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BODY CHANGES



Lou just found out he’s got a rare cancer, and only has a few months left to live. He’s naturally distraught for a few days, and then he gets a call from an experimental research facility. They’ve been testing a ‘cure’ for that specific cancer, and Lou has been accepted into the trial.

He’s not ready to celebrate yet, but he’s hopeful… though the trial is much stranger than he expected. This new experimental drug can’t be injected with any reasonable success rate, but if injected into a wet-nurse and fed to the patient, it seems to work wonders. So once a week, Lou finds himself feeding from a voluptuous wet-nurse.

Sure, it’s a bit weird… but the real weirdness comes when Lou begins to notice his own chest growing… and dripping milk. His hips are widening too—and his facial hair is vanishing. Oh well—it’s a small price to pay to live, right?
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Disclaimer: All characters in this work of fiction are over the age of eighteen, and all intimate acts are fully consensual.
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First, I’ll tell you about the single worst day of my entire life. I thought that I was just going in for a routine doctor’s visit, to follow up on some chest pain that I’d been having. It hadn’t been too serious—just a sporadic dull ache in the middle of my chest, and a slight bubbling sound whenever I took a deep breath lying down. My nurse friend told me that it was probably just some milk pneumonia.

So I was stunned when the doctor said, “Lou, I have bad news. I’m really sorry to tell you this, but you’ve got cancer.”

“W—What?”

“It’s not a good prognosis, Lou,” he said, looking down at his feet. “It’s the third stage of a rare cancer that we honestly have no idea how to treat. It’s growing quite rapidly by the looks of it, and will probably be stage-four by the end of the month. I, uh, would only give you about three months to live.”

I fainted. When I came to, there were two nurses staring down at me. The doctor was pacing around the room.

“You’re lying to me, right?” I managed to say. My lips were dry. My throat was itchy.

“I’m afraid not,” he said.

And just like that, I really had cancer. It was like the doctor’s diagnosis had flipped a switch in me. The moment I got home, I was overwhelmed by a terrible nausea. I puked for hours, and then awful stinging pains in my chest made me curl up into a ball.

I coughed into my hand, and then looked to see spots of blood all over my palm. I pulled up my shirt and saw dark, gnarly veins all over my chest that hadn’t been there before.

It was true: I was dying. The doctor said three months… but now, three months seemed like wishful thinking. It didn’t feel like I was going to make it three weeks.

I was too afraid to call my parents and tell them the bad news. I didn’t even tell my closest friends. I didn’t want to feel that humiliation… that pity. I didn’t want to see their horrified faces or hear their cries.

Okay—I’ve gotten you depressed enough. Now, I’ll tell you about the weirdest day of my life, which came just a few days later.

It started with a phone call from my doctor. “Lou, I have an opportunity here that you may find to be… intriguing. I don’t want to get your hopes up, but you’ve been accepted into a trial for your cancer. It’s a promising trial, with good results so far. I’m honestly quite surprised that you were chosen, as they’ve only been taking patients with stages one and two… Like I said: I don’t want to get your hopes up, but they want to test this new drug on you.”

He kept telling me that he didn’t want to get my hopes up, but my hopes were way, way, way up. I mean… there were no hopes before. For the past few days, there had been only one single outcome: death. Now, there was another outcome. Sure, the likelihood of surviving was probably small, but survival was still on the table.

The doctor gave me an address. “They want you there as soon as possible. Go now, if you’re free. If you’re not free, make yourself free.”

So I called a cab and made my way down to the large white building, which housed a number of different medical practises and research offices. I checked in at the front desk and waited a few minutes before a man in a white lab coat came to fetch me.

He was a younger man—looking hardly out of high-school. My tingling hopes were dashed somewhat when he told me that he was the lead researcher on the project. I eyed the few little stray hairs on his chin, and then resisted the urge to ask him how old he was.

I bit down on my tongue and prayed that he was just one of those child geniuses. “We’re really thrilled with the results so far,” he said to me. “I’m hoping that the trial helps you.”

I smiled, feeling pale. We went into the research office, which was much less promising than I was expecting. It was just a small white room with some old plastic classroom chairs against the wall. The paint on the wall was a tone of yellow, but I think it was white originally. The drop ceiling was covered in dark spots from water leaking. The ‘research’ station was a literal folding table with a few beakers and an old chrome machine that looked straight out of the Soviet Union. “Is this just the waiting room?” I asked.

He smiled. “No. This is where we’ve been working for the past three years. We’re hoping our latest results earn us a bit more funding, so we can get a slightly bigger space—but this has been working just fine.”

I eyed that white table to see if there were any pills or a needle—or even some cup of fluid for me to drink. “So, uh… how does this work?” I asked.

“We’ll get you set up in a minute. Don’t worry. But first, we have to go through some procedural business.” For the next thirty minutes, he asked me questions from a clipboard, mostly about my symptoms and how long I’d been experiencing them. He asked me about my heart health, about past medications—and he was strangely interested in knowing if I was a formula baby, or if I drank breast milk. “I, uh, don’t really know. I think I was breastfed. I’ve never really asked.”

He kept asking questions I didn’t know the answer to. “Did your mother produce a lot of milk, or did she struggle with her supply?”

“I honestly don’t know.”

“Can you find out?”

“Um…” I didn’t really want to message my mom. I knew she was going to ask why I was asking; she still didn’t know her son was dying. “I don’t know if I can find out soon.”

“Well, try to find out before your next appointment, okay? It’s important.”

“Does breastfeeding have something to do with my cancer?” I asked.

“With your cancer? No,” he said. “I mean—not that I know.” He scribbled some notes, and then he went on with his interview. Then, he finally stood up, smiled, and said, “Sit tight and I’ll get your treatment ready. Okay?”

“Okay,” I said. I sat nervously. It seemed like a long wait, maybe because there was nothing to look at in that room. I just sat, tapping my foot on the ground. I was starting to feel an awful chest pain—and I knew that once they started, they only got worse and worse.

Finally, the doctor returned, but with no medicine. He took a seat in the corner, looking down at his clipboard. “Okay, Lou,” he said. “So our Treatment Maid will be here in a moment. I know that this will seem a bit… silly… maybe uncomfortable. But we’ve found that it’s the simplest and most effective way to transmit the treatment. You will feed for ten to fifteen minutes. That should be enough for a first dose.”

“Feed?” I said.

As I said it, a woman came into the room, also wearing a white lab coat. That white lab coat was cinched tight, but the woman’s large breasts made it bulge open at the top. She was a bit older than me. Her cleavage was veiny. She took a seat in a chair next to a small table, which was a bit like a massage table.

“Lay on your side, Lou,” the doctor said, motioning towards that table. As he said it, the woman untied her lab coat, exposing her huge, bulging breasts. Milk was already dripping from her fat, puffy nipples.

I sat there, pale, frozen, thinking that this was some sort of prank. “Huh?” I said.

The doctor smiled. “Don’t be embarrassed. Let me try to explain the process to you. The treatment we’ve created is injectable, like a needle, but the problem is that it doesn’t become active until it synthesizes in the mammary glands, which is where milk is produced in human females. The breastmilk acts as an extremely effective delivery agent for the drug.”

“Can’t she just… pump into a bottle, and then that can be, like, injected into me.”

“We tried that, and it works… a little bit. The problem is oxidation. When the breastmilk is exposed to higher levels of oxygen, like we have in our air, the it loses its potency. If you drink straight from the breast, without letting too much oxygen into the milk—and you drink while it’s still warm—you will get the full potency of the synthesized treatment. Do you understand? Mary-Anne here is a professional wet nurse. We chose her for this trial because she has a genetically gifted large milk supply.”

“You want me to… breastfeed?” I asked.

“Yes. For fifteen minutes or so, or until you feel too full to continue. And, preferably, you will start now, since the drug will only be active in her for another twenty minutes or so.”

So I got onto the table, on my side, and Mary-Anne leaned in with her large breasts. She lifted one of her heavy boobs up and pushed her fat, perky nipples into my mouth. I hardly had to suck before I could taste the sweet tang of her breastmilk.

This felt so, so wrong.

“You can suck harder than that,” Mary-Anne said to me.

“Really suck, Lou,” the doctor added. “Get as much as you can before the potency dies down.

So I sucked. I sucked that woman’s breast for ten minutes, and then I switched to the next. Milk squirted into the back of my throat with each suck. I really was starting to feel full.

And I hate to even admit this, but the feeling of her huge tit against my face, smushed up to my nose and cheekbones, gave me the hardest boner of my life. I even discovered a wet spot in my undies: pre-cum that had dribbled out of me while I was sucking those at tits.

I hadn’t been with many women in my life. I had a girlfriend at sixteen; we had awkward sex together twice before breaking up. Then I dated a girl at twenty. She gave me a blowjob, but we never had sex. That was about the extent of my sexual history—so sucking on some MILF’s giant knockers seemed ridiculously sexual, even though it wasn’t meant to be.

The wet nurse remained topless. The doctor performed some sort of weighing to assess how much milk I’d consumed. I wiped the milk from my chin and then looked at the floor, overwhelmed with embarrassment about the whole thing.

And then I noticed something curious: that chest pain hadn’t gotten worse. In fact, it was gone.
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There were strange feelings in my body that night: a tightness in my chest, but no pain—and cramps in my stomach. It literally felt like my insides were moving around, repositioning themselves.

A curious lethargy overwhelmed me and I ended up sleeping for nearly thirteen straight hours. When I woke up, I had energy for the first time in week, as if I’d chugged two large espressos.

I waited for the usual morning pains to attack, but they didn’t come. In fact, there weren’t even the slight dull pains that I’d gotten used to over the past few months before being diagnosed.

A new beam of hope started to grow inside of me. Maybe I was just experiencing some placebo effect. Maybe the hopefulness was just clouding over what was really happening inside of me: cancer spreading and slowly shutting down my vital organs.

I called the clinic where I was treated via breastfeeding. I was put on hold for nearly an hour before the young man said, “Hey, Lou. Everything alright.”

“Um, yeah. So far so good. I was just wanting to see when you wanted me in next, for, uh… another round of treatment.”

“Probably next week, but I’ll check my files before confirming anything. Sorry, it’s really busy here. Just keep an eye on your email.” He hung up the phone.

All day, I waited for the painlessness to wear off… but it didn’t. I felt great all day. I slept like a baby, and then I woke up feeling great too.

Of course I couldn’t see into my own body; I didn’t have any MRI machines or anything like that… but I really did feel cured. I knew, of course, that it was too late to even whisper the word ‘cured’, but I felt so great that it was hard not to entertain those five little letters.

I couldn’t wipe the smile off of my face. I truly felt like I was going to be one of the first people ever to survive that rare cancer. Maybe I was being given a new lease on life. Maybe this was God waking me up and giving me a push out the door, telling me to go and pursue my true calling… whatever that was.

To be honest, I had no idea what I was meant to be doing with my life. I’d always just gone through the motions. I was mediocre in school. I got into a mediocre college, and I went after a generic degree, which only really qualified me for generic office work. Now, I worked at an office which had a ‘career path’ program where I would get a small promotion every two or three years, and eventually I would be a floor manager, making about $78,000 plus bonuses and a nice retirement package. But the work was… mind-numbing… tedious… the same thing every day: creating reports, proof-reading emails, scheduling meetings, filing paperwork… so much paperwork.

I just had twenty-two more years until I could accept the retirement package…

But now, I felt like God was telling me to find something else. He was telling me to take a risk, to pursue some passion. But I had no passions. I got bored of art when I was eleven or twelve. Sports were never my thing. When I looked down long lists of careers, everything sounded just as mundane as what I was currently doing.

Running off to some third-world country to paint landscapes on the beach isn’t for everyone. Honestly, it just sounds stressful.
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The pains were totally gone for the next two days. But it got even better than that. I walked in front of the mirror on Friday morning and froze when I saw that my receding hairline was no longer receding. I ran my fingers over my scalp and felt the little hairs growing in. “No way…” I whispered. My balding was… reversing.

I could only assume that it was a side-effect of the drug… or maybe it was from the breastmilk. Maybe I needed to start buying breastmilk and drinking it! I got out a mirror to look at the top of my head. Sure enough, that balding spot was filling in!

And the next day, it looked even fuller. I was stunned.

Then, I realized something else as I turned to leave the bathroom and accidentally knocked my razor onto the ground. I stared at that razor, and realized that I hadn’t used it in three days. Usually, after three days without shaving my face, I would have an even coating of stubble across my cheeks and chin and upper lip. But now, there was only some patchy bits of soft stubble, like I had when I was sixteen.

I looked at my arms and saw that my arm hair had thinned out—and also my leg hair.

I decided to shave away the patchy stubble on my face, so I wouldn’t look so… pubescent. I wasn’t upset about the flimsy facial hair—it was a tiny price to pay for the return of my head hair… and, of course, not dying from cancer.

Later that day, I received an email from the research office. I had another appointment scheduled for Monday: another fifteen-to-twenty-minute ‘feeding’. I blushed all over: a little embarrassed, but also a little bit excited to get to suck on the breasts of a beautiful woman. No, I wasn’t into drinking breastmilk… but what guy doesn’t want a huge pair of tits mashed into his face?

On Saturday, the chest pains started to return, filling me with an anxiety and dread. A great deal of my hope and optimism fluttered away as I realized I still had terminal cancer. Sure, there was still hope… but those awful pains were an awful reminder that there was a very, very good chance that I would be dead before Christmas.
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My next appointment was a bit different than the first. This time, before I could ‘feed’, they had me strip down and change into a loose gown. They tested my vitals and took a sample of my blood.

“I have to inspect your genitals, Lou,” the young male researcher said to me. “I’m sorry if this is uncomfortable for you, but it’s necessary for our research.”

I blushed, but tried to act nonchalant. “Whatever you have to do,” I said.

He had an assistant come out for this portion of the exam. The researcher watched a little screen, which displayed a series of numbers. The woman assistant got onto her knees and gently placed little pads on my cock and balls, attached to wires, which fed into that machine that the doctor watched. “You will feel a vibration,” said the woman. She had a smooth, sensual sort of voice.

“Okay,” I said.

The vibration was way more intense than I was anticipating. I gasped loudly. She put a hand on my thigh. “Just relax.”

My penis began to throb. After the shock wore off, that vibration was actually quite… pleasant… really pleasant. It felt so good that I let a little moan slip.

“Um, I’m sorry,” I said. “It’s kind of… stimulating me.”

“Yes, that’s the idea,” the doctor said casually.

After a moment, I was erect. My cock was rock hard and throbbing in front of both of them. The vibrating continued.

“Reduced rigidity,” the doctor mumbled. “Seven-point-eight. Testicles reading six.”

While the vibration continued, the woman researcher took a small band and fit it around my ball sack. She read out a reading off the band: presumably the circumference of my balls. The doctor jotted the number down.

“Um,” I said, digging my fingers into that little bed. “I, uh, think…” I was so humiliated to say it, but I had to warn them. “The vibrating is going to make me… you know.”

They ignored me.

I cleared my throat. “If you keep that on, I’m going to… ejaculate.”

“That’s fine, Lou. We’re just getting our measurements.” Then, he turned to the woman and said, “Sample collector ready?”

“Yes.”

She rolled a condom-like thing onto the tip of my cock. It had a large bubble at the end.

“Rigidity up to an eight,” he said. “Still reduced. That’s good.”

Then, I came into that little balloon. I felt so awkward, so humiliated, ejaculating in front of two strangers.

They didn’t seem to care. “Smaller than average volume,” the woman said with a mundane tone of voice.

“Good,” the doctor said. “It’s all consistent. That’s good.”

The woman peeled the balloon off of my cock and she poured the cum into a little vial. “I’ll run the sample.”

“Thanks, Trish.”

Trish left with my cum, and the doctor smiled at me. “Sorry about that. It’s a test we have to run weekly. It’s all part of what we have to submit to the funding board. I hope that wasn’t too awkward for you.”

“N—No. That was fine,” I lied.

Those chest pains were bad—until a few minutes later, when Mary-Anne, the wet nurse, arrived for my ‘feeding’. I was propped onto my side on that table, and I drank from her fat, swollen, veiny tits, until I was full of sweet, tangy milk.

Then, those pains were gone. I had a strangely clear mind. I had energy that I didn’t have since after my last ‘feeding’. Mary-Anne smiled at me as she tied up her lab coat.

Then, the doctor said, “That’s all for today, Lou. We’ll be in touch.”

I stood up, then he raised a finger. “Oh. I should also mention… Now that you’ve had two doses, you’re going to notice some… side-effects. Side-effects are expected with all treatments, experimental or otherwise. I hope you understand that. You may experience some diarrhea. You may have bouts of nausea. Light-headedness is normal. If you feel faint, that’s normal too—but if you actually pass out, please call our office. Some abdominal pains are normal. Changes to your libido—also normal. Some people lose their libido, and others find they have more libido than ever before.”

“Okay,” I said.

“But Lou…” he said. “Don’t be worried if you look down and notice… that things are smaller down there. You’re consuming a good deal of lab-synthesized hormones. Testicular shrinkage is normal. Reduced rigidity of erections—also normal. Your penis may even shrink considerably from its usual size.”

“O—Okay. But that’s just temporary, right?”

The doctor stared at me for a long moment. “It might be. This is all very experimental right now, Lou.”

My heart skipped a beat. Now, I was feeling a bit of that nausea he mentioned, but I don’t think it was related to the feeding.

In the morning, I checked my cock before checking anything else. Sure enough, it seemed a whole lot smaller than I remembered it being.
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Ispent a few minutes massaging myself between the legs, stimulating an erection—but I wasn’t able to get much of an erection; it was still somewhat soft... and small. It seemed so skinny and short. And my ballsack was so tiny-looking.

I was blushing all over.

I looked in the mirror and noticed that I still didn’t have a touch of stubble on my face, and I hadn’t shaved in four days. My facial hair had completely stopped growing. At least the hair on my head was coming in as thick as it was when I was fourteen—and it was growing abnormally fast.

There were other side effects. I suddenly started crying, and just couldn’t stop myself. I wept for nearly thirty minutes, just feeling totally overwhelmed with emotions. When I finally stopped crying, I looked in the mirror and noticed that my muscle definition was pretty much gone. I was still skinny, but now, my body looked soft all over, as if my muscles had deteriorated and a thin layer of fat had formed over everything.

I tried not to think too much about the side-effects. I could only hope that they were all temporary… except the hair on my head; I wanted that to stay how it now was.

But even if they were permanent changes to my body, this was still better than dying. Now, I had no pains anywhere in my body. I had energy. I felt happy and motivated to go out and live life. So that’s what I did; for the first time in weeks, I put on some sneakers and I went out, just to be outside, to walk around, to enjoy the sunshine before the weather turned cold for the season.

It was actually a nice outing—something I probably should have been doing more often. But it took a very awkward turn when I was walking by the public outdoor gym, and I looked over to see a topless man doing chin-ups on a chin-up bar.

I paused, seeing beads of sweat trickling down his bulging muscles. He was extremely fit, wearing nothing but a pair of tiny black short-shorts. The muscles on his back were so… defined. As he pulled himself up, they grew and bulged and he just looked so… manly.

I stood there, mesmerized, unable to look away from his physique. He dropped down from the bar and stretched his arms out before wiping the sweat from his face. From the angle I was standing, I could see the contour of his large dick in those little workout shorts. I stared at it, stunned by how big it looked. A tingling filled my whole body. I bit down on the corner of my bottom lip. I felt like I had to cross my legs, to contain my sudden surge of… horniness.

He turned and looked at me. I gasped and spun away. Now, beads of sweat were forming on my forehead. I turned around and headed straight home; my outing was over.

Sadly, that wasn’t even the weirdest thing to happen to me that day.

When I got home, I was sweaty, heart still racing from that curious moment at the outdoor gym. I took off my clothes and got into the shower, which I made cold so that I could shock some sense into my system. As I rubbed soap all over my body, I paused, hands on my chest, noticing that my pecs were unusually… fatty. Usually, I had some small muscles there, but now, there was just fat-like tissue. And when I pressed my hands on my chest, an intense tingling made me gasp. I looked down and instantly noticed my nipples, which had doubled in size, and were now pushing outwards.

I turned dark red. This was a side-effect that I did not care for.

Out of the shower, I put on a t-shirt, but the nipples were so big, they pushed against the shirt so painfully obviously. I tried a sweater, but even still with the thicker fabric, my fattened nipples wanted to be known. I ended up wrapping a band around my chest to press everything down, so that I could wear a shirt without having everyone see my fat nipples—because I had to go to work.

I’d taken two weeks off, using up all of my vacation time. I hadn’t told my boss that I’d been diagnosed with cancer. I hadn’t told anybody. But now, vacation time was up, and I had to show my face at work.

It started out just fine. My female coworkers immediately noticed my hair. “Did you get plugs?” one asked.

“No,” I said.

“Your hair is so… full!”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I stopped drinking soda. Maybe that did it,” I said with an awkward smile.

One of my coworkers ran her fingers through my hair. “Your hair is so thick, Lou,” she said.

I blushed and smiled. I went to my desk and saw the huge pile of work that I needed to catch up on. Honestly, I was happy to have the distraction from all of the stress of the past few weeks—and especially from the weird side-effects that I’d been dealing with.

But I didn’t make it long, hiding from those side effects.

Lillian, one of the younger hires in the office, came in a bit late. She was wearing a knee-high sundress with a floral print, and on her feet were a pair of strappy heeled sandals, as if she was heading off to the beach later.

There was something about the way Lillian crossed her legs and let her foot dangle down next to her, swaying playfully from side to side while she checked her emails… I found myself mesmerized, but not in an aroused sort of way, like the awkward incident at the outdoor gym. No—this time, I was just in awe of those cute sandals: the way that they framed her feet, the way that they seemed to highlight her white nail polish, which was so shiny and fresh. And the way she made her foot elegantly dance from side to side with those small playful kicks—it was just so feminine. I even caught myself mimicking the motion with my own foot under my desk.

I forced myself to look away, but every few minutes, I would realize that I’d been hypnotized again by that dangling foot, looking so damn cute, so elegant, so womanly. And that got me noticing other little details, like the way she had her hair half-curled and half-straightened in a boho-beach kind of way. She had a ribbon in her hair, white to match the nail polish on her fingers and toes. I noticed the way her eyebrows were shaped: something I’d never noticed before, on any woman. She clearly spent time in front of the mirror plucking every hair that wasn’t within the allowed confines. That got me wondering what my eyebrows would look like with a bit of attention.

Then I noticed the eyeliner—not just the black that flicked out towards her temples, but the white that started about halfway and came in towards her nose. It was so elegant, so perfect. I wondered how long she spent getting it that way. And the soft pink shadow! I almost didn’t notice! It was such a subtle but cute effect! Oh God, and there was a sparkle in there: some sort of highlight.

As I stared, my chest began to tingle. I felt like the binding hiding my nipples had tightened, and now was trying not to break open. So I went to the bathroom to adjust it. When I took it off, I noticed those chest lumps were… bigger. Or was I imagining it? I grabbed them with my palms and gave them a little bounce. Surely it was just in my head. And if not—it was surely temporary…

Back in the office, I began to notice Lillian again. I noticed the little rings on her fingers. I noticed the white pearl necklace, that was surely chosen to match the white ribbon and the white polish. I noticed the gleam on her shins: freshly shaved, and probably carefully moisturized. There were so many small details that I just never thought to notice before—not the least of which was her posture. She was sitting so carefully upright, refusing to let herself slouch. There was something so feminine about how she sat. I caught myself mimicking that posture, and it was exhausting after just a couple of minutes. But she was committed to staying like that, because she was committed to being as beautiful as possible.

I got almost no work done through the day. If it wasn’t Lillian’s appearance stealing my attention, it was Georgia across the office, wearing a little dress with skinny straps. The dress didn’t fully hide her lacy red bra. It was undoubtedly a sexual expression. She kept letting the dress strap fall over her shoulder so she could, with a dainty reach, push the strap back up. That little move was so feminine. Normally, I would have started imagining myself fucking her in the bathroom—but now, I found myself instead miming that little movement, almost imagining myself in her shoes.

And speaking of her shoes! She was wearing red heels, which were tall. I’d never noticed a pair of women’s shoes before, but this pair I really couldn’t look away from. I couldn’t understand why all women didn’t wear shoes like those. My God, they were so perfect. They had a way of… perfecting her body.

And the highlights in her hair—I’d never noticed them before either, but⁠—

“Lou,” my boss said, tapping me on the shoulder.

“Huh?” I said, snapping out of my daze.

