebrity, I wouldn’t know the first thing—and I know that there are girls out there who can make themselves look like anyone with the right flick of a makeup brush.

I didn’t really know what I was doing, but I knew enough. I started small, with a tiny bit of liner, a tiny smudge of shadow, a tiny bit of blush. Then I stepped back. Doing your makeup is a lot like trimming a hedge (I worked as a hedge trimmer for three days a few summers earlier before being fired because I thought it would be funny to make one of the client’s hedges into a ‘rocket ship’); you just have to take it slow, step back constantly, and tweak until it looks like… something.

I won’t bore you with the details. I spent an hour in that bathroom, putting on this, putting on that, analyzing my face in the mirror. I thought hard about slapping some makeup on quickly, but I knew that ghost was watching me—and I wasn’t about to let down a ghost. I owed him, after all. If he hadn’t bailed me out, that lodge would be half underwater—or worse. Water would have poured down into that basement, flooded into the electrical panel, taken out the power, and then the lodge would have frozen at nightfall. The pools of water would have turned to ice after destroying the natural wood finishings. Long story short, it would have been a fucking catastrophe.

But that wasn’t the case. The lodge was fine, save for one boarded up window. I was still hopeful that I was going to be paid—and the pay was good: twenty-thousand for the pair of months. That was more money than I’d ever seen in my life. I could really get my life on track with that kind of scratch. That was a downpayment on a condo… assuming the bank would give me a mortgage; maybe I could ask Camille to give me some full-time position; banks love that shit. It would take a tax season or two, pay off a bit of debt… maybe then, all of my family members and old friends wouldn’t think that I was such a fuck-up.

First, I needed to impress that ghost. If I was going to survive eight weeks, I needed that ghost’s help, because God knows I couldn’t do it without him. “How’s this?” I asked, puckering my glossy lips. I thought I looked alright: definitely better than I thought I would look. My eyes definitely had that feminine look to them—maybe my cheeks too. My lips were plumper than I thought they were. And my skin looked so… clean and fresh. It was hard not to put my hands on my hips to strike a pose.

Though I must admit, it felt weird knowing that entity was watching me. Now, I can’t say that it felt like he was laughing at me. Instead, I got the sense that he was… ogling me. I had the strange urge to cover my body with my arms.

“So, uh, if this is good enough, let me know… somehow,” I said.

Nothing happened. Was it not good enough? What else could I do?

I looked into the mirror. I guess my hair was pretty boyish… but what could I do with it? I had medium-length scruffy hair. But maybe I could style it into a sort of long pixie cut. I just had to part it right, brush it back, pin it with the little hair clips that were in that makeup kit. I took a razor and shaved back my side burns—that made a big difference. I used the same razor to shape my eyebrows into something more feminine. Okay—now I was starting to look like a chick; it was actually making me a bit uncomfortable. I heated up the hair iron to smooth out my many cowlicks.

I cleared my throat. “How’s this?” I said.

Then, I smelled a familiar smell that took me right back to my childhood, when my grandma would come and visit. “Is that… pecan pie?” I said, spinning around and gasping when I saw it there on the table. “No way!” I rushed over with hearts in my eyes. “It is pecan pie! I love pecan pie!”

It was already cut, with a piece on a small plate next to a fork, with a dollop of vanilla ice cream. “Damn, ghost. You’re the best!” I devoured two pieces of that pie before feeling suddenly tired and heavy. I leaned back in my seat, putting a palm on my stomach.

That’s when I noticed the flickering: an orange glow that made my brain scream ‘FIRE!’. I jumped to my feet and spun around, heart pounding, worried that I’d left the hair iron on the wood table, and now I was lighting that penthouse suite ablaze. But there was no fire—not in a bad way, anyway; there were candles lit all around the big spa tub. The jets turned on suddenly, making the pool bubble as it began to steam.

I blushed all over. I gave my heart a moment to settle before saying, “You really know how to make a girl feel special, ghost.” I rolled my eyes and grinned. But I really was enticed by the idea of getting into that tub—especially a minute later, when the power suddenly went out and the whole place went dark. A coldness began to creep in, so that hot tub was truly enticing. I got undressed and slipped in, careful not to let the water touch my chin, so I wouldn’t ruin my makeup.

I relaxed for the next hour, until the power finally came back on.

I was tired. I needed to sleep. But first, I put on the lingerie that had been set out on the bed for me. Yes, I felt like a complete dweeb putting on the lacy white bridal lingerie that had probably been forgotten there during someone’s honeymoon (or maybe a wedding, since they rented that property out for weddings during the summer). I felt like even more of a dweeb when I walked through that whole hotel, doing my rounds, to make sure windows hadn’t blown open, to make sure water wasn’t pouring in, to make sure an actual mongoose hadn’t gotten in to shit all over the antique furniture. I actually found one window that had blown open, so I closed it before retiring to that penthouse suite for the night.

And when I woke up, there was a new outfit set out for me: a small black dress, backless, tight, made with stretchy fabric. It wasn’t a warm outfit by any means, but the ghost had gone ahead and turned up the heat in the building, so I didn’t mind being mostly exposed. “If this is what you want…” I said, stretching it onto my body.

That morning, he served me a plate of Belgian waffles, fresh fruit, and a side of thick-cut bacon, with a steaming mug of coffee. “Oh, fuck yeah! You’re the best, ghost!”

I gobbled the food down like a starving orphan. Then, I had to sit for twenty minutes before I could stand.

Then, I walked out into the hallway, barefoot. I went to check the rooms, but in every room was a pair of heels… the same pair of heels. It kept moving from room to room, and it took me fifteen rooms to realize the ghost was trying to tell me to put the heels on. “I can hardly walk in those,” I said, looking around. “I can do my job way faster barefoot.”

But still, those heels appeared in the next room, and then they appeared in the kitchen when I went to investigate. “Okay!” I groaned. “I’ll wear the damned heels!”

I put on the heels. “Are you happy?” I asked. And then, in the next room, on the floor where the heels would have been, there was a freshly brewed latte. I rolled my eyes; it was the ghost’s only way of communicating.

Oh well—like they say: happy ghost, happy life… or something like that.

I felt like a total dumbass walking around that lodge like a girl, but the perks were worth it. That ghost was treating me like a princess.

It snowed that afternoon. As I went around checking windows, I noticed steam rising up outside. I opened that window and peered out seeing the hot tub bubbling, snow shovelled out around it, with a path shovelled from the front door. “So you can move the snow around!” I shouted out. “So why can’t you dug out my car for me?”

There was no response, but I didn’t need one, because I knew the answer. The ghost didn’t want me leaving—and he didn’t want me getting to my bag of clothes. He wanted my car to stay hidden so he could treat me like his hotel princess. I groaned, but it was hard to be mad. There was a glass of wine sitting there on the edge of that hot tub—and there really is nothing more relaxing than chilling in a hot tub on the top of a snowy mountain, with a glass of red wine… and appetizers! Once I made my way out, there was a plate of sliders, calamari, and bruschetta next to the wine. “Oh, ghost. You’re so sweet,” I said, putting on my best fake girl voice. And then I noticed the one-piece bathing suit.

“Oh,” I said. “Can’t I just go in naked?” I picked up the bathing suit. It was so small and revealing: red with white trim, almost like something you’d see on Baywatch. “I’m not sure it’s really going to be so flattering with my flat chest… but if it’s really what you want.”

I put on the damned bathing suit. It was a small price to pay for the next hour of relaxation, sinking into that warm hot tub with a glass of wine in my hand.

When I got inside, there was a table in the middle of the lobby that wasn’t there before. It had a box with an expensive necklace inside of it, diamond clip-on earrings, and gold bracelets. “You’re very romantic, ghost,” I said. As I went to lift up the necklace, I noticed a picture in a frame there on the table: an old picture of a woman singing. It was a black-and-white photo, and it looked like it was taken in the ballroom of that very lodge. “Is this you?” I asked

Suddenly, there was a deep noise from the ballroom: the low keys on a piano. I had no idea what that meant.

“So… it’s not you?” I asked.

And then there was another sound: a high sound: a proper chord of high-notes.

“So… low means no, high means yes?”

And that high sound chimed again, so I assumed I had it right. The ghost was now talking to me to the best of his ability.

“So who is this person then?” I asked.

But now, there was no noise. I stood around, trying to figure out how to figure out who the person was by playing twenty questions, only getting yes and no answers. I got nothing. I had no idea who the person was in that picture, so I left the picture there.

But the picture appeared in my room, on my bed. The ghost was determined to get me to solve that riddle. I stared at the picture, looking for clues—and then I remembered that there was a whole museum hall in that lodge: the hallway down to the ballroom was covered in old pictures, all taken in that lodge and on that ski hill.

So I went down to that hallway. It was late now and a new storm was blowing in. I knew the power would soon go out (it always did when the winds got intense like that). The whistling against the windows made me jump a few times. I located the spot on the wall where the picture had been: an empty space between to portraits of moustachioed men. “Are you one of these guys?” I asked.

The piano chimed a resounding ‘no’.

I looked around that empty space. I had no idea what the ghost was trying to show me. I looked at that photo of the singing woman again. “Is this how you want me to look?” I asked.

The piano chimed no again.

I groaned, starting to feel frustrated. I’d never been fond of riddles. I wasn’t much for solving mysteries. “Figure out another way of telling me what you want here,” I said.

But the ghost seemed to think that was a perfectly fine way of telling me what he wanted. I put that picture back on the wall, but when I got back to the penthouse suite, it was there, on the bed again. So I looked closely at it. The girl in the photo was wearing lots of makeup, singing with emotion into an old microphone. Was I supposed to go to where the photo was taken?

It was very late now, but the power was still on. I went to the ballroom and saw that there was a microphone set up. The PA system was humming, turned on, all set up. “I’m not a singer,” I said, looking over at the piano. “I have a miserable singing voice. It’s not something you want to hear.”

But there was no response from the ghost. I walked up to the mic and thought for a moment before singing Twinkle-Twinkle Little Star. I got five seconds in before the piano honked loudly with a resounding NO. “I told you that I was trash!” I said. “I don’t know many songs. I know a few rap songs. You want me to rap?”

I started an old Eminem tune, but the piano quickly stopped me with a startling NO.

“You’re killing me, ghost!” I shouted. “I have no idea what the hell you want from me!”

And again, the piano chimed NO. I could sense a growing frustration from the ghost. We were both frustrated. It was like trying to talk to someone who didn’t speak English; I worked for a week at a restaurant next to an airport, serving drinks at the bar. Chinese businessmen came in all the time and tried to order drinks in Chinese. I would have to hold up bottles. “This?” I would say.

They would shake their heads.

“This?”

They shook they heads.

And that went on, over and over, until I got the right bottle—or sometimes they would just come behind the car and do it themselves. I was fired from that job, but that’s a story for another time.

“Okay, ghost. I’m tired. I want to go to bed. We aren’t figuring this mystery out tonight.”

And again, the piano honked NO at me.

“I’m tired!” I shouted. “I’m not any closer to knowing what the hell you want!”

NO.

“Please—I’m doing my best here. I put on the clothes! I’m wearing frigging panties! I have jewelry. I have makeup on. I did my hair. I’m basically a girly voice short of being a chick at this point!”

Then, the piano made a different sound: a pleasant, high-pitched A-major (or maybe it was a different major chord, I certainly didn’t have perfect pitch). I paused for a moment, trying to think of what I said to make the ghost change its tune.

“A girly voice?” I said. “That’s what you want?”

The piano pleasantly chimed yes.

I sighed. I took a deep breath and shook my head. “I don’t know how to do that! But, uh, I guess I can try and see what comes out.” I cleared my throat. “Hello ghost, this is me using my girly voice.”

The piano chimed NO.

“Was that bad?” I asked.

The piano chimed yes.

So I tried again, and again, and again, trying out different inflections, different tones, different pitches—until the piano finally gave me a pleasant yes. “You like it when I talk like this?” I said softly, not making my voice much higher than it was naturally at all.

The piano chimed yes.

“Okay, well then we’re all happy then,” I said, using that voice. “I’ll talk like this, and… uh—maybe you can fix me some dinner.”

Now, the piano was silent.

“Is that a fine deal?” I asked.

The piano was silent. Now I felt like I was being faced with a whole new mystery. I needed to figure out a better way of talking to this ghost.

I went back up to my room, and there, waiting for me on the table, was a generous portion of food: lobster, a fresh, buttered bun, steamed carrots with a hollandaise sauce, and another glass of wine. I grinned, blushing all over. “You’re not so bad, ghost,” I said in that girly voice.

Then, the ghost manipulated the room before my eyes for the first time, which I must say was extremely startling. The chair pulled back, as if the ghost was offering me a seat. I jumped back and yelped. My heart rate soared. I suppose, before that moment, I assumed there was a possibility that some living human was behind this, as if it was all some intricate trick: a piano that could be played with a remote, and someone sneaking around behind my back, placing things here and there; of course, that would have been near-impossible, but now, I’d seen the ghost move something. I was terrified of sitting in that seat, but even more terrified of offending the ghost.

I sat down slowly, and then I was pushed into the table with a sudden jolt, making me gasp. I could feel that ghost’s presence, now closer than ever. I could feel it like an aura: a warm glow that seemed to move around me before coming around the table. The chair across from me pulled out and then froze, as if the ghost took a seat, as if we were having some sort of date.

But in that moment, I couldn’t help but smell a scent of perfume that I hadn’t put on. That smell seemed to be following that aura, making me think that the ghost wasn’t a man like I’d originally assumed. The ghost was a girl—but why would a girl want to turn me into a girl and treat me like a princess? Was she a lesbian? Was she hoping for a female winter caretaker?

“So, uh… how was your day?” I asked in that girly voice, not sure what I was supposed to say (and at this point, I should say that I made a point of using that girly voice moving forward, with an impressive consistency). The ghost didn’t reply. “Have you, uh… lived here long?” Still, no reply. The ghost couldn’t speak, after all. We had no decent way of communicating. She seemed to be able to play the piano and move things around here and there, but somehow, her abilities were limited—and I still didn’t understand what her limitations were. “So what’s it like being a ghost?” I asked.

Still, there was no reply. I wasn’t going to get an answer to any question, so I just stopped asking. I ate my food, and then I tidied up the dishes, bringing them down the elevator to the kitchen, cleaning them in the industrial cleaner, and then marching back up to my room, where lingerie and a big, fat dildo awaited me on the bed.


CHAPTER 7
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Ifelt my face turn pale. I stared at that fat, veiny dildo. I’d seen it before, in one of the rooms when I was originally looking for clothes. “What’s that doing here?” I asked. My voice cracked a bit. “You don’t, uh, want me to use that… do you?”

There was no reply, but I knew the answer, because the thing was there.

“I’m not really… that kind of, uh, girl,” I said.

My heart skipped a beat. I felt a cold breeze, unsure if it was the ghost or if it was a cracked window. “I’ve never done anything like that. It’s probably too, uh, tight down there. But, uh, if you really want, I can put on the lingerie. Let’s just split the difference. I’ll put on the lingerie, and we’ll forget about this thing.” I picked up the dildo from the base, hardly touching it with my fingertips as I held it away from my body. I walked it to the counter where a big bottle of lube was sitting. I paused. What was that doing there? Did she put it there?

I put the dildo down next to it and walked to grab the lingerie. I fumbled into it. It was tight and silver and sparkly, but it actually looked quite cute on me. I liked the way it framed my hips, giving me that petite, feminine figure. I grinned, blushed, and then turned to the bed to see that the dildo was back, along with the lubricant.

“Okay—very funny, ghost,” I said. “I get it: you get a kick out of teasing me. I put on the lingerie for you. I’ve been wearing the clothes for you, the bikini—and I’m even doing the voice, just like you like… but this. C’mon—this is crazy. I can’t stick that in my ass! What if… you know—What if I damage something? I can’t get to a hospital from here! I’m stuck in this lodge. I’m snowed in for the next seven weeks. If something happens… I’m screwed. So let’s just put this away.”

I took it to the bathroom and put it next to the sink, but it was back on the bed when I returned to the bedroom. I groaned.

“Let’s make another deal,” I said, red in the face. “Anything else.”

But the dildo just remained there.

“Fuck,” I groaned, realizing that there was no getting out of it. No, the ghost wasn’t forcing it on me. She wasn’t threatening me by rattling chains or making blood drip down from the walls. She was just strongly encouraging me to play with the toy.

I got onto the bed, in that lingerie. I picked up the toy. “It’s clean… right?” I said. I reluctantly gave it a sniff. It smelled like soap.

“Your really want me to do this, huh?” I said.

I brought up my knees. I squirmed and groaned. I pulled the lingerie away from my butt crack. Then, I made sure to coat that dildo in plenty of lubricant. I pushed the tip between my butt cheeks. I closed my eyes. “What the hell am I doing?” I whispered to myself.

This definitely wasn’t what I expected when I accepted this job. I never thought that I would end up on my knees, dressed up in lingerie, about to sodomize myself to please some ghost.

“I’d better be getting a good breakfast from this,” I said.

I twisted and turned and tried various angles, pushing gently, until the tip pushed into me, making me perk up. I let out a small whimper. “Okay,” I said. “I—I can feel it in there.” I bit down on my lip. I groaned and squirmed, pausing while I collected myself. “I can do this,” I whispered to myself.

I twisted and pushed a bit harder, making it go a bit deeper: one little centimetre at a time. That was about all I could take. I had to stop constantly, closing my eyes, catching my breath. “I can do this,” I whispered again.

I got that dildo positioned upward on the bed, with me sitting over it. Now, I could use gravity to lower me down as I needed. I groaned and clenched my toes into my feet. I could feel the thing inside of me. It felt so thing and so… gooey. I could feel the lubricant gushing out as I pushed in. “Oh God,” I moaned. I could feel a pressure up high, somewhere in my chest, as if that dildo was pushing all of my organs upwards, towards my throat.

“Is this enough?” I asked. But the ghost didn’t answer.

I sat down a bit more. Half of that toy cock was inside of me. I stopped for a breather. Then, I fell forward, onto my face, burying my face into a pillow as I let out a loud groan. “It’s actually in me,” I said, and then I said it a few more times, almost in a state of disbelief. “What the hell am I doing!?”

Look—I’m no prude, but that hole really isn’t designed for things to go in; I think God made it very clear that it’s an out-hole. But I had a ghost watching me, and that ghost wanted it to be an in-hole that night.

I took another deep breath, and then I felt the dildo pushing in. I wasn’t touching it; I swear to God, I wasn’t touching it! It was pushing into me, as if my body was sucking it in. Is that possible? No—of course not. Things don’t just go into holes, especially since I was no longer sitting on it; my ass was up in the air, my head was down on the ground. I tried to clench, but it kept pushing in, until it was all the way in.

I knew what was happening, and that knowledge froze me in my place; I was being fucked by a ghost. “Oh God!” I moaned.

The dildo pulled out, halfway, and then it plunged back in. I could feel a hand too—or what felt like a hand, grabbing me by the hip, holding me in place. I trembled all over. I curled my toes in and I grabbed two handfuls of bed sheets. “Not too hard!” I cried out.

The dildo continued sliding, in and out. I went limp, submissive, letting myself be a slave to the ghost. I was too afraid to fight her; I was too afraid to make her angry. I had nowhere to run, nowhere to hide. I was trapped in that lodge, with that ghost.

And now, that ghost was fucking me in the ass. I could feel a force, pushing down on my back, holding me in that position—or maybe that was just my body submitting to the entity; it was impossible to know for sure; I wasn’t about to fight it and find out.

I let it fuck me. I let it plunge me, faster and faster and faster, with that hard dildo. I could hear the lubricant squishing out of me. I could feel that bulbous tip and those rubber veins, sliding and rubbing, making me moan, making me drool into that pillow, making my cock rock-hard as she managed to pinpoint that sweet spot, making my knees tremble.

“Oh my God,” I moaned loud. It was a good thing we were alone in that lodge, because if there was someone else there, even down in the lobby, they would have heard me screaming.

And then, as if on cue, the lights flickered and went out. The lodge went black. Now, I was lit only by flickering candlelight. And in that same moment, the force behind me stopped. The dildo remained in my ass, but there was no longer anything thrusting it into me, as if the ghost vanished along with the electricity.

The sound of howling wind made those old window panes rattle. With a soft push, I expelled the dildo from my ass. I rubbed my bum hole with my hand and sat up slowly. “Ouch,” I said. It didn’t hurt while I was being fucked, but it was pretty tender now.

“G—Ghost?” I called out. “Are you, uh, done with me?”

I felt violated, humiliated, and used. I’d had a lot of sexual experiences in my life. I’d had sex in public, I’d had sex in groups, I’d allowed people to watch me have sex—and I was even paid once by a guy who wanted to watch me fuck his wife while he jerked himself off in the corner. But being fucked in the ass while dolled-up: that was a totally new experience, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

It wouldn’t have been so conflicting if it hadn’t been so pleasurable. The thrusting was so euphoric. I stood up slowly, wishing it would have been entirely miserable. Being sodomized by a ghost should be miserable to a rational person—and now I was starting to worry that I wasn’t such a rational person.

Yes, the ghost was gone now, but I had a feeling she (or maybe he) wasn’t finished with me. I had a feeling that this was just getting started. I still had seven weeks left in that lodge, after all: alone with that ghost—just the two of us.

At least I thought it would just be the two of us. I thought I was going to spend that winter in complete isolation… but fate had other plans for me.


CHAPTER 8
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Isurvived my first two weeks at the Chateau Femme lodge. The second week went much smoother than the first, and I’ll quickly sum it up for you: sunny weather, very few snow storms, and only a couple of short power outages. The wind never got too bad, not blowing open any more windows, so my job was relatively easy—walking around the Lodge a few times each day, checking rooms that were untouched… and, of course, keeping the ghost satisfied.

Because when the ghost was satisfied with me, there was even less work to do. My meals were always ready for me, my clothes were set out for me each morning, walkways around the Lodge were shovelled (though that ghost never shovelled out my car). The ghost was essentially doing my job; I really didn’t need to be there. All I had to do was get dolled up, speak like a girl—and the ghost was extremely happy when I started ‘acting’ more like a girl, adopting some girly mannerisms, giggling like a girl, and so on. Then, the meals started to become extravagant, including one night with a twelve-course dinner.

And then there was a day where I just didn’t feel like doing my makeup, didn’t feel like putting in much effort at all. I didn’t put on the tight, skimpy dress the ghost set out for me. Instead, I found an older outfit: still girly but apparently not what the ghost wanted that particular day. The skimpy dress kept appearing in every room I went into. “I’m not in the mood for that today,” I said, even letting my male voice slip slightly.

Then, the dress stopped appearing. I thought that I’d made my point… but meals stopped appearing as well. I accidentally locked myself out of the penthouse suite and couldn’t remember where I’d put the key (the door locked automatically when closed, so it was important to keep the key on hand). It had happened many times before, and that ghost was always there to make the key appear for me… but now, the ghost wasn’t interested.

“A little help?” I called out, but the ghost ignored me. It was obvious that I upset her—or him (I still had no idea). “Okay!” I yelled. “I’ll wear the dress!” But still, there was no reply. I had to sleep in that small room on the second floor, where it was cold and draughty. I had to make my own meal and I had to clean the kitchen when I was finished.

Something very, very strange happened that night.

As I was going to bed, a sudden warmth swept over me. I felt a tingling inside of my body, and then I suddenly sprung out of bed, as if I had all of the energy in the world. The lights turned on, flickered, and then turned off. The old radio alarm clock came to life, crackling as it tried to play some oldie, and then it went silent (after scanning through all of the static frequencies). My hands came up in front of my face. My fingers curled in and stretched out, though I wasn’t the one in control.

I had an overwhelming urge to get out of bed. I had an overwhelming urge to march down the hallway. I wasn’t sure if I was half-asleep or if I was having a dream; this was a sensation I’d never experienced before. I wouldn’t say that I had no control over myself; I managed to make myself stop many times—and there wasn’t a force making me move, but there were urges in me that I just can’t explain: the strongest urges you’d ever felt in your life, like the intense desire to fetch a hooked stick from the closet at the end of the hallway, and then the strange desire to use that stick to open up the attic hatch that was high above the penthouse suite door. Then came the urge to climb the ladder that slid down, up into the dusty attic of the Chateau Femme.

I knew that there was another force inside of me now, and I was fairly certain that force was the ghost, possessing me after a long, frustrating day of trying to persuade me in a more consensual way. Now, I was in an attic I didn’t know existed, and I had the peculiar urge to rummage through boxes…

I pushed aside a series of old cardboard boxes, revealing treasure.

I can only describe that scene as ‘treasure’. There was literal treasure chest there, looking like it was nabbed from a pirate ship. There were old shimmering statues. There was an old burlap sac, and it was filled with antique coins. I gasped at the sight of it all, and then I was almost certain that I was having a dream.

I grabbed a handful of those coins; they were heavy, shimmering in the golden moonlight that was creeping in through the tiny decorative windows. “Holy shit…” I whispered, in that girly voice.

And then I eyed a purple velvet box; it was about the size of a binder, and somehow, I knew there was something very, very special inside. I went to grab it, and then that force inside of me suddenly stopped me, tensing up my muscles, as if it didn’t want me touching that special box. Then came the urge to turn towards one of the more innocent-looking boxes: a cardboard box about the size of a standard moving box.

I pulled it open. A pile of papers were now before me. I lifted one out. “Lost article report,” I whispered, reading it. They were all lost article reports, filled out by guests. Some were as old as 1932, some were as new as that very year. I dug through the papers to find clothes: tons of clothes, all matching those lost article descriptions.

I laughed and shook my head, knowing instantly that the ghost had been nabbing girly outfits for decades. “You little pervert,” I said, lifting out a skimpy red thong that had a hole to give the male access to the pussy.

And then came the urge to put those panties on. The urge was strong, and I can’t say for sure where it came from; was it my own urge, or was the ghost putting that urge in me? It was impossible to know for sure…

I spent the next three hours in that attic, putting on outfit after outfit, checking myself out in the big, dusty standing mirror. I spun around and ran my hands down my body. I sighed softly when I put on little cute dresses, and then I became fiercely erect when I put on tight lingerie.

The ghost urged me to open another box, and this one also contained stolen goods: sex toys. I gasped. “You really are a pervert!” I said, covering my lips. And then the ghost guided my hand into that box, right to the bottom, pulling out a thick, heavy dildo that was not formed to look human. I can only describe the thing as a horse cock, and I think that’s exactly what it was meant to be, though it was hard to tell for sure in the darkness of that unlit attic. “Oh God,” I whimpered.

The ghost wanted to play with it, and I was at the ghost’s mercy: heart pounding, hands shaking. The lubricant was already there; I just had to squirt it (and I probably used a quarter of the bottle, knowing it was going to be a tight squeeze). Wearing tight red lace, tight leather boots, and black satin gloves, I began to push that massive toy horse cock into myself.

Maybe it was punishment for disobeying the ghost all day. Maybe this was the ghost’s way of saying, ‘Listen to me from now on, or this is what you’ll get!’. I groaned loudly, feeling that fat cock sliding into me. I looked down once it was all the way in, pushing a lump against my belly. “F—Fuck,” I moaned. I had to use two hands to tug it out, and then I had to grunt to push it back in, sliding it in and out, stretching out my tiny hole.

The ghost put me through five long minutes of ass-fucking before allowing me to expel the horse cock from my ass. The pain came a bit later. Look—I’m not saying that there wasn’t a very, very intense pleasure playing with that gigantic toy—but pleasure like that comes with a price, and the price was hardly being able to walk for the next twenty-four hours.

In the morning, there was a new outfit set out for me. This time, I didn’t make the mistake of turning it down. I put it on, made sure I was in character, and then, around mid-morning, there was a lovely breakfast there for me, still steaming next to a heaping mug of coffee. “I’m sorry about yesterday,” I said to the ghost. “I woke up on the wrong side of the bed.” I made sure that it didn’t happen again.

The sunny weather was nice—at least inside of the Lodge. It was sunny for five straight days, with almost no breeze, but it was still somehow brutally cold. The snow outside hardened into something like ice: hard packed snow that was deadly to traverse because it was so damned slippery. Even the shovelled path that the ghost had made for me, to get me to the hot tub, was terrifyingly slippery, so I didn’t bother to go out.

You have to be more careful when you’re isolated like that. It’s not something you really think about until you’re in that situation, but one little fall and I could be in a lot of trouble. I still had six weeks until anyone came up to that Lodge (at least that’s what I thought). If I broke something, what would I do? Even if I suffered a bad cut: there was a first-aid kit handy, but I didn’t know how to stitch myself up. And that ice outside was sharp in many places. There were some freaky icicles that could do some damage if rattled loose… I was better off inside, even though the thought of hot tubbing was tempting.

But even without the hot tub, that job was starting to become the relaxing getaway that I hoped it would be when I responded to the job posting. I was still on edge, knowing there was a ghost watching my every move—and I still didn’t really know what that ghost was capable of—but the ghost was also making that job into something like a vacation. I’d never eaten food that nice in my life. I was experiencing flavours that I didn’t know existed. I didn’t have to cook or clean. The ghost kept finding me books to read to keep me sane.

It was at the beginning of that third week when I said, “I really want to know more about you.”

I looked around the empty penthouse suite.

“Like… who were you? Were you a boy or a girl? What did you look like?”

There was no response—at least not right away. When I went to do my nightly rounds an hour later, I found a picture in a small frame, on one of the beds. It wasn’t there before (I checked that room every day). “Are you in this picture?” It was a photo of a celebrity and his two friends, dressed in ski gear, standing in the lobby. There were a few people in the background, including a beautiful woman in a small dress. That photo must have been taken one-hundred years earlier. It was a sepia-toned black and white, and the edges of the photo were faded from ambient sun exposure.

The ghost didn’t reply, but I could only assume that the ghost was someone in that photo. I took the framed image back down to that little historic walkway and found the empty space. There was a plaque that went along with the photo. ‘Famed Stage Actor, Richard P. Baker, poses with Chez Femme Founder, Karl Klaus, and friend.’

“Wait,” I said. “Are you the guy who founded the hotel?” I asked.

The piano resonated with a firm NO.

“Are you the famous guy?” I asked; I didn’t know the actor.

Another NO.

“So you’re the friend?”

NO.

“Alrighty…” I said. “Another mystery.” I stared at the photo for a long moment before my gaze moved to the pretty woman in the small dress. Even in that back-and-white image, you could tell that the dress was glittery. She had a shy look, looking towards the camera with her head slightly turned away. She seemed out of place, but she had that starlet look to her; my initial thought was that she was the stage actor’s girlfriend, waiting for them to be finished with the photo. But there was something else about her: that coy sort of look that suggested she wasn’t supposed to be there, almost as if she was being caught as she turned to see the camera snapping that photo. I’d seen that photo before; I’d seen all of the photos in that hall many times before. Sometimes, when I was bored, I would look through them, simply because there was little else to do. Some of those pictures were interesting; it was cool to see famous people standing where I was spending all of my time. And the fashion of the time was interesting too: so much different than the way people dressed nowadays.

“Are you the chick?” I asked.

There was a long moment of silence before the piano said yes with that soft major chord.

“So you’re a girl then!” I said.

But now, there was no response from the ghost. I kept staring at the photo. The ghost was extremely pretty.

“Did you die here?”

The piano said yes.

“Ski accident or something?”

No.

I didn’t want to pry too much; I was tired and that yes-or-no game was a game that quickly became frustrating. It never got me very far. But now I had a bit of a face to put to the ghost—assuming the ghost was being honest with me.

I knew there was an old magnifying glass in the manager’s office, on her desk, so I went to retrieve it, so I could take a closer look at the ghost’s picture. A lot of those old film photos had better resolution than modern cell phone cameras! And with that magnifying glass, I was able to get a fairly good look at the girl. She looked strangely familiar, though I couldn’t quite place her. I wondered if I’d seen her in other photos on that wall, so I started looking.

But I didn’t get far before the power suddenly went out, leaving that hallway dark. “Strange,” I whispered. There was no storm outside, and the power was usually fine as long as there wasn’t a big winter blizzard. I couldn’t help but think that the ghost didn’t want me seeing anything more. As soon as I reached the penthouse suite, the power was back on. And as soon as I reached that suite, there was a little lingerie outfit there for me, along with that dildo and the lube.

I was getting used to it. She wanted to watch me fuck myself every night, and she’d taken over many times. I could honestly say that I’d been fucked by a ghost half a dozen times. And that night, she wanted to have a hand in it. I stretched myself out on my back and I spread my legs. And then, once I had the toy inside of my asshole, she took over. I just stretched my arms over my head and grabbed the top of the bed frame, watching as the dildo slid back and forth. Was it terrifying? Yes… but I was also more used to it now. I knew she wasn’t going to hurt me, and she always treated me like a princess when I made her happy. So I let her fuck me until I had a small anal orgasm. Then, her ghostly presence vanished and the dildo fell out of me with a plop. I sighed, half-wishing she would have given me more—but I knew I had six weeks alone with her… at least I thought that I was going to be alone.

It was the middle of the morning when I heard a loud thump coming from the lobby, while I was doing my rounds in the kitchen area. I went to investigate, assuming it was a window blowing open in the wind, or something falling off of the wall; the wind had picked up overnight and a big storm was coming through, making walls rattle, making the power go in and out.

I stepped into the lobby, expecting to see some broken lamp or a drift of snow—but instead, I saw two men: beards and brows covered in ice, skin blueish from cold exposure, coats white from snow that they were now shaking off.

I froze, heart racing. It had been nearly three weeks since I’d seen another soul. And maybe that doesn’t sound like a very long time, but it somehow felt like something close to a lifetime.

One man’s gaze peered around the room and suddenly stopped on me. He pointed me out to his friend, and then they both stared at me. Thankfully, that day’s outfit wasn’t as skimpy as the usual attire; the ghost had me wearing a knee-length cocktail dress, and a pair of sparkly heels.

“W—What are you doing here?” I asked, making sure to use my girly voice. I didn’t want them thinking that I was some crossdresser, squatting in that lodge and having some sort of weird lonely sexual getaway. I knew that I looked like a girl, and I knew that I was capable of sounding like a girl—and since I didn’t have any male clothes to change into, I figured it was best to just… be a girl.

There was a terribly long silence before one man said, “We got stranded in the storm.” He turned around and fought the door closed behind him, stopping that whistling wind from blowing into the lobby.

There was another long silence, and this time it was truly silent with that door shut.

“Why are you up on Queen Mountain?” I asked softly, not even sure if I was speaking loud enough for them to hear me across that huge lobby.

Suddenly, one of the bearded men stepped forward, now with a big smile on his face as he lifted up his ski goggles. “Queen Mountain is the tallest mountain for almost five-hundred miles,” he said. That smile on his face was strangely proud. “Nobody’s ever scaled it in January.”

“Well, not for the past fifty years,” said his friend.

“It’s considered one of the toughest mountains to climb in the winter—and that was a global survey.”

While I’m sure you, the reader, are very familiar with Queen Mountain and Chez Femme, I should take a moment to point out that the Femme Chateau was not at the peak of Queen Mountain; it was actually only about halfway up. The top slope of the ski hill was only at the halfway point, where that lodge was situated, because the rest of the mountain was too steep and deadly. In the early spring months, there was the odd chartered heli-skiers who went up and braved those steep slopes—though a couple people had died trying to ski from the very, very top. And it was true: I’d heard that Queen Mountain was one of the most dangerous and unpredictable mountains in that particular hemisphere; there was a reason Chateau Femme was closed for those two months.

But still, I had a strange sense that I shouldn’t trust the two men who were now standing in front of me, even though they were geared out with professional hiking equipment, including climbing poles, dense hiking backpacks, goggles, and spiked boots. “You can’t walk through the lobby with those boots,” I said as the men took a step forward.

They paused and looked down. “Oh,” said one man. “Sorry. C’mon Clive. Take your boots off.”

“No problem,” said Clive. I would love to say that Clive was the taller one or the skinnier one, or the one with the bigger beard. But the men were nearly identical; I assumed they were twins, but they introduced themselves with different last names: Clive Manson and Lester Barker. It was hard to tell them apart, though I’m sure they would have been more distinguishable if they didn’t have those dense beards.

“There’s a big storm coming through,” I said. “It’s a terrible time to be hiking the mountain. You should head back down, before the storm gets too intense.”

“Down?” said Clive (or maybe it was Lester). “We’re going up—all the way up. We’ve been planning this for months.”

“Queen Mountain is privately owned by Chez Femme,” I said, taking a cautious step back; I didn’t want them to see me too closely and realize that I wasn’t actually a girl—that would have been too embarrassing, even though I didn’t know them and they didn’t know me. “Unless you got permission from Chez Femme, you’re trespassing right now.”

“Hey now,” said Lester (or maybe it was Clive). “It’s a mountain, alright? Nobody owns the mountain except for God. It’s not like we’re wrecking anything; we’re just climbing.”

“It’s a matter of liability. If you get hurt here and try to sue…”

“Well then, just do us a favour and don’t tell anyone we were here, alright?” said Clive.

“We’re guests at Chez Femme,” said Lester. “We checked in yesterday, to ski the lower slopes. We just… snuck past the lift girl at the top and started hiking up.”

I couldn’t call security on them or apprehend them in any way. They were both much bigger than me, and they outnumbered me. So all I could really do was say, “By passing the lower slopes, you are waiving your right to sue Chez Femme in the case of any injury or damage to personal property.”

The men chuckled. “You’re a good little employee, darling. Don’t worry; we’re not like that. We didn’t even want to have to stop here, but the storm is getting so bad; we just came in to wait out the storm.”

I watched them carefully as they unzipped their coats. I watched the puddles of melted snow forming underneath them. I wanted to rush off to grab some towels before there was any water damage, but I didn’t want to let the strangers out of my sight. A part of me wanted to kick them out, but how could I do that? There was a brutal storm growing outside; windows were rattling and snow was accumulating at a rapid pace. It was another one of those completely unexpected storms that the mountain was famous for. If I sent them out, they would probably end up dead… and they probably wouldn’t listen to me anyway.

“Just do me a favour and stay in the lobby, okay?” I said. “I’m going to fetch some towels.”

“You don’t have any food to spare, do you?” asked Clive (or maybe it was Lester).

I turned to look at his grinning face. I don’t know why, but he just rubbed me the wrong way. There was something off-putting about the look on his face; and I still wasn’t so sure about their story. Why would anyone want to climb a dangerous mountain in the dead of winter?

“I’ll see if there’s a box of crackers or something,” I said, and then I rushed off. I didn’t want to leave them alone for long. I grabbed four towels: two for them and two for the floor. I grabbed a box of crackers from the pantry, and then I was back within the minute. They were now on the couch, stretching their legs out onto the coffee tables. They looked out the tall thirty-foot picture windows at the blizzard.

I gave them the crackers and cleaned the puddles. The men were speaking quietly together—until they started laughing; their laughs were loud and boisterous—and then they went back to quietly chatting with one another. I went to take the wet towels to the laundry room, and then one of the men called out to me. “You wouldn’t be able to put on a pot of coffee, would you?”

I paused for a moment before turning to the men. They were both smiling, trying to look polite and friendly, but they were just coming across as moochers. “I can see what I can do,” I said softly.

When I was turning down the hallway, I heard one of them say to the other: “She’s pretty hot, huh?”

And I’m not sure how I was supposed to feel about the comment; I can’t even say for sure that they were talking about me and not just some girl they met down at the main Chez Femme resort… but instead of being embarrassed or angry, I found myself blushing and smiling, biting my bottom lip as I tried to contain a strange surge of excitement.

Until that moment, I really didn’t know if I was even pulling off the whole ‘girl’ thing. Sure, I thought I looked pretty good, and the ghost seemed to be pleased with me—but I hadn’t actually convinced anyone that I was a girl. The ghost knew that I was a guy, and I, obviously, knew that I was a guy. But these two—Clive and Lester—had absolutely no clue.

I put on the coffee and fetched a pair of mugs. I paced around the kitchen, and then I paused, thinking about my ghost friend. “Should I trust them?” I asked.

Then, the coffee maker suddenly shut off. I looked over at it and pressed a few buttons before it turned back on. “Is that your way of saying that I shouldn’t trust them? Or is this coffee maker just a piece of trash?”

Now, nothing happened. I felt uneasy; I couldn’t help but think that was the ghost’s way of warning me that they were no good. But what could I do? I couldn’t send them out in a storm. I couldn’t confront them and put myself in danger. I really was at their mercy. Maybe Camille should have given me a firearm for situations like this. I mean—she said that my job was to keep the place safe, but how exactly was I supposed to do that? I only weighed 135 pounds; it’s not like I was about to throw down.

I brought the men coffees. I was sent back to fetch milk and sugar, so I had to hydrate the milk and open a whole new industrial-sized bag of sugar.

I got the men their milk and sugar, though Clive spat his coffee out when he tasted the milk. “Is that expired?”

“It’s rehydrated,” I said.

“Don’t you have the real stuff?”

I shook my head and he groaned. “Is there any way we could shower while we wait out the storm?”

I stared at the men for a long moment. “I really think you should just hang out in the lobby, since you really aren’t supposed to be here.”

Then, Lester laughed. “What if the storm goes on for the next three days?”

There was a long silence. Could I make them sit there for three long days? Well—they weren’t supposed to be there, so what other choice did I have? “You knew that this mountain is notoriously unpredictable before you started climbing it,” I said. “Were you just hoping the weather held while you hiked up?”

“I guess we weren’t as prepared as we thought,” he smiled back at me.

“You’re lucky there’s a lodge here,” I said. “Otherwise you’d probably be dying right now.”

“Ain’t that the truth!”

But the men just didn’t seem that rattled by what I’d said; they didn’t seem to realize just how lucky they were that there happened to be a Lodge halfway up that mountain for them to seek refuge in. If I were in their shoes, I would be falling on my knees to thank the Lord. But they were just sitting there, joking around, looking like a couple of guys on vacation, waiting for a storm to pass so they could go ski the slopes.

“Even if you make it to the top, you can’t even announce it,” I said. “You’d be admitting to trespassing, among other felonies.”

“Why don’t you come and sit with us,” one of the men said, patting the seat next to him. “Hang out with us. We’ll tell you stories about our previous hikes.”

“I’m actually busy right now. I’m working.”

The men rolled their eyes and laughed. “Doing what?”

“I’m the caretaker here.”

“So why are you dressed like you’re off to a ball?” They both laughed.

“Hey man,” said Clive to his friend. “Lay off her, alright? She probably just wants to look nice.” Then he turned to me. “You look really nice in that dress, lady. What’s your name?”

I stood frozen for a minute. “Carla,” I said. I’m not sure where the name came from, but it was the first one to pop into my head.

“You’re too pretty to be a caretaker, Carla. You should be… I don’t know—a waitress or something!”

I smiled; it didn’t seem like much of a compliment. I’m pretty sure that I was making more money than most waitresses, watching that Lodge. “Thanks. I’ll keep that in mind.”

“I don’t think she likes us very much,” grinned Clive.

“I like you just fine. I’m just under strict orders to keep people out of the lodge until March 1st.”

“Don’t worry about us. Just go do your thing and we’ll be here. Oh—and maybe you could get me a new coffee—no milk this time. I guess I can drink it black… And do you have more than crackers? I wouldn’t mind some protein.”

I bit down on my tongue. “I’ll see what I have.”

I went to the pantry, but there was a lock now on the pantry door, obviously put there by my ghostly friend. I paused and stared at it for a long moment. Then, I looked around. “What’s this all about?” I went to the fridge, but that was locked too. “Come on now,” I said. “You’ve made your point. What do you want me to do? I can’t throw them out.”

But the ghost didn’t reply. I ended up finding a cupboard that couldn’t be locked. There was bag of peanuts in there. Peanuts have protein, right? I brought a bowl to the men. “Thanks, love,” they said to me. “Now sit with us.”

Lester patted his lap. “Sit with me. I’ll tell you about the time we climbed Everest.”

“I’m okay,” I said.

“She thinks we’re bums!” roared Clive. Now, he was laughing.

“I’m just not supposed to let strangers in here!” I said, tightening my hands into tight fists. They seemed to think that my dilemma was funny. I looked out the window; that storm was just getting started, and it looked like it was going to be a bad one.

For the next four hours, I kept an eye on them, mostly from the security room, where the cameras were set up. But they weren’t doing anything; they were just sitting and chatting, laughing, eating crackers and peanuts. They each went to the bathroom and then returned, and I quickly got bored of watching them. The storm was a complete white-out, with no signs of stopping. It was impossible to tell what time it was; the men didn’t even have the time with them, which, to me, was curious. Isn’t it important to know the time when you’re hiking a dangerous mountain? Shouldn’t you know when sunrise and sunset will be?

“I’m going to get myself cleaned up,” I said to the men, reluctantly. “Please just do me a favour and stay here in the lobby.”

“Yeah, yeah,” said Clive, waving me off. “Don’t worry about us. You’re making me feel bad here! Just pretend like we’re not here and we’ll stay out of your way.”

But I didn’t trust them. So before heading up to the penthouse suite to take a hot bath (before the power went out), I went through the hotel and locked each and every single door, so there was nowhere they could go, nowhere they could snoop around. But I missed one door, and it was possibly the most important door of all: the door to that penthouse suite.


CHAPTER 9
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Iwas trying my hardest to relax, which should have been easy with that expensive spa soaker tub, which was probably worth more than everything I’d ever owned combined. The jets felt nice against the soft spots in my back, and the temperature of the water was perfect, with that steam rising up into my face… But I knew those men were downstairs, unsupervised. What could they possibly do? They didn’t seem rowdy—just rude. If they were there to rob the place, then where were they going to go? It was too stormy out to leave, and now the sun was beginning to set. They were going to be stuck in there for at least the next twenty-four hours… and I couldn’t just sit there supervising them the entire time.

I was honestly hoping that my ghost friend would warn me if I needed to spring into action, but the ghost was apparently mad at me, not even filling the tub for me before I got up to the suite, not lighting the candles, not setting out an outfit for me. And it was already well past dinnertime and there was no plate of food waiting for me. She wanted me to kick those men out, but where was I going to send them?

“Look,” I said to the air—and hopefully to that ghost, “I don’t know what you want me to do here. If I kick them out, they’ll die—and they won’t even listen to me. If anything, they’ll just fight me. I get that you’re angry with me, but I’m doing the best that I can.”

And then I heard a groaning, which I assumed was the ghost telling me that she was listening.

“As soon as the storm breaks, I’ll set them out. I tried reasoning with them; they won’t listen to me! If you can think of something better to say, tell me; figure out a way to tell me what to say, and I’ll say it.”

There was that groan again, almost sounding like footsteps on creaky floorboards.

“I just want to relax. I want you to relax. It’s just a little blip, but they’ll be gone soon. We can still have fun. They’ll stay downstairs and we can stay upstairs. I’ll keep an eye on them from the security room—but I’m still planning on sleeping tonight, alright? I can’t possibly stay awake the entire time they’re here. But if you can, by all means—just warn me if they’re up to something.”

“For the last time, we aren’t going to do anything,” said the voice of one of the men as he poked his head into my room. I screamed, covering my flat chest with both of my hands. I sunk deeper into the tub, crossing my naked legs. Thank God I still had makeup on; I had no plans of washing it off while they were in the Lodge—but I did plan on dipping my head and then retouching my makeup afterwards.

“What are you doing in here!?” I gasped.

“Who are you talking to?” he asked, stepping into the room.

“Get out of here!” I said. “This is my room!”

“Is it?” he said with a laugh. “They let you sleep in the penthouse suite, huh?”

I blushed all over. “Why are you here?” I asked. “Can I get a bit of privacy?”

“Sorry for intruding, but all of the doors are locked, and we were hoping to take showers. You said the power was probably going to go out, and we just wanted to clean up quickly before that happened, if possible.”

“It’s not possible,” I said, sinking deeper into the tub, until the warm water was touching my chin. “You shouldn’t even be here. Just be happy I’m letting you stay in the lobby.”

“I told you that we’re guests at Chez Femme. You could at least try to be accommodating,” he said with a devilish grin.

“But you aren’t guests here. Nobody is allowed to be here but me. Now get out of here so I can get out of the tub.”

“So the master key—is it here somewhere?” he said, ignoring me as he began to poke around.

“You don’t need the master key,” I said. “I can go unlock a door for you, but you’ll have to wait!”

“Well,” he said. “We’re really rather not wait too long. The lights have been flickering and it seems like the power is going to go out at any moment… It would be really nice to get a hot shower in before we lose the power… Unless you want me to climb into the tub with you.” He winked and smiled; he really had no idea that he was flirting with a biological male.

“Don’t be inappropriate,” I said.

“Don’t you get lonely here? I’d be happy to make your time here more enjoyable.”

“I like being alone,” I said. “Now get out of here, and leave me alone!”

He grinned and winked again before turning to leave. “I’ll just wait in the hallway for that key,” he said.

I couldn’t help but think that the ghost let him in as a way of telling me she was upset with me. That door was supposed to lock automatically when it closed… or maybe I just didn’t close it all the way. And what was that guy doing, snooping around the lodge? I never told him where I was, and you don’t just casually wander up to the top floor when you’re supposed to stay in the lobby.

I quickly sprung out from the tub and wrapped myself in a towel, just in case the man decided to let himself in again. I didn’t want him seeing my naked male body. I rushed over to the door and made sure it was locked: with the safety chain and all. Then, I slipped aside to change into that long cocktail dress, since it was the longest dress I had. I put on some sheer tights underneath, just to keep everything in place with some extra security.

I went out into the hallway and saw that the man was still there. He perked up and smiled. “You didn’t wash your makeup off,” he said. “Trying to impress me?”

I blushed. I didn’t have a good excuse I could give him, so I just ignored him and brushed by him. “Come on. I’ll open a door on the second floor for the two of you.”

“You really are quite pretty,” he said.

“You said that,” I groaned.

“Well, it’s true. Do you have a boyfriend?”

I don’t know why I was blushing so hard. It really wasn’t a compliment; he was telling me that I looked like a girl, and I wasn’t a girl. I mean—sure, to him, it was intended to be a compliment… but it really was a jab to me… at least it should have been. I had to bite my tongue to stop myself from smiling.

And then, when we got down to the second floor, I realized the other man was missing. “Where’s your friend?” I said.

“Waiting in the lobby, where you told him to wait,” he said.

“I’d prefer the two of you stay together,” I said.

“Why? I’m not going to take a shower with him, if that’s what you’re suggesting.”

“The bathroom is separate from the suite. You can be together in the room.”

“You really don’t trust us, do you?” he said.

“If I’m going to be honest with you… no,” I said. “It’s my job not to trust you. So I’m going to go and get him and bring him up here. You just wait here—okay?”

“Wait,” he said, chasing after me, grabbing me by the hips, stopping me. A tension filled my body and I gasped. He spun me around.

“What?” I said, feeling a coldness creeping down my spine.

“I just thought… maybe you could show me around the room. Show me how the shower works.”

“You know how to work a shower,” I said, narrowing my eyes.

“Look—I don’t know you, you don’t know me. There are no consequences here. I’m clean and I’m assuming you’re clean. Let’s just have a little bit of fun. What do you have to lose?”

“I’m supposed to be doing my job—and like you said, I don’t even know you.” I pushed him off of me.

Though I have to admit something, and I really hate to. I’m really dreading telling you this, but I supposed it’s relevant so it has to be said: I considered his offer. Of course, in the hypothetical situation that I allowed myself to sneak into the room with him, I would need to figure out how to keep certain things in place while certain other things became… available.

And look: I wasn’t gay and I’d never had gay fantasies before… but I’d never wanted to dress like a woman before, and I was starting to kind of look forward to seeing which outfits would be put out for me each morning, and which lingerie would be set out for me each night. It was kind of fun, feeling like a girl. I enjoyed wearing the clothes, feeling pretty, seeing my sex dolled-up face in the mirror. I was constantly blushing, even after three weeks of doing it. I’d even caught myself posing in the mirror a few times, wishing I had a camera to take a picture.

And when he was hitting on me, I got naughty ideas in my head. I will admit it, but I hate to: I thought about giving him head. I thought about trying it out: experimenting a little bit, like a couple friends of mine did at summer camp one year. I mean… how can you really know if you don’t try it?

The thought of getting a man off was unusually tempting. It’s not something I’d even thought of before, but now, it was different. It wasn’t about my own sexual satisfaction; it was more about his; it was more about the thought of being able to provide a man with sexual satisfaction, because that seemed like the ultimate validation that I truly made a sexy, convincing girl…

But why did I care? Why did I want to be convincing? It’s not like this was my idea; it’s not like I would have been dressing up if that ghost wasn’t there and I had my proper bag of clothes from my car… right?

He grinned. “You want to come in with me?” he asked softly.

I didn’t do it, though there was a real moment of temptation: a confusing moment that filled me with more dread than any ghost could. I stepped away from him and shook my head. “I’m going to get your friend.”

He laughed. “You want a threesome?” he asked jokingly. I blushed, letting the thought enter my mind quickly, and then I pushed it away.

“Quit being inappropriate. I’m working right now.”

“When are you off?” he winked.

I started walking away, and then he chased after me again. “Wait!” he said once more. “Just think about it. Have some fun with me. My buddy doesn’t have to know; we’ll keep it between me and you.”

But this time, I hesitated for another reason; suddenly, this seemed like a big scheme to distract me. I couldn’t help but think that Clive was sent to me to distract while Lester snooped around… but for what?

I pulled myself away from Clive and rushed towards the stairs.

“Carla, wait,” he said.

When I got to the lobby, Lester was just coming back from down the hallway to the kitchen. “What are you doing?” I said. “Where were you?”

He stopped and stared at me as his friend rushed up behind me.

“Well?” I said.

“I was just waiting for you guys,” he said. “What? I was just walking around.”

“I told you to stay in the lobby,” I growled. Now, I was about fifty-percent sure that these guys were up to something. It really seemed like you could flip a coin: heads, and they were burglars; tails, and they were genuinely stranded while climbing that dangerous mountain. They certainly seemed dumb enough to attempt climbing a deadly mountain in the dead of winter… but they had a shady aura about them.

“Both of you,” I said firmly. “If you want to shower, you can come up now, together. I’ve unlocked a suite for you. I expect you to clean up your towels and leave the room untouched. Then, it’s back to the lobby. Got it?”

“But it’s late,” said Clive. “Can’t we sleep in a room?”

“You can sleep down here,” I said.

“Oh, c’mon,” said Clive with a big smiling head shake. “Throw us a bone, Carla. We haven’t done anything wrong.”

“Well, you’ve trespassed—that was wrong. You went up the mountain when you knew you weren’t supposed to. You came up to my room while I was showering, and you let yourself in.”

“I heard you talking,” he said. “I thought maybe you had a phone or something and could call for help. Who were you talking to, by the way?”

Now, both men stared at me, awaiting my answer. I cleared my throat and tried not to turn too red. “I was talking to myself; that’s none of your business. Now, if you want to shower, I’d say you have twenty minutes before we lose power, so you’d better hurry. I’m going to go and crank up the heat, to get it as warm as possible in here before the furnace goes out. Then, I have to go and do my rounds, to make sure the windows are all sealed shut. I expect you both to retire to your beds as soon as your shower is done. You’ll stay in your room for the night; got it?”

“So we can stay in the room?” smiled Lester.

I growled. “Fine!” I said. I led them to that room, and then I stormed off. I wanted to stay and supervise them, but I really did have things to do. I really did need to crank that heat. I needed to fill a tub with water (when the power was out, the water pump went out too, and I needed to have water to flush the toilet, and to clean myself if the power stayed out for long enough). I really did need to make my rounds, because the wind had been much stronger than usual. The last thing I needed was a huge snow drift to clean up.

And I was starving. My ghost friend hadn’t been around to help me all day. I didn’t eat lunch, and now it was well past dinner. I was used to being treated like a princess, getting appetizers through the day, and big meals every night. Now, I was just exhausted and worn out—and terribly stressed. I just wanted to crawl into bed, but it seemed like I had so much to do… I really did need to cook myself something before the power went out again.

“Don’t be mad at me,” I said to the ghost. “I’m doing the best that I can, alright?”

But the ghost didn’t reply. I groaned, knowing that I needed to figure out a way to properly communicate with her. So I went to the ballroom and closed the door firmly behind me. I had a bear skin with me, which I draped over the piano, to muffle it, so it wouldn’t be so loud when she told me YES and NO. I hated playing that game with her, but it was our only real way of communicating.

“Okay, ghost,” I said. “Let’s figure out what you want from me here. Do you want these two guys gone?”

The piano softly chimed yes.

“Okay, so figured that much out. Why?”

No answer—it wasn’t a yes or no question.

I rolled my eyes. “Is there a Ouija board around here somewhere?”

NO, chimed the piano. It was a joke question, but it was good to know the answer regardless.

“Okay, okay…” I sighed. “So, you don’t like these guys.”

Yes.

“Are they up to no good?”

Yes.

“How do you know that?”

No answer.

“Can ghosts read minds?”

The piano made a low-pitched NO.

“So how can you know?” I started pacing back and forth. “Well, are you able to watch them? If I go to sleep and they get up to no good, can you wake me up somehow?”

Yes, chimed the piano.

“Okay, good,” I said. “Well that’s a good start anyway. And do you understand why I can’t just throw them out?”

The piano chimed yes again.

“Okay, so you get it then—so I’m not sure why you’re so upset with me. Am I not doing the best that I can?”

The piano chimed a strangely reluctant yes. I felt like I was making up with a romantic partner after a big fight. It would have been silly if it wasn’t so… scary. I mean—it was still a ghost playing a piano in a haunted lodge; that’s enough to give a normal person a lifetime of nightmares.

“We can watch these goons together, alright? I’m hoping the storm breaks in the morning and then I can set them loose. I’ll lock all the doors and windows once they’re gone; that’s the best I can do. But if someone is dying from a storm outside, I’m going to let them in, even if they’re a shady character. I might be an asshole, but I’m not a monster.”

Then, I heard a soft thud. It was enough to make me spin around to face the main doors of the ballroom. The sound was hardly audible, but it was enough to make my heart leap. I rushed over to the door and poked my head into the hallway, seeing Clive, looking just as dirty and dry as he was earlier, carefully stepping down the hallway. “What are you doing?” I asked, and then he jumped, seeing me there.

“What are you doing there!?” he asked, shaking his head.

“You wanted to shower. Why aren’t you in your room. I told you to stay in there.” I felt a terrible tension now, seeing a dark gleam in his eye. I couldn’t help but think that he was now considering the idea of smashing me on the head with a an old cast-iron lamp stand. I was becoming a thorn in his side. The ghost was right: he was up to something… but what?

“Lester is in the shower. I’m waiting for him to finish.” He made a big, faux-charming smile.

“Wait in the room.”

“I’m giving him his privacy. What? What’s the big deal?”

“The big deal is: you aren’t allowed in here, and I gave you orders to stay put, in your room.”

“You’re too pretty to pass as an authority figure, you know that?” he said with a big, smarmy grin. “It’s just hard to take you seriously. What? This is a big, cool lodge. I just wanted to look around. This place has so much history. I mean—just look at these photos. Gene Speckler!” He went to a photo on the wall. “My mom was obsessed with Gene Speckler. And to think that he stood right here in this lodge. My mom would die if she knew I was here.”

“That’s wonderful,” I said. “But it’s late and I really need you to be back in your room.”

“Can’t we have two rooms? Lester snores like you wouldn’t believe.”

“You’ll survive with one,” I said. “It’s better than sleeping out in the snow, which I seem to remember was your original plan when you set off up the mountain.”

He laughed. “Fair enough,” he said. “Well, a second room would definitely give us some more privacy.” He took a step towards me, sucking in a big breath of air to make his chest expand. And once again, he was flirting with me. I badly wanted to tell him that I was a man… but I was afraid he would become violent with embarrassment.

He put his hands on my hips, and for some reason, I just stood there. I let him touch me; I let him hold me. I didn’t put up any fight as he stared down into my eyes. “Don’t you get lonely up here?”

“I—I don’t know,” I said softly.

“You’re too beautiful to be stuck up here alone all winter,” he said. “A girl like you… you belong in front of a camera, on magazine covers—not pent up in some spooky ski lodge where nobody can see you.”

The sensible part of me was trying to tell me that this was another scheme: another distraction to keep me occupied while his friend explored the lodge, looking for whatever it was they wanted. But at the same time… it felt so strangely nice to get those compliments, even if they meant nothing, even if they were fake… they didn’t sound fake. The way that he was touching me, so softly, with so much desire…

I was almost tempted to take him up on his offer. “One room,” I said after a moment.

“One room for Lester,” he said with a smirk. “And I’ll come up to your room?”

“No,” I said, biting my tongue. But now, I’d played around with dildos; I knew how it felt to be plunged, and I could only imagine it felt even better when the thing doing the plunging was warm and throbbing. The real thing was probably so, so much better. I caught myself letting out a soft whimper, turning my gaze down to his crotch. Then, I managed to turn myself away.

“You’re being inappropriate, and I don’t appreciate it. I’m working here and I have a job to do. Now you can go to your room, take your shower, go to bed, and cross your fingers the storm is over by the morning.”

He stood there with that confident grin on his face. “Yes, ma’am,” he said. “If that’s really what you want. You’re the boss: a sexy boss, but still a boss.”

I blushed and then pointed down the hall. “Go,” I said.

I wanted badly to go to bed after that long, long day, but I was nervous about the men, so I went to the security room, and I watched the camera that looked down hallway outside their suite. I caught the occasional glimpse of their shadows, moving underneath their doorway—until their light went out and the camera switched to night mode.

My eyes were heavy. I slumped down into that chair and tried to fight the urge to sleep. I slapped myself on the cheek. I knew that I needed to move or I would fall asleep, so I went for a little walk, going down their hallway. I put my ear quietly to their door, and I heard the loud snoring of both men; they really were sleeping. Maybe they weren’t there to rob the place. What could they even rob? When Camille left, she took the office safe with her. There was no cash in that place…

But there was that treasure in the attic, but how could these dummies know about it? That attic hatch was almost impossible to see if you didn’t know exactly where it was; the only reason I was able to find it was because the ghost forced me to find it by possessing my body. And if these guys did steal that treasure in the attic, did it affect me? Camille probably didn’t even know about it; the ghost was probably the only soul that knew it was up there.

So I decided to go back up to my room, to my bed. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to fall asleep…

But I didn’t stay asleep long. It was the middle of the night when the ghost decided that she wanted to borrow my body to do something that she probably hadn’t done in over one-hundred years.


CHAPTER 10
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Isprung up with that jolt of unusual energy. I climbed out of bed, heart pounding, energy tingling down my spine; it was just like the last time the ghost borrowed my body. “What are you doing with me?” I whispered to the ghost.

“Just relax,” I whispered back to myself, and then I gasped. Did the ghost just speak to me using my own body? A cold chill ran down my spine.

“S—So you can talk to me?” I said. And now, I was in front of the mirror, checking my makeup, using a flashlight so I could see because the power was out.

“This takes a lot of my energy, and it doesn’t last long,” she said back to me. She made me open a lube of lipstick, carefully streaking it across my lips.

I didn’t like that she was commandeering my body, speaking with my mouth.

“Why didn’t you do this earlier, when I was trying to talk to you?” I asked.

“It takes a lot out of me. It’s really a last-resort option.”

“Who are you?” I asked. “What’s your name? Why are you stuck in this hotel?”

But now, she wasn’t answering me. I paused for a moment, thinking that I was just having some sort of surreal dream. There was a surreal nature to it, and not just because a ghost was talking to me using my own body. There was something very unreal about the way the moonlight was beaming through the window, glistening on every surface. There was a stillness in the air, even though there was a windstorm outside, which usually made the lodge draughty and cold. I felt light on my feet, as if I weighed nothing at all. And then there was the way that I was standing in front of that mirror, leaning my weight onto one leg, pushing out my hips, shoulders slack and feminine: a mannerism that was beyond what I’d mastered.

“What are we doing?” I asked.

“Just relax. It’s just… It’s been too long.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

Now, with lipstick on and eyeliner refreshed, we were on our way down the hall. I pulled down my skirt and straightened my lace top. I took a deep breath, still tingling all over. I checked my feet, making sure the straps of my little heels were on just right.

I went down the steps quickly but carefully, bum cheeks bouncing. An excitement was quickly growing inside of me, and I quickly realized that the excitement belonged to the ghost and not to me. “Tell me your name,” I said.

But the ghost didn’t reply; she didn’t want me to know her name.

“If you’re going to use my body, you could at least tell me your name!” I said—and it was a very surreal thing to say. I caught myself off-guard.

Then, I cleared my throat. She stopped me suddenly in front of a tall mirror. She checked our hair, our outfit, and she took a moment to run her hand down my shaved legs, making sure it was smooth and stubble-free. “We look cute,” she whispered.

“You mean, I look cute,” I grinned.

“I helped,” she said, and then she pulled me away from the mirror. Now, we were heading towards the boys’ room—and in that moment, I knew exactly what was happening. I gasped. I forced us to stop. I shook my head.

“You’re insane. No way. They’ll kill us. No—you’re already dead! They’ll kill me!”

“Don’t be a worrywart,” she said.

“This is my body,” I said. “And I’m not okay with this.”

She groaned and rolled her eyes. “You’ll like it.”

“No way!”

“Trust me.”

“I’m not having sex with a man!”

“No,” she said. “I am.”

“I thought you said these were bad guys. You made me think that they were criminals!” I hushed, heart pounding fast.

“Well, they’re still men,” she said. “I’m only human.”

“So you’re a perverted ghost…” I said.

“I’ve been without a body for a long, long time,” she said. “Let’s see you wait this long without getting any!”

I shook my head. “Why do I feel like this isn’t the first time you’ve done this to someone,” I groaned. And then I turned to the mirror and saw that I was blushing, grinning, looking guilty—no, she was looking guilty, using my body.

“Okay, so maybe I’ve done it a few times. But the last time was, like, ten years ago. This couple came in; it was their ten-year-anniversary. They were trying to spice things up, you know, in the bedroom. And I was watching them, thinking it was cute at first, but then it just started to seem… sad. The guy just couldn’t make himself hard; he kept pushing his half-erect dick into her, and she was trying hard to fake an orgasm, but it was just… sad. So I helped out. I woke him up, fetched a strap-on, and made him hand it to her. I made him put on her lingerie and then I made him bend over. Oh—it was so funny! He was so humiliated when she went along with it, thinking it’s what he’d always wanted… maybe that’s what I told her using him… but he ended up liking it just fine. They did it without me the next night. Have you ever heard of a sissygasm? It’s when a guy ejaculates without any stimulation to the penis.”

I was shocked by how much she was able to talk through me.

“I heard that’s not actually possible,” I said.

“It’s definitely possible, and this guy was the king of them,” she said with a giggle. “But enough about them; we’re running out of time. I only have so much energy here. I’m already going to be down-and-out tomorrow. It’ll be on you to keep these goons in line.”

“So it’s like a hangover or something?” I asked.

“Something like that. Now please—let’s hurry, before I lose my energy completely and slip out of you. You don’t know what it’s like to be stuck here. I’ve been trapped here for over one-hundred years, and I’ll be stuck here for eternity. Chances like this don’t come around very often.”

She rushed me to their door. I could still hear them snoring. I used my master key to unlock it quietly and then I walked in, creeping as quietly as I could in heels. They were fast asleep on their small twin beds. My heart was slamming my ribcage like an Indian war drum. I felt sick. I was terrified that I was walking to my death. But I must admit that the ghost had me frighteningly curious. What if it did feel amazing? What if this was going to be the greatest experience of my life?

The thought of enjoying it was even more frightening than the thought of it hurting and being horribly humiliating. Because if I did end up liking it… my life would change forever. It would always be something that I would want. Or could I just get it out of my system?

The ghost wasn’t giving me a chance to process any of this; she was determined. I could really feel that she was using her energy to make me go forward, and the more I fought, the more energy she had to use. I was faced with a conundrum: was it worth it to keep fighting, knowing it would drain her of her energy? I wanted her help and I didn’t want to leave her with nothing to help me—but at the same time, I wasn’t sure if I wanted this.

I’d never been with a man before. What if it hurt? What if it was something I spent the rest of my life regretting?

She used my finger to tap Clive on the shoulder. He rolled over slowly, grunting. His eyelids fluttered open, and then he raised his brow high, grunting once more. “Carla?” he said.

“Hi there,” I whispered. And then, without another word said, the ghost made me climb onto him, pulling the blanket up and then pulling it over my back. Clive’s eyes lit up and his face turned a sudden shade of red.

“A—Am I dreaming?” he asked.

“You aren’t dreaming, but this is a dream,” I said with a grin. I wanted to roll my eyes at the cheesy line.

But now, I’d gone submissive. I was letting the ghost use my body, trying to surrender as much as possible, so that she didn’t have to use up any more energy than absolutely necessary. I needed her help; I needed her just in case there was another flood. I needed her to keep an eye on these men. I needed her to show me where things were in case there was some sort of emergency. She knew that lodge better than anyone alive, including Camille.

Now, she was looking down into Clive’s eyes, grinding my bum against his lap. He didn’t ask any questions; he just went ahead and put his hands on my hips, sliding them up and down, caressing my body. My heart was still pounding furiously. The ghost had taken no measures to ensure my cock would remain undiscovered—not even an extra pair of panties to hold everything in place. And now, Clive’s hands were all over me.

“What’s going on?” a groaning voice asked.

I looked over to see Lester, sitting up and rubbing his eyes.

“Les,” whispered Clive with a big grin. “Look at this whore.” He said it as if I wouldn’t be able to hear it if he whispered. He was either downright stupid or just disrespectful. But the ghost was desperate to feel some action—and maybe I was a bit curious myself.

“What the fuck?” Lester said. “Is that—Is that the housekeeper chick?”

“She wants it.”

“You dirty fucking dog,” Lester grinned.

And before I knew it, I had a man behind me as well as one under me. There were four hands on me. And now I wanted badly to cuss out that ghost; this was a terribly dangerous position to be in. If these men found out that I was a man, what would stop them from murdering me in a fit of rage?

“You want first?” Lester asked.

“Yeah, I want first,” Clive replied, reaching up to squeeze my breasts. He didn’t seem to notice that I was completely flat-chested—or maybe he just didn’t care. I’d been with girls who had flat chests and it didn’t bother me, after all. “We don’t all like sloppy seconds like you.”

“Ah, fuck you,” said Lester. “We’re not all squeamish and picky like you.”

“Says the guy who likes fucking a hole full of another guy’s cum…”

“That’s rich, coming from the guy who once asked a chick to piss in his mouth.”

“A girl’s piss is a lot different than a dude’s cum.”

“I’m not putting your cum in my mouth!”

“Guys!” I snapped. They were getting carried away and distracted. They just needed a little bit of focus, and they were suddenly back into the mood, mouths shut as they continued to explore my body, rubbing themselves against me. I could feel their erections hardening against my soft, petite body. I whimpered when I reached down to grab one of the hard, warm rods.

“Fuck,” whimpered Clive as I pulled back his foreskin. Then, I slipped down, licking the length of his shaft before plunging his hard cock into my mouth.

A moment later, I felt fingers playing around my bum, fumbling with my lingerie, trying to expose my cock and ball sack. I quickly reached back with both hand, swatting hands away, grabbing my lingerie, exposing my hole. I tapped it gently with my fingertip, letting him know what I wanted without using my words; that ghost had nearly mastered non-verbal communication.

“I think she’s asking me to fuck her in the ass,” Lester said.

“Give the girl what she wants, Les,” Clive laughed. And then there was suddenly a mouth pressed against my anus. I gasped, feeling the tongue squirming. It was an unusual feeling, and I can’t say that I particularly liked it, combined with the scratching of his beard hair; but it wasn’t long before I forced myself to relax. I figured the ghost had this all under control…

But I’d forgotten that she was on some sort of time limit, as if she could only stay in me for so long. She reached down suddenly, gripping Clive’s cock and sliding up, away from Lester’s tongue. She mashed the tip of that cock between my butt cheeks, making me gasp, making Clive gasp. Then, she grunted as she forced me to sit down on that hard, throbbing member. It wasn’t nearly as big as the horse cock toy that she fucked me with before—though he was big enough to stretch my hole open wide. “Oh God,” I moaned.

“She’s a dirty whore,” Clive groaned. He spanked me on the ass.

“Oh God, that feels so fucking good,” the ghost said through my lips. I let my head fall back. I have to admit: it really did feel good.

“You’re really in her fucking ass!” Lester said, leaning close to look. I began to bounce on the cock, angling my body so that the fat, throbbing tip would press against that perfect spot.

“That’s perfect!” Clive said. “Just like that!”

“Fuck,” Lester said. “That’s so fucking hot! Look at the whore bounce!” I didn’t love being called a whore… not entirely, though there was something exciting about it. Okay, maybe I did like being called a whore, though I didn’t like to think that I was necessarily a whore. The cock felt good, though I couldn’t quite seem to get enough of it; I bounced as hard as I could, but I wanted more. Was that my own desire, or did it come from the ghost who put me into this situation?

“I bet she could fit me in there with you,” Lester said.

“Do it!” I snapped suddenly.

The men gasped. There was a pause, and then Lester jumped on the opportunity. He crept forward and mounted me from behind. It was a moment before I felt his slippery, hard tip pressing up against that filled hole. “Oh God,” I whimpered again. He grunted loudly as he pushed hard, trying to penetrate the seemingly-impossible hole. Could I really have two cocks in my ass at once?

I felt the penetration. I will admit that it hurt, making me gasp loudly. The men both gasped as well, but they were simply shocked that it was happening. “It’s in!” Lester exclaimed.

“It’s so fucking tight,” I cried.

They both held me with firm hands, pinning me in place while Lester pushed deeper, sliding his cock along his friend’s cock.

I was frozen now, no longer able to bounce. My legs were shaking violently and my body was strangely numb all over. I fell forward, onto Clive’s chest, and then the men slowly started thrusting, grinding their spit-covered cocks together inside of my tight anus. I moaned loudly, sinking fingernails into Clive’s hairy chest. I possibly cried at one point from the initial pain, but soon, the pleasure was back and stronger than ever, reducing me to completely limpness.