“What’s going on? I sent you an urgent report over an hour ago, and I haven’t heard back from you. Are you even logged into your email client?”

“Yeah, I, uh… I was trying to finish up this report.”

He gazed at my screen. “The Patterson report? Weren’t you working on that this morning?”

“There were some, uh… irregularities that I had to go back and check.”

He stared at me. “If something comes in as urgent, you need to treat it as urgent. You know that, Lou. I shouldn’t have to be telling you of all people this.”

“I know. I’m sorry.”

He smiled. “Vacation brain,” he said. “We all get it. Just don’t let it stick around for too long.”

“Yes, sir.”

But those weird ‘feelings’ didn’t just go away. The next day, I was once again mesmerized by Lillian’s attire. She was wearing a whole new ensemble, and I was obsessed with checking out all of the little intricate details that I would have normally missed. And Georgia was once again wearing something borderline inappropriate for the office, but I found myself mesmerized by her ability to create sex appeal by showing off certain parts of her body, and hiding others.

Walking home, I kept getting distracted by things I never noticed before: outfits in shop windows… all female. When I saw a truly beautiful woman, I would stop and gaze at her—not to check her out, but to try to understand what she was doing to be so beautiful. I was beginning to understand how women created outfits, how they paired tops and bottoms, how they picked shoes and accessories, how they chose to style their hair. And I was starting to notice the lazy ladies too: ones who didn’t put in any effort, ones who didn’t think about what went with what.

And again, I passed that outdoor gym. This time, I stopped at a safe distance and watched as the topless, sweaty men did their workouts. My heart raced as various emotions swirled around inside of me. I was… turned on… but I wasn’t gay. At least I wasn’t gay before. But this new drug seemed to be altering my perspective. I could feel my focus shifting from my usual fascinations over to fascinations that seemed to belong to a woman. I even heard myself moan when I watched one of the men pulling himself up on a bar, making all of the muscles of his back flex.

As I stood there, I found myself imagining taboo thoughts: picturing myself bent over with those men behind me. I imagined them clutching me with their big hands, holding me with their strong grips, thrusting into me with their veiny, rigid cocks.

Oh God, where were these thoughts coming from?

I noticed a young man looking at me. I blinked a few times, and realized he was staring at my chest. I looked down and saw two wet spots over my nipples. I blushed all over and I zipped away, rushing home.

Once inside, I removed my shirt and saw that some sort of fluid had leaked through my binding and through my shirt. When I removed everything, I saw the culprit: my nipples were dripping a thin white substance…

Milk.

The nipples were puffier than ever before. When I gently pinched them, literal drops of what I can only assume were milk came out. If I pinched harder, I could shoot little streams of milk a whole foot across the room.

“Oh God,” I groaned.

At the mirror, I saw that my ‘pecs’ now had more mass, but it wasn’t muscle. “It can’t be…” I whispered. They almost looked like boobs.

Heart racing, I picked up the phone and called the research clinic. I waited on hold. Then, when the young man in charge of my experimental trial finally answered, I froze up. I was so humiliated—too embarrassed to admit that I was growing breasts and fantasizing about men. “Is everything alright, Lou?” he asked.

I stuttered. “Um,” I said. “I’m just having some… side-effects.”

“Side-effects are normal,” he said. “Are you worried that you’re struggling to breathe? Are you feeling abdominal pains that are sharp?”

“No. Nothing like that. But… uh…” I just couldn’t bring myself to say it.

“If you’re worried that it’s an emergency, go to the hospital. Otherwise, just try to take note of any side-effects, so we can log them into our reports.”

“Okay,” I said. I just couldn’t say it. It was too humiliating.
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My third appointment was much like my second. This time, they fondled my chest and gently pinched my nipples to make milk drip out. I was red all over as they squirted some milk into a little sample cup. “Colour is normal,” the doctor said, swirling the milk around in that little cup. “No pink. Healthy opaqueness.”

“Is that… normal?” I asked.

He smiled and nodded his head. “You’re consuming a great deal of female hormones. Oestrogen, progestogen, and, of course, testosterone blockers, because testosterone can actually help cancer grow, so we try to dampen that effect. Our wet nurse takes a large dose of Domperidone to help keep her supply up, and that can affect hormones, of course. And then there is, of course, the Amperladeline—the actual agent working to destroy the cancer cells; it binds in hormonal receptors and works in its own curious way. Don’t worry about the side effects, Lou. You’re gaining precious years of your life back. In fact, I think we’re ready to schedule an MRI to check on the progress of your cancer.”

“O—Okay,” I said.

“But first, let’s finish the test.”

The female research assistant put on a rubber glove and gently pinched my left nipple. She began to gently roll and massage it, which was uncomfortable at first… but then it started to feel nice.

“Take note of what Clarissa is doing right now, Lou,” said the young researcher. “She’s stimulating milk production by massaging the nipples. You should do this at least four times each day. When you stimulate milk production, you’re increasing your body’s hormone production, and the Amperladeline binds to hormone receptors. I know that sounds complicated—but long story short, the drug works better when you’re more hormonal.”

By the time she was done playing with my nipples, milk was practically gushing out of me, dripping down my chest and abdomen. They gave me a towel to clean myself up.

Then it was time to test my genitals again. They needed a semen sample, but they also needed to test the rigidity of my erection, and its ‘arousal response’ to stimulation, so they attached vibrating pads all over and ran their tests until I was groaning and cumming into their sample cum.

God, it felt so good… especially because I hadn’t ejaculated in almost a week. I’d tried—but failed to get my cock hard. Their little vibrating pads seemed to do the trick, but massaging myself and watching porn didn’t seem to do much. I was able to get a semi-erection, but not able to make myself cum.

The researcher made a comment on the large volume of cum. “Have you not been relieving yourself, Lou?”

With a red face, I admitted that I couldn’t.

“Reduced libido?” he asked.

I wanted to lie and say ‘yes’, but I knew it was important to tell the truth. “No. My libido is high. It’s just… I can’t make myself, uh… cum.” I didn’t admit that naked women no longer turned me on—but as soon as I saw a sweaty, topless, ripped male, I was throbbing.

“Ah yes,” he said. “I understand the issue. If penile stimulation isn’t working, you should try prostate stimulation. I would recommend stopping at a store on the way home to buy a prostate stimulating device. You can insert it anally and stimulate your prostate until you ejaculate. Stimulating the prostate will actually help with increasing your natural hormonal production. Everything we can do to make the Amperladeline more effective, we should do it. Now, let’s get you feeding so we can send you on your way.”

Mary-Anne came in and took off her robe. I latched onto her nipple and sucked until I was full.

The researchers scheduled me an MRI for the following day.

And just twenty-four hours later, I received the best news of my life. “The cancer is almost completely gone, Lou.”

I thought for a moment that I was dreaming. It was so surreal, going from a death sentence to a new lease on life in a matter of a few weeks. “W—What?” I said.

“The cancer is receding,” my doctor told me. “That trial must be working. This is fantastic news, Lou.”

“T—Thank you,” I said.

It took a good couple of hours before I was able to convince myself that the phone call with my doctor had been real. Was I actually going to live?

I was so thrilled that I didn’t even care about what I’d seen in the mirror that morning: tits.

There was no longer any denying that the soft lumps on my chest were breasts. They’d grown into something like a B-cup. If I jumped, they bounced and jiggled. Even bound up, they still looked like breasts, so I had to wear baggy shirts.

And I was still horrified about the state of my penis, which I could no longer make hard. It had shrunk to about half its normal size—my balls too. I wasn’t sure how I would ever be with a woman again… assuming I could make myself attracted to women again. If a woman saw my tiny penis, she would surely burst into a fit of laughter.

Okay, so I shouldn’t say that I couldn’t make it hard. I should say that I couldn’t make it hard by stroking and massaging it. I couldn’t make it hard by watching porn or by looking at pictures of sexy woman (or even men). But I could make it hard by penetrating myself with that ‘prostate massager’, which was just a vibrating dildo. When I hit that sweet-spot just right, my cock would become rock-hard instantly, and I could have two or three or four consecutive orgasms: cumshot after cumshot, without stopping between. I will admit that it felt incredible—better than any orgasm I’d had before… but the humiliation and self-shame seemed to negate the pleasure.

I didn’t tell any of this to the researchers; I couldn’t stand the shame of admitting it—but I’m sure they knew. At my next appointment, they measured the volume of my ‘breasts’. They milked me and ran tests on the milk. I was told that I was carrying high levels of the drug, Amperladeline, and that was, apparently, a very good sign.

They ran tests on my genitals, using vibrating pads and pulses to make me cum, and they tested my cum. They told me that my semen had an extremely high potency of Amperladeline. “This may sound gross and uncomfortable, but when you ejaculate, you may consider…” The researcher paused before continuing. “Well, you may just want to consider consuming your ejaculate. I know that sounds very… taboo—but if you can maximize the reabsorption of the Amperladeline, you’ll be even better positioned to complete eradicate your cancer.”

I will admit that I tried it that evening, on my bed, on my back, with that prostate stimulator in my asshole. I came into a little cup and quickly sipped it up while it was still warm, and before it could be weakened by the oxygen in the air.

I was given a website to visit: a community for people who had my exact same cancer. It was a support group, and there was a forum on the website with lots of handy information—including a private section for patients who had been accepted into that very same trial as me. I was so relieved to read about other men who had found themselves experiencing similar episodes of feminization.

There was one poster who started by asking, “Has anyone else acted on their temporary attraction to men?”

His post went on with a story:

“For weeks, I was fighting strong, hormonal feelings towards men, but I finally caved the other night, and I’m not sure what to think of what happened. For a whole week, everyone had been confusing me for a woman. Sure, my hair had gotten long, and my figure had become quite curvy and girly…

“I ended up putting on a bit of makeup. I shaved my legs and stole a dress from my girlfriend’s closet. I went out, just to see what people would think when they saw me. I wasn’t even out for fifteen minutes before I was approached by a man. He asked if I wanted to go dancing with him. I didn’t tell him that I was a man too.

“I don’t know why, but I went dancing with him—just to… feel what it would feel like to be a girl. I let him lead. It was club music, so there was a lot of grinding. He was rock hard grinding against me, and I kind of liked it, so I let him do it for a while. The next thing I knew, we were kissing on the dance floor. He was squeezing my tits, which felt so good. The bra I was wearing soaked up so much milk.

“We ended up in the bathroom. I told him that I didn’t want to get pregnant, so he had to put it in my ass. I was super careful pulling my panties to the side so he could penetrate me. He was big, so it hurt a bit, but it felt so good, especially once he started thrusting. Every time he thrusted into me, milk gushed out of my boobs—like, everywhere. The floor had literal puddles on it when he was done, but he was too drunk to notice. My dress was soaked with milk.

“I’m ashamed that I cheated on my girlfriend. I don’t think I will tell her… but I’ve been thinking about doing it again. I’m just wondering if anyone else has struggled with their ‘desires’...”

One young man replied with a story of his own⁠—

“It happened with me too. My wife’s cousin was visiting. He’s a bodybuilder with enormous arms. He’s, like, a full foot and a half taller than me. Whenever he was close to me, I felt so submissive. His huge frame just made me feel so feminine in comparison.

“My wife fell asleep early one night, and I was sitting up with her cousin, watching the end of some action movie. I had my wife’s lingerie on under my clothes—which is something I’d been doing since the first week of my treatment. I don’t know why I did it, but I decided to lift up my shirt and reveal the lingerie. He looked at me and turned dark red. It felt so good to make him blush like that, so I slipped down my pants and revealed my shaved legs and fishnet stockings.

“He said nothing. He just laid me out and mounted me. He used spit as lube and he penetrated me with a cock that was nearly as big as my forearm. It was so hard not to scream, but I knew I couldn’t wake up my wife. Like with you: every time he thrusted into me, milk gushed out of my tits. He was into it. He grabbed my boobs and squeezed them, making milk gush everywhere. It pooled on my navel. He even leaned in and sucked my nipples, even though I warned him that the milk was full of Amperladeline. He didn’t swallow; he just spat it out—but he liked sucking the milk out of me—and I loved the way it felt. I must have ejaculated like eight or nine times.

“I’ll never tell my wife. I know she’ll leave me.”

And then there was another story from another user.

“I was at a music festival. If you go to music festivals a lot, then you know what a Dark Tent is. If you don’t know, it’s a place where sluts go to have sex with any stranger that wants to have sex.

“I found a little slutty outfit on the ground near the tent. I couldn’t help myself; I grabbed it and went into one of the tents and put it on. I’ll never tell anyone this outside of this thread… but I must have sucked fifteen or twenty cocks. Whenever they were hard in my mouth, my tits would start leaking milk, and it just felt so good—so I kept doing it. When they came in my mouth, milk would literally gush out of me. And I remembered reading that thread about how consuming semen can make the body produce an enormous amount of estrogen. I swallowed nearly two dozen loads in that Dark Tent.”

Reading these stories had my heart racing so fast… because I’d been having similar fantasies. I’d stopped and looked at night clubs and wondered if I could pass with a bit of makeup—at least enough to seduce some drunk guy. Those thoughts were more tempting every day.

And I’d been mistaken for a girl a couple of times. My hair had grown well beyond me needing a haircut, and certainly from behind, it looked feminine. Where I previously couldn’t grow hair, because of my male balding, now I had short little hairs that were almost like a curtain of bangs.

I’d found an eyeliner pen on the side of the road and I took it home. I’d been experimenting with it, making my heart flutter as I tried out different ideas. That led to me buying a few things at the drug store around the corner, just to see how I could look.

I kept scrolling through threads on that website, already feeling comforted knowing that other people were experiencing similar feelings.

Then, I found a thread that made my heart ache. “I wasn’t approved for the experimental trial,” was the headline. I read the post.

“I keep reading about people on here who were accepted into the trial, and now they’re cancer-free. My doctor submitted me, but they rejected me because they reached their monthly capacity. So… I guess I’m a goner in a few months.”

And there was another similar post. “How can I get into the trial if I was already denied?”

The post went on: “I was turned down because I smoke cigarettes. Apparently, they aren’t currently allowing smokers into the trial. I don’t want to die.”

Those words hit hard: ‘I don’t want to die’. That was so sad. There was a cure… but he wasn’t being allowed to have it. And there were many others like him.

I found a page that listed all the various meetups in the country. I saw that there was one quite close to me, and the next meeting was in just one day. So I sent in my RSVP.
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When I walked into the room, I was expecting to see more patients like me, on that trial. Instead, I saw six depressed men and four horrified women sitting in a quiet room. The meeting started with each person saying how long they had left to live. Many of them cried as they talked about their families… their children…

None of them were on that trial, and suddenly, I found myself feeling downright guilty. When it was my turn to speak, I felt awful saying, “I was put on the experimental trial, and my cancer has gone into remission.”

They all stared at me with big, quiet eyes. Some of them turned their heads down to look away from me.

“You guys should really get your doctors to submit you,” I said awkwardly.

“We all tried,” one man said before he was struck by a cramping chest pain that made him curl forward.

“I, uh, really hope that the trial expands and they let you all in,” I said. They all just looked down at the floor, making me feel like an asshole.

I kept my mouth shut for the rest of that meeting. I have to admit that I found myself regretting going to that meeting; I couldn’t help but feel like all of these dying people were under the impression that I was rubbing my trial acceptance into their faces. I really wasn’t. I was just hoping to meet people who were in a similar position to me.

I tried to sneak out quietly when the meeting was finished. I went to the back door and slipped out, but I didn’t make it far before a woman ran up and gently grabbed me by the wrist. I turned and saw her looking at me with huge, wide eyes. “Uh, hey,” I said.

She looked half-dead, with sunken eyes and thinning hair. She was trembling, hardly able to grasp me as she tried to stop me from leaving.

“Can I help you with something?”

“Are you lactating still?” She asked.

I felt my face turning red. “Um…”

“Please,” she said. “I’ll pay you. I’ll give you everything—if you’re still lactating. I know the trial makes you lactate. I read on the forum that Amperladeline is in the milk. Please—let me drink your milk.”

“Uh,” I said, overwhelmed. She looked so desperate, so hopeless. How could I say no to her? I was lactating… a lot. My breasts had grown to C-cups, and I had to change my binding three times each day, because the milk would soak right through.

“Please,” she said.

“Okay. Just, uh… let’s go to my place, okay?”

She nodded her head fast. We got into my car. It was a quiet ride. She was trembling all over. She looked like she was in her final few weeks of life. I had no idea if this was even going to work. When Mary-Anne fed me, they injected her with a dose of that Amperladeline. Now, I was just going to pass on whatever was in my system… and that probably wasn’t going to be enough to save her.

And what if it killed her? What if she wasn’t a candidate for the trial because of some wrong blood type or something? I didn’t want to be responsible for killing someone!

We got into my place. “Okay,” I said, looking around awkwardly. “How should we, uh… do this?”

She wasn’t willing to wait. She walked up to me and began unbuttoning my shirt. I stood there, frozen. She let the shirt fall to the floor. Then, she unwrapped my binding. She gasped at the sight of my breasts. She said nothing as she leaned in and latched her lips around my puffy nipple.

“Whoa,” I gasped, feeling her sucking. She was sucking hard—with desperation. I clenched up. My instinct was to push her back, but I tried to fight the instinct. I felt the milk flowing. I heard her let out a small moan.

Then, it started to feel kind of nice. I relaxed. I let her suck. After a few minutes, I felt something else: my cock was getting hard.

“Shit,” I whispered.

“What is it?” she asked.

“N—Nothing,” I said. “It’s just… I’ve never done this before.”

She went to the next breast and started suckling. “Oh God,” I groaned. It felt so nice to be sucked like that. My cock was rock hard. She didn’t notice… at first. But as she repositioned, my erect bulge brushed her. She looked up at me.

I blushed. “Sorry,” I said. “It’s just… It feels kind of nice, I guess.”

“Is it true that there is Amperladeline in your semen?” she asked.

I turned pale. I had no idea how to answer her.

“Um…” I said. “I mean… I think they test for that at my appointments.”

“And? Is it in it?”

“I think so.”

She dropped to her knees and started to fidget with my fly. I gasped. “W—What are you doing?”

“I’m giving you a blowjob. I promise it will feel good, okay?”

She quickly pulled my cock out and began to stuff it into her mouth. She didn’t comment on how small I was, but I could tell she noticed; there was a slight pause when she first saw it.

She was sucking, and it felt good, but I was losing my erection now. She tried sucking, but it wasn’t working. “What’s wrong?” she asked.

“It’s the drug,” I said. “I can only get an erection if… well, if you suck my nipples, apparently. Or if…”

“What?”

“I have, uh… a prostate massager,” I admitted. I was humiliated, but she was desperate, and I didn’t want her to die. If she thought this would save her… then I could swallow my pride.

I fetched the device. She grabbed it from me. “Bend over,” she said.

I closed my eyes, trying to hide from the humiliation. She lubricated the dildo and pushed it into me. “Tell me when it feels best,” she said. She pumped and twisted and turned.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned when she found that spot.

She pumped it fast and hard, using all of her desperation. “Gentle,” I whimpered. “It’s so sensitive!”

“Tell me if you’re going to cum,” she said, reaching around to massage my fresh erection.

And I told her a few minutes later, when I felt the tingling pulses. She rushed around and pressed her lips around my tip, still with that dildo in my ass. I came in her mouth, and she swallowed every drop. Then, she was back on my breasts.

But I didn’t produce nearly as much as Mary-Anne. After just a couple minutes, I was empty again. So, with reluctance, I told the woman that I could come over and over with the prostate wand.

So she bent me over and fucked me with that wand for another ten minutes, until I told her I was cumming. Then, her lips were back on my tip, and my cum was spilling into her mouth.

She fed for another ten minutes. This time, her sucking my nipples was enough to make me cum—so she quickly got down and sucked up my third orgasm.

As you can guess, it was all very weird—and exhausting. Her long feeding sessions made me tired. She had me drained of energy after just an hour.

She begged me to let her stay the night, so she could feed again in the morning. I agreed. She slept on the couch and I took my bed. But in the middle of the night, she came into my room, got under the covers, and started suckling at my breasts, drinking until there was nothing left to drink. She fell asleep on the boob, and I fell asleep from pure exhaustion.
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She fed again in the morning—and that included another ass-fucking-blowjob-combination. She wiped her lips and stood up tall. Her face seemed much more full. Her eyes glistened. She looked fifteen years younger as she smiled. “I feel so, so good,” she said.

“Maybe it’s working,” I smiled.

“Can I come back—tonight?” she asked.

I paused. I didn’t want to refuse her, because her life was on the line… but I was so tired. I felt so weak. I felt like she’d literally sucked the energy out of me. “They usually only have me feed once a week,” I said.

“But I don’t have much time left,” she said with a desperate quickness. “I need what I can get, now.”

“I understand. I just… I need time to regenerate. You know?”

“Tomorrow morning then,” she said. “I’ll come early, before you have to work.”

I bit my tongue. “Okay, fine,” I said.

Later that evening, I had chest pains for the first time in weeks. They were intense and came suddenly. I felt out of breath, and then came the nausea. I felt so weak—and that weakness only got worse the next morning, when she came back to suck my breasts.

She asked if she could come again the next day. She looked so lively—so healthy. She was smiling and bouncing around. I felt sick. I was starting to feel just like I felt when I had full-blown Stage-Three cancer.

But I kept letting her feed, and I let her suck the cum from my cock, even though the researcher had told me to try to consume my own cum, to maximize reabsorption.

The weakness got worse over the next few days as she came back to feed over and over. Then, when it was finally time for me to go to the research office again, the young man looked at me with shock. “Lou. What happened to you?”

I didn’t tell him what I’d been doing, because I knew he wouldn’t approve of me giving that drug to someone who wasn’t on the trial. So I lied and said, “My, uh, chest has felt really full. So I’ve been…”

“Have you been pumping or expressing milk?” he said. “You really can’t do that, Lou. The Amperladeline is being largely stored in your mammary glands. Sure, it will naturally leak out in small doses, but you want to keep your breast tissue as full and milky as possible.”

I thought about the girl who had been feeding daily: Emma was her name. I felt like I was being forced to choose between Emma living and me living. How was that fair?

I was going to have to tell her that I couldn’t keep feeding her from my ‘breasts’… at least not as frequently.

They tested my semen and were concerned about the low volume and low Amperladeline reading. They decided not to test my milk after trying to pump milk out for a few seconds, seeing that there wasn’t much there to extract. “He needs everything he has,” the researcher said.

They brought in Mary-Anne, and they had me feed for twice as long, until I was literally too full to keep drinking from her gigantic breasts.

I felt better within the next couple of hours. The pains were going away. I had energy again. I selfishly hated the idea of letting Emma steal that energy away from me by drinking from my breasts.

I called her up. “They’re concerned about my progress on the trial,” I told her. “They don’t want me, uh, feeding others anymore.”

“But I need it to live, Lou,” she said to me with horror in her voice.

“I understand. But…” I took a deep breath and sighed. “That’s just what they said. When you feed, I get so weak. They said there’s hardly any Amperladeline in my system and it’s no longer fighting the cancer.”

“Please,” she said. “Just every few days. And Lou—I’m lactating now, from the Amperladeline. I’ll feed from you and you can feed from me. Let’s just try it. If it doesn’t work, then you can stop feeding me—but I need it to live, Lou. Please.”

I bit my tongue. “Okay.”

The next day, she came over. She gently took off my top and sucked from my nipples. I had to tell her to stop when I began to feel light-headed. Then, she gently pulled down her top. She was wearing no bra. Her small breasts looked round and full, with puffy, dripping nipples. She wasn’t nearly as productive as Mary-Anne. I sucked from Emma’s breasts for a few minutes before it was hard to suck milk out.

“That’s enough,” she said.

I felt a bit better. “Once a week,” I said. “That’s the best I can offer.”

She nodded in agreement, but she looked nervous. “I had an MRI today,” she said to me. “The cancer has been reduced by forty-percent. They called it a miracle.”

I smiled. Then, I thought of all the other people in that meeting room: all of those sad people dying from that same cancer. I wondered if I could help another one or two of them without it killing me.

My energy fluctuated over the next week. I knew that I would have been so much better if I kept all of that milk inside of me… but I couldn’t just selfishly keep it and let other people die. How could I live with myself knowing I could have saved someone’s life?

I got a message on that forum one night. “Hi there. I heard that you’re on the trial, and you were able to pass a few doses onto friend of mine.”

I was reluctant to answer. I had a feeling this user wanted the same thing from me, and I really wasn’t sure that I had it in me to give. “Yes,” I said.

“I was given two months to live, but they wouldn’t let me into the trial because of limited space. I’ll pay you anything you want if you would do the same thing for me. Please; I have kids.”

Of course I agreed, though my chest was already aching at the thought of going through those pains again.

I gave him my address, and he was there a few hours later. He was a larger guy: a good six inches taller than me, and a good fifty pounds heavier. “Oh,” he said when he saw me. “Emma told me you were a guy.”

“I am,” I said.

He turned dark red. “Oh. I’m sorry. You just look…”

“It’s the drug,” I blushed. It was true; my appearance had been changing slightly every day. My face really looked feminine. My long hair didn’t help—and neither did the breasts… or the widened hips.

“So how does this work? I just… drink from your… chest?”

“Yeah. The milk can’t touch the air, basically,” I said. “Or—as little contact as possible. And, uh… don’t drink too much, or I can get sick again.”

“Should we just get it done with?” he asked awkwardly. He was super-masculine… and I will admit that I was a bit turned on by the sight of his big tattooed biceps. He was wearing cologne, which made me tingle all over. But I knew those feelings were just a product of the drug that was inside of me.

I sat down on the couch and unbuttoned my shirt. I unclipped my bra (I had to switch to a bra from the bindings because my breasts had grown another cup size). His eyes lit up and he blushed all over. “You have… boobs.”

“You might get them too,” I told him. “Honestly… it’s a small price to pay.”

“I read about guys getting them removed,” he said. “I just didn’t think… I mean, they’re so big.”

“They’re big from Emma sucking on them,” I said. “They weren’t that big before. Since she’s started feeding, they’ve swelled twice the size.” I sighed. “Okay. Just… start drinking.”

He got onto the couch and put his head on the pillow on my lap, putting his lips perfectly in line with my nipple. He started to suck, giggling nervously at first.

He had a strong attachment. He sucked hard, making the milk flow in strong gushes. He groaned at first, tasting the sweetness of the milk. Then, he became more comfortable. He sucked more and more. I let out a moan.

Then, I noticed that I had placed my hand on his arm, feeling his bicep. I bit down on my tongue. His muscles were so hard… and so… sweaty.

He kept drinking. I felt my cock getting hard, underneath his head. I knew it was probably time to cut him off, but it felt so good, so I let him suck. My cock was tingling and pulsing. I groaned and squirmed—and then I felt gushing: between my legs. He was making me cum. “Shit,” I whispered.

“What is it?” He asked, looking up at me.

“N—Nothing,” I said.

I looked down his body, and then, in his little workout shorts, I noticed a hard bulge. Was he erect?

I stared for a long moment, and then I noticed that I was caressing his hard muscles. His sucking made me cum again. Now, there was a big wet gooey puddle under that pillow, dripping all over my thighs.

I still didn’t want him to stop.

“Oh God, keep sucking,” I groaned.

He eyed me with a curious look. I saw redness on his face. The next thing I knew, he was laying me out. He reached down and pulled my shorts down, and then he pulled my cum-soaked panties down, leaving long strands of gooey cum on my thighs.

He smeared his erection through my cum and then pushed it into my asshole. He was shaking with nervousness as he began to thrust into me. He leaned back in and kept sucking my breasts.

“Oh God,” I groaned. I could feel milk now spraying into his mouth: shooting with each thrust into me. He sucked it all up and drank it. He fucked me so hard that I came onto my abdomen. I reached down and wiped the cum up with my fingers, and then put my fingers into my mouth, so I could keep a bit of that Amperladeline in my system.

He came in me, which felt so amazing, and so wet, and so messy. I groaned and trembled. He pulled out slowly. I was in ecstasy on that couch. He looked down at me as he wiped his forehead. He was silent for a while, and then he said, “Thanks for that.”

“My pleasure,” I whispered. I felt like my voice now sounded girly, as if he’d fucked the last bit of masculinity out of me.

Emma came over the next day for her feeding. When she was finished, I felt so empty. I could feel my life-force leaving my body. I wasn’t sure I could keep doing this… but I couldn’t just let people die. Could I?
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Word got out. Within a week, I had more people interested in drinking from my breasts, which had grown even more from all of the feeding. The constant draining of my milk was forcing my breasts to produce even more milk. The Amperladeline was being diluted, so people had to drink even more, so my body responded by making even more milk—so my tits were huge.

Finding a bra to hold them was hard.

I started dressing as a woman, simply because it was too embarrassing to try to pass as a man, with large breasts… and it wasn’t just the breasts—it was also my hips, which had packed on quite a bit of mass, while my waist and curiously shrunk. My bum was getting fuller, but my legs had lost some muscle mass, so my frame just looked more feminine. My hair was long, and sure, I could have cut it… but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it.

And I will admit that I was very, very drawn to the idea of wearing women’s clothing; the urges came with the Amperladeline; I read many similar stories online of people having similar urges.

Once I embraced dressing like a girl, a huge amount of stress was instantly relieved from my life. I was no longer constantly worried people would think I was a girl… because now, I was just passing as a girl. Even my voice had softened and the pitch had gone up, maybe because my balls had shrivelled up to a quarter of their original size.

A woman showed up at my door, nearly in tears, begging me to let her feed. She told me she had kids who needed her. “Please. I want to live,” she said.

I was in so much pain. I was so weak. But I let her into my place and let her latch onto my breasts, and she fed. Later that day, Emma was back for another feeding. She was bright and spunky and healthy, not looking like a cancer patient whatsoever. She was smiling and humming as she got ready for her feeding. I wished I had the same enthusiasm.

She sucked for a long, long time. After about fifteen minutes, the nipple stimulation became… sexual. I got hard. She seemed to pick up on my arousal, and decided to tease me a little bit, tickling my nipple with the tip of her tongue. She giggled as she did it—and the teasing made my cock gush cum into my panties. I think she was trying to ‘reward’ me for helping her, but what I really needed was a break from all this feeding.

The researchers were confused… because I wasn’t telling them what I was doing; I knew they would be upset—and they might have even cut me off of their program for disobeying their recommendations. “It’s so strange,” they said. “You were recovering so optimally… and now your cancer is starting to come back.”

My heart raced when he told me my cancer was returning. The dread was even worse when he said, “We may have to remove you from the program, so we can get you on a more traditional chemotherapy. If the Amperladeline isn’t working, that may be your best chance.”

I wanted to tell him the truth, so I could stay with the program, but I was too scared to admit that I’d been ‘feeding’ people outside of the program.

I didn’t they they would actually remove me from the program. I thought that I could just take a week off of feeding others, and then show up the next week healthy again… but it didn’t shake out that way. An hour after I left, I received an e-mail from the researchers letting me know I was being ‘discharged’ from the trial, and that my doctor would reach out to me with details about going into chemo.

And it got worse…

I called Emma, who answered the phone full of life and vitality. “I’m going to need you to help me,” I said.

Before I could go on, she shared the big news: “I’m cancer-free!”

“That’s amazing. But, uh, I’m going to need you to feed me, while the Amperladeline is still in your breasts.”

“Oh,” she said, suddenly sounding upset. “I, uh… I can’t really risk losing this progress.”

“But… I fed you, and you took the Amperladeline from me.”

“I didn’t take all of it. I only took a little, Lou. You were feeding others on the side. You can’t punish me for that.”

“But I need help. I’m off the trial. I’m not getting Amperladeline anymore.”

She was silent for a long moment before saying, “I have to run, Lou. I’m sure you’ll be okay.”

But I wasn’t okay. I called the others, and they told me the same thing: “I just can’t risk going back to being sick.”

Why did nobody want to help me? I saved five of them from cancer. I gave them everything I had, and now I was the one dying, and nobody would help me…

The symptoms worsened over the next few days. I could feel the swelling cancer inside of my lungs, eating away, making it harder and harder to breathe.

A new MRI gave me the bad news. “It’s back, Lou,” my doctor said. “I don’t get this… but there it is. We’ll get you started on chemo, to give you a few extra months. That may be the best we can do for you. If I were you, I would, uh… start planning end of life arrangements.”

I turned pale. I couldn’t believe that this was happening again… and nobody was willing to help me.

I drove to the research clinic, but wasn’t able to get past the front door. Security stopped me. “You need clearance to get in.”

One of the security officers had his eyes on my giant tits the whole time. Those breasts hadn’t reduced in size—and I was still lactating. I read that the lactating would continue for as long as year… so the rest of my life, I guess.

I tried lying, saying I was part of the trial. They called the researchers upstairs, and then they sent me away.

I tried tracking down Mary-Anne, so I could pay her to let me feed secretly, but I simply was not able to find her anywhere. I was starting to wonder if her name was even actually Mary-Anne, or if that was just a fake name they fed me.

My life was truly falling apart before my eyes. I felt like I was being punished by God for doing something good: for helping other people. But maybe that was the wrong perspective. Maybe I was being punished for taking a gift from God and carelessly regifting it to a bunch of strangers—like the time I found out that my father gave the toaster I gifted him for Christmas to his aunt, because he needed a last-minute birthday present.

What could I do?

I had to do something…

I knew that there was Amperladeline in that building. I knew they kept in some back room, where they would inject it into Mary-Anne before she came out to feed me. I just had to go inside and get some… and then find some lactating woman to allow me to feed.

I watched that building for days, taking note of the security guard rotations, and their patrol schedule. I was definitely sure that I could get into the building unnoticed… but then how would I get up the elevator? The elevator required card access… and then the research office was surely going to be locked. Maybe I could smash the lock to get in… and I could smash stairwell locks as well. I would need some sort of powerful tool to do it.

Or…

I recognized the security guard who was on duty most nights: the one who ogled my breasts when I was begging to be let in. Maybe…

Just maybe…

I had to try.

I made a trip to the mall and spent a good chunk of cash at Victoria’s Secret, buying some sassy lingerie that perfectly it my figure. I put an overcoat on over the lingerie, waited until around midnight, and then I made my way down to that building.

I thought that the mission was going to be tricky. I thought that I was going to have to be persuasive and I would have to lie my ass off just to have the slightest chance…

But the guard recognized me instantly as I began walking up. He looked me up and down and said, “Are you about to try to seduce me?”

I froze, embarrassed. I tried to speak, but he beat me to it.

“You want to seduce me so that you can go in and steal some experimental medicine?”

“W—Why don’t we just start by, uh… having a little…” I was so caught off guard by his perfect assessment of my plan.

“Look,” he laughed. “Let me see what you’ve got. Open the coat.”

I opened the coat, showing him my huge leaking breasts in that tight lingerie.

“A blowjob and as anal,” he said, turning red. “And I’ll go up and fetch whatever it is you want for you.”

It was shockingly easy to use sex appeal to get what I wanted. I almost felt guilty about how easy it was.

Letting a stranger fuck me was nothing new; two of my male ‘feeders’ had ended up fucking me; the Amperladeline from my breasts made them horny (as it did with me, but I was able to control myself better than others), and they couldn’t help but make a move.

So I knew what it felt like to be fucked. Sucking his cock was a bit weird, but it seemed like a tiny price to pay for a chance at living. He didn’t last long once he was in my tush. I hardly felt him cum, but I felt the cum dripping out of me after he pulled out. He was red all over, looking embarrassed—maybe because he didn’t last as long as he would have liked, or because he failed to give me an orgasm… or maybe because he knew he was fucking a male the whole time, and it wasn’t until he had post-nut clarity that he really realized what he’d done.

But that wasn’t my problem. “Fourth floor, office 408,” I said. “There should be a drug labelled Amperladeline. I need as much of it as you can grab.”

I waited twenty minutes. He returned with a plastic grocery bag, and inside were vials of Amperladeline. “They were in a fridge,” he said. “So you better get them to a fridge fast.”

I thanked him and rushed home, which wasn’t far. I blasted the air conditioner the whole way, even though it had me trembling. I had to keep that drug ‘alive’.

Next, I had to find someone willing to help me. I called Emma and told her that I had injectable Amperladeline. “Would you inject it and feed me?” I asked. “After everything I did for you?”

She was hesitant, but agreed. We met up the very next day. She injected a full needle of the condensed liquid Amperladeline. We waited twenty minutes, based on what we’d read online, in that forum. Then, she pulled out her large breasts and I latched on. She was a big producer. Every little suck made huge gushes of milk pour into my mouth. She told me that she felt tingly all over.

She kept telling me how nervous she was that this would harm her progress. I sucked for twenty minutes, and then we agreed to stop for the day. Within an hour, I was feeling amazing again—and I knew, deep down, that this was going to work, as long as I had someone to inject themselves and feed me.

Four days later, I got another one of my original feeders to help me. She agreed to inject herself one time and let me feed for twenty minutes. While I was feeding, I heard her moaning: an intense orgasm from the nipple stimulation. I don’t know why I did it, but I ended up reaching down and gently fingering her while I fed. Maybe I was trying to ‘reward’ her for helping me, or maybe I just couldn’t help myself; the Amperladeline made me horny too.

She gushed all of my fingers. I fed until she wasn’t comfortable with me taking anymore, and then we parted ways.

My third helper, a week later, was a male—though it was hard to recognize him now. I hadn’t seen him in weeks. The Amperladeline had changed him, much like it had changed me. His hair had grown quite a bit. His frame had changed. Feminine features had begun to emerge. Even his voice wasn’t the same. He gently opened his shirt, blushing all over because nobody had seen what had formed: a small pair of breasts, with fat perky nipples. I latched gently and sucked. His milk was sweet. His erection was obvious as soon as I was sucking.

I remembered being told about the Amperladeline in semen… so I looked up at him. Our gazes met. His eyes flashed. I smiled and bit my lip—and he did the same.

So I went down on him and gave him a nice five-minute blowjob. I swallowed the thick gushing that ended up on my tongue, and then I went back to feeding.

This went on for a few weeks. I had tons of that injectable Amperladeline; I was sure I had enough to rid myself of that cancer.

I received a call from Emma. She wanted to let me know that a new MRI had officially cleared her of any signs of cancer. “I’d be happy to let you feed from me for at least a few weeks,” she said.

So I ended up spending a lot of time with Emma—even staying the night, as she had done with me. Feedings often turned into sex; the Amperladeline had us both extremely horny—and she would always notice my erections when I started feeding. She apologized to me for not allowing me to feed back when I was desperate. “I just… I’d come so far, and I was afraid of losing my progress,” she said. “I had no access to Amperladeline—aside from what I got from you—so if I lost my progress, everything you did for me would have been for nothing. It wasn’t easy to say no to you. But I’m so happy that I’ve been able to help you.”

I wasn’t upset with her—or with anyone who had turned me down, because Emma was right: had I carelessly fed without those injections of Amperladeline, I would have been undoing what I’d done for them, without even guaranteeing my own survival.

It was a full month later when I went in for another MRI, and I received similar news to what Emma received. “I don’t see any cancer at all,” my doctor said, astonished.

Still, I spent a few more weeks feeding, just to be safe, to make sure every last cell of that cancer was gone. I also decided to stay with Emma, so that I could always feed if necessary—and so she could feed if necessary… and because I’d really started liking her. I liked spending time with her. It was nice to have someone that I could relate to, who knew what that cancer struggle was like, who knew what it was like to go through that ‘treatment’. Of course, she couldn’t ever know what it was like to go from feeling masculine, to suddenly having intense feminine desires, including the desire to be a woman—so I stayed with that support group, so I could have those friend too.

Even after the Amperladeline worked out of my system, I still wanted to remain a woman. The desire to be feminine didn’t go away, even once my testicles were a normal size and my penis had grown again. My breasts remained—though that may have been because Emma and I continued to breastfeed when we were being sexual. We were, I suppose, forcing the continuation of milk production, though it no longer contained any Amperladeline. Emma loved it because it kept her breasts two cup sizes bigger than she was used to, and I just loved the sexual satisfaction of putting my lips to her leaking nipples—and I loved the feeling of her soft feminine lips closing around my fat, dripping nipples.

Sometimes Emma would get me to put on this skimpy cow-print lingerie she found online. She would giggle, “Moo for me,” and I would playfully moo, struggling not to laugh, and she would get so intensely turned on that we would end up fucking for hours, with her sucking from my breasts, and me sucking from hers.

Okay—maybe it was a bit weird. Maybe it’s not what regular couples do behind closed doors, but it’s what we did, and we liked it.

And when we could, we would help others who couldn’t get into that trial. We still had tons of Amperladeline in the fridge, after all. I did get a bit jealous when I saw other guys and girls drinking from Emma’s breasts, and I think she would get a bit jealous when she saw others drinking from mine—especially knowing how horny the Amperladeline could make a person. But at the end of the day, we were together, and we were happy knowing that we’d helped so many people, including each other.

THE END


BETTER IN PINK
FEMINIZED AND HUMILIATED
NICOLE C




BETTER IN PINK



Michael’s life was normal, until his manager convinced him to dress up as a girl for a promotional TikTok video. It was meant to be silly, and then the video went viral.

Michael is the reason for the video’s success; his transformation in that ten-second clip has strangers coming into the store to get selfies with Michael. All over the country, guys are sending pictures of a dolled-up Michael to their friends, trying to prank their buddies into admitting they think he looks ‘hot’.

There’s only one thing he can do to escape the endless humiliation: quit his job, so that’s what he does. After a few months, the attention starts to die down. Soon, Michael is able to be out in public again without being recognized. What a relief!

Or is it?

Now that Michael is a nobody again, he’s begun to have new urges and desires—including a curious desire to be famous again… or maybe infamous.
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Antonio was always coming up with ‘dares’ and challenges. Part of his job as the daytime manager was to keep morale high. One week, he went out and bought everyone ‘animal-onesies’ for us to wear through the day. At the end of the day, whoever ‘got more laughs’ from customers was given a gift certificate for a free dinner at the mall food-court.

And then there was the time we all had to wear fake moustaches, even the girls.

Sometimes his ‘challenges just seemed degrading, like when he ordered everyone pizza for lunch, but we weren’t allowed using our hands to eat it. We all to eat off the lunch table, bent over with our hands behind our backs. Whoever could finish their first slice first got a dinner coupon for the food court.

No one really looked forward to Antonio’s challenges, which usually came on Fridays. In fact, most of us dreaded them. One time he made us wear these embarrassing hats, and when customers asked about them, we had to pretend like we didn’t know what they were talking about; it was just… stupid. But we had to do what Antonio wanted us to do, because Antonio made the work schedule; he decided who got the better shifts (we worked on commission). He decided which five employees would get to go to the year-end conference (which was just at a hotel ballroom downtown, but it was, for most of us, our only chance to meet the guys who worked at the head office, and they were the ones who decided who would advance in their careers).

He was our boss; of course we all wanted to make him happy.

So when he said, “We’re going to make a funny TikTok to promo the store,” we all had to play along. It was an embarrassing couple of hours as Antonio set his camera up on a tripod and had us all take turns in front of the camera. I guess there was a TikTok trend at the time where male influencers ‘fell’ into outfits, and the quick edit would make it literally look like they fell into the clothes.

As a joke, Antonio had a few of us fall into women’s clothing (we were a clothing store and had more male employees than female, so to show off the female clothes more evenly, that was Antonio’s solution). I was chosen to be one of the ones to ‘fall’ into a dress. Antonio got a couple of the girls to do my makeup and hair, to make it ‘even more funny’.

Long story short, I did it. It was embarrassing, but it honestly just seemed no more unusual than his usual nonsense. I’d lost count of how many TikTok videos I’d been forced to star in for that store.

Anyway—this story isn’t at all about Antonio; in fact, it has almost nothing to do with him and I may not even mention him again. But this story is about what happened to me after that TikTok video was put out.

None of the shop’s social media posts ever made much of a splash… until that one. Within an hour, it had nearly a million views. The store was getting thousands of new TikTok followers. Tons of people were commenting… and sadly, the comments were mostly about me.

The video had been picked up by a ‘feminization’ community because of some hashtag that was put on the video—Antonio wrote it in not knowing what it was used for. Okay—so I did mention Antonio one more time. My bad.

The video ended up on Reddit, on YouTube, being shared by thousands of people on Discord. Someone had edited the video to only show my little eight-second segment. That video was posted all over the internet.

It was only a few days before (mostly girls) started coming in just to see me. Someone told me that I was famous. Girls would walk up to me while I was working and say, “Why aren’t you dressed up? You’re so much cuter as a girl!”

It was so humiliating—and it didn’t stop. I endured that attention for weeks before I finally quit. You may think quitting was an overreaction, but it seemed like all I could do; kids would come in with their phones up, recording me, posting videos of me without my consent. Every selfie I was forced to take made the humiliation even worse. It wasn’t embarrassment that I could really handle at eighteen-years-old, so I just gave my notice.

Once I was finished, life went back to normal… for a bit. Sadly, that little video was still circulating around. Now, it was mostly being sent to people as a ‘prank’, with the ‘male’ portion of the video cut out. ‘She’s hot,’ guys would comment on forums when the video was posted. “What’s her IG?”

Then, the prankster would post the male part of the video as a sort of ‘Ha ha, you think a guy is hot!’ joke. It was juvenile… but the video wouldn’t die. ‘Stills’ taken from the video were being posted by pranksters on forums and 4Chan threads. Users on X were using my picture as their profile picture.

I guess I should mention, if it wasn’t already obvious, that I looked fairly convincing in that little video. Even I had to admit that my female coworkers had made me look kind of ‘cute’. They put a lot of makeup on me, and they spent a good forty minutes styling my shaggy hair. I think a filter was also put on that video to make me look a bit more feminine (one of those skin-softening filters).

Even four months after leaving that job, I would still be recognized occasionally, so I started wearing sunglasses whenever I went out. That helped. Now, I was only being recognized… once every couple of weeks, by the odd person who saw me when I wasn’t wearing sunglasses. But almost nobody wanted to take a ‘selfie’ with me—and almost nobody asked me, ‘Do you identify as gender-fluid or trans?’.

And yes, I thought about moving cities, but I quickly dismissed that idea after I went on a family vacation to Florida—and I very quickly found out that my face was well-known everywhere.

My father was quite upset about the video. For months, he would constantly ask me, “Michael—just be honest with me now—are you… interested in dressing up like that? Are you sure that wasn’t your idea?” I think him not fully believing me was the most humiliating part of all of it.

“My manager made me do it. It was embarrassing.”

After a while, he did start to believe me—and that’s when he decided to get litigious. He hired a lawyer and started working on a suit, to sue my old workplace for coercion. I had to sit with that lawyer for hours, describing everything Antonio made us do (okay, that’s the last mention of Antonio). The lawsuit went nowhere; we didn’t even serve the papers, because our lawyer said, “There wasn’t really any coercion—at least nothing that would hold up in court.”

“They destroyed my son’s reputation,” my father says. “Do you have any idea how many people have asked me if my son is gay? I’ve even had cousins refer to him as my ‘daughter’.” I think my dad took the fallout even harder than me—and that, of course, made it even harder on me.

Some of my own friends stopped talking to me, not wanting to be associated with my ‘fame’; they were convinced that I was a ‘closet homo’ and they didn’t want their friends an female prospects to think that they were hanging out in ‘secret’ with a homosexual. I guess you could say that they were never really great friends to begin with.

I didn’t let the viral video get me down. I didn’t let it control my life. I tried to move past it, taking the better advice that I’d been given: ‘People will forget in time’. And it really did seem like, after a few months, the dust was finally starting to settle. Being recognized was becoming rare. Receiving random friend requests from people who managed to track me down was also becoming a rare thing.

It really seemed like that road-bump in my life was ending. Even when I went to browse forums and threads, it was rare that I ever came across my photo. I even tried searching out the types of threads that would normally feature my photo—but my photo wasn’t there. There were were feminized faces making their rounds.

I was finally starting to feel free from that awkward fame.


2



Igot a new job working at a factory in town, which produced paper products for grocery stores and dollar stores (paper plates, paper cups, paper bowls, and so on). I specifically chose that job because there was almost no human interaction. Each day, I saw only a few people in that factory: all older men who had hardly spent a dozen hours on the internet in their lives. It was a place that I didn’t need to worry about being recognized; I could just do my job, make some money, and that was that.

The pay was even better—and the career advancement opportunities were way better; I was already being told that I was on track to being a manager, which was a whopping $6 per hour pay raise from what was already good money.

I was happy…

Until one day, a young woman named Selena started working at the factory. I knew right away that she recognized me—but it took her a couple of shifts before she realized just how she recognized me.

She was younger than me: fresh out of high-school, and very active on her phone. She would spend her breaks just sitting on her phone in the break room. Over her shoulder, I saw that she was on TikTok. My heart skipped a beat. I knew, for a fact, that my video had been seen by tens of millions of people—and she was quite active on the platform.