“It’s so fucking tight,” I whimpered again. I could feel both shafts inside of me, pumping back and forth, rotating directions. They were both somehow hitting that sweet spot. My own cock was throbbing between my legs, but I was too limp to try to do anything about it. I suddenly had the strong feeling like I was going to piss myself, so I tried hard to clench it back—but it was getting stronger. Oh God, how embarrassing it would be to piss all over that man!

My eyes began rolling into the back of my head. I groaned even louder. I shook harder and harder, until I just couldn’t hold back. I screamed at the top of my lungs, and I let go of that warm tingling between my legs, unleashing what I thought was piss—but it was cum. I was ejaculating hard, filling my panties with warm, gooey cum.

And a moment later, I wasn’t the only one finishing. I felt it squirting inside of me, though I can’t say who it was. I felt the warm gushing, deep inside of my body. And ten seconds after that, the other man lost control as well: more warm cum pooling deep inside of me. It felt like warm oil, sloshing around inside: a strangely pleasant feeling that ended with a shocking feeling of emptiness as they both pulled their long, slumping cocks out.

The cum poured out of my stretched hole. No amount of clenching could tighten it back up—and it didn’t help that Lester kept sticking his fingers into me to pry me back open, so he could see into my asshole. “Fuck—look how much we stretched her out!”

Clive laughed. “She took it like a good whore, that’s for sure!”

I rolled over, limp on their bed, panties filled with warm, sticky cum. I panted, trying to catch my breath. Now, I could feel that the ghost was gone, leaving me alone with the men. I wondered when she left; did she get to experience that orgasm? Did she get what she wanted from the experience? Was it all worth the risk?

“Are you going to sleep with us tonight, sugar?” asked Clive, who was quickly exposing himself as the alpha of the two men. He was certainly more confident and charismatic than Lester, even though they looked just the same.

“I should go back to my room,” I said softly.

“Want me to join you?”

“I prefer to sleep alone,” I said, and then I bounced to my feet, brushing myself off. I could feel cum oozing down my thighs. It was impossible to know if it was mine or theirs. I cleared my throat. “I’ll see you both in the morning.” And then I scurried off, embarrassed—but not full of regret. How could I possibly regret that moment of absolute pleasure? I’d experienced euphoria that I didn’t even know was possible!

I crawled back into my bed after cleaning myself up quickly in the shower. I pulled my covers up to my nose. Okay, so there was a bit of embarrassment and maybe a touch of regret. I still had to see the men in the morning, and they were probably now laughing at me: laughing at how much of a loose whore that I was… but that pleasure was still tingling inside of me. I couldn’t make it go away; I couldn’t wipe that grin from my face.


CHAPTER 11
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When I woke up, the men weren’t in their room. They weren’t down in the lobby. They weren’t in the kitchen. I began to panic, fluttering through the lodge. “Clive! Lester!” I shouted. My heart was racing. They were gone—but did they take anything with them?

I was frantic, worried that I’d slept through their heist.

They’d left their bags in that room that I let them sleep in. I quickly dug into those bags and saw that they were empty—completely empty. Who hikes with an empty hiking bag? And if they went to continue up the mountain, why did they leave them?

“Ghost!” I shouted. “I could use your help right now!” But I remembered what she told me: she used all of her energy to use my body the night before. Maybe it was worth it… or maybe it was a deadly mistake. Now, those shady characters were gone.

I rushed down every hallway of that massive structure. I unlocked rooms and looked in every bathroom and every bedroom suite. I checked closets. I fetched that hooked stick and brought down the attic hatch. Nothing seemed to be disturbed.

And then, as I was going through the empty restaurant on the main floor, I noticed one of the windows was all steamed up.

I approached and saw the two men sitting naked in the hot tub, drinking from bottles of beer, laughing as they lounged in the calm morning sunlight. So I stormed out the front door and trudged through their footstep path. “What’s going on here?” I asked.

“Good morning!” Clive announced. “What a treat to see such a beautiful face on such a fine morning!”

“I didn’t tell you that you could use the hot tub!” I said. “This is for guests only.”

“Well, you’ve been using it,” Lester said with a cheeky grin. There was a pathway already carved out—a bit snowed in from the storm, but still quite obvious.”

“I’ve been… maintaining it.”

“What? By sitting it in? Is this not your wine glass?” There was an empty wine glass there. I’m not sure how the whole thing wasn’t buried in snow like the rest of the lodge resort.

“Just get out,” I said. “You told me that you needed calm weather to continue your little illegal trek up the mountain. Well—here’s calm weather. Now get going.”

“Not’s not very hospitable of you,” Clive smiled, sipping from his beer.

“Where did you get that?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.

“The mini bar in our room.”

I don’t know why, but I never thought of checking the mini-bars for liquor. Why didn’t I think of that? I could think of a few times that I would have killed for a cold beer—but early in the morning was not one of those times. “You have to pay for that,” I said.

“Oh, c’mon. Just let it stay between us. Go and stock the fridge and pretend like nothing happened.”

“I’m serious,” I hushed through clenched teeth. “It’s time to go. The free vacation is over.”

“Well, it’s not free. I told you yesterday, multiple times: we’re guests down at the main resort. We paid a lot of money for the weekend.”

“You’re going to get me into trouble. It’s my job to kick you out, so that’s what I’m doing: I’m kicking you out.”

They looked at each other, grinning. Then, they looked back at me. “Fine,” said Clive. “We’ll go, if that’s what you really want. You can spend the rest of the winter here alone, talking to the walls, or whatever it is that you do around here.”

“I don’t talk to walls,” I grunted. Then, the men climbed out of the hot tub, cocks hanging free and careless. “Cover yourselves up.” I looked away.

“What’s the matter? You liked us last night.”

I decided not to respond to that particular remark. I just waited for them to march off to their rooms, and then I followed them. I stood outside of their door while they got dressed. I tapped my foot and paced up and down. I was looking forward to their departure, looking forward to locking all of the doors and windows to ensure this didn’t happen again. Their stay was just too stressful, even if they weren’t up to naughty things. It was my job to keep that lodge the way it was when I started working, and I’d come too far to let it all go to waste; Camille wasn’t going to pay me anything if the place was trampled by wild bulls when she returned on March 1st.

Finally, the door opened. Lester stepped out, holding his bag. He spotted me and smiled. “There you are,” he said. “I really want to say thanks for letting us stay here.”

“It’s no problem,” I said. “But it’s not going to happen again, so don’t try any stunts like this in the future, alright?”

He walked right up to me, putting his hands behind his back. “And, uh, I really want to say thanks for last night. That was really… great. Best night of my life.”

“I’m glad,” I said, blushing and turning my face away. “Just… Just get out of here, okay? I have a job to do. Don’t make me feel bad for doing it.”

“We’re not going to make you feel bad,” he said. “But you are going to tell us where the gold is.”

I paused for a second, letting that comment resonate for a moment. I turned to face him slowly, and that’s when I saw that he was holding a small handgun, pointing it at the middle of my chest. “W—What’s that?” I said.

“What the fuck does it look like, whore?” he said. “It’s a gun. It goes bang. Now tell me where the gold is. We know it’s here somewhere.”

“G—Gold?” I said. “I don’t know anything about gold.”

He sighed and then he pushed the tip of that gun hard into the middle of my chest. “I’m not kidding about it going bang,” he whispered. “And it’s a loud bang—but not loud enough that they would hear anything down the hill. Nobody would find you here for many, many weeks—five weeks until March 1st, right? That gives us plenty of time to rip this place apart. We’ll find the gold one way or another; you can just help us speed up the process.”

I stared into his eyes and then I looked down at the gun. I could smell the soft tinge of gunpowder; the thing was real. And the scary look in his eye: that was real too.

“I don’t want to die,” I said.

“No one has to die, whore,” he said. “Just speak up.”

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. I bit down on my lip. “I don’t know about any gold.”

“You’re lying. Don’t test me, whore. You don’t want to test me.” His face was red now, with beads of sweat on his forehead; he looked downright crazy. Maybe he was right: maybe I really didn’t want to test him…

But was he really going to kill me if I didn’t speak up? If he was willing to do that, what would stop him from killing me if I did tell him where those gold coins were?

I stared into his eyes, terrified for my life. I had no idea how this was going to end, but I had a terrible feeling that it wasn’t going to end well for me.

“Speak up, bitch. The clock is ticking,” he growled.

Now would have been a good time for the ghost to come to my rescue… but the ghost wasn’t appearing. I knew that she was exhausted. She told me that it was a little bit like having a hangover after borrowing a body—and she really borrowed mine, probably as much as she possibly could. Now, she probably needed a full twenty-four hours to recover, so I was on my own.

And I knew that the ghost knew about that treasure; maybe it even belonged to her… but I wasn’t about to save that treasure and risk losing my life. Sorry—but those gold coins were meaningless to me. Nothing in that lodge was worth more than my life. “In the attic,” I said. “I was up there the other day… There’s a big chest and a bag with some coins in it. Maybe that’s what you’re looking for—I don’t know; I didn’t really look into it. I was just up there trying on clothes. Please—just don’t hurt me.”

“Clive!” Lester shouted, spinning around. I looked down at his gun and thought about grabbing it from him. I thought about turning it on him. Maybe I could overpower the men. If I could shoot Lester dead, then I could hunt down his goon friend…

No—who was I kidding? I didn’t know how to fight. I couldn’t overpower a pair of career criminals. I just had to let them take what they wanted to take and pray that they would leave me alone. “Just don’t kill me. Please. I don’t care about any of those coins.”

Clive came out. “What?” he said.

“Attic,” said Lester.

“Where’s that?”

They both looked at me.

“It’s above the penthouse suite door. You need to use the stick in the closet to pull down the ladder. Please—just don’t kill me. I—I don’t care about any of that. I’ll keep my mouth shut.”

“You’re fucking right, you’ll keep your mouth shut,” he growled. Then he looked up and down the hallway before spotting a closet. “There. Get in there.”

“O—Okay,” I said. He opened the closet door and shoved me inside. Then, he slammed the door shut, bumping me on the ass.

“I’ll be out here if you try to leave. I’ll shoot. Don’t come out until tomorrow; got it?”

“Okay,” I said. It was, at least, a very large closet. I had room to sit down on the cry, wrapping my arms around my knees. I planted my chin on my knees and sighed. It was going to be a long day and night—but at least it seemed like they weren’t going to kill me—as long as I obeyed their command. I just had to stay in that closet, quietly, until they were long, long gone.

I heard him pacing. Then, there was a long drawn out silence before more footsteps came. “Keep looking,” I heard one of the men say, though it was impossible to tell who, and I didn’t understand the rest of what they said: lots of talking with only a few audible words here and there.

I will admit that I wept. I felt like a failure. I was letting down Camille, the ghost, and I was letting myself down; I put trust into these men—not much, but enough to let them out of my sight, enough to let them stay in that lodge. Now, I could only hope that I would be able to clean up whatever mess they left behind, and pray that Camille never noticed the missing coins.

There was a small flashlight in that closet that I found by pawing around. I turned it on, exposing stacks of linens and tea candles, and bags of fake rose pedals that the resort probably used to decorate the honeymoon suite after a wedding.

And there was something else in there, on the floor by my feet: that purple velvet box, about the size of a binder. I recognized it almost instantly; it was upstairs, in that attic, with that bag of coins. How did it end up here?

“Ghost?” I whispered. Did she put it there? I picked it up and opened the box to see what was inside. There was nothing but a folded piece of paper: old and yellowed from decades of sun damage… or maybe centuries. I unfolded it carefully and saw a map of the mountain. It seemed more or less accurate, though Chez Femme wasn’t anywhere on it, and the city on the other side of the mountains was only a tiny village.

I put the map back in the box and put the box on the shelf.

Another hour went by. More footsteps came and went. “I’m telling you, it’s not up there!” one of the men yelled.

And then the door flew open. Both men stood there, fiercely furious, staring into my eyes. I blocked the light from my eyes. “Don’t shoot me!” I cried.

“You’re hiding something from us,” accused Lester.

“Where is it?” Clive asked.

“Where is what?” I asked, heart skipping a beat.

“You know what.”

“What? I don’t know what you’re talking about! Please! All the coins are up there! I’ve only been working here for a few weeks! Please!”

Lester pointed that gun at me and took a deep breath. His face was tense; he was thinking of doing it.

“Just tell us where it is,” Clive asked, taking a careful, controlled breath.

I had a feeling they were looking for that map—and I had a feeling the ghost didn’t want them to find it, and that’s why she gave it to me, to keep it safe. She probably would have been better off hiding it somewhere else—somewhere even I wouldn’t be able to find… but then Clive and Lester would have torn up the lodge to find it. At least with me, I could move it around when they weren’t looking. I could keep it hidden…

Or maybe I could just give it to them to spare myself. Why was I risking my life over some dumb old map? I wasn’t going to die over some map!

The men stepped aside to argue. Then, I eyed that purple box. I was tempted to thrust it at them and say, ‘Is this what you’re looking for?’

“Just tell me what it is,” I said. “I’ll help you find it. Please. I don’t want to die over whatever this is!”

Clive stepped forward, puffed out his chest, and cleared his throat in a proper sort of way. “A map,” he said calmly. “It’s a very old, important map.”

“L—Like a treasure map?” I said.

“I suppose so,” he smiled. “It’s much, much more than that. But it’s here; there’s no doubt in my mind that it’s here, and we’re going to find it.”

“I don’t know anything about it,” I said. “But I’ll help you find it. I don’t care about a map; if it’s here, it’s yours—alright? My life isn’t worth this job.”

“That’s the spirit,” Clive smiled. Then he turned to Lester. “Take it easy on her, alright? She’s not hiding the map.” He offered me a hand to help me stand up. “Now, are there any hidden rooms in this place? Somewhere someone might stash something very, very valuable.”

I thought for a moment, stepping aside to block that purple box from their view. “Have you tried the ballroom?”

“Of course we’ve tried the ballroom,” groaned Clive. “Let’s try a different question… Staying here in this lodge, have you ever heard… a ghost?”

I felt my skin turning white. “A.. ghost?” I said.

He smiled. “Well, there’s an old legend about this place; an old story about two guys who were notorious criminals: bank robbers, though they didn’t just rob banks. I won’t bore you with the details, because that’s not important right now, but maybe you’ve heard rumours that Chateau Femme is haunted. It was recently in the World’s Top 20 Most Haunted. It’s been on TV shows, documentaries, and there’s even a book about the robbers who supposedly haunt the place. Long story short, they stole something very valuable… well, they stole lots of very valuable things—but most importantly, they stole a map. And that map has a very important location on it: a place that has something worth more than all the money in the world. Okay? And my friend and I—we’ve spent a long time researching this particular case, and we have good reason to believe the map really is here somewhere, and that this particular location really does exist.”

“O—Okay,” I said. “I promise I don’t know anything about any of that, but I’ll help look around with you—if you promise just not to point that gun at me again.”

“That would be lovely,” said Clive. “But first, answer my fucking question already: have you ever seen or heard a ghost in this place?”

I paused for a moment. “W—Why?”

“Because—it’s quite simple. The ghost presumably hangs around where this map is, and the map wasn’t up with the rest of the goodies. So if you know where the ghost likes to hang out, then maybe you can point us in the right direction.

“You see,” he continued, smiling, “I’ve always been a big believer in the paranormal. I used to get mocked at school for it. People thought that I was crazy, but it’s always been so fascinating to me. Well, one day, I started researching the Picton Case—I’m sure you know the one—and I spent months speaking with people who had experienced the Picton Haunting. I spent a week in the Picton House. And then, using information that I collected, I managed to find the Picton bodies. I’m sure you saw in the news when they dug up those bodies. Well—that was all me: that was my detective work, and the reward wasn’t so bad either: eighty-thousand dollars from the families of the victims. It’s a long story for another time, but the point is: there’s real truth to this paranormal stuff. Ghosts are real, even if that sounds silly or lame to you. And ghosts can give us clues. So I’ll ask one more time: where have you seen or heard this fucking ghost?”

“The ballroom,” I said. Now, my jaw was trembling. “I’ve heard the piano playing at night. I don’t go near there; it freaks me out.”

“Piano,” Clive said, turning to Lester. Then, he grabbed my arm and tugged me down towards the ballroom. They opened up the grand piano and started looking inside of it. Clive found a hammer and started smashing it up inside, thinking the map was hidden in there somewhere. That was probably a ninety-thousand dollar piano…

I just stood, pale-faced, wondering if I should just tell them that I knew where the map was. I didn’t want to be the next one to face that hammer.

Then, Clive went around the room, smashing more. He broke open the bar with loud grunts. He kicked holes in the wainscot. He was dripping sweat as he flipped tables—and then he even used that hammer to smash a the lock on the trap door on the stage. He was under that stage for ten minutes before surfacing, even more sweaty. “It’s not here,” he growled.

“Where else have you seen this ghost?” Lester asked.

“I haven’t seen anything. I—I’ve just heard that piano. And, uh, sometimes pictures move on the walls.”

“Where?” Clive shouted from across the ballroom.

So I took them to the hallway with all of the old pictures. Clive and Lester started pulling frames off of the walls and tossing them onto the floor. How was I going to explain this mess to Camille? Could I tell her that I let burglars in? Would she still pay me if she found the place like this?

Lester pulled off one photo and tossed it down near my feet.

“Look in every frame,” Clive commanded.

So they were pulling the old photos out from each frame. They made me help, and I tried not to cause too much damage to the photos as I went.

Then, I paused as I held a photo. It was of the original hotel manager, standing with his arm over a short man: the hotel’s head chef. He looked strangely familiar… frighteningly familiar. Where had I seen that man before?

Clive was suddenly behind me. He paused as he looked over my shoulders. “That’s him!” he said, snatching the photo from me and wrestling it out from the frame.

“That’s who?” I said.

“The chef,” he said. “That’s who apparently haunts this place.”

I stuttered. “The chef?” I said with a hoarse voice. I thought of the many, many delicious meals that had been served to me. Then, I looked at that photo again. I recognized him because he was the same person from the other photo: the photo of the girl in the background. But in this photo, he wasn’t dolled up. In this photo, he was just his male self.

I gasped.

“What?” said Clive. “What is it? Tell me.”

I cleared my throat. “C—Come to think of it, I’ve heard weird noises in the kitchen,” I said. “I’ve always been freaked out in there. Maybe that’s why.”

I was terrified he wasn’t buying the lie—but it was enough to pull him away from me. He took Lester and stormed off to the kitchen and started terrorizing the place.

“We ain’t leaving until we find that map, sunshine,” yelled Lester. “So if you know where it might be, speak up! Or you’re going to have a lot of explaining to do!” He carelessly pushed a stack of expensive plates onto the hard floor. They shattered—and then there was a whole orchestra of crashing and shattering as the men trashed that kitchen, even pulling out appliances, tipping over the deep fryer, and so on. It didn’t take long before the place looked absolutely ransacked.

They were furious. The map wasn’t there, because it was still in that closet.

Clive sent Lester to search the hotel. “Rip up every fucking carpet if you have to!” he said.

“M—Maybe it’s not here,” I said softly. “Can’t you just take the gold and leave?”

He stopped and glared into my eyes. He had a fiery look that made me want to throw up. Then, he stormed up to me and grabbed my arm painfully. He pushed me against a wall and said, “You’re hiding it from me.”

“No!” I cried. “I’m not! I promise!”

“I don’t believe you,” he growled.

Then, he reached around his back and pulled out his gun. He pushed it hard against my forehead, making me tense up all over. I closed my eyes.

“Speak now. Last chance to live, bitch. Tell me where that map is, or I paint the wall with your blood.”

Was hiding that map really worth it? Why was I risking my life over some dumb map? Why did the ghost even want it? Why did the ghost care who had it?

“Speak!” he shouted.

So I spoke. “I don’t know about any map.” I’m not sure why I said it; I’m not sure why I didn’t just tell the truth. Now, I was waiting for my life to be ended. I was waiting for the sharp moment of pain that would proceed the afterlife… but it didn’t come.

He just grunted and walked away from me, stomping his feet as he went off to search more rooms. He didn’t bother staying to supervise me; there was no point. I couldn’t go anywhere because of the snow. He knew I was stuck in there, and he knew I couldn’t hide anywhere.

So all I could do was stand there and wait for them to find that map.

And to make things worse, as I stood in that kitchen, I looked down and saw the map sitting on the mobile island countertop. I gasped and grabbed it, tossing it into one of the drawers. “Are you fucking crazy?” I whispered to the ghost. “Are you trying to get me killed!?”

Then, in that moment, I realized that the ghost was trying to tell me something else; the ghost wasn’t trying to get me killed; she (or maybe I should say ‘he’) was trying to save me.
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While the men were up one floor, I carefully unfolded that map. The ghost wanted me to see what was on that map. Maybe there was a secret way off of that mountaintop: one that didn’t involve risking my life. Or maybe there was just some secret cave somewhere, where I could go and hide until these goons gave up… though I had a feeling they had no plans of giving up; if it meant having a chance of finding that fortune, they were going to stay for the next five weeks, trashing every inch of that place.

But maybe I could get down the mountain and find help. Maybe there was a trail somewhere on that mountain. I looked closely at the map; it took a few minutes to figure out where I was, since it was so old and the landmarks that I knew now didn’t exist way back then when the map was made.

The map did show a number of what appeared to be trails, though finding them in the snow would be near impossible. That mountain was massive; it was, supposedly, one of the biggest mountains in the hemisphere, and certainly the biggest in the area—not just in terms of height, but in terms of just how much area it covered.

I scanned down the map, and then I noticed a curious little marker: MAGIC SPRING was all that it said.

Normally, I would have laughed at the notion of a ‘magic spring’, but I’d seen enough ‘magic’ over the past few weeks that nothing was out of the realm of possibility anymore.

And was the ghost trying to tell me to go to the spring? It didn’t appear to be too far on that map: maybe a mile or two at most. I wasn’t sure what ‘magic’ entailed. Did it grant wishes? Could I go there while the goons were ripping apart the second floor? Could I wish for them to be gone? Would I regret leaving?

I looked down and saw that ski jacket there—and now it was there with the matching ski pants. The outfit wasn’t particularly warm, but it was better than nothing. With a racing heart, I put it on. I quietly put on the heeled boots (the only boots I had) and moved to the front door. I could hear thumps and crashing sounds above me as the burglars tore the place to shreds to find that map. Now, I had the map folded in my pocket. I was taking a huge risk, and I had no idea what my plan even was…

But I knew it was foolish to stay in the lodge with the armed criminals. I went out into the cold. It was windy and frigid. I instantly pulled my arms around my body, looking back at the lodge one last time. I had a feeling I wouldn’t be returning—not unless it was with Camille and a small army of policemen. I had to put all of my faith into that legendary spring that was supposedly a couple miles hike through that untamed snowy wilderness. It wasn’t down the mountain, according to the map, and it wasn’t quite up it either; it was around the mountain, which meant inching around the steep icy cliffs that looked down towards Sable Blanc Beach. It was a clear day, and the white sand strip was hardly a faint line way down below. It was crazy to think that it was probably half-decent weather down there—maybe even go-for-a-swim kind of weather… while I was stuck up there, freezing my shaved ass off, scaling the edge of a treacherous mountain in frigid conditions.

“One step at a time,” I whispered to myself. I slipped constantly in those heeled boots, but the boots were saving my toes from falling off. I had to pull out that map constantly, trying to determined where I was based on the natural landmarks that were available to me. There was a picture of an elephant on the map, which was very confusing, until I reached the rocky cliff that looked remarkably like an elephant’s head. If you told me that someone carved it, I would believe you—though there was decent evidence to suggest it was a natural formation. At least I knew that I was on track, about a quarter way to the spring.

Next, the map showed a cave entrance, and the line to the spring when through that cave. And if it hadn’t been so cold, finding that cave entrance probably wouldn’t have been so hard. I knew that I was close. I used my bare hands to dig through snow, uncovering as much of the rock-face as possible. Now, a storm was starting to blow in. Tiny specs of ice were stinging my face as the wind picked up. My nose was a dark red blur in front of my face. My hands were trembling.

And then, I found something like a cave… but it was much smaller than I was expecting. I had to crawl through the dark opening, not sure if I was entering into some bear’s den… though I can’t say for sure a bear could have fit into the blackened space.

I had to give my eyes a minute to adjust to the darkness before seeing that the small passageway opened up a fair way down: about two minutes of crawling before I was able to stand up, hunched over, and another minute of walking before I could stretch myself upright.

In that cave was a curious source of heat. Oh, what a wonderful wave of heat it was! I stopped in one particularly warm spot. I swear I could feel steam rising up near my feet, seeping through the dark cracks in the rock. It was very damp in that cave; I couldn’t help but wonder if it was condensation from a steaming hot spring. Was that the magic spring?

I let my bones thaw for a few minutes before moving forward. There was almost no light in that cave… almost; there was just enough that I could feel the walls to find my way down the long, seemingly never-ending passageway. Looking back, the glow from the entrance was now gone. A terrible sense of claustrophobia crept over me. I took a few slow and steady breaths in. “You can do this,” I whispered again. At least I was away from Clive and Lester, and I was somewhere they would never find me. I had no idea what I would eat if I had to stay there, but I could probably figure something out. I could sneak into the lodge at night like a feral rat, steal food, and then sneak back to that warm cave and live out the next five weeks or so—if that’s what it took to survive. At least I wasn’t a prisoner with a gun to my head.

I kept moving, blind in the darkness, until I noticed a soft glow ahead of me. It seemed to creep in like a fog, l tiptoed cautiously towards it. The closer I got, the warmer the air became. After a dozen steps or so, I almost felt… hot, like I wanted to take off my little ski suit. My heart bounced, though I wasn’t sure what to expect; I had no idea what I was going to find or if it was going to even be of any use to me.

The map said ‘MAGIC SPRING’—that was all. And it seemed so foolish to think that I was about to encounter something ‘magic’… but that ghost was undeniably real, so why did magic seem so out of the question?

Now, the light was bright. In that mass of whiteness, I could start to make out some shapes: rocks, cluttered in a clearing… and steam! It was a small pool, just outside of a cave exit. It was nestled in a small valley, surrounded by rock cliffs and tall trees. There was no wind in that deep little nook in the mountain.

But there was that hot spring: steaming, and seeming to glow, as if someone had dropped some LED lights into it. The steam caught that glowing light, truly making it seem… magical. “Whoa,” I heard myself whisper as I got closer. Now, the heat was strong enough that I had to take off my ski jacket. It seemed crazy to be in nothing but a dress outside, in the middle of the winter, on top of a deadly mountain known for its extreme weather fluctuations, but the heat and humidity of that pool was already making me sweat. “So this is the magic pool, huh?” I said, though I wasn’t sure who I was talking to. I suppose that I’d just gotten used to talking to the air after living with that ghost for so long. I never really expected an answer, and I was never really sure if anyone was listening. Maybe it was skill that would have transferred well into hosting a cooking show… if I could learn how to cook.

I stepped up to the edge of the steaming pool. I have to admit that it was tempting to go in, though it was impossible to tell how deep it was. It was round: almost a perfect circle, but the bottom couldn’t be seen through that steam and those bubbles. There was also the possibility that it was boiling hot and would cook me as soon as I touched it. So I was careful to maintain a bit of distance; I was still in tall heeled boots, after all, and the rocks around the pool were slippery.

“So how does this work?” I called out to nobody. “Do I just, like, toss a coin in? Should I have brought a coin?” I remembered that big bag of golden coins; were those wishing coins? Did I need those to facilitate the magic process? “Or do I just, like, say what I want?”

I had a feeling that I needed to get into the water. Maybe it was like a ‘fountain of youth’. Maybe I just needed to be in the water and the thing I desired most would suddenly come true… “Is there some sort of rulebook around here somewhere?”

I started to ponder the possibilities. Of course, like anyone would, I thought about money. What if that pond could make me into a billionaire? I would never have to work again; I would never have to bum around on the beach again. And I would never have to beg for food! God, I always felt so pathetic when I had to beg for food, just to be told, “There’s a food bank downtown.” I loathed the thought of standing in that line: the ultimate confession that I was a failure (I’d never done it, though there had been some close moments)…

Or, I could wish to be young… forever. Nobody wants to grow old and frail. I was already missing those days when I was eighteen, with no real responsibilities because nobody had any expectations from me. But that changes quickly as you truly become an adult. Though I suppose that looking eighteen forever wouldn’t change the fact that I wasn’t actually eighteen. Maybe I could fool strangers, but that would lose its novelty fast.

Then, as I stared into that water, another idea came into my head: a wish that I would have never considered before—especially when there was the option of being a billionaire.

I thought about wishing to be a woman.
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Idon’t know why that thought came so suddenly. It struck me with a great deal of emotion; I nearly gasped as the idea came into my head. My skin began to tingle and I pressed my lips firmly together, overwhelmed with what I can only describe as a sense of excitement mixed with absolute dread.

I’m not sure why that idea was even there. I wanted to slap myself and say, ‘Don’t be an idiot, Eric! Billionaire is on the table!’ But at the same time, it seemed so foolish to wish for something like money. Yes, money can be life changing. Money can mean some degree of freedom: freedom from working, freedom from starving… but I could always find ways to make money. I didn’t like working, but I never needed much to feel like I had enough; if I really cared about money, I would have gone and become an accountant or a lawyer—but I didn’t do those things, because money wasn’t really that important to me.

But to become a woman; that wasn’t something that could really be achieved with a bit of elbow grease. Sure, there are surgeries. And sure, I passed as a fairly convincing woman with just some makeup and a dress and some heeled shoes… I’d heard of guys taking hormone pills to make themselves more feminine, to grow small breasts, to sound a bit more girly… but to actually be a woman! To actually have proper breasts, wide hips—and the smooth skin that a woman has; that’s something no amount of hormone pills can reproduce. And, of course, the pussy; that doesn’t need to be mentioned. I’d seen pictures of the medically-derived alternative, and we can all agree that it’s not the same thing.

The excitement was growing. I stared into that water, heart pounding.

There was no rulebook perched next to that magical spring, but there was a very strong aura in the air, telling me what I had to do. For some reason, I just knew that I had to go into that water with my intention in my mind. I knew that it was something I could only do once. I’m not sure why I knew those things, but I was almost certain of them, as if some paranormal force was beaming them into my head. I had to make the right decision. This was the opportunity of a lifetime.

I couldn’t push that thought of being a true woman out from my mind. The notion was just so, so exciting. I could think of so many wonderful opportunities. Oh! The thought of going to the mall, thumbing through clothes, trying on perfumes—and the thought of male eyes glancing at me, validating me. I loved feeling sexy, though I can’t say I knew why; it was just such a wonderful sensation.

I was just about to step into the water, and then I paused. A nervousness swept over me. I suddenly thought about my ghost friend who was now trapped in that lodge with those goons. I remembered her telling me that she had been stuck there for over one-hundred years. My God! I hadn’t even been there a month and I was already close to losing my mind (or maybe I’d already lost it and none of this was actually happening). I couldn’t even begin to imagine what it must be like, trapped in a single location: invisible, unable to communicate with anyone. Maybe there was some novelty-factor to being a ghost, but I’m sure that wore off quickly.

I’m not sure how she ended up stuck in that lodge, but maybe I could use this opportunity to have her freed from that prison. Maybe I could wish for her release, so she could go properly into the afterlife, to experience the wonderful things that must come after life—and maybe to experience life again (I’ve always believed in reincarnation, after all).

But could I really waste my one and only magical wish on a ghost that I’d only known for a couple of weeks? Was I really going to throw away my chance to be a billionaire? Was I really going to lose out on the opportunity to be a real, biological woman?

I groaned. My stomach turned. I couldn’t believe that I was actually considered using my wish on her… maybe I really had lost my mind after being alone in that lodge for so long.

“It’s your lucky day, ghost,” I groaned.

I stripped down, taking off my dress, taking off my panties, taking off my heeled boots. I had no idea what was about to happen, but I knew what I wanted; my intentions were clear as I stepped into that warm water. I closed my eyes and then I felt a force pulled me down. I gasped before being submerged completely: head under water, feet kicking as I tried to find solid ground. I knew how to swim, but now, I couldn’t seem to thrash my way to the surface. Something was holding me under that water: a powerful vacuum that seemed to want me dead.

Absolute panic took over for a moment, and then I opened my eyes and saw the rocky cliffs and tall, swaying trees. I was naked and on the rocks, next to the pool, dripping with water, skin steaming. I’m not sure how I was pulled out from that small pool, but I was no longer under that water. I gasped for air and then I scrambled to my naked feet.

“Jesus,” I said, grabbing at my heart to feel it pounding, trying to burst out from my ribcage. “I—I’m alive.”

“Are you okay?” a feminine voice said.

I gasped and spun around. Now, I was sure that I’d lost my mind—or maybe this was some sort of surreal dream. Standing before me was a beautiful woman: long lashes, antique beige dress (tight and lacy), with white stockings up her long, smooth legs.

“Who are you!?” I gasped, and then I slipped as I tried to scramble backwards, away from the impossible being. She was glowing—or maybe that was just the light from that magical spring.

She smiled: a warm, loving smile that strangely reminded me of my mother, when I was just a little baby. “I owe you,” she said softly. “I owe you… my life… if I still had it. I don’t even know how to thank you.”

“Start by telling me who the hell you are!” I said.

She giggled. “Well, you like to call me ghost,” she said. And then I knew that it really was her; I recognized her from that photo, where she was standing in the background behind the manager and that celebrity. “I don’t have long to talk.” She suddenly looked up at the sky. “They’re waiting for me up there. But I had to thank you before I left.”

I was frozen, silent. I was almost sure that I was dreaming now… though it seemed so real. I even caught myself looking around, taking slow breaths, trying to decide: is this really happening?

I had so many questions for this spirit that was standing before me. I didn’t know where to start. I just stuttered, staring at her.

I couldn’t think of what to ask first, so I ended up asking nothing. Before she vanished, she giggled and said, “I took care of those crooks for you before I left. You can go back to the lodge now. I also put everything back in the attic; it’s all yours now.”

“O—Okay,” I said, and then she was gone in a flash of light, off to the afterlife after many, many long decades of waiting.

I didn’t leave that spring right away. I stood there, perplexed, still trying to decide if I was having some sort of weird dream. Now, the hot spring seemed much more… normal. It wasn’t glowing anymore, and it wasn’t bubbling either—though it was still steaming in a pleasant sort of way. I turned and looked back to the cave where I came from. I was afraid to return to the lodge, but I knew it had to be done; I still had a job to finish: five more weeks of caring for that chateau at the top of Queen Mountain.

So I began the long trek back: an hour of trudging through that dark cave and wading through deep snow in that tiny ski suit. I moved carefully, worried those goons were out with their guns, hunting me so I wouldn’t rat them out. The lodge was just coming into sight when I heard the voices and I took cover behind a snow-capped log.

“Stop wriggling, you idiot!” one man yelled. “Do not make any sudden moves, or you’re going to get us both killed!”

“I’m trying to get the ropes off!” said his friend.

“Do it without wriggling, you fucking moron!”

“Whoa!”

“Careful!”

I approached slowly, one step at a time through that deep snow. Then, I saw them together, tied with a thick rope, sitting on what appeared to be an old sled that would have been pulled by a pony. They were grunting and rocking, trying to free themselves from the rope that the ghost must have tied around them before leaving the lodge. Now, that sled was right at the top of that highest Black Diamond run, right where the inactive gondola would drop off the bravest skiers when that hill was deemed safe enough to open.

Suddenly, the men saw me. They became silent for a moment, then they both blushed, flushing red. They put on their best smiles and said. “Hey there! Carla! So sorry about all of the gun business. That was just—that was all just a little prank. It was his idea. He thought it would be funny! It was just supposed to be funny. You, uh, don’t think that you might be able to untie us… would you?”

I smiled, taking a few more steps towards them. “How did you end up like this?” I asked with a giggle.

“That lodge is fucking haunted!” cried Lester. “There’s a fucking ghost in there!”

“I know,” I said. “You told me.”

“Look,” said Clive, trying to sound calm as the sled seemed to inch closer to the edge of that run. “We weren’t going to hurt you—and we’re not going to if you untie us… That was all just… business. You understand, right?”

“You locked me in a closet,” I said.

“The closet was never locked,” he said, turning dark red.

“You pointed a gun at my head,” I said.

“There was no ammunition in that gun,” he said, lying through his clenched teeth. “Look, Carla. It’s cold. If my idiot friend here keeps wriggling, we’re going to go down the mountain—and we’ll probably die… okay? So… Just let us free and we’ll leave. That’s a promise. We don’t want whatever is in that lodge; it’s not worth it. Just… Just let us free. Okay? I’ll give you gold! I’ll, uh, give you thousands of dollars worth of gold!”

“That’s okay,” I said. “If I wanted gold, I could have had it.”

They both just stared at me. Then, Clive’s brow lowered and his face turned a sort of purple shade. “You found the spring! You had the map! Where is it!?”

“What’s the chance that the sled goes right to the bottom?” I asked. “I’d say… ten-percent. I’d say there’s a ninety-percent chance you hit a tree, or you just flip and get stuck halfway down. I don’t think anyone would find you though—but ten-percent… those aren’t terrible odds.”

“You’ll be tried for murder if we die,” Clive hissed through clenched teeth.

“Why?” I said. “I didn’t tie you up.”

“If you push us,” he clarified with a condescending tone.

“I don’t need to push you; you’re doing just fine on your own.” I giggled, seeing that Lester was now wriggling to try to free his wrists. The sled was inching closer to the steep ledge.

“Lester, you damn fool!” Clive shouted. “Are you trying to get us killed!?” Then he turned to me. “Please, Carla. Please. I don’t want to die. You have to understand that it was just business! We didn’t mean to scare you! We really weren’t going to hurt you!”

I took another step forward. I noticed that they had their guns tied to them. “You own those legally, right?” I asked. “Is it even legal to own those?”

They were both white now.

I giggled again. “So if you do make it down, and someone finds you… we can only hope it won’t be the police… right?”

“Carla,” said Clive though his clenched teeth. “I’m going to give you one last chance, okay? Free us, or you’ll regret it. Wait—wait! No!” Suddenly, the sled started to slide, reaching that slope. Now, they were sliding down the Black Diamond run, both screaming like terrified girls. It wasn’t long before the sled was moving fast, hugging those tight turns—and after thirty seconds, they were completely out of sight.

My heart was pounding hard. Maybe I should have saved them; maybe they were now sliding to their deaths.

Well, I’ll spoil their ending for you: they made it down, almost to the very bottom of that mountain. That sled impressively stayed on that track, racing past skiers once they reached the top open lift. A huge crowd formed around them and that crowd noticed the guns, so they made sure to call the police before untying the men.

The men were arrested on site. They never were guests at that hotel. They were already wanted on previous firearms-related charges. Long story short, Clive got fifteen years in prison with no chance of parole, and Lester got ten years. I found this out three days later, when the police were able to get a helicopter up to the lodge to do a wellness check on me. They questioned me, go their statement, and they passed along a message from Camille. “Chez Femme will be forever grateful of your courage. Thank you so much.” It felt nice to be appreciated; it wasn’t something that I was used to.

I spent that last month truly alone, without even a ghost to keep me company. I never did learn much more about that ghost—and I can’t say that I did too much research; I didn’t ask any questions, because I didn’t feel like it was any of my business. Her story was her own, and my story was mine.

That last month was the truly relaxing month that I’d been looking forward to, even though I had to cook my own meals, run my own baths, clean my own dishes, and I had to do many more rounds to ensure that windows weren’t blowing open and systems weren’t failing. It was a lot of work, but there was also a lot of downtime: time to play with the enormous collection of clothes that the ghost had accumulated up in that attic. There must have been four dozen boxes of outfits: endless dressing up fun. I even found some boxes of male clothes, but I never wasted any of my time with any of it.

There was a big melt on February 22nd, revealing the top of my car. On February 23rd, I found a beginner’s guide to car mechanics in the lodge library, and by the 25th, I’d read the whole thing (there wasn’t a ton to do in that lodge besides playing dress-up). I read my car’s owner manual the next day, and then I spent my whole final day at the lodge fixing my car’s engine. I was so proud of myself when I got the thing to roar to life without any sputtering or coughing. That evening, I loaded my trunk with gold.

Okay—so I wasn’t perfect. My experience at Chateau Femme made me into a better person in a lot of ways, and it helped me to discover myself, but that doesn’t mean that it turned me into some sort of saint. I was still me, and I felt like I deserved a bit of that treasure; it’s not like I took everything. I left behind all of the stuff that seemed to be of some historical significant; and look: it was just left to collect dust in that attic; nobody even knew that attic hatch was there—not even Camille. Nobody knew about that treasure, and it’s not like it belonged to Chez Femme, just because that’s where it was stashed. That treasure and gold had been stolen over a century earlier and stashed there, according to the legends. Or maybe it was materialized in some wish at that magic stream. But here’s the deal: I used my wish to free the ghost from an eternity of confinement; isn’t that enough altruism for a year? I only stole about three-million dollars’ worth of gold. I left a good twenty million behind! If anything, I was being very, very generous.

I spent a lot of money to fast-forward my transformation. I got myself some cute B-cup titties. I bought a good ninety-thousand dollars’ worth of clothes, makeup, shoes, and so on (it really adds up). The hormones weren’t cheap either… but worth it.

And honestly, I was happy that I didn’t become a proper biological woman in that magical pond. I kind of liked having my cock. It was nice to have the best of both worlds: a hole and a pole, if you know what I mean. It definitely made sex more interesting, and honestly… guys seemed to really like it—and, of course, girls too.

But I’m getting ahead of myself. I skipped over the end of my two months completely.

Camille was the first one to reach Chateau Femme on March 1st. I met her at the door, dressed like a girl. I thought about finding an outfit in that attic, so I could be the man she left on New Years Eve… but I just couldn’t be bothered; I didn’t want to play pretend for some woman I hardly knew; it’s not like she was going to withhold my pay because of it, unless she wanted to open up some huge legal battle that would probably garnish some international exposure.

But Camille looked at me and just smiled. “So you’ve enjoyed your stay with us?” she asked, looking almost devilish, as if the whole thing had been planned.

She ended up giving me a hug and thanking me for dealing with the crooks. I didn’t tell her that a ghost dealt with them for me; I didn’t want to take all the credit, but I also didn’t want her thinking that I was some psychopath. “I’m just happy you’re okay,” she said.

I smiled. “Well, the lodge is fine too,” I said. I’d managed to clean it up. There wasn’t too much damage, aside from that vintage grand piano, a grandfather clock, and a few glass frames. The crooks mostly just destroyed expendable items like plates and bowls—and they made a huge mess that took two weeks to clean up.

“We’d love to have you back next year,” she said to me.

“That’s really sweet,” I said. “But I’ll have to think about it.” I blushed, thinking about another month alone with the endless supply of cute outfits. But now, I had all of that gold; I could buy anything I wanted! I didn’t need that attic filled with old dusty skirts and dresses. “I wouldn’t want to take the opportunity away from another young man.”

“Well, we hope that you’ll keep in touch,” she said to me.

“Will do,” I said. The snowplough went by behind Camille, drowning us out for a moment as it pushed a huge mound of snow off of that parking lot, revealing the pavement for the first time in months.

“Okay,” she said to me. “Get down the mountain safely, okay? It’s still quite slippery. We have a lot of work to do before we open up the slopes this afternoon. I’d love to hang out and hear all about your stay, but there’s lots to do!” She gave me another hug. And then she grinned. “There’s another young man showing up in the next hour to start as a lift operator. I have to get his room ready.”

“He gets to stay up here?”

“Someone has to be up here at five to start the lifts,” she said. Then she winked at me. “I think this young guy has a lot of… potential. His figure is a lot like yours.”

I paused for a moment, blushing, and then considering what she was suggesting. She walked away from me, and that was the last time I talked to her. I had a lot to think of as I left that lodge.

It took me ten minutes to dig my tires out of the snow. The plough driver got as close as he could to my bumper, so it wasn’t too tedious. I took one last look at Chateau Femme. I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. It wasn’t a place that I would soon forget.

Then, the staff started to pull into the parking lot, cars covered in snow. They stretched out their backs as they emerged from their vehicles; it was a long drive up that mountain—and now I had a long drive down.

One of the men paused and looked at me, up and down. He stared into my eyes and smiled, blushing. I waved at him, feeling suddenly flustered. I was going to miss that place, but now, I had a lifetime of experiences to look forward to, and I was eager to get started…

And, I really wanted to get out of there before anyone realized I was trucking out a few million dollars’ worth of gold in my trunk.

THE END
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FEMBOY HOOTERS


Ricki has the perfect life: a beautiful house, a beautiful fiancée, and the easiest job in the world, day-trading from home, earning six-figures with just a few hours of work each day… at least until he wakes up to see that his trading account has been shut down.

The website won’t tell him what he did wrong, but he’s been banned. There’s a flag on his social security and the government needs time to investigate. Ricki’s fiancée has now idea that her bread-winning boyfriend lost his only income, and Ricki is too afraid to tell her.

But the situation is getting dire. The wedding is fast approaching and the bank account is drying up. Ricki can’t get a job anywhere because of his flagged social security number. But there is one option…

A new restaurant has opened in town: Femboy Hooters. They’re looking for boys with girly qualities, and they’re willing to take Ricki on as a ‘volunteer’, making no wage but being allowed to keep whatever tips he makes. It’s a desperate last resort—and it only has to be temporary, until he can find out what’s gone wrong with his trading account.


CHAPTER 1
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It was an October morning when I woke up—happy as can be, with no problems on my mind—and I went to log into my trading account, just to see the message: THIS ACCOUNT HAS BEEN TERMINATED.

I sat there and stared at the screen for a long moment, thinking that there was some mistake. Maybe I logged into some old account, or maybe I wasn’t actually on the right trading website. So I typed in the address again, reloaded the page, and got the same error. I tried opening the page in another browser, in a private tab. I tried clearing my cookies and purging my search history. I tried on my phone and on my iPad.

THIS ACCOUNT HAS BEEN TERMINATED.

All of the usual links were gone, no longer available to me. “No, no, no…” I said. I tried to find a phone number, so I could call the company to get my account back up. There must have been some mistake. But every time I found a link to a phone number, it would give me the same page: THIS ACCOUNT HAS BEEN TERMINATED.

“What the fuck is happening!?” I shouted. I buzzed through my house, trying to think of what to do. I rushed down the stairs and thought it might be a good idea to have another cup of coffee. No—bad idea; my hands were trembling violently. I felt sick, with groans coming from my stomach. Was this really happening?

“What did I do?” I whispered. I hadn’t done anything that I could think of! I’d always followed the rules.

I tried creating another account on that site, just to access the contact info. THIS IP ADDRESS HAS BEEN ASSOCIATED WITH A TERMINATED ACCOUNT. I couldn’t get any further. There was one option, to send an email to a special department that dealt with termination appeals. So I sent one message—and then a dozen. They weren’t replying to me.

I spent that whole day in anxious agony, pacing around my house.

My fiancé came home around 3:00 PM. “Hey, Ricki. How was your day?” she asked with a warm smile.

I tried to put on my best smile. I didn’t want her to know that anything was wrong. “Fine,” I said.

“Make us lots of money,” she asked with a giggle. Then, she took a fresh bottle of red wine down from the shelf. “Good news: that catering company we both loved had a cancellation—exactly on our wedding date. They called and they’re going to do it. I hope you don’t mind; I didn’t want to lose the spot so I put down the deposit.”

“H—How much was the deposit?” I asked with a lump in my throat.

“Ten-thousand, but that’s twenty-five percent paid that we won’t have to pay after. I know, I know—it’s a lot, but catering is the biggest expense for a big wedding. I have a call with the bar later.”

“The bar…” I said.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

I was frozen for a moment. I still hadn’t heard back from the trading website; I still didn’t know why my account was frozen. I had no idea what I’d done or if I was even still employed. I’d done as much research as I could, and found that they could legally keep every dollar I’d made from the past two months: about thirty-thousand gone in a poof.

“You seem sick. Are you sick?” she asked.

“Maybe a little unwell,” I said, shrugging my shoulders and smiling. “Nothing I can’t handle. Do you mind if I go check on an email? I was supposed to answer it hours ago—I’m just remembering now.” I zipped away and took a deep breath. I checked my email account: still nothing. The account was still locked, with that horrible message: THIS ACCOUNT HAS BEEN TERMINATED. I looked up an article that I’d already read earlier that day: “Suspension vs Termination: Know the difference!” And the article went on to say, “A suspension can be undone. A termination is final. It’s very rare to have a termination overturned. You should get an email within a week to explain why your account was terminated.”

“Oh God,” I groaned.

That stock trading gig had been my life for five years. It was where all of my money came from. When I started doing really well, I convinced my fiancé to quit her job. I convinced her to drop out of college; she was working to become a nurse, which she was dreading (she just needed a job to make some cash). I told her to follow her dreams of training dogs… It made us no money, but it didn’t matter, because I was making close to $200,000 per year; why did we need a second income?

In that time, we’d adopted three big dogs, and they ate a lot of raw meat: the raw diet is pretty expensive, in case you’re wondering.

Oh, and we bought a house together: something a bit beyond our means, but it was our dream house. The mortgage payments were a lot: three-thousand bucks per month, but the house was worth it… at least when I had money to burn.

And now, I was really regretting burning through all of that money. We lived a big lifestyle: eating out, drinking out, buying clothes, buying big, fancy TVs and computers. I’d just bought Rae a brand new, all-the-bells-and-whistles MacBook, for six thousand bucks. I bought her a handmade case for it, a carrying bag… and a new phone to match it.

Oh, and did I mention the horse? Rae had always talked about her dream of being able to go riding, so I bought a horse and was paying about $900 per month to keep the horse boarded in a place where Rae could go whenever she wanted to ride, inside arena and outside.

And, of course, we had our cars: her electric SUV, my BMW… and the truck that we used for chores and whatnot.

“I have to tell her…” I whispered. But I was afraid of terrifying her. I didn’t want to upset her if there was nothing to be upset about. Maybe this was all some big mistake, some big misunderstanding…

I couldn’t tell her. I had to sort it out, and then I could tell her later: “Oh, honey, the craziest thing happened last week, but don’t worry, it’s all dealt with now.”

But maybe I should have just told her. The next day, she went out and bought herself a new pair of shoes for the wedding: three-thousand dollar sparkly heels that wouldn’t even be seen under her long dress. I stared at them for a long time. “Don’t you like them?” she asked.

“D—Did you have to get these ones? Wasn’t there a… cheaper pair?”

“You told me to get anything,” she said, narrowing her eyes. “You said money isn’t an object for our wedding.”

I cleared my throat. “Well, I didn’t think you would go out and get three-thousand dollar heels!”

She looked at me with those big, glossy eyes: the eyes I fell in love with years earlier, the eyes that I promised I would do anything for, even if it meant burning myself out into an early grave. So I just smiled. “It’s all good, babe,” I said. “I love the shoes. And anyway—I think that’s pretty much all of the expenses figured out, right?”

“Oh, no,” she said. “That reminds me; I have to pay the deposit for the venue.”

“The… venue?” I said. “Didn’t we pay that already?”

She shook her head. “And it’s due, like, today! Thanks for reminding me.” She kissed me on the cheek and bounced off. She had to put the deposit onto two different credit cards because it was well beyond my limit.

Now, my bank account was looking grim, with no money coming in, and bills already starting to stack up.

I felt dizzy. I felt like I was going to throw up. The next day, while she was out with some friends, I tried to start a trading account on another site, thinking that I could just start from fresh and build up a portfolio in no time. But I didn’t get past the review process. “There is a flag on your social security number and we have to take some time to review your application.” And there was that sick feeling again.

A flag? What kind of flag? Was this a problem with my social security? Why wasn’t I getting answers from anyone.

Rae came home from her get-together with her friends. I pretended like I was going out to the gym so I could call the government office, to get an update on my social security number. I was on hold for an hour before I reached a real person. Their voice was scratchy, as if they were calling from some concrete and iron-covered basement. “Sorry, I can’t quite hear you,” I said.

“We can’t offer any information on an ongoing review,” they said to me.

“So my number is being reviewed?” I said.

“I can’t answer that.”

“But that’s what you just said!”

“Can I help you with anything else?” the man asked in a thick Indian accent.

I groaned and hung up, even though I probably should have stayed on the line and pressed for more information. Now, I felt hopeless. It was dawning on me that I was officially unemployed, with no money coming in and lots of money going out. I really did need to tell Rae. We probably needed to cancel the wedding and get our deposits back. We probably needed to sell a couple of cars, the horse, maybe a couple dogs, and maybe the house too. I felt like I was going to pass out. “Is this really happening?” I whispered to myself.

Finally, that night, I got the email from the trading company that I’d been using since I started my career with stocks. “Your account has been associated with suspected criminal activity and we have made the decision to terminate all contracts. We have the right to withhold outstanding payments.”

“No!” I shouted.

“What is it, babe? Everything okay?” Rae asked from downstairs. I heard her coming up, so I quickly closed my computer screen and jumped to my feet. Suddenly, she was standing in the doorway. “Are you okay?”

“I stubbed my toe,” I said, faking some pain.

She rolled her eyes and walked away. “I just got an email from the florist!” she called out. “We only paid half the deposit, so I’m going to pay the other half now!”

The lump in my throat grew even larger. I felt like I was suffocating. I was on the verge of passing out. Then, I stumbled. My vision went dark. And yeah: I passed out.


CHAPTER 2
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Thankfully, Rae didn’t find me passed out. It was later in the evening when she asked, “What was that thump I heard?” I told her that I dropped a box while looking for my birth certificate. I was still lying to her, unable to tell her what had happened to our only source of income.

I sat next to her with a fake smile on my face for the rest of that night. Then, in the morning, I tried one last time to get my account reinstated—but with no luck. Every email and phone call was met with silence, and any attempt to log into the account or to create a new account—even on a different website in the same industry—was met with some version of the same warning. “We can’t approve of this account at the moment. Sorry for the inconvenience.”

I threw up that morning. I didn’t have skills. I didn’t have a degree in anything. I was a dropout, and I was totally lucky when I fell into that trading gig. A friend told me about a trading site that he’d made a few hundred bucks on, and then I gave it a go and got lucky. It was something that I was good at. It wasn’t long before I was making full-time job kind of money. Without that job, what could I do? Beg some carpenter to take me on as an apprentice? I had no skills or tools—why would he take me on? I could apply at the local Tim Hortons, and get a job serving coffee… Or maybe I could flip burgers and make less than a quarter of what we were used to having.

Rae—she didn’t have any prospects either; she dropped out before getting her diploma, and that was a long time ago now. We didn’t have the cash to put her back through school—or the time. Now, it was looking like we would both be taking low-skilled jobs just to make ends meet.

I’ll admit to you, but I hate to: I cried. I cried for a long time, knowing that I’d just failed my sweetheart in the worst way possible. We had everything, and now we had nothing… and she had no idea. She was downstairs, smiling, looking through different photography styles so we could send an inspiration-board to the wedding photographer. That wedding was just a month away—and there was no cash in the account left to pay for anything. I could put as much onto credit as possible… but then what? How would I pay that debt off? How was I going to pay the caterer or the venue owner? And how were we going to pay our mortgage?

We just had to cancel the wedding; I had to come clean to Rae… But I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

I needed to find another job: even something low-paying, just to help make ends meet. I grabbed my coat. “Where are you off to?” Rae asked.

I stared at her for a long, long time, unable to think of anything to say.

She laughed and shook her head. “What? What’s with that face?”

“It’s, uh… a surprise. Don’t ruin it,” I said.

She giggled. “A surprise. Ooh. I like surprises.” She smiled at me, shattering my heart into a thousand pieces. Should I tell her the truth? Was this my chance?

I said nothing. I slipped out and got into my car and went for a long drive, looking into every window for a HELP WANTED sign.

I had no idea what I was looking for or how I was going to get hired. If there was some issue with my SIN, no employer would even be able to hire me. They would run a check on me and then see the same flag that the trading companies were seeing. I was probably just wasting my time—and the gas in my car.

But I was desperate. I had to think of something. Maybe… I don’t know—I could sell drugs to school kids! I shook my head; I was already in some sort of trouble with the government; I didn’t need to make it worse. But what else could I do?

I called a friend of mine. “Alan, you there?” I said after a moment of silence.

“Huh? Yeah. Hey, Ricki. What’s up? Long time, no talk.”

“Remember a few years ago,” I started. “When you got in shit for dodging your taxes?”

“Yeah.”

“How did you fix all of that?”

There was a long silence. “Ricki… I went to jail for, like, eight months. You came to visit me.”

“I know, I know,” I said. “I mean—that’s why I’m calling. You got a job after you got out. You were on parole and whatever—I don’t know much about it. But I’m sure that employers could see all of that when they did a background check, right?”

“What’s going on, Ricki? Get into some trouble with the law? You’ve got that big wedding coming up; you wouldn’t want to have to explain to your bride that you missed it because you were locked up…”

“No, no, no!” I said. “It’s nothing like that. Well—I don’t think so, anyway. I didn’t do anything. But there’s some issue with my social security. There’s some sort of… blip. I think it’s a misunderstanding—but I need cash. I need to pay for this wedding, man. You, uh, don’t have any leads for me… do you?”

“Are you asking if I know of any jobs that pay cash?” he asked.

“I’m listening,” I said.

He was quiet before saying, “Let’s meet in person. It’s probably not best to talk about this over the phone. You like titties right?”

“What?” I said.

“I mean Hooters,” he laughed. “Let’s be real though, people only go there for the titties. The one on Sambro Road. Meet there in fifteen, alright? I’m paying.”

So I jumped in my car and trudged my way down to Sambro Road. I saw Alan’s car in the lot, but the sign was now down. Hooters was apparently gone.

Alan was standing there, hands on his hips, shaking his head. He looked back at me and then pointed up at the big space where the Hooters sign once was. “You see this shit?” he said. “The best Hooters in town, and they close it. What the hell is up with that?”

“We can just get a burger or something at Burger King,” I said. “Or we can just talk. I don’t think this needs to take long.”

But Alan wasn’t happy about the closed Hooters. He grunted and stomped his feet as be began to pace back and forth. “I’ve been coming here for years. No warnings—nothing. They just closed it!”

“Maybe they’re renovating it. It still looks normal inside,” I said, putting my face to the glass. It was clearly closed: lights off, doors locked—but it was still set up like a white-and-orange Hooters. “I think they’re just renovating it. So you can calm down.”

“I don’t like change,” he growled.

So we marched next door, into the Burger King. The atmosphere wasn’t the same, and the girls definitely weren’t as cute behind the counter—but that didn’t matter to me anymore, now that I was engaged to be married. I couldn’t be looking at other women anyway; I didn’t need that temptation in my life.

Then, I noticed the NOW HIRING sign next to the register. I couldn’t imagine the pay was good, but it was something. Even if I could only scrape together a few hundred bucks per week, it might help to pay the mortgage while I looked for something better.

“Get whatever you want,” Alan told me, waving his hand like some sort of wealthy aristocrat. I ordered a burger and fries. “Get more than that!”

“That’s all I can eat.”

He rolled his eyes. “I forgot: you’re a tiny person who eats less than my high school girlfriend, who was a ninety-pound vegan.”

“I’m one-thirty now,” I said with a proud smile on my face.

“Oh, wow,” he said, rolling his eyes again. “We’d better get you onto Weight Watchers, or maybe Keto. Isn’t one-thirty considered obese now?”

I laughed. “Yeah, yeah,” I said. “I get it.” He’d been making fun of my size since the day we met. It didn’t bother met; everyone poked fun at my size. I was short and thin. When I first started dating, I received my share of rejections from girls—some of them blatantly telling me that they didn’t feel comfortable dating a guy who was smaller than they were.

“So what’s going on, Ricki?” he said, taking a seat. “Money problems?”

“Something like that.”

“You need work?”

I nodded my head. I felt so embarrassed. I’d spent the past few years bragging about the life I’d managed to create. I had it so good, and it was all swept out from under my feet as if I never had it at all.

“Just be honest with me, Ricki. Is it drugs? Prostitutes?”

“No!” I said. “Nothing like that!”

“What’s going on? Gambling?”

“No!” I cried. “I don’t know what’s going on. My trading account was closed and the government is being a thorn in my side; they won’t tell me what’s happening, and there’s some red flag or something on my SIN number.”

“Warrants?”

“No warrants,” I said.

“So what do you want? I know of a couple openings, but a small guy like you… they probably wouldn’t take you.”

“Why not?”

“You ever break a guy’s thumbs before? It takes a lot of upper-body strength.”

I felt my face turning white.

He laughed. “I’m screwing with you, Ricki. There’s a club downtown that needs two guys to stand at the door. It’s all under-the-table—guys get a share of the tips at the end of the night. Keeps them off the books to keep the club into a lower tax bracket. Don’t you dare tell anyone I told you that. But you’re too small; I’d worry that someone would pick you up and break you.”

“What else do you have for me?” I asked, leaning forward. “And remember: I’m desperate.”

He stared into my eyes for a long moment. “Ricki, if I wasn’t so sure, I’d think you were asking me if I can hook you up with some illegal gig. I don’t do anything illegal, Ricki.”

“That bouncer thing sounded kind of illegal,” I said.

“Bylaws aren’t laws!” he said loudly, and then he turned to look around, letting his tension seep from his body. “Anyway—I don’t have anything that could work—not that I can think of. I can ask around for you, but… you don’t really have experience with my line of work. It’s going to be tough to convince anyone to give you a shot.”

“I need something, Ricki. I can’t tell Rae that we’re broke. Please.”

He pressed his lips firmly together. “Restaurant work,” he said’

“What about it? Which restaurant?”

“Any of them—maybe not a chain. A lot of them will let you work for tips. When you go in to interview, just mention the Maritime Tip Volunteer Loophole. They’ll probably know what that means.”

“What does it mean?” I asked.

“It means that you offer to volunteer to be a server or a bartender or whatever, and that means you don’t get paid. But if people tip you, that’s their business. So you don’t go on the books: no benefits, no RESP contribution matching—none of that stuff. You just work for tips. That guy who ran for office last year—the bald guy with the buggy eyes. One of this things was that he was going to try to close the loophole. A bunch of illegals got together and ran a campaign against him; probably ended his run too. That’s what a lot of those guys do, you know: there’s a reason there are so many ESL servers around here.”

“I can’t do that,” I said, biting my tongue.

“What? It’s not illegal.”

“No…” I said. Then I took a deep breath, trying not to plant my face into the table in despair. “I can’t go from making six-figures trading to… serving people dinner.”

“What? You think it’s below you? What do you think I did after I got out of jail?”

“I never went to jail,” I said.

“What? You think you’re too good for jail now!?”

“I didn’t do anything illegal, so…. I mean—yeah, I guess that means I’m too good for jail… doesn’t it?”

He scoffed at me, crossing his arms and grunting as he turned away from me.

“There’s really nothing you can do to help me, Alan?” I said.

He shook his head, apparently in a crabby mood now, giving me the silent treatment the same way my fiancé does if I go out and get myself dinner without getting anything for her (even though she said that she wasn’t hungry before I left).

“Thanks anyway,” I said. I took my free burger and fries and headed back to my car. Now, there was a small crane hoisting up that Hooters sign back into place, but there was a little addition tacked on to the top of the sign. “What the hell does that say?” I said to the crane operator. It looked like it said ‘Femboy’ but that didn’t make any sense.

“Femboy Hooters,” he said bluntly. “Don’t ask me. It’s not my thing. I just work the crane.” Then he shouted at his partner: “Want it higher?”

“Nah! It’s good there. Just wait!”

Then the crane operator turned to me. “Apparently there are two on the west coast that did really well, now there’s one opening here. I don’t know, man—kids these days. They’re into some weird shit.”

As he spoke, a woman walked up to the window of the store. She pushed a piece of paper against the window: NOW HIRING SERVERS.

The crane operator laughed and shook his head. “There’s something out there for everyone, I guess,” he said.

But was there something out there for me? I was desperate. I needed work. After speaking to Alan, it really seemed like my only option was working at a restaurant… but of course I wasn’t about to work at a place called ‘Femboy Hooters’. I laughed at the thought; I’d sooner be in jail!

So I went around to find other options: other restaurants that might be hiring. Sure, I found a few after a few hours of searching. I went in and left applications along with my resume. I even got to talk to a manager who was in. “We do need someone to work weekends,” she said.

“I can do that,” I said, perking up. “But, uh, I’d like full-time, if possible. The more work, the better.”

“Have you ever served before?” she asked.

I paused for a moment. No—I hadn’t served before. I hadn’t ever worked a proper job. I played video games until I met Rae, and then I started trading. I had no qualifications for anything! Hell, I probably wasn’t even qualified to work flipping burgers. “Well, not specifically in anything like this, but I’ve been a successful day-trader for years now. I had a portfolio making close to two-hundred-thousand per year.”

She stared at me with a blank look. “So why aren’t you doing that then?”

I smiled. “It’s a long story… something I’m getting out of. Anyway—have you, uh, ever heard of the… you know… Maritime Tip Volunteer Loophole?”

“You want to volunteer?” she asked, turning her chin down and glaring into my eyes as if I was some sort of idiot.

“Um,” I said. I looked around and cleared my throat. “Yeah… is that crazy? I mean—I would still make tips… right?”

“Our servers usually only make around thirty or forty dollars in tips each night. That’s from an eight-hour shift.”

“What!?” I said. “That’s it!?”

“Tips are split between servers, cooks, the bar, and management.”

“That’s insane,” I said. “I can’t live off of that!”

She smiled and stood up. “I need to be getting back to the floor. It was nice talking to you, Ricki.”

My hopes were looking dim.

Then, two days later, I was driving down the road when I noticed a huge line outside of that Femboy Hooters. I pulled into the parking lot, just to see what was happening. I stared at the line, which consisted of men and women—almost entirely adults. I rolled down my window and caught the attention of one of the women waiting. “What is this, like a hiring fair?”

She smiled. “No. It’s opening day,” she said.

“You’re going to eat here?” I said, perplexed. Why would anyone want to eat at a place called Femboy Hooters?

She giggled and smiled, nodding her head. “Hell yeah.”

I was shocked. And now, I was looking into the window. I could see the Hooters ‘girls’ in their orange tank tops and white booty shorts, buzzing around and serving a packed house. As I watched, a guy shoved a bill into the shorts of one of the ‘girls’.

And they weren’t really girls, of course. They were ‘femboys’, which was a term that I hadn’t heard of until I met up with Alan. I looked it up that night, after meeting with Alan about potential employment. A femboy is essentially a guy who dresses up like a chick and acts feminine. It’s apparently different from a crossdresser, though a crossdresser can also be a femboy… I don’t know, it’s all very complicated. Long story short, a femboy is a boy who looks like a girl.

The femboy skipped off with that cash in her shorts, off to serve the next drink. I kept watching, strangely perplexed. Why were people into this? Why would anyone want to eat there? I suppose it was a novelty… People eat at those restaurants where the servers insult you all night… and worse, people ate at dinner theatre establishments. So I guess there are all sorts of silly novelties out there.

And, of course, there are men who prefer their women to have… penises. I had a friend who admitted to me that he only wanted to date a ladyboy. “Vaginas just don’t do it for me, man,” he said to me. I thought he was joking, so I laughed. Then he got embarrassed, regretting telling me that personal detail.

Oh well, I wasn’t judging anyone… I just didn’t get it.

But I did need cash, and that sign was still on that window. They needed servers…

So I walked up along the line, which was long. I kept my eye on the window, seeing another guy handing out a fat tip to one of the femboys (who was very convincing, and I couldn’t help but wonder if they had real girls pretending to be boys to satisfy that novelty factor). “Line starts back there, buddy,” a man said to me.

“I just want to ask a question,” I said.

I crept to the front, feeling eyes turning towards me. I kept my chin down, not wanting to be recognized. I had no idea what I was really doing there… this was so humiliating.

Finally, I got inside, pushed by a few big parties of giggling girls and jocks. There was a boyish girl (or maybe a girlish boy) standing at the desk. “Reservation?” she asked.

“Um, no,” I said. My muscles started to tense up. This was so beyond humiliating. I nearly turned around and marched out. But then I thought of our wedding, which was hardly more than three weeks away. We had so much to pay for and there was no money coming in.

“What is it?” she said, putting her hands on her hips. She had no breasts: no bust at all, as if she was totally flat-chested, making me think that she was a boy… But her voice was convincing, making me think otherwise. “Sir?” she said.

“Are you guys, uh… still hiring?” I said.

And then she smiled, perked up, and let her gaze move up and down my body, as if she was trying to decide whether I could be a good fit. I felt other gazes as well in that busy little entryway; at least a dozen people heard me ask if they were hiring, and now those people were wondering if I could look like one of them. They clearly had a standard; they weren’t just dressing up any guy with a resume. I scanned the restaurant and saw a lot of very feminine faces; I don’t think I could quite pull that off… but if they wanted me to wear some booty shorts, I would probably fit the small-sizes.

“Here’s an application,” she said, thrusting it into my hand. “Fill it out and leave it here. I’ll make sure Sandy gets it.” She looked me up and down again, now with a small smile on her face.

And in that moment, I heard someone snickering behind me. I can’t say whether that snicker was at my expense or if it was just part of some conversation they were having privately, but my heart sank. I went from feeling humiliated to feeling downright pathetic. How had my life come to this? Was I seriously dropping off a resume so that I could put on some Hooters outfit and parade around in thigh-high stockings, flirting with guys as if I was some effeminate gay boy?

Now, I could see a girl at one of the POS systems, counting out a tip from a customer. She slipped the money into her pouch, but I saw it: a few twenty-dollar bills, and more to come as she continued her shift.

There was no way I could make money like that at any other entry-level job. That kind of cash was unheard of without some fancy degree or many years working on some oil rig. And I couldn’t just go to earning minimum wage; our expenses were too great.

“Is there anything else?” the girl asked me… No—she was a boy who just happened to pass as a girl. Not everyone working in that restaurant truly looked like a girl, and I’m not even convinced they were all trying to look like girls. There was a boy, wearing that girly outfit and a bit of eyeliner, serving a table. He still had a boyish haircut and no bust on his chest. He was short, but he was fit, with muscle definition that you just wouldn’t see on a normal girl. So maybe this didn’t have to be so embarrassing. Maybe I didn’t have to pretend to be a girl. I even heard the guy speak, sounding just like a gay male, with that stereotypical twang.

My panic was growing stronger and stronger. I felt sweat forming on the back of my neck. I started backing away, worried I was going to pass out again—and this time in front of dozens of people, inside of a place called Femboy Hooters.

I turned around and stumbled out the door, rushing towards my car, running by all of those people waiting in line. I must have looked insane—and I was sure that I was ruining any chance of getting a job there… not that I actually wanted a job there—not that I could actually turn up for work and put on a girly outfit and serve strangers; there was no way in hell that I could live through that sort of humiliation.

But what was worse? Putting on some tight top and booty shorts for strangers, or admitting to my fiancé that we couldn’t get married, and that she had to go back to school to get a job she didn’t want, which meant asking her father for money, which meant admitting to her family and my own that I was a failure?


CHAPTER 3
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Iwalked in the door and saw my fiancé standing there with a curious smile on her face. “What have you been up to?” she said.

“Just stuff for the wedding,” I smiled. The lump in my throat was so big that I wasn’t sure I would be able to speak for much longer. The stress was killing me slowly. Every hour was worse than the one before it. I was still constantly checking my email inbox, praying for some apology from the trading company—something along the lines of, ‘We’re sorry, we made a mistake. Your account has been reinstated.’ But that email wasn’t coming.

“You were out all day,” she said. “And yesterday too. You’re being… weird—not like yourself.” Then she giggled. “You better not be planning some sort of big surprise on our wedding day. I like surprises as much as the next girl, but I just want the wedding that we’ve planned together—no showing up on some white stallion, alright?”

I laughed. My stomach churned. Maybe this was the opportunity to tell her that we needed to do a last-minute scaling back. We could get the deposits back and go and rent out some farmer’s field. We could switch to a regular bar instead of an open-bar. We could have the reception at 1:00 PM after sending everyone away to deal with their own lunch—and have it all wrapped up before people needed to figure out their own dinner.

But I couldn’t let Rae down. “Don’t worry,” I said. “The wedding will be just as you envisioned it.” I gave her a kiss, and then I felt guilty for lying—because there was no way the wedding would be as she envisioned it. I couldn’t pay for half of it with the current state of the bank account. “I just need to have a quick shower. I stepped in some dog poo and it got all up my leg.”

It was a lie; I just needed to be alone while I tried to catch up with my breathing.

I started to head to the bathroom. Then, Rae said, “No problem. But, uh—one thing. I got a call for you.”

“A call?” I said.

“Something about a job?” she said. “I think it was spam—or maybe they got the wrong number. But they said Ricki.”

“That’s so weird,” I said.

She laughed. “You aren’t expecting a call about some serving job?” She didn’t even wait for an answer before moving to the living room, because it wasn’t a serious question. I just laughed and scurried off to the bathroom. With the door shut, I called that Femboy Hooters. “Femboy Hooters! Sandy speaking. Are you looking to make a reservation?”

“No,” I whispered. “I, uh, left a resume there today. I think you called my house after I left.”

“Is this Ricki?”

“Yeah, that’s me,” I whispered.

“I have your resume here. Any chance you can come in tomorrow for an interview?”

“Um,” I said. I thought for a moment. I could hear Rae downstairs, now on the phone with her sister, who she hadn’t seen in five years; she was coming for the wedding and they were both so excited, video-calling every day. “Yeah, okay. Tomorrow works.”

“I’m in at ten. I’ll see you then. Okay?”

“Sure thing,” I said, though I didn’t actually plan on going in—I just wanted to keep my options open.

I got into the shower. The warm water was relaxing, but not enough to relieve much stress. I felt sick and that nausea wasn’t going away. This whole conundrum still seemed so surreal; I never thought that anything could happen to my trading account. I never did anything wrong! Sure, I was in all of those forums, and in many of them, people discussed ways to cheat the system. Did I engage in a few of those conversations? Maybe—only ever speaking hypothetically, and never advocating for those black-hat tactics. In fact, I was always the one advising people to follow the rules.