I tried not to think too much about it—but from time to time, I would see her eyeing me with a grin on her face, as if she was desperate debating whether or not to confront me about it.

I was a bit miffed, having quit my job and taken on this factory work mostly to get away from the fallout of that video—only to have Selena begin work and instantly recognize me.

I thought about confronting her, explaining the story to her, and just getting it out of the way. But there was still a part of me that was hopeful she had no idea who I was, and that her little smirks and grins were all just in my head.

But one day, she was just so obvious about it. I even caught her holding up her phone, taking a photo. She lowered it quickly when I looked over. She blushed and scampered off; I found her in the break room, texting quickly with some friend—surely she was just ‘proving’ to her friend that she really did work with the infamous crossdressing TikTok salesperson…

She raised her phone to her lips.

I said, “It’s not funny. I was coerced into making that video.”

She stared at me for a long moment before saying, “Huh?”

“I know you think it’s funny, and maybe it is funny to you, but it was something my boss at the time made me do, and it turned my whole life upside down and I’d appreciate it if you didn’t go telling everyone that I work here now.” I bit down on my tongue and saw that she was cracking a grin. “It’s really not fucking funny,” I said sternly. “You honestly think I wanted to put that dress on? If I could go back in time, I would tell my boss to fuck off, because now I have to deal with people like you all the time.”

She kept staring at me. She had a concerned sort of look on her face: narrowed eyes… parted lips… “I’m sorry, I honestly don’t even know what you’re talking about.” Then, she put her phone to her ear and laughed to whatever friend she was talking. “Oh my God, I don’t know. Some guy at work just went off on me about… I don’t even know! Something about wearing a dress.” She moved to another room, leaving me standing there feeling like a total idiot. I heard her laughing. I could still hear her now-muffled voice. “I don’t know—he’s, like, never talked before. I have no idea what his name is even. He just, like, went crazy.”

Two days later, I faced a similar embarrassment, picking up a coffee on my way to the factory. I was in line and noticed a guy and a girl looking over at me. They whispered to each other. I saw them giggling. I tried to convince myself that they were looking at something else—someone behind me, or something like that… but they were definitely looking at me, sometimes even looking away when I turned to face them.

And I’d seen people look at me like that before; I knew what it meant. I knew I was being recognized. So I decided to go to their table to say, “Is there something you want to say to me?” I tried to speak calmly, while still letting them know with the tone of my voice that I wasn’t going to take this kind of abuse anymore.

Then, the woman said, “I’m sorry. You just have all of the stickers still on your coat.”

I reached around, and she was right; I pulled the tags off and felt my skin turning red. Yes, it’s embarrassing to go out with tags and stickers on your clothes… and even more embarrassing when your clothes are from kids stores.

Okay—no, my clothes weren’t all from kids store, but usually with clothes like jackets, I had to buy in junior sizes, because I was short and thin, and most of the time, there’s no such thing as a men’s XS. Lots of stores have the identical men’s clothes in youth sizes, just kept in the youth side of the store… Sadly, sometimes the tags and stickers have big bubbly letters with cartoon characters.

That couple wasn’t giggling because they recognized me; they were giggling because everyone could see that I was wearing a jacket from a kid’s clothing store.

A nice jacket is a nice jacket, okay? But… humiliation is humiliation…

I left that shop with my head down, scurrying like a mouse running from a clumsy cat.

Then, a week later, I noticed two guys pointing at me. I don’t know why, but I instantly assumed that they recognized me from that TikTok video (or from one of the edited videos posted elsewhere). I stormed up to them without thinking first, and I said, “What? What do you want to say?”

I could feel my skin turning red. They both just stared at me wit blank expressions for a moment before one man said, “We were pointing at that dog, dude.”

I looked back and saw a very weird dog sitting in a chair at a table. The owner was an eccentric-looking woman. The dog was shaved, except for its tale and ‘mane’, so it looked like some sort of mini-lion. It was wearing sunglasses, which matched the owner’s sunglasses.

And I was so distracted by the men looking my way that I hadn’t even noticed the crazy scene just a dozen feet away from me.

Again, I left embarrassed.

Then, I truly began to realize… that I was no longer ‘famous’ or even ‘infamous’. It had finally happened: I was just a regular guy. And once I made that realization, I really started to notice my invisibility. I would go for long walks, sometimes in busy places, like downtown or in parks on warm days—and nobody would even look at me.

I went to the shopping mall to get some shoes, and there wasn’t a single point where I even caught someone glancing over my way. Nobody came to me for a selfie. Nobody confronted me, or asked me, “Are you that guy?”

I had what I wanted… I was just… normal.

Even online, people had stopped putting in the effort to track me down. To be honest, I never understood how those people were able to find my identity… though I suppose it wouldn’t have been hard: a reverse-search of that video would have showed that shop’s social media page. Then, it was just a matter of tracking down a list of employees who worked at the shop, checking social media pages for each until finding mine… Eventually, people were posting my identity on forums, which got more people reaching out to me.

But now, nobody reached out. I checked to see if maybe that video had been pulled from the various websites that had been hosting it—but it was still there. Those old forum posts were still online… but no longer active. My full name was even still leaked on certain sites, but nobody seemed to care; I was old news.
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Iapologized for my outburst at work. Selena stared at me for a long moment before saying, “What were you even talking about?”

I bit my tongue and considered my options. I decided to tell her the story. “The video went viral, and for months, I couldn’t do anything. If I left my house, someone would recognize me. People laughed at me. People pointed at me in the streets. It got really old, really fast. And… I thought that you recognized me too.”

She smiled. “No,” she said. “And you really freaked me out when you flipped on me like that. I’m glad to hear that you’re not, like, crazy or something like that. You’re not crazy, right?”

I laughed. “No, I’m not crazy. Just a normal guy.” I heard those words as they seemed to echo around the room: ‘Just a normal guy… Just a normal guy’. That’s all I’d wanted for the past year.

But I didn’t find myself smiling. In fact… it almost felt like some nagging dread—kind of like when you go to bed at night but find yourself laying awake, thinking, ‘there was something that I was supposed to do… but what was it?’.

For the rest of that day, I tried to figure out the cause of that nagging—and then, it dawned on me: my life.

When I decided to quit my job at that clothing store, I’d also, more-or-less, put my life on hold. I didn’t sign up for another round of college courses. I’d stopped dating entirely—and I’d even deleted my profiles on the dating sites that I was on. I hadn’t even thought about dating—or women, because it seemed like women were on TikTok way more than men—and if they were regulars on TikTok, then there was a good chance they would recognize me⁠—

At least that used to be the case… but now, nobody recognized me. I was just a… normal guy.

So that night, I decided to reinstate my Tinder account. I had it up and running within a few minutes, and then I nervously swiped on a few girls. Of course, I was terrified that I would match someone and they would message, ‘You’re the guy from the video!’—because that used to be the case.

But now… nobody was matching me.

I gave it a week: using all of my swipes up on girls I figured were in my league. Then, I waited for the ‘You made a match!’ notification... but it didn’t come.

On Facebook, it seemed like all of my old high-school buddies had gotten into relationships within the past year. While I was hiding from my unwanted fame, life had carried on. One friend was even engaged, with a wedding date set and everything. A girl I once had a crush on was now pregnant.

I hardly recognized one of my old best friends, who had been in the gym every day since the last time I saw him. Now, he was all muscular and confident. Another friend of mine had landed a dread job at an engineering firm. Now, he dressed in nice clothes and had a mortgage on a nice house…

And I was just… a normal guy. It’s amazing how much life can pass you by in just a short period of time. Well—I guess a full year isn’t really such a short period of time.

Now, if anything, I was further behind in life. I was essentially a college dropout (I was still enrolled but wasn’t taking any classes). My job paid well compared to my old job, sure, but it wasn’t where I wanted to ultimately end up. And everyone was now in a relationship… everyone except for me.

I swiped on more girls… but made no matches. Maybe I needed to keep my height out of my Tinder profile.

I couldn’t quite understand what I was doing wrong. Even when girls recognized me from that video, they were still ‘matching’ with me, and I even chatted for a long time with some of them. I flirted with them, and they would flirt back with me. I never met up with any of them, too embarrassed about the fact they’d seen that video. I didn’t want to be sitting at a restaurant with some girl while she was imagining me in a dress.

But maybe I should have just taken one (or many) of them out. I should have swallowed my pride, because now… I had nothing.

I had nothing.

At least when that video was popping off all over the internet, I had something: fame. Maybe it wasn’t fame under ideal circumstances. Maybe it was fame that came with a lot of negative criticism from people close to me. Maybe it was embarrassing… but it was something. And something was better than nothing. Being someone was better than being nobody.

And soon, I found myself longing to be someone again.

It was a Thursday afternoon when I was faced with a sudden… let’s call it an urge. It came over me very suddenly. My heart raced, and I felt a cold sweat on the back of my neck.

Selena had showed up to work with a bag of clothes. I overheard her on the phone with a friend. “I haven’t gone through it yet. I’m at work… Yeah, yeah—I know. I’ll go through it tonight, I promise, and then I’ll bring back what I don’t keep. No—I can’t keep it all; don’t be silly, Harper… I know it doesn’t fit, but you can just sell it on Marketplace… It’s not embarrassing… People won’t think you’re getting fat! Don’t be so hard on yourself! My God!”

She left that bag of clothes in the break room. Every two hours, when I took my required ten-minute break, I saw that bag. And it was during my third break that I finally caved and snagged a little dress from inside of that bag. I rushed it over to my own bag and buried it deep down, under my lunch and my water bottle. My heart didn’t stop racing for a full hour.

I already had plans in my head: ideas that were churning, making my heart race even faster. I knew that they were stupid ideas. I knew the ideas only had two real outcomes, and neither were good outcomes: I either fail and continue to be a nobody, or I succeed and I have to face another year (at least) of humiliation.

So why was I doing it at all?

After work, I slipped into a drug store, making sure it was one with a self-checkout line. I grabbed a little eyeliner pen. I grabbed some concealer. I grabbed mascara and a tiny little eyeshadow pallet, which came with some cheap brushes. I grabbed a tube of pink lip gloss—all of the supplies I remembered the girls at the shop using to doll me up.

I rushed my haul home. Once in my apartment, I noticed my trembling hands. I took a few minutes to calm my racing heart. Then, for the first time ever, I downloaded TikTok onto my phone.

I didn’t really know what I was doing with it, so I spent a good hour exploring the app, figuring out how it decided what content to show me, and figuring out how people were using hashtags.

My heart was still pounding. A dread inside of me was pleading with me to stop, reminding me of my father’s humiliation during the fallout of that video. I couldn’t put him through that again. And what would all of my friends think? I told them all that I only did that video to appease my manager. So what was I going to tell them now?

My desire to be someone—anyone—seemed to outweigh those concerns. I didn’t have answers to questions like, what was I going to tell my father? What was I going to do when people started recognizing me in the streets again?

I don’t know why, but I just didn’t care enough to think about those hypothetical future problems. Right now, I just wanted to feel noticed again. I wanted to have something instead of nothing.

So I spent the next two hours making a ‘gender switch’ video and posting it on TikTok, publicly, for the whole world to see.
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Isuppose I should give you more detail, though it was an exhausting few hours, and the thought of reliving it is strangely exhausting in itself.

The most tedious part of it all was the makeup. I assumed it would be easy… but it was not easy. I found a photo of myself from that year-old viral video, and I tried my best to copy the makeup in the video, and I quickly learned that there is a lot that goes into making eyeliner perfect—and the girls who did my makeup knew a few tricks that I simply couldn’t wrap my head around. Long story short, I gained a new appreciation for women that evening.

I won’t bore you with the tedious details: carefully applying makeup, washing it off, trying again—and again, and again, and again…

And then came the task of styling my shaggy hair—something those girls also made look easy. It wasn’t easy, turning a shaggy mop into a cute little bob. I tried my best… and the outcome wasn’t too bad.

Then came the dress, which had its own complications. It was a bit big on me, so I had to find some clothing-pins to pinch it in the back, to make it fit my body more flatteringly.

I won’t lie: after a couple hours of trying to make myself look like a girl, I really started to regret wasting my money on the non-refundable makeup. I was really starting to feel embarrassed with myself about stealing the dress from that donated bag. I was really starting to think that I was wasting my time when I could have been doing something more productive, like learning an employable skill, or going to the gym.

But I felt strangely committed to making this video.

From what I understood, the trick to TikTok was to hop on trends, and to create videos like the ones that were currently trending. And when searching gender transformations, everyone was doing these little ‘countdown’ videos, where they’re dressed normally, like men, holding a little dress in their hands. They bounce the dress to the beat of the music, and then they slap the dress against their chest and edit it to make it look like they’re suddenly transformed.

As someone with no filming or editing experience… this took a while. I must have taken a thousand takes before I was satisfied with what I got. And to be honest… I wasn’t even really satisfied with the finished product. As I sat and watched it, considering pressing that ‘post’ button, I couldn’t help but cringe.

What was I doing? Why was I making this video? Why was I going to post it for the world to see?

It didn’t even seem to matter… because the video was so… stupid; there was no way anyone was going to watch it. I didn’t even have followers. Maybe one or two strangers would see it pop up in some ‘new videos’ tab, where it would get buried in a matter of seconds with all of the new content.

Though I must admit that I did look a bit like a girl in the video. Maybe I didn’t do quite the job the girls at the shop did… but if I saw that video—at least the end part where I was dolled up—I would have thought that I was seeing a girl. Maybe not a stunningly beautiful girl, but a girl…

My trembling thumb pressed the post button. Then, my body tensed up and I felt cold all over. I stared at my screen, feeling a wave of emotions wash over me.

Regret was the biggest one.

I wanted to delete that stupid post, before anyone saw it… but first, I wanted someone to see it. I wanted someone to interact with that post, even if they were just going to tell me that I looked like a fool—and then I could delete it, but at least then I would get some confirmation one way or another.

I refreshed my page and saw that views were coming in… 24 already. I was weird to think that twenty-four people had watched a video of me transforming into a woman. It seemed like so many people: there weren’t even twenty-four people working at the factory. But at the same time, by social media standards, twenty-four people was nothing…

I refreshed again. Now it was up to forty… and there was a red dot letting me know that someone had followed me.

Why did they follow me? Did they like the video?

My heart was pounding viciously now. I needed to pry myself away from my phone, so I closed the app, put the phone down, and I went to take a shower (I was still dressed as a woman). I spent a good fifteen minutes trying to gather my thoughts.

I realized in the shower that this TikTok experiment was not only dangerous, but it was stupid as well. It was just… cringe. I’d done some stupid things before in my life; I went through phases like everybody, including wearing a sideways hat, and low-riding pants to show off my boxer shorts. I once bleached my hair and spiked it straight up, because that’s what I thought was cool. When I was sixteen, I would randomly do the ‘floss’ dance in the school hallway.

But this… this was more embarrassing than any of that. Now, I was putting on a dress and posting myself on TikTok because I felt like I needed some identity.

So I towelled off and went to delete that ridiculous TikTok account. Then, I saw that I had over one-hundred notifications: new followers, new comments, new likes, and thousands and thousands of new views.

My body tensed up all over. I stared at the screen, feeling ice entering my veins. What was happening? Why was this video doing so well? I didn’t even look that good in the video…

I wanted to delete that video… but couldn’t bring myself to do it. I just sat there, frozen, watching as new notifications popped up. I saw the comments coming in. “OMG! You’re so cute!”

And it wasn’t long before I saw a commenter say, “Wait—are you the clothing store trap!?”

Of course I knew that term: trap. I got to know all of the terms well during my first stint as a reluctantly famous crossdresser. Seeing those words again now induced a sort of PTSD in me, making my gut churn. My anxiety was soaring through the roof.

But still… I wasn’t deleting the account, or the video. I just left it, watching the notifications pour in. It was dreadful… but at the same time satisfying. This was really what I wanted, wasn’t it? I wanted some attention. I wanted to feel like I was more than just nothingness—and now, I was getting lots of attention.

The views topped 15,000 before the end of the hour. I had 95 followers now, including one who was DM’ing me, asking me to make more content.

I wasn’t going to do that. I wasn’t going to make more videos. This wasn’t going to be some weird hobby.

Or was it? Why else did I do it?
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The video wasn’t a viral hit like the first one, but I did wake up to another 30,000 views or so, and another 100 followers. It was weird to think that there were people who wanted to see me change from male to female. Who were these people? What did they get out of watching those videos?

They weren’t watching them ironically. They weren’t just getting a laugh out of the videos. Maybe of the new followers were men. They were commenting blushing faces and heart-eyes. They were sending me messages asking if I wanted to chat with them on their socials. I was fairly sure that they weren’t all pranking me.

Of course, I didn’t reply to any of them. I wasn’t there to flirt with men (I liked girls). Now, I was wondering if the success of that first viral video was from men ogling me, and not from teens who thought that it was hilarious.

I was nervous going to work. I put on a hoodie and kept the hood up while I walked. I kept my hands buried in my pockets. I had a horrible fear of being recognized again… even though I did it to be recognized. I was starting to wonder if I’d had some sort of mental breakdown.

It was all I thought about at work. I kept checking my phone, seeing more notifications trickling in—but the video was slowing down.

After lunch, the traction had died down entirely. The views stopped going up. And maybe that was for the best; I didn’t actually want that video to go viral; I didn’t actually want tons of people seeing me cross-dressing (as if 60,000 people wasn’t tons). I didn’t want to be recognized again. I didn’t want to have people tracking me down at work to take joking photos with me.

But I did want something… Because now, I just felt empty. It seemed like, very suddenly, I was nobody again—just like that.

I thought about replying to some of the horny men in my DMs on TikTok, just to feel like I was getting some attention, but I wasn’t desperate in that kind of way. I didn’t want to entertain homosexuality just because I was feeling unsatisfied.

The real solution seemed to be to make another video.

So when I got home, I locked the door and shut the curtains before grabbing those makeup supplies. I had to take a moment to let the trembling settle. Then, I began.

I had a bit of experience now, so it wasn’t quite as tedious. I pulled up that photo from that original video. I once again tried copying it. I did a better job this time, with fewer instances of having to clean my face to restart. I even tried out a few little tricks that I’d thought of throughout the day, and I think I made myself look a bit cuter than the day before.

I only had the one dress, so that’s what went on. I took some time to style my hair, which was easier this time, because I knew what I’d done the day before to make it look cute.

Then, I realized I never filmed the ‘male’ portion of my video. I didn’t even know what I was filming, and I’d done no research into what was trending. And that should have been my cue to stop and reevaluate… but I was riding that momentum wave, and felt like I just had to make something.

So I found a selfie of myself in my phone and just edited a simple before and after video with two selfies: the male selfie, which faded into the female one. I put some trendy song over it. Honestly… it was lame and low-effort, but I thought that I did a good job of photographing myself as a girl: the right angle, showing my more feminine side, with the masculine traits more-or-less hidden. I posted it quickly after slapping on some hashtags. I didn’t expect much of a response, given the low-effort… so I was surprised when I saw the views starting to trickle in, with some new followers and a handful of likes.

My heart fluttered. I bit my lip, watching those little notifications pop up. Someone sent me a heart emoji, which made me blush, though I’m not really sure why.

I was still dressed up, so I decided to make another video, this time putting in a touch more effort. I actually looked into what other people did. I found one guy who did similar transformation videos, and I saw that, sometimes, he just posted little videos of himself dolled up, holding out the phone, posing like a cutesy model. He actually looked super-feminine, making me think that I probably wasn’t really cut out for this (his makeup job was intense, making mine seem so amateur). But I tried to mimic that same style of video: a short eight-second video of me posing, puckering my lips, primping my hair gently with my hand… it was all very… embarrassing. I imagined my father finding that video and dying on the inside. I imagined all of my friends watching it together, laughing, shaking their heads. I imagined my late-grandmother shaking her head with disgust.

Yet still, I posted the video. I still sat and watched as hundreds of people watched it. Hundreds quickly turned into a thousand. There was something about those videos that people liked. I gained followers. People sent me heart and flower emojis. Men were messaging me, begging me to add them on their social medias.

And any one of those viewers could have been someone I knew in real life—and it would only take one to let everyone else know what I was up to.

Yet still, I couldn’t stop. There was something so… addicting about it. There was something that I wanted, that I wasn’t getting, but I felt like I was so, so close to having… I just couldn’t place my finger on what that something was.

I saw a new message in my DMs. It was from a man, who looked to be about sixty, slightly overweight, and only posting videos of himself talking about politics in his truck while driving. “You look so sexy. You’re perfect in every way. Make my day and send me a video of you stroking your cute trap cock.”

My heart fell. I felt nauseated by the thought of even replying to the man. For all I knew, the account was fake and it was just some ‘sexploitation’ scam, to get an embarrassing video of me to blackmail me into sending him money. Of course I wasn’t going to do it…

Thought it would be so easy to do—and the thought of doing it made me grin. There was something so daring, so exciting about just doing it. The thought of him being a scammer made it even more enticing. I don’t know why, but the risk made it so exciting.

So I did it. I propped up my phone and recorded a video of me gently pulling up my skirt to reveal my cock (I wasn’t wearing panties because I had none). I grabbed my shaft and stroked it for about fifteen seconds, making it harder, and bigger. Then, I stopped the video, and without thinking much at all, sent it to the man.

He replied five minutes later with a photo of his erection slumped on his belly, with lots of body hair and lots of thick, gross cum everywhere. “That was hot, baby. Thank you,” he said.

I was disgusted, of course. But in a weird way… I was disappointed. I was a bit annoyed that he wasn’t really a scammer, and he wasn’t really threatening to send that video to everyone.

That thought scared me, so I chased it away. I tried not to think like that. I rushed to the bathroom and cleaned off my makeup.

Where did a thought like that even come from? Why would I want some weirdo online to ruin my life? Was I really so bored? Did I really need to have my life shaken up so dramatically?
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Imade another transformation video the next day, which gained another few dozen followers and a few thousand views. But this time, I got a comment that wasn’t quite what I was expecting: “Do you only have the one outfit?”

I felt strangely embarrassed about the comment. Yes, I only had that one dress… and I’d now used it in about seven videos. Maybe it was starting to get a bit… repetitive. I looked at other accounts and saw that some of these ‘pro’ crossdressers had dozens of different outfits.

I saw one user who was posing in a super-slutty angel costume, which left most of his body exposed. He looked super feminine in the costume, and his makeup was on point… but I couldn’t help but imagine his family members seeing that video, seeing their son being stripped entirely of whatever masculinity he once had. Now, he was being a whore on social media for horny strangers.

Maybe his parents already knew. Maybe his friends had already ditched him.

I found that same angel costume on Amazon. It wasn’t very expensive… so I bought it. I picked next-day shipping.

I couldn’t sleep. I was dreading the arrival of that outfit. I was dreading the thought of putting it on, taking pictures and videos of myself looking and acting like a whore, and then posting those pictures and videos on a platform that would show them to thousands of people…

Yet still, I was planning to do it. I was still planning to put on makeup and that slutty costume, and I was going to pucker my lips and let the whole world see my bulge on full display.

[image: ]


I felt so humiliated when I saw the angel video gaining traction. After an hour, it had ten thousand views. My inbox was quickly filling up with horny men—surely bisexual men, seeing as the video began with me in jeans and a t-shirt and no makeup. They all wanted me to flirt with them, to exchange sexy pictures. I just sat on my couch, feeling an awful dread that was nagging inside of me, begging me to delete that whole account before it ruined my life the way that last viral video put my entire life on hold.

But I couldn’t do it. I just kept watching as my numbers ticked up, up, up: more views, more likes, more comments. Surely, by now, someone who knew me had seen at least one of those videos. Just speaking statistically… and I should mention that I added in my location.

Why did I add my location? Well… I don’t really know why I did it, but I saw the option, and I decided to just include it. I guess I thought that it was exciting: the thought of getting a message from someone nearby—or maybe a girl who was turned on by the idea of a guy who could pass as a girl…

The risk of being recognized by someone I knew didn’t seem to affect my decisions; it just didn’t seem to be enough to stop me. In fact, I was starting to wonder if that risk was actually part of why I was doing any of this at all.

I made more content in the angel outfit, which came in multiple pieces, including a white one-piece skintight romper, which I decided to wear underneath my clothes to work the next day—not because I was turned on by crossdressing, but because there was something so exciting about needing to be careful; I had to think before bending over. If I was reaching for my lunch in the break room when someone walked in behind me, they would probably see that lingerie…

And that just made it seem so dreadfully exciting.

My heart raced. I was starting to wonder if I was turning into a bit of a masochist. In fact, when I looked up the word ‘masochism’, I felt a pang of horror fill my whole body as I read the description. For some reason, it just resonated with me.

I couldn’t explain it—but it was true: I did derive a strange sense of pleasure from the thought of being humiliated. And the more humiliating the thought in my head, the faster my heart would race—and hidden in that horror was an unwanted, but still very real, excitement.

I even caught myself leaving my phone open, on the counter in the break room, with my TikTok account up. It was there for ten minutes before I managed to scrounge up some good sense. I rushed back to the break room and turned my phone off. What had I been thinking? Was this thrill-seeking really making me jeopardize my whole life?

I felt sick. It kept happening. I kept catching myself allowing my shirt to ride up, knowing that lingerie was there. For some weird reason, I wanted someone—anyone—to catch me in that lingerie.

Nobody saw me—and thank God for that. Because the reality was: I would probably die of embarrassment if anyone saw that I was wearing lingerie. And I would probably die of embarrassment if anyone saw that I had a TikTok that was quickly becoming full of ‘thirst trap’ videos: videos of me posing like a slut, showing my whole body, not even hiding my face.

During my breaks, I would watch tons of videos, seeing what the more popular content-creators were doing. I take careful notes: of their makeup, of their outfits, of the way that they posed. I caught myself practicing blowing kisses at my phone screen, as if I was filming a video.

And I was quick to get started once work was over. I put on the makeup and I put on the outfit and I created the videos that I had been planning in my head all day. Then, while in bed, I watched as the notifications just poured in, and in the back of my mind I kept thinking, ‘I hope that someone I knows sees this…’

Yes, it was a twisted thought that left me in a state of absolute dread—but that dreadful thought seemed to be the solution to my previous problem of feeling totally unsatisfied with my dull, meaningless existence. So I didn’t delete the videos. I didn’t wipe the account. I left it there, collecting views and comments. I even replied to a number of the horny users. One man begged me for a video of me jerking off to completion, so I got dolled up again and sent him a video of me stroking myself, making sure my face was in the video too.

The next day, the same user begged me to sodomize myself with a dildo. I told him I didn’t have one. “Find something that will work,” he said.

And that complete humiliation just felt so, so good. I really did send a video of myself pumping my asshole with a cucumber to a complete stranger.

“Got anything bigger?” he asked.

I sent him a video using a zucchini, which hurt, but with lots of lube, I persisted.

“Get your whole fist in that beautiful asshole,” he wrote.

So I did it. I fisted myself, which hurt like hell—but I did it, because I crazed that satisfaction. I wanted to feel that humiliation. I wanted it to be as humiliating as possible. Fisting myself on camera for a stranger—that was so, so satisfying… but it really just got me thinking that I could go way, way further.

Now, my brain was popping with ideas: terrible, awful, degrading, humiliating ideas.
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Auser reached out to me on TikTok. According to his location, he lived in the same city as me. So when he said, “Tell me your kinkiest fantasy and I’ll make it come true,” my heart really started racing.

I was horrified and disgusted, of course, when he sent me photos of his naked body, which looked… old and worn. No, he wasn’t some grandpa, but he had abused his figure with steroid use and probably other drugs as well. He looked like a man with a gruff voice, and with a whole lot of red flags: the kind of man who had probably beaten his ex-wife and been arrested for dealing hard drugs to minors. Suffice to say, he did not appear friendly.

His frightening appearance made the thought of letting him use me even more humiliating, which filled me with a combination of pure horror and a curious delight.

God, I hated this new little addiction to humiliation. I wanted it to stop. I knew that it was going to ruin my life at some point if I kept entertaining it.

“Tell me, baby,” he wrote to me. “You say it, I’ll make it happen.”

I thought about my family and friends finding out that I’d been with some disgusting, horrid man. Oh God, why did that thought turn me on so much. I didn’t even like men… I wasn’t at all attracted to bulging muscles or veiny appendages… but somehow, that just made it more humiliating, and more enticing.

“I want to suck you,” I wrote with trembling fingers. I took a deep breath before continuing. “In public.”

“Fuck yes,” he wrote. “Where?”

“Somewhere… busy,” I said. I felt sick. My lungs felt like they were closing in, refusing to let air in. “The metro station… on Main.”

“You’re bad,” he wrote.

And I just thought about all of the people seeing me, on my knees, with a fat, veiny, old cock in my mouth.

I wasn’t going to do it, of course. I was just… role-playing. It was a fantasy. We were just… entertaining some fantasy for fun… Right?

Now, he was sending me details. “Meet in two hours. I’m already hard just thinking about you.”

And I noticed that my own cock was rock hard… and leaking, just thinking about the brutal humiliation.

I’d never been with a man. I didn’t want to be with a man.

“Send me a picture of you,” he wrote. “I want to see what you’re wearing.”

“I’m not in makeup yet,” I wrote to him. “Give me a few minutes.”

My heart was pounding. I felt dizzy. I couldn’t stand for long periods of time without feeling sick.

Why was I putting on makeup? I was just going to send him a photo. I wasn’t going to actually meet with him. I would just get dolled up for one quick photo—that was it.

I took a deep breath. I managed to steady my hand for long enough to make myself pretty. I was getting pretty good at making myself pretty. I had a few of the techniques down, brushing in gentle circles with that powder to blend my work seamlessly. I knew just how long to make my eyeliner flicks. I knew how to curl my lashes with the mascara brush to make them look really full and dramatic. I knew how to properly rub in a little pink to make my cheeks look more full and feminine.

I sent the man a photo of me on the bed. I’d also gotten a lot better at taking photos of myself. I had the angles more or less figured out, and I’d discovered the secret of filtering light through some sheer curtains to cast a soft, feminizing glow across my figure.

“You’re hot,” he replied. “Can’t wait to see you in an hour.”

My heart raced faster. At some point, I needed to tell the man that this was just fantasy… but for now, I wanted to hold onto that humiliating, perverted fantasy.

“Tell me when you’re on your way,” he wrote.

“I’m leaving now,” I said.

“Send me a pic,” he wrote.

So I started walking outside. I sent him a photo. My heart was racing. I was outside of the house, dressed like a girl. I could feel heads turning to gaze upon me. I looked over and saw my neighbour: someone I’d spoken to dozens of times. Now, she was looking at me with a pale look. She surely recognized me.

Oh, that sweet humiliation! I knew she would never look at me the same way again—and she would surely gossip to the others in the building. I was so ashamed of myself, but for some reason… that just made me feel even more amped up.

I kept walking. I had a pair of sunglasses but chose not to wear them. I was enjoying the looks that I was getting. I almost laughed when I noticed one guy checking out my legs and ass, because the skirt of that dress was so short.

The attention… it was fuelling my bad ideas. Now, I was really entertaining the idea of… going through with this, just so I could feel the intense humiliation of being seen by so many total strangers—and maybe there would be someone in the crowd who would recognize me.

I was still walking towards the metro station.

I tried desperately to convince myself to turn around. ‘That’s enough,” I kept whispering to myself, but I just wouldn’t turn around. My heart kept pounding. I felt so dizzy. Everything started to become a blur as that new addiction hijacked my body.

Then, I saw him, standing there. He saw me. I watched his lips curl into a grin. I saw his bald head glistening with beads of sweat. I saw pedestrians walking wide around him, afraid of getting too close, because he looked… scary.

He was waving me over, leaning against that graffitied wall… looking so confident. He wasn’t nervous at all about the thought of committing a literal crime: public indecency. He was willing to risk becoming a registered sex offender… or maybe he already was one and didn’t care about any of the risks.

And now I was putting myself at risk.

“You look so fucking hot,” he growled, putting his hand around me, and down on my ass. He squeezed me, making me yelp. Now, my sensibilities were rushing back to me. I wanted to run. Why wasn’t I running? Was I worried he was going to chase me?

He smelled so stale, like he’d been to the gym the day before and still hadn’t taken a shower. I tried not to cringe. I tried not to wince away from him. Having his arm around me, and smelling that masculine scent, was all a big reminder that I was straight, and this wasn’t where I belonged. I’d made a huge mistake, letting this ridiculous fantasy make my decisions for me.

Now, he was leading me down into the subway. He had a train pass, which he used to slide us both in through the gate, and the attendant didn’t seem to notice—or maybe he didn’t care.

“Where do you want to do this thing, beautiful,” he growled, now petting my hair. “I’m already so hard.”

I gazed down and saw the hard bulge in his shorts. He wasn’t even trying to hide it. Why would he? He was perfectly fine with the idea of whipping it out and letting everyone watch as he was sucked off by a crossdressing male—sporting a hard bulge was nothing in comparison.

“Um,” I managed to say: the first sound that I’d produced.

“Over there,” he said, pointing to a darker corner. At least it was dark, with the bulb overhead burnt out. I’d seen a lot of degeneracy in that subway station before—including a homeless couple engaging in sex, under a tattered blanket. I’d even seen drunken girls on weekend nights blowing their one-night stands.”

Once we were in that corner, he grunted and grinned. He began to shimmy down his shorts. “Let’s do this. Down on your knees.”

It was all happening so fast… but what was I expecting? Foreplay? Did I want him to take me on a date first?

This was so awful. This was so… humiliating.

My skin tingled all over. There was a rush of excitement surging through me... and soon, my cock began to tingle.

Oh God, this was such an amazing feeling: that surge of adrenaline, the rush of excitement. I dropped to my knees. He flipped his long, veiny shaft out. It throbbed before my eyes. He grabbed it and stroked it a few times, pulling that foreskin far back to expose his gross cock.

I looked to the side and saw a few people giggling, pointing at us. I saw a horrified look on an old woman’s face. The others were trying to ignore us, not wanting anything to do with our degeneracy.

I looked back at the cock. I took a deep breath. I leaned in. I opened my mouth. I closed my eyes. I could feel all of those gazes staring upon me. It was so awful, and that just made it all so much better.

His cock was disgusting. It was a bitter taste of old sweat, and a smell that suggested his package hadn’t been aired out in days. But I did it; I sucked his cock, bobbing my head back and forth, feeling that foreskin sliding around on my tongue.

He growled and groaned. I opened my eyes and tried to look to the side. People were watching: some laughing, so horrified. Some were taking photos with their phones to show their friends.

I kept sucking. But my sensibilities were coming back—and I knew that I needed to get this over with before I was in the back of a cop car. So I gripped his cock with my hand and started pumping. I sucked his tip. I made him groan louder. I tightened my grip. I played with his tip, using only my tongue. I made his legs tremble. I knew I was close.

Now, lots of people were watching. I was so ashamed of myself. I wanted this to end. I wanted to curl up in my room and never leave again, knowing someone might recognize me as the crossdresser who sucked a total creep in a metro station.

“I’m cumming,” he growled. I didn’t want cum in my mouth, so I leaned back without thinking. He came on my face with heavy, thick gushes. I heard laughter. I heard him grunting. I heard horrified gasps of shock in the crowd. I squeezed that last drop of cum from his cock and then I stood up. Saying nothing, I started to walk quickly away. I heard the man chuckling behind me. I felt his cum dribbling down my face. I could even see it on my nose, glistening in that dim orange subway light.

It was over. I’d reduced myself to the most embarrassing degenerate possible, and sadly, that just made me even more excited. I knew it was so wrong. I knew I would regret my actions forever. I knew that I needed to wipe that smile off of my cum-covered face.
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My spiralling degeneracy didn’t end there. After posting more embarrassing TikTok videos, my TikTok ended up being banned. ‘Your content violates our policies,’ they told me, so I made new accounts on other websites, spreading myself out. I was on X, I was on Instagram, I was on Grindr and Tinder and I even made an account on a ‘cam’ website, so I could broadcast embarrassing moments to the world whenever I felt like it. Once my account was approved, I streamed myself sodomizing myself with a cucumber for over an hour.

That horrible broken piece of me wished the whole time that someone would recognize me and comment, ‘Michael, is that you?’.

I don’t know why I was so hell-bent on destroying my life. I don’t know what I thought that I was getting out of this.

The shame was so, so intense. I wanted to go back in time. I wanted to erase that awful embarrassment in the metro. I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

I wanted to delete everything. I wanted to stop all of this before it was too late—before my family caught on to what I was doing, and before my friends all disowned me for being a pervert. But I just couldn’t stop.

I filmed a video of myself with a cucumber. I got it posted onto a porno website. Then, at work, I left that porno opened on my phone in the break room—for hours. I’m sure someone saw it. I definitely noticed the chuckling, blushing faces of my co-workers.

But why did I do it? Why did I sabotage my workplace reputation like that?

The next day, I saw that someone had left their phone in the break room. I thought about grabbing it and using it to send that video link to someone in my family, just so that I could feel the worst possible humiliation.

But I stopped myself. I managed to get a grip of myself, prying myself away from that phone. It was a rare moment of self-control that saved a lot of heartache in my family…

But it wasn’t self-control that stuck around for long. That afternoon, I received a message on my Instagram asking if I would be interested in meeting up for anal sex. “Only if I can stream it,” I said with a grinning emoji.

And he agreed. I don’t know why I was surprised. I don’t know why I gave him a time and my home address. I started scrambling, getting myself ready for my date: sex with a complete stranger. I was about to lose my anal virginity to some horny man who reached out to me online. Why was I doing this?

I felt ill as I cleaned my place. I almost passed out a few times while dolling myself up. I knew that I still had time to end this cray charade… but instead, I buzzed him up to my apartment.

I let him touch me in my doorway. I led him to my bedroom, which was already set up, with a camera and a tripod, hooked up to my laptop, which was one button away from streaming.

He had a mask with him. Now, he was putting it on: a balaclava-style black mask, which made him look like some sort of rapist. I started the broadcast. I crawled onto the bed, on my hands and knees. He came up and flipped me onto my back. Within moments, there was a cock in my mouth: the cock of yet another stranger. He pushed it down my throat. He groaned as I sucked him.

That bitter taste of his nervous sweat reminded me that I was straight. I didn’t like sucking cock. I didn’t like being handled by a man, having my masculinity stripped away from me as I was reduced to something so submissive.

But I did like the humiliating pinging sound of watchers joining that stream, getting a free show. The dinging picked up in pace. I gazed over to see that hundreds were watching my humiliation… and then thousands once the man had me pinned down on my stomach, cock sliding into my asshole.

I didn’t even know his name. I knew nothing about him. I didn’t even know if he was clean. I just… let him fuck me. He fucked me for forty long minutes, taking the occasional break to make me suck his cock, to make me taste my own asshole on his long, veiny shaft.

And after ejaculating inside of me, he dressed himself and left without saying a word, leaving me exhausted on that bed: limp, without even the energy to turn off the broadcast. For a full hour, hundreds of people just watched as I lay limp: fucked lifeless.

My face was dark red once I finally got the strength to pull myself up and turn off my computer. I couldn’t believe what I’d done. I knew that people were constantly recording those sessions and posting them onto questionable porno websites. What had I just exposed myself to?

It really did seem like I was on a path to complete destruction.
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The therapist was an older man, with grey hair where he wasn’t balding, and patchy grey spots in an otherwise charcoal beard. His office was dimly lit and small. There was no couch, like I was expecting: just a plastic chair in the corner that was rather uncomfortable.

I’d waited weeks for that appointment, after enduring the most embarrassing doctor’s appointment of my life (in which I had to tell my doctor that I was trying to sabotage my life with sexual self-humiliation). “Tell me about what’s bothering you,” he said with a high-pitched voice that didn’t match his look at all.

In fact, that voice took me so off-guard that it took a moment for me to recollect my thoughts. “I’ve been doing bad things… on purpose,” I said.

“Go on…”

“I keep… doing things that I know will be humiliating, because I get some sort of… rush from it.”

“Give me more details,” he said.

“Well…”

“Provide for me an example of one of these situations,” he said.

“Okay… Well, just last week, I… uh… Well, I did something sexual, and I did it in a way that people could see.”

“What does that mean? Please, Michael, be specific.”

“I met a man on, uh, Grindr. I sent him pictures of myself dressed like a girl. Then, we met up at his apartment, which was on the second floor, downtown. He pushed me up against his window, and uh… he had sex with me. People down below could see us. It was right during rush hour. People were taking videos, and…”

“But you enjoyed it?”

I nodded my head.

“How can you be sure that you enjoyed it?” he asked inquisitively. He stared into my eyes, making me feel like an idiot. “Are you sure you don’t just feel like you deserve to be punished for something, so you’re satisfied by the punishment? How do you know that you are enjoying it—because enjoyment is different than satisfaction…”

“Well…” I said, turning red all over. “I came. You know—ejaculated. I came… two or three times, on his window. He never even touched me, and I didn’t touch myself. It was just so… arousing.”

“So it’s sexual arousal when you say enjoyment?”

“I guess so,” I said, turning my gaze away in embarrassment.

“And this happened just the one time?”

“Oh… no,” I said. “It’s every day. I… I went to a gas station across town, where I’ve heard there’s a… you know—a glory hole. I dressed up like a girl and I… Well, I sucked men off for over two hours. And when they came, I made sure that they came on my face. Then, with about six loads on my face, I walked home. I didn’t wipe it off. I just… wanted to be humiliated.”

“And when did this start?”

“It just started out of the blue, about two months ago,” I said. I explained my backstory to him.

“You just decided to make a new video, out of the blue?”

“Yes,” I said. “But please—I want this to stop. By some miracle, I still have friends who don’t know, and my parents don’t know, and I really don’t want them to know… but at the same time, I get so excited when I think about them finding out and being so ashamed of me… to think that I could be doing something so perverted that they just… disown me.”

“That’s not normal, Michael,” he said with a narrowed gaze.

“Don’t you think that I know that!” I snapped. I took a breath. “I’ve had some sort of mental breakdown; I’m sure of it. I can’t get through a day without forcing myself into some humiliating situation. I start to get these horrible ideas—and believe me, I haven’t acted on the worst of them. I get these horrible ideas, and I just need to get it out of my system. I don’t even want to tell you what I did last week.”

“What did you do, Michael?”

“Oh God,” I groaned, planting my face into the palms of my hands. “I sold myself… as a prostitute. I found a website where escorts advertise, and I made a listing for myself. I wrote that I would do anything, and I made myself as cheap as the website would allow me. And so many men messaged me. I met with some of them, and I let them abuse me in so many… degrading ways.”

“Like what?” he asked with that narrowed, inquisitive look.

“I don’t want to say.”

“Just say it, Michael.”

“I let a man urinate on me. Actually… it was three men; they took turns. One man pried my butt cheeks apart while the other two peed into my, uh, butthole. They laughed and watched as I ‘squirted’ their pee out. Then they took turns having sex with me. They were chugging water the whole time, and would occasionally just… pee on me while we had sex.”

“And you enjoyed this?” he asked.

“I did…” I admitted. “And the same day—later in the evening—a man paid me to have sex with, uh…”

“With who?”

“With his… grandfather. It wasn’t really sex; it was more just… a blowjob, and some grinding… and a lap dance. The man was old… in his nineties. He smelled awful and was just bones and wrinkles. But I guess… he’d made some admission to his grandson about some sex fantasy with a ‘feminized young man’, so I was hired. I did it for thirty bucks. It was so disgusting, but I did it.”

“That’s quite… something,” the therapist said.

“I just need it to stop, doc. I don’t want to live like this. I don’t know why this is happening—but it needs to stop. I—I can’t live like this anymore!”

“Okay, Michael. Just relax. We’re going to get to the bottom of all of this. I’ve dealt with sexual masochism disorders before, and there is usually a reason behind the issue. It’s often from the suppression of some fantasy. The fantasy becomes stronger the longer it’s suppressed, until there’s a sudden break in the mental state of the patient, which results in a very over-dramatic version of the original sexual fantasy.”

I nodded my head slowly, trying to follow along.

“Now… Take me back to your old job, when you were made to dress up for this promotional work video.”

“Okay… What about it?”

“Did you receive any sexual gratification from the filming of that video? When the girls did your makeup for you, and put you into that dress, was there any… excitement?”

“No,” I said. “I honestly didn’t even care in the moment. It was just another stupid video that our manager was making us make.”

“Because your fantasies now seem to be rooted in that moment—but they’ve grown and become overly exaggerated. When that video went viral, you were embarrassed, no?”

“Yeah, of course,” I said.

“So you dressed as a girl and suffered some level of humiliation. Now, we need to figure out why you’ve started to crave that same formula.”

I just stared at him.

“Tell me, Michael. Had you ever fantasized about crossdressing before?”

“No,” I said quickly.

“Are you sure about that?”

“Yes.” I was sure of it.

He stared at me, as if trying to see that I was bluffing. “Never?”

“Never,” I said.

“But after seeing yourself in that video… Did you ever think about it?”

I paused. “Did I think about it? I mean… It crossed my mind. I would see that video, and I would see myself in it, looking like a girl, and I would wonder if it was just some… fluke. If maybe it was some filter he put on the video, or if it was a fluke of the lighting or camera angle. So yeah, I would wonder if I really looked… like a girl. And the only way to know would be to dress up like one and just see for myself.”

“But you never did,” he said.

“No. I didn’t want to entertain the idea, because it was… dumb. I’m a guy, not a girl, so it doesn’t really matter if I can look like a girl, because it changes nothing about who I am at the end of the day. You know?”

“But you thought about it. You must have thought about it a lot.”

“Of course,” I said. “People would come in to work and they would make comments about how ‘cute’ I was—stuff like that. They’d all seen the video, so it was impossible to know if they were teasing me or being genuine.”

“But you could know… if you dressed up to see for yourself. But you kept suppressing that urge—correct?”

I paused for a moment. “Sure.”

“And the people who saw that video… the comments that people would post online. What were they like?”

“Guys would just send part of the video to their friends, to get their buddies to admit to thinking I was hot, so they could do a ‘gotcha’ thing. It was just guys pranking each other—mostly. Sure, there were some weirdos who were into it… but it was mostly just guys making fun of each other.”

“But these guys…” the therapist went on. “If they were sending each other the video, they obviously thought that their friends would find you to be attractive, which means that they probably, to some extent, found you attractive.”

I blushed.

“And of course you realized that, and that just made you even more curious. Right? But you didn’t allow yourself to cross-dress. Were you worried that you would like what you saw?”

I blushed more.

“And now that you’ve caved to that growing fantasy… Do you like what you see, when you’re dolled up?”

“I, uh… I mean—no. I don’t like it.”

“Why don’t you like it?”

I was so red. I didn’t want to say it… but I was paying for that session; there was no sense in hiding anything. “I don’t like that I look like an attractive woman. Men aren’t supposed to pass as attractive women.”

He stared at me. Then, after a moment, he said, “What makes you think that?”

The question surprised me. “What makes me think that? That men shouldn’t look like women? It’s just… the way it is. Men shouldn’t look like girls. Men should look like… men. I mean—why do you think it’s so humiliating to be dressed up? Because it’s… wrong.”

“You’re going far beyond dressing up to receive the humiliation though,” he said. “You’re engaging in gross sexually perverted acts with strangers, or broadcasting yourself on the internet doing terrible things to your body. If dressing up as a girl was so humiliating, wouldn’t you be satisfied by simply… dressing up as a girl?”

I felt my skin turning white now.

“Have you tried going out as a woman—without sexual intentions—and just… been out, to see how people react to you?”

“No, of course not.” I wanted to add in, ‘Because there would be no point to satisfy my masochism,’ but I realized that sentence would just prove his point before I even said it.

“Michael, this week, I want you to do something. I want you to dress up as a woman, for one hour each day. I want you to go out into public. Go to a cafe. Go to the movies. Go to a restaurant. Or just go for a walk in a public area. Don’t sexualize yourself; don’t put on lingerie or short skirts that don’t cover your rear end. Just dress like a normal woman. Take careful note of how people react to you. Absorb this information and make a new conclusion.”

The idea sounded mildly humiliating, which gave me a bit of a jolt… until I got dressed up (with makeup and all) and went out, and realized that there really wasn’t much humiliating excitement to be found simply dressed as a woman.

I was wearing a new dress that I’d picked up at Value Village after my appointment. It was knee-length, with fitted sleeves and a slight poof to the shoulders. It was cute, but not overly sexy. I wore it for an hourlong walk through town. I wore it at a cafe. I wore it on the bus home. I kept looking around, trying to spot giggling faces… but my therapist was correct: nobody cared.

I went out again the next day. I fought away temptations to ‘slut’ myself up more. I didn’t put on the lingerie skirt. I didn’t go out in the sheer bralette. I just wore a little blouse and denim shorts that I also got at Value Village.

No one cared.