I was just about to step out of the shower when I looked down and noticed Rae’s razor that she used to keep her legs smooth and buttery. My heart skipped a beat. If I was going to go in for this interview, maybe it would give me a… leg up. Girls had told me before that I had nice legs, but I don’t think I would get a job serving at some femboy bar with hairy legs. Plus, it was October; cold weather was just starting, and it would be many months before another pair of shorts touched my body… unless, of course, those shorts were tiny and orange and part of a work outfit.

I could hide my shaved legs from Rae. She didn’t need to know that I was shaving… and the armpits too. I could wear sweaters for the next couple of months and she would never know a thing.

I wasn’t going to go to that interview… I was pretty sure that I wasn’t going to go. I was sure that I could think of some other option… but nothing was coming to me. I found myself in my office, with the door closed. I found myself looking up femboys, seeing what exactly made a boy into a ‘femboy’. The internet wasn’t exactly clear on the matter. Some sites said a femboy is basically a trans girl. Some websites seemed to think that a femboy is just a guy who happens to look like a girl.

Well, I suppose, according to some descriptions, I was already a ‘femboy’. I was tormented in school by bullies who would tell me that I looked like a chick. Maybe it was true; I had strong Scandinavian genes: soft jawline, blond hair, small nose… In fact, when I was in high-school, I awkwardly trimmed off my eyelashes because people kept telling me that I had girly eyes. By without them, people just called me ‘Freaky Boy’, and that was honestly worse. It took a year for the lashes to come back, and I didn’t dare to touch them again.

I stood in front of the mirror, now with shaved legs. I tried not to have another panic attack, looking at those glistening sticks. You don’t realize how skinny you are until you remove your body hair… It really was demeaning to see my legs like that. And it didn’t help that I didn’t know where to stop. I didn’t want some harsh line, so I kept trying to shave it out until I had almost no pubic hair left. I shaved my ass and then I had to shave my butt crack too, just because I couldn’t made the hair fade properly. Oh God, how was I going to keep Rae from noticing in the bedroom! I would have to fuck her under the covers, and change into sweats when she was in the bathroom, cleaning up. Hopefully she wouldn’t reach around back and grab my ass, and feel that it was just as smooth—maybe even smoother—than her own ass.

“This is so fucking humiliating,” I whispered, shaking my head. I turned to look at my backside. I tried to see if I’d missed any spots. I found myself running that pink razor over a few spots, including my feet: pointing my toes the way Rae pointed her toes when she shaved.

I didn’t sleep that night. I tossed and turned for a few hours and then I snuck away to be in the living room. I looked up those other Femboy Hooters on the west coast. I found a few promo videos, filmed inside of the establishments. I looked at the servers and tried to imagine myself as one of them. My stomach turned, but maybe it didn’t look so bad… many of them were wearing eyeliner, mascara, and eyeshadow. I’m sure I could make myself unrecognizable with some makeup. And if nobody knew who I was… was it really so humiliating? If they agreed to let me work for just tips, not associating my SIN number with the employment, then I could easily keep it a secret.

But what would I tell Rae every day when I went out?

I spent that whole night thinking about it, coming up with ideas. I’d never been one to go down without a fight, though it was tempting to just give up. It was so tempting to just tell Rae that I was defeated and had no more will to go on. Maybe it would be shameful, but at least it there would be a sense of release, and maybe relief too. I don’t want to get too dark on you, but I imagine suicidal individuals feel a similar sensation; I wasn’t thinking that drastically, but I really was considering giving up.

But I just couldn’t stand the thought of letting Rae down. So, while she was sipping coffee the next morning, I told her that I was going to go out for coffee with a friend. She asked who, and I made someone up. “We were friends in elementary school,” I lied. “I totally forgot about him, but he reached out to me on Facebook the other day. I’m pretty sure I told you.”

“Maybe you did. I’ve been so distracted with all this wedding stuff. Sorry, babe,” she blushed.

I gave her a kiss and left.
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Ipulled into the back of the parking lot, closing to the dollar store, just in case anybody went by and recognized my vehicle. I could come up with an excuse as to why I was at the Dollarama before I could come up with an excuse as to why I was at a place called Femboy Hooters.

The parking lot was otherwise empty, save for a couple of cars. I put up my hood and skirted along the side of the building to the front door. My whole body was trembling and my gut was turning. I couldn’t believe that I was actually there. I couldn’t believe I was actually this desperate.

Once I was inside and away from the front door and window, I took down my hood. The place was empty, but the lights were one. Some of the tables still had the chairs on top of them. I stood there for a few minutes, waiting for a sign of life. I could hear the odd hum or rumble of what sounded like a coffee maker, or maybe the chef was firing up the instruments in the kitchen for the coming lunch rush.

“Y’ello?” I called out, burying my hands into my pockets. I eyed the door and thought about running away before I went through with this demeaning interview. But I hadn’t forgotten what I’d seen the day before: young men stuffing their pouches with bills. I couldn’t think of easier money—as long as I could handle the shame of it all.

Finally, a young-looking blonde woman came out from the back room—and she was definitely a woman. She was wearing that Femboy Hooters outfit: orange shorts and a white tank top, and the top hardly contained her large, real breasts. “We’re not open yet,” she said in an unmistakably female voice.

“I’m, uh, actually here about an interview,” I said as she turned and began to walk away.

She turned back to me, paused for a moment, and then her eyes lit up. “Oh!” she said. “You’re… Felix?”

“Ricki,” I said.

“Right! There’s someone else coming in as well.”

And on cue, that someone else walked in the door. He was even shorter than me, with dark, scruffy hair. He was wearing a baggy black sweater, bangs over his eyes, hands buried even deeper than mine into his front pocket. “Are you Sandy?” he asked with a raspy voice.

“You must be Felix,” Sandy said.

He nodded his head and then he eyed me with a shy look before darting his gaze away quickly.

“Would it be okay if the two of you interviewed together. I know it’s unorthodox, but I’m really slammed here right now. We open up in twenty-five minutes and I still have a lot to do. Tables need set up. Windows need scrubbed down. I still haven’t done the bathrooms yet this morning… I know that sounds gross, but we’ve been so understaffed since opening. HR really pushed us to open before we were ready. To be honest, I haven’t even seen the bathrooms since before the dinner rush last night.”

“Whatever you want,” Felix said, shrugging his shoulders. “I don’t mind interviewing together.”

But I knew better. I was a bit older than Felix and I wasn’t about to miss a perfect opportunity to impress a potential employer. No—I’d never been traditionally employed before, but I knew a thing or two about people, and I had a head full of common sense. You don’t have to have a huge resume to understand how to win people over. “Is there something I can help you with?” I said. “I can get the tables all set up for you while you talk to Felix—maybe that would help.”

Her eyes lit up. “Actually… that would kind of help.”

“No problem,” I smiled, and then I went to the first table and started taking down chairs. Felix watched me with a narrowed gaze (which was hard to spot under his bangs).

“I can help too,” he said, realizing I was his competition. Then, he rushed over and started taking down chairs too.

“Um,” said Sandy, watching us as we rushed to get the restaurant set up. It quickly became like a competition. He was quick, but I had something I don’t think he had: horrible desperation. I needed that job, and I needed her to be impressed if I was going to have any chance of getting hired under the table. “You guys really don’t have to do all of this.”

“It’s not a problem,” I smiled. It took two minutes to get all those tables ready. “Where’s the stuff for the windows?”

“You really don’t have to. I think we should just sit down and chat,” she said.

“Nonsense,” I smiled. “Let us help you, then we can have more time to properly chat. It would be a shame to rush such an important step in the process.”

“Here it is!” Felix said, quickly discovering the window washing cart behind the POS stand by the side exit. I rushed over and grabbed a rag and a bottle of window cleaner. Then, with Felix, we washed all of the windows while Sandy watched.

“Okay, okay,” she said, shaking her head. “You’ve both made your point. You can do the work! But there’s more to this job than just being able to do what you’re told. We really should go to the back room and chat.”

“I’ll clean the bathrooms,” Felix said suddenly, knowing full-well that it was the worst of the duties she’d listed.

“I can do them too,” I said.

“Boys!” Sandy cried. “Back room! Now!”

And then we both turned white and glossy-eyed, realizing we’d gotten carried away. I looked at Felix and he looked at me. Then, like a couple of scared puppies, we followed her back to her office. She was already sitting when we walked in.

“I honestly want to hire you both,” she said. “We need the help, and it’s not easy to find workers under the circumstances.”

“What circumstances are those?” I asked, crossing my leg and putting on my most charming smile. Then, I realized we hadn’t shaken hands: a cardinal sin in the interviewing process. So I jumped up and extended my hand. “By the way, it’s a pleasure to meet you.”

She quickly shook my hand and then motioned for me to sit back down.

“We have to hire a certain type of person here—just like our parent company, Hooters,” she said. “At a regular Hooters… well, you know. They hire women who have a certain look. The clientele expect a certain experience when they come in. They like cute, flirty women. And here, we have clientele that have similar expectations. Our customers come in to be served by cute… well, femboys.”

“So wait,” Felix said, shaking his head. “I’m a bit confused. What is a femboy? Because I looked it up and I couldn’t find a single description.”

“Same,” I said. “I’m a bit confused about that as well—but I assure you that I can be adaptable. Our school did Hamlet in the eleventh grade, and the girl playing Ophelia dropped out, and they had me put on a wig and do the performance. I had to hold the script the whole time because I didn’t have time to memorize the lines…” The truth was, the drama teacher made me play Ophelia because I was the only other student in the class who could fit the small dress and shoes—and all of the other students already had parts in the play, while I was just a stagehand.

“Okay,” said Sandy. “Well, the term is open for interpretation. Different customers have different expectations. But it really all comes down to how you look in the outfit, and how you carry yourselves with customers. Are they getting a ‘feminine’ experience from you?”

“What does the outfit look like?” Felix asked; his question surprised me. Had he not seen it already?

“It’s literally just the Hooters outfit,” I told him. “But it says Femboy on it.”

“What?” he said. “The girly tank top?”

“That’s right,” Sandy said. And then Felix’s face turned white. I don’t think he realized what he’d signed himself up for; maybe he found the job posting online and was just coming in for the first time. “And, just because we don’t have a ton of time right now, maybe I could get you both to try on the outfit. I know it sounds blunt, but there’s no real point in carrying on here if you can’t… look the part. I don’t want to waste your time or my own. I hope you understand.” She opened her desk drawer and pulled out a pair of outfits. She placed them down on her desk and we both just stared at them. I could feel Felix’s embarrassment, and I’m sure he could feel mine.

“Right… now?” he asked.

“Quickly, if possible,” Sandy said.

I didn’t waste another moment. I went off to the bathroom with that little outfit. It was so small in my hands: a tiny stack of clothes. When I lifted up the top and looked at it, I wondered if it would even fit my frame—and I was already on the petite-side. The shorts were even tinier: smaller than my boxers, possibly not even big enough to keep my genitals in place.

I groaned. This was possibly the lowest point of my life: the most degrading moment, and certainly the most desperate, because I was actually doing it. I was actually getting undressed in that dirty bathroom: fully naked. I was stepping into the tiny orange shorts, pulling them up tight on my ass. I don’t think they fully covered everything in the back, but I didn’t have time to keep second guessing this. I wriggled into the top; it was tight too, with that FEMBOY HOOTERS logo prominently on the chest. I looked quickly in the mirror, feeling like a total loser, even though I suppose I did look a bit like a girl.

It helped that I’d shaved that morning: a close shave with a brand-new razor. It helped that my legs were smooth and shiny like uncooked hotdogs. It helped that I had that frame that was the reason I was mocked so much in high-school. “What are you doing, Ricki?” I whispered to myself. The shame was almost unbearable. If my parents could see me right now… Oh God, they would have disowned me. And Rae—if she saw me, her heart would be broken to know that I was sinking to such a low.

But I needed cash, and at that moment, there were no other options. So I stepped out into that hallway. The timing was terrible. Two femboys were showing up for work, in their outfits. They stopped to eye me. One of them looked me up and down and grinned. “You the new girl?” she asked in a frighteningly feminine voice. So maybe she was really a girl.

“I’m, uh, actually a guy,” I said, trying to save a bit of face. They both giggled.

“Well duh,” she said, brushing back her blonde bangs. “We all are.”

“Wait—you’re a… boy?” I said. I felt so stupid saying it, like I was admitting that I was attracted to a man. But I never said she was attractive! I never said that, okay! But she did look like a girl; I was impressed by her makeup, by her hair (which appeared to be real), and certainly that voice.

“Yeah, I’m a boy,” she said in a blunt, masculine voice that no woman would ever be able to mimic without some sort of computer modulating.

I gasped, and then they both laughed.

“How do you do that?” I asked.

“I’ll teach you if you want,” she said with a wink. I mean he. He told me that he would teach me how to sound like a girl. And although the suggesting made me shudder, it also gave me a bit of hope; if I could mask my voice, with a bit of makeup… maybe I could be unrecognizable. I still didn’t know how I was going to explain to Rae where I was going every day; but at least I had one potential problem more-or-less under control.

“Ricki!” Sandy shouted from down the hall. I turned to face her. “Uncover yourself so I can see you.” I didn’t even realize until she told me to move my hands that I’d been covering my between my legs and across my chest. I let my hands sink down to my sides, and then they instinctively went behind my back, clutching together in a shy, nervous sort of way. “Spin,” she commanded, so I did a small spin, letting her see my figure.

When I finished the spin, she was smiling. “The job is yours,” she said. “If you want it. I’ll just leave you with the paperwork. Fill out your SIN number and everything and we’ll do a quick background check. Then, hopefully you can start as soon as tomorrow.”

“I can start today,” I said, rushing up to her. My heart was now pounding with a combination of strong emotions. I felt some hopefulness, knowing that there was money on the horizon… but also an extreme sense of dread, knowing that I was about to agree to dressing up like a girl, for men, for money, like some cheap escort.

“I’m not sure we can run a check that fast,” she said.

“I was, uh, thinking we could do a different arrangement,” I said, blushing all over. “Something more… under the table.”

“Under the table?”

“Like—what’s it called? The Maritime Tip Loophole, or whatever.”

“Are you in this country illegally?” she asked me, narrowing her eyes. “I could get in a lot of trouble hiring you illegally.”

“No, nothing like that,” I said. “I just… my SIN number has some weird… it’s not really important. It’s complicated, but I want to start working asap. I’ll get all of that figured out, I promise. Just give me a chance. I’ll work for tips and we’ll keep this all on the down-low. It’s not illegal. I’m just… volunteering.”

“They’re going to make it illegal,” she said to me, in a voice that was almost a whisper.

“But it’s not illegal now,” I smiled. “C’mon—give me a chance. I won’t let you down. Please. I’ll start today—right now.” I turned to the front door and saw the crowd already gathering outside. “I know you need the help.”

She squirmed. I could tell she was in a tough spot. There were only two other servers on staff, with a huge Friday lunch rush just around the corner.

“Have you ever worked in food service before?” she asked, expecting a quick yes. I just blushed and smiled.

“I’m a fast learner,” I said.

“Oh God, I’m going to regret this so badly…” she groaned, looking down at her feet. Then she looked back into my eyes and took a big, deep breath. “Just do me a favour: do not let me down. Got it, Ricki?”

I nodded my head quickly. I couldn’t believe it: I had a job! I had a job that could potentially earn me a lot of cash, to pay for the wedding, to keep us afloat while I tried to figure out what the hell was happening with my SIN number.

“Go to the stand and seat customers,” Sandy said to me.

“Wait,” I said. And in that moment, I realized just how insanely unprepared I was to work that job. I wasn’t ready to be seen by customers. I didn’t have a wig on or any makeup. I didn’t know how to sound like a girl. I didn’t want to be recognized.

“What is it?” she asked, suddenly looking frustrated. I knew she had to get to work, and this was my chance to prove that I deserved that chance. It was probably the only real chance that I was going to get anywhere until my SIN issues were figured out.

“Um…” I said. “How will I, uh, make tips if I’m working the front?”

“Don’t worry about that. The girls will pool together for you. But you aren’t ready to serve yet. You have no idea what you’re doing. You can at least sit people down. There’s a chart on the stand with table numbers; as long as you can remember numbers, you’ll be just fine.”

Numbers—now there was something I was good with. I loved numbers. I was comfortable with numbers. I’d spent years surrounded by numbers, and sometimes, while trading, I had to remember many complicated numbers at the same moment as I waited for a market move. There was rarely time to look numbers up, so they had to be stored in the brain, front and centre. Oh yes—numbers were my thing!

So I just smiled. “No problem.”

She told me the waitresses names (or waiters, or whatever you want to call them). I was too worked up to remember them for more than a few seconds.

But what about my face? What about my voice? I looked to the front door and saw the growing crowd. I would have to face each and every one of them as a ‘femboy’. They were expecting some sort of feminine performance from me, and if they were left disappointed, that would be the end of my very short career working at Femboy Hooters.

“Oh God,” I whispered.

Felix skirted by me, in his regular black hoodie. He was headed for the door, hood up, hands in his pockets. “Wait,” I said.

He turned to look at me. He paused, looking me up and down. “You got the job?” he asked, almost sounding shocked—like, legitimate shock, as if he had just stumbled out from a car wreck, miraculously unharmed.

“Yeah,” I said. “Didn’t you?”

He stared at me for a long moment before spinning around. “I start tomorrow. See you later.” And then he skirted off quickly, head down, full of shame—and I couldn’t help but think that he was operating under similar circumstances. He needed the cash and he was cursed (or maybe blessed) with a very specific body type that was only useful in a few applications, such as serving burgers at a place called Femboy Hooters.

“Open the door now, Ricki,” called out Sandy. The pair of waitresses were ready to take on the huge rush. I was horrified, stuck in a frozen state. My job couldn’t have been easier: seat guests and then say goodbye when they were on their way out… but opening that door seemed like the hardest thing to do in the world. I wasn’t ready to face that shame and humiliation. I wasn’t ready to lower myself to that level…

But I was already there, in the outfit, standing behind the podium. I was already on that low, low level. What else did I really have to lose? The only thing I had left was Rae, and I would lose her if I couldn’t make some cash—so I had to do it; I had to open that door to let the rush in.


CHAPTER 5
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The customers poured in, filing into a tightly-packed line, all seemingly to fight to get a bit closer to that podium, as if it would quicken their journey to a table.

The first pair of customers, a pair of bald men, came right up and stared into my eyes. I stared back, suddenly feeling very small. I wondered for a moment if there was a raised platform on the other side of that podium, or if I was just that short. I blinked a few times, feeling a wave of immense shame—but I knew I couldn’t stay frozen for long.

“You’re open, right?” one man asked.

After a moment of pause, I managed to nod my head.

“Can we get a table or not?” the other man said, apparently already feeling short with me. My heart skipped a beat. I knew that I was the first part of this ‘femboy’ experience they were all coming for, whether it was for a laugh or for some strange sexual gratification—I had no idea. But if I got the experience off on the wrong foot, then I wouldn’t be getting decent tips, and I probably wouldn’t be asked to come back again. I was technically just a volunteer, after all.

I grabbed two menus, smiled, and began to walk the men to Table 1. I didn’t say a word, as if I was a mute. I was too afraid of revealing my voice. That voice was too personal to me; it was bad enough that they could see my face.

They both glared at me, unimpressed as they sat down. I knew I was supposed to tell them who their waitress would be, but I didn’t even know the names of the other girls. I stood there for a moment, knowing I had one last chance to salvage that terrible, terrible job as a host, but instead, I just fluttered away to get the next guests to a table.

“Do you have gluten free items on the menu?” the next girl asked.

I stared at her for a long moment and then I raised a finger, meaning, ‘I’ll go and ask.’ I rushed over to find one of the waitresses, and then someone grabbed my arm and yanked me down the hallway towards the bathroom. I gasped and then spun to see the blonde in her tight white top. “What’s the matter with you? My table just asked if you’re deaf!”

“I—I can’t talk like a girl,” I whispered.

“So what? It’s not Girl Hooters, it’s Femboy Hooters. Just talk to them. You made those guys so grumpy so quickly. Now I have to deal with them for an hour!”

“I’m sorry!” I said. “I—I’m figuring this out.”

She groaned and rolled her eyes.

“What’s your name, by the way? I know Sandy told me earlier—but I can’t remember.”

“It’s Elaine,” she said with that perfect girly voice. “And the other girl is Shannon. Remember that.”

“Okay,” I said, trying not to let that panic boil up again.

“Take a breath, Ricki,” she said. “Repeat the names back to me. Prove that you’re listening this time.”

“Elaine and, uh… Shannon,” I said.

“Good. Say it again.”

“Elaine and Shannon.”

“Now say it softly—don’t force your voice high, just try to make it softer. Keep your mouth small when you talk—like this. Don’t open your mouth as wide as you’re used to talking.”

“Are you teaching me to talk like a girl right now?”

“It’s a start,” she said. “Now go and seat some tables, Ricki. People are starting to walk away.”

I turned around and saw that the crowd had doubled in size, and people were starting to cram into the restaurant, as if getting a bit closer would make any difference. My heart sank. Why was this so hard? Why was I so stressed out? I’d never worked an actual job before; trading always seemed so tedious, but now it seemed like a dream.

I really was living a dream before this whole debacle. I had it so good. I took that life for granted, waking up when I wanted to, drinking coffee in my nice, cozy, quiet office. I could put on music I liked. I only had to work a few hours at most and I would make a huge chunk of cash. I could spend time with Rae: go to the movies, the zoo, a restaurant… Now, I wasn’t even sure I would be leaving that stressful restaurant with more than fifty bucks.

But right now, fifty bucks seemed like a lot of money.

A couple weeks earlier, fifty bucks would have been nothing to me. I often went to the bar with Rae and dropped fifty bucks on a single glass of mediocre scotch.

“Hello!” one of the customers shouted at me. They were all staring at me, and I was just standing there, not sure what to do. Maybe I needed to walk away and save the last bit of dignity that I still had… No—I needed that job, at least until I could figure out what was happening with my SIN number.

So I stepped forward. I put on my best smile. “Table for four?” I said softly, almost whispering—but it was apparently loud enough for the group to hear.

“Five—one guy is on his way.”

I grabbed five menus, checked the floor map, and took them to a table in Shannon’s zone. “Shannon will be serving you today.” I sat them down, smiled, and then scurried away to do it again, and again, and again.

And each time was just as horrifying as the time before it, especially when I started noticing their eyes: gazes exploring my body. I was quickly reminded that I was wearing a skimpy, tight outfit. I was reminded that the men were there for me, in a way.

This was Femboy Hooters. And why does anyone go to Hooters? It’s not for the wings, though the wings are good—let’s be honest. You go to Hooters for the girls. It’s called Hooters for a reason, alright? And now, these men and women were there to satisfy their literal appetite and their appetite for girly boys in skimpy outfits. Many of the men were obviously gay coming in, and some were more discreet. The women were harder to pinpoint; some seemed to think it was a hilarious riot, like some sort of comedy play, and others were strangely fascinated, maybe bisexual and looking at people who satisfied all of their needs.

And being in front of them, being stared at—it was a truly surreal experience. And that experience became even more surreal when I was spanked hard on the ass by a woman. “Hey cutie,” she said as she made her way to the door, finished her meal. “You should come party with us.” She was with four other girls, all with cock necklaces. There was a woman with a sash that said BRIDE. It was the first stop of some bachelorette party.

I forced an awkward smile. “I’m actually engaged,” I said.

She looked at my hand. “I don’t see a ring on that finger.”

And in that moment, I realized she was speaking to me as if I was a girl, as if I had a male fiancé who had proposed to me—as if I would be the one walking down the isle in a long white dress.

I wasn’t wearing a wig or makeup, so the assumption was crushing: another blow to my already fragile ego. “Sorry,” I managed to say. “I have to keep working.”

“Awe, that’s too bad. You’re so damn cute,” she said with a smile. Then, her friends pulled her away. She nearly fell, apparently drunk. Her drunkenness made it easier to brush off her comments, but they weren’t the only comments of the afternoon.

Two hours into my shift, a man came up to me, slipping away from his friends at a table. “Hey,” he said.

“Hi there. Can I help you?” I asked in that softened voice. I felt so stupid using that voice; I knew it didn’t sound feminine, but at least it didn’t sound like my voice. The more I could keep my own identity masked, the better.

“Just wondering when your shift ends,” he said with a charming smile. He leaned onto my podium and looked straight into my eyes.

“I’m not really sure,” I said. “Why?”

“Maybe we can grab a drink,” he grinned.

I took another hard blow to my ego. Did he actually think that I looked like a girl? Or was he just a homosexual who thought that I was one too? “I’m sorry, but I’m in a relationship,” I smiled.

He stared at me for a long moment before turning around and walking away, either embarrassed or annoyed. I didn’t think much of it until fifteen minutes later, when Shannon, with her long, black vampire-like hair, came up to me and pulled me aside. “Are you crazy?” she hissed at me.

“What?” I said.

“Those guys didn’t leave a tip because of you!” she growled. “Look at this!” She thrusted a napkin into my chest. I read the note: ‘Sorry the hostess is such a bitch.’

“What!?” I said. “What did I do?”

“I don’t know. You tell me!” Shannon said. “That was a three-hundred-dollar bill. We just lost at least fifty bucks!”

“I don’t see why it’s my fault!” I said.

“What did you say to him?” she asked, taking a step closer, getting right up into my face. I could smell her perfume, and for a moment, I forgot that she was actually a boy, even though she had a fit physique with muscle definition that was certainly more masculine than the alternative.

“He asked me to get a drink with him,” I said. “I told him I was taken.”

“When you’re here, you’re single. Got it?” she said. “Learn to flirt with the customers and stop rejecting them.”

I nodded my head quickly. “O—Okay,” I said. Then I watched as she stormed off, steam practically billowing out from her ears. She suddenly straightened her body and put on a warm smile before approaching her table.

Maybe this job wasn’t for me. Maybe I was way out of my comfort zone, humiliating myself, letting the staff of the restaurant down. I didn’t want to flirt with men. I didn’t want to put on some stupid character and beg for tips. This all seemed so below me on so many different levels. And that day just wasn’t ending! People kept coming in. The lunch rush never seemed to end, and then suddenly it was a dinner rush. I managed to slip away for a couple of minutes to check my phone. I had ten missed messages from Rae, wondering where I was.

I didn’t know what to message back. I didn’t have an alibi, so I just left my phone alone. I didn’t reply, hoping that I could just get away with pretending like I didn’t notice the messages. I could say that I left my phone in the car while I ran some errands… but what errands? I had to tell her something—and I was going to need a good excuse that would work over and over…

No—I wasn’t doing this again. This was torture. This was humiliating. Every time someone walked into that Femboy Hooters and looked into my eyes, I died a little bit inside. The humiliation was just too much to handle. I wasn’t coming back; nothing would bring me back through that door. The only reason I wasn’t just walking out now was because I didn’t want to let those girls down; Sandy was right: they were severely understaffed. They needed four servers and a competent hostess. With just two girls on the floor, it was chaos. Sandy was serving tables in an attempt to help with the volume, but even with the three of them, we were swamped—in the weeds, according to Shannon.

My eight hour shift came to an end, but the place was still busy. Two new girls came in for the late dinner rush when the hockey games started. Sandy came up to me for a quick moment, just to say, “Your shift is over. You can go now.”

But I was afraid of leaving her, knowing they needed an extra person there to seat diners. “I don’t mind staying,” I said—but it was just to be helpful. I didn’t want to let them down, and I’d already reached my humiliation maximum, so it didn’t seem like it could get any worse. Sandy smiled and then gave me a surprise hug. “You’re really a lifesaver, Ricki,” she said, and then she darted away to take more orders.

The restaurant was chaos, with a crowd waiting outside, no more free tables. Everyone wanted an estimate, but I had no idea. “It’s my first day here,” I said. “I’m not really sure when a new table will be open.”

Hours went by. Customers were no longer just coming in for a meal; now, they were staying to drink. One group waited two hours for a table, and ended up squished into a small table-for-two (there were six of them). I checked the time and was shocked to see that it was 10:00 PM. I’d been there for twelve hours. Rae was probably worried sick; I really needed to get home to her.

So I went to find Sandy, to tell her that I needed to leave. I finally spotted her, and she suddenly thrusted a fanny pack into my hands before I could say anything. “Do you mind going around taking drink orders? We’re swamped! I think we let too many people in.”

“Um, actually…” I said.

“Thanks, Ricki! You’re the best!” Sandy said, and then she was gone, fluttering away to take more orders.

And now, I was doing a whole new job that I had no idea how to do. I awkwardly turned to face a group of standing men; there weren’t any tables for them, but they were apparently happy standing. “Do, uh, you guys want drinks?” I asked.

They all wanted beer, so I went to fetch six beers. They all handed me cash. “Keep the change, beautiful,” one of the men said. I stuffed the cash into that pouch and went to the next group: four women at a table. They wanted martinis, tequila shots, and one butch gal wanted a pint of IPA. I tried to remember the order as I scurried over to the bar. I had to make the drinks myself; thankfully, Rae and I went through a heavy home-bartending stage (she loved the movie Cocktail). We would mix different drinks together every Friday night. Now, I knew how to make martinis.

I brought the girls the drinks. They sipped and were thrilled. “This martini is amazing!” the one girl said. I started walking away. “Wait!” I turned around.

“Have a shot with us!” she said.

“Um, I don’t know if I’m allowed to.”

“Then let us take a shot off of you!”

“What?” I said, turning red all over.

She held out a twenty-dollar bill, flapping it in the air as if I was some desperate hooker. And maybe I wasn’t much more than that. I approached cautiously. “What do you want me to do?” I asked with that soft voice. My voice hardly cut the loud volume in that busy sports bar.

They made me put the shot between my thighs, near my cock. Then, they had me stand up from a chair while one of the women had her face between my legs. The shot went into the woman’s mouth, and the girls cheers. Then, they made me do it again for all of them.

Someone spanked me on the ass, and then another twenty-dollar bill was thrust into my hand.

I blushed and scurried off to help the newcomers who were waiting near the hostess stand.

The night wouldn’t end. People kept coming. Hours kept passing. Now, it was midnight and the place was busier than ever. I was fourteen hours into my shift. I didn’t even know the names of the servers working; Shannon and Elaine were long gone, and now, there were two newcomers: a girly boy with a short bob (with bangs), and a boyish femboy who looked like he frequented the gym a little bit too much to ever pass as a woman. Seeing him going from table to table really made me wonder what exactly it meant to be a Femboy. Maybe it was a personality thing… did that mean that Sandy thought I had a feminine personality?

I was getting tired. I hadn’t slept the night before and now I’d been on my feet for more than half of the day. I was starting to stumble every so often. I was yawning constantly. But I was still making cash, letting the odd customer do a shot off of my body.

It was 1:00 AM when a girl grabbed me, pulled me towards her, and kissed me on the lips, pushing her tongue into my mouth. I just froze, not sure what to do. Then she let me go and her friends roared with laughter and cheer. I’m not sure what happened—maybe it was a dare or a bet. I just scurried off to wipe my face, praying she didn’t have herpes that I would pass onto Rae. Rae could not find out about that kiss; it would be too hard to explain that it was totally non-consensual.

Finally, I just couldn’t take anymore. I found Sandy and said, “I’m about to fall asleep. I really need to go home.”

“We’re only open for one more hour,” she said with big eyes. “Please just stay! You’re doing great! Seriously! The customers love you.”

I caught myself blushing all over. I wasn’t sure that I wanted the customers to love me, because that meant that I was doing a good job of satisfying their femboy craving, which meant that I passed as a femboy, whatever that meant.

“I’m so tired,” I said.

“It’s been a long day for you. You can take tomorrow off. But seriously; you’ve been doing so good. This is the best time to be here, Ricki. Everyone’s had a few drinks and they’re getting looser with their wallets. Just stay for a bit and make a few extra bucks.”

I forced a smile. A dread filled my gut as I thought about Rae, but I needed that money to pay for the wedding, so I pushed forward. I kept serving customers. That hour didn’t seem to end. I took cash, got drinks, took cash, got drinks, took cash, got drinks… Then, I went to the back office to lay down for a moment when a dizziness washed over me, and then, a moment later, I was asleep.

And nobody woke me up. When my eyes fluttered open, it was morning. In fact, it was almost noon and Femboy Hooters was getting ready to open up for the day. I jumped to my feet and spun around. Then, Sandy came into the room, looking tired, but pretty. “You’re up!” she said.

“I fell asleep,” I said.

She giggled. “I know,” she said. “You missed close, but we let you sleep. You did a lot of work yesterday. You worked, like, sixteen hours. We’ll never make you do that again; we’re just so understaffed right now.”

“W—What time is it?”

“10:30. We’re opening the doors in thirty minutes.”

“Oh God,” I said, shaking my head and rubbing the sleep out of my eyes. “My fiancée must be freaking out right now.” What was I going to tell her? How could I explain this one?

“Tomorrow, there are a few private parties coming in. We’re expecting big tips. Are you available?” she asked me as I started to scrambled around the room to find my proper clothes. I’d slept in that Femboy Hooters outfit.

“No,” I said. “I, uh—I don’t know if this is for me, honestly. I mean—thanks for the chance, but I don’t really know what I’m doing here. I guess it’s just not what I was expecting. Where’s my clothes? I know they’re here somewhere.”

“Left cupboard,” she said. And she was right: they were neatly folded away for me.

“Seriously though, thanks for giving me a chance. I’m just not so sure about the whole pretending to be a girl thing.”

“Wait,” Sandy said as I reached for the door handle.

I paused and turned to her. “Please don’t try to talk me out of it,” I said. “It’s just not for me, but I’m sure you’ll find lots of good employees.”

“No,” she said. “Don’t leave without your share of the tips from last night.”

She pointed to an envelope on the table—and I must say that the envelope was fat. I approached slowly and lifted it up; the stack had some weight to it.

“It’s… all mine?” I asked.

“Eight-fifty-five,” she said. “I mean, you worked a double, so that’s double what to expect on a normal day. But it’s about average.”

“This… is average?” I asked, taking the money out and flipping through it.

She nodded her head. “People are willing to pay a good premium for a top quality product.”

I knew she wasn’t talking about the drinks or the wings; she was talking about me. I was the product. I remembered all of the men hitting on me all night, and all of the women who wanted to drink shots off of my body.

“That was a stellar first shift, Ricki,” she said to me. “I really hope you aren’t actually leaving us. We could use you here.”

I was silent, trying to wrap my mind around that cash. How did I earn it? Did we really make that much from those men and women? “I—I’ll think about it. Uh, I’ll call you later today and give you an answer, either way.”

I stuffed the envelope into the pocket of my pants, which I hadn’t put on yet, and then I rushed away, to the bathroom, changing quickly, and then heading for the exit.

On my way out, I paused as Felix came toward me. Now, he was dolled up: eyeliner, eyeshadow, dark lipstick. He was sporting a sort of goth-girl look, with lots of blush under his eyes. He looked at me and then darted his gaze away. “Don’t comment,” he growled.

“You look… different,” I said.

“I said, don’t comment!” he snapped. I knew how he felt. He was doing this against his better judgement, but he probably needed the money. And I must admit that I almost didn’t recognize him, especially with the black bow pinning his hair into a sort of small ponytail. It was a cute sort of look, and honestly, had I not known better and seen Felix on the street, I would have thought that I was looking at a girl.

“Well, you look good. You’re going to do just fine.”

“I’m not sure what you don’t get about don’t comment,” he groaned, and then he brushed by me, into the Femboy Hooters to start his first shift as a server.

I went to my car and counted out that cash, baffled that I made so much. Was it the most I’d ever made in a day? Not even close; I once made nine thousand dollars in a single day, trading the right stocks. But after a stretch of making nothing and thinking that I was doomed to minimum wage: having nearly a thousand dollars in my hands felt pretty damn good.

I made a stop at the bank before returning home.


CHAPTER 6
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Rae was furious, standing in the kitchen with her arms crossed. “You were out partying; just admit it,” she said. “You stink like booze and you look like you slept on the floor. Please don’t tell me you slept in another woman’s bed.”

“I didn’t cheat on you, Rae!” I said. It was time to come clean; there was no other option.

“Then where the hell were you! I was up all night messaging you! You didn’t message me back! I was worried sick! And how am I supposed to know that you didn’t cheat on me? I want to believe you, Ricki, but… you smell like another girl’s perfume! And you’v clearly been drinking! I can smell the bourbon!”

“I wasn’t drinking! I swear!”

“Then where were you!?” she cried.

I stared into her eyes. The truth was going to hurt. Maybe she would be even more humiliated than I was, learning that her future-husband (if I was still that) was dressing like a girl and earning tips from horny strangers. I took a deep breath. Oh God, it hurt so much to think about hurting her.

“Well?” she said.

“I was in Montreal,” I lied. I just couldn’t tell her the truth; I couldn’t stand the thought of her finding out the truth.

“Montreal!? What the hell were you doing in Montreal!?”

“It was supposed to be a surprise,” I said. “It’s for your bachelorette party. I was getting it all set up.”

“My bachelorette party? What are you talking about? I thought we agreed we weren’t doing that.” She was still staring into my eyes, looking half-broken and half-confused.

“I’m trying to have a whole weekend planned. It was just… easier to go there. I thought I would be home before you went to bed, but I was tired, so I slept in the car on the side of the highway. I thought it was better than trying to drive the highways half-asleep.”

“Ricki!” she cried. “Why didn’t you answer any of my messages!?”

“I didn’t want to ruin the surprise,” I said.

“A weekend in Montreal? Where is this coming from?”

“I know you love Montreal, so I booked a penthouse suite, and a private room at a bar—that’s why I smell like booze. They wouldn’t answer the phone, so I had to go in and talk to the manager. She was really into hugging—that’s why I smell like perfume. I had to hand off cash for deposits. It was all supposed to be a surprise.”

“Oh, Ricki,” she said, and then she came up to give me a hug. “You had me worried sick. Never do that again. Just tell me the truth, even if it ruins the surprise. Okay?”

“I know that you love surprises,” I said.

“I like honesty more,” she said, squeezing me. And now, I was filled with a heavy guilt, weighing dense in my gut. I was lying to the love of my life, and now, I had to keep the lie going.

I not only had to organize a weekend trip to Montreal for her and her friends—now I also had to come up with an excuse as to why I was going to be out for ten hours or so, five days a week. I went to take a shower and thought hard about what I could say, and I came up with a half-decent lie.

“That call that I got about that job,” I said to her. “I took it.”

“Job? Wait—I thought that was some mistake.”

“It kind of was. It’s not really a job. I mean—I’ll still be trading, just like I am now… but it’s at an office. It’s all set up for traders like me, with screens showing all the markets.” I hated lying, but I couldn’t stop myself. “I didn’t want to tell you about it, in case it didn’t work out. You know how I am with rejection… Well, it’s really the best way to take my job to the next level. They have clients there, so I would be handling other people’s accounts too, and making a cut.”

“You’re going to trade for other people?”

“Yeah,” I said. “And I’ll take a cut. It’s what all the big players do.”

“I like you being here though. I like having you at home.”

“Well, you know that it’s hard to work here sometimes,” I said, putting my hands on her hips. “You know that I’ve been struggling to focus with the TV playing, with the dogs barking. It’s just better this way. It’s more structured. I don’t think structure is a bad thing.”

“But… I can keep the TV off if that’s what you want,” she said.

I smiled and gave her a kiss. “It’s just better this way. Trust me. We’ll make way more money. And one day, when we have kids, I’ll be able to get out. You know that I can’t work here once we have kids running around.” I smiled, but she just looked betrayed.

“Why didn’t you talk to me about this first?” she asked.

“It’s not a big deal.”

“Where’s the office?”

“Down by the Dollarama. It’s not a big deal, Rae! It’s not like you see me much when I’m working anyway.”

“I guess so…” she said. “It’s just going to be so… lonely here.”

“Go and ride your horse more,” I smiled. And then, for a moment, I felt better about the whole lie that I was building. I was doing this all for her, and I was protecting her from the humiliation that I’d been enduring now for forty-eight hours. She didn’t have to know that her future-husband was flirting with boys for cash. She could continue to do the things she loved, like riding her horse and playing with her dogs. The money would keep flowing in, thanks to my sacrifice.

But God, I hated lying to her. I hated deceiving her. She deserved better. She put up with so much BS when we first started dating. When we moved in together, I was making nothing, so she was paying all of the bills, working late nights while she thought I was building towards a career—but really, I was just playing video games while she was out of the house. I eventually cleaned my act up and lucked into that trading gig—but I didn’t deserve her patience up to that point. I certainly didn’t deserve it now.

I kissed her on the lips. “Everything will be fine,” I said to her, but I think I was really saying it to myself.

I had a plan, though it wasn’t much of a plan. I figured that I only had to carry this on for a few days, maybe a few weeks while I waited for a reply from the government about the status of my SIN number. Once I had the SIN business cleared up—because I really didn’t do anything wrong—then I could get my trading account reinstated and carry on as if none of this happened. I could tell Rae that I decided the office setting wasn’t for me. The lie could just die there. It’s not like the lie was hurting anyone; it was a white lie, protecting her from embarrassment and protecting me from an unnecessary fight.

But I had to take precautions. During my huge shift at Femboy Hooters, I must have seated hundreds of people. I was downright lucky that I didn’t know any of them. Nobody knew me, so nobody recognized me; but I knew I couldn’t count on being that lucky every day. I knew a lot of people in that city, and I could think of a few that would happily go for some drinks at a place called Femboy Hooters, just for the laughs if nothing else.

So when Rae went out that afternoon to get tea with a friend, I slipped into the bathroom with a few of her makeup supplies. I tried out a few ‘looks’. I used the internet for help, watching tutorials and then practising my eyeliner strokes.

I wanted to be unrecognizable… but I also wanted to be cute. I was working for tips, after all. I was getting nothing for wages. If guys weren’t going to tip me (and I had a feeling that I was going to be working the floor for the private functions), then I was just wasting my time.

The smokey cat eye was my favourite look; I think I looked the most feminine with it—combined with a soft pink lip gloss and rosy cheeks. I fetched an old bra from Rae’s closet. She had a few old bras from before she got implants (yes, I paid for the implants because she really wanted them). Those old bras still had pads in them that she used to make herself more of a C-cup when she used to be a B-cup. I had to loosen the shoulder straps ever-so-slightly, but the bra fit just fine, and gave me a slight bust under my Femboy Hooters tank top. I stashed the bra away with my work outfit in a bag in the basement. I also put a few makeup supplies in the bag. For the rest of that afternoon, I played around with different ways to style my scruffy hair. I pushed it left, I pushed it right, but I found that it looked best pushed straight back. In fact, it looked better than wearing a wig (we had a few wigs in the basement from past Halloweens). I put a hairband on my head to keep it back, and that made it look kind of cute. I’d been putting off getting a haircut for far too long, but now I was happy that my hair had grown out a bit; it actually looked pretty girly.

I put on my Femboy Hooters outfit and stood in front of the bedroom full-length mirror. I stretched my back straight, pushing out my chest and tilting up my chin. I was experimenting with my posture, seeing what looked best. Because Shannon and Elaine were right: if people were coming in for the ‘girly boy’ experience, then I had to step up my game.

I even practised smiling, trying to see which smile looked the girliest. I put my hands on my hips and tried leaning my weight onto my left foot, and then onto my right. Which stance looked the cutest? I blew myself a little kiss, and that actually looked pretty cute.

Then, I heard the door open and I gasped.

“Oh my God, it’s so cute in here!” said a woman’s voice. “Where did you get that couch!?”

“Believe it or not, Home Sense!” said Rae.

Oh God—Rae was home early, and she brought her friend. Now, I was dolled up and in the bedroom.

“You have to see the bedroom set we just got off of Wayfair,” Rae said. “It’s so your style.”

I looked left and right, hearing them coming up the stairs. I didn’t have time to get undressed. I didn’t even have time to run out the door and dart for the bathroom. I had to hide! So I rushed to the closet and threw myself in, wriggling behind the rack of clothes.

Then, the bedroom door opened.

“Oh wow! That is super cute!” the friend said.

“I know, right?” said Rae.

“Is that a bathroom there?”

“Yep!” I heard them opening the door to the master bath.

“Wow, cute tub!”

“And you should see the closet,” said Rae.

I groaned. I bit down on my tongue. I kept my body totally still, though I knew the jig was up. I was going to have to explain myself, and I wasn’t sure how I was going to do that. Maybe if they found me in the bedroom, I could say that it was for some costume party, but now, I was in the closet, hiding like I had a reason to hide. Now, Rae was certainly going to think that I was some secret cross-dresser, putting on her clothes and makeup whenever she left the house.

Oh God, this was going to be so embarrassing.

The closet door opened. I closed my eyes and held my breath. I felt slits of light touching me through the hanging dresses.

“Wow,” the friend said. “Cute clothes!”

“Thanks! I think we’re going to knock out the spare bedroom next to this one to make it into a bigger walk-in closet.”

The friend laughed. “What does Ricki think of that?”

“He wants closet space too; I took this whole thing over! Now he just has that dresser there.”

Could they not see me? Was I invisible behind that shallow curtain of satin gowns?

The closet door closed and they went away, off to tour the rest of the house. As soon as they were downstairs, I rushed out and snuck into the bathroom, pulling everything off and jumping into the shower, washing my face five times to make sure there wasn’t a speck of makeup on my face. That was too close: too close to having to come clean about everything—and at this point, there was far, far too much to come clean about.

There was a knock at the door. “Ricki. Is that you?” my wife-to-be asked.

“Yeah,” I called out, checking the mirror to ensure that my face was clean.

“I didn’t know you were home!”

I wrapped myself in a towel and stepped out, putting a smile on my face. “Really? I didn’t know you were home?”

“Where were you?” she asked. “I was just giving a tour of the house.”

“I’ve been here,” I said.

She giggled. “No,” she said. “We were just up here! What kind of game are you playing?”

“I don’t know what you’re on about!” I said. “I’ve been here!”

She just stared at me, half-giggling, half-perplexed. I was probably tormenting her, making her think that she was losing her mind. Oh well—it was a small price to pay for my secret to remain a secret. My heart was still pounding ferociously from the near capture.

She started back down the stairs to rejoin her friend. “Oh, Rae,” I said. She turned to face me. “I have to go into the new office tomorrow for a while, to sort out a few things before the work week.”

She made a small smile, but I could tell she wasn’t impressed; she hated the idea of me working out of the house. “Do what you have to do,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said.

And once again, that lie just got a little bit more intricate: another layer onto what was becoming a huge mass of lies. All of these little fibs were details that I had to remember. I had to come up with a whole fake life to feed to her; I had no idea how long my shift was going to be on that Sunday at Femboy Hooters; maybe a couple hours, maybe another mega fourteen-hour day. I knew that the lie was going to get a whole lot more complicated over the coming days and weeks—but I couldn’t put my relationship in danger, so I had to commit to that lie.


CHAPTER 7
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Idid my makeup in the car, in the parking lot of the Femboy Hooters. It was 10:15 AM when I finally finished. Before I could go inside, I had to walk the mass of makeup wipes to the trash bin around back; I must have washed my face clean ten times before I was happy with the outcome.

As I came around from behind the restaurant, a new car was pulling up: a coughing, choking white VW with two missing hubcaps. It puttered to a stop and then the rusty door creaked open and a heeled leather boot stepped out.

Then, I saw the driver: Felix, now dolled up beyond the call of duty. He had his tank top tied in a knot at his sternum, tight black leather boots right up to his thighs, dangling gold hoop earrings, and, of course, lots of dark eyeshadow to give him that ‘goth girl who got a job’ look.

He paused when he looked at me. I paused too. I knew that Felix was sensitive about this job, though it honestly looked like he was fitting in just fine.

We seemed to be stuck in a sort of standoff, waiting for the other to speak and break that awkward silence. Finally, Felix got in the first word. “I made nine-hundred last night,” he said in his normal, deep voice. That voice took me by surprise, even though it was the only voice I’d ever heard him make; it just didn’t suit that petite goth-girl look that he was sporting.

“Wow,” I said. I was using that soft voice (which I’d practised while Rae was out of the house). “That’s a lot of cash.”

“I’ve never made money like that before,” he said in a blunt tone.

I didn’t bother telling him that I used to make thousands in a day quite regularly. “I made eight,” I said. “On my first shift the other day.”

“Not bad,” he said. “I have a lot of debt.”

He stared at me, seeming to expect an answer—or maybe he was waiting to hear something like, ‘me too.’ “Well, hopefully you pay it off fast.”

“Your voice sounds bad,” he said suddenly, and bluntly. “You should work on it.”

I was too stunned to reply. He turned and walked into the Femboy Hooters. I wanted to tell him that his voice was downright off-putting, but I didn’t feel like defending myself; I don’t think he meant it as a jab. I think he was just trying to give some useful criticism. I couldn’t tell if I liked Felix or if I hated his guts. His attitude was lousy, but I related to him; I knew his desperation, so I couldn’t be mad at him.

Once I was inside, I saw that he was already pulling down chairs, getting the restaurant ready for the coming lunch rush. Sandy buzzed into the room and saw me. “Ricki!” she said. “I’m so glad you came back. Oh, what a relief!”

Felix turned around and glared at Sandy before glaring at me, apparently taking offence to Sandy’s excitement.

“While Felix is doing the tables, maybe you can quickly clean the bathrooms up.”

“No problem,” I said, though it wasn’t exactly something I wanted to do—especially because I wasn’t making a wage. I was there to earn tips, and the bathroom wasn’t going to tip me… though I suppose customers weren’t going to leave spectacular tips if the bathrooms were disgusting…

And they were disgusting. There was no piss on the floor, no shit on the toilet seats. There wasn’t a terrible smell or toilet paper shredded all over. The bathrooms were disgusting because there was cum.

Yes, cum.

It took a moment to realize what it was, but upon closer inspection, I’m sure it was cum: cum on the back of the toilet, the wall, and the countertop. I would guess at least five men had gone into that bathroom to relieve themselves. There were streaks across the toilet seat: apparently guys were trying to land their shots in the water.

Cleaning the cum of other men is not nice. I gagged more than I would have gagged had I been scrubbing shit. It took me ten minutes, but those ten minutes were some of the longest minutes of my life. That said, the bathrooms were beautiful once I was finished, though I knew it wouldn’t stay that way.

And all that cum got me thinking: were guys really coming into the restaurant and getting aroused by the femboy staff? I’d been in many public bathrooms before and I’d never seen cum all over. I’d even been to Hooters many times and never seen cum—strip clubs too.

A shiver crawled down my spine. I couldn’t help but wonder how many men relieved themselves cleanly: those five cum shots were just the ones that were left behind. Maybe a dozen men rubbed themselves into bundles of paper towel. And had anyone rubbed themselves off to the image of me? That tingling intensified. Then, I caught myself grinning as I thought about it—but I quickly wiped that grin away; I’m not sure where it came from.

“Get ready for opening, Ricki,” said Sandy, pointing out that I wasn’t in my outfit. So I went into the office and got changed. Once I was out, I noticed the new girl standing behind the podium. She was young—maybe eighteen. She batted her long lashes and made me wonder if she was a real girl like Sandy, or if she was one of the most convincing femboys to walk the earth. “I’m Taryn,” she said to me with a smile. “It’s my first shift. Wish me luck.”

The voice was a giveaway. She was a male, with the slightest ever masculine twang to her voice. Don’t get me wrong: her voice was ten times better than mine. I was quickly realizing I had a lot of learning to do if I was going to get on her level. And now, I was wondering if Sandy was possibly male as well.

Taryn walked over to the door. Her shorts were too small for her, not quite covering her whole bubble bum. She tried reaching back to tug them down, but the effort was worthless: those shorts were essentially bikini bottoms.

She unlocked the door while Felix and I stood, ready to serve. I took a deep breath; Felix seemed perfectly calm. “It’s going to be another long day,” he said in that deep, emotionless voice.

“Hey y’all!” Taryn said as the wave of customers poured in. “Welcome to Femboy Hooters! We’re going to get y’all seated. Just form a nice line.” Taryn had a cutesy energy that made up for the slight masculine twang in her voice. She was bouncy and bubbly and her big smile seemed perfectly genuine, making me think that this was some sort of dream job for her.

The first group went to the podium. “Table for six,” the man said.

“Right this way,” Taryn said, grabbing a stack of menus and skipping off with the group behind her. Then, we heard her say, “Lexi is going to be your server today!”

“Lexi?” I said.

And then Felix sprung to life, skipping over and putting on a bright smile. “Hey!” he said with the girliest tone imaginable. It was like he changed spirits, like some girly-girl-ghost had jumped into his body and taken over. “Welcome to Femboy Hooters! My name is Lexi and I’ll be serving you today. Oh my gosh—that skirt is so cute, by the way! You have to tell me where you got it! So can I start you all with something to drink? Wait—don’t even say it. Are we thinking mojitos?”

I was so stunned by Felix that I didn’t even hear Taryn introducing me to a new table. She had to come up to me and tug my arm. “C’mon, Ricki, they’re waiting for you!”

“Huh?” I said, shaking my head. “O—Okay.” And now I just felt self-conscious, knowing that I couldn’t match Felix or Taryn in terms of girliness. But I had to try. I needed the money to pay for the wedding, and I wasn’t making a wage at that restaurant.

So as I approached my table, I tried my best to put on a big smile. I tried to strike a girly pose. I even tried to push my voice into a girlier tone than I’d ever tried before. “Hey ladies!” I said, even using a girly finger wave before planting my feet close together, knees touching, poster straighter than ever before.

The girls smiled and looked me up and down. “Hey girl, hey!” said one of them. I tried to keep in that character. I tried to match Felix’s energy—but now, Felix was bouncing around the restaurant, giggling, flirting with customers, smiling like this was her dream job. Now, I wasn’t so sure which was the real Felix: the grumpy, scruffy-haired boy I met, or this excited ditzy girl.

It only took forty minutes to fill every table in that restaurant. That novelty apparently hadn’t worn off after a few days of being open. The lineup was still growing. The people of that city were fascinated by this ‘femboy’ serving staff concept, and everyone wanted to check it out.

Sure, I got my tables of giggling guys: guys who were just there to roll their eyes and mock us for skipping around like a bunch of bimbos. But the overwhelming majority of the customers were strangely interested in us. The girls seemed to enjoy the energy, as if they were going to some sort of theatrical show. And the guys… well, they seemed to like what they saw, and a good portion of them weren’t afraid to let it be known.

Maybe that’s just where the world is moving. Maybe what was taboo ten years earlier was accepted now—maybe even a little bit more than just accepted, but sought-after. There were seemingly straight men hitting on Felix, in front of their friends. Sure, their pals giggled and poked fun at their brazen buddies, but that didn’t stop them.

And then there was one guy who came in with a party of men. He kept scoffing as I took orders. He scowled at me, and then he made a snide comment about how tight my shorts were. “Relax, Tanner,” his friend said to him. “You’re in a Femboy Hooters. What did you expect?”

“I don’t know why we came here. This is just messed up,” said the man, whose name was apparently Tanner. And he was the third or fourth guy like that that I’d seen—but he was the first to make a move on me after excusing himself from his table.

He caught me coming out of the bathroom, grabbing me by the hips. He looked into my eyes and, with a dark red face, said, “Want me to fuck you in the bathroom?” His hands were shaking. He was short of breath.

“I—I’m on my shift,” I said.

“C’mon, baby. It’ll feel so good, and I’ll try to be quick. I know you want it.” He reached up and ran his fingers through my hair, making me shudder. I pulled myself away, heart racing.

I somehow managed to smile and make a fake giggle. “I wish my shift was over. Seriously—we’re so slammed right now.”

And that’s when I noticed his erection; he’d gone ahead and taken it out, and now it was throbbing in the open, in front of me, as if he thought he could use it to lure me, seduce me. In that moment, a lot of strange emotions swirled in my head. Of course I was disgusted, but I was also strangely fascinated. Was he really attracted to me? Was I cute enough to make a man erect?

“I have to go,” I said, and I skirted away. Tanner didn’t leave much of a tip, but his friends made up the difference.

And I wish I could say that was the only instance of what I would call sexual assault. I was getting a new box of wet wipes from the back closet when a customer came up behind me, pressed his bulge against my ass, and grabbed me by the hips. Before saying anything, he started to pull down my booty shorts.

“What are you doing?” I said, trying to wriggle free. I stood up and spun around, and then he pinned me against the wall. I didn’t recognize him; I wasn’t even sure if he was a customer—but it was hard to say, because I was slammed with more tables than ever before.

“C’mon, darling,” he said. “You’ve been giving me the eye all afternoon. I know you want it.”

“The eye?” I said. “I—I think you’re mistaken.”

“Just admit it: you want to suck it.”

And again, there was another man with his cock out: erect, throbbing, in his trembling fist. Somehow, I’d given him the idea that I was looking for more than a tip.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “M—Maybe if I wasn’t so slammed.”

“It’s okay,” he said, pulling me in close, pushing his erection against my abdomen. “I can be really fast. You’re so fucking hot—I can’t imagine I’ll last more than a minute.”

And then, without warning, he spat into his hand and rubbed his saliva down his throbbing cock. I gasped and he spun me around, bending me over with a hard shove. He was powerful, and I felt strangely submissive, afraid to fight back: hardly able to defend myself. “Please don’t,” I said.

Thankfully, Felix came to my rescue. “Hey!” she said. “Get off of her! Get lost, before I call the cops!”

The man scurried off with a red face. He left without paying his tab; he was one of Felix’s customers.

“You have to be careful,” Felix said to me, brushing my shoulders off for me, and straightening my tank top. Now, Felix was using that blunt male voice again. “If you give them the wrong idea, they’ll take your inch and run a mile.”

“I don’t even know who that was!” I said, heart pounding. I felt like I could still feel that warm cock pressed against my bum. I could definitely feel the tickle of his cooling saliva, which was unpleasant. I used a wet wipe to clean it off.

“I saw you winking at him a few times,” Felix said.

“What!? When!?”

“You’re winking at everyone,” he said. “Look—it’s getting the guys all turned on, but you’re also giving them the wrong idea.”

And was it true? Was I winking? Was I doing it without realizing it as I tried hard to stay in that character? I felt my face turning red hot. I looked away and pressed my lips thin.

“Just be careful, alright?” Felix said. “Now get back out there. We’re slammed and Taryn just sat a party of twelve in your section.”

I groaned. Getting back into work mode wasn’t so easy with my throbbing heart. That nervousness didn’t go away so fast—and it didn’t help that guys kept looking at me with smiles; had I been winking at them? Did they all have naughty ideas in their heads?

I missed my home office. I missed trading for a few hours a day while a hockey game played in the background. That old lifestyle was so stress free. But this—this was just chaos. I’d never been good with chaos; I liked working with numbers because numbers made sense. Numbers are predictable. Numbers don’t follow you when you go to the bathroom, and they don’t try to penetrate you because you accidentally winked at them. At least numbers had never done that to me…

It was 3:00 PM when the lunch rush finally started dying down. The place never died to a complete lull, but it was quiet enough that Felix and I were able to step away every hour or so for a fifteen minute breather while Sandy took over.

“You count your tips yet?” Felix asked bluntly.

“Not yet. You?”

“Four-eighty,” he said with a grin. “Not bad for lunch, huh? Sandy said there are two more girls coming in for the dinner rush. You taking off?”

“She mentioned that to me.” Sandy had told me that I had the option of staying if I wanted to help out, but not to expect a whole section to myself. “I think I’ll stay.”

“Same,” Felix said. “You’d be mental to turn down this money.” He pulled a wad out from her pouch and flapped it in the air. I have to admit that it made my eyes beam, seeing that stack of cash. Was it as much as I made on a normal day as a trader? No—a bit less… but when I made money as a trader, that cash was digital: just numbers on a screen. There’s a strange rush in seeing real cash…

And, let’s be honest: it was tax-free cash. No strings attached. The government had no idea that I was even employed… because I wasn’t employed. I was just a volunteer.

It was 4:30 PM when the new girls came in. I recognized one, and the other was new. This was her first shift. Sandy put her onto the hostess podium and moved Taryn to the floor. Taryn was buzzing with excitement. “This is going to be so much fun,” she said, hopping up and down, hands clenched into tight fists. She squirmed and giggled and turned a shade of pink. I don’t think she even cared about the money; she just wanted to be girly with men.

I was dreading that next rush, knowing the dinner rush was twice the intensity of the lunch rush. But I wanted that cash, so I was determined to stick it through. I tried to be more conscious of what I was doing while I was working. I caught myself winking a few times; I’m not sure why I was doing it—it was almost like a nervous mannerism… but it really did work to get guys perked up. I couldn’t help but notice that I would get bigger tips if I was a little bit more flirty. The winks helped. It was around 7:00 PM when I started winking at guys on purpose, just to get them to shovel more cash out from their wallets.

Then, around 8:00 PM, the party crowd shuffled in. I was asked to get trays of shots, and then I was asked to take shots with the guests. A group of girls was adamant, even flashing a twenty dollar bill. “Just do a shot with us,” they begged. “Please?”

I figured I could handle one shot without it affecting me, so I did it. I took a shot with the ladies and they gave me that twenty, which I stashed into my pouch. Then, twenty minutes later, they were fluttering a twenty in the air again for me. “Another shot, beautiful?”

I tried to resist, but I wanted that money—so I took it. I did one more shot. I knew the alcohol would wear off before the end of my shift, before I had to go home and see Rae…

Rae.

I stopped suddenly. I hadn’t checked my phone once that day. I just told her that I had to go to the office, and now I’d been out for over ten hours! She was probably starting to suspect something. I went into the office on my next break and found my phone. Sure enough, there were five missed messages and a missed call. “Fuck,” I groaned.

But I couldn’t just leave now. I had tables—and big tips coming. I’d been working with that table of twelve all night, bring round after round after round—flirting with all of them. I was exhausted, but I had so much to lose by walking away in the heat of it. I was just going to have to think of a lie to tell Rae. I would have to come up with something; we needed the money, after all.

So I went back to the floor. Now, the new girl was standing with eight young men. “Is there any room in your section?” the girl asked in her shy, soft voice.

“Sure,” I smiled. “C’mon, boys. Let’s get you some drinks!”

And just like that, it was right back to work—back to partying. It really was starting to seem like partying, especially when the food orders dried up and the hard liquor orders started flowing.

I looked over to see Felix letting guys drink booze out from his bellybutton. I saw the new girl with a shot glass between her butt cheeks. Then, I turned to see one of my customers holding a beer bong that he’d retrieved from his car. “C’mon, Ricki,” they said. “Party with us.”

“I’m working,” I blushed.

“Well, then come work with us!” they laughed.

And I did it, because I had to do it; I wanted them to have a good time so they would leave a good time. I wasn’t making a wage, remember. I was working for tips…

And I will admit that it was kind of fun, being the centre of attention; it wasn’t something that I was used to. It was kind of nice, having guys and girls calling for me in every direction. They all knew my name. I was spanked on the ass so many times that my butt was starting to hurt, but in a weird way, it felt good.

At midnight, a table offered me and Felix each fifty dollars to ‘share a shot’. “What does that mean?” Felix asked.

“You slurp it up and then transfer half to her,” the customer said, sliding the shot forward. I was already quite tipsy—and that tipsiness was doing me no favours. I let a little burp slip and then I laughed.

Felix looked into my eyes. “It doesn’t bother me if it doesn’t bother you,” he said in that feminine voice.

I shrugged my shoulders. I didn’t realize what I’d signed myself up for. I didn’t realize that Felix was going to take the shot and then lock lips with me; I guess I never really stopped to think of what ‘transfer half to her’ meant. She gently spat the alcohol into my mouth, and then she hammed it up by pushing her tongue into my mouth, putting on a bit of a show for the boys. It turned into a kiss that lasted a good ten seconds, and then she swallowed her half and I swallowed mine.

I was fifty dollars richer, but now my heart was swirling down into the pit of my stomach. Did I just… cheat on Rae? I don’t know if it was ‘cheating’, because it wasn’t a real kiss in the romantic sense; it was just putting on a show for a customer… but I knew that Rae wouldn’t have approved of it, and I certainly wouldn’t have approved of her doing the same thing to make some cash.

I didn’t feel good about it. I had to slip away, sneaking off to the bathroom to be alone for a few minutes while I tried to slap a bit of sense into myself.

It wasn’t my fault; it was the booze. I wasn’t acting like myself. I was beyond tipsy; I was drunk. I couldn’t be fully responsible for my actions. I just had to keep reminding myself: I was just doing this for money. And I needed that money to provide for my bride-to-be. The circumstances weren’t ideal; I knew that going into this gig. I knew Rae wouldn’t have approved of any of what I was doing, but it needed to be done nonetheless. We had bills to pay and she expected a rich lifestyle. It’s not like that kiss meant anything…

Though I must admit that Felix was a good kisser. Her lips were soft and she moved that tongue around like she’d done it a few times before. And the way she nestled her nose against mine while her hands were placed gently on my hips…

No—not her. Felix wasn’t a girl. She was a ‘femboy’. She was only there for the cash, just like me. I couldn’t let these confusing thoughts corrupt my mind. I had to stay focused on the money. This was all just for the money; nothing else meant anything.

“Ricki!” Taryn called out. “Your table’s looking for you. You in there?”

“I’ll be right out,” I said. I checked my makeup. I took a deep breath. I still had a few hours left to finish out that double shift. Now, I needed to focus as hard as I could.


CHAPTER 8
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“Where were you last night?” Rae asked when I dragged my feet out from the bedroom. My head was pounding. The hangover was real; I’d lost count of how many shots I’d done with customers.

I knew that I couldn’t hide it; I didn’t exactly have the most covert hangovers. “I went out to a bar,” I said. “With the other guys from the office, and some new clients. One drink turned into a few.”

“Why did you ignore all of my messages? Why were you out until three? Ricki—I don’t like this. You’re not being yourself. You’re being… shifty.”

“It won’t happen again,” I said, and I shouldn’t have said it, because I knew that it would happen again, as long as we needed the cash. Or maybe this was my chance to admit that I was a liar. Sure, some damage had been done, but I could just come clean before the lie had to become a whole secret life. What if I had to do this for years? How was I going to keep it a secret for that long?

“I was so worried about you. And then you just came home… smelling like bourbon!”

“I have to make an impression with the clients, Rae,” I said—and there was that lie again… or was it a lie? I mean—technically, I was drinking because I was trying to make an impression with the customers, and they were technically clients…

“I don’t like this,” she said again. “I sat here waiting for you all night.”

“Why didn’t you watch a show or something?” I said.

And then she just glared into my eyes with an unimpressed look. Slowly, that unimpressed look began to fade into a look of sadness: a terrible look that reached into my chest and sunk its claws into my heart. “Am I no fun anymore?” she asked.

“What?” I said. “No! I mean—Yes, you’re fun! Of course you’re fun. I love spending time with you.”

“It’s just… you move out from the home office… you go out partying with these guys—and I don’t even know who any of them are! You never introduced me to them! And then you don’t even answer my messages. It just seems like you’re trying to get some sort of break from me.”

“Of course not,” I said, shaking my head. “I love you. I asked you to marry me for a reason. It’s just…” I took a deep breath. “Okay, here’s the truth. We’ve, uh, taken a bit of a hit.”

“A hit?” she said.

I nodded my head and looked down at my feet. “It’s not a big deal. Like—we’re still fine. But…”

“But what, Ricki?” she asked.

“Well, our earnings have been way down for a while now. I haven’t wanted to tell you and get you all worried. It’s something I’ve been trying to fix. So, to make up the difference, I stumbled onto this office gig. Taking on other clients is making up the difference in what we’re losing to low gains. It’s not a permanent thing. But Rae, if I can’t hold down a client, then I don’t get that extra income, and if I don’t get that extra income…”

“How bad is it?” she asked.

“It’s not great—but like I said: we’re doing okay. Working with clients is new for me. These guys expect a sort of… personal relationship. I’m handling their life savings, after all. So, if they want to go to a bar with me, I kind of have no choice.”

It was my chance to come clean, but I just doubled down on lying. I hated myself, but it was a white lie; it was for her own good—and it bought me a good excuse to go missing from time to time. Sure, I could stick to the lunch shift and make a few hundred bucks here and there—but the real money was in that night shift. The real money was in partying with drunk men and women. And if I was going to match what I was making trading, I needed to be making the real money.

It was later that evening when someone knocked at the door. Rae was in the kitchen, finishing up washing dinner dishes. “Do you mind getting that?” she asked me.

“Sure,” I said, not thinking anything of it. And why would I think anything of it? I just casually waltzed over, around the corner, and opened the door.

Then, my heart froze. Standing in front of me was Elaine from work, wearing her white and orange outfit, complete with that Femboy Hooters logo. “Hey girl, hey!” she said.

A dread consumed me, paralyzing me for a moment, and then I managed to say, “What the hell are you doing here?”

“You asked me to teach you how to improve your voice,” she said. “I just got cut; the bar is dead. So I figured I would swing by. I got your address from Sandy.”

“You can’t be here,” I whispered. “This is—This is my private residence!”

“Um, yeah, I know it is. Why can’t I be here?” She giggled and looked around.

I looked back to listen for Rae. My heart was pounding harder than it was during my first shift at work.

“Oh,” she said with a smile. “Do you live with your mom? Does your mom not know that you’re working at Femboy Hooters? I get it. We can go out for a walk and do this somewhere else, if you want. Or just tell your mom that I’m here to help you with an assignment or something. Are you in school?”

“No, I’m not in school! And I don’t live with…” I didn’t want to tell her that I had a fiancee… because that meant telling her that I was lying to my fiancee, which wasn’t exactly a good look. So I took a deep breath. I put on a smile. “I’m just busy right now. I—I don’t think I have time for this.”

“Don’t you work the lunch shift tomorrow? You’d make way better tips if you could fix your voice up a bit. It wouldn’t take long.”

My stomach groaned. I hate to admit it, but I was tempted. I really did want to know how these girls could alter their voices so easily. My heart skipped a beat and I thought for a moment… maybe I could make this work. “Just hold on one second,” I said. “Meet me down at the park at the end of the road. I’ll be there in two minutes.”

I went around the corner and spotted Rae, still at sink, with her back to me. “Hey,” I said.

“Who was at the door?” she asked.

“Some charity thing they’re doing down at the school,” I lied. “They want to know if we have any non-perishable goods.”

“Oh,” she said. She went to the cupboard and fetched a can of corn. “Does this work?”

“Sure,” I said. “I’ll go walk it down to them.”

“Wait? Aren’t they just at the door?” she asked.

“No, they’re just canvassing around. They want me to bring it over to the school.”

“Oh. I’ll be done here in five minutes and we can go together,” she smiled.

I waved her off. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll just run down. I’ll be back before you’re done probably.” Then I faked a laugh. “Unless Jerry from down the road spots me and I get into one of those never-ending conversations.”

She paused for a minute. “Oh. Okay,” she said. “I mean—I don’t mind going. The walk could be nice.”

“We’ll go for a proper walk after. I’ll just go and do this.” I knew that it sounded desperate and shady, but I was committed to the act. I put on an awkward smile and then I rushed off with that can.

I felt terrible lying to her face while I went to see another woman. Worse—I wasn’t seeing a woman; I was seeing a man dressed like a woman. But I wasn’t cheating on her; I was just learning how to talk like a girl… so that I could flirt with guys at a bar that Rae had no idea I worked at.

Oh God, it all sounded so bad… but I really was doing it for her. It’s not like I wanted to be working at that restaurant. It’s not like I was looking forward to putting on that outfit, putting on Rae’s makeup, and sweet-talking boys into giving me nice tips.

Though, I should admit that it wasn’t quite as bad as I thought it would be when I first walked into that Femboy Hooters.

Maybe the job wasn’t quite as miserable as I thought it would be. I mean—it was actually kind of fun, especially after the dinner rush, when the whole bar turned into one big party. Since meeting Rae, I didn’t party much; she wasn’t big into parties, and I never thought that party lifestyle was something I missed… it was never something I really cared about back when my friends would drag me out to parties. But this was different. At Femboy Hooters, I was, like, the star of the show. Everyone wanted to hang out with me. When I was nineteen and going to house parties, I was just a shy face backed into the corner. Sure, there would be the odd moment of excitement: maybe some booze would help me flirt with some girl and that would lead to something sometimes, but I wouldn’t say that those little moments made partying the highlight of my young adulthood.

I will admit it: I was looking forward to working another late shift at Femboy Hooters. I had a lot of fun during my last shift. And I was excited about the idea of going in with a new skill: to be able to sound more like a girl. And there were a few makeup tricks I wanted to test out. Sometimes, while Rae was sleeping, I would search makeup tutorials on my phone while I was in bed next to her. Those little tips went a long way.

Elaine spent thirty minutes with me in that park, coaching me, having me repeat the same sentences over and over. She kept giggling at me. “You look so shy? Why are you so shy?”

“This whole thing is just so… awkward,” I said. “I should really get back home.”

“Mommy expecting you back for dinner?” she asked with a grin.

I blushed.

“Just try it once more. You’re so close. You just need to relax your pallet a little bit more. You’re really so close.”

I did my best. It was hard to tell if I was doing a good job; it’s impossible to hear yourself the way other people hear you. She seemed to think that I was on the right track. She told me to go home and practise with a microphone. “Do it while your parents are sleeping,” she said with me with that cruel grin.

“Yeah, yeah,” I said.

When I got home, I had to explain to Rae that I got stuck in a conversation with a neighbour. She was already in her pyjamas. “Aren’t we going for a walk together?” I asked.

“That was the plan… but now it’s dark out. You were gone for an hour, Ricki!” she said.

I looked at the clock. “Shit. Sorry,” I said. “I didn’t realize it was that long.”

She shook her head. “It just… It seems like you’ll do anything to get away from me right now. I just don’t get it.”

“It’s not like that,” I said. “I told you: it won’t happen again.”

And then, that night, as we were settling in for bed, I got the email from Sandy, asking if I could work from 5 PM until close the following night.

We needed that money.

So in the morning, I told Rae that some new clients wanted to go out for drinks. “I don’t know when I’ll be home,” I said. She was upset, but I tried to make it better by spending the day with her. I took her to the zoo. We went out for coffee, and then an early dinner. It was actually a very nice afternoon, but then, as I went to the door to head off to work, she looked at me with a long face, and eyes like a puppy who just had its favourite toy taken away. “Don’t worry,” I said. “I don’t plan on having any drinks tonight.”

She rolled her eyes. “Yeah, right,” she said.

I gave her a kiss. “One or two at the most,” I said. “And I’ll be sure to text you to keep you updated. Okay?”

It wasn’t easy, but I did my best. The Femboy Hooters was busier than ever, still with a lineup out the door. Sandy had added two tables to my section, because she was sure I could handle it. And sure—I could handle it, now that I had a better grasp on the whole serving thing… but finding time to slip away to message Rae wasn’t so simple. I did it a few times, but when I would return, the whole section would be in chaos. Everyone would be waving me down with ten thousand questions. Then, two hours would fly by before I could even think about Rae again.

And then the party guests showed up. They wanted to drink, and they wanted the femboys to drink with them. “Please have a shot with us!” a group of regulars begged. I tried to resist, thinking about the promise I made to Rae. But I had to do it; I had to show them a good time, or there wouldn’t be a tip for me at the end of the night.

I did one shot with them, one with another table, and then one more an hour later. I was a bit tipsy, but I was holding it together just fine.

It was 1:00 AM when Elaine came up to me holding two shots. “What’s this?” I asked as she handed me one.

“Vodka,” she said.

“Why are you giving it to me?”

“It’s just to loosen you up,” she smiled. “Your voice sounds way better today, by the way.” It was hard to hear her in that busy bar.

“I have to pass. I don’t want to drink too much tonight.”

“C’mon,” she said. “Some guys and girls want to see us in the back room. You should loosen up first.”

“What?” I said, shaking my head.

“That private party that came in at eight. They have a special request. It’s not a big deal, Ricki. It’s good money. Just take the shot, loosen up, and let’s make some money. They asked for you specifically. Felix can handle the floor for twenty minutes.”

“What do they want?” I asked. My heart skipped a beat and then fluttered down into my stomach.

“Just take the shot, Ricki!” she said.

I was terrified and confused. My head was spinning. One more shot wasn’t going to kill me, so I just took it. Maybe it was peer pressure, or maybe I really just wanted to take that edge off. “Just let me send someone a message really quickly.”

I went to the office and saw that Rae was asking if I was going to be home soon. “Not yet,” I replied. “Hopefully soon. It’s going well with the client.”

“I really want you here with me,” she said. “I’m feeling lonely.”

“A couple more hours at the most,” I said. “I love you.”

“Ricki!” called Elaine from the doorway. She giggled and covered her lips with the palm of her hand. She was red in the face: clearly drunk.

“I’m coming,” I said, slipping my phone away. Then, I went into the private room with her. She reached down and grabbed my hand. The party of twelve was now staring at us, grinning, blushing, giggling, whispering.

“Here she is,” said Elaine.

A few of them cheered. “What’s going on?” I said with a smile. “How’s everyone’s night tonight?”

They all cheered again. Then, Elaine turned to me. “They want us to put on a little show for them.” Then she motioned towards some cash on the table: two crisp hundred dollar bills: one for her and one for me. And normally, a hundred bucks wouldn’t have mattered much to me… but now, I still had to pay for that trip to Montreal for Rae and her friends; that wasn’t going to be cheap. I had to pay for most of the wedding. And then we had our bills coming up.

“What kind of show?” I asked with a smile, trying to hide my terror.

Elaine moved in for a kiss. I would have jumped away, but there was a crowd watching, and I didn’t want to cause a scene. I allowed Elaine to kiss me, not kissing her back. I just remained frozen in place while she sucked on my lips. The audience cheered. Then, Elaine turned to them and smiled.

“I should get back to my section. It was nice meeting you all!” I said to the group.

“Hold on,” Elaine said, grabbing me by the wrist. “They want us to dance, Ricki!” She took my other wrist and pulled me into position. I giggled.

“I’m not much of a dancer,” I said.

“You don’t have to be,” she said, and then she started dancing: rocking her hips from side to side, twisting in a feminine sort of way that I knew I just couldn’t match. “C’mon, Ricki! Dance with me! Give the fine folks what they want!”

I bit down on my tongue. I felt so stupid, but I wanted that money, so I started dancing. I raised my hands up and began to do my best imitation of Rae when she danced, shifting my feet from side to side, waving my bum left and right. Maybe I looked like a fool, or maybe it wasn’t so bad—it was impossible to know. Elaine laughed. “There you go!”

The audience cheered and drank.

After a minute, I started to loosen up. Maybe it was the booze, or maybe the embarrassment had just fluttered off. We danced to a whole Britney Spears song, and then, Elaine did something I wasn’t expecting: she shimmied down to her knees and grabbed the front of my shorts. Instead of pushing her off, I just froze. “Elaine?” I said.

She looked up at me with a big smile, and then she pulled down, exposing my cock. I gasped and reached down, covering myself up. But the audience had already seen everything. They cheered. Was this the show that they were expecting?

“Don’t be shy,” she said. “Just relax.” She pushed my hands away. I didn’t put my hands back; I was shocked into submission. I just let her expose me to that group, and then I let her lift my shaft up. I let her pull back my foreskin as I stood there, blushing all over. This was definitely crossing a line that was well beyond my comfort zone… but I couldn’t do anything to stop her; I was terrified of embarrassing her in front of her customers. I just remained still—even after she leaned in and slipped my cock into her mouth.

“Elaine,” I whispered. “We shouldn’t be doing this.”

She let out a small giggle and started sucking. I have to admit that it felt good. I closed my eyes and tried hard to imagine Rae in her position. I didn’t want to cheat on Rae, even if it was just for money. I wasn’t a cheater. I wasn’t doing this job to fool around with other girls—or femboys. The last thing I wanted to do was betray my bride-to-be.

But my God, did it ever feel good. She knew how to bob her head in a way that was simply euphoric. Her tongue slithered up and down my length, wrapping around me as her lips became firm enough to make me hard. I used my hands to cover my face with embarrassment. The dozen onlookers cheered again.

She sucked me for five minutes, and I did nothing to stop her. Then, she stood up, wiped the strands of saliva from her lips, and she looked into my eyes. A moment later, she was kissing me again, and this time, I can’t say that I fully resisted her. I might have kissed her back, just for the sake of putting on a show for the onlookers. I didn’t want to be rude—and it really meant nothing; it was just something I was doing for the money.

She put her hands on my shoulders. I giggled. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“It’s your turn,” she said. And before I could process what she was telling me, I was down on my knees. I gasped, looking up into her eyes. She winked at me, and then she gently shimmied down her shorts, exposing her cock.

She was shaved smooth—or maybe waxed. Her skin was smooth like butter, as if she didn’t grow any hair down there at all. Her cock was small, maybe half the size of mine, but it was somehow kind of ‘cute’.

I was stunned into paralysis, staring at her little cock. Did she seriously want me to suck it? Were the customers expecting the same thing? What would happen if I turned down the offer?

“C’mon, Ricki,” she said. “Give them what they want.” She bit her lip. And I must admit that, from that angle, she was quite sexy. She had a nice petite frame, and hot curves. And that voice made the whole thing easier to accept.

“Suck that cock!” someone shouted. I turned to look at the onlookers, and then I saw that cash on the table. Someone tossed a few more bills out: twenties, I think, but it was hard to tell in the dim light of that private back room.

I needed the cash. I really, really needed that cash. So I turned to face Elaine. I took a deep breath. I closed my eyes, grabbed the small pecker with my hand, and then I did it. I leaned in and put it into my mouth. I began to suck, keeping my eyes closed. I bobbed my head back and forth. I sucked until she was hard, and then I kept sucking, trying not to gag. Thankfully, she wasn’t big; her shaft wasn’t quite long enough to reach the back of my throat.

It was a weird feeling, and certainly not one I ever thought I would experience. It wasn’t as gross as I was expecting. It didn’t really feel like anything at all. After a minute, the awkwardness started to fade, and I realized this was an opportunity to milk the watchers. I reached up and gripped the base of her shaft. I began to ham it up, bobbing my head more dramatically, sucking more loudly, grinning and curving my body in a more seductive way. I was putting on a bit of a show, pretending like I was the star of some porno. Look—money was (literally) on the table. I had to work for it. I had to make that stack grow. The partiers were still throwing in the odd bill. They liked it when Elaine moaned.

But I didn’t like it when someone yelled out, “Come on her face!” He got an elbow from his woman friend next to him, but the other guys got excited by the idea. I did not want cum on my face. I was straight. I was in a relationship. This was already way outside of my comfort zone.

I looked into Elaine’s eyes, silently begging her not to make a mess of my face, not to ruin my makeup… and it just seemed gross. I didn’t want anyone’s bodily fluids touching my skin, never mind my face!

But at least Elaine was clean. She was cute and hygienic and it was better her than some hairy guy with sweat dripping off of his ball sack. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. It was just for money, after all.

“Fuck her in the ass!” someone shouted out.

“Daryl!” a woman scorned.

“What?” he laughed. “It’s just a suggestion.” I looked over to see him holding another crisp bill; it looked like a hundred from that vantage point. Oh God, I wanted that money so badly—but I couldn’t do anal. I couldn’t perform it or receive it. I wasn’t going to cheat on Rae. This had already gone too far.

I stood up, wiped my lips, smiled at the crowd, and then I said, “Have a good night guys and girls.”

They were disappointed, groaning together. They wanted more. A few of them pulled out bills, waving them, bribing me to stay. Then, Elaine pulled me close to her and said, “They’re really wealthy, Ricki. I think we should try to impress them.”

“I—I can’t do it,” I said. “I won’t do it.”

“It won’t hurt.”

“I don’t care about that!”

“Just try to relax.”

“Elaine!” I gasped. I could tell that this was something she’d done before; maybe not at Femboy Hooters, but at some previous gig. This really didn’t seem like a big deal to her. To her, it was just work… and maybe I needed to look at it the same way. I eyed the growing pile of money; it was almost enough to pay for that Montreal trip. I wanted to treat Rae to a special trip; she deserved it for putting up with me.

“Please don’t let it hurt,” I whispered.

She smiled. I had no idea what the hell I was doing. Maybe I’d officially lost my mind. She grabbed my shoulders and gently spun me around. The crowd of twelve roared with excitement—even the girls. They all seemed to get a kick out of the idea of controlling us with their money; it was like some sort of fetish to them. Maybe they just wanted to see how much we were willing to degrade ourselves for cash. And sadly, I had no idea where that line was.

I clutched the edge of a table. I closed my eyes. Elaine got behind me and shimmied my shorts down. Men whistled. Girls laughed and cheered. One of them came up to spank me on the bum because her friend dared her to.

Then, I felt it: her wet, warm, hard tip, pushing between my freshly shaved butt cheeks. “Oh God,” I whimpered. Was this really happening? Was I about to take it in the ass for cash? At least she was pretty; at least she passed as a girl… it could have been worse, right?

Oh God—I could feel it; she was pushing. She was trying to penetrate my virgin hole. I clenched as hard as I could. I could feel heat rushing to my face as I realized I was facing the worst humiliation of my life: getting fucked in front of an audience. I felt so desperate.

But worse—I felt a little bit… excited.

A terrible part of me wanted to know how it was going to feel. I wanted to experience it, and maybe I’d thought about it a few times over the years—just a passing curiosity that I’m sure most men think about. I mean—they do say the strongest orgasm a man can have is a prostate orgasm. And Elaine wasn’t very big. Even erect, she was only about five inches… I could handle five inches…

Though once she managed to push her saliva-coated tip into my hole, making me gasp, she suddenly felt a lot bigger than I remembered her feeling in my mouth. “Oh my God!” I gasped.

The audience cheered, pleased by my genuine shock and humiliation. I tried so hard to keep my eyes shut so that I wouldn’t have to look at them. But I could hear them, giggling, whispering—and I could feel the tickle of their gazes on my body. They were all watching me take it: watching as that cock pushed in, half an inch at a time. It felt so huge, stretching me out, making my legs tremble. I groaned so loudly. I had no idea if I still sounded like a girl.

Elaine rubbed my ass. “That’s a good girl,” she smiled. Then she spanked me, making me yelp. She giggled, but I wasn’t laughing. This had simply gone too far! Why wasn’t I putting an end to this? What if one of these people knew me—or knew Rae? What if Rae somehow found out that I was doing this? No—it was nothing romantic. I had nothing with Elaine or any of the femboy employees at that restaurant. But that didn’t make it anything better than cheating.

“Oh God,” I moaned again. Then I felt her pelvis against my butt. She was all the way inside of me, pushing so deep that I was almost gagging. Maybe she was a bit bigger than five inches after all—or maybe five inches wasn’t as small as I thought!

She began to thrust, and that’s when I lost any ability to put up a fight. My body went submissive. I was overwhelmed by a sudden limpness, like a rag doll sprawled on that table: hers to do what she wanted with. Thankfully, she was gentle. She knew it was my first time, and she knew that my straining and groaning wasn’t just some act to impress the customers.

She thrusted harder and harder—faster and faster. I moaned louder. I opened my eyes for just a moment: just long enough to see them tossing money at us as if this was some erotic show, and I suppose that’s exactly what it was. We were like escorts, selling sex. At least I felt like I trusted Elaine. At least I wasn’t doing it with a stranger.

“Oh God,” I heard her whimper. Then, I felt her sliding out quickly. It was a strange feeling, going from full to empty; there was suddenly a weird void inside of me, and it didn’t help that I couldn’t quite clench my butthole shut.

Elaine groaned loudly, and then I felt the splattering against my butt cheeks. It was warm and wet—and of course I knew exactly what was happening. I shut my eyes and turned my face down with shame: not just shame that I’d done it, but shame that I’d enjoyed it.

It felt so good, and now, it felt so good to be pelted with her warm cream. Each blast was a small validation, her way of telling me that I was cute, that I passed, that I could turn her on. She didn’t exactly last long. And she was an attractive girl! I don’t think I’d ever made Rae orgasm that quickly!

The small audience cheered and tossed more money on the table. While I was trying to summon the energy to stand, Elaine collected that cash and blew kisses to the private guests. “We’ll be here all night!” she said with a laugh.

I scurried out as soon as I was able, not wanting to look at any of them. Maybe I should have stuck around to flirt and mingle, but I was too ashamed of myself. I went straight to the office and messaged Rae. “Are you still awake?” I asked. She didn’t answer. She was probably in bed, asleep: another night of falling asleep alone. God, I felt so terrible.

“Ricki?” Elaine said from the doorway. I spun around with a scared gasp.

“Oh. Hi,” I said.

“You seem really on edge. You okay?”

“I’m fine,” I said.

She walked up to me, put her hands on my hips, and then she kissed me. It lasted about five seconds before I was able to push her back. “What’s wrong, Ricki?” she said.

“I—I have a partner,” I said.

“Oh,” she said. “I thought you were…”

“What?” I said.

“Well, you’re so flirty with everyone. I just thought you were… you know… down for some fun.”

“I’m not,” I said. “And that—I can’t be doing that. You pressured me into it! I have a partner, and she—she wouldn’t approve of that!”

“It’s not like it meant anything, Ricki.”

“I know,” I said. “I’m not talking about what happened in that room. I’m talking about the kiss!”

She stared into my eyes. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I guess you just gave me the wrong impression.”

I stood there, waiting for her to leave. I probably did somehow give her the wrong impression, but that’s all it was: a wrong impression. Sure, she was cute and she certainly knew how to pleasure a cock—but I was committed to Rae. I was only in that restaurant, and in that skimpy outfit because I was trying to provide for Rae. The fact that the job had some fun perks was just a coincidence… or was it?

I could help but wonder if I was starting to look forward to working more than I was dreading it. I couldn’t help but wonder if I would still show up for a shift if Sandy told me that I wouldn’t make much money.

Elaine left and then, a minute later, Felix bounced into the room. “Ricki, c’mon. I promised everyone that we would do a duet together on the karaoke machine.”

I blushed. “I can’t sing.”

“Good. Karaoke isn’t fun when people can actually sing. Now let’s go. I have the machine all set up.”

And I hate to say it, but it was fun: awkwardly, silly fun, standing there with Felix, singing some Dolly Parton song, looking like fools while strangers cheered us on. Then, after our performance, strangers kept patting me on the back and telling me how cool I was, how pretty I was, how much fun I was.

Then, at 3:00 AM, all of us girls sat together in the office counting out our tips. We told jokes and laughed, and we told stories and learned so much about each other. Some of those talks got pretty deep and serious; I knew more about them than any friend I’d ever had before—and they knew more about me. I told them about Rae and they thought that our relationship sounded so sweet.

And I realized that I’d never had a real friend since I was a little kid. Working that trading job from home, I never had any real friends. I never realized just how lonely I was until now. Sure, I had Rae, and I cherished our relationship, but maybe I needed more. Maybe people need to have more than just a romantic partner in life.

I was actually quite sad that the night was over. I slipped into bed with Rae, gave her a kiss on the forehead, and drifted off to sleep. In the morning, she pretended like she didn’t mind that I was out so late. She appreciated the text updates, but I could tell that she was bummed out. I could tell that she’d had a lousy, boring night without me—so naturally, I felt guilty.

“As long as we can spend tonight together,” she said to me with a smile. But I hadn’t told her that I had to work again. Sandy wanted me in for a private party of 25. She was going to give me the whole table, and a cut of the deposit they put down to reserve that table.

“Tonight?” I said to Rae. “Um—maybe tomorrow night. Okay? I promised the clients I would show them around town tonight.”

Rae was pale with betrayal, but she pretended to understand. That guilt grew worse inside of me.


CHAPTER 9
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Over the next week, I worked five long shifts and made close to four thousand dollars. At the end of the week, I booked that Montreal trip for Rae and her three closest friends. I booked it for two nights, and then I messaged Sandy and made sure that I could work both nights. As soon as Rae was off for the airport, I turned the house into my own little feminization headquarters.

I’d already noticed that I made way more money when I put in more effort: the nicer my hair and makeup was, the more guys would throw at me. And now, I could practise my makeup without worrying that I was going to be caught. I didn’t have to rush. I sat for hours in front of the mirror, and I tried on so many different outfits. That night, Sandy was putting on formal night at the bar, so we could wear whatever we wanted. I had to try on every dress in Rae’s closet, picking out the best one. It was a skin-toned mini dress with a ruffled skirt and semi-opaque tight sleeves. I also managed to squish my feet into one pair of Rae’s heels (most didn’t fit, but that one pair had always been a bit too big on Rae).

I gave myself a fresh shave. I styled my hair in a cute way, parting it to one side with a bit of gel. I drew on long, seductive cat eye flicks with eyeliner. I didn’t go too heavy with the makeup.

And then, I just lounged around in my girly outfit. It was too early to go into work, so I figured I would just spend that extra time getting into the right mindset, the right character. It was starting to seem much more natural to me. It was actually quite comfortable, lounging around in that tight dress, heels on my feet. I kept catching glimpses of myself in the mirror. I liked how I looked. All of the little hair and makeup tips I’d gotten over the past couple of weeks had turned into something truly surprising. I could have gone out of the house and properly passed as a girl…

In fact, that’s what I did, because I didn’t feel like getting changed just to get to work. So I walked down to my car in that dress and makeup. Then, I got a fun idea: I could take the bus! I don’t know why, but I wanted to see the reactions of people who weren’t seeking ‘femboys’ specifically. I wanted to see if I could turn a couple of heads that weren’t looking for a girly boy. So, for the first time in years, I got onto the city bus. I took a seat in the middle of the bus, and sure enough, I caught a couple guys eyeing me. I smiled at one of them, making him turn dark red. When I got off the bus, a construction worker whistled at me as if I was a character in a cartoon. I giggled and blushed and went on with my day.

I was early for work, so I did some window shopping. I wandered into a few shops, nervous that someone would be able to tell that I was just a boy in disguise… but those nerves soon went away, replaced by a tingling excitement. This was all so new!

I decided to buy myself a little something: a choker that would hide the slight bulge of my Adam’s apple. I put it on as soon as I was out of the store.

Then, I made eye-contact with another guy. He stopped, eyes widening, and then he moved towards me. I tried to scurry away, pretending not to notice, but I could only move so fast in those heels. He caught up and put his hand on my shoulder. “Hey there,” he said.

I turned to face him, too afraid to speak.

“I’m sorry to bug you, but you look really pretty.”

“Thanks,” I said softly in that voice that I’d been practising all week—and I’d been practising it aggressively since Rae went to the airport.

“I don’t normally do this,” the man said, “But I would love to take you out for a coffee.”

“I’m on my way to work,” I said.

“Maybe tomorrow then,” he said with a warm, handsome smile.

Of course, I wasn’t about to start dating a man, but it felt good. He had no idea he was talking to a boy. And suddenly, all of that hard work seemed to be paying off. I’d come so far in such a short period of time. I blushed all over and took his phone number, with no intention of using it for anything, unless I needed something to help start a fire. I was just happy to be flirted with by a real person. You see, the guys who showed up at Femboy Hooters, I could only assume that they were just there to satisfy some sexual fetish. And maybe that man was one of them and I just didn’t realize it, but it felt like validation on a whole new level.

I showed up at the restaurant with a big, rosy-cheeked smile on my face. The girls kept asking me why I was ‘glowing’. Felix took me by surprise when she said, “You look, like, super hot.” She said it in her boy voice, which made me feel a bit awkward, but that’s how I knew that she meant it.

“Thanks,” I said.

She was wearing an over-the-top black lace Lolita dress, with lots of tulle and frills. She had black stockings on and her fingernails were now painted black.

Before our shift started, she came up to me while I was alone in the office, and said, “I know you’re in a relationship with some chick, but if you ever want me to suck your cock, just let me know. I’d do it.”

I don’t know why I blushed, but I did. “Thanks, Felix. But I’ll pass.”

“What’s wrong? Do I not look cute enough?”

“No!” I said. “You’re super cute. But I love my fiancee.”

“Alright,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I guess that’s cute or whatever.” She walked out of the office, not too worried about being rejected.

But later that night, she didn’t object at all when a very drunk man stumbled up to us with a crisp bill in his hand. He put one hand on my back and one hand on Felix’s back before slurring out, “I’ll give this to you if I can watch you fool around.” It wasn’t easy to understand him, and I couldn’t help but think that Felix put him up to it.

“We’re super busy right now,” I smiled. “The restaurant is slammed.”

“I’ll double it if I can, uh, jerk off while I watch,” he said, as if he didn’t hear me.

Felix looked into my eyes with a smile and a small wink. The offer honestly sounded disgusting… but Felix really was cute, and she smelled so nice with a new perfume on… and I did want that money. We would each walk away with an extra hundred for a couple minutes of work. It didn’t have to mean anything.

I remembered how guilty I felt after letting Elaine fuck me in the ass, but that cash clouded my judgement. What did I have to lose? I’d already done it once… what was one more time?

“How’s about two-hundred each?” Felix asked, teasing her fingertip on the man’s chest. She was good at teasing guys. And this guy was now dark red, reaching into his pockets, fishing out all of his money.

So we took him to that private room. We sat him down and we put on a show. Nothing we did meant anything; it wasn’t romantic, even if it looked like it. We kissed each other, we licked each other, we undressed each other.

The guilt was already strong inside of me. I couldn’t stop thinking about Rae. I knew she would hate me for doing this.

I put my hands on Felix’s body. She was soft: a bit chubby, but in the right places. I moved my hands down, feeling her impressive curves. She slipped her tongue into my mouth.

I felt guilty for doing it… but I felt even more guilty for liking it. There was a buzzing inside of me, filling me with a taboo excitement. If the moment had been torture, I could have slept that night knowing that it really was just for the money. But now, I wasn’t so sure. I felt strong urges to touch her, to feel her, to smell her, and to lick her. I sucked on her neck and she moaned, and that little moan made my heart throb. I was betraying Rae, but I couldn’t stop myself. I kept telling myself that it was just for the money… but with each passing minute, that was harder and harder to believe.

I reached down, reaching up that black tulle skirt. I grabbed the goth femboy by the package, feeling her hardening cock and ball sack. I massaged her and made her moan. She was getting hard for me, and, for some reason, that made me feel so good. I tugged her cock and massaged her tip until she was hard. She stared into my eyes with a seductive look. I squirmed.

In that moment, I hated myself. I hated what I was becoming. I hated everything about that situation, simply because I was in heaven.

I kissed her again; this time I was the one to initiate it. I grabbed her erection and began to stroke it up and down. She leaned her torso back and tilted her chin down to watch my hand sliding up and down. She was in bliss, and I was too. I liked this too much. Why did I like this so much?

Then, she spat: a perfect shot, landing right on the tip of her cock. I spread that spit up and down while the drunk client stroked himself outside of our line of sight. I slathered her shaft in saliva, and then I shimmied down my panties. I stepped up, tight against her body; my hole lined up nicely with her shaft; she was the perfect height for me. I reached around back and down, gripping that wet rod, and I nestled it into the hole, groaning as I felt it penetrating.

We fucked, and we fucked hard. I gripped her shoulders and she gripped my hips. Oh God, I hated to admit it, but there was no more denying it: I loved it in the ass. That veiny, throbbing member felt so good, so warm, so perfect the way it slammed into my sweet spot. I was moaning like a pregnant cow. I felt a wetness pouring down my thighs; I knew that I’d ejaculated, but I didn’t have the energy to look down and confirm it.

She came inside of me, and the client came too with a loud groan. We made our money by doing exactly what he wanted. Felix kissed me on the lips and skipped away giggling: a smile on her face. But I didn’t feel quite so optimistic about the whole thing.

I was in a state of complete misery. I desperately wanted to get back out onto the floor, so that I could keep going; I wanted to continue the party, mingling with guys, getting all of the attention in the world. I hated myself for wanting to be out there so badly. None of this was fair to Rae, even if I was making a ton of money—maybe not quite as much as I was making trading, but the work was so much fun.

Some mornings, I would dread the thought of sitting at my desk—even if I only had to work for a few hours. That office was so lonely. It seemed so quiet, even when there was music playing, even when I had a game playing on my office TV… and sometimes even when Rae was in the other room, chatting with me through the open doorway. I loved Rae, but people need to have all sorts of different relationships… but a person should only have one romantic partner—unless, of course, there’s an agreement between all of the parties. Right now, Rae had no idea what I was doing. She thought that I was entertaining trading clients.

I had to come clean with her; this had gone too far. I had to tell her everything—even what I’d done with Elaine and Felix.


CHAPTER 10
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Our wedding was now just two weeks away. Rae was getting home from the Montreal trip with a big, rosy-cheeked smile on her face. I was standing in the living room when she came in the door. I thought about waiting a day or two before telling her, so I wouldn’t spoil that excitement that she brought back from Montreal with her—but I knew there would never be a good time to tell her, and I had to give her the option to step away from the relationship before the wedding was any closer. In a week, family members would be arriving for the wedding. The truth had to come out now.

I bit my tongue and closed my eyes. “What’s wrong, Ricki?” she asked with a nervous, quiet tone.

And then I told her. I told her everything. I even told her about what I did for that extra cash. And at first, she didn’t believe me. She laughed at one point, and then her face turned pale when she glared into my eyes and realized I was telling her the truth; I wasn’t laughing. “R—Ricki… Please tell me that you’re lying.”

“We needed the money,” I said. “I took the only job I could get. I still haven’t heard from the government about the state of my SIN number.”

“You’re telling me you… cheated on me… for money?” she said, voice suddenly hoarse, as if the intense shock had given her a sudden flu.

“It sounds bad—and it is bad. But it’s true. I was desperate.”

I stared down at my feet in shame. She started crying, and that’s when I truly realized that I’d fucked everything up. In a matter of a few weeks, my perfect life had been destroyed, turned to ruin. She turned around and left, taking that suitcase with her. I broke her heart. I’d ruined everything.

And I honestly wondered if it was the right thing to do; maybe I should have just quit my job at Femboy Hooters and kept the whole thing a secret. I could have told her that things didn’t work out with the office gig. She never had to know about any of it, and we could have continued living happily.

I tried messaging her that night, just to tell her that I loved her and that I was sorry. She didn’t answer me, and I didn’t think that she would. I tried again in the morning, but still no answer. Now, I was almost positive that the wedding was off. I was almost positive the relationship was dead, and it was all my fault.

Sandy called and asked if I could come into work. I did it: a lunch shift. She asked if I would stay for the evening, for that party crowd that came in expecting shenanigans, but I passed. I only went in for the money, and I made a few hundred during that lunch rush. My plan was to give the money to Rae. She’d been unemployed for a long time, and would need some cash to land on her feet if the relationship really was over.

The next day was the same: no word from Rae, so I took another shift. I banked another few hundred dollars. I put it aside for Rae.

And then the next day, right after I came home from work, I was just about to call the wedding venue to see if I could get that money back, so I could give it all to Rae. I was going to cancel everything and make sure she got all the cash. I didn’t deserve any of it. Now that I had that job, I could start from scratch. She had nothing, because I convinced her to stop pursuing that nursing career.

I had the phone in my hand. I was dialling the venue. Then, she was suddenly there, standing, staring at me from the doorway. “Rae,” I said with a small gasp.

I realized in that moment that I was dolled up, wearing my Femboy Hooters outfit. I flushed red, though I knew I didn’t have anything to hide anymore.

“I hardly recognized you,” she said softly. Her eyes were red as if she’d spent a few days crying.

“I was, uh, just about to call to cancel the wedding stuff. And, uh, I just got back from work. I’ve been stashing cash for you. It’s all in an envelope if you want to take it.”

“Take your cash?” she said, looking me up and down.

“It’s yours. I’m making it for you.”

“Don’t cancel the wedding,” she said, stepping forward and taking the phone from my hand. Her words put me into a state of shock and confusion.

“W—Why?” I said. “We can get most of the cash back, and you can have it all.”

“Have it all for what?” she asked, staring into my eyes.

“To start your life again,” I said. “I took so many years away from you. I screwed up, and you deserve better.”

“You screwed up,” she said. “But I’m not ready to leave you over it, Ricki. I still love you. And… I’m not mad about what you did. I’m just mad that you didn’t tell me.”

“Wait—what?” I said.

“I have nothing against what you did, Ricki. Am I surprised? Yes—I would have never imagined you actually doing it. I have nothing against it. Actually, Ricki, it’s not a terrible idea. I’ve heard about the Femboy Hooters that opened up out west; they’re insanely popular and those guys make a ton of money. I was actually going to jokingly suggest it to you when I heard one was opening up here, but I thought it might offend you. I know how sensitive you are about your size and whatever…”

“I can’t tell if you’re messing with me right now…” I said.

She smiled—the first smile I’d seen on her face since before I told her what I’d been up to. “I can appreciate a hustle, Ricki. And even if you’re enjoying it—I don’t care about any of that. I’m just upset that you lied to me and kept it a secret.”

“But—But what about what happened with the other servers?”

“You said it was for money,” she said.

I almost gasped, not sure if she was trolling me. “It was for money,” I said. “But Rae…”

“You don’t have to say anymore,” she said, stopping me before I admitted to her that I enjoyed it. Maybe that much didn’t need to be said. Maybe that much was assumed, and talking about it was just rude and awkward. “I get what you did and why you did it. And to be honest, I even understand why you kept it a secret… but that doesn’t mean that I’m okay that you lied to me. I don’t want you to think that I’ll just accept this again and again.”

I was stunned. But at the same time, I was getting a nice reminder of why I loved Rae. She was so compassionate and understanding. Most girls would have been long gone by now, but she was able to keep a rational mind about it all. She was putting in an effort to see this from my perspective.

“So… do you want me to quit?” I asked.

“No,” she said. “We need the money, and it sounds like a good job. But Ricki…”

“What is it?”

“I don’t mind you being out late. I don’t mind you dressing up. I don’t mind you having your friends there… but I want to be your only girl, okay? And I want you to be my only boy.”

I smiled. I was overwhelmed with a wave of joy. I could hardly contain myself; I was grinning like an idiot. I squeezed her so hard. I didn’t deserve her understanding, but I was getting it. “I’m going to make everything better,” I promised.

I’m not a big believer in all that astrology stuff… at least I wasn’t until that day. I read something in the news about some planetary alignment—and to be honest, I don’t know anything about that stuff… but that day, Rae wasn’t the only one to come back to me. I got an email from the trading website. They were reinstating my account. Apparently, there was some hold put on my SIN number because of some government glitch. As an apology, they even sent me five thousand dollars in credit to buy stocks.

But I kept that job at Femboy Hooters. I was happy to work a few shifts a week and trade for a few days each week. The balance seemed healthy: I made amazing money and I got to have relationships beyond Rae. After that, Rae and I would have a lot more to talk about when we hung out. That bit of space did wonders for our relationship. Her time alone got her reflecting on what she wanted to do, and she ended up going to hair dressing school. By the end of the year, she was working in a salon part-time, making friends with the other hair dressers. She brought them all into Femboy Hooters one afternoon, and they sat in my section. We had fun. Rae got to see me in my femboy element, and I was surprised when I realized she was getting turned on.

She asked if I could go on break, and then she asked if I would show her the private room, which wasn’t being used. Let’s just say that we used that room for about fifteen minutes, and then it needed to be cleaned up before the reservation came in an hour later.

And then, that night, when we were in bed, she asked me to go change into my Femboy Hooters outfit.

THE END


TRAPPING THE CHEATER
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A TALE OF FEMINIZED RETRIBUTION




TRAPPING THE CHEATER


Joseph and Olivia have been best friends since they were young. Actually, it used to be Joseph, Olivia, and Hannah, but now, Hannah has a new boyfriend so she never comes around anymore. With Hannah gone, things have been quiet, and kind of boring. But Olivia has a fun idea.

She saw it on TikTok: videos of guys dressing up like girls to trick other guys on a web-camera chat website. She begs Joseph to do it with her; she’s a professional makeup artist, after all. So Joseph reluctantly agrees, and it actually is kind of funny seeing the reactions when guys realize he’s not actually a girl.

Then, they match with a new stranger on the website: a guy they both recognize: Samuel, the man Hannah has been ditching them to see. It’s a shock to see his face on that website, and even more of a shock when he wants to do more than just chat.


CHAPTER 1
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Iwas feeling terrible for Olivia after her girlfriend of four years suddenly broke up with her, leaving her for another woman. Olivia had been crying for weeks. She claimed there were no signs. Everything seemed perfectly normal. “We even had passionate sex the night before she told me there was someone else,” Olivia told me, wiping her eyes.

“Too much information,” I said, shaking my head. “I don’t need to know any of the lesbian details.”

She rolled her eyes and laughed. “Oh yeah—for once in your life, you don’t want to know the lesbian details.” She let a small smile slip, and I think it was the first smile I’d seen since the breakup.

“You’ll get over her,” I said. “There are plenty of fish in the lesbian sea.”

She playfully punched my arm, though it hurt a bit more than I’d like to admit. I rubbed my arm and forced a smile. “Maybe she wouldn’t have left you if you weren’t so abusive.”

“Oh, shut up,” Olivia said. “I get that you’re trying to cheer me up, but it’s starting to come across as mocking, Joseph.”

“Let’s get some drinks,” I said. “We’ll forget all about Brit. Consider this the start of a new chapter.” I smiled, but she didn’t return the smile. Now, she was looking down at her feet, looking like she was about to start crying… again.

That old carpet was already filled with her tears. She’d been over a dozen times since the split, and I don’t think there was a single time that didn’t include some tears. God, I felt horrible for her. The honest truth is: we lived in a fairly big city, but there really weren’t a ton of lesbians around. I’d been to those lesbian bars with Olivia before, and it seemed like it was always the same girls: maybe a couple dozen of them. Olivia knew them all by name; she’d dated a few of them before she started her long relationship with Brit.

Olivia was over thirty now—still young, but much more conscious of her age. She was much more shy than she used to be, particularly around the younger women. She was beautiful, though she was struggling to believe it before the break… now, she was outright convinced that she looked like an old lady. She went and dyed her blonde hair black, thinking it would make her look younger, which was a shame because her blonde locks were beautiful. I caught her looking into getting a breast lift, but she really didn’t need one.

“Where are we going?” Olivia asked as I made my way down to the busier of the three lesbian bars in town.

“Glam,” I said.

“Oh God, no!” she cried. “Why would you take me there!?”

“It’s a fun place. Plus, maybe you’ll meet someone new. You can find a rebound.”

“No!” she cried again. “If I’m going to run into Brit anywhere, it’s at Glam. Plus, all those girls are, like, teenagers. I don’t want to feel like the oldest person in the room.”

“Oh, stop it with that already, Olivia! You’re not old, and you certainly won’t be the oldest person there.” But I’m not sure that I was actually making her feel any better about it.

“Please, Joseph, just turn the car around. I don’t want to go to Glam.”

“What about Glitter?”

“No—definitely not Glitter.”

“Sections?”

“No!”

“Then where?”

“Let’s just go back to your place. We can have a drink there,” she said, turning to face the window so that I couldn’t see her face as she began to tear up.

“But how will you ever meet new people if you never go out?” I asked. “There’s no harm in putting yourself out there. It’s the only real way to move on.”

“I just want to go home, Joseph. Please.” I heard the tears in her voice and knew that I was pushing too hard, so I turned the car around. We stopped at a liquor store and picked up a case of beer. Then, we returned to my place, where it was quiet, and that sad aura was still lingering in every single room. I had to get rid of that sad quietness, so I turned on some music—but Olivia still had that long face on.

“Okay,” I said, cracking two cans of beer. “What can we do to cheer you up? I want to see a smile on your face. Anything you want. Is there anything you’ve always wanted to do? Maybe today you finally want to try being with a man.” I grinned. Before Olivia and I were friends, she was my high-school crush. I fawned over her for two years before finally asking her out—and finding out that she had zero interest. I’ll never forget the moment she stared into my eyes and said, “You’re cool, Joseph, but I like girls.”

Now, she was rolling her eyes. “Don’t start with that again,” she said. “Believe me—I’m positive that it’s only women for me.”

“How can you really know if you’ve never been with a guy?” I asked, still with a teasing grin.

“The same reason you know you’re not gay. Or have you been with a guy?” she asked, now with a slight grin of her own.

“Ew,” I said. “That’s different.”

“How is it different?”

“I don’t know,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. I took a big sip from my drink. “Guys are, like, supposed to be with girls, and girls are supposed to be with guys. That’s just the normal thing. But the other way around—I feel like that’s something that you need to really be sure of.”

“That was the most absurd nonsense you’ve ever spewed out from your mouth,” she said. “I like girls, okay? When I see guys, I feel nothing; in fact, I get kind of grossed out. But when I see girls…” She blushed. “Sometimes, if a girl is wearing a really short dress, I’ll get a bit…”

“What?” I said.

“Damp,” she said, blushing and shying her face away. “Now, that’s never happened looking at a guy.”

And I suppose I could relate. I’d never felt any tingle or rush around a guy… and sometimes, in a boys’ locker room, the sight of a naked man would just made me shudder with an unpleasant coldness. I knew I didn’t like guys, and she probably felt the same.

So I dropped it. I sipped my beer and she sipped hers. The music was still playing, but the whole place suddenly seemed extremely quiet. No words were spoken for a few minutes, and then Olivia finally said, “What do you think Hannah is up to?”

“I think she’s out with that guy again,” I said. “But we can try calling her.”

Hannah was my best friend, and Olivia’s best friend as well. We’d been super close since high-school—since I awkwardly asked Olivia out. Hannah was Olivia’s friend at the time, but she felt so bad for me after I was ‘rejected’, that she invited me out on what I thought was a date. We went to the mall with a few of her other friends and ate some hot dogs in the food court. Then, at the end of that outing, I tried to kiss her and she gasped. “Did you think that this was a date!?” she said.

“Wasn’t it?”

“No!” she said. “I just thought you would want to hang out with our friend group!”

I guess I didn’t really get what was happening. I was a loner back then, without many friends… Okay, I had no friends. I guess that invitation was more of a pity thing than anything. And when I got home and realized that it was all just a big pity party: them feeling bad that I was rejected and that I had no friends… well, let’s just say I didn’t go to school for a few days, too embarrassed to show my face. But eventually, I sucked it up, and when I went back to school, both Olivia and Hannah were welcoming and insisted I hang out with them. That’s how the whole friendship started.

Now, we were trying to call Hannah. After three tries, we got through. “I just got home from Samuel’s place,” she said to us. “I’m super tired—I would love to come over, but I really need to get to bed.”

Olivia and I both groaned. It was the dozenth time in the past couple of months that Hannah had rejected us. In fact, we’d only seen her once since she started dating this guy: at her birthday party. That’s where we both met Samuel.

He was a nice guy, don’t get me wrong. He was chatty, with lots of cool stories from when he used to work in the music industry, recording albums for bands. He’d also gone on tour with a few huge acts, recording live albums… well, assistant recording, but the stories were still impressive nonetheless. He knew famous people. He was extremely modest about it. He would look me in the eye and say things like, “Tell me more about yourself, Joseph. You seem like a really cool guy.”

I could see why Hannah liked him so much. He clearly was a regular at the gym. One of his thighs was as thick as my whole torso. He had a perfect stubble beard that was even from one side of his face to the other. Look—I get it; he was pretty much every girl’s dream: handsome, successful, charming. We all liked him… but at the same time, I hated his guts because he was taking Hannah away from us. It seemed like they were out together every night; and if they weren’t out together, Hannah couldn’t hang out because she was ‘waiting for him to call’, or she was out ‘setting up a surprise for him’. They were love-birds, and yeah, yeah, that’s cute and everything, but I wanted Hannah back in my life.

The silence returned to that room. I could tell that Olivia was thinking about Brit, and now I was just trying to think of some way to cheer her up—some way to lift her out from her slump. “Want to make a Tinder account?” I asked.

“Joseph!” she growled. “Stop pushing it!”

“What? It could be fun. Have you even ever tried Tinder?”

“I don’t want to date right now!” she snapped, and I realized that I was truly pushing her buttons. I needed to pull back. I needed to give her the time she needed. I just hated seeing her like that.

Another long silence went by, and then I said, “Is there anything you want to do? Watch a movie or something?”

“I’m not really in the mood, but you can put one on if you want to watch something,” she said.

“Nah, that’s okay,” I said.

After another couple minutes of silence, she pulled out her phone and started watching TikTok videos. She giggled a few times, so I inched in to see what she was watching. I didn’t have TikTok; I felt like I was too old to understand it. There were so many videos of young girls dancing… it just wasn’t my thing.

But there were some funny videos too: prank videos and little stand-up bits. Olivia began to explain it all to me: how to use it, how to find the good content. She showed me a few of the makeup tutorials that she’d posted. “Does that say 100,000 views!?” I said.

“That’s nothing for TikTok,” she said. “Some girls get, like a billion views.”

“That’s not nothing, Olivia! You’re, like, famous! I mean—I knew you were good at doing makeup and stuff. But shit…”

“It’s really not much for TikTok,” she smiled.

We watched more videos. Then, we came upon a video that was the catalyst to changing both of our lives forever.


CHAPTER 2
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The video was seemingly harmless: thirty seconds long of a guy on some webcam website for meeting strangers. The guy was dressed up like a girl, talking like a boy until the moment some other chick connected to his ‘stream’. Then, he suddenly perked up and changed his voice to sound like a girl. “How are you doing?” the main guy asked, sounding like a frighteningly convincing girl.

“Good, you?” the girl replied.

Then, there was a long silence and both parties broke into a fit of laughter. “I knew you were a dude!” said the main guy with his boy voice.

“I knew you were a dude!” said the ‘girl’, who was actually another guy pretending to be a chick. It was strangely funny, though I can’t quite say why. Olivia had to explain it to me.

The website was called ChatFinder. It was a popular site to meet strangers on camera, but lots of guys apparently used it to jerk off to girls. “So what is this guy doing then?” I asked.

“I guess he’s just getting horny guys to drool over him, and then he’s revealing that he’s a guy.”

“So he’s making horny guys question their sexuality?” I said.

“More or less. It’s just silly fun.”

She knew the host of the ‘show’. She followed him, and he had lots of videos of guys getting furious after finding out they’ve been chatting with another guy. There was one video (which was blurred) of a guy ejaculating while saying ‘You’re so fucking hot!’ and then the host breaks character with a manly “Thank you so much.” It was harmless entertainment, but now, Olivia was staring at me with bright eyes.

“What?” I said.

“Would you let me do your makeup?” she asked with a warm smile. She bit down on her bottom lip.

“What? No way. Why? Wait—Do you want to go on that ChatFinder website!?”

“C’mon!” she said. “It could be fun!”

I groaned. It sounded downright humiliating. But I could see the excitement on her face. She was practically squirming with joy at the thought of feminizing me so we could prank strangers online. “There’s no way I would even look like a girl,” I said.

“What?” she said. “Oh no, we could totally make you look like a girl!” She said it as if it was some sort of compliment. I gave her an unimpressed glare. “C’mon, Joseph. It’s just for fun. It’s not like I’m taking a stab at your masculinity. Any guy can look like a girl with the right contouring.”

I really didn’t want to do it, but I wanted to cheer her up, and I wanted to get her mind off of her ex. So I sighed and she went to her car to fetch her makeup stuff. She always kept a few supplies handy—apparently enough to do a full makeover. She was an aspiring YouTube makeup artist, after all; I suppose it wasn’t so strange that she would have a bunch of supplies handy.

She made me sit in the kitchen with my shirt off. She clipped back my shaggy hair and then she began massaging a beige cream into my face. I honestly didn’t mind the little massage: her soft, feminine fingers rubbing my cheeks. I tried to relax. “Wait,” I said. “If there are all these TikTok videos from this website—does that mean someone’s going to be recording me?” I asked.

“Who cares?” she said bluntly. “It’s not like anyone would recognize you. Once I’m done with you, you’ll be unrecognizable.”

And I thought that meant she was going to really glam me up and make me look like some sort of drag queen or burlesque dancer. But she really didn’t do much. I was expecting it to take at least thirty minutes. I cracked a fresh beer and everything, with another next to me on standby. But I didn’t even finish half of that first beer.

“That’s it,” she said with a smile.

“What do you mean, that’s it? What did you even do?”

“I rubbed in some foundation, put a touch of concealer on your forehead and nose, some highlight above your cheekbones, mascara, eyeliner, and a bit of pink on your eyelids.”

I checked the time. It only took her ten minutes. I stood up and went to the mirror and was shocked to see that I was hardly recognizable. My eyes looked like they belonged to someone else. I gasped, covering my mouth.

“Don’t smudge the gloss!” she said.

“Sorry,” I said. “I just look… How did you do this?”

“It’s my job,” she laughed. “Well, it’s almost my job. A few hundred more followers and I’ll be able to start a Patreon page that could potentially be a reliable income…”

“This is freaky, Olivia. I don’t like it.” I kept staring at myself. She really made me into a girl. My eyes were just so startling: so much bigger, and so much more… seductive. Maybe it was the long flicks that went all the way to my temples. Maybe it was the super-dark mascara that almost seemed to weigh my eyelids down, making them seem almost lethargic.

“You look cute,” she giggled.

“Don’t patronize me,” I said.

“What? How am I patronizing you?”

“Let’s just get this over with, okay? What do you want me to do? And you know I can’t talk like a girl… right? I can’t do what that guy did in that video.”

“You don’t have to talk,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Most people on ChatFinder just type in the messenger box.”

“I’m not sure I get it, but whatever,” I said.

“Just give me a couple of minutes to make a tea and we’ll get started.”

“Tea? I thought we were drinking together!” I said, watching her skip off to my kitchen… though it was nice to see a literal skip in her step. It almost seemed like she’d forgotten about Brit, at least for the moment. I suppose the embarrassment was worth it if it made her happy—and as long as nobody would recognize me.

Though that website supposedly matched people all over the world, and there were millions of active users. The chance of being matched with someone I actually knew was astronomically low. But my heart was still racing nonetheless.

I leaned in close to that mirror. There was a touch of stubble on my chin that, in my opinion, gave away the whole scheme. “Can I wear a mask or something?” I asked. I went to find an old black mask that I had from the pandemic days.

“If you really want to,” she said. “Lots of people do. But everyone’s going to ask why you’re wearing it.”

“That’s none of their business,” I said, putting the mask on. I just didn’t want to be recognized, and the more I could cover, the better.

Now, I was back in front of the mirror, staring at myself, trying to figure out what kind of magic Olivia had worked on me. My face was one thing, but my hair was a whole other mystery. Now, it was ruffled around in a way that just looked downright feminine. I was long overdue for a haircut, sure, but did it really look so feminine? She’d pulled my bangs down to touch my eyebrows. She’d straightened out the back of my hair to make it look longer, almost looking like one of those trendy ‘wolf-cuts’. I ran my fingers through my hair.

I think it was the pink on my eyelids that really made the feminine look. That pink hue was just so… curious. It seemed to change the complexion of my skin around it, making me look more tanned. And there was a bit of that pink on my cheeks; was that blush, or was I just blushing?

I swear, the more I looked, the girlier I became. I didn’t like it. I didn’t like what Olivia had done to me. And to her, it was nothing; she was just going about her business as if nothing was strange about the fact I was transformed in ten simple minutes. That meant one of two things: she was either correct in saying anyone could look like a girl with the right contouring; OR, she knew that I had girly features and it really didn’t take much effort to feminize me. I was hoping the former was true…

“How’s that tea coming?” I asked.

“Almost done,” she said. When I turned to face her, she was topless, back turned to me. I gasped, seeing the back of her immaculate body. How could this girl think that she was aging poorly? She looked like a damned cover model! I stuttered and blushed and then I cleared my throat. “W—Why are you naked?”

She turned to me with nothing but a hand-bra. “You’ll need my bra,” she said. “That’s not gross, is it?”

I stuttered again. “Your bra?”

“Well, and my top,” she said. “I’ll just put on one of your sweaters.”

She left the bra and top on kitchen counter and walked off to my bedroom to retrieve a sweater from my closet. I was dark red all over when I turned back to the mirror. I was starting to think that the real prank of the night was being pulled on me, right now; maybe there was no real intention to go onto this webcam website to fool boys.

I walked carefully to the kitchen. I lifted up her bra, and was suddenly overwhelmed by an intense surge of naughtiness. That wasn’t something I was supposed to be touching… When she came back into the room, pulling my sweater over her naked body, I froze, feeling like I was being caught like some pervert—as if I was about to sniff the smell of her boob sweat off of her bra. “Are you going to put it on?” she asked. “We’ll pad it with some tissues.”

“Um,” I said. “Okay. Whatever.” I knew I was blushing, but I knew better than to put up a fight. I knew that fighting it would just make me seem insecure, and that’s the last thing I wanted. I was doing this for her, and this was apparently making her happy.

So I put the bra on, clipping it on backwards and then spinning it around and wriggling my arms through the holes. Olivia came up behind me and adjusted the straps so that the cups were around where my breasts would have been if they existed. “Cute,” she smiled, and that comment just made my bones ache.

I tried not to groan.

Next, it was time to put on her little black top. It was slightly sheer with tight lacy arms. It was probably a bit too small for my body (even though we were nearly the same size), but Olivia insisted that I looked good in it. In fact, she used the word, ‘adorable’, which made my bones ache even more.

“I don’t think I get what you’re getting out this, but whatever,” I said.

“Oh, c’mon, Joseph!” she said. “It’s just for fun. We’re going to trick a few guys and have a few laughs. It’s just harmless. Don’t be so weird about it.”

“Okay, whatever,” I said, doing my best to act unfazed by the whole thing. “If this is what you want to do, let’s do it. Where do you want me?”

First, she helped me adjust the top, and she ruffled up my hair a bit, pushing one piece this way and another piece that way, until I looked just how she wanted me to look. Finally, she sat me down on my bed, in my bedroom. “It’ll make the guys think you’re more open to fun stuff,” Olivia giggled.

“Are you telling me guys are going to show me their dicks? I don’t think I want to see that.”

“But that’s half the fun,” she said. “The whole point is to embarrass them.”

I paused for a moment. “Isn’t that kind of mean?” I asked.

She giggled. “Maybe a little bit, but nobody actually gets hurt.”

“You sound like you’ve done this before.”

Her eyes beamed and she bit her lip. “No,” she said. “But I’ve always wanted to. Ever since I followed that guy on TikTok. Okay, okay. Let’s go to ChatFinder. Are you ready? Oh my God, this is going to be so much fun. Ah—I’m excited. Are you ready?”

“I don’t know,” I said. Now, seeing the ‘CLICK HERE TO CHAT WITH STRANGERS’ button, my heart was pounding aggressively into my ribcage. “And you’re sure about this? They can’t, like, see my location or anything? It’s not going to show them my name—is it?”

“No, of course not!” she said. “It’s all anonymous.”

And then, she clicked that button. I froze. Maybe I wasn’t ready. I suddenly felt nauseous. I didn’t want to be seen like this! I didn’t want some stranger to laugh at me. I didn’t want to look like a complete fool, even if I wasn’t recognizable and even if this was going to be some stranger in Dubai.

A spinning circle suddenly turned into a black screen.

“Now what?” I said.

“Shh!” Olivia hushed, and then the words ‘PARTNER DISCONNECTED’ came on the screen. “Ugh, you gave yourself away with your voice.”

“Was someone there?” I asked. Now, my heart was really racing. Did a stranger just see me?

“He was covering his camera,” she said. “Lots of people do that. They keep it covered until they see who they’re chatting with.”

“Should we be doing that?” I said. I could hear my voice trembling. Now, it was almost impossible to hide my sheer terror.

But Olivia just giggled at me. “Quit being so worried,” she said. “This is just for fun. Let’s try again.”

She clicked the button again, and then came that spinning circle. I stared at the screen, wide-eyed, frozen. wondering how the hell I ended up in this position. I had to keep reminding myself that I was just doing this to cheer her up—and I had to keep reminding myself that none of these people knew me.

Finally, an image appeared: a close up of a man tugging on his cock.

“Ew,” I said, turning my head away. And then came that disconnected logo again.

“Joseph,” Olivia said.

“What? I don’t want to see that!” I said.

“You need to stay in character for long enough to fool them,” she said. “Wait a minute and then, in your male voice, say something like, ‘You’re tugging too fast.’ It’s only funny if you trick them.”

“Fine,” I said. “But I’d really rather not watch some old, hairy man jerk off!”

She pressed the button again, and the intense tension came rushing back into me. Suddenly, a Persian-looking man came onto the screen. He blinked a few times and then smiled. He waved at me.

“Wave back,” Olivia whispered.

I lifted my heavy hand into the air and tried to force it to move. I probably looked like an idiot.

The man leaned forward. His fingers created a loud pattering sound, as if he was drumming on his laptop’s microphone. Then, he leaned back and his message appeared. “You’re cute,” he said.

I just stared, not sure what I was supposed to do. Maybe he was mistaken; maybe he was seeing some other girl’s picture, and the message was supposed to be for her.

After a moment, he leaned in again and typed once more. “What’s wrong? Speak English?”

I slowly nodded my head when I noticed Olivia in my peripheral vision, waving her arms, trying to get me to come to life. So I leaned forward and typed a message. “Thanks,” I wrote.

“I like your dress,” he said—but I wasn’t wearing a dress. Maybe it looked like a dress with the screen cutting off in the middle of my chest.

“Thanks,” I wrote again.

The man just stared for a minute. Olivia was waving at me. I looked at her, but couldn’t figure out what she was trying to tell me. She finally sighed and rolled her eyes. Then, I looked back at the screen and saw the middle-eastern man staring at me. Now, there was another message on the screen. “I want to see your whole body,” he said.

But I was still wearing my jeans. I would have looked ridiculous if I revealed myself. So I just shook my head.

“Why not?” he asked.

And I was frozen again, trying to figure out if he was actually interested in me. Why wasn’t he skipping me? Couldn’t he tell that I was actually a man? Did I actually pass as a girl? My heart was racing faster now than it was before I entered that chat. I was beginning to feel lightheaded.

“C’mon, beautiful,” he said aloud with a thick accent. “Show me your body.”

But I was frozen. I just sat there, trying not to throw up, and then he lost interest and ‘skipped’ me, moving onto the next stranger, leaving me with that blank disconnected screen.

“What’s the matter with you!?” Olivia cried. “That guy was all over you!”

“I—I don’t get what I’m supposed to do,” I said.

“Flirt with him. Make him fall for you and then reveal yourself.”

“You want me to show these people my cock?” I said.

“No!” she cried. “Just tell them you’re a boy! Use your voice. It’s just for a laugh, Joseph. Is this torture for you? I’m sorry—I thought this would be fun, but I’m starting to think that this is agony for you. I—I don’t know what I was thinking. I’m sorry. You can go wash the makeup off.”

“No, no!” i said, realizing she was falling back into that funk, which I’d spent so much time and energy getting her out of. “I’m just new to all of this. I—I want to do it properly. Let’s try again.”

I was lying, of course. I wanted to be done with it so badly, but this was the first time I’d seen her acting more like herself: smiling, having fun, giggling, blushing. She was so sweet when she was happy. I hated seeing her hurting. “Connect me to someone else,” I said.

She pressed the button. Then came a black screen. After a moment of heart-pounding silence, a voice said, “Hey. You real?”

I managed to type out a message without much of a delay. “Real?” I asked. “Of course. What else would I be?”

“Why the mask?” he asked with his voice.

I looked at Olivia and she shrugged her shoulders, not sure how to reply. “Covid,” I said.

“What? In your home?” he said. “What the fuck is the matter with you? Your generation is so fucking stupid! You’re all a bunch of fucking pussies, scared of some damn cold—” Before he could get another word in, Olivia disconnected him.

She looked at me and giggled. “Are you sure you don’t want to lose the mask?”

I groaned. The slight stubble on my chin was sure to give me away… or maybe it was unnoticeable. Maybe I was just terrified of running into someone I knew, even though it seemed so statistically impossible. I wanted that little bit of security.

But I wanted to make Olivia happy. I knew that the makeup made me unrecognizable enough, so it seemed like there was no harm in it. I bit down on my tongue and carefully removed the mask, revealing my face. “Okay,” I said with a sigh. “Let’s do it.”


CHAPTER 3
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The next match was a woman. She smiled at me and waved, and I must admit that my heart skipped a beat. I didn’t realize women actually used this website. It seemed like a cesspool of men jerking off to some non-existent female fantasy: some idea that there were women just like them, rubbing their pussies, looking for strangers to masturbate with.

But this girl wasn’t being lewd. She was just sitting at a desk. “How’s your night going?” she asked me. I looked at Olivia, assuming she was going to skip the girl, but Olivia just shrugged her shoulders.

“Fine,” I wrote.

“Why don’t you just talk?” the girl asked me with a giggle. And that’s the moment I realized that Olivia truly did make me look like a girl. I didn’t just look a little bit like a girl; she made me into a truly passable chick. Even other girls thought that I was a girl.

“Just shy,” I wrote.

“Well, you’re really pretty,” she said with a small giggle. “Want to see what I’m working on?”

I nodded my head. She showed me a painting. It was abstract, but it seemed skilled. “It’s cool,” I wrote.

She smiled. “Have a good night,” she said, and then she passed on me. I wasn’t sure how to feel about it. She was sweet, but she also didn’t feel like chatting with me. Maybe she was looking for some male attention. Maybe I needed to get onto this website as myself, when Olivia wasn’t around. Is this how the new generation was networking? Didn’t that girl hate seeing all of the hairy old men jerking themselves off? Or was she like me: a boy dressed as a girl, tricking guys for a good laugh?

“Let’s try again,” said Olivia.

Next, I was matched with a man from Italy. He spoke good English in the chat box, but didn’t try speaking aloud. I tried my best to ‘flirt’ with him. We chatted for ten minutes. He asked me to run my fingers through my hair. He wanted me to show him my breasts. I blushed and told him no. He went from generally flirty to downright naughty. He told me I was hot and he wanted to come on my face. I wasn’t sure how to feel about any of it.

Then, he tilted his camera down after saying, “You got me so hard.” And it was true: his cock was huge, throbbing, and dense. He held it with a firm grip and then he began to gently stroke it. “You’re so fucking hot,” he told me.

I wanted to run away; I couldn’t think of anything to say. I suddenly had a rush of heat in my head. I looked to Olivia, and she was covering her mouth, trying not to laugh. “Do it now,” she whispered.

“Do you want to fool around with me?” the man typed into the messenger box.

I bit down on my tongue. “I don’t really know if you’re my type,” I said aloud with my voice. I watched the man’s eyes widen. I watched his lips part. He stuttered for a moment and then he lunged forward and disconnected, humiliated that he’d just been flirting with a man—getting aroused by a man.

Olivia and I both started laughing hysterically. Okay, so maybe it was a little bit of fun. It seemed a lot like old times, back when we were in high-school, goofing around on a Saturday night while the rest of our classmates went out partying. It was harmless, stupid fun, and nothing else.

So we did it again, tricking the next guy easily. He was ejaculating when I said, “Wow, great cumshot, bro!” As we disconnected from him, he was swearing at me loudly, shaking his fist. Olivia fell to the ground and rolled left and right with laughter. I almost did the same.

“Why is this so much fun?” I asked. I took a moment to touch up my lip gloss.

“I told you,” she said. “It’s so much fun.”

I was ready for the next target. I was ready for another laugh. I finished my beer and cracked a new one. I got into position, put on a small smile, and watched as the website connected me to a new partner.

Then came the shot of the man’s chest, cutting off just under his chin. He was fit, with abs and a hard chest. He was wearing boxers, and he had some tattoos here and there: trendy stuff that guys get to try to impress women.

“Hey,” the man said with his voice. “I was not expecting to connect with a hot girl.”

“Thanks,” I typed. “You’re looking good.” It was hard to type, hard to force myself to be in that character. I didn’t like staring at a man’s chest. I wasn’t into muscles—or men. But I suppose it was better than an obese man covered in body hair, tugging on his slippery cock.

“What are you up to tonight?” he asked.

“Nothing,” I replied. “What about you?”

“Just chilling at home. Taking it easy,” he said. “You’re super cute, by the way. I like your short hair. It really suits you.”

“Thanks,” I replied. I ran my fingers through my hair and did my best ‘cutesy’ face. Pretending to be a girl was strangely easy once you got into the right headset. Guys were surprisingly easy to impress. And, I suppose that I knew what guys wanted to see, seeing as I knew what I wanted to see. A few cutesy mannerisms seemed to be enough to make their hearts race.

“Damn,” he said with a deep growl. “You’re, like, really pretty. Mind if I ask how old you are?”

“26,” I typed. It was a lie; I was 31.

“You look nineteen,” he said. “Can I see a bit more of you? I’ll show you more of me.”

I paused and looked at Olivia. I really couldn’t show anymore, and I wasn’t sure what to do. “I’m too shy,” I wrote.

He laughed. “You have no reason to be shy. You’re stunning. I could stare at you all night. So tell me—what are you looking for on here, beautiful?”

“Nothing in particular. Just bored, I guess,” I wrote.

“Maybe we can have some fun together,” he wrote. “You don’t have a boyfriend, do you?”

I shook my head. “What about you? Do you have a girlfriend?” I asked in the messenger chat.

“Nope,” he said. “Show me a little more, beautiful—just a tease.”

I shook my head.

“Playing hard to get, huh? I like that. But I think I’ve got something you won’t be able to resist.” He laughed and then he leaned back, reaching his hand down into his boxers. Now there were two very shocking things on my screen: his very, very large cock, which was now erect and in his hand; he was pulling back the foreskin and showing me his throbbing porn-star tip. But even more shocking was his face: because it was a face that I knew. It was a face that Olivia knew too, because she gasped next to me, covering her mouth with both of her hands.

She froze and I did the same. We were both staring at Samuel: Hannah’s boyfriend.

Now, he was relaxing back, gripping his cock, staring at me as he began to jerk off. I didn’t know what to do. I just remained frozen.

“C’mon, baby,” he growled in a deep voice. “Rub yourself with me. Let’s have a good time tonight.”

I leaned in. “I’m too shy,” I replied.

“Don’t be shy, sexy. Fuck, you’re so hot. Show me your tits.”

“I’m too shy,” I said again, not sure what else to say. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I had to blink a few times before leaning in to see if it really was him. It sure as hell looked like him! No—it was definitely him. I recognized the tattoo on his left arm: a tattoo of a sound mixing diagram, which he told me got to commemorate his time on the road with the Black Keys.

“I have to go,” I wrote, starting to panic. A hot rush was filling my head.

“Really?” he said, leaning forward, letting go of his cock. “I’d love to see you again. Do you have Kik?”

I didn’t know what that meant, so I just shook my head.

“I’ll be on again tomorrow night,” he said. “I’d love to see you again. Maybe we can get you out of your shell a little bit.”

And then I closed the computer screen, terrified he was on the verge of recognizing me. I turned to face Olivia, and her face was white. There was a long, long silence, and then Olivia said, “I think we have to tell Hannah.”

“Is it our place to tell her?” I said.

“We can’t just not tell her!” Olivia said.

“Are we really sure it was him?”

There was another long silence, and then Olivia threw her head back and groaned. “Why didn’t we take a picture!?”

“What were we thinking?!” I gasped. We screwed up. There was no way Hannah would believe us without proof.

We just stared at one another for a long, long moment, stuck in our state of disbelief. And soon, we began to wonder if we were both just mistaken; we didn’t have any way to know for sure. “That tattoo,” I said. “It was definitely him.”

“Maybe we saw it wrong,” Olivia said with a soft voice. “Maybe it’s a common tattoo.”

I groaned. “Why didn’t we just take a snapshot?”

“We have to tell her,” Olivia said, and then she suddenly had her phone in her hand.

“No!” I said. And now, my head was spinning. I didn’t want the news to get out like this. I didn’t want Hannah confronting Samuel about what happened—and telling him that I was dolled up like a girl. Then, it wouldn’t be long before everyone in our circle heard that I got dolled up like a girl. Sure, I could tell them that it was just for fun, but would they believe me? I could tell them that I was just trying to cheer up Olivia, but then she might take offence to that…

“So what do you want to do?” Olivia asked.

I paused for a moment, trying to settle my racing thoughts. “He said he would be back on tomorrow night,” I said.

“He might still be on now!” Olivia said, perking up. “Maybe we can catch him. This time, I’ll have my camera ready.”

“Good idea!” I said. So I fixed my top, cleared my throat, and perked myself up. A moment later, we were back on ChatFinder, going through random matches, trying to find Samuel… if it really was even Samuel. We matched with a number of guys who perked right up, eyes turning wide. They were quick to tell me how beautiful I was. Too many guys said, “Are you real?” and I wasn’t quite sure what they were insinuating. Even Olivia wasn’t too sure.

“Maybe they think you might be some sort of scam,” she suggested.

I matched with a few girls who asked me how I did my makeup, and I linked them to Olivia’s makeup tutorial YouTube page before skipping in an attempt to find Samuel.

I matched with one guy who begged me to stay while he masturbated aggressively. Now, we weren’t even bothering pranking guys. It was the perfect opportunity to have a laugh, but we were determined to match with Samuel again.

But we never found him. “He’s probably in a chat with someone else,” Olivia suggested. “He’s a handsome guy; he’s what all of the girls on this site are looking for.”

I wasn’t sure how to take what she was saying. And now, she was grinning at me. “What?” I said.

“He’s what every girl is looking for, and you’re what every guy is looking for,” she said with a giggle. I suppose it was nice to see her with a smile on her face, but I didn’t need the reminder that I made a better girl than I did a guy. I bit down on my tongue and tried to assure myself that it wasn’t necessarily the truth. That camera was only seeing me from the sternum to the top of my head. I’m sure if people could see my whole figure, it would be much more obvious that I was a guy. Plus, we did come across one guy on ChatFinder who instantly asked, “Are you a dude?” And that honestly made me feel a bit better, though Olivia insisted on saying, “He’s probably asking everyone that after getting tricked once.”

“I guess we’re trying again tomorrow,” Olivia said, closing the laptop.

“Wait,” I said. “So you want me to get all dressed up again tomorrow for this?”

She smiled and nodded her head. “It’ll be fun,” she said. “And I’ll actually be prepared this time.” She laughed, but I didn’t feel the same sense of fun. She was lucky that I felt bad for her. It was worth it as long as she was being distracted from her pain…

She spent the night that night, sleeping on the couch. She said that she didn’t feel like being alone (and yes, I offered her the bed, but she insisted on taking the couch). It was the middle of the night when I woke up to the sound of her weeping. I thought about going to her, to comfort her; it killed me to hear her like that. But I didn’t want to embarrass her. I could tell that she was holding back, not wanting me to hear her like that.

I just wanted her to move on.


CHAPTER 4
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The next day, I ran into Hannah while on my way to work. I hardly recognized her; she’d bleached her hair and cut almost half of it off, now sporting a short bob with bangs (much different than her long brown hair with the sharp mid-part). “Joseph!” she said, rushing up to me in that small, cozy cafe.

“What are you doing here?” I asked. I thought about complimenting her hair, but the thought of her cheating boyfriend came into my mind, and then I started thinking about the fact that I had to meet with Olivia to dress up again. A torrent of stress washed over me.

“I’m surprising Samuel at work,” she smiled, lifting up a pair of lattes in to-go cups. “He loves these pumpkin spice drinks. He’s basically a teenaged girl.” She laughed.

My heart sank. It was early in the morning. Hannah had never been a morning person, but she was doing this for the man she was in love with—and she assumed that he was in love with her. And now, I desperately wanted to tell her what I’d seen with Olivia. I wasn’t one-hundred percent sure that it was him, but maybe I could say that… maybe I could say, ‘Look, we were playing this game online, and we came across this guy who looked a lot like Samuel—even with the same tattoos. I’m not saying it was him, but… it was him. It was definitely him. I don’t know why someone would look just like him and have identical tattoos, and… does Samuel shave his cock?’

“Joseph?” Hannah said, peering right into my eyes.

“Huh?” I said, snapping back to life. “Sorry, it’s just early. I still haven’t had my coffee.”

“I should probably be going,” she smiled. “I don’t want to deliver a cold latte.”

“Sure,” I said. “I mean—maybe I can walk with you! It’s been so long since we’ve seen each other. I, uh, like your hair. When did you do that?”

She giggled. “This? Oh, like a month ago. And sure—come along, if you aren’t in a rush! I’m sure Samuel would love to see you. You guys have met before, right? He’s just setting up for some sound check.”

“Yeah, we met,” I said. “Briefly, but, uh, we met.”

I walked with Hannah out onto the street. It was a bus morning, with traffic piling up quickly. Horns were honking. People were shouting at one another. There was a curious aggressiveness in the air, as if there was a full moon. Hannah didn’t seem to notice; she was off in some wonderland: smile on her face, living her perfect life.

I knew that Olivia wanted to tell her about Samuel—and maybe she deserved to know. Maybe she really needed to know. But I’d never seen Hannah like this; I’d never seen her beam so brightly. I’d never seen her blushing as she strolled through the city, almost skipping as if she couldn’t hear all of the loud honking around her. I didn’t want to be the one to take this away from her…

But maybe it was worse to leave her with Samuel. He was cheating on her… or can you really call it cheating? Maybe what he was doing was harmless; it’s not like he was actually fornicating with another person. It’s not like he was putting his cock into another girl’s pussy without telling Hannah. He was just messing around online…

No—it was wrong. He was flirting with other girls and showing them his erect penis. He was asking to see their private parts. How is it not cheating? Why was I trying to justify his actions?

“You’re really quiet this morning,” Hannah said to me.

“I guess the coffee just hasn’t hit me yet,” I smiled. “So tell me—what’s new with you? We haven’t talking in so long.”

I don’t know what I was expecting her to say, but she ended up going on and on about Samuel. She told me about a show she went to, with Samuel working as the lead sound engineer. She told me that she was allowed into the studio while G-250 was recording their newest single. She got to hear it… thanks to Samuel. Then she told me about the steak dinner they got the night before. “It was so romantic. It was totally candle-lit, amazing wine. It was a shame that he wasn’t able to stick around afterwards.”

“He wasn’t?” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue.

“He had to go and help set up for a late-night recording. I told him I would go along, but he said that it’s for this super secret album. He won’t even tell me which band it’s for. I think I know who it is though. I heard Aerosmith is in town to write a new album soon.”

I knew it was my opportunity to tell her what I knew, because the puzzle pieces added up; Samuel didn’t go to the studio to record Aerosmith’s secret album; he went home to jerk off to random girls on ChatFinder.

“I’m just glad to see that you’re so happy,” I said.

Then she stopped, looked into my eyes, and smiled. “We should really get together soon,” she said. “You can come to a show with Samuel and me.”

“Maybe we could hang out like old times—the three of us: Olivia, me, and you.”

She giggled. “You don’t want Sam around or what?”

I could tell that I was turning red. I wanted to tell her so, so badly, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. “I like him,” I said. “I just don’t really know him.”

“Well here we are; this is the studio. Come on in and you guys can chat for a bit. Maybe he can even show you how to set up the microphones or something and you can help out. I can see the two of you being really good friends one day.” She looked into my eyes with a bright, warm, smiling optimism—and I tried to fake the same look back, but I knew that it just wasn’t genuine.

“So let’s go in,” she said, rushing towards the door.

I opened the door for her, since she was carrying a pair of coffees, but I didn’t go in. “Are you coming?” she asked.

I shook my head. “Come to think of it, I was supposed to be early for work for a meeting; I totally forgot,” I said.

“You can’t even come in for a minute? Sam would love to see you!” she smiled.

“Sorry—I’m actually really late.” My heart was racing. What if Samuel saw me and then recognized me from ChatFinder? I didn’t want him knowing who I was; I couldn’t let anyone know what I was doing with Olivia, whether it was just for fun or not. “Sorry Hannah. I’ll see you later, okay?”

I rushed away, getting away from that big studio window before Samuel appeared and saw me. Sure, I looked mostly unrecognizable when Olivia did my makeup—but that didn’t mean that I couldn’t be recognized. I still had my same face, my same hair, my same eyes… I was the same person. Hannah stood there for a moment, looking a bit confused. I felt so bad for her; she was so oblivious to everything. It was going to hurt when she found out that Samuel was cheating on her—but she had to find out.