Why didn’t anyone care? I stopped in a public bathroom to gaze upon myself in the mirror. I stared for a long time. Sure—I looked mostly like a girl, but I had masculine features that I couldn’t hide, that would always be there. People could surely see those features from certain angles—maybe not everyone, but most people…

Yet nobody was saying anything. Nobody was looking at me strangely.

I don’t know why, but I started to feel a bit frustrated. My therapist was correct: being out dressed as a girl really wasn’t humiliating. In fact, after doing it for a few days, it just seemed… typical.

Even when a young man approached me with blushing cheeks and asked if he could get my number, I felt a pang of initial frustration. A part of me was hoping he was coming over to make some rude comment, or to tell me he knew who I was. But he was just there to get my number, because he thought that I was cute. “I was born a dude,” I said to him, hoping he would become flustered and horrified and run away—but he just stayed there for a moment before saying, “I wasn’t really sure, to be honest; but I sort of had a feeling. You’re still super beautiful. So, uh, can I get your number?”

I bit down hard on my tongue. “I, uh, guess so,” I said. I gave it to him.

I went home. I felt so strangely underwhelmed. I felt a bit disappointed… but there was something else: those urges that I was used to dealing with on a daily basis really weren’t so paralyzing.

Sure, I was still tempted to change into something more slutty. I was tempted to go out to some dodgy club and let the grossest man take me in some nasty bathroom—those strange urges were still there, but they weren’t so controlling. My common sense was able to keep those urges at bay—but what had changed? Why did walking around like a girl make me less viciously promiscuous?
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Ihad another appointment with my therapist.

“Tell me about your week,” he said to me.

“It’s been…” I took a moment to think. “It’s been quiet, I guess.”

“Is quiet good or bad?” he asked.

“I suppose it’s good. I mean—I didn’t really do anything that could potential ruin my life, and that’s a bonus. But on the other hand, it was just so…”

“So what?” He leaned in with a curious look on his face.

“Underwhelming,” I said.

“Any… masochistic instances?”

I blushed and looked down. “Actually, just one, and I suppose it wasn’t quite as extreme as other instances.”

“Care to tell me about it?”

I bit my lip. “Well, I went and deleted my, uh, escorting account, like you suggested I do. But I guess someone had saved the ad, and still had my phone number. He messaged me and he asked if I would be interested in, uh…”

“What?”

“Letting him watch me… with his wife.”

“You had sex with a married man’s wife to fulfil his cuckold fantasy?” my therapist asked me.

“Sort of. I mean… She had sex with me. With a, uh, strap-on. It was really big—like… twelve inches long, at least. And her husband—the guy who hired me—sat in the corner, filming it and masturbating. She used the whole thing, which hurt quite a bit. It was thick—thicker than my wrist. And I found out after that he was broadcasting it on some born website for cuckolds. I have to admit that it turned me on when I got home and found the video online, and saw that hundreds of people had watched me getting… dominated like that. It made me want to think of even naughtier things to do.” I could feel my heart rate increasing as I retold the story. I could feel that familiar excitement. “But—the next day, I did what you said, and I went out as a girl, in regular girl clothes, doing regular things. And then… for some reason those urges kind of went away.”

He smiled. “So it’s working then?”

“What’s working?” I asked. “I mean—why do my urges to be naughty stop when I go out and act like a typical girl.”

“I can only speculate,” he said. “But I feel that my hunch is correct.”

“What’s that?”

“I suspect that you weren’t quite honest with me before—either consciously or subconsciously—when you told me that you never thought about wearing women’s clothing before the instance with the viral TikTok video. I think that the desire to dress like a girl—and perhaps to be a girl—has long been inside of you. I don’t believe you knew about it until after you were dressed up for the video, and you saw what your feminine potential was—but then you saw yourself and realized there was a real potential for you as a woman, which strengthened the desire to be a woman.

“But after that, you pushed those feelings away, and those desires turned into a phantasy—that is to say, something you daydreamed about but didn’t have any intentions of manifesting into a reality, at least consciously. But that whole time, those desires became stronger and stronger.”

“What does that have to do with… wanting to suck some stranger’s penis in a metro station? What does it have to do with letting men urinate on me.”

“You attribute femininity to submissiveness, and that’s simply an extreme form of submission—allowing a man to have complete dominance over you, no matter how crude or degrading. But when you satisfy that deep-down desire to be dressed as a woman—to be a woman—your subconscious doesn’t feel the need to overcompensate for what it’s not getting.”

I nodded my head slowly. It was hard to believe the words coming out of his mouth, because it just sounded so… simple. But I stuck to his ‘plan’ over the next few days, and I started to notice that those urges were fewer and farther between. In fact, some days would go by and I would experience no urges at all.

But there were still some lapses. Sometimes—particularly at night, when there was a bit of liquor involved—an opportunity to be naughty would sneak up on me, and it was hard to turn the opportunity down. There were a few instances I decided not to tell my therapist about—like when I was at a club and a bachelor party came in. One of the men started flirting with me, and then I pitched the idea to him: ‘Do you want to gang-bang me in a hotel room?’

Their eyes lit up with that taboo excitement. It was fun, though there were a few weird moments, like when the groom-to-be began sucking my cock—and he didn’t stop until I was ejaculating in his mouth. Then, he started kissing his best man, swapping cum from mouth to mouth before the turned back to me and started taking turns in my asshole again.

I didn’t tell my therapist about the incident—mainly because the thought of telling him was just too embarrassing. And honestly, I really wasn’t all that into the idea of suffering any additional humiliation. Now, I preferred my humiliation in small, controlled doses.

I was quickly starting to realize that the real satisfaction came when I was dolled up, feeling feminine, out in the world where people could see me—where people could see that I was a girl.

Once I came to that conclusion—that I was meant to be a girl—that’s when things really felt like they truly went back to being normal again.

Though maybe ‘normal’ isn’t the correct word, because really, life was far from the ‘normal’ that I was used to. I guess the word I should be using is ‘right’. Once I decided to accept that I was happier as a girl, everything just felt… right.

THE END
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SHACK UP



Dave just started a new job as a caddy at the local golf course. It’s a good job, despite the long hours. The pay is good. The people are fun to be around…

But the job may not last, because the owner of the golf course is planning to sell the property to condo developers, unless the course can start being more profitable.

There is some hope: rich businessmen willing to spend big at the club, as long as they can have pretty girls caddying for them. Well… the club doesn’t have any female caddies, but maybe Dave can pass with a bit of help from the clubhouse waitresses.
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My father shook me awake. I recoiled into a tight ball, thinking I was being attacked by some home intruder.

“Wake up, lazy-ass,” he grunted. “One day in, you’re already over the new job?”

“I have an alarm set,” I groaned, waving him off.

“I thought you started at 6:30.” He pulled the covers off of me. “It’s 6.”

“The alarm is set for 6:15,” I said. “The golf course is five minutes away.”

“What? You ain’t gonna shower?” he said. “You ain’t gonna fix your hair? Aren’t you required to wear decent clothes? What kind of lazy bum operation is this? I thought this was a high-end country club.”

I rolled out of bed, knowing that he wasn’t going to leave me alone until I was up. I waved him off and dragged my feet towards the bathroom. He just followed me with a big grin on his face. He had recently retired and no longer had to wake up early for work. My entire life, he bitched and moaned about having to get up at six every morning; now he was doing it voluntarily, apparently just to torment me.

He stood outside of the bathroom door, apparently listening to me brushing my teeth. “I had to get up this early for thirty-five years,” he said. “You’re already burnt out on day two.”

“I’m not burnt out,” I said. “It’s just early, dad. Lay off a bit.”

“I had to be at the shop by 6:45, every morning, for thirty-five years,” he said, as if he wasn’t repeating himself. “And I had to work twelve hour shifts for the first ten years. You have it easy—you kids. You get a job at a golf course and you’re home by 3. You know when I got home?”

“Seven?” I said, doing the simple math.

“Seven,” he said, as if he didn’t hear my answer. “Then I had to spend an hour putting your baby ass to bed, and that gave me about two hours to wind down before just falling asleep and doing it all over again.”

“What do you want from me?” I said after spitting out toothpaste. “An apology?”

“All I’m saying is that you have it easy with this job. How much they paying you again? Twenty an hour? You have no idea how lucky you are. Eight bucks an hour—that’s what I made for almost a decade. After twelve hours, I’d go home with less than a hundred bucks—and they had me working hard. A lot harder than just following some rich old dudes around a golf course all day.”

“That’s not all I do,” I said.

“So what else do you do. Are you not a caddy?”

“Yeah,” I said. “We get assigned to golfers and whatever, but we also have to work the clubhouse, deliver drinks…”

I swear I could hear him rolling his eyes. “You have it so easy, and you’re still complaining.”

“I ain’t complaining!” I cried. “You’re putting complaints into my mouth. I told you: I’m just tired.”

I rolled on some deodorant and emerged from the bathroom. He followed me back to my room.

“You going to watch me change?”

He rolled his eyes and turned away from me, but he didn’t leave. I slipped out from my sweats and pulled on a pair of Calvins, and then my tan dress shorts. I wriggled into my red work polo—and I was ready for work. “Now I have fifteen minutes to kill,” I said. “Thanks a lot.”

“What about breakfast?” he asked.

“It’s free at the clubhouse.”

“Pack a lunch?”

“Free at the clubhouse.”

He rolled his eyes again. “You have no idea how easy you got it.”

“Alright, dad.” He was annoying me with his ‘we boomers had it so rough’ shtick, so I decided to head to the clubhouse early. “I’ll see you this afternoon.”

He rolled his eyes once more—and probably kept rolling them after I left. I jumped on my bike and was at the clubhouse about six minutes later. I could get there faster, but I was in no rush, so I pedalled slowly.

I wasn’t thrilled about the early mornings; I’d never really had to get up that early for anything before. Even back in high-school, I never had to get up earlier than six. Maybe there was the odd event that forced me out of bed early, but the thought of waking up this early every day… it was a bit dreadful, though I was hopeful that I would get used to it.

The course was quiet: a few old guys lingering around the parking lot, waiting for the clubhouse to open. The clubhouse was still dark, meaning my manager hadn’t yet showed up to turn on the lights. So I went around back to the caddy shack, hoping to find one of my coworkers, but the shack was empty.

I took a seat and leaned back in my chair. I looked out at the second hole. Now, the groundskeeper was whipper-snipping around the trees: the only other living soul on the course.

“You write your start time down wrong?” a voice asked behind me. I perked up and looked back to see my manager, with his straw hat over his balding head. He was probably about my age, but his genetics were just terrible, making him look damn-near forty.

“I’m just a bit early,” I said. “My dad woke me up and chased me out of the house.”

“You’re more than a bit early. I don’t have you starting until nine.”

“What? Nine?”

He reached out and tapped on the chalkboard, which, indeed, had me starting at nine.

I groaned. I thought about my options. I could go home and sleep for a couple more hours. I could go and play some video games. I could… Hell—what could I do that early on a weekday?

“If you want the extra work, I can pay ya to clean up the concession. Fryer needs a good clean. The floor is nasty. The whole thing needs a good scrub. Probably a good two hours of work—but that doesn’t mean you’re getting overtime. It’s just an option I’m giving you.”

“Yeah, sure, whatever,” I said. I saw a grin on his face, and I knew that I’d just agreed to some shitty work⁠—

And I was correct. The concession, which was at the ninth hole, looked like it hadn’t been cleaned in years. It was a small stand that sold hot dogs, burgers, fries, and beer. The hot plate was nasty, with years of burnt food crusted on it. The floor was slippery with spattered frying oil. There was a mini-fridge that smelled so vile, I could only assume someone put milk in it a year earlier and nobody was brave enough to deal with it.

I gagged a few times—particularly when I was cleaning that fridge. There were mouldy buns in one cupboard. I was surprised they had let it get this bad. This was a high-end country club and rich dudes ate burgers from that stand.

It was around 8:30 when my manager pulled up in a golf cart, still with that grin on his face. “How’s it going?” he asked. He gazed into the concession stand and his eyes widened. “Wow. It’s actually clean. And it doesn’t smell like shit. Good for you, Davey.”

“Thanks,” I said, mustering up a tiny bit of enthusiasm.

“We don’t actually use this stand. We haven’t in… four years. We realized it wasn’t worth it to staff this concession when we can just have a caddy drive orders out on a cart from the main kitchen.”

I was less than enthused, but tried not to look miffed.

He started laughing. “But hey—way to show that you’re serious about the job, Davey.”

“It’s just Dave, sir,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue.

“It’s a good thing you’re here early. We’ve got a tee-time in ten minutes from now and they asked if there’s a caddy free. They didn’t book one, but you’re here. I can move you to them, and then when Rick comes in at nine, I’ll put him with your original group. Hop in.” He patted the seat next to him. I left my bucket and rags in the abandoned concession stand and got a ride back to the caddy shack.

I was still annoyed with him.

“You’re going to be very happy with me,” he said.

I feigned a smile and nodded.

“Think of it as a reward for passing the test.” He winked at me.

I kept that feigned smile on my face.

Then, at the caddy shack, he pointed to a group of dolled-up bimbo girl, no older than 35, in tiny skirts and skintight blouses. “Nine hole booking. Bachelorette party. A few of them are already tipsy,” my manager said. “Help them pick their clubs. Wash their balls. Pick their missed shots out of the weeds. You know the drill.”

“O—Okay.”

“Have fun, kid.” He gave me a pat on the back.

I was a bit awkward approaching the girls. I could smell the perfume from fifty yards away. Two of the girls were wearing skirts that didn’t even cover their asses. They were all taking pictures for their social media pages. Their giggling was a sweet sound. Maybe this did make up for two hours of scrubbing rotten milk out of a sputtering mini-fridge.


2



The girls were flirty. They were tipsy. They kept taking photos of themselves, sometimes even flashing their cleavage. One girl said she was on OnlyFans. “You won’t tell on me if I make some content, will you?” she asked, batting her long fake lashes.

“You do you,” I said, blushing.

She pulled her top down and asked me to hold her phone while she shook her breasts for the camera. I was beet-red.

The girls kept jokingly flashing each other: lifting their skirts to show off their lacy slut panties, or pulling down their tops. One girl motor-boated the other one.

One girl asked if I had a girlfriend. “Not right now,” I said coyly.

“Oh. Are you gay?” she asked.

“What? No,” I said. “I like girls.”

“Oh. You’re just—kind of, like, a twink.” She blushed and giggled. She was drunk and probably didn’t realize that she’d just insulted me. I kept that smile on my face. I wasn’t too hurt by the comment; I knew that I was underweight.

One of the girls was dared to spank me on the bum. I pretended to laugh with them when they broke out laughing. Then, one of the girls came up to me and said, “If you’re actually straight, you should really start… working out.”

“Okay,” I said with a casual smile. We were only at the fourth hole and the excitement of being with a bunch of hot girls was fading. Now, this was just starting to feel a bit… annoying. As the girls drank more, they became more blunt, and I don’t think they realized I was getting tired of being told that I was short and skinny.

“I dated a guy who would wear these little lift insoles when we went out,” she told me. “They made him almost three inches taller, which made it less embarrassing to be out with him on dates.” I knew that she was suggesting I do the same.

The girls were slowing down: playing less golf, doing more drinking and chatting. They let another group play through—and then another. Only the bride-to-be was any good at golf; the others were garbage, so we didn’t move fast.

Part of my job was to try to keep parties like this one moving, so they didn’t gum up the course, but nothing I said made these girls any more motivated to move on, so I was trapped with them for hours.

One of the girls grabbed my arm and squeezed. “Even if you just did some curls a few times a week! Girls like bigger arms. If you’re short, you really need to put on some muscle.”

“I’ll consider that. Thanks,” I smiled.

But it didn’t end there. On hole-seven, the girls all wanted to stand up next to me, to see if I was shorter or taller than them. I was taller than two girls, shorter than the others. Then they wanted me to compare hands. It was getting old fast.

“You’re just so… petite,” one girl giggled as she sipped from a cocktail, which was sloshing and spilling on the ground because her level of tipsy had officially crossed into drunk-territory.

One girl puked into the sand trap. I had to radio for the groundskeeper to come and clean the mess. I didn’t tell the groundskeeper about the girl who puked in the woods; I figured nobody would notice and the bugs would deal with it.

I was thrilled when it was time to drop the girls off at the clubhouse. One of them gave me a tip: a lousy ten-dollar bill, which didn’t seem like much for four hours of abuse, but I accepted it with a smile.

My day wasn’t finished. I was allowed to order a lunch from the clubhouse, and as soon as I was finished, my next group arrived: three businessmen from the city. Two were golf pros; the other was trying his best—and looked embarrassed every time he sliced a ball into the woods.

This party was the polar-opposite from the girls. They didn’t want help; they didn’t want club suggestions. They didn’t want me fetching their balls from the weeds. The one guy didn’t even want me touching his bag, so I just carried the other two in the cart for them. I want to say that it was way better than being with the girls, but really, it was boring. The men talked business, and their business-talk was like a foreign language. I just stood there most of the time, wishing I could be sitting because my feet were sore.

They wanted to play the full course—but they kept stopping to talk business, so there was a whole lot of standing.

I found out that day that I wasn’t finished working at 5:00 PM. I was finished working when my last party twas finished golfing. So I was on the course until 8:30 PM: fourteen hours after I showed up for work.

They tipped me twenty bucks.

At least the pay was half-decent: eleven hours at $20/hour. That was more than I’d made at any other job (not even including the $30 in tips I received). But I was tired, so I went home and crashed hard after eating some cold supper. Then, it seemed like minutes later when my dad was shaking me awake. He didn’t seem to care that I had an alarm set.
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The days were long, and it took some getting used to. I’d only worked part-time jobs before: a few hours each week at some clothing shop, and then the two hours per week I worked at the movie theatre when I was fourteen.

The other guys didn’t seem to mind the long hours, standing on their feet. They seemed perfectly fine when the day was over, and many of them would even hang around the caddy shack for an hour or two, drinking beer. Hell—some guys would work twelve hours, drink with the other caddies for two hours, and then play a whole round of golf in the dark after the club was closed to members—and they would be perfectly fine for work the next morning as if they had endless stores of energy.

I guess I wasn’t quite that lucky. Or maybe I just needed to work more before I got to that same level. “How long have you been working here, Rich?” I asked one of the older caddies one evening. We were hanging out at the driving range, which was closed for the night to the public.

“Well… Let me think.” He dropped a ball onto a tee and positioned himself. “Eighteen years.” He struck the ball and sent it soaring an impressive 400 yards.

I was speechless. I could barely reach 250—and I thought that was pretty good. “Eighteen years? And you like it here?”

“Like it?” he said with a chuckle. “I don’t like it. It’s the worst job ever. It sucks here.”

“So why do you work here then?” I asked him.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve been here eighteen years—since I was fifteen years old. I’m a high-school dropout. If I tried to apply for another job, my resume would just say that I’ve been a caddy for eighteen years without any raises or promotions. Nobody would hire me.”

He hit another ball, just shy of four-hundred yards. “Eh,” he groaned. “I’m better than that.”

I went to get my things from the caddy shack and found four other caddies sharing a case of beer. They looked up at me. One guy smiled and tossed me a beer. “Hey new guy. You going to hang out tonight?”

“I start at six tomorrow,” I said, looking towards the horizon where the sun was already setting. I barely had enough time to get home, eat, and log eight hours before it was time to wake up for my shift.

The guys all laughed. “So do we,” they said. “Just have a drink.”

So I took a seat and clutched that beer. It was warm and the taste was kind of stale. They continued talking about girls.

“Vanessa,” one guy said. “I took her to the Rays game on Saturday.”

“Did you fuck her?”

He nodded his head.

The guys got loud: some cheering, some groaning. “You’re so full of it.”

“I’m not,” he said. “It was real.”

“So what. Is she, like, your girlfriend now then?”

“Nah—I asked her if she wanted to go see a movie and she told me she’s not interested in being more than friends.”

The guys all laughed as his face turned a dark shade of red. Then, gazes started turning to me. “New guy,” said one of the older caddies.

“Yeah?”

“Which girl is your type?”

They all stared at me, awaiting my response. “Um,” I said. “I don’t know. I don’t know any of the girls.” The clubhouse restaurant had about ten girls on staff: hostesses and waitresses, who sometimes got onto golf carts to run food and drinks out to golfers. Some of the girls were very pretty… and pretty much every one of them was out of my league.

The guys groaned. “You haven’t seen one girl you like?”

“I’ve been too busy, I guess,” I said. “I haven’t really had any downtime.” Okay, maybe I was lying a bit. There was one girl that had caught my eye. She had served me my free lunch every day. I think her name was Nora: a cute little blonde with a heart-shaped face and a slightly-upturned nose. She was the only girl on staff (that I was aware of) who was shorter than me, and maybe that was part of the reason I was drawn to her… and she smelled amazing… and she was always smiling. Her smile looked so genuine, as if she was actually happy to be there—and that gave me hope that there was something of value in working at that country club.

“He likes someone,” said one of the guys. “ I can see it in his eyes.”

“The girls will be off soon,” said one of the guys, checking his watch. “We should go kidnap them and take them for a cruise.”

The guys all grinned, even though the plot sounded very… illegal. I didn’t want to be part of some kidnapping scheme… but it didn’t sound like real kidnapping. It sounded more like a fun prank…

“New guy—are you in?” one of the guys asked.

“I should get home,” I said.

“He’s in,” said another guy with a big grin on his face. Then, he took me by the wrist and tugged me over to one of the golf carts. The other guys got into carts as well: six in total. I sat nervously in the passenger seat of that cart, thinking these guys were about to get me fired.

The engines fired up and we took off down the first hole, taking a long detour to the clubhouse. First, the guys wanted to treat the carts like ATVs, making them race as fast as they could go, through narrow trees pathways, over hills that acted like little jumps.

The men laughed loudly as I clung on for dear life, feeling the cart teetering onto to wheels on more than one occasion.

They looped around the third hole, which was around the back of the clubhouse. One of the girls was out back, tossing a bag of trash into the dumpster. She paused when she saw us coming. She was frozen for a moment, and then she tried to run back into the clubhouse, but the men were too fast. With roaring laughter, they pulled up next to her and grabbed her, pulling her into the cart.

“Go, men!” Shouted the older caddy, standing up on his cart. “Take the women! Fast!” He spoke in a weird accent—possibly trying to sound like a viking. “Go, men, go!”

The men charged into the back of the clubhouse, which had recently closed. Moments later, they emerged with the women. Some of the women were giggling and jogging alongside the men, and a few were being carried out, kicking and crying out, “You’re going to get me fired!”

The men pulled all of the girls into the carts and then we raced off again. The kitchen manager—an older woman with frizzled brown hair—stepped out and called out, “Come back here! The girls aren’t finished closing the damned clubhouse yet!”

My driver rolled his kidnapped girl onto my lap. She reached down and grabbed my thigh for support, so she wouldn’t be thrown from the cart as we raced back across that curvy third hole. It was a moment before I recognized that floral smell, and realized Nora was currently sitting on my lap. We went over a few bumps. Her soft bum bounced on my lap—and I hate to admit this, but I started to become… hard.

She looked down for a moment—possibly noticing my embarrassing erection. Then she looked back with a concerned look on her face. I blushed and tried to feign a smile. Then she smiled. “You’re the new guy, right?”

I nodded my head. Then we hit some more bumps, making her bounce harder on my lap with her squishy tush. She gripped my thigh tighter. “Hold on!” our driver shouted.

We went down a steep hill. The girls screamed. I possibly screamed as well. Then, we took a hard turn down towards a small pier where a little boat was moored (the boat was used to collect balls from the lake). The men parked the carts and jumped out, suddenly producing multiple cases of beer.

And suddenly, the women weren’t so upset about being kidnapped; they all settled onto the pier and cracked open beers and started chatting as if picking up on some recent conversation. It was all very surreal.

I drank a beer. Nora sat next to me—but I didn’t really talk to her much (or at all). My body was all tensed up, humiliated by the awkward erection incident. I knew that she felt it, and she was probably going to tell her friends that I got a boner while she was on my lap.

And the fact that she wasn’t talking to me just made it even more awkward—until we heard a distant yelling. We all looked back to see the kitchen manager stomping over the green, shaking her fists in the air. “Get back and finish working now!” she shouted. “I’m going to report all you boys to your manager!”

“Scatter!” shouted one of the senior caddies. We all jumped to our feet. Nora smiled at me and said, “See you tomorrow, Dave.”

She knew my name? Did I tell her my name? That smile on her face… was it genuine?