And if we were going to tell her, then we needed some proof to back up our claims. We couldn’t just go to her with words; we needed hard evidence. Samuel was a smart, charming, smooth guy: the kind of guy who could probably lie his way out of almost any situation. If we were going to expose him, we had to pull all the stops.


CHAPTER 5
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Olivia was at my house when I got home from work; in fact, she’d only left for an hour—just to head to her house to retrieve some supplies for our big ‘trap’. That’s what Olivia was calling it: the trap. She seemed to have the whole thing planned out. She’d even taken my laptop and installed some screen recording software that could be triggered with the press of a single button. She had the whole bedroom set up. She’d stripped my brown sheets from my bed and replaced them with pink ones from her own apartment. She’d even brought stuffed animals over to ‘girly’ up the place. “How much work was this?” I asked.

She smiled. “Not a lot,” she said, but she was lying. She’d put up girly art on the walls: pictures of flowers, and a long painting of a horse. She’d even changed out the rug, as if the webcam was going to see it.

But I hardly noticed all of the little tweaks she’d done in my bedroom, because there were six or seven outfits spread out on the bed, and I had a feeling that they were for me.

“Why is there a skirt there?” I asked.

“You don’t like it?”

“He’s not going to see my lower half!” I said.

“Says who?” she said. “We need to keep him engaged for long enough. If he loses interest, he’ll move onto the next girl—and we don’t have anything on him if he doesn’t… you know—pull it out.”

“I can’t wear a skirt, Olivia,” I groaned. “Especially a skirt that short.”

“Why not?”

“Well, first of all: leg hair.”

“Well yeah, we’ll obvious shave you first.”

“Shave!?” I gasped.

“What?” she said. “It’s November. It’s not like you’re planning on going out in shorts anytime soon. What difference does it make?”

“It’s my body hair,” I said. “Look—I get that I have a somewhat ‘girly’ figure, or whatever… but I still have a few things that make me a guy. Okay? I don’t mind putting on the makeup and ruffling my hair this way and that—but my leg hair? Come on… What am I supposed to tell a girl when I bring one home?”

She giggled and covered her lips. “A girl?” she said. “When are you bringing girls home?”

“It happens!” I said before narrowing my eyes and glaring at her with an unimpressed look.

“Sure,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Well, when it happens, you can just say that you shaved because you go hiking.”

“Hiking? What are you on about?”

“Ticks,” she said. “They climb up body hair. Come on, Joseph, everyone knows that ticks don’t climb up your legs if you keep them shaved.”

“That sounds like some sort of old wives tale.”

“It’s true,” she said. “Fleas too. But if you want a different excuse, I can give you some options. Bikers shave for aerodynamics.”

“I don’t bike,” I said.

“Just say you were getting into it for a while but it wasn’t for you. Joseph—no offence, but even if you do bring a woman home—what the hell is she doing staring at your legs? And besides, girls prefer smooth legs; they just don’t want to admit it.”

“I think that’s your inner-lesbian speaking… or your outer-lesbian.”

She grinned. “I’m going to make some tea. Do you want some? Then we’re going to doll you up and get you ready for showtime. Start working on your voice, just in case you have to speak.”

“Speak!?” I said. “I can’t do the voice.”

“It doesn’t hurt to practise. It will help you get into character.”

I groaned. This little ‘game’ was starting to evolve into something that I really didn’t like. Twenty-four hours earlier, it was just a little gag: something we were doing for fun. Now, it had a whole life of its own. It was becoming intricate and complicated. She looked back at me after a couple of minutes and said, “Why aren’t you shaving your legs?”

“Can’t I just wear tights or something?” I said.

“How are you going to tease him in tights? You need to be able to show some skin. Oh—and your armpits too. Half of those dresses are sleeveless. In fact, the one I have in mind for you is totally sleeveless. But I want to see the other options.”

“I’m not shaving my armpits—or my legs. This is crazy,” I said. “Let’s just get a picture of Samuel using the website. I’m sure I can get him to show his dick again. Let’s leave it at that.”

And then I watched as Olivia’s expression dropped. My words apparently stung her. She spent the whole day setting up for this. This little ‘project’ was taking her away from the stress of her big breakup. Maybe I was being a bit mean; maybe I was spoiling her fun and making her realize that she was just wasting her time.

“Actually,” I said. “You might be right. Maybe I should just shave my legs. I think we can really trap him if I just show him a bit of thigh.”

Then, Olivia grinned. “Really?” she said.

“I mean—who knows? Maybe we can get him to cum. If that’s not cheating, then I don’t know what is.” I had to bite my tongue. My stomach was turning at the thought of removing my body hair… but she was right: it would grow back, and it would be fully back before it was warm enough to wear shorts again. I didn’t have much to lose, and if this made her happy, it was hardly a sacrifice.

So while she was brewing her tea, I slipped into the bathroom and ran the shower. I got in and started swiping away hair, using the pink razor that she brought over from her apartment. It felt weird, using her razor. It had a little bubble on it that dispensed a small amount of moisturizer, or oil or something. It felt kind of nice and did a better job of shaving than my face razor. I actually ended up using it on my cheeks and chin, just to get that super-close shave—and maybe because I liked the idea of putting that razor to my face, knowing it had been right up against Olivia’s pussy.

Okay, so maybe I still liked Olivia a little bit. Maybe I’d always liked her just a little bit. I knew it would never work between us; I didn’t have tits or a pussy, and that’s what she wanted. She didn’t like men and I wasn’t a woman—it was that simple.

But now, I should admit something to you: Olivia was the reason my last relationship ended… and the one before that too. I was the one who ended both relationships, and maybe I should have stuck one of them out. Both times, I was sitting there, on date ten or eleven or twelve… we were sitting together, watching some movie that neither of us really cared for, with nothing to talk about. And as I sat there, the thought occurred to me: if I was with Olivia, there wouldn’t be this horrible silence; I always had something to talk about with Olivia. I was always laughing with Olivia. We were always having fun together. And now, a dozen dates into a relationship, the spark seemed dead; there was no real connection.

And I was starting to wonder if I would ever be friends with a partner the way that I was friends with Olivia. Maybe a man isn’t supposed to be ‘friends’ with his romantic partner. Maybe that’s just something you see in romantic movies; maybe romance is one thing and friendship is another.

I shook my head; it was irrelevant to even think about: a stupid idea to bother entertaining, because she was a lesbian woman, and I was a straight man. The controversy ended there.

It took a lot longer to shave than I was expecting. Like—I was thinking it would take five, maybe ten minutes, but no; I was still going after thirty minutes, taking hair off one swipe at a time. I wasn’t a very hairy person to begin with; in fact, I’d always been a bit self-conscious about how ‘hairless’ I was. But now I was rethinking my own hair situation. I swear I could have filled a ziplock bag with hair—not to get too gross. It just kept coming, swipe after swipe, swirling down my drain. And then I was left with another dilemma: a straight line around my crotch. I tried to even it out, trying to blend the smooth skin with the hairy crotch area, but I was no hair-stylist, and I kept inching the hairline in and in and in—until I realized I just had to do away with it or be left looking idiotic.

So I did away with it all—every last hair, even the ones up my abdomen, and the little hairs on my chest. I had to look away while I did my armpits; it felt like such a blow to my masculinity. I couldn’t stand the thought of looking so… young. At least it seemed like I was making myself look younger, until I stepped out from the shower and saw myself in the mirror…

Sure, I looked a bit younger, but really, I now looked like a girl—even with my cock hanging there, and my lack of breasts. I can’t quite explain it, but my smooth skin made everything different. That glisten from the smooth skin seemed to make my hips look wider and curvier. My thighs seemed… bigger, yet somehow, my figure in general seemed smaller. I swear I was shorter, but that wouldn’t make any sense. My mind was playing tricks on me, taking in the information it was seeing and trying to fill in the gaps, like some computer seeing half a picture of a dog and using AI to create the other half.

But that wasn’t even the full look. Olivia hadn’t even started with me yet. It was about to get a lot worse: women’s clothing, makeup, a girly hairstyle. And I’d almost forgotten just how talented Olivia was with those little makeup brushes. She hardly spent fifteen minutes swiping away at my face—longer than the day before, but less than half the time it took me to shave. She put in a bit more effort, now with a bit more motivation to ensure that I looked truly passable—and truly ‘sexy’. When she was done, I was truly transformed, and it was truly awkward looking at myself in the mirror.

Because now, I was looking at a girl, no matter which angle I looked at myself from. Now, it wasn’t a matter of finding the right angle with the webcam; it was just a matter of being there, in front of the camera. “This is freaky,” I said, touching my face.

“Don’t ruin your makeup,” she snapped at me. “You look so cute. You wouldn’t want to smudge anything.”

“It just looks so… surreal.”

“I told you: you’re a cutie.”

“Well, it’s not me; it’s makeup,” I said in my own defence.

“No, it’s you,” she said, thinking she was complimenting me. “You can’t make anyone this cute.” She didn’t seem to realize that she was technically insulting me—as if she’d forgotten that she was speaking to a male. I was a straight male and was starting to really question whether I was remotely attractive to the fairer gender.

Olivia had me try on each and every outfit, and different combinations of blouses and skirts. She was determined to put together the ‘perfect look’. I didn’t see why it mattered, but I let her have her fun. Olivia lost many of her close female friends in her split with Brit; they were all in the same friend group, so the friends were forced to choose sides, as is common with splits like that. Brit was a popular blonde lipstick lesbian, so most of those girls went with her. And then, on top of it all, Hannah was hardly in contact anymore; Olivia only had me, and I was starting to wonder if she was trying to make me into one of her chick friends.

Normally, I would have turned her down to save my own pride… but I hated seeing her so sad. So I just let her do it; I let her turn me into her little doll so she could have her playtime. She put me in this outfit and then that outfit. But it was the little white lace dress that made her eyes beam. She smiled and blushed and then she said, “That dress is so you.” And then she put me in white-sheer stockings with bows on them. To make it even more emasculating, she put me into little black shoes that looked like belonged on a doll. I had to squeeze my toes into them, which wasn’t terribly comfortable, but they made my feet look a bit smaller and cuter, and that just made me look a bit more feminine overall.

And yes, I practised my voice for her, though I never achieved anything remotely convincing, at least not in my opinion. We both agreed it would be best for me to keep my mouth shut, but Olivia made a weird comment: “Just keep working on it,” she said, as if this situation was going to come up again; as if I would one day need to be able to speak like a girl.

Then, we eyed the clock and saw that we’d lost track of time. It was late now and we were missing our opportunity to connect with Samuel. Olivia got the computer running. She had a hard drive hooked up, so that the video recording could go on and on and on. She had a little table set up to record me from the perfect angle. I felt a bit like a cam girl at her first day of work; hell—it even felt like I was on a cam girl set, with the pink sheets and stuffed animals. I was surprised she hadn’t set dildos out on the nightstand.

But the room was nicely lit, just like a set. She’d moved in two lamps from my living room, and she’d brought over a soft LED light with a light stand that she used for her makeup tutorial videos. Now, it was off-camera, softening my face with a perfect glow. She insisted it helped to hide my imperfections; maybe it was true, but I preferred the idea of being dimly lit, forcing the men to squint; that way, I would have never come close to being recognized. But Olivia didn’t want to give Samuel any reason to pass on me. It was all overkill, but oh well—it kept her occupied through the day, and maybe that’s exactly what she needed.

“Here we go,” she said, and then I was suddenly in the spotlight again. I was nervous, as if I’d never done it before. All of those familiar anxieties rushed in and I tensed up, forcing an awkward smile. We connected to the first guy. I stared blankly at him, waiting for Olivia to skip; now, with the laptop out of my reach, she was in control. But she wasn’t skipping.

I eyed her as the man started talking. “Whoa,” he said. “Sexy! What the hell are you doing on here? You’re way too hot for this shit-hole website!”

I tried to strengthen my glare. Why wasn’t she skipping?

“You shy or something? Come on, sexy. Talk to me.”

I finally looked at the screen and smiled. Then, Olivia finally disconnected. “What the hell took so long!?” I said.

“I just realized—you have no way to talk to these people,” she said. “I need to get you a keyboard.”

I told her that I had a wireless keyboard in my closet, so she went to fetch it—but she didn’t turn off the auto-connect feature on the website, so when I looked back at the screen, I saw that there was a man in a hoodie staring at me. His lips were parted and his eyes were glowing… and then I noticed that his cock was in his hand. He started pumping it, staring intensely at me—and I just sat there, frozen. I wanted to jump up and turn the screen off, but a part of me was afraid to move, afraid that my skirt would flip up and he would see more than I wanted to show him. So I just remained there while Olivia was gone, being watched by a masturbator.

I don’t know why I was so frozen. I don’t know why I couldn’t get get up, lean forward, and click the disconnect button. “You’re so fucking hot,” the man groaned through clenched teeth. He was rock hard; the tip of his cock was dark red because he was squeezing so hard. And he was just staring at me, as if I was pornography. I wasn’t even sitting in a sensual way. I wasn’t talking dirty or teasing him. My sheer existence was enough for him to jerk off to. Apparently, yanking it to me was better than the huge amount of free pornography online.

And I’m not sure why I did it; maybe I was just feeling like teasing him, feeling like seeing if I could actually make the guy cum… I winked at him and grinned, biting my lip and turning my head slightly to the side, putting on my most ‘seductive’ pose. He tensed up all over. “Oh, fuck, you’re so hot!” he groaned.

He pumped his cock faster. It was so strange, being the subject of his live-fantasy. I didn’t want to be there, but at the same time, there was something very entertaining about it. It was like the night before, thinking it would be funny to ruin his orgasm at the last moment… but this time, I didn’t ruin it for him. I let him get off to me, staring into the camera as if I was staring into his eyes. He groaned loudly and unloaded all over his stomach. I made a man cum—and I didn’t bother to reveal myself. For some reason, I just wanted my masculinity to stay hidden. I waved goodbye and then finally got the courage to lean forward and end the stream. My heart was pounding, and I wasn’t quite sure what had just happened.

Then, Olivia returned with the wireless keyboard. “Let’s try this again,” she smiled, oblivious to what I’d just done during the three minutes she was out of the room for.


CHAPTER 6
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We went through guy after guy after guy. It was strangely exhausting after thirty minutes. We never stayed on anyone for long—a few seconds at most, skipping as soon as we were sure we weren’t looking at Samuel. “If he’s online, we’ll find him eventually,” Olivia said with more optimism than I had.

We only stopped on strangers for a few seconds, but it was long enough for them to light up, ogle me, and sometimes throw in a desperate compliment. Some even begged, “Don’t skip me!” But, of course, we skipped them. We weren’t there to fool with strangers; we had a goal in mind. We had to find Samuel, which meant skipping person after person after person.

But all the compliments were starting to pile up. I was starting to wonder if there was some truth to them. Maybe they were all just trying to get into my ‘panties’, using those compliments to try to keep me around… or maybe they were genuine when they said things like, “You have beautiful eyes,” or, “Oh my God, you’re so fucking hot!” I have to admit that I was blushing constantly. I caught myself smiling a few times, even though I knew those weren’t really compliments. I mean—maybe they were genuine, but I wasn’t a girl, so being told that I was ‘beautiful’ was the equivalent of a woman being told that she was ‘handsome’—something nobody wants to hear.

Yet for some reason, I was still blushing. I guess there was some positivity to it; if I was ‘hot’ then that meant that I was convincing too, and if I was convincing, that meant that I was unrecognizable. Being unrecognizable gave me some comfort, helping me to relax, and that, in turn, made me seem more attractive and approachable. My confidence was building up and up and up—so when we finally found Samuel, I was in my best element.

I almost let out a gasp when we landed on him, and Olivia almost skipped him after close to an hour of constantly pressing that skip button every few seconds. As her finger grazed that button, she gasped and retracted her hand, and then she covered her mouth, worried her voice was picked up by the microphone.

There was a silence between us as Samuel stared at the screen. It took him a moment to clue in before he said, “It’s you!”

I smiled and waved, forcing myself to move through my rigid paralysis. We had him! The screen was recording! But Samuel wasn’t exactly doing anything incriminating… not yet. He was sitting on his couch, clothed, smiling at the camera.

“I was really hoping we would match again,” he said.

I looked to Olivia. I didn’t know how to respond. She was just urging me to type something—anything. So I pattered my fingers across the keyboard and said, “I was hoping to see you too.”

But it was hard to press send. I had to think about it. The goal was to catch Samuel… but were we trying to trap him? Were we trying to set him up for failure or did we want him to simply expose himself. Sure, any man would cave if a beautiful woman pestered him enough and drove him to adultery…. but what would Hannah think if she watched the video and saw us entrapping him? What if she saw us pushing him to do bad things? He needed to volunteer his naughtiness. “How’s your night going?” he asked.

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “Fine,” I said.

Olivia was making faces. Apparently that wasn’t the answer she wanted me to make. I looked into her eyes and could tell that she wanted me to be more flirty. She wanted something more along the lines of, ‘Better now that you’re here, baby.’ But that just didn’t seem fair to Samuel—or to Hannah. I wanted to pull Olivia aside and talk to her about my thought process; it was probably something we should have gone over before, but I suppose you can’t see every little thing coming without the right crystal ball.

“Just fine?” Samuel asked.

“Just fine,” I wrote back, with a small happy-face emoji. Olivia was losing her mind, covering her face with both of her hands. But I just couldn’t bring myself to flirt with him the way she wanted me to; it just didn’t seem fair.

“I had a long day,” Samuel said. And now, I was watching him closely, looking at his tattoos; it definitely was him. That recording was evidence that he was on the site, without question. But that site wasn’t technically made for men to masturbate with women; sure, that’s how most people used it—but many also just used it to find people to chat with. There was an option to tag your interests so you could be matched with someone who wanted to talk music or movies—not everyone had their mind in the gutter.

But I knew Samuel wanted to get down and dirty, because that’s why he was there the night before. I just had to keep him interested for long enough. “What did you get up to today?” I asked.

“I worked this morning,” he said.

“What kind of work do you do?”

“Music stuff,” he said. “It’s pretty complicated—and kind of boring. I mean, it usually sounds impressive to people, but it’s really just setting up mics and running cables. I like your dress by the way.”

“Thank you,” I wrote with a smile.

“Why don’t you talk?” he said. “I’d love to hear your voice.”

“I’m too shy,” I said.

“Roommate? Parents in the house?”

I just smiled and shrugged my shoulders. Olivia was now across the room, trying not to bash her head into the wall. She seemed to think that I was botching the whole mission. But I was sure that I was doing the right thing. Samuel was still there, wasn’t he? Olivia didn’t understand men the way that I did; I knew what men wanted to hear—and I knew that men didn’t want to get it so easily.

“Just whisper for me,” he said, leaning in. “I just want to hear your speak.”

Now, Olivia was facing me, frozen, staring at me with big, nervous eyes. She knew my voice wasn’t good enough and I knew it too. But Samuel wasn’t giving me much of a choice; somehow, I knew that he was going to move on from me if I didn’t give him what he wanted. He wasn’t asking me to chat with him; he just wanted to hear my voice. And I’d been practising… he only wanted me to whisper. Maybe I could make a single whispered sentence somewhat convincing. “What do you want me to say?” I asked with a whisper, putting on that girly voice as best as I could. Olivia gasped and covered her mouth, in disbelief that I would jeopardize the whole mission.

But Samuel just smiled. He had a strange sense of relief on his face. “You’re super cute,” he said.

And now we had something to work with. Maybe it wasn’t ‘cheating’, but he was complimenting another woman. He was doing something that Hannah would have certainly not approved of. But was it enough to take it to Hannah? Was it enough to expose ourselves as conspirators? We knew that we needed more.

“Thanks,” I whispered. It was a risk using my own voice, but I knew that it bought me bonus points.

“Tell me more about yourself,” he said, leaning back and settling into his spot. He wasn’t quite as horny as the night before; maybe he made it with Hannah earlier in the evening.

“What do you want to know?” I typed.

“Where do you live?” he asked.

Olivia was staring at me, trying to urge me to say something. But I had a bit of a plan. “In Hampton,” I said.

Olivia gasped again. ‘Why would you tell him that!’ she mouthed at me. But I knew I could pique Sam’s interest if he knew we were in the same town. Maybe I could get him to another level of excitement.

“No way,” he said. “I’m in Hampton! Where do you live?”

“East Hampton,” I said.

“I’m in the west,” he said. “That’s crazy. Small world. I bet we know a lot of the same people.”

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. Olivia was glaring at me, unimpressed. I was taking over that mission and disregarding her input. Maybe I was being a fool, but we were getting what we needed. We had something to work with now—we just needed a little more.

“I can’t get over that dress,” he said. “It really looks so good on you.”

I just smiled. I leaned back and turned side to side so he could see more of me. Maybe it was foolish to show him too much, but I thought my figure might help to seduce him without having to ‘trap’ him.

He watched me with bright, glowing eyes. It was so strange to think a man like him could be attracted to someone like me. I wasn’t gay, but even I knew that he was handsome; he looked like he could be some star athlete, or the star of some action movie. He had that pretty boy face and that rugged jawline. He could get any girl he wanted, but in that moment, he was there with me, staring at me as if I was the one out of his league.

“Damn,” he said. “I can’t believe I’ve never met you before.”

I smiled and settled back into place.

“Please tell me you’re single,” he said.

I nodded my head. “Are you?” I typed.

He laughed and looked down. Then, he brought his fingers to the keyboard. “Not exactly,” he wrote. I don’t know why he didn’t speak with his mouth. “It’s complicated.”

“You’re not a cheater, are you?” I asked with a small grin.

“It’s complicated,” he wrote.

“Explain,” I said.

And now, Olivia was leaning in, intrigued, but also still pissed at how I was handling this whole operation.

“I’m seeing this girl,” he said. “But she’s…”

“She’s what?” I said.

“She’s asexual,” he said. “She doesn’t have any interest in sex.”

I froze, staring at Samuel for a long moment. Then, I let my gaze drift to Olivia, and she was making the same face. Was he lying to justify bad behaviour, or was it true?

“So, I guess you could say that we’ve agreed to something like an open relationship. Look—I’m going to be honest with you. It’s been tough. I really like her. She’s one of the sweetest girls I’ve ever met… but the no-sex thing… it’s been really hard. At first, I thought it wouldn’t bother me. But after a month… two months… it just got to be too much. So I sat down with her. We talked. She said that I could seek out sexual relationships.”

Olivia rolled her eyes and shook her head. She didn’t believe a word of it—and I can’t say that I totally believed him either… but what if he was telling the truth? What if Hannah knew that he was out looking for sexual satisfaction elsewhere? What if she really didn’t care? How could we show her that footage? Would it not just humiliate her? She’d never mentioned being asexual before… but she was also very quiet about her sex life; she never talked about it.

Whether he was lying or not, this suddenly seemed like something that just wasn’t any of our business.

“I hope I’m not putting you off,” he said. “To be honest with you, I’ve been thinking of splitting up with her. I would hate to break her heart like that; she likes me a lot—and I’m obsessed with her. But sex… it’s such an important thing, and you don’t really realize it until you don’t have it.”

“Does she know you’re here, talking to me?” I asked.

He laughed and shrugged his shoulders. “Actually, yes,” he said.

And now, Olivia’s face was white and her eyes were big.

“She’s here,” he wrote—and now I understood why he wasn’t speaking. “Well—not in this room. She’s showering. We’re going to watch a movie together later. I asked her if I could hop on and get a quickie out.” He laughed again. “You probably think I’m such a pervert now.”

“No,” I wrote.

“I can see it in your face that you think I’m some sort of weirdo,” he said.

And I just sat there, frozen. Was he messing with us? Did he realize who I was and now he was tricking me? I was so confused. I wasn’t sure what to believe. I suddenly felt like I just wanted to close the laptop and pretend like this never happened. I didn’t like meddling in the lives of other people. And I certainly did not want to humiliate one of my best friends.

“I think all relationships are different,” I wrote. “There’s no right or wrong way to do things.”

He smiled. “I’m glad you understand.”

“I really need to go,” I wrote. “But maybe we’ll talk again another time.”

“Okay, beautiful,” he said. “Have a good night.”

I leaned forward and disconnected before Olivia could snap out of her confused state of shock. “What are you doing!?” she gasped. “Are you insane!? We had him!”

“Didn’t you hear him?” I said.

“He was lying to you!” she cried.

“Why would he lie about that?” I asked.

“Because he’s a sociopath, you damned idiot!” she groaned. She spun around and stormed over to the kitchen, and then she quickly returned with an opened beer. “I cannot believe you just did that!”

“I just don’t get why he would lie like that. And even if he was lying… is this really any of our business?” I was still up on the bed, feeling vulnerable in my girly dress and makeup.

“Hannah is our business,” she growled. “It’s our job to protect her. I mean—maybe we have enough to work with here; she can see that he’s been on ChatFinder, and she can see him calling you beautiful. Could you not have gotten him to allude to last night? Just get him to admit that he jerked himself off for you?”

“It’s not our business!” I insisted.

“It is!” she insisted.

I groaned and she did the same. We really weren’t on the same page. “We’re in a shitty position,” she said, sitting down on the edge of the bed.

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t think we can show any of this to Hannah,” she said.

I agreed, but I wanted to hear her reasoning. “Why not?”

“Because he didn’t do anything. It just makes us look bad—not him. I mean, maybe we expose him as a liar, and maybe there’s some insinuation that he’s cheating, but it’s nothing he can’t lie his way out of. We know he’s a narcissist. We know he’s a professional liar. We needed hard evidence, but we just got… an awkward situation.”

“Well, it’s none of our business anyway,” I said.

“Let’s just agree to disagree on that point,” she groaned. “I’ll try to meet with Hannah tomorrow. I’m going to try to get her to open up about her sex life. I’ll see if anything Samuel is saying holds up.” Then she looked at me and shook her head with those horrible narrowed, disapproving eyes. “You really had to fuck that all up, huh?”

“Why don’t you put yourself in front of the camera then!” I gasped.

“Because he knows me! I’ve met him, like, four times. You hardly know him, and he’s never seen you with makeup.” She stood up, took a deep breath, and then she started towards the door. “I’m going to head home for the night. I’ll leave my stuff here. I’m going to get as much info from Hannah as I can, and then maybe we can try this again. Alright?”

“I’m just not sure this is any of our business,” I said.

She stared right into my eyes. “Joseph,” she said. “If some girl was cheating on you, and I knew about it, I would make it my business, whether you liked it or not.”

I blushed. Her putting it like that definitely made me see it from her perspective. Maybe she was right: maybe we really did need to make this our business—at least a little bit. We needed to protect our friend. Olivia’s plan was good: first, we needed to gather some more information. We needed to proceed with caution. We knew where to find Samuel, and we knew what he was doing. The question now was: was he doing anything wrong?


CHAPTER 7
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Ihad the day off of work, but I wished that that wasn’t the case. I wanted something to do, something to keep my mind occupied. It was a chilly day, with high winds that made being outside extremely uncomfortable. I was stuck at home, wandering around, trying to decide what I was supposed to do about this whole Samuel conundrum. Now, Olivia was out with Hannah, and I was waiting for her to message me an update. She told me she was going to try to be super discreet and smooth in her delivery, and she even told me that she wasn’t necessarily expecting an answer in regards to Hannah and Samuel’s sex life.

Even if Hannah said that things were totally fine between them, there was no way to be sure. Maybe this was an embarrassing topic for her; nobody wants to admit that they hate the idea of sex.

And come to think of it, Hannah really had never talked at all about sex. Sure, we’d had conversations about things like losing our virginity and whatnot. Hannah had always been shy when those topics came up. She would blush and smile and say, “I just don’t like talking about it.” But that didn’t mean one thing or the other, necessarily. There wasn’t enough information available to make any assumptions—and we were now playing a dangerous game, and assumptions couldn’t be made so easily.

I hated that we’d wedged ourselves into their relationship. I didn’t want to know what Samuel was doing behind Hannah’s back. The whole thing just made my stomach turn.

I wanted to get my mind off of it, but I wasn’t so sure how to do it. I tried going out: braving the cold to walk around town, but I didn’t actually have any spare income to go shopping, so it was just a long, pointless, cold walk.

Then I returned home. I checked my phone: still nothing from Olivia. I put on a movie and sat on the couch, but the movie failed to keep my attention.

I paced around. I decided to cook a dinner. I made something big enough for two, assuming Olivia was going to stop by. But then I got a message from Olivia. “Me and Hannah are going on a girls’ trip to Niagara Falls. I’ll update you when we’re back tomorrow night.”

I groaned. So I was stuck without an update, and I was facing a lonely night with no plans.

Wind whistled sharply against my window. I stared at my fancy dinner for two. I guess it was a fancy dinner for one hungry person, so I needed to work up an appetite. I watched another movie. I wasn’t used to being so bored. I could usually think of things to do, but now, my mind was out of ideas. The only thing in my head was Samuel and Hannah. I wanted some closure on the whole ordeal. I wanted to know that Hannah was going to be okay.

I wanted to believe that Samuel was telling me the truth.

Now, it was dark outside. It was that time of year when it seemed like it was dark outside for most of the day. It was so easy to lose track of time on those long late-autumn nights.

I ate my dinner quietly and stored the leftovers in the fridge. I cleaned the dishes, and then I went to take a long shower. While the hot water ran down my naked body, I noticed the pink razor. Olivia had left it—along with all of her stuff. The makeup was still sprawled out all over the counter. Those dresses were still on my bed—and so were the pink bed sheets. Olivia had even left her perfume, a toothbrush, and a purse filled with hygiene products.

I had a bit of stubble coming in on my pelvis, and some soft hairs poking out on my thighs. I stared for a moment. My heart skipped a small beat. Maybe I could just clean myself up: remove that thin layer of hair before it came back in full. It was easy to upkeep as long as I stayed on top of it… and I really didn’t know how long Olivia was going to need me in ‘girly’ shape. So I grabbed the razor and did away with the fresh growth. It was only five minutes before I was as smooth as a cold hotdog.

I ran my fingers up my soft legs. I kind of liked that feeling. There was something so… sensual about it. I just wanted to keep touching myself over and over—especially around my pelvis, where my treasure trail once was. It was such a strange satisfaction.

Then, I noticed Olivia’s skin moisturizer. I loved the way it smelled so much. That smell reminded me of her—and it was just a pleasant odour in general, so I slathered myself in it. It was also supposed to help with ingrown hairs and razor burn, and I hated all of the little red dots that were currently on my ass. But that moisturizer had an instant soothing effect, making those dots fade slightly after just a few minutes.

Then, standing on my bathmat, I found myself eyeing the makeup on the counter. I’d watched Olivia doing my makeup a couple of times now. I knew that I had the rest of the night to myself… and I knew that Hannah was out of town with Olivia, which meant that Samuel was probably home alone too. Maybe I could get him on ChatFinder again. Maybe this was my chance to get what we didn’t get the night before.

I approached the makeup slowly. I took a deep breath and eyed all of the supplies. There really wasn’t so much there; it all seemed more-or-less straight-forward. I knew which supplies she’d used on me before. So I grabbed that cream foundation. I squirted some into my hand, and that’s when I noticed my hand was trembling.

I’m not sure why I suddenly felt so nervous. I’d done this every night for the past couple of nights; why was this any different? If anything, this was less of a big deal because I wasn’t embarrassing myself in front of Olivia. But it just seemed so much more nerve-racking. I took a deep breath and got to work.

It was about that time of night: time to match with Samuel before he matched with someone else.

I spent the next forty minutes in front of that mirror. Everything was relatively straight-forward—until I got to the eyeliner. My God! How did women draw smooth lines with those eyeliner pens!? I kept making little bumps and smudges, and I tried to correct them by making the line thicker and thicker, until I had intensely thick goth-girl eyes…

But the look actually wasn’t so bad. I had that black gothic dress with the sheer sleeves and lacy skirt. Maybe that was the perfect look for that dress. I retrieved the dress from my bedroom and wriggled into it, grunting as it was very tight around my waist. But it did fit quite nicely once it was on. I had to slip a few bra pads into the top to make it look right.

Next, I slipped on some sheer black stockings. They were super thin, so I had to be careful not to snag them or tear them. They were so soft, hugging my thighs comfortably. But they made the floors extra-slippery. I felt like Bambi on ice as I tiptoed back over to the bathroom to deal with my hair.

But I didn’t feel like I was in a rush. I was taking my time, making sure the details were perfect. I was actually kind of starting to like that little rush that I was getting: like the adrenaline you get before jumping out of a plane with some Australian who claims to be a skydiving expert.

I tried fixing my eyeliner. Then, I watched one of Olivia’s YouTube tutorials about ways to fix botched eyeliner, and liked her tip about turning it into a dark smoky-eye look. So I blended the eyeliner out with some dark eyeshadow, and the look was quite seductive.

I went with a dark lipstick. I’d always had a bit of thing for goth girls, after all. Now, I looked like one of them… minus the aggressive chains and spikes and whatnot. I was like a cutesy goth girl. I even caught myself posing in cute ways in front of the mirror. I had to pull myself away. “Don’t get carried away with this,” I whispered to myself.

But it was hard not to grin. I’d done a surprisingly good job with my makeup. In fact, I didn’t think my makeup job was so much worse than what Olivia was able to do. I did a few poses in front of the mirror, soaking in my little accomplishment. I even winked at myself before pulling myself away, reminding myself that I was on a mission, and this wasn’t just for fun.

I cleaned up my room to make it presentable for the camera. I hooked up that wireless keyboard and I climbed on up. Then, I spent a few minutes finding the perfect position, so that I looked as cute as I could look. I caught myself smiling one more time; that smile just wouldn’t go away; it was determined to make me feel like I was losing my mind.

I got onto that website and then came the first real wave of panic. What if my makeup job wasn’t as good as I thought it was? What if I was now recognizable, and I actually did match with Samuel? What would Olivia think about me going off on my own with this whole scheme? My heart was racing fast, but I knew that I was losing my window. If Samuel was going to be on, he was going to find someone; I had to act fast.

So I pressed that button and leaned back, tensing up all over. The little circle spun round and round, and then I was suddenly looking at a young man with glasses. He blinked a few times and then said, “Whoa.”

He wasn’t Samuel, but I didn’t skip. I’m not sure what stopped me from skipping. I guess I figured I could use him to make sure my self-feminization was successful. I smiled and waved.

“You’re, like, super hot,” he said.

“Thanks,” I whispered. I’d been practising that voice throughout the afternoon and evening… okay, maybe I’d been practising it a little bit earlier in the day too. I found that I could be perfectly convincing as long as I was whispering; it wasn’t hard to hide that masculine edge that I hardly had to begin with.

“Can I see your tits?” he asked.

So I skipped to the next guy. I got a similar reaction. “Damn, you’re sexy!” he said. He was an older guy with a balding head. He lit a cigarette and stared at me. “Are you going to scam me or something?”

“No,” I said very, very softly.

“You’re way too hot for this site,” he laughed. “Come closer so I can see your face better.”

I don’t know why I did it, but I leaned in so he could have a better look. He lit up. “Wow,” he said. “You’re, like… super pretty. So what are you doing here?”

I waved at him, breaking his heart, and then I skipped to continue my search for Samuel. But with each person, I stopped for a while. I let them compliment me. I even got a little bit flirty with a few of them, letting them butter me up a little bit. It was nice being complimented like that. It wasn’t something that I was at all used to.

“Damn, you’re fine!” one black guy said to me. “Can you stand up and show me your whole body?”

I did it for him, aiming my screen towards my room, standing up so he could see my stocking-clad legs. “Holy shit,” he said, and then I realized he had his big black cock in his fist. He stroked himself, staring at me. And for a moment, it was tempting to reveal myself, to ruin his fun the way we did on the first night… but at the same time, I didn’t want to spoil it for him. He was enjoying himself and I was kind of liking the compliments. “You’re so, so, so hot,” he kept saying. “What do you think of my cock?”

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. I didn’t care for his cock… but he was very, very big. If I had to guess, I would have guessed ten or eleven inches of length. It was thick too, and heavy looking. He squeezed tightly, making the veins bulge. He groaned and grunted. Then, just for fun, I did a little dance for him. I ran my hands down my body and then I lifted my gothic skirt to show him my pale bum. He groaned loudly and then I looked back at the screen to see that he was coming. A shot even hit his web camera, obscuring the visual as thick goo poured downwards. I giggled and ran over to skip to the next guy.

My heart was racing. Was this the exact definition of getting carried away? What else was I supposed to be doing? I had nothing to do, and this was strangely… fun. If only that guy knew that he just nutted to a man! Maybe I should have revealed myself, or maybe it was funnier if he had no clue; it was my own little secret: my naughty little secret.

The next guy jumped out of his seat when he saw me. “Holy shit!” he said, and I was horrified that he recognized me. “You’re stunning!”

“Thanks,” I whispered.

“Spin for me!”

I did it.

“Wow!” he gasped. “Beautiful. How much do I have to beg to get you to show me your ass?”

I just showed him. I wasn’t shy about my ass. I didn’t know the guy, so it made no difference to me. I heard him moan loudly as he set his gaze on my bum, so I jiggled my cheeks for him. “Like it?” I whispered.

“Like it?” he said. “I fucking love it! Now what about your boobs?”

I grinned, and then I skipped him. The next guy was just as stunned, so I played around for him too. Then, I saw him masturbating, so I wrote, “You have thirty seconds to cum to me before I skip.”

And he made it happen. He jerked himself hard and came within twenty seconds. I giggled and waved goodbye, and then I was onto the next guy.

That night, I must have made a dozen men ejaculate. I never came across Samuel. In fact, I forgot all about Samuel until I let a yawn slip and realized it was midnight. “Shit,” I whispered. All of that effort and time was for nothing. I was no closer to having any dirt on Samuel. And not that it mattered, because I’d forgotten to even press the record button on my laptop’s keyboard. Had I matched with Samuel, there would be no proof.

I took a long shower, letting the water wash the makeup from my face. I put Olivia’s clothes back with the other outfits. Then, I crawled into bed. But it wasn’t long before my phone was in my hands. I was on Olivia’s YouTube channel, watching makeup tutorials, picking up a few tips; and I wasn’t even quite sure why, or what I was going to do with those tips.

But still, I stayed up past 3:00 AM watching videos, and whispering in that girly voice, thinking that I could make it a little bit better with a little bit of practise.

But I really had no idea what I was doing anymore; I wasn’t even sure if we were still going to try to trap Samuel.


CHAPTER 8
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Olivia and Hannah stayed one more night in Niagara Falls. I guess Hannah thought she was getting Olivia away from her heartbreak, and Olivia thought she needed more time to get some honesty out of Hannah. I got a small update the next morning: “Still working on it,” Olivia said simply.

But at least I had work to keep my mind occupied. At least I thought it would take things off of my mind… but now, I was in a different headspace. We had a lot of female customers come through the store on a regular basis, and sure, sometimes I noticed them. Sometimes girls came in looking pretty, in low-cut dresses and tiny tops. I was a single man, after all—I liked to think that there was nothing wrong with checking girls out…

But now, I was looking at them differently. I was noticing different things. “I really like that outfit,” I said to one girl, who was wearing a skirt that I currently had in my home: one of Olivia’s skirts that seemed to go with everything. It went really well with the grey sweater this particular girl was wearing.

And then it was twenty minutes later when a girl came in with pink eyeshadow, just gently brushed on her eyelids but not much further. It was a simple style that I wouldn’t have considered, but now I was wondering if it would look cute on me. I got a closer look at her when she was checking out. It was hard to tell if she had fake lashes on, or if she was just wearing very dark mascara.

This kept happening through the day. My gaze drifted to shoes, skirts, hair styles, and makeup styles. I was particularly fascinated with the girls who came in with short hair, but still looked feminine. I found myself analyzing them, wondering how they did it, and what we had in common. It was like my eyes had been opened to a whole new world.

And the most shocking thing about it was just how much work went into looking pretty; I never really realized it before, even though I’d lived with a couple of girls before. I’d seen girls do their makeup, and sure, I knew that it took forever… but I never realized just how much went into it.

It was near the middle of the day when I was ‘caught’ staring at a woman. “Please don’t be a creep,” she said to me, thinking that I was checking her out. And look: I wish that I had been checking her out; that would have been much less embarrassing than the reality.

And I probably should have just pretended like I was some cheeky pervert, but I made the mistake of saying, “I’m sorry, I just really love the embroidery on your skirt.” I must have sounded like such a loser—or maybe like a liar. She rolled her eyes and left the store, and then, thirty minutes later, my boss came to me and scolded me. “We got a call from a girl…” And you can imagine how the rest of that went. It was just a ‘warning’. “Don’t do it again,” he said. My God, I was so embarrassed. I didn’t admit that I was only looking at her because I was imagining myself in her little dress, trying to imagine how it would feel on my body.

When I got home that evening, I was tingling all over. I don’t know why, but the urge to get dolled up was strong. I wanted to be pretty so I could go onto ChatFinder, so I could get attention from all of those guys. I’m not sure why I wanted it; but it felt nice: being noticed, being adored. It wasn’t something that I was used to as a guy; nobody ever ogled me or told me how amazing I looked. I don’t think a single woman had ever rubbed between her legs, thinking about me. But on that website, men couldn’t help themselves—and the odd lesbian too.

That night, I found a girl who said, “I just think you’re so pretty,” to me after ten minutes of chatting. I looked down and saw that she had her hand down her skirt. She apologized. “I just can’t help myself,” she said with a dark red face.

And she was cute: cuter than any girl that had ever gone on a date with me. I didn’t bother telling her that I was actually a boy. “My parents don’t know that I’m gay,” she told me. Then, she showed me her pussy, lifting up her skirt, pushing her fingers deep into her wet hole. “Can I just see your breasts?” she asked.

“I’m kind of shy about them,” I said.

“What about your pussy?” she asked, rubbing harder and harder, legs squirming.

“I’m kind of shy,” I said again. But I gave her something to work with. I grabbed my ‘breasts’ through my dress and squeezed them. I stood up and did a bit of erotic dancing for her, moving my hands all over my body, running my fingers through my hair. I looked back at the screen at the perfect moment, seeing her pussy gushing a huge bout of fluid as she moaned, fingers deep in her slit.

I would have killed to get attention like that in ‘male form’. But I was happy to take it as it came to me. I was even happy to take it from guys, letting them jerk off to the sight of me. One guy asked me to lean in and open my mouth, and then he creamed his computer screen, as if he was ejaculating into my throat. It was a bit weird—no doubt—but it was strangely exciting to think that I had this charm over them. Almost everyone stayed on me; hardly anyone ever skipped me.

I did wonder about the guys who did skip me; I rarely came across other girls, and when I did, they were almost never as cute as me. I just convinced myself that those men were gay and looking for boys to jerk off with.

And strangely, it wasn’t something that I got bored with. I assumed it was just something I needed to get out of my system… but I kept matching with guy after guy after guy, and that excitement to carry on just didn’t falter.

I was dancing for a complete stranger around 10:00 PM. He suddenly said, “Do you have any toys?”

I paused and grinned. I’d been asked that before. Usually, I just said ‘no’, or that I was too shy… but now, I was strangely curious. “To do what with?”

“Fuck yourself,” he said with a low growl.

I didn’t own a dildo or a vibrator, of course… but I was starting to feel a bit… curious. I’d been skipped a few times because I couldn’t go any further than just dancing in clothes, otherwise I would risk revealing myself. But it was something I’d put some thought into. I didn’t have a pussy, but I did have a hole.

And I didn’t have any toys, but I did have a cucumber. Now, I was standing with that cucumber in my hand, behind my laptop as the man waited for me to return. What the hell was I going to do with that thing? Was I actually going to play with it for him?

That familiar heart-pounding excitement rushed back into me. That was the amazing jolt that started this whole ‘addiction’. “Oh yeah, baby,” he said. “Suck that cucumber like it’s my cock.”

It was completely degrading, but I did it—and I did it with a grin on my face. I bobbed my head up and down the length of that green vegetable. I licked and slurped and put on a good show for him.

“Into your pussy,” he growled with a trembling voice.

I smiled. Then, I got onto my hands and knees. This was new territory for me, but I was strangely excited. I wanted to try something new. I wanted to see what else this whole ‘being a girl’ thing could amount to.

I turned around to show the viewer my bum. I used the tip of my finger to carefully pick my panties out from my butt crack. “Oh, you’re so fucking hot,” he groaned. I was super careful with every little move, making sure nothing was falling out. I gently pried my butt cheeks open to show my asshole. He let out the most elated moan I’ve ever heard in my life.

“You going to stick that thing in your ass, beautiful?”

“Maybe,” I whispered.

My heart was pounding so hard. It was that rush that I’d been chasing! It was such a satisfying adrenaline! I wanted to live in that moment, even though I felt so humiliated at the same time. I couldn’t believe I was really doing this, sinking down to this desperate state. Did I really want attention this badly?

I pressed the tip of that saliva-slicked cucumber against my hole. I purred and trembled. I tilted my head back and sucked in a deep breath of air.

I was actually doing this…

I pushed it into me. I moaned—not just an act this time. I clenched hard as I could feel the little cucumber bumps pushing against my rectal walls. “Oh God,” I whimpered. I looked back to see myself on the screen, making sure my bulge wasn’t visible, making sure nothing had fallen loose. I gently twisted and pushed harder, making the cucumber go deeper.

“Oh, fuck yes,” the man groaned. I could hear his hand pumping his wet cock: a slapping, squishing sound that was getting louder and faster. I wanted to make him come—but I had no idea why.

At this point, I’d forgotten all about Samuel; he hadn’t even crossed my mind, even though he was the whole reason that I had those outfits and that makeup. The whole point of this was to trap him—but he couldn’t have been further from my thoughts.

“Push it deeper, baby,” the stranger growled. “Pretend it’s my big, hard cock inside of you.” And that thought entered my mind. I imagined his slippery, veiny shaft pushing into me. I felt my legs going weak, my body going submissive. I sunk down, spreading my legs wide, dropping my torso against my bed. I pushed the toy deeper and deeper, and then I began to plunge it in and out.

I felt something I’d never felt before: a tingling euphoria that was totally unlike anything I’d felt. That pleasure pulsed between my legs, reverberating down into the tip of my penis. “Oh, fuck!” I cried. I bit my tongue, worried I’d sounded like a boy when I yelped—but my viewer was still there; I could hear him pounding his cock, masturbating with intensity—even panting as he approached his orgasm.

“Fuck that pretty hole, baby!” he growled. “Fuck it harder!”

I pumped the toy in and out, in and out—and then I heard something: something that didn’t come from my computer, but it did come from the mouth of a human.

I looked up and froze, seeing Olivia standing there, covering her lips with her fingers. She was trying not to burst into a fit of laughter, and now, I was just trying not to scream in a horrible state of humiliation.

I raced to the laptop and shut the screen—and then, standing there in that little dress, I realized I was erect: penis making my dress’ skirt into an embarrassing tent. I covered up, but she’d already seen everything. “It’s not what it looks like!” I cried. The heat in my face made me think I was about as red as a pale-skinned person can get.

“Okay,” she laughed. “I’m excited to hear you explain how it wasn’t what it looked like.”

“It just—It wasn’t. I was… I was practising for Samuel…” I realized then and there that my lie was horrible; I had to hang my head and sigh, knowing that she knew the truth: it was exactly what it looked like.

I didn’t even have to admit that I was lying; she just laughed. “It’s okay, Joseph,” she said. “You’re allowed to do whatever you want in the comfort of your own home.”

“I’m not gay,” I said in a defensive tone; I felt like I had to say it—but then I watched as her eyes narrowed and I realized it was a stupid thing to say.

“What’s wrong with being gay?” she asked, referring to the fact that she was a lesbian.

“Nothing!” I said, blushing all over. I covered my body as best as I could with my arms and a small blanket. “It’s just—I like girls. I was just… fooling around.”

She smirked. “Now define fooling around,” she said.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I just… felt like doing it.”

“You like being a girl,” she said with a teasing voice.

I stared into her eyes, feeling so humiliated. But I felt the strange need to defend myself. “So what!?” i said. “Why does that have to be so weird?”

“Who said it was weird?” she giggled.

“You’re treating me like I’m some sort of freak!”

“Well, to be fair, I walked in on you putting on a cucumber show for some stranger on ChatFinder.”

“So I got carried away,” I blushed, looking away. “I was hoping to match with Samuel again.”

“Why?” she asked. “I thought we were putting that plan on pause. I never gave you the update.”

I blinked a few times and waited for her to go on, but she was waiting for a prompt. “So?” I said. “What’s the update.”

“I got Hannah to spill the beans,” she said, turning away from me. She went towards my kitchen to start a pot of tea. “So it would seem that Samuel wasn’t exactly lying to us.”

“Wait,” I gasped. “They’re in an open relationship?”

“Well, I don’t know that for sure,” Olivia said, flicking on the kettle. “She told me that things were complicated, once I started asking about sex. You know Hannah—she didn’t really want to talk about it, so I had to pry. But she did say that they were trying something less ‘orthodox’. In fact, she used the word ‘unorthodox’ to describe their sex life. That’s all I really got from her… but it was more of a body language thing. She just seemed like she wasn’t into the idea of it. She didn’t have anything to say about it. I could tell that it made her uncomfortable. It’s a long story, but… I think Sam might be telling the truth.”

“So we’re canning the whole operation?” I asked.

“I think you’re right: it was never any of our business. I guess the lesson here is to never jump to conclusions. It’s a good thing we didn’t confront Hannah with this; it would have been really embarrassing.”

“That’s what I said!” I gasped.

“I know!” Olivia growled. “Don’t you think I know that now!?”

“Well then…” I said. “I may as well go and get cleaned up.” I started to skirt away, embarrassed.

“Wait,” Olivia said with pink cheeks. She had her hand on my wrist, stopping me from darting off.

“What is it?”

“Well,” she said. “You’re all dressed up. Why don’t we prank guys on ChatFinder together. I mean—you’ve already put in the work, and it’s always so much fun.” She grinned. “Plus, you said yourself that you like being dressed up like a girl.”

I blushed all over. “That’s not what I said… exactly.”

“Oh, come on, Joseph. Don’t let me spoil your fun. It’s not my fault you gave me a key to your place.”

I couldn’t think of a response; the embarrassment was just too strong.

“Come on. Let’s screw with guys on ChatFinder,” I said. “It’ll be fun.”

So we went back into the bedroom. She stood there with her tea, watching me as I flirted with guys, making them think that I was a real girl. But now, I really didn’t want to reveal myself; I hated the thought of exposing my true self, because it seemed more and more like something I wanted to pretend wasn’t really part of me. I liked that the guys thought that I was a girl, and I didn’t want them to think otherwise.

I revealed myself to the first few guys, making them turn white. Olivia giggled, and it was nice to see her happy. It seemed like she was really starting to move on from Brit. After the third guy, I looked up at her and said, “Why don’t we go out?”

“Go out? Go out where?” she asked.

“I dunno. Glam—somewhere with girls.”

She beamed. “You want to go out like a girl?” she asked.

I turned white; I hadn’t even considered that. The idea was exciting: that intense tingling that I’d been chasing all night… but that’s not what I meant. “No, no,” I said. “I just mean so that you can maybe meet someone—find you some… fun.”

“You want me to get laid?” she asked with an unimpressed look.

“Why not?” I said. It seemed like the final key to her moving on.

“I’ll only go to Glam with you if you go like that and pretend to be my girlfriend.” She grinned, and my heart fell deep into my stomach.

“But if people think I’m your girlfriend, they won’t hit on you,” I laughed. “Besides, I can’t go out like this. I can’t talk like a girl unless I’m whispering short phrases.

“It’s a gay bar, Joseph,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Nobody expects you to be a full-blown girl.”

The excitement was strong, but it was just too scary to consider. She’d put that idea in my head, and I had a feeling the temptation was going to grow and grow and grow over the coming days and weeks, until I finally caved—but I just wasn’t ready for that yet. “I can’t do that,” I said. “I—I’m straight. I like girls. This isn’t… me.”

And then, she had a strange look in her eye: a look of sadness, or maybe disappointment. “I’ll just go with you after I change. What’s the difference? Why are you so upset?”

“It’s nothing,” she said. “I don’t think I want to go out.”

Did I remind her of Brit. Was I pushing too hard again? “We can just stay in,” I said. “That’s fine too. We can trick a few more guys. It’ll be fun.”

She let a small smile slip, but I knew there was sadness behind it. I felt like I’d just lost a lot of progress with one little slip of the tongue—and I still wasn’t even sure what I’d said.


CHAPTER 9
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Itried to get her to forget about Brit. I flirted with guys and made those guys say things that made Olivia laugh. I even made her laugh so loud at one point that she spat out her tea, and a guy said, “Is someone in the room with you?” He turned white, cock in his hand.

“No,” I lied. “That was just the TV.”

He skipped me, becoming extremely nervous that he had an audience, and then we both started laughing hysterically. Then we matched with a new guy: handsome and tall, with tanned skin and long flowing hair. “Wow,” he said. “Beautiful.”

“Thank you,” I said. “You look cute too.”

It was a lot of the same buildup: flirting compliments that eventually led to him showing me his penis. I was quickly realizing just how predictable men were. It really wasn’t hard to get them to pull out their cock.

But Olivia was clearly getting frustrated with my reservations: not wanting to reveal that I was a boy. Sure, it would have been funnier to ruin their sexy-time… but I just liked feeling like a girl, and I didn’t want that feeling to end.

I matched with a new guy, and I could see Olivia motioning for me to use my male voice after a few minutes of him complimenting me.

“Show me your pussy, baby,” he said in his smooth jazzy voice.

“I’m too shy,” I said.

“Come on, beautiful. Just show me something. Your boobs. I bet they look so, so perfect.”

“I’m shy,” I said.

“Oh, come on. I’m not asking a lot,” he laughed. “I just want to see some boobs, baby!”

Then, Olivia stepped into the frame and hopped onto the bed next to me, making the man freeze. I did the same; what was she doing? She grabbed her top and suddenly pulled it down, showing the man her tits. “Happy?” she said.

“Oh shit,” the man gasped. “You have a hot friend too!”

Olivia giggled.

“What are you doing?” I whispered.

“Do you like her?” she asked.

“Fuck yeah,” the man said. “She’s hot.”

Then, Olivia giggled and reached over. She grabbed my skirt and flipped it up. Then, before I could even react, she yanked down my panties, letting my package fall out. I gasped, and the guy on the screen just turned white. “No fucking way,” he said. “Wait. Is that real?”

I blushed and bit down on my lip.

“Oh, it’s real,” said Olivia.

But the man wasn’t fazed. In fact, instead of skipping as most men did, he just said, “That’s fucking hot! Prove to me that it’s real!”

Olivia rolled her eyes and reached down again, grabbing me by the penis, making me gasp. She played with it, pulling it, showing that it was in fact attached to me. She pulled back the foreskin and gave my ball sack a little bouncing. “See?” she said. “You’ve been getting off to a guy!”

“Don’t look like a guy to me!” he laughed. “And damn—you’re making her hard. That’s hot!”

And that’s when Olivia looked down and saw that it was true: she was making me hard. I blushed and whispered, “Sorry.”

“Joseph!” she hushed. “Is that for me or for him!?”

“It was just from you playing with it.”

“Suck it!” the man cried.

And now, Olivia had a devilish smile on her face. She’d never sucked a cock before; in fact, she’d never been with a guy before—assuming she’d been telling me the truth all these years. But now, there was a strange curiosity burning in her eyes; maybe the same curiosity that had overwhelmed me over the past week. She suddenly leaned down, planting her face between my legs. I gasped when I felt the embrace of her warm mouth. I stared into the camera and froze, not sure what to do.

Olivia was giving me head.

“Fuck yeah,” said the man, now with his big, fat cock in his firm grip. He was stroking himself. I closed my eyes and tilted my head back. Olivia’s tongue was like heaven, sliding up and down and all around my girth. It didn’t take much to get me rock-hard.

But why was she doing it? Was she drunk? Or was she second-guessing her sexuality? Or maybe—just maybe—she now saw me as a woman. I mean—all of the men saw me as women, even the man on the screen now saw me as a woman, and he was now staring at my cock.

It felt good. Oh God, it felt so, so good. I’d been fantasizing about that moment for over a decade. I never thought it would happen, and I wasn’t even convinced that it was really happening now. It seemed so surreal—too perfect to be anything but a dream.

I had to open my eyes and look down, seeing her head bobbing on my lap. “Oh God, Olivia,” I moaned. “That feels really good.”

She looked up at me with her glowing eyes. She was smiling. She looked happy. Maybe we were endangering our friendship, but maybe this was the ‘rebound’ she needed to get over Brit.

After a moment, she slithered up my body, crawling over me, laying me down, pressing her breasts against my chest. The man on the screen was moaning and cheering us on as we began to kiss. I’d spent so long dreaming about kissing those lips—and they were even better than in my fantasies. She slipped in some tongue so I slipped my tongue into her mouth. She giggled and the mood was playful. She was okay with me feeling her ass and squeezing her breasts. “That feels good,” she told me.

“You’re so beautiful,” I said.

“Thanks,” she giggled.

We kissed some more, and then I let it slip. “I love you,” I said. “I’ve always loved you.”

And she paused. She stared into my eyes, looking freaked out, like I’d just ruined everything. And I’m not sure why I said it. Her lack of response was horrifying. The silence lasted much too long, and it didn’t really end. She ended up reaching down and grabbing my cock, stuffing it into her pussy. Then, she bounced on me, pretending like I hadn’t said anything at all. It almost seemed like she was committed to putting on that show—and finishing it—for that stranger watching.

I didn’t last long. We fucked for just a few minutes, and then I gave her a heavy, dripping cream-pie. She let that cum fall down onto my pelvis as she came in to kiss me again. The man watching ejaculated with a loud groan, and then he disconnected to go and clean up.

Now, Olivia and I were staring at each other. That silence was still there. Her pussy was still dripping with my cum. I didn’t know what to say and she didn’t know either.

I cleared my throat and stood up, and then she did the same thing. “I, uh, should probably head home,” she said.

“Okay,” I said. And I wasn’t sure what else to say. I was speechless—and very, very confused.

Once she was gone, the silence was overwhelming. The apartment seemed cold, and time seemed to be moving in super-slow motion. The anxiety inside of me was at all all-time intensity. I was trembling, trying to get control over my breathing. For a moment, I assumed the sex was imagined; maybe Olivia wasn’t even back from her trip yet; maybe I hallucinated the whole encounter.

But I was sure that it happened—and I had proof. I’d been recording the whole thing with my laptop. I recorded it so that I could watch myself, and see where I could improve in terms of being feminine. Now, I had a sex tape: me and Olivia together. Of course I watched it. I saw her blushing through the whole thing. I saw a look on her face that I’d never seen before: a vulnerability that made me question everything.

And now, I just wasn’t sure what exactly was happening.


CHAPTER 10
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Iwas too afraid to message Olivia after that night. I wanted to hang out with her like we always did, but I had a feeling that topic would come up; it had to be addressed at some point, but I wasn’t ready to hear her tell me that it was too awkward to continue our relationship as friends. I didn’t have many close friends; I already felt like I’d lost Hannah to Samuel, and now it seemed like Olivia was all I had left.

I tried to convince myself that she just needed some time and space to process what happened. I convinced myself that I just had to pretend like nothing weird happened. I tried my best to go on with my life, trying to put the past week behind me—but it wasn’t so easy.

I had a new addiction. It was starting to become the only thing on my mind. While I was at work, I would slip out my phone and search through endless clothing listings. I would spend so long flipping through pages on Pinterest, trying to imagine myself in the various outfits, shoes, makeup styles, and so on. After work one day, I even stopped at a small consignment store, and I told the cashier that I was buying some clothes for my ‘girlfriend’. She smiled at me and didn’t ask any questions, but my dark red face probably told her the truth. She knew those clothes were going on me.

And I couldn’t get them home fast enough. It was all that I wanted to do: get dolled up and feel like a girl. It had gotten to the point where I felt lousy when I wasn’t dolled up. I loved having eyeliner on my face and a bit of pink on my eyelids. I wanted to feel girly so, so badly.

I couldn’t stay off of ChatFinder. I was like some sort of vampire that fed off of those compliments. I loved how each and every “Wow” made me feel. I’d never felt so wanted in my whole life. No, I didn’t feel anything for any of them—of course not. But they were helping me feel like I actually had value; it was sad to think that I’d never felt that way before.

I spent the whole night on that site, and then, when I was home from work the next night, I went back on and did it again. Now, I wasn’t even putting on sexy shows with cucumbers. I wasn’t even flirting with guys; I was just enjoying some company and some compliments. It was like the one place where I could feel safe as a girl.

And then, around 10:00 PM, I skipped a guy whose internet froze, and then I matched with Samuel. I actually gasped when I saw him sitting there, smiling. His eyes widened. “You!” he said. I scrambled up to my keyboard. “Hey,” I wrote. And then I made sure to hit the record button, even though I knew the operation was over. I still had a tiny doubt in my mind. I still wanted to have that ammunition just in case Hannah came out and said that she had no idea Samuel was seeing other girls in any capacity. Maybe it wasn’t my business, but I wasn’t going to miss the opportunity again.

It started out with small chat. How are you? Fine, how are you? It’s nice to see you. Nice to see you too. Oh, you look pretty. Thanks, you look nice too. Do you like my hair? I love your hair…

And after a while, the talk started to get a bit deeper. “How’s your girlfriend?” I asked.

“She’s good,” he smiled. “She’s at a cooking class with one of her friends right now.” And he was telling the truth; I’d seen the Instagram story that Hannah had posted an hour earlier.

“You didn’t want to go to that?” I asked.

“It’s a girl thing,” he said. “Plus…” He laughed and shook his head. “I don’t know why I’m saying this, because it sounds kind of pathetic—but she told me to feel free to find someone to mess around with while she’s out. I think she’s going to be spending the night at her buddy’s place.”

I nodded my head slowly. I had no idea if he was lying, but if he was going to lie, why wouldn’t he just tell me that he was single to begin with? Why make up this whole strange relationship?

“I feel like you’re trying to invite me over,” I wrote.

He laughed. “Hey, if you want to come over, I would be thrilled.”

“I just don’t think that’s appropriate,” I said. “You have a girlfriend.”

“I know. But—I know it’s weird to some people—but the relationship is totally open. She’s asexual. She’s not into sex at all. It’s, like, meaningless to her. She doesn’t care to have it and she doesn’t care who I have it with. Honestly, I’ve never met anyone like her, and it was weird for me at first too. Oh man, you probably think I’m some creepy cheater.”

“I just don’t know if I can believe you,” I wrote.

“I don’t know what to say then,” he chuckled. “It’s the truth. Maybe you can ask her somehow, though it might be weird if some stranger reaches out to her. She might not care. I can give you her number.”

I paused. I thought for a moment. Then I swallowed the lump in my throat. “Sure,” I said. “Give me her number.” It was a test. I wanted to see if he would actually give me Hannah’s number… and then he did. My heart froze. Was he playing some risky move, calling my bluff?

My curiosity was piqued.

I knew that it was possible to send messages from ‘fake’ numbers using burner emails. I had a couple emails that I didn’t use for anything, that Hannah wouldn’t recognize. So I logged into one, opened the phone feature, and I punched in Hannah’s number. “Hi,” I wrote. “I’m talking to your boyfriend and he said that you guys have an open relationship. I just wanted to make sure that’s true before I did anything with him.” It seemed so crazy to write out, and I felt so terrified sending it… but I sent it.

“Did you send it?” he asked calmly.

“Yes,” I said, and then I watched his reaction… but there almost no reaction at all. He really didn’t care. And then Hannah replied. “Yep, we’re totally open. Have fun and be nice to him,” she wrote with a winky face.

“Is that her replying?” I asked. And then I looked at his hands. Was he holding her phone? Was that reply real?

“I—I still don’t believe you,” I said, starting to tremble.

He laughed again. “I know, I know,” he said. “It’s really weird and hard to believe. I don’t know what to say; obviously, if it makes you uncomfortable, don’t worry about it. But, like… if you really want, I can give you her friend’s number and you can call her and ask; she’ll tell you too. She’s with Hannah now.”

“Her friend?” I said.

“Yeah. Her best friend. She know too; she’s known for months.”

“Her best friend?” I said. Now, my heart was pounding hard, but it wasn’t that exciting adrenaline that I liked.

“Here’s her number. Message her, call her—whatever. But seriously, if this is all too weird for you, I get it.”

He sent me Olivia’s number. Was this a bluff? Why would he send me Olivia’s number? Did she actually know? Had she actually known this whole time? And if she did know, then what was the point of all this? Why did she lie to me? Why did she play this weird game with me, making me think for so long that Samuel was some sort of horrible cheater, when he was just doing what Hannah apparently wanted him to do be doing?

“It was nice talking to you,” I said softly. “But I should be going.”

“Have a goodnight, alright?” he said.

I smiled and hung up. Then, I must have stayed silent and still for the next thirty minutes, staring at the wall, trying to process all of this. I looked down at my phone. I had to speak to Olivia. I needed to know if this revelation was true or if it was just bullshit from some master of bullshit.

I phoned her.

“Hey Joseph, I’m just at this cooking class,” she said. “Want to call back later?”

“It’s kind of important,” I said.

“Okay, hold on,” she said. A moment later, the background noise was silent. She was outside. “What is it?”

I was silent, not sure how to call her out… not sure what I was looking to hear.

“Joseph? You there?” she asked. “Is this about the other night? I’m not sure we really need to talk about that.”

“No,” I said. “I mean—we do need to talk about that… but this is about Hannah.”

“What about her?” Olivia asked.

I took a deep breath. “You knew about her open relationship,” I said. “You knew for months—long before we saw Samuel on ChatFinder.”

She was silent. Her silence was damning. She really did know. Samuel wasn’t a giant liar; he’d been truthful about every word. It was Olivia who had been lying.

“Olivia—I need to know what the hell is going on!” I gasped. “This is weird. It seems like you’re up to some scheme! This isn’t like you!”

“I’m in love with you, Joseph!” she said suddenly, and I could hear the tears in her eyes.

I was speechless. It was not what I was expecting to hear at all.

“I’ve been in love with you for a long time. I was the one who broke up with Brit, because I realized that I loved you. But… But I’m not attracted to men, Joseph. I was confused. I realized that I didn’t want to be with someone like Brit; I wanted to be with someone like you… but a girl. I know, it sounds so stupid, but I had this idea one night that maybe I could just make you into a girl. I saw that TikTok video that I showed you, and it got me thinking. It was really just supposed to be me scratching an itch—exploring some stupid curiosity… but then you looked so cute, and then we matched with Samuel.”

“What?” I managed to say, even though my jaw felt frozen in place.

“When we matched with Samuel, and he told you to try and match with him again… I saw an opportunity. It was a reason to get you dressed up like a girl again. I was being selfish, so I played along with it. I liked seeing you like that, so I… I kind of threw Samuel under the bus. Yes, I knew that Hannah was okay with him seeing other girls. I’m a shit friend, alright? I just… I had this stupid fantasy, and I wanted to play it out… and then I walked in and saw you dressed like a girl, and it seemed like you really liked it, and…”

“You’re in love with me?” I said, dumbfounded.

“Yes, Joseph,” she said.

“Well, when I told you I loved you the other night, you didn’t say anything back—and then you just ran away on me.”

“I was embarrassed. I felt guilty for lying to you. I felt like I didn’t deserve you… so I ran away.” I heard her sniffle. “I feel like I set you up and put this whole thing onto your shoulders. I feel like I forced this change on you and you didn’t really want it.”

“I don’t feel that way,” I said. “I—I’m glad you introduced this to me. Is it kind of embarrassing? Sure—I still need to wrap my head around it all. But I’m not mad at you. It’s not like I blame you for doing this to me.” I looked down and saw that I was still dolled up, so I laughed. “It’s not like you’re forcing me to do this. I—I’m dressed up now.”

“You are?” she asked, sniffling again.

“Yeah,” I said.

There was a silence. “I really want to see you,” she said softly.

“I want to see you too.”

“I really love you,” she said. “But for me, when it comes to be romantic… and sexual… it will only really work for me if you’re a girl. But I could never ask you to just transition for me; that would be crazy.”

“I’m happy to try it out,” I said. “This is all still so new for me. And—as you know—I’ve been in love with you for a long, long time.”

“I should get back to the kitchen before my food is all burned,” she said with a small laugh.

So I said goodbye, and hung up the phone with a bright, pounding heart. It all seemed too good to be true. I wasn’t quite sure how to process it all yet; everything was so new to me. I still had a lot to learn, about dressing up, about being a girl, and about how to make a lesbian happy. It was all new territory for me, and I honestly had no idea if it was even going to work out…

But I felt good about it. I felt optimistic, and sometimes that’s enough. I was excited to start this new chapter of my life, with the girl I’d always wanted to be with. It was funny to think it took this long for us to see eye-to-eye in a romantic way, but the world can be funny like that. Sometimes things don’t work out quite how we plan them, but that doesn’t mean we don’t get the things that we want.

Sometimes, we actually get more than we wanted, and more than we ever thought we could have.

THE END


THE SISSY SPELL
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A TALE OF MISTAKEN SISSIFICATION




THE SISSY SPELL


Prom is approaching and Jeremy has his eye on Amanda. Well, every guy has his eye on Amanda, and a few of the girls too. She’s the hottest girl in school, so Jeremy doesn’t actually think he has a shot…

Until he meets Lilly in the back stairwell during his spare one afternoon. She’s drawn a pentagram on the floor with lipstick, and she’s reading from some heavy latin tome. She seems to think that she’s a witch, and Jeremy would normally burst into a fit of laughter—but he saw something that he couldn’t quite explain: a glowing light that grew brighter and brighter in the middle of that pentagram, but there was no light source.

He’s open-minded, and Lilly has a spell in her book that can supposedly make any girl fall in love with the caster. The spell only requires some personal belonging from the female target. Jeremy manages to snag a pair of Amanda’s undies from girls’ changing room, and then Lilly carries out the enchantment.

The spell seems to be working, but there’s a catch: for the magic to keep working, Jeremy has to keep in direct contact with the enchanted undies. There’s only one easy way to make sure he’s always touching them…

There’s just one little problem… Lilly’s no expert in latin, and she may have accidentally read out two spells instead of one when she was enchanting the stolen undies.


CHAPTER 1
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Amanda was the most amazing girl in the school: plump glossy lips, big bouncing boobs, thin waist that could fit into a pop can, and wide hips that could hardly fit through a doorway. Okay, maybe I’m exaggerating a little bit, but she was the school bombshell, and every guy would almost certainly agree, except for the few weirdos who liked their girls with chubby cheeks and bottle cap glasses. Every guy with a decent amount of testosterone in their body wanted to be with Amanda, including the guys with girlfriends.

It was well known that Kate and Andrew broke up because Andrew started moaning Amanda’s name while they were fucking. Everyone knew why Anthony was pulled out of school: because his therapist told his parents that it wasn’t healthy for him to be around Amanda—and it wasn’t safe for Amanda; that’s a whole story for another time.

Long story short: Amanda was high in demand, and now prom was coming up. Amanda had already rejected four guys: Matt, Kurtis, Trevor, and Nick. Nick was the big surprise: the school’s star athlete; we were all sure he was going to be the one, but Amanda was leaving her options open. The guys in math club had a wager going, complete with odds. I saw their chart—I was very, very low on it; my odds weren’t great… but at least I was on the list.

Eric was at the top of the list (now that Nick was scratched off). He was a pretty boy with long bangs that sat over his eyes. He would do that thing where he threw his head back to make his flowing hair swoosh to the side. Girls liked Eric, so it seemed very possible that Amanda would pick him.

Then there was Steve: a skinny guy like me, but with a whole lot more confidence. He was voted Most Likely to Succeed, and was already kind of successful with his budding comedy career. He’d already booked a few gigs around town, and was even paid to go to Edmonton to perform at Yuk Yuks. Canadian Magazine named him one of the top-five up-and-coming Canadian performers. Steve had a good chance with Amanda.

Also with good odds was Raphael. He had that whole Spanish charm thing going for him—and the accent… and the deep voice.

Next on the math club odds list was a curious choice: Peter Morris. Peter was already dating Susanne Wallace, but there had been some rumours about Susanne catching Peter chatting with Amanda in a private chat on Instagram. Those rumours hadn’t been verified by a reliable source, but they were enough to push Peter near the top of that list.

Next in line was Bert. Bert was a big goon with terrible grades, but he’d recently been visited by a scout for the San Jose Sharks. He was possibly going to be drafted to the NHL… well, maybe more like the Sharks’s farm team where he would probably be held as a prospect or a trading chip. Long story short, he would probably never actually wear an NHL jersey unless there was a huge amount of injuries in the actual Sharks roster. But nonetheless, if he ended up being drafted, he would probably be a millionaire before thirty.

So the list went on from there: Xander Darby, Bobby Wachowski, Rob Lyle… there was even a girl on the list before me: Georgia Pothier. I think they just put her on because she was the hot lesbian in the school.

And then, a few more spots down was me. I’m not sure why they put me on the list at all, or why I beat out Wendall Kehoe or Kyle Farrabe. There probably wasn’t too much reasoning behind it. But a five-dollar bet on me would have won you almost five-hundred dollars if you were so inclined to bet on me; I wouldn’t have advised it.

I mean—sure, I wanted to take Amanda to prom, just like every guy in that school… but I’d never even spoken to Amanda. I’ll just say it: she was way, way out of my league. She was the most popular girl, with her little army of popular, beautiful friends. She never looked at me. One time she was assigned with me for a class project, and we hardly spoke. She wore a low-cut shirt and sat right next to me, and I was a stuttering mess the whole time.

She’d shown zero interest in me, and I wasn’t convinced that I would be able to muster up the confidence to even ask her out to prom. I didn’t want to be school news for a day after being rejected. I’d been rejected before; Laisha told me that I wasn’t her type and Kelsey told me that she wasn’t interested in being in a relationship (she started dating Kevin Parker a week later). I didn’t mind being rejected like most guys. But being rejected by Amanda would be a different story. Being rejected by Amanda would mean the whole school finding out; it would mean my classmates laughing at me: laughing at the thought that I figured I had a chance with the blonde bombshell. I wasn’t sure I needed that in my life…

But I couldn’t help but fantasize. If Amanda did go to prom with me, I would probably be remembered as the coolest mother-fucker in the whole school. And I was still hoping to lose my virginity before the end of the semester; if I lost my virginity to Amanda, I would be something like a god. Who gets to lose their V-card to the hottest girl in the city? How many people can look back on their first time with that much pride?