There was no time to think; we had to scatter before we were recognized by the kitchen manager. I ran towards the woods, where none of the other guys had gone. I ran fast and hard—and then froze when I stumbled on one of the caddies cock-deep inside one of the hostesses. He was fucking her against a tree. They both froze and looked at me, pants around their ankles. I blushed and nodded my head, and then I kept running. I ran across three holes, got onto my bike, and then I raced home to get some sleep before my next shift.
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Iwas starting to settle into this new job, though still dealing with the constant exhaustion, when everything suddenly changed.

It was a nice morning and it was the first morning that I didn’t struggle to get out of bed. I’d set my alarm for 5:55 AM, knowing that my dad would be there at 6:00 AM to pester me awake. I showered and got dressed and then I went to the clubhouse early. I was surprised to see so many people there, already working.

I went to the caddy shack to check in, and saw my manager pacing back and forth, as if he was trying to figure out some serious conundrum. “Everything alright?” I asked.

He looked up at me. “It’s good news, bad news, Davey,” he said. “Club owner sent a message out last night. He’s considering selling the course to some apartment developer. I guess he got some big offer that’s way above the market value. If he decides to sell… well—obviously, we’re all out of work.”

“Why would he want to sell?”

“Well, he’s getting old. He retired a decade ago, but maybe he wants to amp up his retirement: upgrade his yacht, buy a new mansion in Colorado. Who knows? He basically issued us an ultimatum: be more profitable, or he’s selling.”

“Did he give a timeline?”

“Two months.”

By the look on his face, I could tell that he was expecting the worst, which meant that I had roughly two months to find myself a new job. It was a shame, because I’d just started getting used to this job. The pay was better than anything else I could find, it was close to home, and I was actually kind of starting to like the people.

Just the night before, I stayed late with the other caddies for the ‘unofficial monthly caddy tournament’. It was a nine-hole tournament played in the dark: all of the caddies facing off against one another, with a waitress or hostess as their caddy. It was all nonsense fun, of course. The girls put on caddy uniforms (with the shorts rolled up and the shirts tied up at the sternum). Jerry, one of the senior caddies, didn’t play, but instead ‘announced’ the whole tournament with a megaphone and his best TV-announcer voice.

The winners got to pick what the losers did for a a full hour on their next mutual day off. I ended up coming in eighth, out of ten, so Rich, the guy who came in third, got to pick what I would be doing on our next day off. That was coming up in just a day…

I assumed it would be something silly, like cleaning his bathroom—or streaking across the course naked.

I wasn’t thinking about that now though; instead, I was worried about my job. “Is there anything I can do to help?” I asked my manager.

He shrugged his shoulders. “If you know anything about advertising. We really just need to start filling all of the tee-times. And that takes me to the sort-of good news. Some rich dudes booked out the whole course for the day. They literally booked every single tee-time. They get here at eight.”

“They booked every thirty-minute slot for fourteen hours?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Rich businessmen from Japan. Old guys. And it’s a good thing you’re here early, because Marcus is running late and he was supposed to train the girls.”

“Train them for what?”

“These old Japanese guys requested female caddies. I guess there’s this thing in Japan where you can go to the bar and pay to have girls hang out with you… kind of like escorts, but no sex or kissing—just company. Anyway, they very much wanted that same experience while golfing here. But we have no female caddies, so Marcus was going to take Nora and Annie and show them what you need to do as a caddy.”

“Sorry I’m a bit late,” a girly voice said behind me. I turned to see Nora approaching. I froze when I saw that she was wearing a little hoochie dress. Her hair was all curled perfectly, and she was wearing a full face of glam makeup, including glitter on her cheekbones. “Does this look okay?”

My manager nodded. “I’m sure they’ll be happy. Marcus is running late, so Davey is going to run you through the process.”

She locked eyes with me, and I suddenly felt small. Before, I knew that she was a bit out of my league, but there was a glimmer of hope in the back of my mind. Now, there was no hope; she was way out of my league if she was able to look like this.

I took her over to the first hole, but we still had to wait for Annie to show up. “So…” I said. “You, uh… look nice.”

“Thanks, Dave,” she smiled. Then came the silence. It was an awful silence, with her looking so pretty as she stood there staring at me. So I decided to just start with the ‘lesson’.

“So, uh, the biggest thing you’re going to need to know is which clubs to give them. They don’t want to have to tell you to grab their seven or their five or their pitching wedge… you should just know what they’ll want and be ready to hand it to them.”

“Okay,” she smiled. “So what’s the difference.”

I paused. Did she really not know the difference? “Uh…” I bit my tongue. “Well, like, you have your drivers… and then⁠—”

Before I could finish, she said, “What does a driver do?”

I stood there for a moment. There was no way she was going to be able to caddy for these rich Japanese dudes. “The driver is for… driving.”

“Like the cart?”

I thought for a moment she was pranking me. Then, her face turned red and she said, “I’ve never played golf before. Sorry. It’s not really my thing.”

“You really don’t know what a driver does?”

She shook her head with wide eyes. “Is that bad?”

I tried to explain the difference between the clubs, and when to grab them—but I could tell that I’d lost her. She was looking at me with a glazed look. Then Annie showed up, so I restarted the talk, but Annie had the same dumbfounded look on her face. “You really don’t know what the putter is for?” I said.

“Putting,” Annie said.

I let out a sigh of relief.

Then, she ruined the moment. “Is putting when you hit it off the little stick? Or is it when you hit it softly into the hole at the end?”

I felt my skin turning white. “The end…”

“What’s P?” Nora asked, picking up the club labelled with the P.

“Pitching wedge.”

They stared at me, as if they didn’t hear the five-minute speech I made about the pitching wedge. This was going to be a disaster.

I went over to my manager, who was now in his little office, looking at the Instagram sign-in page. “What are you doing?”

“I made a post online, and everyone said to try advertising on this Instagram thing. You know anything about it?”

“Uh… I don’t know,” I said. I didn’t want to get into it. “I just wanted to ask you a question about the girls.”

“What about them?”

“Maybe it’s not so much a question. But, uh… they have no idea what they’re doing. This is going to be a disaster if we let them caddy for the party today.”

He stared at me. He looked annoyed. His lips were pressed firmly together. He closed his eyes after a moment and I heard a loud groan slipping out from his mouth. “What solution are you offering, Davey?”

“I’m not offering a solution. It’s just… they don’t know anything about golfing. Surely one of the other girls knows something…”

“There aren’t any other girls willing to come in this early,” he said. “These guys will be here in an hour. Can you not get the girls up to speed in an hour?”

“I really don’t think so. They’re, uh… nice girls. But they’re retaining nothing.”

Then, he called the girls into the office by shouting their names. They came a moment later. “Pop quiz,” he said to them. “I’m about fifty yards from the green. What club am I using?”

The girls looked at one another and then they looked at my manager. “A golf club,” Nora said… and sadly, it was a genuine answer to what she thought was a trick question.

My manager groaned, shaking his head. “You’re right, Davey. This is going to be a disaster.” He took a deep breath. “Maybe you could just caddy with the girls. You can get the clubs for the men, and the girls can just… be girls.”

Then, out of nowhere, Annie said, “We could dress Davey up like a girl and the guys probably wouldn’t know the difference.” Nora giggled. I blushed, not thrilled about the little joke—and less thrilled when I looked at my manager and saw that his eyes were wide. He was perked up, intrigued.

“That… is not a bad idea,” he said.

“What?” I said, feeling the colour draining from my face.

“I mean—these guys… I spoke to them on the phone—they barely speak any English at all. They’re from a totally different culture. They asked for girls to caddy their game. They were specific about that more than anything else. But I doubt they would really even notice if Davey was dressed up like the two of you.”

“Sir,” I said, feeling an awful sickness now churning in my stomach. “With all due respect I don’t think that I would… pass.”

“I could make you convincing,” Annie said suddenly, with optimism and enthusiasm. “I used to make my brother look like a girl all the time, and he’s taller and stronger than you.”

This was starting to feel like a ‘roast’.

“I can’t talk like a girl. I can’t… act like a girl.”

“You don’t have to talk, Davey,” said my manager with a bright smile. “That’s the beauty of the situation. These guys don’t speak English and they just want someone to drive their carts, hand them clubs, and look cute.”

“I really don’t think it’s a great idea,” I said.

But he ignored my answer. “Annie. Take him to your place and doll him up. We’ll see if he looks half-decent. If not, he can get cleaned up and just tag along with you as a man—though I don’t think these guys will appreciate that so much.”

I stuttered. Now, there was a fist-sized lump in my throat.

Annie and Nora exchanged a mischievous glance, clearly amused by the sudden turn of events. "Come on," Annie said, already pulling me gently by the arm towards the door. “We’ll make you into the cutest caddy ever. You honestly have the face for it.”

I hesitated, feeling utterly out of my depth. This was far beyond anything I had ever expected to deal with at work. There was probably a lawsuit in all of this somewhere… But I was too shy to object—too shy to stand up for myself and put my foot down.

As we walked towards Annie's car, my mind raced with the obvious objections and uncertainties. Dressing up as a girl? Trying to convince strangers that I was a girl?

It felt like a surreal nightmare.

Annie, sensing my discomfort, tried to lighten the mood. "Don't worry," she said with a grin. "We'll make sure you look fabulous. Plus, you'll probably earn some decent tips from these rich guys! I heard that they might be Japanese mafia. Yakuza, or whatever.”

Her attempt at humour did little to ease my nerves. "I'm not sure about this, Annie," I managed to mumble, my voice betraying a mix of anxiety and disbelief.

Nora, who had been quietly observing, spoke up reassuringly. “It's just for today. And think about it—we could all use the extra cash. If we do a good job, these guys might even request us again. Morgan said they’re in town all month for some big business deal.”

I nodded hesitantly, not convinced but feeling strangely compelled to follow through—maybe even just because I wanted to impress Nora. Though it was hard to believe that I would impress her by dressing like a girl and showing her how masculine I wasn’t…

As we arrived at Annie's place, just across from the golf course, she immediately pulled out a collection of makeup and clothes that seemed to materialize out of thin air. "Okay, let's get started," she said cheerfully, as if we were embarking on a fun makeover session.

There was nothing fun about this…

"Okay, let's get started," Annie said, her voice bright and energetic. She gestured towards an old armchair draped with a floral-patterned sheet. "Take a seat, Davey. This will be fun!"

Fun…

There was nothing fun about this. I sank into the chair reluctantly, feeling like a prisoner awaiting execution. The chair creaked beneath me as I shifted uncomfortably, trying to ignore the scent of flowery perfume that seemed to linger in the room.

Annie began with foundation, dabbing it onto her fingertips and gently smoothing it across my face. The sensation was foreign and unsettling, like a layer of artificial skin being applied. The smell of the foundation, a mix of chemicals and something vaguely floral, filled my nostrils.

How did this happen? An hour earlier, I was getting ready for a normal day of work. Now, I was being played with like some sort of child’s dress-up doll. My masculinity was being stripped away from me. I was being forced into this… humiliation.

"Relax, Davey," Annie coaxed, noticing my stiffness. "You're doing great."

I forced a weak smile, trying to comply as she continued her work. I was tempted to tell her that my name wasn’t Davey. I hated ‘Davey’.

She moved on to concealer, applying it under my eyes and on any imperfections she deemed necessary to hide. Each touch of the brush or fingertip sent a shiver of discomfort down my spine. The makeup felt heavy and unnatural, like a mask I couldn’t remove.

Next came the blush, a rosy powder that she swept across my cheeks with a soft brush. It was oddly ticklish, and I fought the urge to squirm as she blended it into my skin. The smell of the blush was faint, a powdery scent that mingled with the lingering perfume in the room.

Annie's hands moved swiftly and surely, transforming my face into something quickly unrecognizable. She applied eyeshadow in subtle shades of brown and beige, accentuating my eyes in a way that made me feel exposed and vulnerable. At least I didn’t look like myself. At least nobody would see me and say, “Dave, is that you?” With each passing minute, I looked less like myself and more like… something else.

At first, I looked like a generic ‘drag queen’, looking quite ridiculous, as if I was mocking women. But the more Annie blended that makeup, the less I looked like some sort of imposter, and the more I looked like… the real thing.

Finally, she applied mascara, delicately brushing it onto my lashes. The tiny, precise movements made me flinch involuntarily, but she reassured me with a gentle touch on my shoulder.

After what felt like an eternity, Annie stepped back with a satisfied nod, holding up a mirror. "There! What do you think?"

I stared at my reflection in the mirror, a strange mix of emotions swirling inside me. The person looking back seemed like a stranger… at first, it seemed so ridiculous, but the more I looked, the more I could see… a female.

The makeup, though expertly applied, felt like a jokey disguise—a barrier between who I was and who I was pretending to be. But the more I got used to it, the more it seemed somewhat convincing.

"I... I guess it looks... good," I managed to stammer, unsure of what else to say.

Annie beamed, clearly pleased with her work. "You look fabulous, Davey," she said cheerfully. "Those guys won't know what hit them!"

They weren’t finished. Next came the wig: a blonde wig that touched my shoulders. They worked together to style it, realizing we were running short on time.

I stared at my reflection in disbelief. The person looking back at me bore little resemblance to the Dave I knew.

"You look great, Dave," Nora chimed in, giving me an encouraging smile.

Feeling like I was in a daze, I managed a weak smile in return. "I guess I'll, uh… give it a shot."

Annie clapped her hands together. "That's the spirit! Now quick: Get into the bathroom and shave your legs. My razor is just on the edge of the tub.”

I did as asked: another humiliating few minutes, watching the last of my masculinity swirl down her bathtub drain.

“Now let's go back to the club and knock their socks off." Annie giggled: a cute sound that would have normally made me feel all giddy and shy, but now it was just a dreadful sound, because it seemed like she was giggling at my discomfort.
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Back at the clubhouse, my manager's eyes widened as we walked in. "Wow… Is that you, Davey!?” He jumped to his feet and then he roared with laugher. “My God, you look like a girl! You actually pulled it off," he said, clearly impressed. That excitement was genuine… too genuine. "Okay, let's get you girls out on the course. Remember, just smile, nod, and be charming. The less you say, the better."

This was all happening so fast…

With a deep breath, I followed Annie and Nora out to meet the group of wealthy Japanese businessmen. They were indeed older, with an air of seriousness about them that made me nervous. But as we approached, they greeted us warmly in Japanese, their smiles genuine and welcoming. They ogled the real girls—Annie and Nora—and then their gazes fell upon me. They looked at me with a strange amount of curiosity. I was wearing a halter-dress that offered no cleavage, because I had none to offer.I wondered how obvious it was that I was male. Is that why they were staring at me? They looked at each other with smiles and exchanged words in Japanese.

Annie and Nora effortlessly slipped into their roles, chatting and giggling as they handed out clubs (which I whispered at them to hand out) and rode along in the carts. I did my best to mimic their mannerisms, silently handing out clubs, fetching balls, and smiling politely when addressed—though I was never really addressed. By the second hole, we were like accessories for the men. They babbled off in Japanese with each other, and we were just… there.

The businessmen seemed delighted with our presence, occasionally nodding approvingly at me when I handed them a club or retrieved a ball from the rough. Every time Annie or Nora bent over to pick up a ball, they would become silent as they turned to stare at her. It was quite… misogynistic, for lack of a better word. Then, I heard that same silence when I bent over to pick up a ball. That silence made me quickly pull down at the skirt of that little dress, covering up my bum, blushing all over. I looked over and saw Annie and Nora giggling.

The men chatted amongst themselves in Japanese, occasionally gesturing towards the course and pointing out landmarks.

And then there were the occasional gestures towards us ‘girls’. At first, we would approach when we saw those gestures, but then they would wave us away. “No. No. No need,” they would say, using their sparse English. But they were definitely talking about us.

Of course, I could only assume they were talking about me, and how I didn’t quite look right. I assumed I looked absolutely ridiculous, especially once I started breaking a sweat, and I assumed my makeup was starting to face and smear.

Then, finally, after the ninth hole, I slipped into a bathroom and checked my makeup in the mirror, and I saw that I looked even more feminine than I remembered looking when the girls dolled me up at Annie’s house.

I stood before the mirror and stared at my reflection with a mixture of disbelief and curiosity. Annie's makeup skills had worked a miracle—or perhaps it was just the surreal circumstances—but there was no denying it: I looked more like a girl than I wanted to admit.

The foundation had blended seamlessly into my skin, evening out any imperfections and giving me an almost porcelain-like complexion. The blush added a delicate rosiness to my cheeks, enhancing the contours of my face in a way that softened my features. The eyeshadow, applied in subtle earthy tones, brought out the colour of my eyes and gave them a depth I hadn't really noticed earlier in my state of dread. Even the mascara framed my eyes with a subtle elegance that just seemed… impossible. My lashes weren’t actually that… girly—were they?

I leaned closer to the mirror, studying every detail. The makeup didn't necessarily hide who I was underneath. I could still see myself in those eyes. My appearance was… strangely intriguing. For a fleeting moment, I felt a pang of admiration—if I saw a girl that looked like me, I would have probably taken a second look—and then I would have probably written her off as ‘out of my league’.

But as quickly as the admiration came, so did a wave of uncertainty. This wasn't me. I was Dave. I was a dude. I liked women and I liked masculine things like sports.

And now, the thought of facing those Japanese businessmen again, knowing they quite possibly saw me as a woman, sent a shiver down my spine.

I took a deep breath and attempted to compose myself. "You can do this," I muttered to my reflection, trying to muster the same confidence Annie and Nora had shown throughout the day. "Just go out there and play the part."

Straightening my shoulders, I exited the bathroom and rejoined Annie and Nora in the clubhouse. They glanced up, their expressions a mix of relief and encouragement. "You okay, Davey?" Annie asked, her voice gentle.

I nodded, offering a tentative smile. "Yeah, I'm... I'm good. Let's just finish this… and never talk about it again.”

Together, we made our way back out onto the course, where the Japanese businessmen were waiting at the tee for the tenth hole. As we approached, they looked up and greeted us with polite nods and murmured words in Japanese. I responded with a smile, feeling the weight of their scrutiny upon me.

Throughout the remainder of the round, I played my role as best as I could—smiling, nodding, and occasionally handing out clubs.

The girls were actually starting to learn a little bit about golf. They knew when to hand the men drivers and putters, and they were getting better at identifying when to use a 5-iron instead of a 9-iron.

As we reached the final hole, one of the businessmen approached me with a nod of approval. "Good caddy," he said, using the extent of his English vocabulary. His compliment, though simple, was enough to ease some of the tension coiled in my chest.

With a smile, I thanked him with a little bow of the head. Then, he handed me a wad of cash. “Tip.”

I was stunned. The weight of that wad… was he really giving me that cash?

Before walking away, he took the opportunity to look me up and down: an obvious ogling gaze that took in every little details—and it lingered on my chest for a long moment (as if he thought that stuffed bra was actually a pair of tits). I managed to smile while being ogled. He nodded his head and walked off.

Then, a hand grabbed mine. I looked over to see Annie, smiling. she flashed a wad of cash in her own hand. She giggled with excitement, and then I saw Nora with a wad of her own. I’d assumed we would have to split the wad I was given—and I was totally fine with that. But it was all for me!? It was more tip money than I’d made from any golfer before—maybe even combined!

We waited until the businessmen were gone from the parking lot before I went into the bathroom to wash off the makeup, pull off the wig, and change back into my proper caddy outfit. Now, it was only 3:30 PM, and there were no golfers scheduled to tee off, because the businessmen had booked the entire day.
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After the exhilarating but surreal day with the Japanese businessmen, the clubhouse roared with its usual nighttime energy. The senior caddies, like senior members of some fraternity, were determined to prove that they could party every night without fail.

Jerry, one of the senior caddies with a penchant for mischief, was holding court near the bar, regaling everyone with exaggerated tales of his golfing exploits. His booming voice echoed through the clubhouse, drawing laughter and cheers from the gathered crowd of friends who had heard those same stories dozens—maybe hundreds—of times.

An impromptu game of darts had broken out in one corner, with bets and banter flying as each player aimed for the bullseye with varying degrees of success. It wasn’t long before guys were getting brave girls to stand by the dart board so they could see who could land darts as close to their heads as possible without hitting them.

Meanwhile, a group of waitresses had commandeered a corner of the clubhouse, where they were deep in discussion about… something. They kept giggling and looking over at the men. They looked at me a number of times, making me think they were discussing my ‘disguise’ as a female caddy. I tried not to let it bother me.

When I went to the bathroom, I saw that there was still a bit of black under my eyes from the pencil-eyeliner. It was hard to wash off (I tried again in the bathroom), so I just decided to live with it, since everyone already knew what I did.

Some guys poked fun at me, sure, but they were all mostly jealous of the tip I got when they found out I got eight-hundred dollars. I have to admit that it was kind of nice having them all jealous of me at the end of that embarrassing day; I really thought it would be hard to look them in the eye after doing what I did.

Amidst the chaos, I found myself standing by Nora, both of us still flushed with adrenaline from the day. She flashed me a playful grin, her eyes sparkling with a hint of mischief. "Can you believe today?" she exclaimed, her voice tinged with excitement. She was blushing. Was she trying not to laugh, remembering me all dolled up?

I chuckled "I honestly thought we wouldn't make it through the morning," I admitted, shaking my head. I sipped my warm beer.

Annie sidled up next to us, her expression gleeful as she waved a wad of cash in the air. “Let’s fucking GO!” she shouted. “I’m getting DRUNK and I’m fucking whoever I WANT. WOO!” She lifted the skirt of her dress and flashed her panties, which I’m pretty sure had a big pee stain on them.

Then, out of the noise of the room came a booming voice: “POOL PARTY!”

Suddenly, the clubhouse emptied out. I just ran along to keep up. Then, without even taking off their clothes, everyone started jumping into the clubhouse pool. Water splashed high in the air. Girls giggled and guys cheered. Someone threw a beer on me before yelling, “Get in the pool, loser!”

Now, I had to get in the pool to rinse off the beer, so I jumped in with them. Nora jumped in next to me. We swam around in the chaos for a bit. Her giggling was contagious, so I started giggling too. Then we both got out of the pool, and my anxiety struck hard when I saw that her white shirt was now transparent, and she was doing nothing to hide her breasts. No bra. She had those large saucer-plate nipples.

“Are you okay?” she asked, looking into my eyes with a grin.

I wanted to tell her that her tits were basically out, but I didn’t want to sound like a creep. “I’m fine. Uh… Tired, from the day, I guess.”

She pushed her wet hair back, flaring out her chest. A part of me was convinced that she was trying to seduce me.

I cleared my throat. “What time do you work tomorrow?” she asked.

“It’s my day off tomorrow.”

“Oh. Too bad. I work all weekend. Then I’m off on Monday and Tuesday.”

“I’m on Monday and Tuesday.”

“I’ll see you Wednesday then,” she said, her breasts still trying so hard to pull my focus down.

“Nice TITS!” Annie shouted as she skipped by. She spanked Nora on the ass. Nora turned to Annie and lifted her shift, shaking her body to make her tits bounce.

“Jealous!?” Nora shouted back.

I was flushed with embarrassment.

“Groundskeeper is coming!” someone shouted. Then, just as fast as we arrived, we were leaving. Everyone ran out the gate and scattered in different directions. It was fun and exciting. I held Nora’s hand until she was pulled away by a friend. Then, I was running on my own, towards my bike. I hopped on and raced home—something that was becoming a nightly ritual.
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Iwoke up to a message on my phone. It was Rich. “You coming over or what?” he wrote. He was, of course, referring to me having to do whatever he wanted me to do for a full hour.

I groaned, and then told myself that I could come home and nap after I finished doing whatever Rich wanted me to do. My weekend plan was, after all, to catch up on rest. My shifts at the golf course ran so long—some nights I barely had eight hours at home before I had to go back… though maybe that was partially my own fault for sticking around the clubhouse to party with the other caddies—the senior caddies who never seemed to tire, who never seemed to suffer the symptoms of a hangover, even after drinking a dozen beers and getting just four hours of sleep before a long shift.

Rich was one of those senior caddies who had been working for nearly a decade at the club. Now, he lived in a small trailer that was literally parked on clubhouse property, behind the woods of the sixteenth hole. “The only person who knows I live here is the groundskeeper,” he told me when I stepped into his trailer on that Saturday morning. He tossed me a beer. I groaned at the thought of drinking a beer at 7:30 AM, so I politely set it down on his peeling countertop. “I pulled the trailer up here six years ago,” he went on. “I thought someone would eventually come and tell me that I have to move it… but nobody has ever come to say anything. Every now and then Carl will come and whipper-snipper around it, but he says nothing.”

“You just live here for free?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “It’s pretty good—once you get used to the fact there’s no running water, no working bathroom, and no electricity. But you get used to that fast.”