I knew the reality: my prospects weren’t quite so great. And every day, they were getting worse. Guys were asking girls out, picking girls off of the market. Sure, there were a few cuties left, but they would be picked off soon enough. The damning reality was that I was probably going to end up going to prom alone; sure, I could have settled for a girl like Tina Parker or Lilly Sandleton… but what was the point? I wasn’t going to ask some random five out just because I was afraid of looking like a loner at prom.

Okay, maybe I was a little bit afraid of looking like a loner. It was a Thursday afternoon when I had a strange surge of what I can only describe as courage. Amanda was standing down the hallway, at her locker, and none of her friends were around. She was looking for some textbook or another, and I knew it was my big chance: my chance to be rejected by Amanda.

But in that moment, I didn’t really care about rejection. I didn’t want to leave school without having tried, even if it meant being the laughing stock for a day, like Nick, like Trevor, like Kurtis, and like Matt. Oh well—they got over it and a couple of them had already paired up with other hotties.

Here was my chance. So I started walking towards her.

I’m not sure where that change of heart came from. I didn’t usually find myself with unexpected bravery. Sadly, that feeling didn’t last long. I came within ten feet of her, and then my joints began to lock up. My planned speech was gone from my mind. I felt a paleness creeping into my face—and then she turned to look at me, and my brain shut down completely. What the hell was I doing? I forced a smile and she returned it.

“Hi Jeremy,” she said.

“Do you have glue?” I said loudly. I hid my trembling hands behind my back.

“Glue?” she said, giggling and narrowing her eyes. “What kind of glue?”

“White glue. For a project.”

“No,” she said. “Sorry. I think there’s some in pretty much every classroom though.”

“Okay,” I said, and then I turned away and walked as far away as I could from her. It was a humiliating attempt, but I suppose it could have been worse. I could have thrown up in front of her—or on her. Or it could have been as bad as the time in the tenth grade, when I went up to Brooke Crawford to ask her out, and ended up sneezing in her face; that was bad. She still went on a date with me, but it was more of a pity date that ended without even a hug.

As I walked away from that awkward scene, I looked up and saw two girls staring at me, covering their mouths, snickering. Were they laughing at me? Did they just watch me crash and burn? Was my little encounter horribly awkward to more people than just me?

I scurried away, not even heading towards my own class. I had to get away from those giggling faces. I was starting to panic, knowing it would only be about an hour before half the school heard about my embarrassing moment.

No, no—it wasn’t that bad. I just asked her for glue… Was it really that bad? Maybe it was the volume of my voice! Why was I speaking so loud with her? Or maybe it was my sudden exit, turning around and rushing away as if I only had a few seconds to make it to the potty before I needed new boxers. Oh God, everything about it was so awkward and horrible!

I went to the back stairwell. I rushed down the steps, where nobody ever went. That back stairwell went down to the old parking lot, and now, that parking lot was never used: full of potholes and soon going to be repaved into a basketball court. I just wanted to be alone—

But there was someone else in that stairwell.

I froze when I saw the bright light coming from down below. It was a purplish light that seemed to pulse brighter and brighter. It wasn’t like a light I’d ever seen, and it made me stop in my spot. “Hello?” I called out, afraid to go down any further. That light was coming from under the steps.

Suddenly, the light vanished. There was a silence, and I was starting to wonder if I’d just witnessed some sort of UFO phenomenon.

I took a few careful steps down the stairs, staying close to the wall, not sure what I was about to see.

I was not expecting to see what I saw: some goth girl, sitting there with her legs crossed, looking up at me with her super-dark eye-shadow and thick eyeliner. “Can I help you?” she asked as if I was the biggest inconvenience of her life.

I looked around her and saw that she’d used her lipstick to draw a pentagram on the floor, and there was some old book flipped open, written in a language I’m sure she didn’t actually understand. There was a picture of a demon on the page: one of those old woodcut-style drawings with all of the little lines. “What are you doing?”

“What does it matter to you?” she asked in a dry, blunt voice.

“What was that light?” I asked, trying to see if there was some party light plugged into some outlet. I couldn’t see anything, but I’m sure there was something hiding there.

“None of your business,” she said.

“Aren’t you supposed to be in class?”

“Are you a teacher or something?” she asked, rolling her eyes. “Screw off.”

“Seriously,” I said. I’m not sure why I was pushing her so hard; that light was very surreal and strange—unlike anything I’d seen. I wanted to know where it came from. I can’t quite say why it was bothering me so much… but it was really, really bothering me. “What made that bright light.”

“I told you: it’s not your business.” She rolled her eyes.

“I’m making it my business.”

“It was a summoning spell, and you ruined it,” she said.

“Summoning what?”

“A succubus,” she said.

I laughed, but she didn’t laugh along. She wasn’t kidding—she was serious! “No,” I said. “You don’t actually believe that shit, do you?”

“Oh look, another dork who thinks they can make fun of me…” She turned back to her book and started thumbing through pages.

“I’m not making fun of you. But come on… a succubus? That’s like… a demon… right?”

“I had the portal open and then you ruined it. The spell doesn’t work without complete silence.”

I felt bad making fun of her, especially because I was running away from being mocked by other students… but I just couldn’t help myself. She was talking complete nonsense. I’d seen guys in that stairwell before: playing Magic: The Gathering cards, playing Dungeons & Dragons. That little corner of the school seemed to attract the nerdiest of nerds.

Now, I was snickering.

“Just leave me alone, okay?” she said.

“Okay, okay,” I said, shaking my head. “Just wait. I want to see this magic.”

“Don’t be an ass,” she groaned.

“Come on,” I said. “Make the light again. I want to see it.”

“It won’t work with you here,” she said without even looking at me. I could tell that I was embarrassing her, and maybe I should have been a bit more sympathetic, coming off of my own embarrassing episode… maybe it just felt nice to know that there was someone having an even more embarrassing moment.

“Why not?”

“Magic only works with believers around. If you don’t believe in it, it won’t work with you here.” Her face was turning red and she was refusing to look at me. I was starting to feel kind of bad for making fun of her little hobby… but at the same time, that bright light still hadn’t been explained. She wasn’t concealing any devices that I could see. Maybe there was a tiny, tiny part of me that wondered if she actually conjured up that bright purple light.

“Who says I don’t believe?” I said, but I said it with a grin on my face, so I’m sure that didn’t help my case.

“Just bugger off, brat,” she said.

“Please,” I said. “I saw that light. I need to know how you did that.”

“You don’t believe me, so what’s the point of this conversation?”

“Maybe I do believe you.”

“Can you just screw off already?” she asked, glaring at me with an intense look that actually made my heart jump a beat.

I took a deep breath and let out a sigh. Okay, so maybe I was being a bit cruel. Maybe I was getting a bit of entertainment at her expense. I wanted to know how she made that light, but there was no way I was going to believe that she was summoning demons, or that she could make magic, but only if ‘believers’ were the only people around.

“Alright. See ya,” I said, and then I went back towards class. I was feeling a bit better, realizing that my thing was embarrassing, but at least I wasn’t drawing pentagrams with lipstick at the bottom of the stairs.


CHAPTER 2
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Afew people asked me if I tried to ask out Amanda. “What?” I laughed. “No way. Why would you think that?” Someone told me they heard I was rejected. “That’s nonsense!” I said. “I never asked her out!” And yes, the rumours were embarrassing, but it did feel better knowing that I wasn’t pretending to cast magic spells under the back stairwell.

By the next morning, the heat had died down. Things were back to normal, and it wasn’t long before I got to thinking about who I could take to prom. After the previous day’s awkward encounter, Amanda was off the table. So who was worth my time now?

There were a few cute girls. I started eyeing the petite blonde, Riley. She was a cute chick with a bit of an emo-scene-chick thing going. She wore fishnets on her legs and sometimes guys called her a slut, but she was actually quite nice; I’d chatted with her a few times in a few different classes; she definitely wasn’t a slut…

But there was a risk in taking her to prom. I had a feeling she was going to show up in some black lacy vampire dress while everyone else was wearing pink or blue or purple. I wasn’t sure I wanted that kind of attention… Plus, there were those rumours about her being a slut; I didn’t want those tied to me—no offence to the girl.

There was also Parker; she was a tiny bit chubby bit she had a beautiful face. She was bubbly and chatty and tons of fun to hang out with… but the last guy to ask her out was labelled a ‘chubby-chaser’ and I wasn’t sure I wanted that to be me.

I came up with a few more options, but throughout the day, I found out that those girls had already been picked off. James asked Brianne out the day before. Cory asked Vanessa out two days earlier. Caroline was going with Hector, and Sarah was going with Grant. The options were becoming slim…

But Amanda was still a free agent. And who else was free? I stood in the hall, near my locker, watching all of the girls as they went to class. I didn’t know all of them, but the ones I did know were already reserved. “This sucks,” I whispered to myself—and then I saw the witch.

Maybe it’s mean to call her ‘the witch’, but something tells me she would call herself that if you asked.

She wasn’t an ugly girl. She wasn’t fat or weird-looking. She was actually kind of cute in her own goth-girl way. She was wearing a tight black dress with a long lace skirt. On her legs, she had fishnets that had spider-web designs on them. She honestly looked like she was on her way to a Halloween party. But she was still pretty enough that I would probably get a pat on the back from at least a few guys if I showed up with her. But, like Riley, she would probably show up to prom in some black goth dress, black eye-shadow, black lipstick… People would think that I had some sort of fetish.

But looking at her now, I remembered that pulsing light. I still had no way to explain that light. It was daytime when that light was pulsing in the stairwell; and for a light to shine that bright, overpowering the sunlight coming in through the windows… it must have been a very powerful light: more powerful than any lamp or flashlight, unless she had some sort of police-grade flashlight hidden in her bag. I suppose that was possible… but then why was it purple, and why was it pulsing?

Look—I like to consider myself an open-minded person. I was so open-minded that I was often the victim of gullible tricks from other students, like the time the guys on the basketball team convinced me to go into the girl’s bathroom because, “some girl is in there and she’s asking for you.” Well, it wasn’t true; they just locked me in there once I went in, and then a few girls screamed at me, thinking that I was in there to spy on them peeing.

I bit down on my tongue. I watched her for a minute, thinking about that ‘magic’. I was still so curious. No, I don’t think I would ever date the witch girl; she was a bit too spooky for me, and while I was totally into the whole goth look, I wasn’t into spooky girls who fantasized about drinking blood—and I certainly wasn’t into girls who were convinced they could make demons appear in school stairwells.

Well, I followed her again when I noticed her going over to that back stairwell. She kept looking around to make sure she wasn’t being followed, as if she was up to no good. I had to hide a few times when she looked back, pretending to be minding my own business a couple times when her gaze caught me.

She went through that door, into that stairwell. I snuck up to the door and peered through the small window. I waited a minute, listening carefully. I was supposed to be in class, but this seemed more important. I was intrigued and wanted answers… but there was something I wanted even more than answers.

I pushed the door open as quietly as I could. I didn’t want to disturb her little rituals. I crept towards the steps, and now I could hear her chanting softly under her breath. It sounded like she was speaking another language: Italian… maybe French… maybe Romanian—or possibly Latin. Or maybe she was just making shit up, because it was all just a big role-play. Or maybe it wasn’t.

I moved down the stairs, staying against the wall where I wouldn’t be seen. I listened for a long few minutes, and then I saw that pulsing light again. I was determined to catch her this time. If she had a flashlight, I would see it…

But this just couldn’t be a flashlight! It was too bright—and flashlights don’t pulse like that. It must have been something else.

I kept moving down the steps, getting closer and closer. She started to chant in that language again.

I was close now—close enough that I could catch her. But at the same time, I wanted to let her finish her little spell, just to see if it actually did anything other than make a bright light. I wanted to see a succubus, if such a thing could even exist.

I took a deep breath, waited a moment, and then I jumped around the corner, determined to take her by surprise. I was sure that I was going to see some sort of device in her hands, but there was nothing; she was just sitting there, now white in the face as she gasped and looked at me. The glow was suddenly gone—and then that pale face suddenly turned red. “You again!” she barked. “What the hell are you doing!?”

I was sure that I was going to catch her, but there was no evidence of a light… just that lipstick pentagram on the floor.

“Are you crazy or something?” she asked me, and the question seemed ironic… though I really was starting to wonder if I was the crazy one. “Are you, like, stalking me or something?”

“No,” I said. “I had a question about, uh, prom.”

My heart was racing now. I really did feel like I’d screwed up. I was so sure that I was going to catch her so that I could say ‘I told you so’, but instead, I was just feeling like an idiot; now, I was scrambling to make it seem like I wasn’t quite so crazy… but I had a feeling that I was about to sound even more crazy.

“What about it? If you’re going to ask me out, the answer is no; you’re a pest.” She narrowed her eyes and glared right into my soul.

“No—I wasn’t going to ask you. But hey! What’s wrong with me? You would be lucky if I asked you out.”

She rolled her eyes. “What do you want, pest? Here to make fun of me again? What the hell does this have to do with prom?”

“Well, first, let me start by saying: I believe you,” I said, but I could feel the big grin on my face, which probably made me less than genuine.

“Believe what?”

“This whole magic schtick. I believe it.”

“Shut up,” she groaned. “Don’t patronize me.”

“What? I’m serious. I thought I might catch you, but again, you don’t have any light here. You must really be conjuring up that light. So—have you been able to summon a demon yet, or what? How’s all of that going?” I smiled.

And then she jumped to her feet and clenched her hands into tight fists. “Are you just here to mock me and waste my time!? What the hell does any of this have to do with prom!?”

“Okay, okay,” I said. “I was, uh, just wondering…” I felt my face turning dark red. This was embarrassing, but if there was any truth to what she was doing, maybe she could help me; maybe I was a little bit more desperate than I liked to admit… Maybe… just maybe… I actually thought she could conjure up some magic to help me win over Amanda. “There’s a girl I want to ask out, but, uh… I’m not sure if she likes me…”

Suddenly, the witchy girl grinned. She was staring at me, letting her shoulders relax, letting her hands unclench from those tight fists. “Wait,” she said with that wicked, witchy grin. “You want my help?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I mean—is there, like, a spell for that, or what?” I bit down on my tongue, trying not to look too embarrassed. I could tell that she was gloating, enjoying every second of this. I didn’t even know her name, but I hated giving her the satisfaction.

But maybe there really was something to all of this magic nonsense. Maybe she actually knew a thing or two about magic. I mean—I really wasn’t the type of person to believe that science could explain everything. I’m not saying that I was some sort of science denier, but I think there’s a lot more going on in the universe than we realize.

“So is there a spell or not?” I asked, looking away from that gloating smile.

She let the tension linger for a moment. Her grin made me think she was going to tell everyone what I asked her; she was thinking about it, without a doubt: revenge for ruining her little spell caster game twice now. But she also looked intrigued, like she was considering it. “I might have a spell like that,” she said softly.

“Okay,” I said. “Well do it then.”

“Well, first, I need to know who we’re doing this to,” she said. “And we can’t do it now.”

“What? Why not?” I said.

“We need certain things.”

“What things?” I asked. I was half-convinced this was something she could do, and half-convinced that I was just humiliating myself, and she was trying her hardest not to laugh at me.

“I have to look into it,” she said. “Come find me tomorrow. I’ll do my research tonight. Then, maybe we can do the spell on the weekend.”

“The weekend?” I said. “No, no—there’s no time for that. Prom is coming up fast. Someone’s going to ask her out any day now. I don’t think I can wait that long.”

She blinked a few times, batting her dark eyelashes. “Who is this girl?” she asked.

“Why do you care?”

“I need to know. Her name needs to be in the spell,” she said with a bluntness that made me feel very, very stupid.

“Oh,” I said. “Well, uh, can I just tell you once we’re ready to do the spell?”

“Just tell me now,” she said, now with that grin again. “Or I’m not going to look into this for you.”

“Why are you teasing me?”

“Because you teased me!” she gasped. “Look—I don’t have to help you. I’m just trying to be nice, but to be honest, I have no idea why.”

“Well, I was just giving you the benefit of the doubt here,” I said. “I don’t need to take abuse.”

“The benefit of the doubt?” she said. “Maybe you forgot: magic only works if you believe it can work. If you’re just being a jerk again, don’t expect any results.”

I was tense all over. I had no idea what I believed—but I wanted to believe her. I wanted to believe magic was possible, because that meant there was actually a chance I could take Amanda to prom—and maybe going to prom would turn into more. Maybe she could take my virginity, and then maybe we could have some sort of relationship. Oh man, my friends would be so jealous if I went to prom with Amanda—and if they saw me kissing her… if they found out we fucked… my heart soared just thinking about it. I would be the coolest guy in school, and that’s how everyone would remember me, even decades after we all drifted our separate ways. ‘Remember Jeremy? The absolute mad-man who took Amanda to prom?’ I wanted it so badly.

“Tell me or bugger off,” the witch said to me.

“Okay, fine. Amanda,” I said before biting down on my tongue. I had a feeling I was really going to regret saying that name out loud.

Her eyes widened. “Amanda?” she said, and then she giggled. “You want to go to prom with that bimbo?”

“She’s not a bimbo,” I said. “And what does it matter to you?”

“She’s not even hot,” the witch said, rolling her eyes and turning her gaze away from me.

“Agree to disagree,” I smirked. “I think just about every guy in the school would disagree with you.”

“Well that’s because guys here have no taste,” she groaned. “But whatever. If she’s the one you want, I could care less. It’s your blood.”

“My blood?” I said. My heart skipped a beat.

“Yeah,” she said. “You need to bring me a small vial of your blood. That much I know for sure. I have to look into the rest.”

“O—Okay,” I said. “How much blood are we talking here?”

“Like a tablespoon,” she said. It didn’t sound like a lot… or maybe it did. My stomach was suddenly in a knot. Now, she was waving me off. “Get out of here. This is my only spare, and you’re wasting it.”

“That’s it?” I said.

“What else do you want?” she asked.

I just stood there, not quite sure what to say. I guess there was nothing else. Though as I started to turn away, I realized I didn’t even know who she was. So I turned back to her.

“What?” she said.

“What’s your name?”

“Lilly,” she said, but she almost hesitated, as if she didn’t want me to know. She stared into my eyes, seemingly trying to read my mind. And in that moment, I didn’t feel so great. I felt like I was dabbling with something that I shouldn’t have been dabbling with.

I was raised catholic. My parents wouldn’t have approved of me mingling with some wannabe-witch girl, drawing pentagrams and asking me to collect my own blood in a vial. It was all very spooky and weird… and there was probably no substance to it…

But at the same time, there was a tiny part of me that wondered if it could be true. And then I started thinking about what Lilly said: did I really have to believe it to be possible for it to work? How could I convince myself that it could actually work? Was a glimmer of hope not enough?
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Ispent that night doing some research. I found a few videos online that claimed to be capturing real magic, on camera. It was impossible to know if it was real or just some hoax, in the era of computer generated imagery. One video showed a young woman using her hands to make a box float into the air. In another video, a man had a camera in a forest at night, and he was sneaking up on what looked like a seance. In the video, as the man zoomed in on the fire in the middle of the dancing witches, faces could be seen flickering in the flames.

Now, I’m not sure how someone could use a computer program to make that fire, but at the same time… how could it be possible? Surely, if witchcraft was real, we would know about it by now, in the age of the internet, where every single person and his grandmother owns a camera-phone. Surely science would have stumbled onto this little practise.

But I found website after website, packed full of stories: people who claimed to have witnessed the impossible. Those stories were enough to pique my interest, and maybe they helped to make my mind a little more open… but would I say that I now believed that magic was real? Does anybody truly believe magic is real?

I suppose children believe in it—and they say that unexplainable paranormal events happen to children far more often than adults. In fact, I’d read that many kids can apparently talk to ghosts, and look into past lives, and see auras, and all of that occult bullshit.

I wanted to believe that Lilly could make Amanda fall in love with me. I was desperately hoping there was some truth to her ‘spells’. But all I had was hope; I can’t say that I also had faith.

I tried hard to change my mindset. Maybe being open-minded would be enough; it was all I could do. When I went up to Lilly the next day, while she was at her locker, I put on my best straight face and I spoke were a quiet seriousness. “Okay, so what do I need to make this happen?”

“You startled me,” she said, putting her hand against the middle of her chest. She was wearing one of those strappy tops, where the straps formed an upside-down pentagram.

“Sorry,” I said. I looked around to make sure there weren’t any other students within earshot. “So what do you need? Did you look into it?”

“Your blood,” she said. “And then I’ll need something extremely personal of hers.”

My heart jumped. “Something personal?” I said. “What does that mean? Be more specific.”

“It says in the text that we need a personal belonging, something ‘very personal’.”

“Like, her phone?” I asked.

“I suppose that would work, but how are you going to get her phone?” Lilly asked, looking at me once again like I was a fool.

“I don’t know,” I said. “How long do we need it for?”

“So, here’s how it works,” she said. “You bring the personal item to the incantation. We draw a pentagram with your blood as an offering to a succubus. Then, we chant the spell while her personal possession is in the middle of the pentagram. Finally, as long as her possession—whatever it is—is with you, she’ll love you.”

“Wait,” I said. “So I have to carry the thing around everywhere I go?”

She nodded her head. “The example in the book is a tooth, which the caster has made into a necklace.”

“Oh great,” I said, rolling my eyes. “I’ll just pull out one of her teeth and make it into a necklace. That’s not crazy at all. She’ll love it.”

“Well, she will, if we say the chant right,” Lilly grinned. Now, I was back to thinking she was just teasing me, trying to humiliate me.

I shook my head with my eyes closed. “So let’s back up. I’m not getting her tooth or her phone. I’ll think of something else. But let’s say it’s, like, some shirt she likes. Can I just keep it bunched up in my pocket, or do I have to wear it?”

“I don’t see why it can’t be bunched up. I have to get to class.”

“Wait,” I said, grabbing her wrist as she tried to skirt away from me. She became tense, as if I was attacking her; maybe I was coming on a bit strong, but I could sense the clock ticking. It was a miracle that Amanda was still without a date for prom—but it wasn’t going to stay that way for long. Even now, I could see Amanda down the hallway, and I could see three different guys eyeing her, waiting for their opportunity to strike. All she had to do was drop a textbook, and the first guy to rush over to pick it up had an in—and maybe that was enough.

“What?” Lilly said to me, tugging her arm away.

“I’m sorry… I’m just…” I took a deep breath. “I’ve never done anything like this before. Please just tell me you aren’t screwing with me.”

“I’m not screwing with you,” she said, rolling her eyes. “But like I said: if you don’t believe it will work, it won’t work.” She stared right into my eyes, making that point very clear. I wanted to get more clarification on that fact, but I wasn’t sure how to get her to be more specific; it probably wasn’t quite so simple to explain, and maybe she didn’t even understand quite how that part of it worked. All I could do was hope for the best…

But first, I needed to figure out how to get something from Amanda.

I didn’t have much time to figure it out. I had my third-period spare to come up with an idea. Once the hallways were quiet and all of the students were in class, I walked up and down the hallway, near Amanda’s locker. I knew that if I could get inside, I could get something that I could use—something important to her, like her phone, or maybe some hair scrunchy. Was a hair scrunchy important enough? Lilly just said that it needed to be something ‘extremely personal’. The phone was the only thing that came to mind… unless she had some precious stuffed animal from her late grandmother at home, or maybe the keys to her car. The phone seemed like the best option: I could steal it and then find a way to secretly pay her back for it, so I wouldn’t feel too guilty for stealing her phone.

The janitor came around the corner. I paused. My heart skipped a beat. I saw an opportunity and I couldn’t miss it. “Excuse me,” I said. He paused and stared at me. He had a long moustache on his tanned face, and a pointed nose that seemed so narrow between his beady eyes. He said nothing—but he just stared at me. “I, uh, forgot the code to my locker. I keep trying the code over and over, and it’s just not working. Is there any way you could open it for me?” My heart was racing fast. I knew that I could get into huge trouble for this; if he cut the lock and I got the phone… then Amanda would complain that her phone had been stolen and that janitor would be asked, and he would point me out…

But I needed that phone.

“Which locker is yours?” he asked.

“This one,” I said, pointing to Amanda’s locker.

He kept starting at me. There was a long, tense silence, and then he began to shake his head. “That isn’t your locker,” he said in a Mexican accent. “That’s Amanda locker.”

Of course—even he knew who Amanda was. I put on a fake smile. “Amanda? Amanda who? This is my locker!” I said. “This has been my locker all year. This has been my—wait. No, wait… maybe you’re right! Oh my God, I’m such a fool! You see, this was my locker last year. I really need to start getting more sleep! My locker is just down there. Wow—I’m such an idiot. Well, that explains why my code isn’t working! It’s not even my locker!”

He stared at me for a long moment, and then he carried on to wherever he was going, looking back at me a few times to check that I wasn’t up to no good. I was lucky that he didn’t care at all. I had to walk away from that locker, and I had to face the reality: there was no way that I was going to get inside of it. I would have to think of some other way to get someone that belonged to her—and I had to think fast. I knew that I didn’t have weeks to plan this out. Lilly wanted to do the incantation soon, and Amanda was probably going to pick her prom partner any day.

I could go to her house and steal something from her room! But where did she live? How could I find out where she lived without raising any alarms? If I was going to be stealing something, I had to be extra careful not to raise any suspicion… I was probably already going to be in hot water after my encounter with the janitor.

I walked down the hallway, trying to calm my racing heart. Then, I looked into the gymnasium and saw her: her long blonde hair tied into the cutest ponytail, her big breasts bouncing in her tight white top. I stopped and ogled her amazing body. I wasn’t the only one; the gym teacher was gazing at her with sweat forming on his forehead. We all wanted a piece of Amanda; even the teachers.

And then a tingle crept down my spine. I realized in that moment that Amanda’s stuff was probably unattended in the girl’s locker room—and right now, they still had eight minutes of class left. I had to act fast; I didn’t have time to think of the pros and cons, or any of the risks associated with the stupid thing that I was about to do. I needed to get something that I could use, otherwise I’d humiliated myself with Lilly for nothing.
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Iwalked up to that locker room door. My heart was pounding, my palms were sweating. I felt cold all over, knowing I was doing some absolutely insane—and stupid. I would be lucky if I ended up being branded a thief over this; the more likely outcome was being branded a lunatic or a pervert. But still, I kept going, reaching for that door.

They usually locked the locker room doors during class, but now, it was unlocked… possibly because someone was inside.

I pushed the door open slowly, seeing the white cinderblock wall that stopped people from seeing right into the locker room. “Oh God,” I whispered under my breath. My hands were shaking, but I was still moving forward, driven by that desperation.

I stepped around the corner while calling out softly, “Just grabbing something for someone.” It was my cover, in case there was someone there. Maybe it wasn’t a great cover, but it was all I could think of in that moment.

But the room was empty. It was a perfect opportunity, but I had to move fast. Class was about to end and I still didn’t even know where Amanda kept her stuff.

There was a sea of closed lockers. Which one was Amanda’s? I rushed over to the first and pulled it open. None were locked; the school had never had any problems with creepy guys sifting through the girls’ stuff… until now.

The first locker had pink clothes inside. I was pretty sure Amanda was wearing a tight white tank top today, with little green shorts and thigh-high socks… okay, so I’d done some staring earlier, like all of the guys in the school.

I flew to the next locker, throwing it open. It was empty. The next one had big clothes for a hefty girl, and then the next smelled so bad; I didn’t even want to know who owned those clothes.

I kept going from locker to locker. Every so often, I found one that could have been her. I had to look through the books inside, looking for names. Carol, Petra, Nancy, Riley, Ellen… I saw so many bras! I got to smell so many different brands of perfume. My head was spinning. Was that smell going to stick to me? Was it going to get me into a load of shit?

I had to keep moving.

Where was Amanda’s stuff?

Suddenly, the bell rang. My heart froze. Those girls were going to pour into that locker room at any moment.

I knew it was my cue to hightail it out of there, but I was strangely determined. I figured I had another thirty seconds before the gym teacher let the girls go—so I flew from locker to locker, desperate to find her phone.

And then I found that white tank top, those green shorts, and those long white stockings. I gasped at the sight of them. I reached in and dug into her little purse, but the phone wasn’t there. I thought about taking the whole purse… but how was I going to carry a purse around with me for the next few weeks? And if I wanted to keep her as my own, the rest of my life… It would never happen.

Then, I saw her panties. Panties! Those were extremely personal, right?

I grabbed them: black, lacy, high-waisted but semi-transparent in all of the succulent spots. Just touching them, I felt a surge of excitement.

And then I heard the door open.

I jumped to my feet. The jig was up. I stuffed the panties down into my pocket, and then I bolted across the room to hide in the shower area. I should have just come forward and pretended like I was locked in there by some mean bullies. I should have come up with some sort of lie instead of hiding! But now, I was hiding as girls poured into the locker room.

I felt sick. I was going to be caught with panties stuffed in my pocket. The girls were now all noticing their opened lockers. “Was someone in here?” I heard one say.

And that’s when I noticed the open window, five feet up. It was a narrow opening, just to let out the steam from the showers. It was my only hope.

With athletic ability that I didn’t know that I had, I jumped up, grabbed the edge of the window, and I pulled hard: the first successful pull-up of my life (desperation does some amazing things). I must have looked like Jackie Chan as I vaulted myself through that window—and then fell fifteen feet into a bush. Thank God for that bush, otherwise I would probably have a broken leg or two. Instead, I walked away with nothing but a tiny scratch on my arm. I scurried quickly along the wall of the school to the back entrance. The door was just closing: a teacher heading inside from a smoke break. Those doors locked when closed, but I managed to get a finger in to stop it. I slipped in, unnoticed, and then I got to the study hall before anyone noticed. There was some commotion about ten minutes later, once the girls complained to the gym teacher, and the gym teacher notified the office. Dozens of staff members descended on that locker room and it became something like a crime scene. “Someone went into the girls’ change room and stole Amanda’s panties,” I was told, not even an hour later. The whole school knew what had happened. “I heard they’re going to call the cops.”

“How do we know she didn’t just misplace them?” I said, trying not to expose my trembling hands. The evidence was still in my pocket, burning a hole, reminding me that I was a pervert and a criminal. I didn’t deserve Amanda.

But the terror of being caught did make me realize one thing: I really did believe in Lilly’s magic. There was no way that I would have risked my reputation like that over a glimmer of hope.

Lilly found me at my locker after school. “Seriously, you weirdo?” she whispered. “Her panties?”

“I took what I could find!” I hushed, and then I was tempted to cover her mouth with my hand. My heart hadn’t stopped pounding, like it was trying to bash a hole through my ribcage. I’d been faint all afternoon, waiting for the police to storm into my class and haul me away. I had no idea if there were cameras around the school: footage of me slipping through that changing room window like some sort of deranged pervert. Those panties stayed in my pocket, creating a small bulge; it didn’t feel so small though… it seemed like it was enormous, like it was the only thing anyone could see.

I felt so sick by the end of the day… but nobody approached me. Nobody suspected me. I was horrified that the janitor would chime in and tell the principal that he encountered me asking to get into Amanda’s locker… and maybe that moment was coming, but it hadn’t happened yet.

“So can we do the incantation thing yet?” I asked Lilly once school was over.

“Do you have the blood?” she asked.

“Fuck,” I said. “The blood. Um—I can get it. I just… how do I extract it?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “A needle. You can just cut yourself. Just don’t kill yourself, alright? We can do this tomorrow during my spare, down in the stairwell. Bring the… item, and the blood. That’s enough, I think. I’ll have the spell ready. And you’re sure you want to do this? I mean—obviously you’re sure, if you were willing to break into the girl’s locker room and steal a girl’s panties.”

“Shush!” I gasped, looking around. “Just forget about that, okay? You said to get something personal. I didn’t hear you coming up with any ideas besides extracting her teeth.”

She grinned. “I’m just teasing you, Jeremy. See you tomorrow.”

I wasn’t sure how she knew my name. I paused for a moment, wondering if it was some magic intuition, and then I realized we went to the same school. My name was written on my binders and textbooks, and most people knew everyone. Just because I didn’t know who she was before doesn’t mean that she didn’t know who I was.
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Ifelt awkward sneaking away from the other students after the bell rang, skipping my class once again, even though I’d gotten a strict warning from my teacher: “Don’t miss another class or it will be reflected on your report card.” I needed to leave the school with good grades, but more than that, I needed to leave with a good reputation—and that meant taking Amanda to prom.

Lilly was already there, sitting on the steps, staring out the small window at the old parking lot. “Hey,” I said, trying not to startle her, but I startled her anyway. I was starting to think that her hearing wasn’t so good, though I had been very quiet and sneaky heading down that direction, though I wasn’t quite sure why; it’s not like I was trying to sneak up on anyone. “Any chance we can do this fast, so I don’t miss class?”

She stared at me with that classic ‘you’re an idiot’ look that she had mastered. “It will take as long as it takes. Got the stuff?”

I handed her the blood, which was in a vial I bought at the dollar store, and then I tried to hand her the panties. She recoiled her hand before her fingers grazed the black lace. “Ew,” she said. “I don’t want to touch them. Just hold them for now.”

She looked at the vial. “That’s all you got?” she asked.

I paused for a moment, not thrilled by her reaction. Getting that blood wasn’t easy. I poked my finger about fifty times, getting the tiniest drops of blood. Now, my fingers were all too sore to type at a computer. “That’s all I could get,” I groaned.

“I hope it works,” she said. She dropped to a knee and began to dribble the blood onto the floor. She used the tip of her finger to draw a big circle, and then the pentagram inside of it. I just stood there, feeling increasingly insane. Why did I agree to this again? Oh wait, it was my idea.

“And you’re sure this is… safe?” I asked.

“I’ve never done the spell before,” she said. “But it’s from a book that I use all the time, and the other spells work.”

“Okay,” I said. “It’s not going to, like, make me ill or anything… right? And I’m not signing my soul away to the devil or something, am I?”

“You’re making a deal with the devil, but unless you tell him he can have your soul, it’s all yours.”

“So what deal am I making then?” I asked.

She grinned. “Well, you’re acknowledging his power. He likes that.”

My stomach groaned. I didn’t like the sound of this. When it was witchy, it was kind of cool, but now it was just getting a bit satanic, and as a young catholic man… satanic wasn’t exactly my jam. “Let’s just get this over with, okay?”

She finished drawing the pentagram. “Put the object in the middle,” she said. I placed it down. She groaned at the sight of the used panties. “Freak.”

“Get over it,” I said.

She grabbed my hand. “Hold,” she commanded, so I held her dainty, pale witch-girl fingers. She took a deep breath in and slipped out that book. “Now just close your eyes and focus. Try to keep your mind clear, so that your body is receptive.”

“To what?” I asked.

“The succubus,” she said.

I bit down on my tongue. “Mind clear. Got it,” I said.

“Now I’m going to read the passage. It will take a few minutes. If you let your mind wander too much, you’ll cloud our reception and it won’t work. Got it? Clear mind—like you’re doing a meditation.”

I nodded my head. I was willing to try, though I was horrified someone was going to walk in and see us like that; it was an embarrassing sight, and not something I wanted to be associated with at all. I bit on my tongue and prayed she would read the book quickly.

The language was unrecognizable. She began to speak, slowly, stumbling on a few words, proving that she didn’t actually know the language she was speaking. Some words just sounded downright wrong. She was taking her time. I had a feeling that I was going to be missing class.

I took a deep breath in. Anxieties quickly filled my mind; I tried my best to send them away. I didn’t want to ‘cloud the reception’, whatever that meant. I wanted this to work. I needed this to work. I had to stay focussed, no matter what.

She was still talking: nonsense to bother me and her. I let my eyes open for a moment, just to see what she was doing, to see if she was doing any sort of hand motions or focussing her attention anywhere in particular… but she was just staring at the pages of that book, reading some foreign language or another.

She eyed me, and scowled for a moment, as if I was doing something wrong, so I closed my eyes and turned my chin down again. I just had to wait.

Oh God, if someone walked in and saw us now… Why couldn’t Lilly read faster?

That text went on and on and on and on.

No, Jeremy—keep your mind clear. Don’t let those thoughts in. Think of nothing. Think of the colour black. Think nothingness… I took another deep breath in.

Her foreign words were strangely hypnotic. She had a bit of a sexy way of talking. I let my eyes open again and I looked at her carefully. She was very pretty; if she ditched the creepy witch and satan stuff, she would be a top-five in the school—especially with those big eyes, and those big breasts. Man—her boobs were possibly even bigger than Amanda’s… maybe there was some way of convincing her to be more normal. Maybe I could ask her to prom under the condition she didn’t bring her satanism with her.

She eyed me again, so I closed my eyes. The spell still wasn’t finished. I was starting to wonder if she was repeating herself, or if this text was actually this long.

Then, against my eyelids, I noticed a pinkish glow. I paused for a moment, and then I let my eyelids flutter open to see Lilly staring at me. The glow was suddenly gone.

Lilly batted her eyelashes a few times and then smiled. “It’s done,” she said.

“That’s it?” I said.

“That’s it.”

“Did it work?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “That’s for you to find out. Given your inability to focus for more than five seconds… I would say there’s a fifty-percent chance that it worked.”

“I’ll take those odds,” I said.

“So just to be clear: the spell wasn’t cast on you; it was cast on the undies. Got it?”

“I think so,” I said, looking at the lacy garment.

“So Amanda won’t fall in love with you, per se… she will just love whoever is in possession of the panties.”

“Got it,” I said. Though it was a bit sad that the spell didn’t mean that Amanda would love me. I wanted her to love me—or at least just like me enough to go to prom with me. Instead, she was just going to be in some strange magical state of hypnosis thinking about me whenever I had those panties with me. I suppose that’s about the same thing… right? What else was I expecting from the magical spell?

I bent over and picked up the panties. I felt the lace in my fingers. “So… right now… is she thinking about me or something?”

“I don’t know,” said Lilly. “I guess so. I told you: I haven’t done this before. The translation of the spell wasn’t super clear. I mean—I ran it through three different translators, and they were all a bit questionable with the output. Anyway; good luck with getting get to go to prom with you. I hope it works out, because that means that I know how to do a new spell.” She had a proud smile on her face, and my heart was filled with a newfound excitement. I stuffed the panties down into my pocket and nodded my head at her.

“Well, I guess I’ll see you around. Thanks for the help,” I said. I started to leave.

“Wait,” she said.

Now, she was staring into my eyes, looking like she had something to say—maybe an apology for being kind of cruel with me, or maybe there was something else. It was a glossy kind of look, like she’d been meaning to tell me for a while but needed the courage. I knew that look, because it was the look I always had when I dreamed of asking girls out on dates.

“What is it?” I asked.

“This mess,” she said. “It’s your blood, so you should probably clean it up.” Then, she was the one to walk away, leaving me with that mess. So I went to the bathroom to get some paper towel pieces, and I scrubbed the blood off of that concrete floor. It didn’t all come out. A blood-stained pentagram stayed there after I left; I’m sure it went on to freak a few people out.
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Irushed off to make my class, sneaking in and taking a seat near the back while the teacher was writing at the board. I checked the time. I was twelve minutes late… not the end of the world. I took a moment to catch my breath. A few of my classmates eyed me. I was still on edge from the whole panties-stealing incident, still worried it was just a matter of time before the principal barged in and pointed a finger at me in front of everyone.

The faces turned back to the front, and I took one last deep breath before sinking into my seat. “And, again, you use the same formula to find the missing angle,” the teacher said, turning around. Her gaze found me. She paused for a moment and then went on without chewing me out; I was safe.

As she continued to talk, I scanned around the room. Amanda was in that same math class. Now, she was sitting near the front of the classroom, left side, with her phone under her desk. She was texting someone, with a grin on her face. I reached into my pocket and felt those panties. Then, I wondered if she was thinking about me. If she was, why wasn’t she looking at me? Was she messaging a friend about me?

Or was she just keeping her feelings under control for now?

Or did the spell not work?

I clutched the black panties in my hand, feeling the soft lace. A tingle crept down my spine, like a mild euphoria that was almost enough to make me—no, it was enough to make me moan. I let a small moan slip out, and then ten heads turned to me.

My eyes lit up and I let go of those panties. “I pulled a muscle in my back. It’s killing me,” I said. The gazes slowly turned away. Now, Amanda was staring at me, looking back with a narrowed gaze. I kept my hand in my pocket, squeezing those panties. I smiled at her and she smiled back. She was the only one still looking at me! Did that mean it was working? Was she realizing that she was in love with me?

I slipped my hand out from my pocket, and then she looked away. Did I need to be physically touching those panties with my skin for that magical effect to work? A waited a few minutes and then I clutched the panties again, waiting to see what would happen. I swear she perked up, as if that same tingling was overpowering her—the same one that I felt inside of me. Maybe this was really going to work. Maybe I really did have magical panties in my pocket.

I started telling myself that I was going to do it: I was going to ask Amanda out to prom. I was ready. I was shaking all over with terror just thinking about it—but I was going to do it. I had the power in my pocket.

But I couldn’t just keep my hands in my pockets while I talked to her. I would have to find another way to make sure those panties were touching my skin.

Another jolt of mild euphoria surged down my spine when I had what seemed like a good idea: I could just put the panties on under my boxers. Then, they would be touching me—making contact with as much surface area as possible. I was a smaller-framed guy—about the same size as Amanda, so I was sure they would fit.

I eyed the clock. The bell was due to ring in twenty minutes. So I threw up my hand. “Can I use the bathroom?”

The teacher waved me away. I went straight to the bathroom and made a point of locking the door so nobody would walk in on me, even though I still planned on changing in a stall. I didn’t need any company.

I quickly pulled my jeans and boxers down. Then, I pulled the panties out from my pocket and stepped into the holes. I shimmied them up, up, up my legs, getting them snug against my crotch. They were tight, but the soft fabric actually felt surprisingly nice.

I opened the stall door, just so I could see in the mirror. I wanted to see how stupid I looked. After all, this was possibly how I was going to be for a while. As long as I wanted to keep Amanda, I needed to have those panties… and the best way to keep them hidden while also touching my skin was… well, the way they were made to be used.

I felt silly, of course, but I found myself pausing, staring at myself.

I really had to admit that the panties framed my body in a way that was strangely captivating. I never really realized I had hips like that… or a waist like that. I twisted side to side, pulling my forearms tight to my body. My bum wasn’t half bad either. Hell—I’d say I had a pretty good ass! Probably from all of the skating I did in the winter. I put my hands under my butt cheeks and lifted them slightly, making myself blush. I bit down on my bottom lip.

Then, I grinned. It was a funny feeling, posing like that, as if I was some sort of model. I was just joking around, of course, but I surprised myself a few times with a few cute glances. I caught myself giggling, and then there was a rattle at the door: someone was trying to get in. “Why is this locked?”

“Sorry!” I called out, scrambling as I grabbed my jeans and pulled them up my legs. I stumbled towards the door, zipping up my fly as I reached for the lock. “I must have accidentally turned the lock.”

Another senior student stepped in, eyeing me strangely. “Who accidentally turns a lock? You weren’t jerking off in here, were you?” He looked down towards my crotch, and for a horrifying second, I was worried that the panties were creeping up above the waistband of my jeans.

He just walked away. “Whatever,” he said.

And then I scurried out of the bathroom, with those panties on under my boxers.

I slipped right back into class, taking my seat at the back of the room. I let out a small sigh of relief as I caught my breath. My heart was still pounding. I was terrified that my panties were going to ride up; luckily, nobody was behind me—but still, I didn’t want them on display. I kept reaching back to push them down.

Amanda looked back at me a couple of times, seemingly curious, seemingly captivated. Each look made a surge of adrenaline rush down my spine. I was so sure that it was working! I was going to ask her out and she was going to say yes!

But I kept finding myself getting distracted. My gaze kept drifting around. I couldn’t help but notice Riley sitting next to Amanda, wearing that black skirt and that black shirt. No, it wasn’t a shirt; it was tight and it pulled under the waistband of her skirt; it was a bodysuit. Oh my God, I bet that felt so good: that soft, stretchy fabric hugging her skin, down her abdomen, between her legs, and up her back. It actually left her back exposed, which was a cute look—and then there were the criss-crossing straps in the front (I noticed them when she went to the board to solve a math problem). And her boots were cute too: tall army-style boots, in black to match her goth-girl outfit. I really liked how she’d done her makeup, with a smoky look around her piercing eyes. And then she had that collar around her neck. I wondered how I would look with that same outfit, now that I knew my body was kind of cute and low-key femme.

I shook my head and forced myself to look away from her. I had no idea where these thoughts were coming from.

But now, my gaze was on Larissa. She was the exchange student from the Philippines. Now, she was wearing a fitted sweater with a turtle neck. It was tucked down into a pleated skirt: a classy schoolgirl look, but with a touch of sexy with her tight stockings, and the thin black choker-style necklace with the little gold chain tying it together at the back. She had long flicks of eyeliner, making my heart race. I wanted to look like that. I wanted to know what it felt like to look so cute.

No! I turned my gaze away. I was getting carried away with stupid ideas. I saw myself for ten seconds in panties and now my brain was running rampant with silly ideas of crossdressing. Sure, maybe I could hypothetically pass as a girl with some makeup, a wig, and some clothes… well, maybe I didn’t even need a wig. I’d gotten my longish hair cut recently, but the hairdresser gave me a curious cut, with bangs, keeping it long on the sides. She told me it was a trendy cut, but I honestly thought that it looked a bit feminine…

It wasn’t long before my gaze was drifting again, looking at all of the girls—including the teacher. She was wearing semi-sheer pantyhose, which gave her legs a nice gleam. Her nails were painted a soft pink colour: the same colour she painted her lips. I knew there were a few guys with ‘crushes’ on her. They called her the Milf of Mill Street (the school was on a street called Mill Street). She had three kids, but she was divorced, and one of the guys had stumbled on her dating profile.

But she had a killer body—and killer clothes. I wanted to feel that narrow pencil skirt on my body. I knew I had the hips, and that pencil skirt was made to show off nice hips. And her blouse was tucked in just perfectly, with a bit of slack to tease her figure. She was smart with her outfit, using her clothes to show off her best qualities, cleverly hiding her age with the right choices. She had a clever maturity, but she was still sexy. I really loved her minimalist makeup, and it was giving me ideas. I’d never really noticed her makeup before (or anyone’s makeup for that matter). She dusted on a touch of brown shadow on her eyelids, and a darker brown above her eyes. She didn’t use eyeliner, but she had a dark mascara that made her eyes pop in a natural-babe sort of way. There was a glimmer under her eyes: some sort of makeup highlight that brought the attention up to those pretty eyes. A girl could learn a thing or two from carefully studying that pretty face. I was learning plenty…

But I wasn’t a girl—and I had no idea why I cared. I was thrilled and relieved when the bell rang. I was the first out of my seat, tugging up my jeans to be sure that my panties weren’t showing. I grabbed my bag and scurried to my locker. I noticed the Cera twins while I was packing up my bag. They were wearing matching cheerleader outfits. They had practise soon—but I couldn’t help but eye their hair. My God, they were masters of hairstyling! They both had perfect loose curls, bouncing over their shoulders in a heavenly way. Their long bangs were feathered back, but not in an obnoxious sort of way. Those feathered bangs framed their faces, giving them soft jawlines, making them look so cute. And that’s when I noticed their eyebrows, which were carefully manicured into a very pleasing shape. I was hypnotized, staring at them for a long moment, and then I noticed that they were staring back at me, and that was my cue to leave.

By the time I was down the block, I remembered that my plan was to ask Amanda on a date. I had to do it! I had to go back and ask her out! I did a complete 180. I started hurrying back towards the school. It was Friday, after all, and that meant that I wouldn’t see Amanda until Monday, which meant every guy who knew her phone number or her address had a leg up on me. Sure, maybe I could ask someone for her number, and maybe they would give it to me—but right now, I was playing with an advantage; Amanda was presumably feeling strange feelings for me and it was my time to capitalize.

I rushed into the school and then fate brought us together in a very clumsy, awkward way. I ran right into her, making her drop her purse, making her fall onto her butt, and making me do the same. “Oh my God! I’m so sorry,” I said.

“What the hell are you doing!?” she asked, scrambling to get back onto her feet. I felt my face turning dark red. I bit down on my lip, and then my gaze found her legs. Her skirt had flipped up and she hadn’t quite noticed yet. She was wearing a pink thong: satin and soft, and I instantly started to wonder how that would feel. I knew how lace felt now: so, so soft and strangely pleasant. But satin was so much softer than lace. Could it feel even better?

“I’m sorry,” I said, clearing my throat. “I didn’t mean to do it. I was—I was actually just looking for you.”

“Me?” she said, narrowing her eyes. She was staring right into my eyes. My heart started pounding. My instinct was to run, to abandon the plan. But I felt a moment of strength, a moment of confidence, a moment of hope that the magic had actually worked. “Will you go to prom with me?” I blurted out.

I heard gasps around me: at least a dozen students heard me say it, and it was only a few seconds before they whispered to the ones who didn’t hear it. Now, there was a lull in the matrix; everyone stopped walking, stopped talking, stopped everything to look over and see her reaction. They were all waiting for her to do one of two things: burst into a fit of laughter or just bluntly reject me. I was ready for either; I was just ready to be done with this whole thing, win or lose. The stress was killing me. Asking Amanda out on a date was sort of like a thorn stuck in my skin that I just needed to pluck out; the outcome almost seemed irrelevant.

“Prom?” she said, strangely dazed.

I nodded my head.

“O—Okay. Sure,” she said.

And there were those gasps again. I might have been one of them. Did Amanda just agree to go on a date with me? Did she actually just say yes, or did I just put her on the spot, and she was going to take it back as soon as she realized what she’d done.

“Wait… what?” I said.

“I said okay.”

“Okay to what?” I said, shocked into a state of disbelief.

“Okay, I’ll go to prom with you, Jeremy,” she said bluntly. Then she let out a small laugh.

“Wait… Are you fooling with me? Is this a prank?”

“What? You asked me,” she said, utterly confused—maybe even now more than me… no, there was no way that she was more confused than me.

“Right. I mean—awesome. Cool. Well then we’ll go to prom together. It will be fun. I’ll pick you up, and, uh… we’ll have a good time.” I started to back away. Everyone just stood there, silent, confused, wondering why a girl like Amanda would ever agree to go on a date with a guy like me.

They didn’t know about the magical spell that Lilly put on those panties. Amanda didn’t know about it either; maybe she was just as stunned as the rest of them, wondering why she would agree to such an insane proposition.

I got out the door and then I ran away, wanting to get as far away as possible for reasons that I didn’t quite understand.


CHAPTER 7
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Icouldn’t believe it. She really said yes. I was going to prom with Amanda. I was going to be the envy of every guy in school. The blonde bombshell, who was desired by everyone including many of the girls, was going to be holding my hand into the rented hotel ballroom.

But now, I had a bit of a problem. I’d eaten my dinner, done my homework, brushed my teeth… and now it was time to shower… but I didn’t want to take off those panties. I was afraid of Amanda coming to her senses; I couldn’t let that happen, which meant that I needed to keep those panties touching my skin; it seemed to me that the magic only worked as long as that black lace was in contact with my skin.

But I had to shower, so I carefully slipped out of them. I kept them in my hand, and I kept that hand up in the air, clutching those panties as the warm water flowed down my body. I soaped myself with my free hand. I washed my hair with that free hand. I towelled myself with that free hand. Then, just to be safe, I got back into the panties and put my sweatpants on overtop. A part of me was afraid that the magic wasn’t properly working while I had the panties off, even though they were in my hand. What if Amanda had a revelation during that short period? What if she realized she’d made a huge mistake? Did that revelation flutter away once the panties were back on?

I tried to search online for some more information about the spell. I had no idea where to look. I figured I would find something about a magic spell that sounded like the one Lilly did for me. But I could find nothing. Now, I found myself on social media, trying to find Lilly, but I didn’t know her last name, and none of my mutual friends had a friend named Lilly. “Shit,” I groaned. I figured it was safest to just keep the panties on until I could chat more with Lilly about how this magic worked.

So I slept in the panties, and that night, I had the strangest dreams. I had a dream that I went to prom—not with Amanda, but as Amanda. I was in a white dress: something like a skimpy wedding dress with a short skirt and tight sleeves. My top was cut low exposing my cleavage in a not-safe-for-school sort of way. Men were ogling me as I stepped in: legs shaved and smooth, feet in tiny white heels. And those ogling gazes filled me with a strange sense of power. I felt so intimidating. I felt so… sexy. I smiled at them and made them blush. Everywhere I went, people looked at me; it was a feeling that I just wasn’t used to.

And then I had another dream, and in that dream, I was Amanda again, this time getting ready for school. I had my long blonde hair tied into a bun on the top of my head. I was leaning forward with a tube of lipstick, putting that lipstick on my lips and puckering to pose for myself. I batted my eyelashes, and then I was suddenly myself—not Amanda at all… but I was wearing makeup. My hair was long and blonde. I ran my fingers through my hair, feeling the long, soft locks. I had perfume on, and the smell was hypnotizing. I bit down on my lip, and I looked so cute… so sexy. But I was still myself.

And then I had one last dream. It was just like the first, walking into prom, but this time I wasn’t Amanda; I was myself. But the other details were the same in a nightmarish sort of way. I was wearing that small white prom dress that looked like a skimpy wedding dress. I had that long blonde hair. I was wearing makeup and those tiny white heels. Men were turning to look at me… and it was impossible to tell what they were thinking. The whole place just fell silent, and I looked down at myself and realized I was dressed like a girl. I gasped, knowing I’d made a mistake, knowing that I’d meant to change into my boy-mode outfit for prom, but I’d forgotten. I suppose it was a lot like those ‘showing up nude to school’ nightmares, where it’s too late as soon as you’ve realized you’re naked.

I woke up sweating, panting, breathing heavily. I jumped out of bed and started pacing around my room, and then I looked in the mirror and made myself shriek when I saw the panties creeping up above my sweatpants waistband. I pushed them down, heart pounding. I wanted to take them off, but I knew that meant losing Amanda’s interest. I had to leave them on until I knew what I was doing…

Those dreams were haunting me, lingering in my head. My skin tingled all over as I thought about them. It was only 5:00 AM. My alarm wouldn’t go off for another ninety minutes. But I knew I wouldn’t be able to fall back asleep.

I paced and tried to settle my pounding heart, but the panic was just growing. I stopped at my mirror and stared at myself. I’d almost forgotten just how feminine my figure was. How had I never noticed this before? And why would a girl like Amanda agree to go out with a guy who had a similar body shape? Surely she would have preferred some football jock… no? She could have had some guy with big muscles, but instead she agreed to go with a guy with a chick’s body…

Well, I suppose it wasn’t up to her. The magic made her do it.

I kept staring at myself, now thinking about those dreams. That’s when I began to wonder what I would look like in a dress. I looked so good in that dress in my dream… or, I should say, my nightmare. I couldn’t help but wonder if the dream was some sort of accurate representation or just some hyper-exaggeration. But now, I was so curious. That curiosity was horribly overwhelming and impossible to ignore—and it was growing stronger and stronger.

“No. I’m not doing it,” I kept saying to myself, shaking my head.

The whole house was still asleep. I decided to go brew a coffee, hoping it would get my mind off of these strange thoughts that were in my head… but it didn’t quite work, because as I stepped into the kitchen, I saw the bin of folded laundry, and right on the top of the pile was one of my sister’s dresses. What were the chances? It was a small green dress that she’d recently worn to a spring fling at her boyfriend’s school. It was a bit loose on her, and it would probably fit me just fine…

But I’d never thought about putting on a dress before. Nothing like this had ever crossed my mind. But now I had that curiosity, and it just wasn’t going away. It wasn’t going to go away until I dealt with it… so I snatched the dress. “Let’s just get this over with,” I said, ashamed of myself. I wanted to put all of this behind me.

So I went into my room, closed the door, and I set down the dress. I wriggled out from my sweatpants and shirt, leaving me in just those panties. I groaned, even though my skin tingled warm all over. I lifted up the little dress. It felt nice in my hands: a wonderful-feeling fabric that I just didn’t want to put down. I found myself rubbing it between my fingers, feeling that increasingly familiar mild euphoria. It was so strange, but it was somehow so satisfying.

“Let’s just get this over with,” I whispered. I stepped into the unzipped dress. I stepped my other leg in. Then, I pulled it up, wriggling it up my torso. It was tight, but it felt good, holding me tightly. I wondered if I’d ever worn something that was so tight-fitting before. I struggled to reach back for the zipper, pulling it up slowly, focussing hard so I wouldn’t rip my sister’s little green dress.

I felt so weird, with my legs exposed, with nothing properly covering my crotch: just that skirt blocking it from view. Once I had it zipped up, another jolt of mild euphoria buzzed through me. I let out a soft whimper, feeling so satisfied. I turned to the mirror and stared at myself, suddenly hypnotized. It was hard to look away, because the dress fit me so perfectly. “Wow,” I whispered, turning side to side, checking out my curves. In that moment, I noticed that I was standing in a peculiar way.

I wasn’t standing like a guy. I was up on the balls of my feet, legs straight, elbows bent and hands ditsy and limp in front of me. There was a strange femininity about my posture, and I had no idea where it came from. I couldn’t stop standing like that: popping out my hip, standing with a wide stance. I even caught myself blowing a kiss at the mirror. I grinned and pushed my fingers through my hair. Why was I doing all of this?

I knew that I needed to take that dress off; I’d seen what I wanted to see… but I just wasn’t ready to give up that warm euphoria just yet. I felt good and I wanted to hold onto that little high. I’d never done drugs or alcohol before, but I assumed it felt something like this.

“Nobody’s awake,” I whispered. “So maybe I can just spend a few minutes like this.” I had no idea why I wanted to do it… but I really, really wanted to stay in that dress. So I stayed in it. I pranced over to my bag and made sure I had all of my textbooks. Then, I went back to the mirror to check myself out again. I smiled, blushed, and blew another kiss. I giggled like a schoolgirl. I turned to check out my bum.

And suddenly, that satisfied feeling began to wear off—not because I got it out of my system, but because my curiosity had grown stronger and expanded, so wearing that dress no longer satisfied my craving.

I opened my bedroom door and waited a moment, listening to make sure the house was still asleep. Then, I crept out, still in that dress, and I went back to the kitchen. I quietly dug through that laundry bin and found another outfit: a skirt and a tight white cashmere sweater. I also found one of my sister’s bras, so I put that on. It had little inserts to give her some chest (she was naturally flat-chested). I also grabbed a pair of thigh-high white socks, and then I retreated back to my room, heart pounding, excitement pulsing.

I put the outfit on quickly and ogled myself in the mirror. I turned from side to side, watching my pleated skirt dancing around me. “Oh my God,” I whispered. Now, the mild euphoria was gone… replaced with a strong, moan-inducing euphoria. I was so satisfied, feeling that same feeling you get seconds after ejaculating: that peace and relief that lingers and makes you want to fall back on a warm cloud. I let out a whimper. I ran my hands down my cashmere-clad sides. I played with that pleated skirt. I danced in those white stockings.

And then I heard someone waking up, leaving their room. In a panic, I undressed and stashed everything in the depths of my closet where it wouldn’t be found. I would find a way to get it back into my sister’s room another day. I left the panties on, knowing the magic wouldn’t work if the panties were off. Then, I grabbed my jeans…

But I didn’t want to pull them up my legs. They felt so cold and so… disappointing. I literally stopped. I froze. I wasn’t able to move. I looked over at the closet, knowing that dress and skirt were inside. Oh God, I wanted to pull them out so badly. I wanted to feel them on my body again.

So I put the skirt back on. I knew people were waking up. I knew my door didn’t have a lock on it. I knew I was taking a huge risk, but I just needed to feel that satisfaction for one more moment. Is this what it felt like to wear women’s clothes? Why hadn’t I stumbled onto this sooner? I could have been dressing up in my sister’s clothes for years! Oh God, there were so many things I wanted to try on! She had that black dress that was cut up the side… and she had those little goth outfits from when she went through that stage. I could look so cute in so many of those outfits…

And then makeup. Would I look even better with makeup? I had no idea how to do makeup, but maybe it was time to learn a thing or two. Maybe I could pick up a few little tricks and doll myself up while nobody was around, just to see what I looked like…

No! What was I thinking? Where were these thoughts coming from? They weren’t welcomed in my head. I had to fight them away. I was just tired: a few days with very little sleep, and tons of anxiety thinking the police were going to find out that I was a panty-thief. I needed to ground myself. I needed to stop with this nonsense before I ended up doing something that I direly regretted. Hell—I already regretted putting on my sister’s clothes; I couldn’t think of anything more humiliating. If she found out! Oh God, I didn’t want to think of that.

I took the skirt off and stashed it away, feeling that lonely coldness again. I just had to accept it. I had to put on my proper clothes and get ready for school. I could keep the panties on; nobody would see those, and they gave me a slight sense of satisfaction…

No—I wasn’t wearing them for satisfaction! I was wearing them because I had to wear them so that Amanda would continue to like me. Prom was a few weeks away; I only had to wear them for a few weeks. I could find a way to clean them every day without having to stop touching them. It would be a long few weeks, but worth it in the end.

“Why are you sitting like that?” my sister asked me when she walked into the kitchen and saw me sitting at the kitchen table, eating my breakfast cereal.

“Like what?” I asked.

She stared at me and then laughed, shaking her head. “Are you trying to be funny or something?”

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

She motioned down at my legs, so I looked. For some reason, my legs were crossed. My toes were pointed. My back was straighter than usual, and I was sitting with my elbows properly off the table. I quickly uncrossed my legs and put a fake smile on my blushing face. “Yeah, it was just supposed to be funny.”

“Do you think you’re making fun of me or something?” she asked.

“Yeah. It’s how you sit,” I said, playing along with the lie that she’d provided me. But really, I had no idea why I was sitting like that. I’d never sat with my legs crossed like that before. I’d never sat in that proper way at all.

Now, I was tingling all over again, with a combination of embarrassment and that weird, mild euphoria. I was starting to wonder if I was sick.

“Well, I don’t know why you thought it would be funny to make fun of me,” my sister said. Then she went to the laundry bin. She started digging into it. “Mom! Where’s my white sweater?” she called out.

“In the bin.”

“It’s not here! And neither is my skirt!”

My heart rattled around in my chest. Why was that the exact outfit she was looking for!? What were the chances? I kept my gaze glued to my cereal bowl.

“It should be there!” mom called out.

“It’s not,” my sister said, and then she groaned. “That was a two-hundred dollar sweater.” She stormed off to look for it. And then I tried to gather my focus, letting my heart settle—but my mom then said, “I’ll check in Jeremy’s closet. I put a few things away there last night; maybe your sweater got mixed in.”

I sprung to my feet, racing to my bedroom door to beat my mom there. “I was just going to look for something in my closet!” I snapped. “I’ll see if it’s there.”

My heart was pounding so hard and so fast. I was starting to feel faint. I pulled out that sweater—and the rest of it. I quickly folded it up, the way my mom folded laundry. Then, I thought of going out and using the convenient excuse that had been created for me. I could have said something like, ‘I found it. Looks like it was put in here by mistake!’ But instead, I did something awful. I took the clothes to my bed, lifted the mattress, and slipped them under, where nobody would find them casually—unless they were digging my room apart with some intense suspicion.

A moment later, my mom was in the doorway. “Find them?” she asked.

I spun around to face her, heart pounding, white in the face. I stuttered for a moment as that faintness washed over me again. Then, I managed to perk up and say, “Nothing here.”

She stared at me strangely, probably noticing my guilty white face, or maybe my panties were poking out from my pants. I was too afraid to look down to check, worried if they were out and she hadn’t noticed them, then looking down would certainly make her notice.

“Feeling okay?” she asked.

“Fine,” I said quickly. “I—um—I guess I’m just on edge. There’s a big test today. In fact, I’d better get to school. The test is in my first period class. I don’t want to be late. Okay—bye.” I slipped by her, my back now tickled with sweat. It wasn’t just my back; the backs of my legs, and my neck were also covered in beads of cold sweat, trickling down, tickling me, making me feel so on edge.

“But it’s Saturday,” she said with a laugh.

“Oh… Right,” I said. “Oh, I just remembered I’m supposed to meet with some friends today. I should get ready for that.”

That as too close; I had to be more careful. I just had to make sure to get those clothes back to my sister’s bedroom before she became truly suspicious that someone had nabbed them, and then I could put this whole cross-dressing experiment behind me. It was over: I’d seen what I felt like I needed to see, so it was time to move on. I thought I could just put it all behind me…

But it wasn’t quite so simple.

I had many opportunities to get the clothes into her room that weekend, but I took none of them. In fact, every time I was alone in the house, I snuck into her room and nabbed more, returning an item occasionally just so I could take another. I must have tried on two dozen outfits.

On Sunday night, while I was showering, I noticed my sister’s razor, and decided to do away with my leg hair. I’m not sure what came over me or why I didn’t stop myself—but after fifteen minutes, I was smooth like a girl. And hell—I looked more like a girl than most of the girls in my school! I caught myself smiling, blushing, and I couldn’t stop feeling my smooth legs. God, it felt so nice! I should have done this so much sooner. And it seemed so easy to keep my legs concealed with pants and socks. Nobody would notice that I shaved. I could just pull my socks up high in gym class, and wear long pants for the rest of the school year.

But then I suddenly thought about prom night. What if I ended up in bed with Amanda? What if she wanted to see me naked? How was I going to hide my shaved legs… and my shaved crotch?

Maybe I made a mistake, but I couldn’t stop smiling about it.


CHAPTER 8
[image: ]


Amanda smiled at me in the hallway. I smiled back, blushing all over. I probably should have stopped to chat with her, but I was overwhelmed with so many different emotions: mainly shyness, but also a sense that I’d deceived her and I didn’t actually deserve to go to prom with her. She wouldn’t have gone with me if I hadn’t hypnotized her with demon magic, after all… Maybe that wasn’t fair; maybe I was taking her prom experience away from her, and taking her away from some guy who actually deserved to go with her.

I couldn’t let those thoughts drag me down. I’d gone through so much to make her agree to go to prom with me. I couldn’t just throw it away over some guilty ideas. Who knows… maybe she would have gone with me without the magical panties.

I laughed thinking about it. Yeah, right. And maybe I could be the next emperor of China…

So maybe I didn’t deserve her. Maybe she deserved better. But that didn’t mean that the prom experience had to be lousy for her. I could make it fun. I could show her a good time. I could make sure she remembered it fondly for the rest of her life… and maybe she would come around to me naturally, to the point that I didn’t need those panties. Maybe I could woo her and charm her and make her realize that I was more of a catch than met. the eye.

The other students were staring at me. Now, everyone knew that I was going to prom with Amanda. Apparently, some kid won seven-hundred bucks because he placed a bet on me. He got the entire pot, minus what the math club kept for themselves to buy candy after school. That kid, just sixteen years old, was the only person to come up to me, pat me on the back, and say, “I knew you had it in you! I have no idea what you said to her… but I knew you had it in you!” Apparently he’d placed many bets on those of us with terrible odds.

Everyone else just stared at me with absolutely confusion. During the first period, I was overwhelmed with gazes. Every time I looked up from my desk, I would see their eyes. Bobby Cruz wouldn’t stop staring at me. He looked like he wanted to walk up to me and rip my heart out from my throat. His eyes narrowed and then he looked away slowly. But he was looking at me again the next time I looked up.

He approached me after class. “Going to prom with Amanda, huh?” he said.

“Yeah,” I said. “Why?”

“You paying her or something? Doing her homework for her?”

“No,” I said. “Mind your business.” I tried to push by him, but that just made him angrier. He grabbed me by the arm and pulled me against a wall. He stared into my eyes, turning a shade of red. “Tell me what you did, because I’m not buying it.”

“What gives!?” I snapped.

He moved in closer, looking around to make sure nobody was looking. We were just in the doorway nook, out of sight of the rest of the students. I knew I could yell for help, but I didn’t want to come off as a wuss… And there was something else…

Now, his body was pressed against mine. His body was warm, and hard all over. He worked out. He was on the football team, and the hockey team. His arms were so thick, and his chest was like a plate of warm metal. I went to push him back, but then my hand froze: palm against his chest. A warm jolt moved through me. I felt suddenly submissive.

“I’ve been working on Amanda for six months, and you just come out of nowhere,” he growled. “I don’t get it. I don’t know what you did. But I’m going to figure it out. If you’re blackmailing her or something—I’ll figure it out.”

I kept my hand on his chest. Then, for reasons I can’t explain—as if I wasn’t in control of my own body—I started to pull that hand down, sliding it across his chest, his abs, down his pelvis… Then, I managed to make it freeze. He looked down, suddenly white in the face. “What the fuck are you doing?” he asked.

I retracted my hand. “I’m just trying to push you back!” I said.

He looked at me with absolute confusion, and a mild tinge of disgust. He stepped back. “You’re a fucking nut job. Why the hell is Amanda going to prom with you?” He looked me up and down and then he stormed off, looking like he was desperate to go and wash his hands—or his whole body. He looked like someone who just stuck their hand into a cup full of some kid’s boogers.

And I probably looked even more shocked, wondering what the hell I’d just done. Did I really just run my hand down his whole body? Did I really just try to feel his muscles through his shirt? What the hell was wrong with me?

And worse… why was my cock now half-erect in my pants.

I had to scurry off to the bathroom. I couldn’t stop my heart from pounding. I felt sick. Ideas were springing up in my mind without any invitation. Something was really wrong. Some sort of connection had been mixed up in my brain.

Then, in the bathroom, there was a guy with his shirt off. There was water spilled down the shirt that was on the counter. He looked at me and laughed. “I need to learn to drink out of a water bottle.” The water bottle in question was there too: one of those big blue bottles that holds a whole litre of water. It was empty now. “I guess the old gym shirt comes in handy again,” he continued. Then, he slowly pulled his crimson gym shirt over his toned, muscular body. I stopped and stared, seeing the beads of water droplets that he failed to wipe glistening off of his skin. He had a nice slender build, with good muscle tone.

I just stood there, staring, feeling that pulsing euphoria inside of me.

I was having what I suppose I would call ‘gay fantasies’ for the first time in my life. I swear that I’d never experienced anything similar: thoughts of being with a man. More specifically, I was having thoughts of being dominated by a man. A part of me wanted to run to the door and turn the lock, so I could be alone with him. I had this fantasy of him taking me: turning me around, bending me over, pulling down my pants. But it was more complicated than that. I imagined him leaving those panties on me, slipping the lace to the side so he could slip his hard cock into me… I wanted him to fuck me while I wore those panties. I wanted to feel his wet muscles against my soft, feminine figure. I wanted to be fucked like a girl… so were those fantasies really… gay?

I finally forced myself to look away before making a fool of myself. I rushed to a bathroom stall and locked myself inside. Then, I pulled down my pants and looked at those panties.

Those panties did this to me. Had I never found them, this would have never happened. I got a small taste of this ‘lifestyle’ and now my head was filled with bad ideas. I wanted those ideas gone. I needed to get away from those ideas, but I couldn’t get far, because I had to keep those panties on so the magic wouldn’t wear off. I was stuck with those damned ideas until after prom—or longer if I wanted to keep Amanda as my own.

And those ideas just kept coming. I had gym next. The locker room before class was absolute torture, watching all of the guys changing. I saw a few cocks, and I just stared. I ogled their muscles. I imagined them all turning on me and taking me as a group: taking turns fucking me like a little submissive sissy. I had to slip away to hide after a few minutes, because my erection wouldn’t go away. I decided to just deal with the little problem the way a man deals with his horniness. I was sure that I could just nip this issue in the bud…

So I jerked myself off in a shower stall. I closed my eyes and the fantasy that came to me wasn’t of my own choosing: I imagined Bobby Cruz finding me and fucking my brains out with his big, hard cock: pounding me fiercely against the ground, squeezing my throat with one hand and my left breast with the other. Why did I have breasts in my fantasy? I have no idea, but I decided to let the fantasy play out, just so I could ejaculate quickly. I figured those ideas would leave with the ejaculation… but the relief was only temporary.

Once I was in class, running with all of the guys, it got worse. It didn’t help that it was the first day of wrestling week.

As soon as we started, that feeling of submission just washed over me. My first little battle, I let him pin me, and then I caught myself moaning when he wrapped himself around me to hold me down. I didn’t put up any fight, and then my gym teacher looked at me with a pathetic sort of look. “You need to do better than that, Jeremy,” he said.

“O—Okay,” I said, nodding my head. My next fight was ten minutes later, and my partner was already sweaty. He rubbed his sweaty arms all over me, and then he flipped me into a position so that we were scissoring like a couple of lesbians. I could feel his bulge between my legs, and I felt my face flushing red. I started grinding myself against him, grabbing his thigh to hold him still. It took him a minute to realize that I wasn’t ‘fighting’ with him, and then he pulled himself away from me.

“Dude! What the fuck!?”

“What?” I said.

“What were you just doing?” he asked, red all over. Then I noticed his hands in front of his crotch. He was blushing. Did I give him half a boner? He shuffled away from me, looking confused and nervous and shocked and a thousand other emotions.

And I probably looked the same. Why did I just do that? What the hell had gotten into me?

And then it happened again in my next bout. Mr. Ryan, the coach, put me up against Lou, who was the huskiest guy in the class. He wrapped his large arms around me and pulled me to the ground with ease, and then he straddled me to pin me down. I felt his bulge with my wrist, so I started rubbing. I’m not sure what the hell I was doing or why I couldn’t stop myself, but his bulge was so… big. He was a hung boy, and through his tight shorts I could feel the whole contour of his meaty cock.

I whimpered, and managed to push him back just enough that I could get my hand right on his dick. He froze, paralyzed, stunned, and it took a moment before I let go. I felt my face turning white, and then I managed to say, “Ew! Was that your dick!?” I put on a good performance.

“Get your hands away from me,” he growled. But I just couldn’t help myself. Every little fight ended with me feeling my partner: either his muscles or his cock. By the end of the class, Mr. Ryan had to pull me aside.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Jeremy, this is kind of awkward, but a couple of the students came to me and complained. I’m not one to comment on someone’s… uh… sexuality, but you can’t touch the other students on their…”

I felt myself turning dark red. “It was an accident,” I said. “And I’m not gay. I’m just—I’m bad at wrestling. I’m too small for it.”

“It’s fine, Jeremy,” he said, blushing hard. “Just don’t do it again, okay? I don’t want to get calls from parents. If someone has you pinned, you can’t touch them… there.”

“I told you it was an accident!” I gasped.

“Like I said, I don’t judge people based on their sexuality.” Then he cleared his throat. “You, uh, might be interested to know that the cheerleading team needs a male. Kevin dropped out last week, so that spot is open.”

“Why would I want to do that?” I asked. It was his subtle way of insinuating that I was gay, because only the gay guys tried out for the cheerleading team.

“There’s a competition coming up. It wouldn’t be hard to get you ready, and, uh, you might really like it.”

“It’s not my thing,” I said.

It was so humiliating; thankfully, it was a short talk and I was able to rush to the locker room to get away after a few seconds. But the locker room wasn’t a better place to be, filled with naked and half-naked guys. I became quickly dizzy, forcing my eyes down at the ground. My heart was beating so quickly. I had no idea where these strange emotions were coming from. I didn’t like feeling so confused.

Was I gay?

Had I been repressing these feelings for years and years? It just took one little trigger: putting on those panties, and that set off the dominoes, putting ideas in my head… maybe they’d been there all along.

I got changed in a toilet stall and scurried out of the change room as quickly as possible.

Then, during my next class, I saw Amanda. She looked at me and smiled. “Hi Jeremy,” she said. But in that moment, I felt nothing for her. I couldn’t even bring myself to remember why I wanted to take her to prom so badly. Maybe it was because she wasn’t dolled up. She wasn’t wearing makeup, and her hair was tied into a messy bun. Her outfit was a shame: a sweatshirt and sweatpants. She had no idea how lucky she was to have that body: those curves, those big breasts, those narrow shoulders and that perfect face. If I had what she had, I would never waste an opportunity like that. If I could be in her shoes, I would make a point of being beautiful every chance I could.

Oh God, can you imagine? Imagine being able to put on makeup and a dress without it being ‘weird’ or ‘creepy’. Imagine being able to step out of the house with curled hair and cat-eye eyeliner, just to turn every head and make every man drool. Why would she waste such a precious gift?

“Jeremy?” she said.

“Huh?” I replied. “Oh. Hey Amanda.”

“Are you okay?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah,” I said.

I knew that I wasn’t making a good impression. I probably should have been complimenting her. I should have been a bit more lively. But now, I was overwhelmed with a sense of jealousy. Did I want to go to prom with her? No—I wanted to go to prom as her. I wanted to walk into that ballroom with my hair done up, with my makeup all pretty, wearing a sexy dress and cute heels. But no; I would have to go in some cookie-cutter suit, looking like a dweeb with my slender build. Nobody would notice me, except for the guys who wanted to know why such a dweeb was with a bombshell.

“Are you getting excited for prom?” she asked me.

“Sure,” I said. “Still a ways away.”

“Right…” she said.

“I should get to class,” I said, and then I skirted by her. I just had to get away from her. I felt so strangely angry at the fact she wasn’t dolled up. I would have never wasted an opportunity like that.

Then, on my way to gym class, I passed Riley. Riley was an emo chick who never wasted an opportunity. Maybe she didn’t exactly have the same style as me, with her super-dark makeup and gothic outfits—but at least she never showed up without putting in the effort. I stopped and watched her go by. She was chatting with a friend, holding her gym outfit in her left hand. “Are we seriously going outside today?” she said.

“I know, right? It’s so mucky out. This is going to suck.”

They went off to the girls’ change room. I paused. I should have gone to my next class, but instead, I went back towards the gym. I stopped near the end of the hall and watched the door to the girl’s locker room. After a minute, girls started coming out in their little gym outfits. They all went to the gym where the coach was getting ready to take them outside. I stood there and waited for silence, but silence never truly came because of the loud pounding of my heart against my ribcage.

I waited a minute. No more girls were coming out, and no one had come by to lock the door. I knew it was a terrible, terrible idea to go back in there; I was almost caught the first time, and I wasn’t going to keep getting lucky… but I couldn’t help myself. I went to the door. I looked around and then I pushed it open and slipped inside. This time, I didn’t call out; I just walked in, peeked around the corner, and then I rushed over to the lockers and began searching for Riley’s. I found it quickly: the third locker I checked. There was that black gothic dress and those black stockings. I grabbed the dress and felt it in my hands, letting out a whimper as that soft euphoria surged through me.

Her purse was there too. I peeked in and saw all of her makeup. I put the dress on and then I grabbed the makeup and rushed over to one of the mirrors. I placed the makeup down on the counter.

What was I doing? Was I hoping to be caught?

I started penning on eyeliner. I made the lines thick, like Riley did, and then I took a brush and put some dark shadow around my eyes. That surging euphoria was growing stronger. I put on a touch of blush. I put on her dark crimson lipstick. I puckered my lips. Then I fetched the black socks and pulled them up. Her shoes were there, so I tried them on: a bit tight, but they were cute and I was able to get my feet into them. Now, I was almost moaning with pleasure, as if I was having some sort of orgasm.

I skirted out of the changing room, back into the hallway. Now, my heart was furiously rattling, warning me to stop before I dropped dead. I was walking through the school hallways, dressed like a girl, makeup done—and I couldn’t stop myself. It was almost like some intense force had hijacked my body and was now taking it for a free ride, trying to get me into a ton of trouble.

But the excitement was so intense. I was grinning, blushing. I loved the feeling of that skirt dancing around my thighs.

I turned a corner. Two students were talking in the hallway. They turned to look at me, making my heart sink into the pit of my stomach. One smiled at me, and then they went back to talking. They didn’t realize I was out of place; they had no idea that I was a boy and not a girl. So I kept walking straight, trying to stop my legs from trembling and collapsing. I moved towards the back exit, reached the door, and walked out.

I had my boy clothes clenched in a tight ball. I had no idea what I was going to do with them, or where I was going, but I knew I had to get away from the school as long as I was dolled up, and that intense desire to be dressed up was too strong to ignore.

I crossed the road. I went down the block, and then the next. I passed strangers on the street. Some eyed me. Some stared for a moment longer than I was used to. I caught one smiling: a guy, a few years older than me. I smiled back, blushing, and then he blushed, turning a shade of pink—and that look lifted my heart so high up into my chest.

I could see this becoming an addiction…

It already was an addiction. It was already like a drug that I needed. I did just completely risk my reputation for the second time, just to feel what it felt like to be a girl. But my God, did it feel good. I needed this in my life. I felt like I was experiencing something that I’d been missing my whole life. How could I cut this feeling loose? How could I go on living without it, knowing that it was there, always waiting for me?

I was ten blocks from the school when panic truly started to set in. I decided to stash my clothes in a bush in a park, and then I was headed for the mall. I was missing class. What if the teacher called my parents? What if they realized I was missing at the same moment Riley discovered her clothes gone? Would they put it together?

And what if I was spotted at the mall? It’s not like I was wearing a wig. Sure, I looked like a girl, even with my scruffy boy hair, but I still looked like… me. I knew it was insane to step foot into that mall. My sister had a few friends who worked there—and my sister worked there a few afternoons each week too. Was that one of them? I had no idea… but I couldn’t stop myself.

I went right in, and then I went right into a women’s clothing store. I started thumbing through the racks, feeling the outfits, having a strange orgasmic reaction to being surrounded by all of that girly attire. I loved it in there. I wanted to try on everything. Oh God, where were these feelings coming from? Why couldn’t I pull myself away from that rack of clothing?

I made a stack of outfits and then went into the changing room. I was in there for nearly thirty minutes, trying on everything with no intention of buying anything. I didn’t even have my wallet with me, after all. I was just there to play dress up. I went from store to store, trying on so many outfits. I must say that I learned a lot about my body. I learned what cuts looked good on me, and which ones made me look broad and masculine.

I went into a unisex store and spotted a little skater dress. It was cute and pink, with black stripes down the sides. It was the exact type of outfit that would have made me instantly crush on a girl… but now, it was something I needed to have on my body.

And God, it felt so good, hugging me in all the right places! I looked down and saw the erection. I tucked it away as best I could, but the bulge was still there. I tried waiting for it to go away, but it wouldn’t leave; it was determined to stay there, trying to humiliate me… but the desire to be seen in the dress was so overwhelming that my judgement became strangely clouded. I stepped out from that change room in that skater girl dress and walked into the store, erection bulge be damned.

The young man behind the counter eyed me, paused, and then he stuttered before asking, “Is there anything I can help you with?”

I smiled, heart pounding. I walked up to the counter and leaned across it, folding my arms and tilting my head to one side. My pounding heart was begging me to stop, but I just couldn’t. It really was starting to seem like my body had been hijacked by some invisible force.

“I really love this dress,” I said in a soft tone—a bit higher than my natural voice, as if I was trying to sound like a girl, even though I wasn’t doing it consciously. “Don’t you think it looks cute on me?” I stared right into his eyes.

He stuttered. “Um, yeah, it—uh—looks nice on you.”

“Thanks,” I said. “So, can I, uh… have it?”

“You want to buy it?” he asked, looking pink.

I shook my head. “I don’t actually have any money on me. But I’d love to have it.”

“Well, miss, you, uh, need to pay for it.”

“Maybe there’s something else I could do,” I said, glaring right into his eyes. No, no—this wasn’t like me at all, but I was still going; I couldn’t stop myself. My body was possessed by some poltergeist. This wasn’t right! I hardly had control over my own body… but at the same time, I was doing everything that I wanted to do. Maybe I had control over my body but I didn’t have control over my desires… is that possible?

I could feel sweat dripping down the back of my neck. My vision was starting to blur, but I still wasn’t stopping myself. “You, uh, really have to pay if you want it. It’s… store policy.” But now I was watching his eyes darting quickly, taking quick glances down my body.

“Maybe you could buy it for me,” I said.

And I knew he considered it because he eyed the price tag: sixty dollars. He hesitated for a moment and then he said, “I’m sorry. You really have to buy it if you want it.”

“Oh come on, you can buy it for me. Please? I’ll make it worth it for you,” I said, leaning further across the counter, glaring deeper into his eyes. I smiled and he turned a dark shade of red. He stuttered again. “I don’t, uh, really have the cash on me. I’m kind of new here.”

“You get a staff discount, don’t you? You could make it work… for a little surprise? Maybe you can come to the dressing room with me and come see how it fits.” I grinned.

I was sure now that I’d lost my mind. I’d been losing sleep for many days in a row and I was finally having a mental breakdown. I had a feeling that this day was going to end with the police pulling me off the top of some building, naked, ranting about lizard people who live inside of the moon.

The man stood there, now white in the face, wide-eyed as if his brain had just shut off. He kept stuttering but coming out with nothing. So I just turned around and started towards the changing room. A moment later, he was there, at the curtain, standing, still pale, still with nothing to say. “Want to come in here and help me?” I asked.

He nodded his head slowly, not blinking. Finally, he took a step forward. I walked up to him and reached behind him, sliding the curtain closed. I stared into his eyes, smiled, and then I dropped to my knees. I looked up at him and saw that he was now trying hard to catch his breath. “Don’t be nervous,” I said with a calm smile. I’m not sure how I was managing to stay calm. My heart was pounding, but otherwise, my body was still and cool. I reached up and ran my fingers over his crotch, feeling the bulge of his shaft through his pants. I giggled and looked up to see that he looked like he wasn’t breathing at all, turning darker and darker red. I almost wanted to remind him to breathe.

“You’re already hard,” I smiled.

He didn’t reply, unless you count his stutter.

I took his fly and pulled down that zipper. I giggled again as I slipped my fingers in. It wasn’t hard to find his shaft: the big, throbbing, hot piece of flesh that was pushing hard against his pants. His cock was a nice size: thick and veiny. I gripped it tightly, feeling that surge of warm euphoria in my body. It was the same feeling I felt when I put on tight outfits—but stronger. It made my heart flutter. It made me grip that shaft even tighter. I let out a soft moan, feeling my own shaft starting to swell. I began to jerk him. Then I looked back into his eyes. “So you’re buying the dress for me, right?” I batted my eyelashes, and then he quickly nodded his head.

So I leaned in and sucked him off. I pressed my lips around his tip and bobbed my head quickly, letting my saliva trickle down his length. I bobbed low to lick that saliva back up, before it reached his swelling ball sack. “Do you think I’m pretty?” I asked while tugging him with a clenched fist.

He nodded his head.

“Say it,” I moaned. “Tell me I’m pretty.”

“You’re pretty,” he whispered.

“Say it louder,” I said, gripping his cock tight enough to make his back straighten. A yelp slipped out of his lips.

“You’re pretty!” he gasped. “You’re really pretty!”

I grinned, and then I leaned back in. I sucked faster and harder, bobbing my head. His cock felt strangely satisfying cradled on my tongue as I bobbed. I got his tip against the inside of my cheek: rubbing, sending more warm jolts through me. I tickled his tip with the tip of my tongue, getting a groaning reaction out of him. It was fun, playing him like a puppet. I had control over him from down there on my knees.

And speaking of knees, his were shaking, looking like he was about to lose his balance. I giggled and leaned back for some air. I gripped his cock tight and pumped it fast, looking back into his eyes. “How badly do you want to come in my mouth?” I asked—but I didn’t quite get to finish speaking before he ejaculated without warning. A loud groan accompanied a huge gush onto that dark skater girl dress. I gasped, looking down, watching streams of thick cum spewing across the dress. I made sure to finish him off, pumping him slowly with a tight grip around his tip. And then I giggled. “So, can I pick a clean one off of the rack?”

He was red all over, nodding his head quickly. “Yeah, sure, of course. I’m sorry. Did any get on your skin? I didn’t mean to finish so fast. I don’t normally finish that fast.”

I walked out of the stall, walking past a guy who eyed my cum-covered dress. He froze and stared at me as I snatched a clean dress and then walked past him again. I went back into the stall with the sales boy and started changing.

“Can I get your number or something?” he asked.

“Sorry, no,” I smiled. “But thank you for the dress. It’s so cute.” I kissed him on the cheek and carried on with my mall excursion.

I loved that new dress… and it was mine. I didn’t have to feel guilty because I stole it from anybody. I ‘earned’ it, which made me love it even more.

I explored that whole mall. I saw a few familiar faces, but I managed to avoid eye-contact. Sadly, I wasn’t able to go into a few stores that were full of adorable outfits, but I had my fun. I felt satisfied as I left the mall; it was dark outside now and I’d completely lost track of time. I missed three classes at school—and possibly a test that I was just remembering now. “Was that today?” I whispered to myself.

A few guys in the parking lot were looking at me. I smiled and winked at them, waving with a cute little wave.

“Hey princess,” one of the guys called out. “Want to come to a party?”

“Okay,” I blushed. And the next thing I knew, I was in the back of some stranger’s truck, sandwiched between a pair of guys who were ten years older than me. Heavy metal was playing on the radio—too loud to talk, and that was probably for the best, since my voice would have given me away. “You’re hot!” one of the guys shouted over the music.

“Thanks,” I said with a wink.

And then we got to the house. There was no party… yet. It was only 7:00 PM. The guys offered me drugs, but I declined. I was already high on something… They gave me a beer, so I drank. They sat around and chatted, smoking marijuana, playing video games. One of the guys kept complimenting me, which was nice, so I snuggled up against him on the couch and let him put his arm around me. “I think she likes you, Barry!” said his friend.

Barry was blushing all over. “You in college, beautiful?”

“High school,” I said.

“Oh, damn. Can you even drink?”

“No,” I said, sipping from my beer with a grin. The men all blushed. I was their little prize; they were so excited to show me off to their friends. It was 9:00 PM when their friends started showing up for the kegger. The boys were quick to introduce me. “We found her at the mall,” they said proudly. The newcomers were even older, in their forties, looking rough, looking like they just finished working some dirty construction job and didn’t have time to shower.

The party filled up quickly, mostly men, some rough biker-girlfriend-types. I was starting to feel nervous as the men got drunker and eyed me with less subtlety. My ass was grazed on more than one occasion, and even squeezed by a man with a dark beard. Another man brought me a drink that I was almost sure was drugged, so I didn’t drink it.

The whole time, my heart was slamming, threatening to quit on me, begging me to leave, but I just couldn’t do it. I was the centre of attention. They all wanted to flirt with me. They all blushed when I looked at them. They all eyed me when they thought that I wasn’t looking, looking up and down my figure.

My soul was on a sort of high, but I knew it wasn’t right; I knew I was having some sort of mental breakdown. It was around 10:30 PM when I managed to sneak away, slipping out the back door, tipsy from four or five beers. I stumbled into the alley and rushed away. I was far from home, with no money for a bus, so I just walked and walked. It took an hour to find the park where I stashed my clothes. Then I found an empty public bathroom to change in, but the thought of taking off my dress and cleaning off my makeup was heartbreaking. I had to force myself to do it. I had to get home before my mom called the police to go out looking for me.

The makeup washed off and then I stared at my boring face in the mirror. I felt so… naked, even though I now had my boy clothes on. I was myself, but I didn’t feel right.

But I had to fight the urge to put it all back on again. I forced myself to walk home. I forced myself to head straight home. I found a fabric bag on the side of the street and used it to stash my new dress and Riley’s dress, and the shoes, and the socks, and the makeup. I then hid it in the old storage bin in the back yard before going into the house, knowing I wouldn’t make it to my room before being caught by my mother.

And she caught me. She was furious. The school called to let her know I was gone. And she could now smell the liquor on my breath. I’ll spare you the details of the screaming; I ended up with my computer being taken away, along with my Playstation. She thought that I would care, but those were not even on my radar. My interest in video games was now evaporated. I only had one thing on my mind: desperately wanting to be a girl.

I was already thinking of sneaking out of the house once my parents were asleep, so I could sneak off to some party and feel that amazing attention again. But I knew I needed to control myself. I needed to practise some discipline before I got myself into bad trouble.

But before I did anything, I needed to clean those panties. They’d been on me for a long time and definitely needed a proper cleaning.

It was late. I assumed that Amanda was at home, asleep, getting ready for school, so I figured I could take them off for an hour just to run them through the wash. I will admit that I was terrified that the washer would wash away the magic that made Amanda want to be with me, but they needed to be cleaned properly. I set it to a quick twenty-minute wash once everyone in the house was asleep. I tossed them in and stepped away, and that’s when my senses came back to me.

“What the actual fuck did I do?” I whispered, remembering sucking off a stranger for a skater-girl dress.

I felt the blood draining from my head. My head was now spinning with terror. All at once, I was realizing how insane I’d been over the past few days.

It was the first moment that those panties hadn’t been touching my skin in some capacity, so it didn’t take me long to realize those weird feelings that I’d been fighting for days had come from those panties.


CHAPTER 9
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Ihad to test out the theory. Once the panties were cleaned and dried, I put them on. Sure enough, the strong desire to sneak into my sister’s closet came hard. She was at a sleepover, so I could spend as much time as I wanted looking through her things. I could even find some cute lingerie and feel properly sexy, like a little slut…

But when I took them off again and tossed them onto my bed, my senses came back to me. No—I didn’t want to put on my sister’s undies! Gross! Why would that thought even enter into my mind!?

I tested it once more to be sure. And there were those feelings again. I started fantasizing about stroking a hard cock between my feet, watching it ejaculate all over my pretty toes…

And then when the panties came off, those weird visions went away. I stared at them, terrified of their power. But it wasn’t the power that they were supposed to have. “I can’t put them back on,” I whispered to myself. “I can’t do it. Those panties can’t touch me again.”

I was afraid of getting close to them. I was insanely lucky to have nothing more than a mild grounding. I could have been caught stealing in the girl’s locker room… twice. I could have been caught at the mall by one of my sister’s friends… or by my sister! I could have had a police record for stealing—and maybe be on some sexual predator list for stealing panties. It was just a matter of time before I got myself into trouble by wearing those panties. I had to keep them off of me. I had to just let my body hair grow back. I could be normal again, and pretend like none of this had ever happened…

But what about Amanda? She only liked me as long as those panties were touching me. And if I kept them off for long enough, she would come to her senses, dump me, and find herself a new prom date.

I stared at the panties. What was I going to do?

I bit down on my tongue. I couldn’t lose Amanda. I’d put in too much effort to get her as my prom date. I went through so much, and I couldn’t just let it all be for nothing.

I knew what I had to do: I had to find Lilly. I had to get her to fix this using her magic spell book. If she had a spell that could make this happen, then she had a spell that could undo it too—and surely there was a way to undo the part of the spell that made me want to act like a girly slut without undoing the part that made Amanda love me.

So I reluctantly put the panties back on; it was just temporary, until I could figure out how to fix all of this. But as soon as the panties were on, the cravings and urges came strong. I wanted to find a boy to pleasure me. How hard could it be? I found a guy who let me suck him off, and all of the guys at that party would have happily fucked me if I gave them the opportunity.

I wanted to know how it felt. I needed to know.

It was only ten minutes later when I found myself in the kitchen with a cucumber in my trembling hand. I ran it under hot water, so it wouldn’t be too cold. Then I sucked on it, slicking it with saliva. My heart was pounding, but I was so desperate to feel it that I didn’t even bother going back to my room. I figured I could hide if I heard my parents’ door open up.

I sat up on the kitchen island and spread my legs. Oh, did I mention that I was back in that skater-girl dress and Riley’s long stockings? I twisted and pushed that cucumber into my asshole, holding back my erection with my other hand so that I could see everything.

I pushed it into me, making me gasp, and then I pushed it deep. “Oh, yeah,” I moaned. I twisted and pushed, forcing it deeper and deeper, making my legs tremble. It didn’t hurt like I thought it would; it felt interesting… but satisfying. I felt so full—fuller than I was supposed to be, but I kind of liked it that way.

I closed my eyes. I tried to stop myself, knowing this was just one of the urges from the panties—but I wanted to feel how good it could feel. I started pumping, pulling my knees up and planting my toes hard against that marble countertop. “Shit,” I moaned. I pumped faster and faster, making my cock twitch.

I let out a long elated moan. I didn’t stop. I kept going, maybe for twenty minutes, perched on that kitchen island like a deranged whore. I pushed the cucumber as deep as I could, and eventually I managed to find the right angle to hit that sweet spot. I pushed against it hard and then I made myself cry out. Cum spewed all over the kitchen floor. I gasped, staring at my cock, which was ejaculating without being touched.

I beamed with a bright, excited smile. I had no idea such a thing was possible! But my God, did it ever feel good! I just froze and watched until I was drained, and then I pushed the cucumber out from my body, letting it fall to the floor with a plop. I spent a minute gathering my composure. “You need to sleep, you idiot,” I whispered to myself.

I forced myself to take of the dress, but I left the socks on. I slept in the panties, not wanting Amanda to wake up out of love with me. When I woke up, the first thing I thought of was raiding my sister’s closet. I wanted to put on her makeup. I wanted to wear her dresses. I wanted to go out and feel like a girly girl, getting attention from boys—

But I fought away those urges. I bit hard on my tongue and forced myself to be a boy. It was almost painful, ignoring those pulsing urges. I knew they weren’t actually mine—but why were they so, so hard to ignore?

I caught myself slipping a few times, like when I saw the folded skirts on the kitchen counter: clean laundry that would end up in my sister’s closet. I put my hand on them, just to feel the fabrics. And then I caught myself again on the way to school, stopping at a store window and staring for five long minutes at a skin-tight cocktail dress, with a $900 price tag on it. It had a ruffled skirt, strapless and backless. The sight of the dress was hypnotizing. I just stared and stared at stared, and then realized I was going to be late for school.

Class was hard, trying not to stare at the girls… and the teacher, who was wearing one of her signature pencil skirts, with the semi-sheer pantyhose. God, she was so lucky, being ogled by all the horny boys. Why couldn’t that be me? Why couldn’t I stand there, in front of the class, dolled up, with men fantasizing about fucking my brains out?

I shook my head and turned my gaze away.

Finally, I was able to find Lilly, on her way to class. “You have to help me,” I said, darting in front of her.

“I’m late for class.”

“Fuck your class,” I said. “This is more important.”

She stared into my eyes, and then a worried look crossed her face, as if she knew straight away that she’d messed something up. And that look wasn’t exactly inspiring. I didn’t exactly feel optimistic seeing her face turning so pale, as if my situation was totally hopeless.


CHAPTER 10
[image: ]


She took me down to that spot at the bottom of the staircase during lunch. She still had that worried look on her face, refusing to look into my eyes. “I, uh, skipped my last class to run some passages through a translator,” she said. “We might have read a bit too much.”

“We?” I said. “I didn’t read anything! And what do you mean, we read too much? Explain to me what that means, because I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Well, it’s not so easy to know where one spell ends and another one starts. I don’t know if you’ve ever read a six-hundred-year-old latin book, but it’s not exactly the easiest thing to read.”

I stared at her face, but she continued to refuse to look into my eyes. “Tell me what you did.”

“Two spells,” she said. “The one you wanted, and another one…”

“And the other one did what, exactly?”

She blushed and smiled. “Well, the other spell is to give the target any personality they want. But, uh, to get the personality, you need to take an item from the person who has the desired personality.”

“Wait,” I said, feeling cold all over. “The panties are giving me… Amanda’s personality?”

“Something like that,” she said. “I mean—they don’t use the word personality. It’s a latin word that doesn’t have an English translation. Well, the word that comes out of most of the translators is ego… but I don’t know if that’s really correct.”

“So when I put those on, I start thinking like her?”

She looked up at me and narrowed her eyes. “You’ve been putting them on?” I asked.

I turned my face away. “No,” I said. “That was, uh, just an example.”

She kept staring at me. “Are you wearing them now, Jeremy?”

“No,” I lied.

“Show me your boxers then.” She was grinning.

“No,” I said.

“Show me, Jeremy!”

I bit down on my tongue. “Okay, fine! I’m wearing them. It’s the only easy way to be touching them at all times!”

She started laughing. “You’re a weirdo, Jeremy,” she said, shaking her head. “Whatever. It’s none of my business. So you’re wearing them now—does that mean you have her personality now?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked.

I didn’t want to tell her the truth… but those thoughts weren’t my own, so I suppose it wasn’t technically embarrassing for me. “I’m, uh, thinking about a skirt.”

“Skirt?” she said.

I looked down and nodded towards her skirt. “I, uh, want to wear it.”

“My skirt?” she laughed.

“It’s cute. I mean… can I just try it on? If you just let me try it on, I can get this out of my system so I can have a clear head, so we can do the new spell, or whatever.”

She shook her head. “There’s no new spell, Jeremy. All we can do is discard the panties that you’re, uh, wearing—and then you can get a new item and we can enchant it with the first half of what we did last week.”

“A new item!?” I gasped. “No, no. I hardly was able to get these. There’s no way I can get a new one. You need to look through your spell book and find a spell to reverse what you did. I need this to work. If I go try to steal another pair of panties, I’ll definitely be caught.”

“No one said you have to steal panties; just something personal… extremely personal, according to the text.”

“Well, I’m open to ideas, but I don’t think I’m going to get anything else.”

“You should probably take those panties off, Jeremy,” she said.

I blushed, embarrassed. “I’d love to, but I can’t. If I take them off, she’ll realize she can do better than me and dump me before prom.”

“Well that might be better than the alternative,” she said with a pale gaze.

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“The second spell that we did… it’s not a temporary spell, Jeremy. Those panties are changing your personality slowly. The text says to stay in contact with the personal item for a full fortnight for the full effect to take hold.”

I froze, feeling a dark tingling in my heart. “How long is a fortnight?”

“Two weeks, Jeremy,” she said with a blunt, emotionless tone.

It had almost been half of a fortnight. And I couldn’t help but wonder if some damage had already been done. I noticed that I had some of those lingering feelings the night before when I was taking the panties off. I just assumed it took a few minutes for the effects to fully wear off. I assumed the desire to put the panties back on was just my desire to ensure that Amanda continued to love me, and not because I just wanted to be wearing panties.

“Go to the bathroom and change out of them,” she said to me. “Then figure out a plan to get something else from Amanda.”

I groaned. It was easy to say, but not so easy to accomplish. “Okay,” I said. Then, we parted ways, but I didn’t take those panties off. Sure, I tried; I went to the bathroom and I went into a stall and took off my jeans… but I couldn’t take off the panties. I found myself thinking about Amanda and how badly I wanted her to like me. And there were other thoughts in my head: the memory of that night at that party, surrounded by those strangers, getting all of that attention, being ogled from every direction. That wasn’t something I wanted to forget about, and it wasn’t something that I never wanted to experience again.

But I knew I wouldn’t have that feminine confidence without those panties.

How much more damage could one more day in the panties really do? Maybe I could keep them on and try to find a way to get something else from Amanda.

I knew that Amanda had her gym class right after lunch, so that’s where I went, staking out a spot down the hall where I had a view of the locker room. But that day, the girls didn’t go into the locker room. Gym class was cancelled, because half of the girls in that class were on the school’s cheer team, and the other half were going on the bus to cheer the cheer team on at their competition across town. The bus was idling out front and the coach was going over some motivational speech. Amanda had her bag with her; she was leaving nothing behind—nothing for me to steal (or maybe I should say borrow).

I knew it meant trouble, but I saw my opportunity. That cheer competition was going to be bustling with girls, ninety-nine-percent of whom had no idea who I was. If I could dress up, I would blend right in. I could sneak past security and get to Amanda’s things while she was competing. Then, I could bring a fresh pair of panties (or something similar) to Lilly to fix this whole problem.

I slipped out of school and raced home. I knew it meant getting in trouble, with my school, and probably with my parents. But this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity that I just couldn’t miss. I had to run fifteen blocks, exhausting myself as I reached my front door.

I felt a wave of nausea, suddenly realizing just how much trouble I was getting myself into—even if I didn’t end up being caught. I’d missed so many classes. My mother was going to be furious—but worse, I was probably going to flunk a few tests. I was so behind on the material, and we had all of our final exams quickly approaching.

But still, I was determined to hunt down Amanda’s personal item.

I darted into my sister’s bedroom and snatched her old cheer outfit. She was on the school’s cheer team a year earlier, so she had the costume, with the black and gold skirt and the tight halter-top. It took a few minutes to find the long black and gold socks that went with the outfit; I made a real mess of her closet locating it. I didn’t have time to clean the closet up; I could only hope that I would beat her home to straighten it.

I flew to her makeup desk and started dolling myself up. I had to act quickly, but I needed my face to be perfect. I wanted to look cute—but more importantly, feminine. I needed to blend in, and a sloppy makeup job would only do the opposite. I ended up spending twenty minutes in front of that mirror, but the extra time was worth it. I looked cute, and the extra details made me less recognizable, which was perfect.

I scrambled to find a pair of shoes that fit in my sister’s closet, and then I raced to the door. I had another twenty blocks to run to make it to the auditorium where the cheer competition was taking place. I knew the competition had probably already started, and I had no idea when our school was up, so I had to move quickly.

I didn’t run, not wanting to sweat my makeup off. Instead, I threw up my thumb, hoping to get a ride. I’d done it before many times when I was in a rush, but nobody ever stopped for me. This time, the very first car came to a screeching halt. I guess that’s the benefit of being a woman. The man threw his door open and looked at me with glowing eyes. “Need a ride somewhere, young lady?” he asked. His eyes explored my tight cheerleading outfit. I smiled and told him where I was going, and he pretended like it was perfectly on his way.

He didn’t pay much attention to the road, constantly looking over at me. And then he tried to get my phone number once we reached the destination. I will admit that I was tempted to stay in the car with him, letting him hit on me, building up my confidence… but I had a job to do. “Bye now!” I said with a cutesy voice, and then I rushed out towards the event.

It was a busy auditorium—usually a basketball court, but they’d reconfigured it to host that big provincial cheerleading competition.

The men at the door paused to look at me. I didn’t have a lanyard, but they determined that I didn’t need one, thanks to my outfit. “I’m really late,” I said, blushing.

“Go on through,” they politely said to me, stepping aside. It really was that easy to break into a high-school cheerleading competition.

Inside, I was instantly overwhelmed with the volume of girls packed into the place (and a few guys as well). A few of them turned and noticed me, but they were all busy preparing for their own routines. Some were going through the motions, some were pacing back and forth, eyes closed, trying to get into the right headspace. Others were recently finished, high-fiving—and then there were the ones who didn’t perform so well, now sulking and off in their own disappointment.

I snuck by, skirting between girls, grazing a few boobs along the way. I had no idea where I was going.

Then, I heard someone shout, “Hey you! Vanier!?” Vanier was my school. I stopped and turned towards the voice and saw a man with a clipboard staring at me. “You’re on in two minutes!”

“Oh,” I said. “I’m, uh, just an alternate.”

“You can watch from the coaching bench,” he told me, pointing towards the hallway to the stage floor.

“I just need to grab something from the changing room,” I said.

“Okay, but hurry,” he said, and then he started walking away.

“Wait,” I said, rushing up to him. “Could you, uh, point me in the right direction.”

“To what?” he said.

“The changing room,” I smiled. My heart was pounding. He was hesitating, catching onto the red flag, realizing that I was out of place there, even in my makeup and cheer outfit. It was a slightly different cheer outfit from the year before: the skirt was a bit shorter and the gold stripes were narrower. The school logo was also slightly different on my chest, with a smaller lynx and not the new bubbly lynx that was designed by one of the ninth graders.

“You don’t know where the changing room is?” he asked with that narrowed gaze.

“Sorry. I showed up late.”

My heart was racing so fast. Now, I could feel other girls looking over at me, picking up on my nervous energy. I suddenly had the urge to dart out of there, to leave before I ended up being caught: unmasked like some villain in a Scooby Doo Episode. But I was close to what I needed.

“It’s just down that hall. Your team is the third room on the left.”

“Thanks,” I smiled. My heart was racing now. He was still staring at my face, printing out some mental image that he could share with the police later when Amanda reported her personal belongings stolen. Did they have cameras in that place? Could they recognize me on some footage? I couldn’t worry about those things now. I’d come this far; there was no turning back.

I rushed down the hallway. Then, I heard the announcement that Vanier was up. I knew the routine was only about two minutes long, which meant I only had about four minutes before the team was back to get changed into their proper clothes.

I had to move fast. I rushed into the room and began darting from bag to bag, trying to locate Amanda’s bag. I was trembling all over, feeling a cool breeze against my exposed bum as I stood bend over that long bench. “Where is it?” I whispered.

It didn’t help that those panties were still influencing me, still putting ideas in my head, making me hesitate as I came upon items that piqued my interest. One girl had a little makeup kit that had the cutest shadow colours, and another girl had a change of panties that I desperately wanted to steal (and I stopped for a good fifteen seconds as I considered stealing them); they were purple and lacy, cut low with a satin strip to sit against the pussy. I wanted them badly, but I had to remind myself that I was on a mission, and running out of time fast.

I went from bag to bag. I heard the audience cheering as the Vanier routine came to an end. Then, I found her bag, but there wasn’t anything inside of it: not even a change of clothes. She only had her English homework (with her name on it), a pen, a copy of To Kill A Mockingbird, and a tube of lipstick. I thought about nabbing the lipstick, but I knew it wasn’t going to do the trick; it wasn’t even used yet, still with the protective seal around the lid. “No,” I whimpered.

I didn’t have time to linger. The mission was a failure and I needed to leave before I ended up being caught. I darted out of the room and saw the Vanier girls coming down the hall, so I turned and went the other way, before they noticed me. I rushed fast, slipping into a crowd of girls in similar colours: Brentwood High was also black and gold, so I blended right in.

Then I turned the corner and bumped right into the man with the clipboard. He caught me from falling, grabbing me with both hands as he dropped his clipboard. “Careful!” he said. “Oh—it’s you! You missed your team’s routine.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “I’ve seen it a thousand times.”

And he was staring at me again with that strange look. His gaze went down, and at first, I assumed he was just checking out my breasts… but then I remembered that I didn’t actually have breasts. I didn’t even put on a padded bra; now, I was rocking the flat chest look. But that’s not what he was noticing; it was the old, out-dated logo on my chest that he was fixated on.

“Did you register with the rest of the team?” he asked cautiously.

“Um,” I said. “I think so. Anyway, I need to get by. I’m a little bit late.” But he grabbed my arm before I could slip by. He had a firm hold on me. He stared into my eyes with a dark look.

“Just hold on a second,” he said. He bent over and picked up his clipboard. He flipped through some pages and then he looked into my eyes. “What’s your name?”

“My name?” I said, biting down hard on the edge of my tongue.

“You have a name, right?”

“Um,” I said. “Yeah, of course. It’s Amanda.”

He found her name on the list and then he glared up at me, pausing for a moment. He was heavily suspicious, and I had a bad feeling that the jig was up.

“Your name is Amanda?” he said. “And just to confirm, Amanda, what’s your birthdate?”

“Um,” I said.

“Amanda,” a male voice behind me said. I turned around to see our gym coach staring at me. My heart plunged deep into the pit of my stomach.

Mr. Ryan was a younger teacher at our school, not quite thirty with a facial-hair-free baby face. He was a bit of a hard-ass when it came to class, and a huge hard-ass when it came to grades. He never liked me much because I was lousy at sports, mostly thanks to my small frame. I couldn’t run as long or fast as the other guys.

“Huh?” I said.

“Amanda,” he said. “I’ve been looking for you. Come with me, okay?”

The man with the clipboard looked confused, shocked, and apprehensive. Mr. Ryan looked at him with wide eyes and said, “Is there an issue?”

“No,” said the man. “No issue. Go along.”

Mr. Ryan waved for me to follow him back towards the changing room. I was terrified of following him, but he’d just saved my ass—and I wasn’t sure why. He obviously knew that I wasn’t Amanda. I didn’t look anything like Amanda, or like anyone named Amanda in our school—and he surely knew that my outfit was from the previous year.

“I should actually be going,” I said, looking around for an emergency exit.”

“Just come with me, okay?” he said, turning to look into my eyes. The thought of running was enticing, but I had a feeling he recognized me through my makeup, so running wouldn’t save me; he already knew who I was.

He opened the changing room door and motioned for me to go inside.

“Please,” I said. “Don’t do this.” I didn’t want all of the girls seeing me like that. “I can explain all of this. Okay? It’s not what it looks like.”

“Just go in,” he said with a deep growl that shook my bones. I had no choice; I had to go in. So like a sad puppy with its tail between its legs, I went into the room, waiting for the choir of gasping girls. Instead, I was faced with an empty room.

“W—Where is everyone?” I asked, looking around the quiet space.

“They were called for an encore round,” he said. “Coach Timbers is with them. I’m just the assistant cheer coach.” He locked the door to the room and then he crossed his arms. “What are you doing here, Jeremy?”

“It’s not what it looks like,” I said. “I—I just… It’s too hard to explain, but I didn’t do anything wrong!”

“I covered for you,” he said. “I had you on tape going into the girl’s changing room—not once, but twice. The first time, I assumed you were dared to do it. I didn’t want you ending up with a criminal record, because you’re eighteen now. I didn’t want some dumb prank to ruin your prospects. So I trashed the tape and told the principal that the gym hall camera wasn’t recording.”

“T—Thank you,” I said softly.

“And the second time—that was a little more shocking. I watched you go in, and I thought that you were insane. I was starting to think that you were some sort of pervert, but then I saw you come out; I hardly recognized you, but I knew it was you in Riley’s clothes. I trashed that tape too, Jeremy.”

I was pale, feeling like I was about to faint. I took a deep breath of cold air into my lungs.

“If that tape got to the faculty, you would be outed to your parents, and maybe your friends too. I didn’t want that for you. I just prayed that you wouldn’t do it again… but here you are. I know the girls didn’t leave their bags like this, so I’m assuming you were going through them.” He turned and looked at the row of opened bags.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I just… I needed something. It’s important.”

“You can’t steal, Jeremy—no matter how important you think it is. If you don’t want to come out to your parents, you need to find a way to fund your own… uh, transition. Okay? You can’t just steal clothes. You definitely can’t steal panties. You will end up being labeled a sex offender.”

“I wasn’t going to steal panties!” I said. But I couldn’t tell him that I was there to steal something, because the reason wasn’t good. ‘I need something of Amanda’s to cast a spell to make her love me,’ sounded horribly pathetic, and maybe even crazier than just admitting that I was a panty thief.

“Just admit it to me. I won’t tell anyone,” he said. “You’re a girl inside, and being in here, with access to the girls’ clothes, makes you feel more like yourself.”

My heart stuttered. It was so embarrassing, but I suppose it was better than the truth. “Okay,” I said softly. “I—I wish I was a girl.” Though I suppose it wasn’t technically a lie as long as those panties were on me. When I had those alien feelings running through my mind, I really did want to be a girl. But those feelings weren’t actually mine; they were Amanda’s feelings… they were just infecting me at a rapid pace. I suppose they were starting to become my feelings, against my will; though it’s hard to say that it was against my will since I knew I could take those panties off at any moment but I was refusing to do it.

“You make a very pretty girl, Jeremy. Or… I should ask, what would you prefer I call you?”

I felt so stupid, but he was sparing me. He thought that I was trans, so he was keeping his mouth shut for me. “I don’t know,” I said softly. “I haven’t thought about it.”

“You really are very pretty,” he said, and that’s when I noticed he was staring right into my eyes. I noticed his hand carefully reaching to flip the lock on the door. He was trying to be subtle about it, but I noticed, and my heart was sent into a tailspin.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“If you want to feel like a girl, I can certainly help you,” he said.

“How?” I asked.

And then he walked up to me. “Your secret is safe with me,” he said, putting his hands on my arms. “I won’t tell anyone.”

“What are you doing, Mr. Ryan.”

“You can call me Greg,” he said. Then suddenly, his lips were pressed against my neck. I felt him kiss, and then that kiss turned into sucking. I gasped, perking up. I put my hands against his chest to push him back, but then I noticed something that made me stop: his bulging pecs. I’d never felt muscles like that before. Mr. Ryan must have spent a ton of time in the gym. He had a bodybuilder’s chest, and thick arms that could lift a car. I ran my fingers down to the edge of his pecs, feeling the contours of his toned physique.

Then I moaned and melted, submitting to him, letting him kiss my neck, letting him kiss down my chest. “Mr. Ryan…” I whimpered. “This—This isn’t a good idea.”

“I want to make you feel like a girl,” he growled.

I closed my eyes. I have to admit: he truly was making me feel like a girl. I moaned and let my head fall back. He pulled my halter down and began to suck my nipple. It was a weird feeling: his tongue drawing small circles around my nipple—but I liked it. I put my hand on the back of his head and pulled him in tight. “Shit,” I moaned. My body trembled all over. Now I understood why he wanted me to join the cheer team; he wanted to fuck me.

He was getting what he wanted, because I couldn’t resist. Those feelings were just too strong; I couldn’t push them away, no matter how hard I tried. I bit hard on my tongue and groaned. He licked my abdomen, making me whimper. Then, he grabbed me by the waist and pulled me directly down, until I was on my knees. His cock was already out, pulled out when I wasn’t looking—and he was hard. He stroked himself a few times, pulling his foreskin far back, and then he tilted it down to my lips. I opened my mouth, not wasting a moment. I let him sink his cock into my mouth, sliding it across my tongue. I pressed my lips firmly around it, grabbed what I couldn’t fit in my mouth with my fist, and I began sucking.

He moaned, legs trembling. I didn’t stop. I wanted it so badly. I wanted to make him moan. I wanted to pleasure a more mature man, even though he was still very young. I felt so satisfied, making him squirm. I loved hearing every single moan and whimper. How was I going to forget about all of this? How was I going to let this go? I couldn’t just let this go and pretend like I never wanted it…

I slurped his perfect cock until pre-cum was bubbling out from his tip. I sucked it out and swallowed it, and then I stood up and looked into his eyes. His face was dark red. His posture was tense. “What are you thinking?” I asked softly.

“I’m thinking we don’t have much time,” he said as the cheering became audible from the main stage. Vanier was finished and the girls would soon be on their way to get dressed.

He spun me around and pushed me against the concrete wall, making me gasp. He lifted up my skirt and tugged my panties down to my thighs. I moaned and looked back at him. “W—What are you going to do?” I asked.

“I’m going to fuck your brains out against this wall,” he said bluntly, and then I felt him cramming his tip between my butt cheeks. I gasped, clenching… but I didn’t stay clenched. I wanted to feel it. I wanted to give him what he wanted. I wanted to feel him erupting inside of me. I wanted to know what it felt like: warm and throbbing, deep and hard. So I pushed my bum back into his lap, making him penetrate me. I cried out as euphoria swept over me.

“Shit,” I muttered. “It’s so fucking big.”

“You’re tight,” he groaned through clenched teeth.

“Please just… just fuck me,” I said.

HIs hands found my waist. He gripped me firmly and then he began to thrust. We didn’t have much time and he knew it; he pumped me hard and fast like a man trying to unload, and I helped by pushing my bum back as hard and fast as I could. God, it felt so good, feeling his sliding, veiny member against the tight velvety walls of my anus.

Each thrust was harder than the last, making me more and more limp. It wasn’t long before I could have collapsed had he not been pinning me against the wall. My own erection was pushed against that cool concrete, but I didn’t mind. He was thrusting deep and hard, using every inch. “Oh my fucking God!” I cried, trying to find something to hold onto—but all I could find was a coat hook. I grabbed it anyway.

“Harder!” I shouted. “Fuck me harder! Please!”

He rammed me as hard as he possible could. I felt every perfect inch inside of me. And in that moment, I knew that the magic had nothing to do with what I was now feeling. That magic had very little to do with what I’d been feeling—not even how satisfied I felt wearing women’s clothing.

Because the reality was: Amanda didn’t love dressing up. She didn’t love doing her makeup. She was naturally beautiful, and she knew it. She often showed up to school in her sweatpants, without a spec of anything on her face. She rarely wore cute dresses or skirts. In fact, I’d heard her complaining about them before. That’s not to say that those magical panties hadn’t put some ideas into my mind. I’m sure they were influencing certain decisions and certain urges… but wanting to be dolled up… that must have been my own desire, because it wasn’t her.

And now, feeling all of that pleasure… Lilly didn’t say anything about those panties affecting pleasure or where it came from. Maybe those panties were affecting this and that, but I couldn’t pin everything on them.

And I suppose now is a good time to admit it, because it was the moment that I admitted it to myself: when I first put those panties on, I’d been looking for an excuse to wear women’s clothing. It’s something that I’d been curious about for years, since bullies started telling me I looked like a girl, telling me I would be better off as a girl. My small frame made me the target of many bullies, and maybe those bullies had put ideas in my head: seeds that had grown over the years, waiting for me to entertain them so they could really flourish. I knew that I could have just tied those panties to the inside of my pants, or cut off a piece and worn it around my ankle; there were dozens of options that didn’t involve wearing them, but I chose to wear them. And I chose to keep wearing them.

I’d been in the closet for a long time—even to myself. But now, there was just no hiding it anymore; this whole magical incident had been a convenient excuse to play a girl for a few weeks. Maybe Mr. Ryan was right; maybe I was a girl on the inside; maybe he noticed it before I even noticed it—and maybe that’s why he never ratted me out, even though he saw evidence of me stealing those panties.

“Fuck!” Mr. Ryan groaned. And then I felt it; I felt exactly what I wanted to feel, and it was just as good as I was expecting. I moaned, turning weak and even more submissive than I knew possible. I felt him gushing inside of me, filling me deeply. His hands found my chest and he squeezed hard, digging his nails into my skin.

Then came the rattle at the door. “It’s locked,” a girl’s voice said.

“Fuck,” Mr. Ryan groaned. “I’ll lead them away. You have to sneak off. Don’t get caught. Okay?”

He pulled out, and then I probably should have grabbed a napkin or something before pulling up my panties, but I didn’t think about it. Cum spilled into my panties and gushed hard around my bum and crotch. Luckily I had my little cheerleading skirt to keep it all hidden. Mr. Ryan slipped out of the room. “Hey girls, how did it go? Before we get changed, there’s a woman asking for a group photo down the hallway. I can’t remember what room she said she was in, but she wants everyone in full wardrobe. Follow me.” He led them all away while I hid, terrified one of the girls was going to break away and slip in to grab something.

But the silence came and I knew that I was safe, so I darted out of the room, left the building, and started towards home with panties full of Mr. Ryan’s cum.


CHAPTER 11
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Iwent straight home. I beat my sister home, so I quickly cleaned up her room, putting everything back where it went, including that cheer outfit. I washed the makeup off of my face and I changed into some boy clothes. I even took off the panties and put them into a shoebox, which I slipped under my bed.

I didn’t want to wear them anymore, even if that meant losing Amanda. I didn’t deserve Amanda if she didn’t actually want to go to prom with me. I didn’t feel good about taking her away from someone else.

To be honest, I never really had feelings for Amanda. I only wanted to take her to prom to impress all of the people who had made fun of me over the years: the guys who mocked me for being small and having a girly body. Amanda was like a prize… but really, she was a real person and deserved better than being treated like some trophy. Sure, I knew how good it felt to be treated like a trophy… but I had a feeling Amanda wanted more than that.

The temptation was strong to put the panties back on. It got stronger and stronger—and then I put some panties on. No, not those black magic panties, but a pair that I bought for myself that evening at the mall. Putting them on my body left me satisfied. My head was filled with wonderful thoughts and warm euphoria, and I realized then that the magic panties really never did much that normal panties wouldn’t have done.

They did teach me an important lesson though: that all I really wanted was to be myself, even if that meant bullies making fun of me, and even if that meant being a nobody at prom… or worse: being the centre of attention because I chose prom as the day to come out to everyone as transgender.

But let’s back up.

I was so relieved when Amanda phoned me and told me she was having second thoughts about going to prom with me. “It’s cool,” I said. “I think you should go with someone else.”

“Am I being a bitch?” she asked.

And I laughed. “Not at all. Have fun at prom.”

I think she was stunned, and maybe I was a bit shocked as well. Now I was more sure than ever that I’d lost my mind. I put in so much effort to get Amanda, and now I was just cutting her loose, not even putting up a fight. Worse: I was pushing her away and insisting that she be someone else’s date! All of that work, all of those embarrassments… and the literal blood! It was all for nothing.

Well, maybe it wasn’t for nothing.

That weekend, I made a trip to the thrift store. I didn’t have much cash. I pawned a few things, including my Playstation and my whole collection of vintage games. I liked gaming, but I needed something more important. I took that money to the thrift store: about eight-hundred bucks, and I spent almost every dime. I saved some, of course, to buy myself some panties and a couple of bras and some makeup—stuff you can’t get used.

But I returned home with a real haul: dozens of outfits and multiple pairs of shoes. I had my own wardrobe now: no more stealing, no more taking crazy risks. I had something else too: a prom dress.

It was just like the one from my dream: white, short, and lacy, looking almost like a cute little wedding dress. The puffy shoulders helped to frame me in a more feminine way. The tight lace sleeves felt so nice against my skin. I could feel that mild euphoria tingling inside of me, and I wondered if that would ever go away. I wondered if it had anything to do with the magic, or if that was just… me.

Maybe it never had anything to do with the magic, or maybe that magic had changed me; I suppose there was no way of ever knowing. Maybe I would have been a perfectly content man had I never let Lilly cast that spell on those panties. Maybe my life would have stayed just the same as it was… but I’m glad it didn’t.

Look—I’m not saying one path was better than the other. I’m not saying that exploring my feminine side gave me a better life than had I just stayed a guy. I liked my life just fine as a guy; I wasn’t sad or depressed… maybe a bit lonely, but I’m sure I would have found myself a girlfriend sooner or later. But as a girl, I felt so… alive. I was so excited, every day, and maybe that was just because it was something new.

Going out as a girl was exhilarating, and also terrifying. Going to prom as a girl—being a girl for the first time in front of my friends and classmates and teachers—was beyond horrifying; I nearly puked a few times from the sheer terror of it all… but by the end of the night, I felt so free. I felt like such a massive weight had been lifted from my shoulders. I no longer had secrets. I no longer felt like I was hiding anything from anyone. I could just be… me.

Lilly found me near the end of the night. Her black lace dress contrasted my white dress, and her dark makeup heavily contrasted my girly pink look. “You look cute,” she said in that blunt tone that I was so used to from her.

“Thanks, Lilly,” I said.

“So you’re wearing them now, huh?” she said.

I shook my head.

“Oh,” she said. “So it was too late then?” Her face turned a shade of white. “Sorry. I can look through my book and see if we can fix it. Actually—I had an idea last night; if there’s no spell to undo it, we can just steal something from a guy. Pick a guy you respect and we’ll do the same thing we did, but with the guy’s personal item—then, after a couple of weeks, you’ll be masculine again.”

“I don’t want to be masculine,” I smiled. “I’m happy like this.”

She stared into my eyes, and then she smiled. “Well, for what it’s worth, it suits you,” she said.

“Want to dance with me?” I asked.

She blushed and pressed her lips thin. “You want to dance with me?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

Then, I led her to the dance floor. A number of students stopped and looked over. I was already the topic of the night between whispering students, but now there was new gossip. I’m sure a few of them were snickering, having a laugh—it didn’t matter to me, and I don’t think it mattered to Lilly either. She went into that night assuming nobody was going to dance with her, and now she was getting a little bit of a proper prom experience. We both were.

“So I guess you won’t be losing your virginity to Amanda tonight then,” she said to me after the dance. “That was the whole plan, right?”

“It was part of it,” I laughed, blushing. “But I realized that’s not what I wanted. I don’t want to trick someone into sleeping with me.”

“That’s good,” she smiled.

I gave her a small kiss—nothing crazy, but it was enough to make her turn red.

And it was enough to make me smile.

THE END


HOT MESS
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HOT MESS


Tanner is a hot mess. In the words of his sixth-grade teacher: “You destroy everything you touch and you’re terrible at everything you do.” Call it clumsiness. Call it bad luck. Call it a curse. Whatever you want to call it, Tanner has it.

He’s never been able to hold down a job for more than a week before something terrible happens. He’s always accidentally getting people hurt, costing companies thousands of dollars in lawsuits and insurance claims. On more than one occasion, he’s accidentally lit his place of work on fire. He’s on the brink of giving up, but figures he’ll give working one last go, at a department store. What could go wrong in a department store?

Well, one week into his new gig, something goes very wrong. Actually, lots goes wrong, but it’s an accident involving a children’s toy that leaves Tanner burned and without clothes in the staff bathroom. Now, Tanner has to sneak away before his boss finds him bearing it all in the staff bathroom. So he puts on the only thing within reach: a dress, and the wig from a nearby mannequin. The disguise is just supposed to get him home so he can grab a new work outfit, but his short time dressed as a woman is curious to say the least.

While dressed like a girl, nothing bad happens to Tanner. People are nice to him. He gets a free bus ride, a free dinner, and someone even hands him some cash as an act of kindness. It’s a streak of good luck that Tanner isn’t used to… but it’s something he could get used to.

NOTE: This book contains images. This is an experiment and I would love to know what you think of the addition of images.


CHAPTER 1
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“You’re shit at everything,” my sixth-grade teacher said to me on his last day of work. “You’re a hot mess, Tanner. You can’t do anything.” He yelled it in front of the whole class too.
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I cried. I was too embarrassed to tell my parents, but one of my classmates told her mom and her mom told my mom and my mom called the school and, well, that turned out to be my sixth-grade teacher’s last day on the job. But it wasn’t the last time I saw him; three years later, I passed him on the street. He pointed at me and stopped in his tracks, looking like Donald Sutherland in Invasion of the Body Snatchers. “You!” he shouted. “You ruined my life! You’re a black cat!”

I was hardly a teenager, and the sight of him terrified me. He looked twenty years older. His beard hard grown in, patchy. His clothes were like rags, as if he’d been living on the streets. His skin was dirty and one of his eyes was twitching. “You took my life away from me!” he shouted, and then my parents shuffled me away.
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That was the last time I saw him.

“Don’t listen to him,” my mom said. “He’s just unhinged.”

But the disgraced teacher wasn’t lying; it was true: I was shit at everything, and everything I touched fell to pieces. I was like walking bad-luck. My luck was so terrible that my parents once took me to the doctor and asked, “Is there a medical condition that affects… luck?”

The doctor laughed at my mother and rolled his eyes. “There’s no such thing as luck,” he said. But the doctor did agree to check me out, just to appease my mother, to see if there was something medically wrong with me. When he went to grab a tongue dispenser, he lost his balance, tried to reach for something to grab onto before falling, and ended up accidentally putting his hand into a sharps-kit that wasn’t properly sealed. Eight needles went into his hand and he contracted HIV. True story.

The next time I saw that doctor wasn’t actually in the doctor’s office; it was after he rear-ended me when I was learning to drive. He totalled his brand new BMW, but I was okay, aside from some whiplash.

The next day, I was rear-ended again, and then again the day after that. The same police officer arrived at the scene of the accident each time, and finally he said to me, “You probably shouldn’t be driving.” So the next day I took a bus, and then the bus was rear-ended by a semi-truck and fourteen people had to go to the hospital; not me, though. I was okay—just rattled.

Now, you’re probably wondering: was it really bad luck, or was it your fault? Well, that depends on who you ask, I suppose. Being rear-ended might have been my fault—maybe not to the insurance companies, but I accidentally slammed on the brakes each time because I would stupidly forget which pedal was which and then I would panic. It was something I just never quite figured out. Okay, so let’s say that was my fault. The incident on the bus might have been my fault too. I realized that I overpaid my bus fare, so I went up to the driver, but on the way, I tripped and fell against his shoulder, making him panic, slamming on the brakes. Okay—so that was probably my fault too.
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But the doctor falling into the box of used needles… that wasn’t really my fault. I mean—I stretched out my leg because it was feeling stiff, and he happened to take a step at the same time… I hardly grazed him… Okay, so maybe it was a little bit my fault.

And with my sixth-grade teacher… I did accidentally light his classroom on fire. I spilled his coffee on a note from his late-mother that he kept on his desk. I flunked a bunch of tests, ended up in detention a few times, and each time I would find a way to make him angry in one way or another. One time I was sick, and I just couldn’t hold it back: a sneeze came suddenly while he was leaning over my desk, scolding me about my bad grades, and I sneezed into his mouth.

I got him sick… and then his grandmother caught that flu from him, and she passed away. But that wasn’t really my fault… was it? When I showed up for school that day, I felt fine; it wasn’t until around lunch that the flu symptoms started showing, and he was the one that insisted I stay for detention.

Let’s fast-forward about a decade or so.

I managed to get into a college, but it didn’t last long. It didn’t seem to matter which classes I took; somehow, I managed to flunk them. It didn’t matter how much I studied—or tried to study, I should say. Studying never went so well for me. I mean—it would always start okay, then something would be spilled or knocked over… or lit on fire. It did sometimes seem like bad luck, but it was usually just clumsiness. I was heavy-handed. I was easily-distracted. “Look where you’re going, you idiot!” my sister said to me at least once a day.

I’d broken my arm five times in as many years: each time because I walked into a wall or a pole.

I went skiing once; that ended horribly. I’m lucky to be alive—and so are the other fifty people who were on the chairlift when I accidentally stuck my ski in that gear that was pulling the whole thing…
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Anyway, you get the idea. Was it bad luck or clumsiness? I can’t say for sure. But my sixth-grade teacher was probably correct: my life was a mess. Everything I touched turned to shit. Holding down a job was a real challenge. One boss, while he was firing me, once told me, “We were making over a million a year before you started working here. Now, we’re in debt.”

After a while, I stopped applying for jobs, sicking of working for a week just to be unemployed again. It was starting to seem like I would be living with my parents for the rest of my life. But my dad desperately wanted me out of the house. He was blunt about it, “Bad things happen when you sit around here all day. I can’t afford another stovetop, and the insurance company raised our premium again last month. You need to be out of the house; I don’t care if that means you’re working or just sitting on a bench at the park.”

I thought that maybe I could be an artist.

I spent a year trying to practise painting, but I never progressed. My art teacher called me a ‘permabeg’. “What’s that?” I asked.

“Permanent beginner,” he said. “Your hands are just so… uncoordinated.” That was my last class with him—not because he dropped me as a student, but because I accidentally spilled my paint, and he slipped on it and broke his wrist so badly and in so many places that the doctors had no choice but to amputate his hand: true story, even though it sounds absurd. No one ever believes that one…

I tried music, but my piano teacher dropped me after just a month. “There’s something about the notes you keep accidentally hitting,” she said, rubbing her temples. “When other students mess up, it doesn’t sound so bad… but when you do it… it’s like a frequency that stings my brain!” She found out a month later that she had a brain tumour, but that can’t possibly have been my fault… right?

I tried sports, but ended up in the hospital with three broken ribs after my first practise. The sport was tennis, in case you’re wondering. My tennis instructor broke both of his arms in the same incident—but that’s whole other story for another time (and yes, that one was definitely my fault).

I was bad at everything. Sure, there were activities I could partake in that wouldn’t end up with everyone being hurt or killed. I could sit around and watch TV without anyone being injured; though I had a bad tendency to break remotes and televisions by accident. I could sleep without being too badly injured (I fell off the bed about once a year, which didn’t seem so bad). I could sit at the beach without harming anyone… except for that one guy who tripped over my sand-castle when I was eight and broke his neck; he’s in a wheelchair now, but you can’t possibly blame me for that… though I did built that sand castle right next to where those young men were playing beach volleyball.

Okay, okay—you get it; I’ve gone on for long enough. I was bad at everything, I never ended up with anything more than a high school diploma, and I had no job. That’s where I stood when this story starts.

I decided one last time to find a job before giving up entirely. My resume was blank; I hadn’t held any job down long enough to include it on my resume, so I was stuck applying at places that didn’t necessarily want work history or references. I applied at a dozen places before I received an interview at a big box store called Rolland’s.

I was so careful the day of that interview. I dressed myself slowly. There were wrinkles in my dress pants, but I decided to live with them, not daring to touch the iron. Instead of taking the bus to Rolland’s, I walked. I kept my eyes forward, walked in a straight line, and I walked slowly, making sure I didn’t trip over anything. If a light started blinking red, I didn’t try to race across the road; I just stopped and took my time and made sure that I was a whole hour early for my interview.

Then, at Rolland’s, I sat outside, on a bench, with my hands on my lap and my feet touching together. I had to pee, but I didn’t dare to find a bathroom so close to the interview. I didn’t want to go near anything that dispensed water or electricity or fire…

Then, I carefully went into the office for the interview. I pulled out the chair slowly and sat down with extreme caution. I took a deep breath.

“Are you okay?” the interviewer asked, staring at me strangely. “You’re moving very… slowly.”

“I’m just being careful,” I said with a smile.

“Well,” he said. “That’s a good habit, but here, things can happen quickly. We need someone who can be quick on their feet if need be.”

I smiled and lied. “Then I’m your guy.”

“It’s not the toughest job in the world,” he said. “It’s sales. You need to engage with the customers, make them happy. You don’t earn a commission on your sales, but you still need to ensure the customers have a positive experience here.”

“Okay,” I said. “That all sounds perfectly doable.”

“Have you worked in sales before?” he asked.
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I just smiled. I didn’t want to tell him about the week when I worked at a shoe store. The price gun stopped working, so the boss told me to write prices on small pieces of paper, and then glue them to the products. “The glue is just in the top drawer of the desk,” he said. So I spent a few hours glueing price tags to shoes… but I didn’t know I grabbed the wrong glue: super-glue that ruined every single pair of shoes it touched. A thousand pairs of shoes went into the trash because of me, and I was sent home without pay.

“Never,” I lied to the interviewer. “But I think it’s something I could be good at.”

“What do you think of doing a trial?” he asked with a smile. “Work for a few hours, just so we can see if it’s a good fit. Do you have the rest of the afternoon off? If it works out, we can start you as soon as tomorrow.”

I felt my heart flopping in my chest. I forced a terribly awkward smile. “That sounds fine,” I said. “Sure… let’s do it.”

I was feeling hopeless. I knew the trial was going to end in disaster, but I just bit my tongue and tried to stay somewhat confident. He fetched me an outfit. He fetched me a lanyard that had a key to the storage room. “Basically, we’ll just see how you interact with customers. If they want to try anything on, bring them to the change room. If they ask if we have something that isn’t out, tell them you’ll check, and then come and find me. We’ll just try a three-hour trial or so. And, if it works out, I’ll make sure the hours are put on your first paycheque.” He winked at me, as if to say, ‘Don’t worry, bro. You already have the job. It’s the easiest job in the world and would take a real idiot to fuck up.’
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The shop was quiet. It seemed like nothing could go wrong, but that didn’t stop my head from spinning with anxiety. I started coming up with ideas of how things could possible go wrong. Maybe I would trip and knock over the clothing displays. Maybe I would break the cash register system by pressing some wrong button…

No, they weren’t going to let me touch that on my trial day. I just had to wander around asking customers if they needed help. I just had to make sure I didn’t bump into any of them, or accidentally push them into anything. How hard could it be?

I was tense for the next three hours. I must have looked like a robot as I did slow laps around, forcing awkward smiles when customers walked in. “Welcome. Let me know if I can help you find anything,” I would say. Most just smiled and otherwise ignored me. One old woman asked where the cosmetic section was.

The interviewer was right: it was the easiest job in the world, though sadly, the pay reflected it: minimum wage, but that was still more than I was making by sitting at home doing nothing.

By the end of the trial, nothing had gone wrong… well, almost nothing. One of the other employees had handed me a pen and asked me to return it to the desk; I forgot and kept the pen in my pocket, and the ink leaked out and ruined the pants—but my boss didn’t notice, and while he was out of the store, I snuck into the main office, found a new pair of pants, changed, and disposed of the ruined pants. But aside from that, nothing bad happened.

I got the job, though I wasn’t entirely optimistic that this job was going to be different than any of the ones before it. Like my sixth-grade teacher said to me: “Tanner, you’re a hot mess. Everything you do turns to shit!” And I’d believed it since the day he said it.


CHAPTER 2
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Iwas building a new routine: a careful routine that involved avoiding anything that could end in a catastrophe. I decided to even skip toasting my bread in the morning. You get the same nutrients from uncooked bread anyway…

I didn’t dare to touch the oven, or even the coffee maker. It was a thirty minute walk to work instead of a five-minute bus ride, but walking was just safer, so I walked. I didn’t wear my work outfit on the way there or back; I always changed at work.

And, of course, I stayed out of the small appliance section in the store. If anyone ever asked me to go into it, I would pretend like I had something else to do, and then I would find someone else to go in there for me. Too many of those small appliances were plugged in for testing purposes, and I didn’t want another blender incident on my hands.

My first full day went off without any incidents—and so did my second day, unless you could me accidentally ruining the toilet in the staff bathroom; I didn’t notice the roll of toilet paper falling in when I went to flush, and it got jammed in the plumbing and they had a plumber there the whole next day. I saw the plumbing bill, by the way; and it was more than I was going to make in my whole first week…
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But they never caught me as the culprit—and compared to past jobs, it was going well. In fact, I survived the first week without anyone getting hurt, without getting into any trouble. Maybe I’d finally found something that I was somewhat good at—even if I was just a glorified greeter; at least I was good at something. Ever since the sixth-grade, I was convinced that I would never be good at anything. I was a terrible student, a terrible artist, an awful musician, and an atrocious athlete. But this was okay. I could smile at people and they would smile back. I could point them to the right aisle… I could… tell them about store promotions…

Okay, so it wasn’t the most glamorous thing to be good at. I would have loved to be good at being an artist, or a musician, or an athlete, or even being good at video games would have been a step in the right direction. But something is better than nothing, right?

My second week on the job was off to a good start too. Christmas was coming up and the store was getting busier and busier. I helped an old lady find everything on her Christmas list. Then, that evening, I was shocked when the boss called me into his office to tell me I was getting a $0.25 raise. “I know it’s not much, but a nice old lady came in this afternoon and told us about the great job you did.”

I blushed all over. I tried to think if I’d ever been commended like that before. It was a complete first for me, and I couldn’t stop smiling. I even came into work the next day with a big smile on my face…

But that’s when things started going downhill. Maybe I started letting my guard down. Maybe I got a bit too comfortable in that box store. I ended up getting the idea of helping out a bit more when a truck dropped off a shipment of Paw Patrol game sets. They were just sitting in the back room, waiting to be set up in the toy section. Earl, who was in charge of making displays, was home sick, and I was on my thirty-minute lunch break, but I wasn’t hungry. So I started hauling the boxes of Paw Patrol toys to the empty space at the front of the toy section. I carried four at a time: big, surprisingly heavy boxes filled with lots of little pieces that came together to assemble a large tower filled with little cars and little dog figurines.
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I’d seen Earl’s other displays. The toy company sent along a box marked ‘display unit’. It was meant to be set up, so kids could see how it all came together, so they could beg their parents, ‘Please get me that!’. I figured I could set it up the way Earl would have.

Nobody was around. I figured I didn’t need permission. Plus, I wanted to surprise my boss, because I knew he was dreading having to do it himself later. Though the boss had asked me to clean up all of the broken glass in the parking lot; teenagers had thrown a party a few days earlier in the middle of the night, and customers kept complaining; but we were all dreading having to clean all of that broken glass.

So I decided the Paw Patrol thing was an easier way to impress the boss.

I unboxed the toy set and followed the direction. There were hundreds of little pieces; at least that’s how it seemed. There were different ways to set the tower up; it was customizable, with a track that the little dog cars followed. You could set that track up a thousand different ways, but the toy company wanted a specific configuration, and that’s what I was making.

I finished the first loop: a track that swirled up the tower and then dropped sharply before turning and doing it all over again. I figured it would be fun to test it out before finishing the second loop. I put the firefighter dog car on the top and pressed the little button, making it say something about a ‘rough rescue’. It began to hum along the track, picking up speed seemingly randomly, barking out another catch phrase, and then reaching that long drop.

But I didn’t quite have the track attached right, so the little toy flew off and hit me in the stomach. I felt a sudden pinch and yelped out in pain, grabbing at the little toy—but it was stuck: wheels spinning and sucking up my shirt. The wheels were pulling in the fabric, getting that shirt stuck in the tiny little axels. “Shit,” I mumbled. It had also grabbed the little pubic hairs above my pelvis, tugging them painfully. But I couldn’t turn the thing off; I couldn’t get my finger on that little button.

“I’m all fired up!” the toy shouted.

“Get off of me!” I yelped. That toy was causing considerable pain, pulling hairs from different directions.

I tried thrashing it off of me, thinking I could throw it away, but that just made it tug. I swear it was pulling on skin! “Get it off!” I yelled. Now, customers had stopped to stare at me as I was being eaten alive by a tiny train toy that had been rebranded as a popular kids’ show because it probably didn’t sell well as a generic train toy.

I saw the customers staring, and I forced a pained smile before rushing away to the staff room. The room was empty. Now, I could express my pain without getting weird look. “Son of a fucking bitch!” I cried. It was really tearing into me! Why wouldn’t it stop! I tried bashing it into a wall. I hit it so hard, but it wouldn’t break.

Then I spun around, and that’s when the little Dalmatian toy smashed into the glass coffee pot, shattering it, covering me in nearly-boiling coffee. I screamed and scrambled out from my clothes. I was now covered in mild burns and my steaming clothes were on the floor.
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“Shit!” I cried. Even my boxers were steaming with hot coffee as I stood naked in that staff room. I rushed into the bathroom and closed the door. I ran cold water from the sink and splashed it onto my body to soothe those burns.

Then, I heard someone walking into the staff room. I froze, panicked. I rushed quietly to the door and flipped the lock. I didn’t want to get fired over this mess. I destroyed a coffee maker and a perfectly fine staff outfit… maybe a value of one-hundred dollars at most, but more than I wanted to fess up to; so I just stayed quiet. I kept my mouth shut, listening as the newcomer stepped through the staff room. “What in the hell happened here?”

There was a long silence. And then I heard the sweeping of a broom, and then the squishing sounds of a mop. They were cleaning the mess! I just remained still, not wanting to out myself as the creator of the big mess. I just wanted to put this behind me, so I could pretend like I was still more-or-less accident free.

And, I had to wait, because I was completely naked. My clothes were on the floor in the staff room. I couldn’t expose myself to whoever was there, and I wasn’t going to awkwardly ask them to fetch me clean clothes. I just had to wait until they were gone so I could sneak into the office, grab a clean outfit, return to the floor, and pretend like this didn’t happen.

I’d never held a job down this long before, after all…

But when the person finally left, and I emerged from the bathroom, my clothes were gone along with the broken glass and the coffee.

“Shit,” I whispered.

I needed to run fast to the office, before another employee came in.

But there was one problem: the office door was locked.


CHAPTER 3
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Irushed around the staff area, looking for clothes. There were six rooms in that staff-only section of that giant building: a bathroom, two closets, two offices, and the break room where I made the big mess in the first place. The second office was unlocked, but I couldn’t find anything in it—not even a small towel to wrap around my body.

I was sure that I could find something; even if I could find the garbage where my old clothes were discarded… but there was nothing… literally nothing: not even paper towel in the paper towel dispenser in the staff bathroom. I couldn’t even find a piece of printer paper to cover my crotch.

Now, this was the kind of disaster that I was used to. This is why my sixth-grade teacher called me a ‘hot mess’. It was true; I couldn’t go more than a few days without complete chaos ensuing. I wanted to cry; I hated that this was my life. I really did think that things were going to be different this time. I didn’t think that anything could go wrong in that perfectly tame box store… but I couldn’t think of anything worse than the problem I now faced.
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I walked to the door and looked through the small window, into the store. There weren’t any customers close by, though it was hard to see beyond that rack of high-school prom dresses.

I scanned, looking to see how close the men’s clothes section was. It was pretty far, but not impossible to reach. I could maybe get to the stack of pants, pull up a pair, and then I could grab a shirt before anyone noticed me.

What other option did I have? I could just use my own money to buy the clothes with my employee discount… No harm done… right?

I pushed the door open, heart pounding. I was really about to bolt into the store, completely naked. I poked out my head, looking left and right. The coast was clear, so I made a dash, and then the changing room door suddenly opened. Before my heart could make another beat, I jumped into a clothing rack, between dresses, curling up into a tight ball, hugging my naked knees to my naked chest. I watched their feet moving by the rack, but they didn’t see me.

I wasn’t sure if my heart was even beating anymore. My skin suddenly felt cold. For a moment, I was worried that I was having a heart attack.

The person stopped nearby and began to flick through the dresses on a nearby rack. I was stuck: naked in the women’s clothing aisle. I had to do something… but what could I do? If I was found now, I would be arrested for public indecency!

“Fuck…” I whispered. And then I felt the softness of satin against my bare ass. I looked down and saw that I took a dress down with me when I jumped into the rack. It was a soft pink: short, with long sleeves and wide pleats. I thought about wrapping it around my naked body… but would that really look any better than just putting it on?

I checked the tag. It was a medium. I was a men’s small, which was about a women’s medium. Maybe I could just put the dress on and slip out from the rack with my head down. As long as nobody looked too closely, I wouldn’t look too out of place. I just had to make it to the men’s section to grab a pair of pants and a shirt.

I took a deep breath.

I’d never put a dress on before, but I didn’t feel like I had many other options, so on went the dress. I shimmied into it and pulled up the zipper, making it snug against my skin. I stretched out my back. The dress was tight, and I wasn’t entirely confident that it was covering my whole ass… but it was better than nothing. The dress had little hidden pockets in it, so that’s where I stuffed the price tag, so it wouldn’t look like I was stealing. I planned on putting that price tag back.
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I gave the skirt of the dress a good tug, took another deep breath, and then I crawled out, in the opposite direction from the shopper. I scrambled to my feet, looked around, blushing, and then I eyed the men’s section.

There was still hope. I hadn’t been caught yet. I started towards it, one step at a time. Then, the front door of the store opened and a part of six came in, laughing loudly: all men. My heart jumped in my chest as the men went straight for that men’s section. I spun around, now on a new course… well, really with no course at all. I just started walking, trying to get away from people. I saw one of my co-workers heading towards the newcomers. I turned to avoid eye-contact, moving to a rack of dresses and putting my head down, pretending to be shopping.

There was a mannequin in front of me wearing a short blonde wig. I snatched it quickly and put it on my head, using a nearby mirror to ensure it was on straight. At the very least, it made me less recognizable. Now, I had a new plan: to get out of the store. I still technically had fifteen minutes left on my lunch break; that was enough time to sprint home, grab a change of clothes, and sprint back. Okay, maybe I would be ten minutes late for the last half of my shift, but late was better than being caught dressed like a girl in the store. So I started making my way towards the entrance.
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I moved faster and faster with every few steps—and I was sure that I was now going to make it… and then someone jumped in front of me. It was Stan, the other new guy. He had a smile on his face. “Hello Miss,” he said with his chin up. “Finding everything okay?”

I froze for a moment before turning down my head. I nodded quickly before turning suddenly to the jeans on the wall. I pretended to be looking at them, just so he wouldn’t see my face.

“Are you interested in trying anything on?” he asked, stepping closer to me.

I shook my head.

“Has anyone told you our store specials today?” he asked, getting even closer.

I was sure my escape plan was over. I was sure that he was a second away from recognizing me. I was ready to hear that horrible gasp. I was ready for him to rat me out to my boss. Instead, he just kept talking. “Miss?”

I nodded my head.

“Someone did tell you?” he said.

I nodded again.
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“Not much of a talker, huh?” he said.

I looked at him very quickly, with a tiny smile. How had he not recognized me? Was he blind?! Or did that wig really do enough to make me unrecognizable. No—there was no way. he was just an idiot.

He kept standing there. Why wasn’t he leaving? He was lingering like a weirdo. Maybe he did recognize me. Maybe he was just waiting for the right moment to laugh at me.

But instead, he shocked me by saying in a quiet voice, “I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but that dress looks really fucking amazing on you. We’re, uh, not supposed to flirt with the customers, but I just had to say it.”

I just stood shocked and frozen. I didn’t turn to him. Was he fucking with me?

“Sorry if that makes you uncomfortable. I would be remiss if I didn’t say anything.”

Then, he walked away, blushing all over. I couldn’t believe my ears. He was either pulling a crazy prank on me, or he was blind as a bat.

I didn’t stick around to deliberate. I looked over, saw a clear line to the exit, and I took it, rushing with fast, small steps. I was barefoot, and I must have looked crazy. I remembered all of the broken glass in the parking lot outside from that teenager party.

“Shit,” I whispered. But now, I was in the shoe section. I just needed to grab a pair—any pair. There was a pair of knee-high black leather hoots. Better than nothing—and they looked to be about my size. I snatched them, sat down and tugged them up my legs. I did up the little zippers and sprung back to my feet. The coast was still clear. I grinned as I eyed that exit.

I was really going to do it! I was really going to escape that store!

I rushed fast, moving to the exit. I saw the box of black face masks next to the bottle of hand sanitizer. I snatched one and quickly put it on my face, giving me a bit more security. Then I rushed for that exit. The door opened and two new customers came in. One held the door for me. I made a little smile and zipped by, trying to turn away my face before they noticed that I was a man in a dress.

“Hey,” said the girl holding the door. I paused. I thought about ignoring them, but for some strange reason I didn’t want to be rude—so I turned to face them. She was smiling. “I love that dress. It looks really nice on you.”
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I remained still for a moment, not sure how to react. Was she messing with me? Her smile seemed genuine. She was looking into my eyes. Could she not tell that I was actually a guy? Was she blind, just like my co-worker?

I turned away and zipped off into the parking lot, relieved to be away from the store. A huge wave of relief washed over me: I made it out without being caught! I was going to keep my job—as long as I made it back relatively quickly. So I started running, but running wasn’t so easy with those platformed boots. Keeping my balance was surprisingly tricky. I couldn’t really run, and I came to that realization within two blocks of trying. I was going to have to walk briskly, and accept that I was going to be late for the second half of my shift.

“Oh my God,” someone shouted near me. I spun around, almost falling. My heart skipped a beat, and for a moment, I thought it was someone I knew, someone recognizing me, someone about to think that I was living some sort of double-life as a woman. I was prepared to shout, ‘It’s not what it looks like!’, but then I saw a complete stranger—a woman with a beautiful blonde hairdo—smiling at me. “Those boots! Where did you get those!?”

I let my mouth open before remembering that I couldn’t speak like a girl. I stuttered, made an awkward smile, and then I froze. I must have looked totally crazed.

“Aren’t you going to tell me?” she asked with a small giggle.

“R—Rolland’s,” I said softly, trying to raise the pitch of my voice ever-so-slightly. I’d never attempted a girl’s voice before—unless you count when I read books to my little cousins; sometimes I tried to do voices for them, because they begged me to. But was my girl voice convincing? Probably not at all.

Though the girl in front of me now didn’t seem to notice, or maybe she didn’t care. “They’re so cute. I need to have them.”

I smiled, nodded my head, and slipped away.

A bus pulled up a block ahead of me. It was a bus that stopped right outside of my apartment on its route, but I knew better than to get onto the bus. I knew that it would just end up breaking down, or crashing into another bus. I knew to avoid motor vehicles with my terrible luck. So I started walking right by that bus, which had its door opened as it took a minute to break, to keep on schedule.
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And that’s when I saw my sister ahead of me, turning around the corner, walking towards me. What was she doing here? If she saw me like this, she would have a laughing fit, and then she would tell my parents, and she would tell all of her friends—and how many of them would believe me when I told them what actually happened? The truth was about as believable as the guy who goes into the hospital and says, “I didn’t see the toothbrush standing up on my chair!”

So I spun around, panicking, not sure which direction to go. I couldn’t go back towards the store; I was already going to be late; my boss was going to be wondering where I went. I couldn’t just buzz around through town like a headless chicken.

“Are you getting on?” the bus driver shouted to me. I stopped and turned to him. He was holding that lever that closed the door, but he was waiting.

“I—I don’t have money,” I said softly.

“Don’t worry about that,” he said. “Just hop on.”

I remained still for a moment, not sure if I’d heard him correctly. Nobody had ever offered me a free ride before. I was apprehensive, but I didn’t have much time to think about it. My sister was coming down the street, and I couldn’t let her see me like this, so I jumped on board. “Are—Are you sure about this?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he said with a smile. “Take a seat.”

The bus was quite full: no seats available. I knew that meant that I would get thrown as soon as the bus started driving. I would probably land on some frail old lade, breaking her hips, forcing her sons to fly home from across the country to take care of her, resulting in them losing their jobs and their kids ending up in homeless shelters…

But that didn’t happen. Instead, a young man jumped out of his seat and said, “Please, take my seat.”

“Really?” I asked softly.

“Please,” he said. He blushed all over. Why was everyone treating me with so much kindness? Why wasn’t anything bad happening to me?
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The bus started once I was seated. And then I looked down to see a chocolate bar. I followed the hand of the person holding it: a kind-looking old woman, holding it out to me. “Here,” she said. “Have this.” It was still in the wrapper.

“Why?” I asked, baffled.

“You’re so thin,” she said. “And you look like you’re having a hard day. It will make you feel better.”

“O—Okay,” I said, stunned. I took the chocolate bar.

And then the woman in front of me smiled and said, “I love that dress. It really goes with those boots.”

I stared at her for a long moment, waiting for her to burst into laughter. The girls next to her were smiling at me too.

“Oh. Um, thanks,” I said.

Then, one of the three girls looked down at my legs and giggled. “You should really shave though.”

I felt redness entering my face. I was trying to decide if they were making fun of me; it was impossible to tell for sure.

“Don’t be a bitch,” her friend said to her.

“What? I’m just saying—that’s my personal opinion.”

They started bickering, and it ended with her apologizing to me. “I know the whole leg hair thing is trendy right now; it’s just not my thing. I wasn’t trying to be rude.”

I just sat there, stunned, confused. Were they messing with me? Or were they really being nice?

I looked out the window and saw that my stop was coming up. So I stood up and pressed the little red button. And then I noticed the five-dollar-bill fluttering before me. It was being held by a young man with a blushing smile. “What’s that?” I whispered.

“I heard you say to the driver that you didn’t have money,” he said. “You can have this. Please—I insist.” He smiled.
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“Um,” I said. I didn’t want to get into a big conversation with him, so I just took the money, smiled, and then rushed off the bus. I was shocked that nothing bad happened. The bus didn’t crash, nobody got hurt, and somehow I had more money than when I got on.

“What the hell is happening?” I whispered.

I started walking to my place: one more block. I turned the corner and saw a woman with kind eyes waving at me. I paused, thinking this was some sort of cosmic trap: this was going to be the end of my little good luck streak. “Miss! Come here!” she called out.

I knew I didn’t have the time to linger around and chit-chat with strangers—and I didn’t want her to recognize me; she worked a block from my house; I didn’t need her seeing my parents and saying something like, ‘Hey, I saw your son running around in a dress the other day!’ But for some reason, I approached. Maybe I just didn’t want to be rude.

“What is it?” I asked softly.

“Free lunch,” she said, and then she handed me a coupon.

I stared at it.

“Anything on the menu,” she smiled.

“W—Why?” I asked. I’d never been given anything for free before.

“We’re launching a new menu and are giving away free lunches to lucky locals,” she smiled. “A pretty girl like you deserves a free lunch. By the way, I love that dress.”

“Oh. Okay. Um… thanks,” I said, blushing all over. I took the coupon, lingered for a moment, waiting for something bad to happen, and then I rushed off. I was supposed to be back at work in five minutes.

I was sure something bad was going to happen to make up for all of these seemingly good things.
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But… that bad thing never happened. I changed into a new work outfit and a new pair of shoes, and then I started running back to work. I got in the door five minutes late, but nobody seemed to notice. I just smiled at my coworkers and went about my shift as if nothing happened. I tried to keep a low-profile. I tried to stay out of trouble, staying away from anything with moving parts so I wouldn’t end up naked and covered in burning hot coffee again.

And it was a couple of hours later when a coworker called me to the women’s clothing section. I thought nothing of it as I walked up—and then I saw one of the girls from the bus standing with that dress in her hand: the same one I wore on my little excursion. “Do you have this in a small? I only see mediums and larges here,” she said. “I saw a girl wearing this on the bus and she looked so damn cute.”

I froze. Was she teasing me right now? Was she outing me? I cleared my throat and took a deep breath. “I’ll see what we have in the back,” I said, and then I raced off, not wanting to give her another second to realize that I was the girl on the bus.

Maybe she knew, maybe she had no idea—but she bought the dress, in a small, and looked thrilled on her way out the door wearing it, with her old clothes stuffed into a paper bag.

And I stood there trying to wrap my head around the whole encounter. Maybe she was teasing me… but she bought the dress after seeing me in it, so maybe I didn’t look so insane in the outfit.
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I left work that day with a lot on my mind… but more than anything, I was just happy to have survived the day. It could have gone so wrong. I could have been spotted darting naked through the store, and that would have been the end of that career—maybe even an arrest and a spot on the sexual offender registry.


CHAPTER 4
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The next day wasn’t so great. It was another hot mess of a day, starting with a bus splashing a puddle into me on my way to work. Then came the angry customers who wanted a manager, but there was no manager in. I thought I could handle them, so I tried my best. “How can I make this better for you?” I asked one red-faced woman, who had purchased a toaster which had shorted her outlet and now she was demanding money to pay an electrician. “Have you tried flipping the breaker?” I asked.

“Are you an electrician?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “I make sure to stay away from anything electrical. I don’t even use a toaster,” I said.

She scowled at me as if I was being an ass. But it was the truth: I had so many bad experiences with toasters. “Is the toaster ruined?” I asked.
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“How am I supposed to know?” she asked. “The outlet is ruined!”

“Can you try another outlet?” I asked.

She really thought that I was being pretentious. She scowled again. “Where’s your manager?” I could tell by the fire in her eyes that she was going to try to get me fired for talking down to her. “You have a mansplaining problem,” she growled.

“Mansplaining? What’s that?”

“You think I’m an idiot because I’m a woman—well, I’m not an idiot! That toasted fried my wires and now my kitchen doesn’t work! Everything in my fridge is spoiling. I demand reparations! At least a thousand dollars to replace what I’m losing over this!”

“Wow,” I said. “Um, well, I can get a manager to phone you.”

“Get the manager now!” she shouted.

“But the manager isn’t in.”

[image: Angry woman]



This conversation went around in circles for a while. I decided to go and pretend like I was looking for a manager, just to make her happy. But then she followed me. She stomped behind me, hands clenched into tight fists. She was grumbling under her breath.

We went through the toy section. I saw that Paw Patrol display and chose to avoid it, taking a sharp turn. But there were toys all over the ground; some kid must have been pulling open boxes (it happened about twice a day).

On the ground was a small toddler skateboard. Now, I know: this story doesn’t sound believable, but it really happened. It was like something out of a cartoon, but the end result was actually very graphic, like something out of a horror movie.

I moved that little skateboard out of the way, propping it up so I could move it properly later. I just didn’t want anyone to trip on it… well, I propped it up poorly, and it slipped down after I walked by it. It rolled right under her stepping foot, and she went for a short ride… well, it was actually surprisingly long under the circumstances. She went straight into the tool section where the chop saws were set up for men to ogle while they did their Christmas shopping.

I’ll spare you some of the details. The saws weren’t turned on, and the plastic guards were on—but, if you’ve ever seen a chop saw, you know that the guard doesn’t cover every single inch of the blade. Anyway, she managed to get her wrist right under that three inch gap. A nearby woman screamed when the blood squirted into the air. I covered my eyes, gasping and turning away.

But it didn’t end there. She jumped away from the saw, screaming, but not looking where she was going. She bashed into the wall where the replacement saw blades were hanging. The cheaper blades weren’t in any wrapping. They came down on her as she flailed and screamed. Had she stayed still, the damage wouldn’t have been quite so bad—but she wouldn’t stop moving, rubbing against those blades. The whole wall came down on her, and then she insisted on pushing it off of herself, which only made her slip back… back into the display of chop saws.
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Anyway, I said I would spare the details, and now might be a good time to do that. She went to the hospital and it was a very expensive lawsuit for the store. Luckily for me, she suffered a very bad concussion when she hit the chop saws the third time, hitting her head on one of them; she couldn’t remember any of it, so they only had the footage for her lawsuit. And amazingly, the cameras didn’t catch me moving that little skateboard. Long story short, I was off the hook and the store’s insurance policy covered about half a million dollars for her payout.

Maybe it was my fault; it’s really impossible to say if I made her slip on that skateboard. It was just an affirmation that chaos followed me wherever I went, and it made me realize that my time at that job was probably going to be short-lived. My demise was likely right around the corner. Because, the fact was: I’d never had good fortune in my life…

Well, I suppose I couldn’t quite say that anymore. There was that one day, when I was wearing that dress and those boots. That was the first time in my life that good things happened to me. I laughed thinking back to that day: the compliments, the free bus ride, the free chocolate bar, the free money, the free lunch (which I still hadn’t used)… It almost seemed like… a dream.

And now, I was trying to figure out how I could have that luck again. It was a nice break from my usual reality. It was nice to be treated kindly, to be complimented, and to get things for free. Hell—I didn’t even necessarily want free stuff… just an easier time would have been enough for me.

Was it the dress? Was it the blonde wig? Do people just treat women better? Did people really think that I was a woman that day? It was hard to know for sure; I was dressed up for less than twenty-five minutes total… but all the compliments seemed so genuine, so pure, and so sweet.

I still had the dress at my house… the wig and boots too. I suppose they were ‘stolen’, since I hadn’t paid for them, though I fully intended to return them once I thought of a way to properly sneak them back into the shop. Knowing my luck, I would be caught in the parking lot with the dress and then I would be accused of stealing. Maybe the outfit was better left at home.

My bad luck continued. The next day at work, while I was going to get my paycheque, I accidentally spilled the manager’s tea, right onto the pile of paycheques. I ruined them all. I tried to grab them, but tripped and knocked his small desk over onto his lap, which made his leftover spaghetti lunch fall onto both his lap and that stack of wet paycheques.
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So I didn’t get paid that Friday. “We have to request new cheques from accounting,” he groaned. “They’ll be here on Tuesday at the soonest.”

Everyone groaned and glared at me.

“I need that money to pay rent!” someone cried.

“Don’t tell me!” the manager said, eyeing me. “I didn’t ruin the cheques.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “It was a mistake.”

“It’s always mistakes with him,” Carol shouted. Her face was red and she looked like she was about to burst. “Yesterday, he broke the staff bathroom door.”

“I didn’t mean to!” I said. It was true; I turned the lock too hard and broke it off. And then I was trapped in the bathroom and I panicked, so I checked the door with my hip, and it splintered and cracked the door frame. Now, we had to use the customer bathroom, which was always disgusting no matter how often we cleaned it.

“Yeah!” someone else cried. “And that’s not it! He ruined our lunches today!”

“That was a mistake,” I said, blushing. It was also true. I unplugged the fridge to plug in Jerry’s phone; he asked me to charge it for him, and there were no free outlets. It only had to be plugged in for five minutes—not long enough for food to spoil… but I forgot about the fridge, and Larry’s fish-and-boiled-egg salad went bad and made every meal in that fridge stink like a racoon-infested dumpster.
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“He also broke the scanner at checkout four,” said Susanne, the older woman who hardly ever spoke. “It hasn’t worked the same since he worked the scanner for those ten minutes he was covering for me. I get so many complaints now for taking too long, but it’s not me—it’s the scanner!”

“I didn’t do anything to the scanner!” I said… but it might have been a lie. I did drop it by accident, and it made a loud crack sound when it hit the floor. Maybe it broke. Maybe that was my fault, but I was pretty sure it didn’t quite work properly when I first got to that station; it was acting funny, and I only dropped it because I was trying to shake some sense into it.
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Now, my boss was staring at me, looking conflicted, looking like he was considering firing me. It didn’t help that there were rumors going around: rumors that I caused the toddler skateboard incident. I’m sure those rumours had reached my boss. I was costing that company money… lots of it. Every day was something new: a broken door, a broken scanner, a fridge full of spoiled food… Maybe I was better off being kicked to the curb.

“Don’t be so hard on him,” my boss said with a hesitant voice. “He’s still learning. He’s still new.” But I could tell there was a hint of ‘last straw’ in that voice. I had to be on my best behaviour: no more clumsiness. I had to at least survive a full pay period… a few more days until I got my paycheque.

But now, I was done for the week. I had two days until I had to be back at work. I had two days to sort myself—and I was determined to reel myself in, to figure out how I could stop being such a clumsy fool.

I thought about that dress again. Nothing bad happened when I was wearing it. Was that just a coincidence?

Well—coincidence or not, I had to wear it again; I had very little choice. My parents were out of town and they left us with an empty fridge. “What the hell am I supposed to eat?” my sister said, slamming the refrigerator door shut. She stormed off to go to her friend’s house. “They’re always doing this!” she roared as she stomped out the door.

And I had that coupon… but I was afraid of going in like a male. I got the coupon as a female, and maybe they would recognize me. I know that it seemed far-fetched that I would be recognized, but the woman did mention that they were only giving away a dozen coupons or so…
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I figured it was better to err on the side of caution. I put on the dress, the wig, and the boots. I put on that black fabric mask. But that wasn’t quite enough. I needed a bit more security, so I slipped into the bathroom where my sister kept her makeup. I picked up an eyeliner pen and drew on some careful wings: a couple flicks, with a careful line on each eyelid. A bit of mascara made the look complete: enough that I wouldn’t instantly be recognized as myself by someone who knew me.

I didn’t really care too much about being seen out. I knew that I could laugh it off. I’d never had a huge ego… But it just seemed easier to avoid awkward situations if I could avoid them. If a bit of eyeliner helped me to avoid some uncomfortable confrontation, then I was happy to put on a bit of eyeliner.

I grabbed that coupon and went down to the restaurant.

The place was recently renovated. The walls were freshly painted a copper colour. There was a bar made from reclaimed barn wood. And the staff were all standing around, hands clasped nervously in front of them as they waited for business. The tables were empty: all set, with menus carefully propped up. “Are you… open?” I asked softly.

They all rushed towards me, eyes lighting up, as if I was their first ever customer, as if they’d been waiting months for me to show up. “Welcome, ma’am!” a young man said. “Are you going to be meeting someone, or just a table for one tonight?” He perked up, back straight.

“Um, just me,” I smiled.

“Get the beautiful woman a table!” said a burly Italian man, throwing up his hands. He was a jolly fellow, much like Santa Claus.

Three waiters rushed me to a table, apparently not quite sure who was going to take me on. They awkwardly wrestled to be first in line, and then an older man jumped forward and said, “I’m Edwardo and I’ll be serving you tonight.” The other two groaned and shuffled off. Then, I presented the coupon, expecting him to deflate like the others at the sight of it; I was basically saying, ‘Sorry, no tip for you!’ But he didn’t seem to care. He was still happy to be there, smiling at me. He even brought me a free appetizer, which wasn’t included on that coupon. “On the house,” he smiled.

“Thank you,” I said.

And then came the free glass of wine, also not on the coupon. “You’re being so nice to me,” I smiled. “I’m… not used to it.”

“Well of course!” he said in a thick Italian accent. “You’re beautiful. A princess must be spoiled.” He blushed and shuffled off. Then, I turned to look at the window. It was dark out, so that window was like a mirror. I could see my reflection from across the restaurant. And sure, from that far away, I really did look like a girl. Up close, I could see little details that weren’t so convincing. My nose, for instance, was obviously male—at least to me… or maybe that was just because I was so used to it. And my shoulders… well, they didn’t look so masculine now, but I did have a more athletic build… okay, it wasn’t so athletic… I was scrawny, but I always thought that I looked like a soccer player or a tennis player. Though now, as I stared at myself in that little dress, I was starting to think that my build had been rather feminine this whole time.

Maybe I was even kind of cute.

I looked away. Now, a new appetizer was arriving. “You must try this,” said the waiter. “It’s my favourite thing on the menu.”

I didn’t order it; it was more free food. And it was delicious. This wasn’t an experience that I was used to. I ate everything, drank every ounce of wine that came my way, and then, at the end, I said, “I’m so sorry; the experience here was so amazing… but I don’t have money for a tip.”

“Tip?” said the old waiter. “Don’t worry about a tip! You’re a beautiful woman; we should be tipping you for eating here!”

I was blushing, but I knew it wasn’t a real compliment; I mean—maybe he meant it, but I wasn’t flattered to be told that I was a beautiful woman… because I was a man.
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I left that restaurant with a big grin on my face and a full belly. I checked the time and saw that it had been two hours since I’d left the house: two hours and nothing bad had happened to me; it almost seemed like a record.

And strangely, nothing bad had happened the last time I was in that dress. Was this some sort of lucky dress? Or was it the wig? Or the boots? Or maybe I just had better luck as a woman.

I walked into the street and turned towards my house, but I didn’t walk towards it; I just stood there, heart starting to race. I looked around me. Christmas lights lit the street in a magical sort of way: hues of gold, green, and crimson. There was something relaxing about it. And then I noticed the man at the corner, looking at me, smiling.

I looked away quickly, assuming something bad was going to come out of it… but nothing happened. He just went on with his day. A car approached, and I noticed the big puddle next to me—a moment too late. I was ready to be sprayed (something I experienced at least four times each week), but the car swerved to avoid that puddle, almost hitting another car in the process. But ultimately, nothing happened.

Nothing bad was happening at all.

Then, I reached into my little hidden dress pocket and pulled out a five-dollar bill—the one I was given on the bus. I decided I would go to a bar and use the cash to buy a beer, just to help me relax.

Plus, I didn’t want to sit around in my house all evening. It was Friday. I was used to just sitting at home on Fridays. I rarely went out, because when I went out, I ended up getting hurt or into trouble. Bad things happened to me all the time… but right now, nothing bad was happening, and I didn’t want to ruin it. So I just went to a nearby bar and took a seat at the far end of the bar, where I wouldn’t be instantly spotted by someone walking in. I had my privacy there.
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I reached out that bill when the bartender came by with my beer, but he just waved me off. “It’s on the house,” he smiled, and then he turned around and started in the other direction.

“Why?” I said, stopping him.

He looked back with a smile, and then he just shrugged his shoulders.

So I got up and snuck away to the bathroom. I found myself in front of the mirror in the girls’ room, staring at myself. I was stunned that I was being treated so nicely, so universally.

My second beer was free too, bought by a man further down the bar as he was settling up his tab and leaving. He winked at me, making me blush all over.

Two free beers: two more than I’d ever received in my life. But I was still sure that something bad was just lingering around the corner. Somehow, this night was going to turn into an epic disaster. Every night out always turned into an epic disaster. Someone always ended up getting hurt, or something expensive ended up getting broken.

So I tried not to move around too much. I was careful when handling my drinks, being sure not to drop them, not to spill… and amazingly, nothing bad happened. The night went just fine… In fact, it was was one of the nicer nights of my life. Everyone was kind to me, I didn’t have to pay a single dime, and nobody got hurt. And the compliments… the free drinks, the smiles, and the literal compliments; I wasn’t used to it. I wasn’t sure how to respond to them; nobody had ever complimented me before.

On my walk home, I was sure that something bad was going to happen so I could say, ‘And there it is!’. But nothing happened. It was a perfectly disaster-free evening.
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I snuck in through the back door of my house. I crept to the bathroom, hearing the TV playing in the living room. I was sure that I was going to be caught with my luck, but that didn’t happen. I made it to the bathroom, locked the door, undressed, showered, and managed to hide the dress and shoes and wig away in my room.

Then, as I settled into bed, my bed frame broke and I crashed into the ground with a loud bang. My parents rushed into the room to check on me, and they saw the rubble that was once my bed, with me and crumpled up on top: a bit scraped but otherwise okay. “What the hell happened!?” my dad shouted.

And it was technically my fault. That morning, I noticed a squeaking in my bed every time I shifted or rolled. So I crawled under the bed and l removed the culprit: a loose screw. I didn’t have a screwdriver at the time to put it back in, but I figured it could wait. Was it just bad luck or reckless incompetence? It’s impossible to say—but I was used to it.

But now, I was left wondering why nothing bad happened when I was out as a girl.


CHAPTER 5
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On Saturday, a terrible thing happened that almost ended my life. I went to McDonalds to get a burger. It was only a block from my house, but I didn’t want to stand in the restaurant, so I borrowed my dad’s car and went into the drive-thru. What could go wrong? I was careful as I waited in that line, inching forward with the other cars. Then, I noticed a very angry face in my rear-view mirror. I looked back and saw an old woman flipping me off. “What the hell?” I whispered. So I opened my window and leaned out. “Is something wrong?” I called out.

“You fucking asshole!” she shouted. I had to look around to see if she was talking to me.

“What?” I said.
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“I bet you have a tiny dick!” she shouted, holding up her fingers to insinuate my penis was extra-small.

“Huh?” I said, shocked.

“Move your fucking car!” she shouted.

“O—Okay,” I said. So I inched forward, not sure what was happening. I was sure that the woman was just insane, or having a particularly terrible day. She had a young boy in the back seat, no older than five. I had no idea what I’d done. But when I moved forward, the woman was still angry.

I’ll try to cut the story short. Apparently, she wanted me to move my car to the side so she could exit the line. I’m not sure why—maybe she decided she didn’t want a burger. But for some reason, she blamed me for not being able to exit the line. She got so angry that she got out from her car and stormed my window. She pounded on it with her fists.
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And look—maybe it was my fault; maybe I was stopped a bit too wide, blocking that exit lane for people who needed to leave or circumvent the line. Or maybe she was just insane. But that day, I made the wrong person very, very angry.

She smashed on my window with her fists until the glass cracked. Her blood trickled down the glass. “Oh my God!” I shouted. “Lady! Calm down!”

But nobody likes to be told to calm down. She became enraged. She went to her car and got a gun. Others in the line screamed. Some pulled away. Someone rightfully called the police. But the police didn’t come fast enough. The woman pointed the gun at my head, screaming wildly about how small my penis was. “I’m going to fucking kill you, you small-pricked asshole!” she shouted.

In a panic, I backed the car up, striking her with my side-view mirror. She shot, putting a hole through the door of my car. The bullet grazed my leg, making me yelp. I put the car into drive and turned to drive off, and I ran over her leg, shattering it.

My back tire got her face, breaking many parts of her skull. She survived, and I wasn’t charged. The woman was permanently disfigured and I never did get a hamburger. Her grandson was traumatized. The insurance company raised my dad’s rates and deductible as high as possible. My dad was furious, even though I was lucky to be alive, only with three stitches in my leg from a bullet.

A fucking bullet! I was shot! And my dad was upset about his deductible!
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Well, that was just my luck… though it wasn’t my luck when I was dressed like a girl. It was a week later when curiosity got the best of me. My parents were out of town with my sister for a cheerleading competition.

I had nothing to do; my friends were all busy. I was bored and really wanted a drink after a long, long day at work (I nearly lost my job after accidentally breaking the staff room microwave; I didn’t notice the tinfoil that had been left on my burrito). My boss took me into his office and told me he was becoming concerned. “If there’s anything else, I’ll be forced to let you go,” he said. One more thing seemed inevitable, so it was looking like I would be losing my job…

I wanted a drink, and I didn’t have enough money for more than one (I found enough change in the house for a single beer). But I had a good feeling I could get a free beer as a girl, and right now, a free beer would have gone a long, long way.

But my dress was gone. It had been in the back of my closet, with the wig and the shoes… but those were gone too! I froze, wondering where if I’d moved that secret haul. Where could it have gone?

In a panic, I began to look through the house. It was a frightening fifteen minutes before I found the wig and the dress in a pile of my sister’s stuff in the laundry room. My mom had washed and folded it, but hadn’t yet brought it to my sister’s room to be put away. She must have scooped it up while cleaning my room. Maybe she didn’t notice when she picked it up, but now she assumed it belonged to my sister. The dress was freshly cleaned. I found the shoes on the shoe rack by the back door.

My heart was pounding. I was going to need to hide the stuff better.

But before I put on that dress, I noticed that stack of my sister’s clothes. I saw a few little outfits that piqued my curiosity. I knew how I looked in that dress, but how would I look in that frilly top and that black pleated skirt? My sister had tall black socks with white stripes; they would be perfect to hide my hairy shins, and they would keep my legs warm. I couldn’t wear them with the dress; they simply didn’t go together. But the skirt and frilly top—that could work with those big socks…
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But then I would need different shoes. Those leather boots weren’t casual enough for that skirt and top combo… maybe some cute little flats.

Suddenly, I was in my sister’s closet, rummaging through her old shoes, pulling out box after box. My sister was surprisingly organized, but that organization was a pain in the ass when it came to finding anything, not knowing how she kept her belongings.

I eventually found a small pair of flats: beaten and rough from years of use, but perfect for that little outfit.

A cold wind whistled against my sister’s bedroom window. I was going to need a coat so I could make it to the bar without freezing my ass off. The front hall closet was packed with my sister’s coats. She had more coats than I had clothes. But there was an adorable faux-fur coat that was so soft, and so warm, and went so perfectly with that outfit.
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Oh—but I wasn’t done. I needed makeup. I needed to style that wig so it looked realistic—and not just realistic; it had to look cute too, so that I could land myself a free drink.

I dug out my sister’s straightener. I found some hairspray. I found her makeup kit and got to work. She had a big magazine filled with trendy makeup looks from 2021; it was a tiny bit outdated, but I felt like it made no difference. I found a picture of girl who looked a bit like me and made a point of spending the next forty minutes making myself look as much like her as possible: same eyeliner flicks, same blueish eyeshadow, same dark mascara on the bottom lashes. It was a cute look—I have to admit. I looked almost nothing like myself. I really looked like a girl.

And there was a strange satisfaction that came with it. I was good at making myself look like a girl. I’d never been good at anything before. Now, I was insanely curious to see if it was true, if I was really good at dolling myself up, or if I was just sadly mistaken like I’d been so many times before.
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I had a way of testing the hypothesis: at the bar. So that’s where I went. I skirted down the road, hands buried into those faux-fur pockets. My heart was pounding. Every glance made me blush with embarrassment. It was a lot of shame and humiliation for a free beer… but I really needed that free beer. I needed something to take the edge off. I’d been a nervous wreck since being shot. I probably needed therapy. I probably needed meds. A car backfired and I screamed so loudly that house lights turned on within a block radius.

I rushed off, heart racing faster. I just wanted to get that beer in me—maybe two, maybe three.

I went to the same bar. I knew the bartender there fancied me as a girl… but now, there was a girl behind the bar. “Shit,” I mumbled. A girl wasn’t going to give me free beer. But maybe a patron would. I wanted to sit at the far end of the bar, away from people—but I knew I needed to be close to the drinkers if I was going to have any chance.

And that meant I would probably have to do some chatting. But maybe that was fine. When I was speaking softly—almost whispering—people couldn’t seem to tell that I had a masculine voice. So I eyed a spot right between two burly men in plaid, fresh off of work from some construction job or another. They both eyed me as I slipped into the seat. My heart turned cold. I tried not to look at either of them, though I’m sure they assumed I was there for their attention, seeing as there were many other seats at the bar.
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I was almost sure that I was going to end up with a black eye. I was almost sure that they were going to make me feel like a complete fool, because that was just my luck… but my luck didn’t seem to apply when I was dressed like a girl. “What’s your name?” one of the men asked me.

“Charlotte,” I said softly with a smile.

“Ken,” said the man with a grin.

“Watch out for him,” said his friend on my other side. “He’s a dog.”

I smiled. The men bantered for a bit and then gave their attention back to me. They wanted to know where I worked. They wanted to play ‘guess my age’. They asked where I went to school. They asked if I had a boyfriend. Then, when I ordered my drink, they both barked at the bartender, “It’s on me!”

I flushed red and grinned. I tried hard to hide that smile, but it was so thrilling to be lucky for once in my life. Had I sat between those men as a man myself, they probably would have dragged me out to the alley and beat my ass. They would have spilled a drink in my lap. Somehow, I would have ended up paying for their drinks. But as a girl, it was like I had a whole different fortune, like the stars realigned themselves as soon as I had a dress on my body.

The men wanted to do shots with me. They bought me a second beer. Then, one of them begged me to dance with him. “There’s no dance floor,” I blushed.

“So what?” he said, and then he tugged me to my feet. I was a terrible dancer, but for once, it didn’t seem to matter; he could not have cared less. He beamed and smiled as he spun me around to that generic pop music, and then he roared with laughter as we sat back down.

“I’ll remind you again that he’s a dog,” said the man’s friend. “He just wants into your panties.”

“Hey!” the other man roared. “Don’t be rude! I’m a perfect gentleman.” But he was grinning, as if he was proud of his friend calling him a dog.

“You’re both very sweet,” I said. “But I should probably be going.”

“What!?” they both cried. “No, no. Stay with us. Have another drink. Keep us company. We just worked a terribly long shift.”

I smiled. They didn’t want me to leave, but I was starting to feel tipsy, and an anxiety was beginning to fill me: a familiar dread that often came right before something terrible happened. If I’d learned one lesson in my lifetime, it was never to let my guard down, and to get out of harm’s way as soon as harm came knocking. I didn’t want to end up being shot again. “I have to use the bathroom,” I said with a smile. But as soon as I was around the corner, I left. I rushed home, and it wasn’t until I was showered and changed that I realized I’d left my sister’s faux-fur coat at the bar. “Shit,” I groaned.

And the next day, she noticed. “Mom! Did you borrow my coat!?” my sister shouted.

“No. It should be there.”

“Well, it’s not! I just bought that. It was three-hundred bucks!”

So that night, while my sister was doing homework in the kitchen, I snuck into her room. I snagged some makeup. I took my dress, my boots, my wig, and that makeup down the road. I awkwardly dolled myself up in a park, using a stranger’s side-view mirror to do my makeup. I got a few weird looks, but I had to get that coat back.
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Then, I went back to that bar. Now, the male bartender was working again. He smiled when he saw me. “You’re back,” he said with beaming eyes. I was shocked that he recognized me.

As a man, it never happened. I could go to the same liquor store ten times in a month and I would get ID’d every time by the same cashier—and not just because ID’ing was protocol…

“I’m just picking up a coat I left here,” I said softly with a small smile.

“Is it light brown, fur?” he asked.

“Yes! That’s it. Is it here somewhere?”

He nodded his head. “Sit down. I’ll get you a drink and then I’ll grab it. Porter, right?”

I smiled and bit my lip.

I should be very clear about something: I’d never in my life been attracted to men. In fact, the thought of being with a man had always been repulsive to me. One of my friends once asked me, ‘How can you really be sure that you aren’t gay without being with a man?’ and the question just seemed absurd… until that very moment, as I stood there with that bartender smiling at me.

There was something very charming about him, though I didn’t find him physically attractive the way that I found women attractive. It was more his aura. He made me feel warm inside. He made me feel noticed and valuable in a way that I’d never felt before. Is this how women feel around guys that they like?

I bit down on my tongue and took a seat.
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He smiled at me as he poured my drink. He placed it gently before me. “On the house, of course,” he said.

“Why are you so nice to me?” I asked—and it was a genuine question. I was perplexed. I refused to believe that he actually thought that I was some beautiful chick. It just couldn’t possibly be true…

He just smiled and shrugged his shoulders, suggesting that it was true: that it was just because I was pretty. I mean—he had no other reason to like me; it’s not like I’d spoken with him at all. He knew nothing about me. He didn’t even know my name.
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I was left blushing as he went to retrieve my sister’s coat. I sipped from my drink: yet another free drink. My God, my sister had no idea how lucky she was to be a woman. It was starting to seem like being a girl was just life on easy-mode. Guys would just stop in their tracks to help, even when help wasn’t needed. When the bartender came back, he noticed me eyeing the menu. “Want something to eat?” he said, sliding the menu towards me.

“Oh, no. I’m really just here to pick up the coat,” I said. “I didn’t even bring money with me.”

“Don’t worry about that,” he said. “The chef is bored. He’d be happy to whip something up for you.”

“I really couldn’t accept that,” I said so softly.

“You certainly can. Don’t even sweat it. I’ll have him cook you a burger. On the house.”

“You’re being so nice to me,” I said. “It’s…”

“It’s what?” he said.

“It’s not what I’m used to.”
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“Well, we’re dead right now. We’re usually so much more busy than this… but I guess it’s just a weird day. We have to throw stock out at the end of the night. Patties are already prepped, buns don’t last that long. Besides, if a burger keeps you here for another thirty minutes, and some guy looks in the window and sees you eating here—well, it’s good for business. Guys like to eat at places where there are pretty girls.”

And then, I felt my face turning dark red.

“So the burger is on the house. Just hang out. I’ll put on some better music.”

He went off, leaving me grinning and blushing and looking like a fool. Then he came back, chatted with me: small talk, nothing substantial. He slipped in a couple of compliments, like, “You look too young to be doing that,” and, “A pretty girl like you could easily pull that off.” Some of the compliments were more subtle than others, but they all left me blushing. And I suddenly started to understand why girls liked to spend so much time on their appearance. It was nice being noticed, being pretty, being in the spotlight, even if it was just in a quiet bar.

Free food, free drinks, compliments… It was nothing that I was used to—but I’ve already told you all of that, so I’ll fast-forward, past the third free beer of the night. I was beginning to suspect that this was more than just a man treating a girl nicely. I was starting to suspect that he had a bit of a crush on me. And that’s when my emotions started to spiral. I had no idea how to wrap my head around those thoughts. I wasn’t attracted to men, as I already explained, but I was feeling emotions that suggested otherwise now. I caught myself flirting with him. I caught myself putting my hand on his arm. And then, I caught myself asking when his break was. “I can take one now,” he said, blushing.

“Mind if I come along,” I said, heart pounding.

And then I was on my knees in the alley behind the bar. It was all happening so fast, and I can’t say that I can blame the liquor; it was something else, though I will admit that I was tipsy. It was a craving: the desire to feel noticed, to feel appreciated, to feel wanted. It was such a strong emotion, unlike anything I’d ever felt. And whenever he so much as glanced at me, I felt so uplifted. I just wanted him to want me even more, for reasons I couldn’t understand.

And when I was on my knees, playing with his zipper, he looked at me with so much lust and admiration, my heart was pounding with excitement, with fulfilment. I wasn’t gay. I didn’t care for men.. I didn’t find muscles attractive, or beards or stubble or body hair or rugged jaws. But this wasn’t about what he looked like, it was about how he looked at me.

Oh my God, it felt so good. I pulled out his warm cock and massaged it, and his eyes glowed in a way that no eyes had ever glowed looking at me before. I wanted more of that, so I squeezed. I pumped. I stroked. And then I licked. His gaze remained on me. I sucked him, unable to look away from his eyes. I felt his cock in my mouth, throbbing, rock-hard. I tasted his sweet pre-cum dribbling from the tip of his cock.

“Do you like me?” I asked.

He nodded his head.

“How much?” I asked, squeezing harder. I pumped him slow, and he liked it, shuddering all over, letting out a soft moan. I had no idea how I ended up in that position, but in that moment, I certainly wasn’t regretting it. I was enjoying myself, feeling wanted in ways that were so new to me. I had a feeling I was going to regret it, but I didn’t want to think about that.

But it was halfway through the blowjob that I starting to get that terrible dread burning inside of me, telling me that misfortune was overdue and lingering around the corner. It was like the universe trying to cue me to stop, to get out of there before something horrible happened. I knew that feeling all too well, and I knew that misfortune was coming—but I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to see it through. I wanted to make him reach that climax so he could feel the upmost admiration for me.

And he was close: moaning, squirming, grabbing my hair and pulling my head hard into his crotch. He started fucking my throat, crying out as he tried to hold back. Then, he pulled out, gripped his cock, and unloaded on my face, making me gasp, making me shut my eyes. I tried to turn my head away, but his grip was too tight. He sprayed my face with thick strands of gooey cum: warm, endless, dripping down my cheekbones, my forehead, and my lips and chin.
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My face was a mess, and I was frozen. It wasn’t what I was expecting. I don’t know what I was expecting. Maybe I didn’t think I would actually make him orgasm. Or maybe I just assumed he would warn me and aim in the other direction—or at least that he would come in my mouth so I could swallow it, so it wouldn’t ruin my makeup.

“Are you alright?” he asked, blushing.

I wiped the thick cum from my face. “Um—yeah,” I said, putting on a small smile. “All good. I just… I need a wipe.”

He took me to his office and gave me a napkin. Then, after wiping off the cum, I saw him staring at me, smiling. “Don’t you need to be working?” I asked.

“It’s a slow night—unusually slow,” he said. “In fact, it hasn’t been this slow in years. Usually, it’s next to impossible to keep up with the demand. We really need a server to handle the tables on busy nights.”
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And he kept staring at me; it took a moment before I realized that he was suggesting I be the server. He was offering me a job as a waitress at that bar.

“You want… me… to work here?” I asked.

He nodded his head with a toothy smile. “The pay is good,” he said. “Well—minimum wage, but you get tips. And looking like you do… you would get tipped well.”

I felt the hotness in my cheeks. I tried not to smile like an idiot, but I’m sure that’s what came out. “I’ll have to think about it,” I said. “I have another job.”

“Well, just think about it,” he said. “Give it some good thought. I think I’m going to make a posting this weekend for a waitress. I just can’t keep up with the workload on busy nights.”

I smiled. I went out, finished the last of my beer, and then I went home. Well, first I stopped to get changed, and then I went home, hiding my sister’s faux-fur coat under a pile of coats in the coat room. Then I took a long shower, making sure every last drop of cum was washed off of my face.

When I came out of the bathroom, wrapped in a towel, there was a man standing in the hallway. I didn’t recognize him. His face was dirty—and wet, as if he’d just come in from the rain—and he had a strange scowl on his face. It was late; almost midnight, so my instinct was to scream. He must have been an intruder.

So I screamed once the shock wore off.

“What!?” my mom screamed, and then she came running.

“We’re being robbed!” I yelled.

“Robbed?” the man said, turning around to look at my mom. “I told you not to run any water!”
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And then I found out that he was an emergency plumber. He’d been working in the basement, fixing a burst pipe. I’m not sure why he didn’t turn the water off to the house before starting work—I’m sure he had a reason, seeing as he was a licensed plumber and I knew nothing about it. But when I turned on the water, it began to build up in the pipe, which was blocked. I had no idea. But the water pressure finally gave in at the end of my shower and unleashed on the plumber, drenching him from head to toe. It was his own fault, really… or maybe it was mine, seeing as I may have been responsible for the plumbing issue in the first place; that morning, I accidentally dropped a roll of toilet paper into the toilet while it was flushing (it fell off the back of the toilet where my mom kept a pyramid of toilet paper). The toilet successfully flushed, but that big roll crammed in our pipes.

The plumber charged my parents for an extra hour because of the incident. They were mad with me, and in the morning, my dad slipped the bill under my door. “If you’re going to keep destroying my house, you’re going to start paying for it.”

I was shocked. The bill was for seven-hundred dollars. “I don’t have this kind of money!” It was basically how much I’d made working at that box store, after taxes. It takes a long time to make that kind of scratch earning minimum-wage.

“Too bad,” he said. And there was that misfortune again: the misfortune that followed me around wherever I went, no matter where I went… unless I was dolled up like a girl.

Nothing bad ever seemed to happen when I was a girl.

And the next day I was back at work, and things only went downhill from there. A light fell down on a customer’s head while I was eating lunch. Now, you may be wondering how it was my fault; well, that morning, my boss asked me to change the bulb in that fixture. So I carefully went up on a ladder and switched out the dead bulb for a new one. But when I was changing the bulb, I accidentally turned the fixture in its slot. I saw a little screw on the ground and wondered if it fell when I was changing the bulb. I was on thin ice with my boss, and I didn’t want to go to him and tell him that I accidentally broke the light fixture, so I just kept my mouth shut about it, thinking nothing would happen.

Well, a customer was in the hospital with serious cuts, a concussion, and a burn from the hot bulb. Maybe the light fixture was already on the verge of falling down; maybe I had nothing to do with the accident… but it was enough for my boss to say, “Enough is enough.”

“I swear I had nothing to do with it,” I lied.

“It doesn’t matter anymore,” my boss said. “I just have to let you go. Since you’ve been here… My God, the past five weeks have been a disaster financially. I have the company president breathing down my neck. We went from being one of the top five franchises to the bottom in the whole country—the whole country! Everything you touch, Tanner! It all… it all goes to shit!” His face was turning dark red and beads of sweat were beginning to form on his forehead. “Literally whatever you do! It’s like you’re cursed or something. We’re probably going to end up paying this poor guy half a million dollars, just like the last girl. No employee has ever cost us this kind of money.”

“You can’t really blame me for any of it though,” I said, white in the face. I grinned, trying to look guilty, but I probably looked quite the opposite.

“We’re letting you go. Just be happy that’s all we’re doing.”
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And maybe I was lucky that I wasn’t getting anything worse than unemployment. If the company properly investigated, I’m sure they could have found that I was responsible for at least one of the many incidents that had happened in the store, costing them tens and sometimes hundreds of thousands of dollars. They were even paying me out for the rest of that day, and I was leaving four hours early. They really just wanted me gone: far, far away from that store so I couldn’t destroy anything else. It was a feeling that I was used to: rejection.

But this time, there was that other opportunity. I knew there was another job waiting for me if I wanted it, and I couldn’t help but wonder if it would be different. After all, only good things happened to me when I was dressed up as a girl. If I took a job as a girl, then getting fired for some freak disaster was much less likely… right?

When I got home, the house was empty. My sister was at school and my parents were at work. I had time to sneak into my sister’s closet. I had time to find a classy but sexy outfit to wear to drop off my application. I had time to do my makeup. I had time to style that wig so it looked nice and convincing on my head.

I had time to print up a new little resume. I had to awkwardly keep my male name on it, but I figured I could lie and say that it was a unisex name. I had a feeling that bartender didn’t care so much about the resume; he just wanted a pretty girl in the bar to attract men. And he seemed to think that I was pretty. I blushed just thinking about it.

I heard my sister’s car pulling into the driveway, so I snatched my resume and rushed out the back door.

And the good luck came with me: a bus pulled up and asked if I wanted a ride. “I don’t have any change on me,” I said. Well, of course, it was free.
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Then came the compliments from strangers. A guy noticed the scar on my leg. “How did you get that?” he asked.

I smiled. “I was shot,” I said. “It’s a crazy story.”

Well, the man worked at a dermatology clinic and gave me his card. “Come by and we’ll do a free scar-lightening treatment for you. And then you can tell me all about the crazy story; I’m dying to hear it.”

I’m not sure if he was flirting with me, but I was thrilled to get the free treatment—especially when I found out people paid five-hundred dollars for a single treatment. And it actually worked, almost erasing the scar completely—but let’s get back to that job application.
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The bartender was there when I walked in, but the place was busier today. He smiled at me, and then he eyed the paper in my hand. “Please tell me that’s what I think it is,” he said, beaming.

“Is that job still available?” I asked, blushing. And it was in this moment that I realized I was speaking louder than before. I was becoming more comfortable with that feminized voice. It was actually something I was getting pretty good at. The night before, I recorded myself reading an article, and I was shocked when I played the recording back. I was good at doing girl’s voice—and there really weren’t many things that I was good at.

The bartender hardly skimmed the resume. “When can you start?” he asked with a big smile.

“When do you need me?” I asked.

“Would I be crazy to ask you to start now?” He turned rosy and bit his lip, but I was happy to start, even though I had no idea what I was doing. I’d done some serving before, and it was something I really was not good at. I once dropped a steak knife on a customer; it slipped off a plate and went straight into his thigh. He had to be rushed to the hospital because the blade hit an artery and made blood shoot four feet into the air… anyway, I won’t disturb you with the graphic details.
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I was scared when he led me to the back room and showed me the apron and the little pouch where I would keep money and chits. “It’s easy,” he said. “You really can’t fuck it up.”

He had no idea. “I’ll do my best,” I said.

I was scared, but this time was different. I knew that things were different when I was dolled up, though I had no idea why. I just had better luck as a girl. People liked me as a girl, and that positivity rubbed off on everything around me, like an aura. People were just in a better mood when I was a girl.

I managed not to drop a single beer. I didn’t spill a single bowl of soup. I didn’t trip or slip on the slippery kitchen floor, and I didn’t screw up anyone’s bill. I was shocked when I saw the first tip on the table—and floored when the next few tips came in. Is this what it feels like to be normal? Is this what it feels like to walk around without a dark cloud floating over your head?

And did this mean that the universe was trying to tell me something? Was this my cue to become a woman?

It seemed like such a silly thought. I mean, I’d heard of men becoming women. I knew what transgenders were, but I wasn’t one of them. Ask any transgendered person and they’ll tell you that they knew they were in the wrong body as early as they could remember. But a couple months earlier, it had never crossed my mind. I was fine in men’s clothes. I was strictly attracted to women. Being a man made sense… until I accidentally became a woman for a short twenty-five minute period. Now, I just didn’t know who I was or what I was supposed to be.

But the universe seemed to know. The signs seemed pretty clear: bad things happen as a boy, good things happen as a girl. It didn’t take a team of top-notch psychologists to figure it out.
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I worked six hours. I made four-hundred dollars in tips. Sure, I was exhausted by the end of the night, but I left with a smile on my face. I felt like I’d found a place where I could belong, where bad things wouldn’t happen to me. It almost seemed like nothing could go wrong. For instance, three times that night, I brought guys the wrong meals because I got my tables mixed up. Normally, that would have ended in some sort of disaster: maybe yelling, maybe a fight, maybe being fired for some escalation or another. But as a girl, the men just laughed it off and chalked it up to me being ‘cute’.

The next day—my second day on the job—I accidentally dropped a fresh plate of food in the kitchen sink as I tried to pick it up. “Don’t worry about it,” the chef said, hardly noticing. “I’ll rush another one out.” I accidentally added a zero to a customer’s bill. He paid it and came back an hour later when he saw his credit-card bill. We refunded him, and there was no harm done. I accidentally sneezed on a plate of nachos while bringing it out; the customers just smiled when I told them I would rush out a new order. In fact, the boss let me eat those old nachos, so I actually benefitted from it.

Good luck: it was something new to me, but I was getting used to it. I was thrilled to think that the bad luck was now behind me. I really was starting to think that nothing could go wrong.
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And then the worst possible thing happened…


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


The tips were good. I was earning far more than I’d ever made in my life… and I was actually enjoying the work. Every day, I looked forward to those ogling eyes: men who were so pleased to see me, so pleased to watch me as I pranced around in tiny skirts and dresses. None of them—as far as I could tell—had any idea that I wasn’t really a woman. And when I was dressed up, sometimes I forgot that I wasn’t really a woman either.

It all became so natural, chatting with customers, occasionally flirting—and not even just because I wanted better tips. I could make a man blush with a small smile.
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And I have to admit that I like the feeling of smooth, shaved legs. I liked the way my legs looked in heels. I loved the way a nice, soft skirt danced against my thighs as I went from table to table. But more than anything, I loved how nothing terrible ever happened to me when I was all dolled up.

The reason wasn’t so clear; in fact, it wasn’t clear at all. I could only speculate as to why my fortune was so different when I was a girl—and none of my speculations were terribly convincing as far as I was concerned, so I won’t bore you with my various ideas.

The important takeaway is that I had the fortune of an entirely different person while I was pretending to be an entirely different person… until one day my bad fortune found me, like some sly, determined detective, tracking down some fugitive from state to state, questioning everyone along the way. I suppose it’s inevitable, in the end.

I was a full month into that new job: a new record. But this was different; at my past jobs, I survived until I was fired. Bad things would happen, but they wouldn’t get me canned—until they did. Like at that box store: I caused massive amounts of damages before my boss finally cut me loose. But at that bar, I was a month in and I’d only dropped a few plates of food, broken a few dishes, and burned my finger on a cup of hot tea: normal misfortunes that anyone can expect from a month of full-time work.

Well, this particular misfortune was particularly misfortunate. But it started out seeming like a blessing.

The bar was quiet. I was dolled up so nicely because I had the house all to myself; my sister was at some hotel or another for an overnight bachelorette party, so I had free rein of her clothes and makeup.

It was 4:00 PM and there were only a couple of stragglers eating their lunch late before going back for a late night of work, wherever it was that they worked. The bartender told me to spend my free time shining cutlery, which I did for a while, but there was a customer who kept eyeing me. He kept grinning at me, letting his gaze explore my body.

A month earlier, I would have been convinced that he knew who I was. I would have been in a panic, worried that he was about to out me. But now, I’d seen that look enough times to know that he was fucking me in his imagination. He was admiring my ass and my curves. He wanted me to notice those glances so he could spark up a conversation.

And I wanted a good tip, so I knew to play it up. “I love that watch,” I said when I came by his table to collect his empty plate.

“It’s a Rolex,” he said to me, ensuring that I knew he was wealthy. It was his way of saying, ‘If you treat me nice, I’ll tip you well’.

“Can I see it?” I said, gently grabbing his arm and lifting it up, making sure to gently caress his skin while I admired his expensive watch.
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“Like it?” he said.

“I love it,” I smiled. “You have really good taste.”

“So I’ve been told,” he smiled.

Then, I leaned over his high-top table, arching my back in that way that seemed to make guys so crazy. I’d developed a number of little techniques like that one; they almost always bought me a bigger tip. “You’re from out of town, aren’t you?’

“Why was that obvious?” he asked with his charming grin. He was twice my age, but I’d stopped caring about that.

In fact, I should probably use this time to admit that I’d sucked almost a dozen cocks in the past month—on days just like that one: days when the business was slow but I still wanted a good tip. My aversion to male genitals had gone away after the first couple sexual experiences with them. I still considered myself to be straight, liking girls, but I was perfectly fine exploiting what I knew to be a special skillset to make more money…

It was something that I was good at, and I’d never been good at anything before.

Well, this particular man go the hint fast. He knew that I was making him a silent offer, and maybe he’d been in that position before. “I’m staying in the hotel,” he said. “Just upstairs. In fact, I think I left my wallet up there. Want to come up with me to get it?”

I smiled, blushed, and perked right up. “I’d better,” I said with a smile. “Just to make sure that you aren’t dining and dashing.”
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We went up to his room, and he kissed me as soon as we were through his door. His moves were predictable enough, and easy to play along with. I didn’t mind kissing him back. His hygiene was good. His breath was like peppermint, making me think he’d slipped in a mint when I wasn’t looking. But his cologne was particularly intoxicating. I wasn’t into men, but that smell made me question that for a minute; it was such a pleasant odour.

I slipped down. I removed his belt and he let out a loud groan when I slipped my fingers into his pants. He was a large guy, and already hard. He blushed when I pulled him out. The blush surprised me; he’d been perfectly confident until that moment, showing no signs of hesitancy.

That’s when I noticed his wedding ring.

I paused. My heart skipped a beat. “I don’t want to be a home-wrecker or anything,” I said.

He looked down at that ring and paused, looking like he wanted to cuss himself out for forgetting to slip it off. Then, he smiled and let out a tiny laugh. “She agreed to an open relationship while I’m on the road. She knows that I have needs that she just can’t meet from far away.”

I could tell that he was lying. His red cheeks gave him away; besides, no woman would ever agree to such nonsense.

How badly did I want that tip?

I already had his cock in my hand, and he was determined to cheat; did it really make a difference who he cheated with? If it wasn’t with me, he would find someone—probably one of the horny middle-aged ladies who came to sit at the bar every night, hoping a man like him would swoop in and take one of them away for a night of physical pleasures.

But I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t stop thinking about his oblivious wife. It was none of my business. If he wanted to cheat, I didn’t want to contribute.

I stood up. “We’d better get back downstairs before my boss notices that I’m gone,” I said.

“Oh, come on,” he groaned. “Don’t tell me this stupid ring is scaring you off.”

“It’s not that,” I lied with a smile. “I just don’t want to get into trouble.”

“I can be fast,” he grinned, not quite realizing he was low-key insulting himself.

“We should just go downstair—” Before I could finish that sentence, he grabbed me and spun me around. He pushed me forward, making me stumble over to his king-sized bed. “What are you doing!?”

“You’ll like it,” he said, and then he was on top of me, wrestling me, pulling up my skirt and shimmying down my panties.

“We shouldn’t do this,” I said. I was too afraid to scream at him. I wanted to stay calm—but he was much stronger than me, and now he had me pinned. “Please—let’s just get back downstairs.”

And then I felt his cock against my bare ass—and his fingers too. He was grabbing me, groping me, squeezing me. I gasped when his finger found my asshole—and then I cringed when I heard him spitting. He rubbed his hand down to spread that spit down between my legs, to where my pussy should have been if I had one. I tried to reach my hand down to cover my groin, but I was too late.

“What the fuck?” he said.

“Let me go,” I said softly—too terrified to make much of a sound at all.

“You’re… a dude?” he said.

“Please just… let’s go back downstairs.”
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“Were you trying to trap me?” he said, thinking somehow that I was the villain in this scenario.

I tried to roll over, and then he started to wrestle me. “I never wanted to do this,” I cried.

“You seduced me, whore!” he growled, grabbing my wrists and pinning my arms down. Now, I really couldn’t move, with him sitting on my legs and holding down my arms. He was silent, still, weighing his options. He probably considered killing me: strangling me and then hiding my body somewhere. But he surely knew better; there were cameras in the hallways, and those cameras saw us go into that room together. All of his info was on file with that hotel.

I felt his cold saliva dribbling down my ball sack. He was still motionless, still deliberating quietly. Then, he began to wriggle. He began to move, but I couldn’t turn my head to see what he was doing. He kept me pinned.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“Just shut up,” he said. “You’ll like it.”

“Like it?” I said, my heart skipping another beat.

And then I felt his tip.

“Please,” I said.

He pushed it hard between my butt cheeks. I bit down on my tongue, groaned, and then I felt him penetrating me.
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And I’ll take this moment to say that I could have resisted him. I could have screamed out for help, and I probably could have put up a bit more of a fight… but as soon as I realized he badly wanted to fuck me… well, I suppose I didn’t necessarily want to miss the opportunity. Now, of course, I would have preferred the act to be done under different circumstances. Had he not been married, had he not forced himself on me. But can I say that the fucking was non-consensual… well, I suppose that’s a bit of a grey zone. Maybe I played along just a little bit, entertaining my own little fantasy.
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He pushed into me, deeper and deeper. He growled at me, “If you tell anyone about this…” But I didn’t hear what he said next. My anus clenched tightly around his firm girth. I tried to hold him back, but he was too determined. I cried out with pain, but that didn’t stop him. His grip around my wrists became tighter and he pushed my arms hard into the mattress. “Fuck,” I moaned, biting down on the pillow to stop myself from screaming loud.

And then he began to pump. I felt his veiny, rugged member. I felt every inch of the cursed thing. The pain was temporary; I knew it would be, because I’d been experimenting with toys over the past month. I knew what to expect from anal… but he was finding new angles to work with, pounding into me in ways that no person can do themselves with a toy. “Fuck!” I screamed.

His nails dug into my skin. He pumped me harder and harder. And I must say, though I hate to admit it, that in that moment, I felt more like a girl than ever before. I finally gave in, going submissive, letting him use my body. He even let go of my wrists, but I didn’t use my hands to fight back. I let him fuck my brains out… and my God, it felt so good.

He was right: it did feel good; I did like it. I didn’t want it to end. But he was also right about another thing: he did not last long.

It was only a few minutes of hard fucking before he screamed out and I felt his wet, sticky cream pumping into me in huge surges. I could feel my insides filling up, like a party balloon hooked up to a hose. I gasped, feeling for a moment like I was going to pop—and then he pulled out and it all gushed out of my stretched anus.
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I bellowed out loud. It was a strange feeling: both uncomfortable and remarkably satisfying. I groaned and squirmed once he was off of me, and he just watched me as I lingered in my euphoric state. I must have looked like I was high on some hardcore drugs, or like I needed an exorcist. That pleasure finally began to fade after a minute, and then I was able to blink a few times focusing on him as he was pulling his pants back up.

“Get up, before your boss realizes you’re gone,” he said.

I scrambled to get myself cleaned up. I knew that I’d been gone for almost fifteen minutes, and my boss was going to think I’d skipped right before the dinner rush.

He spanked me hard on the ass and then reminded me to tell nobody about what happened, and then I scurried down the hallway to the elevator. And up on that top floor, where there were only two suites: the Queen’s Suite and the Penthouse suite (which were identical, apparently), the elevator opened and I saw the face of my sister staring back at me. She was wearing a sash that said BRIDESMAID.
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And while she didn’t instantly recognize me, she instantly realized there was something about me that was… off. She narrowed her gaze and stared at my face, paused for a moment, and then it clicked—and it all happened so fast that I hadn’t even moved a muscle.

“Tanner?” she gasped.

And my instinct was simply to say, “Don’t tell mom!”

But it got worse. Her eyes went down to my thighs, and there was cum oozing down towards my feet. In case that wasn’t bad enough, my ‘date’ emerged from his room, doing up his suit jacket. He paused when he saw me and my sister, but then he continued on, going into the elevator. “Are you coming down, beautiful?” he said to me, not putting the scene together.

I just shook my head. He shrugged his shoulders and then disappeared.

“I know this looks bad,” I said—and it probably sounded bad too, because I was using my girl voice.

“I—I have to get back to the party,” she said, and then she shoved herself past me and went into that other suite before I could say a word to stop her. I thought about pounding on the door, but I didn’t want her friends to see me. I thought my sister might spare me, but I was wrong.

It wasn’t even twenty minutes later when I got a text message from my mom. “We need to have a serious talk when you’re home,” she said. My sister told my mom everything.

And that customer… well, not only did he leave a shitty tip, he had the nerve to tell the bartender that the service was lousy. I’m not sure why he did it, but when the bartender told me, I could only think, ‘This is just my luck.’ Because that was the luck that I was used to.

That shit luck had caught up with me. It found me and now it was nagging at me, determined to make me pay for hiding from it for so long.
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“What did you do to make that man so upset?” the bartender asked.

“Nothing,” I said. “I gave him everything he wanted.” I wanted to cry, confused as to why he complained about me… but it was hard to care, knowing that my mom was at home, waiting for me, waiting to confront me about what my sister saw. And my sister definitely assumed that I was working as some sort of cross-dressing escort; with the evidence that she had, that was the most obvious conclusion… and in a way, it wasn’t a total lie. I’d sucked a dozen cocks to get better money, and that’s the definition of an escort, right?

And even worse than the looming confrontation was knowing that my good luck had come to an end, knowing that I was right back to being a hot mess: a festering disaster of bad luck and misfortune. I didn’t want to go back to that life.

My mother demanded to know what I was doing at the hotel. “Your sister told me everything.”

Now, I was dressed as a man, and I tried to pretend like my sister was mistaken, but she kept pressing and finally I just said, “I got a job! And I got it as a girl! I’m working as a waitress!”
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“Well why were you up in some man’s room!?”

“He forgot his wallet there,” I said, blushing.

She was red with humiliation. I felt terrible. She was so ashamed of me, and had nothing left to say. She’d come to her own conclusions. She knew that I let the man fuck me. Maybe she thought that I was secretly an escort, but it really made no difference. Instead of sending me to my room, she did something much worse: she went to her own room, locked the door, and cried.

“I’m not an escort, mom,” I said at the door an hour later. She was still crying: a horrible sound that nobody wants to hear from their mother.

She didn’t answer.

It was the next morning when my sister came home. I was just packing my bag to get ready for work: hiding a dress, that wig, and some supplies away so I could get dolled up at the hotel bathroom.

She looked at me, pale-faced.

“Mom’s a mess,” I said.

“Don’t look at me like it’s my fault,” my sister scorned. “You would have told her if you saw me working my body for money too.”

“That’s not what I was doing,” I said.

I tried my best to explain to her the truth… and I just had to admit that I went up to his room in an attempt to sweeten the tip. I didn’t want to be burdened by lies. I knew what she saw and how it looked, so I had to be honest with her. “I like girls,” I said. “I just—I want to make that very clear. Please don’t go telling everyone that I like boys.”

“So you don’t like boys?” she asked with a blunt, strangely emotionless face.

I paused for a moment. I had to be truthful—to her and myself. “Okay, so maybe I don’t mind boys either,” I said. “I don’t really know, okay? I don’t know anything anymore. Look—it’s not like my life before was so amazing. I’ve felt like the universe’s punching bag my whole life… but this past month… it’s just been… different. I don’t know what’s going on, but bad things just haven’t been happening to me. I just keep getting… lucky. People are being nice to me. They smile when they see me. I finally feel like I’m not… invisible. I have better luck as a girl. It’s almost like I’m good at things as long as I’m a girl.” I told her about the incident at the box store, when I lost my clothes. I tried to make her believe—because it was the truth—that I only ever put on a dress because I had no other options.

[image: Sister]


And she believed me, but still, she shook her head, as if she was disappointed in me. “Did you ever think that, maybe, none of this has anything to do with your luck or your fortune? I mean, it’s not like those dresses and skirts and magic. You understand that, right?”

“Well how would you explain it!?” I said, feeling frustrated that she was brushing me off, even though I had evidence to back up my claims. I had a job. I had a bank account with money in it. Nobody had been hurt around me while I was a girl.

“Did you ever think it was just your confidence?” she asked. And then she stared into my eyes as I considered what she was saying. I tried to wrap my head around her theory.

“Why would that make any difference?”

“Whether you believe in luck or not, Tanner, you can’t possibly believe that you’re more lucky when you’re embodying some persona. Even crazy astrologists don’t believe that level of nonsense. You’re just acting more confident as a girl. People like being around confident people. People are nicer to confident people. I mean—I will admit that you were pretty as a girl, when I saw you. And it’s not a secret that men are nicer to pretty girls. That day when you got a free bus ride, you probably just got it because the driver thought that you were cute. You got that money and that free dinner because people thought you were pretty. And then, after a few instances of being treated nicer, you convinced yourself that your luck had changed. It’s a self-fulfilling prophecy, Tanner. If you go into life assuming that bad things are going to happen to you, they’re probably going to happen. You’re attracting that into your life; I’ve always told you this, but you never listen. And if you assume that people are going to be nice to you and that good things are going to happen, then it’s more likely to go that way.

“But Tanner, the reality is: bad things happen to everyone every now and then. You can’t just chalk it up to bad luck or some invisible curse. All you really did over the past month was break your cycle of negative thinking.”

“When did you become a shrink?” I said.

“Listen to me or don’t,” she said, shaking her head. “But if you insist on being a girl just because you think that you’re ‘luckier’ as a girl, then you’re doomed to end up just like you were before. A few bad things will happen to you and you’ll get right back into that negative headspace and the cycle will continue. But if you actually want to be a girl, because you’re happier as a girl… well, then yeah, maybe you’ll have better luck as a girl at the end of the day, because like I said, confidence attracts positivity.”

I was shocked. I hadn’t thought of it that way, and I wasn’t quite sure that I was buying into what she was saying, but I was certainly curious.

[image: Supportive sister]


“Tanner,” she said. “Nobody cares if you want to be a girl. I mean—dad might throw a bit of a fit, and some of our friends might giggle at the idea… but really, it’s your life. If you want to be a girl… then be a girl. But fooling around with guys for money… well, you need to knock that off or you’re going to get yourself into some serious trouble. Even if it’s something you think that you’re good at.”

“Okay,” I said softly, embarrassed. It took some time to get over that embarrassment, though my sister did go to talk to my mom, and she managed to convince her that I wasn’t working as an escort, that she misjudged the situation. My mom was in a much better mood after that.

And then I figured it was time to come clean. I told my family that I worked as a woman, and would continue to work as a woman. Besides, I don’t think my job was waiting for me if I showed up as a man. My family was strangely supportive. They even saw me dressed as a girl before I went off to work. But I assured them all that it was just for work. I eased my father’s mind by telling him that there was no money for me if I was a man. He seemed to believe it.

That night, a man suggested he would slip me an extra hundred-dollar-bill if I sucked him off during my break, but I declined the offer. I wasn’t that kind of girl anymore.

I thought long and hard about the conversation that I had with my sister. She said some surprisingly wise words, and I suppose she had a lot of experience as a woman. My sister was a pretty girl and had her own little army of young men who wanted to be with her. She knew the power of being pretty and naturally seductive (though it really kills me to talk about my sister that way). Maybe her wisdom was more valuable than I could possibly realize.

It was a week later when my sister came into the bar and took a seat at one of my tables. I felt so embarrassed when she looked at my dolled up face. She giggled, covering her lips. “Making good money tonight?” she asked.

I blushed and gave her a menu. “Why are you here?”

“I’m hungry.”

“You hate bar food,” I said.

“Well,” she smiled. “I wanted to see you for myself.”

“It’s just for work,” I said. “What do you want to drink?”

[image: A new identity]


She giggled. “Just water. And no, Tanner. It’s not just for work. Don’t lie to me. Look at you. Look at your face. I’ve never seen you so happy in your life.”

“Why?” I blushed.

“I don’t know,” she said. “Before you even noticed me, I saw you skipping around and smiling. Since when have you ever smiled?”

“What do you want me to say?” I asked, turning my face away before she saw it get any redder.

“You can say whatever you want to say to me,” she smiled. “Just be honest with yourself.”

It was a busy evening so I couldn’t stay and chat with her much. I brought her a plate of food, gave her the employee discount, and got the bartender to comp a drink for her. She left happy, and I was happy to see her satisfied. Later that night, she told me that she was surprised that I didn’t drop a drink on her, or knock her over while she was eating. I laughed. I’d almost forgotten that I used to be that much of a mess.

[image: Happy waitress]


But don’t get me wrong; I was still clumsier than the average person; I suppose that part of me was never going anywhere. I still bumped into the odd customer, dropped the odd drink… but once I just accepted that I was a bit clumsy, it was easier to accept everything else. And I had a lot that I needed to accept. But accepting myself for who I was turned out to be easier than I thought—and it got easier and easier every day.

THE END
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