“Where do you take a shit?”

“In the woods,” he said, motioning out the window.

I looked out. Technically, those woods were part of the sixteenth hole. “On the golf course?”

He shrugged his shoulders.

I shook my head. I’d been in those woods many times, retrieving balls for golfers. I was disturbed to think how close I’d come to one of Rich’s bowel movements. “Whatever—What do you want me to do for the next hour?”

“Well, first of all, you need to get dolled up like you were for those Asian dudes.”

I felt the blood suddenly draining from my face. “W—What?”

He smiled. “What? You were hot. Go and get dolled up again at Annie’s place. Then, come over here and work on this.” He led me outside and motioned towards four large empty planter boxes. “I figure since nobody is kicking me out, I may as well have my own little garden.” There were bags of compost, bags of top soil, and cartons of transplants.

“You want me to make a garden for you?” I said.

“As a girl.”

“Why as a girl?” I asked, feeling violated before I’d even done anything.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. It’s my hour. I won. You lost. You have to do what I want, and that’s what I want. Nobody said I have to justify my decision.” He was blushing, as if he actually liked the thought of me being dolled up. Now, he was grinning, looking away from my coyly. “The guys were all talking about how hot you were last night,” he said with a chuckle.

“I’m not hot. I mean—I’m not a girl,” I said.

“Yeah, I know,” he said bluntly. “I’m not an idiot, Dave. So anyway—Annie is waiting for you. Go and get dolled up. The hour starts once your back.”

I argued, of course. I didn’t just accept this fate. I tried to negotiate, but my negotiation attempts were a failure because Rich just wouldn’t budge. I tried to make the getting dolled-up part of that hour, but he wouldn’t accept it. “Why are you being such a poor loser?” he kept asking.

And then I just had to accept my fate. I went back to Annie’s place. I knocked on the door, feeling so awkward and humiliated before the process had even begun.

Annie threw the door open with a big smile. “Davey!” she said. She did a little dance in the doorway and then moved aside so that I could enter. I walked in slowly. “I just want to get this done with. A bet’s a bet,” I said. Then I looked around and saw that the house was trashed, as if she’d thrown a raging party. There was a man sleeping naked on the couch. His cock was slumped over his thigh.

Annie waved him off. “One night stand,” she said. “He wasn’t good. He only lasted, like, a minute. What good is a big cock if you can’t last at least five minutes?”

I was tense all over. I tried not to look at the passed out naked man. She had her makeup all set up nearby.
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"Okay, Davey, let's get you dolled up," she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She grabbed a makeup brush and started to apply foundation on my face. Her hands were gentle yet steady. I tried to hold as still as possible, hoping it would be finished as quickly as possible.

As she continued to work on my makeup, I noticed she kept looking at me with a flirty sort of gaze. She kept biting her bottom lip. She kept turning her gaze down to my lap, eyeing my crotch.

Annie's hands moved to my collarbone and then down to my chest, teasing my nipples gently through my shirt. I felt my cock stiffen in my pants and I could see the hunger in her eyes. She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “My date last night was so underwhelming. Maybe you can just… pick up where he left off.”

Before I could react, she pulled my shirt up and over my head, exposing my chest to her touch. Her fingers danced across my skin, sending shivers down my spine. I couldn't help but groan in pleasure as she continued to tease me.

Was this really happening?

Maybe I wasn’t so upset about this after all. Maybe there was a silver-lining to this lost bet.

She bit her lip and turned her attention back to my face. “We shouldn’t,” she said suddenly. I was frozen. I wanted to tell her, ‘We should,’ but I didn’t want to be creepy.

But she kept gazing down at my lap. She was squirming with a horniness that I’d never seen from a woman before.

As she continued to work on my makeup, she also undid my pants, freeing my cock from its confines. She took it in her hand, stroking it gently while her eyes locked onto mine. I could feel myself getting harder and harder, my need for her intensifying with every passing moment.

She leaned in closer, her lips barely grazing my earlobe as she whispered, "You know, I've always wanted to suck a femboy cock.” And with that, she sank to her knees in front of me, taking my cock into her mouth.

I couldn't help but groan in pleasure as she licked and sucked on my shaft, her eyes never leaving mine. The sensations coursing through me were intoxicating, and I felt my resolve crumbling with each pass of her tongue.

I had lost the bet, but in that moment, I didn't care. In fact… I was thrilled.

As she continued to suck me off, she reached around and groped my ass, pulling me closer to her. I couldn't help but thrust into her mouth, my cock throbbing with each movement.

Just as I was on the brink of orgasm, she stopped, her eyes filled with a mixture of hunger and anticipation. "Not yet," she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “Don’t be like him.” She motioned over to the passed out naked man.

She stood up, her eyes locked onto mine as she unbuttoned her shirt and pulled it off. Her breasts were perfect, full and perky, and I couldn't help but stare at them in awe.

She pushed me down onto the couch, her eyes never leaving mine as she straddled me. Her thighs pressed against my cheeks, and I could feel the heat emanating from her core.

As she rode me, I could feel my cock swelling even more, aching to be inside her. My need for her was overwhelming, and I couldn't take it any longer.

I reached down and grabbed her ass, lifting her up and positioning my cock at her entrance. With one swift movement, I thrust into her, feeling her tight pussy enveloping my shaft.

She cried out in pleasure, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy. I could feel her walls contracting around me, and I knew I was close to losing control.

As I pounded into her, I reached down and rubbed her clit, feeling her body shudder in response. Her moans grew louder, her hands gripping the back of the couch for dear life.

I could feel my own orgasm approaching, my balls tightening and my cock throbbing with need. And then, just like that, I erupted, filling her with my seed as she rode me relentlessly.

She screamed out. Her pussy gushed a clear fluid, all over my chest. It was warm and wet, dripping everywhere. She stood up slowly, my cum falling out of her. “Don’t worry,” she said. “I’m on the pill.” She just let the cum fall out, and then she went back to doing my makeup. It was silent… and surreal. It wasn’t long before I started to wonder if any of it had really happening. The only evidence was the huge wet spot on my chest from her squirting.

“You’re all done, Davey,” she smiled. “Thanks for the orgasm.”

As I walked back to Rich's trailer, I couldn't help but feel a sense of numbness and confusion. The encounter with Annie had been intense, to say the least, but it had also left me feeling a bit used and violated.

It wasn’t a romantic encounter; it was just her filling a sexual void that her date had left unfilled the night before… and I was also apparently satisfying some fetish she had (which explained a lot). Annie had a thing for ‘femboys’, so I understood why she was so determined to volunteer to doll me up. She got some sexual satisfaction out of making me look like a girl⁠—

And she really did make me look like a girl. Now, she had me wearing a little red crop-top and a tiny pair of red booty shorts. She had a choker around my throat and that wig was back on my head. I was, once again, mostly unrecognizable—and probably convincing to anyone who didn’t know me.

Now, looking at my reflection in a car window, I remembered Rich telling me that the other caddies had a conversation about how ‘hot’ I was. Were they fantasizing about fucking me too?

I shook off the thoughts. It was too disturbing to think about other men fawning over me.

Rich was outside, watching me intently as I approached. He had a mischievous grin on his face, and I knew he was enjoying watching me struggle with my emotions. I tried to put on a brave face, but I could tell he saw right through me. That grin… Oh God—I could tell he had bad thoughts on his mind. Now, I couldn’t help but wonder if this was something that they were thinking about before I even got dolled up. I’d always been smaller than the guys, after all…

“Let’s get this over with, alright?” I mumbled, trying to keep my voice steady.

Rich laughed and clapped me on the back. “Girl voice,” he said. “For the next hour, you have to stay in character.”

I couldn't help but fume at his lack of sympathy for the situation. But I knew he wasn't going to let it go at that.

"Come on, let's go work on this garden," Rich said, leading me outside. I followed him hesitantly, not wanting to be anywhere near him, but knowing that I had no choice. “And when I say ‘let’s’, I, of course mean you will garden and I will watch.”

I got to work right away, knowing the clock wouldn’t start until work started.

I got the planter boxes filled with rich soil, and I carefully transplanted the seedlings. I felt a small surge of pride at my work, but it was quickly tempered by the absurdity of the situation, seeing Rich sitting there, ogling me from a lawn chair. He had no shame. I felt like reminding him that he was staring at a man, but I was starting to think that he was either gay or bisexual, and the reminder would be of no use.

He wasn’t hiding that he liked what he saw. I looked at my reflection in his trailer window. To be fair to him, Annie had, once again, done a pretty good job in terms of making me look like a girl. I mean… I actually looked like a girl. And I was actually kind of… cute. I mean—all things considered, of course. I didn’t like looking like this. I couldn’t wait to get my proper clothes back on—even though they were wet from Annie squirting all over them.

I kept gardening. I realized I never checked the time when I started, and I was trusting Rich to be honest about that full ‘hour’, though I probably should have clocked in at some point as a safety.

Rich watched me for a long moment, then suddenly moved closer. He grabbed my arm, pulling me towards him. "Hey, I was thinking," he said, his voice low and husky. “You’re hot. I’m horny...”

I stared at him, stunned. "Are you serious?"

He grinned, his eyes dark with lust. "Dead serious. And, uh… I can’t really help it anymore.”

Before I could react, he had me pinned against the planter box. His hands were on my hips, forcing me to bend over. I struggled against him, but it was no use.

As I stood there, helplessly, Rich pulled down my little red shorts and the borrowed girls’ underwear, exposing my ass. He positioned himself behind me, his cock hard and ready. I tried to brace myself for the pain, but I knew it was inevitable.

He spat. He smeared. I just froze up, accepting this fate for reasons that I couldn’t quite wrap my own head around.

He thrust into me, his body slamming against mine with brutal force. I screamed out in shock, my hands clawing at the ground as he fucked me relentlessly. It didn’t hurt like I thought it would—at least not physically. But he was taking something away from me: a dignity that I never knew I valued until that moment.

I struggled against Rich's advance, my body tensed as he forced himself deep into me. Despite the awkwardness and humiliation, there was a strange sensation building within me… I couldn't deny that there was a part of me that was turned on.

As he continued to thrust into me, with me bent over that planter box, I tried to focus on staying in character as a girl. I could somehow vividly imagine what the other caddies might have thought if they could see me in this position. The idea of them fantasizing about me filled me with a mix of shame and arousal. Why were these thoughts coming into my head?

My mind raced, trying to make sense of the situation. Why was I enjoying this? Was it just the after-effects of the bet and the makeup and the outfit? Or was there something deeper?

He groaned. He plunged deep, using every inch of his throbbing cock. I couldn’t believe this was happening. This was a man that I worked with, and out of nowhere, he was ass-fucking me!

I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction in submitting to Rich. It was like a sort of… surrender. My whole life, I’d tried so hard to be who I was supposed to be, and that was strangely… exhausting. I was a man, but in this moment, I was allowing myself to be fucked like a woman. It was so taboo, and somehow that made it all the more enticing.

As Rich continued to pump into me, I found myself becoming more and more lost in the moment. My body reacted to his touch in ways that I never thought possible. I felt my cock stiffening, my arousal reaching a peak. I felt a wetness between my legs. I don’t know if it was pre-cum or if I was wetting myself.

Finally, Rich stopped, pulling out of me and leaving me panting and breathless. I felt a sense of loss as he stepped back, leaving me to recover from the intense experience.

I straightened myself up and adjusted my clothes.

I looked at him, my eyes locked onto his, and I knew that something had changed between us. We had crossed a boundary that couldn't be uncrossed, and there was no going back to the way things were before. At least that’s how I felt; I’m not sure the same look was in his eyes. The look in his eyes was… uncaring, like he’d already forgotten about pushing himself on me, as if none of it mattered and things would continue as normal moving forward.

Suddenly, Rich's grin was wider than ever, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "You ready to finish the job, beautiful?” he asked, his voice low and husky.

I nodded, my voice still shaky from the intense ass-fucking. As we walked back to his trailer, I felt a sense of euphoria, still tingling between my legs.

I finished planting his garden. I’m pretty sure it took longer than an hour. Then, I went inside to get cleaned up, and was quickly reminded that the bathroom did not work, so I had to awkwardly walk to the bathroom on the fourteenth hole of the golf course, avoiding the weekend golfers as I snuck across the greens. I’m sure a few of them saw me: that horrible walk of shame (and I was waddling because my ass was so sore).
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Monday came around. I was working a shift with Rich, and we were assigned to the same group of golfers together. I thought that it was going to be weird, but he just acted like nothing happened—at all. He was just his usual smiley self. He even had the audacity to ask me, “What did you get up to this weekend?” I’m not a therapist, but I was pretty sure that this was the definition of ‘gaslighting’. He was making me feel like I’d lost my mind.

Or maybe he really just didn’t care to let what happened affect him. He didn’t want any drama in his life, and he refused to let this become drama. And in a way, that was… refreshing. I had to quit my job at the shoe store after asking one of my co-workers if she wanted to go out to a movie with me; after I asked her out (and she said no), working around her was just too awkward; she wouldn’t look at me, she asked our manager to switch shifts so she wouldn’t be on the floor with me, and she told the other employees that I was being ‘weird’.

But Rich didn’t do anything like that. He did… nothing at all.

And I was starting to think that the whole ‘getting dolled up’ thing was behind me, until that evening, when we were cleaning up the caddy shack and my manager approached me to say, “The Japanese fellows are coming back. I guess they had a great time and insisted on booking out the course for Wednesday again. I’m going to need you to caddy again. And, uh…”

He didn’t have to say it. “You want me to dress like a girl?” I asked.

“Yeah. If you don’t mind,” he said. “You, Nora, and Annie—same as before.”

As I stood there, waiting for my manager to continue, I could feel the dread building up inside me. I knew what was coming, and I knew that I wouldn't be able to avoid it. I was going to have to dress up like a girl again and cater to the whims of those Japanese golfers.

When my manager finally spoke again, he said, "So, we're going to need you to be ready early, just in case they arrive before the course opens. So, make sure you're dressed and ready to go by 6:00 AM, alright?"

I nodded, even though I was far from alright. The thought of dressing up like a girl again, of being objectified by those golfers, filled me with a mix of fear and anger. But there was no way around it. It was my job. At least I knew they tipped well. The thought of making another tax-free $800 cash… Maybe I could endure another day of emasculation.

As I went home that night, I felt uneasy. I knew that I was going to have to face my fears again—one more time—to submit to the demands of my manager and the whims of those Japanese golfers. But as much as it made me uncomfortable, there was a part of me that was excited too.

The next day went by in a blur. There wasn’t a minute that the feminization wasn’t on my mind. Annie had called in sick that morning—positive for Covid—so I was informed that I would be doing my makeup on my own. At the end of the day, my manager brought me a box that he’d picked up from Annie. “It should have everything,” he said. “Makeup, outfits, a wig, perfume. Maybe watch some YouTube videos and make sure you look… you know—cute.”

I snuck that box into my house, horrified my family would see it—or that they would see me all dolled up, and then think that I’d lost my mind.

I awoke to the sound of rain falling outside. Great, I thought. Not only was I going to have to dress up like a girl again, but now I was going to have to do it in the rain.

As I stood in my room, looking at the clothes that Annie had picked out for me, I groaned. It was all ‘slut’ clothing: skintight, short skirts, low-cut tops, and dresses that belonged in a lingerie shop.

But I knew that I couldn't back out now. I had to go through with it.

I spent over an hour doing my makeup, trying to match what Annie had done before. I don’t think I did a bad job, but I quickly gained an appreciation for that skill. I must have redone my eyeliner, like, six times before feeling satisfied with it.

After getting dressed, I looked at myself in the mirror. I barely recognized the person staring back at me. I was wearing a short red dress, my hair piled high on my head in messy curls, and my makeup was done in a way that made me look years younger. I felt like a completely different person, and yet, deep down, I knew that it was still me beneath the façade.

Though, most importantly, I was convincing… and kind of cute. I caught myself smiling. I caught myself posing. I even caught myself blowing a little kiss at the mirror. I blushed all over. I had to admit that there was something rather satisfying about getting dolled up like that.

As I walked out to the golf course, I could feel the eyes of the other caddies on me. Some of them were impressed, others were giggling. But none of them said a word. At least they knew that I was being told to do this for work—and I’m sure they had heard about the $800 tip I’d made the week before. Maybe there were even a few looks of jealousy.

When my manager saw me, he gave me a nod of approval. "You look great," he said.

As we waited for the Japanese golfers to arrive, I was uneasy. What would they think of me this time? Would I pass again, or would they see through my ‘disguise’? The rain was surely going to work away at my makeup. After eighteen holes, my bare face would surely be exposed… though maybe my bare face was feminine enough to pass without makeup. I tried not to consider that possibility.

When the golfers finally arrived, they just wanted to get started, and as we walked down the fairway, I could feel my body tense up in anticipation.

They looked over at Nora, who was beautiful as usual. They smiled, and then they looked at Katie, who was newer to the clubhouse. Now, Katie was wearing a dangerously short skirt; she’d told me that she used to work at a nightclub, and would rake in big tips by giving guys lap dances—so I don’t think the short skirt bothered her much.

One of the golfers spoke to me in broken English. “Look pretty," he said. "Good job."

I wanted to tell him that it wasn't a job, that I was going through this because I had to, not because I wanted to. But instead, I just nodded and smiled, trying to act the part.

It wouldn’t have been so awkward had it not been for the other caddies, who apparently decided to stick around the course, even though there were no other tee-times booked. They followed us around, keeping a good eighty-yard distance. They just watched, as if this was somehow so entertaining. Finally, around the ninth hole, they got bored and went off to do other things (or maybe my manager shooed them away).

“Order food,” said one of the Japanese businessmen. So we showed them the menu, let them point to what they wanted, and then Nora called the orders in. The golfers didn’t want to continue golfing until they ate. They took shelter from the rain in one of the course’s pergolas. They chatted in Japanese while we took their clubs and started cleaning them—just to keep busy while we waited.

Then came Antonio in a cart, with their food order. The businessmen were thrilled and got straight to eating. Then, Antonio tapped me on the shoulder and said, “Manager wants to chat with you. I’ll give you a ride.”

“Okay,” I said.

But it was a lie. Antonio took me around the bend to a quiet part of the course. He parked the cart and looked at me. I hardly knew him, and had only spoken to him once or twice.

He sat there, staring at me with a red face.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Can you… keep using that girl voice that you do?”

“W—Why?”

“It’s hot.”

“Hot?” I said. “Aren’t you going to take me to the manager?”

He shook his head. “I lied about that.”

Antonio leaned in closer to me. His breath was hot on my neck as he said, "I want you to use that girl voice and I’ll give you a good tip, baby.”

I was flustered, unsure of how to respond. I knew that if I followed his request, it would be me crossing the line this time—not him. Still, I couldn't help but feel a spark of excitement at his request.

“Do it," he whispered, reaching out to touch my cheek gently.

I hesitated for a moment, but ultimately, my rational thoughts gave way to the excitement building inside me. I let out a small, girlish giggle, "Um, okay… but only if you want me to."

His eyes sparkled at my words, and he leaned back just enough to look me up and down, a slow, teasing smile forming on his lips. "I do," he said, his voice low and sultry. "But first, let me show you how much I appreciate it."

Before I could react, he leaned in, his lips meeting mine in a searing kiss. My heart raced as I felt his tongue slip into my mouth, our tongues dancing together in an intimate dance. I could feel my face heating up, the blush creeping up my cheeks as I kissed back, realizing that I was enjoying this way more than I should.

As our kiss broke, Antonio gave me a sultry look and said, "See, you're so hot when you're like this... I bet if you carry on using that voice, I'll have to give you a better tip."

My eyes widened at his bold statement, but I couldn't deny the thrill it brought me. "You promise?" I asked, my voice still high-pitched and girlish. I don’t know why I was so determined to play along.

"I promise," he said, nodding seriously. "But only if you keep up the sweet talk."

I nodded, my heart pounding in anticipation. "Alright, I'll do it," I said, my words lite and sweet, a perfect blend of innocence and seduction.

Antonio's eyes sparkled as he gave me a slow, knowing smile. "Good girl. That's a good start, baby. Now, let's see how much more I can give you."

My breath caught in my throat.

His eyes darkened as he leaned in again, his lips crushing mine in a passionate kiss. My heart thumped wildly as I kissed him back, feeling a fire ignite between us. I could feel his erection pressing against me, and I couldn't help but feel a thrill at the realization that I was turning Antonio on. I can’t say that I’d ever turned any girl on before—unless you count Annie, I suppose, though I think that was more just her messing around. This was different. Antonio really couldn’t help himself. He’d spent the morning watching me from afar, and now he just had to unload.

We broke the kiss, our faces still close, our breaths mingling. I was panting, my body aching for more. Antonio gave me a sultry look, his eyes filled with heat. "That was enough to make me want to give you a bigger tip." He winked.

My eyes widened as I understood what he meant. "You mean...?"

He nodded, his eyes never leaving mine. "Yeah, babe.”

My heart raced as I agreed to his proposition. "Alright."

He smiled, his eyes sparkling with mischief, as he drove us to a quiet spot on the course. Once there, he parked the cart and looked at me, his face redder than ever. "You ready, baby?" he asked, his voice raw with desire.

I could only nod, my heart pounding in anticipation. "Yeah, baby. I'm ready."

With that, he reached for me, pulling me onto his lap and kissing me deeply. My hormones were firing on all cylinders, and I found myself kissing him back with unrestrained passion. My hands trembled as I reached for his pants, unzipping them and reached inside to find his swollen cock.

I took it into my hand, stroking it gently as he moaned into our kiss. I could feel his body shuddering beneath my touch, and I reveled in the power I had over him… or maybe it was power he had over me. In that moment, it was impossible to tell…

He pulled back, his eyes sparkling with heat as he said, "You're making me so hard, baby. I fucking need to be inside of you."

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as I moved closer, positioning myself over his lap. As I straddled him, my dress rising up around my thighs, I looked down at him, my eyes meeting his. "Are you ready?"

He nodded, his eyes filled with lust and desire. "I'm ready, baby.”

With that, I sank down onto him, taking his whole cock in my tight ass. I cried out, not quite prepared for how big he was. The moment I took his entire cock into my tight ass, I knew I was in trouble. I cried out in pain as he filled me, stretching me to my limits.

Antonio's hands gripped my hips tightly, his breath hot on my neck as he thrust into me. "You feel so fucking good, baby," he groaned, his voice raw with desire.

I could feel the fire growing inside of me, the pain of his cock inside me quickly turning into pleasure as my body began to adapt. My dress was bunched up around my waist, the soft fabric rubbing against my sensitive skin as Antonio's cock pumped in and out of my ass.

I leaned forward, grinding my hips against his, a new kind of pleasure surging through me. "You like that, baby?" Antonio growled, his hands moving up to squeeze my non-existent breasts, twisting my nipples through the fabric of my dress.

“Yes,” I moaned. It hurt a bit, but somehow that just made it more enticing.

His eyes sparkled, and he smiled wickedly. "Ok, baby. Let's see how much you really like it."

His hands left my chest, running down my body and gripping my thighs. He pushed me down onto his lap, stretching my legs wide apart and exposing my hard cock to his gaze. His eyes widened as he saw how hard I was for him, and he gave me a sly grin.

"I think you want me to touch you, baby. Is that right?"

My heart raced, but I couldn't deny that the thought of him touching me there excited me. "Yes," I whispered, my voice barely audible. "Please."

With a wicked smile, he slid his hand up my inner thigh, his fingers sliding around my shaft. He moaned as he felt how hard I was for him, his fingers tightening around my girth.

"You're so fucking hard, baby," he groaned, his thumb moving in circles around my sensitive tip. "I'm gonna make you come so hard."

The pleasure was building inside of me, his finger on my cock sending shocks of pleasure through me. I was so close, my body shaking with need.

"That's it, baby," Antonio encouraged, his voice low and sultry. "Come for me."

With a cry, I shattered, my body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me. My cock spewed all over Antonio's fingers, and he groaned in pleasure, his cock swelling even larger in my ass.

As my orgasm subsided, Antonio removed his hand from my cock, his breath still hot on my neck as he whispered, "That was just the beginning, baby."

He thrust into me again, harder and faster this time, his cock filling me completely as he gave me the hardest fucking of my life. My body shook with pleasure, but I couldn't stop, couldn't bring myself to tell him to stop, even though I knew it would probably hurt.

He thrust into me relentlessly, his cock sliding in and out of my ass with ease. My tight hole ached for him, my hips moving of their own accord as I tried to ride his shaft.

"Fuck, you're so hot," Antonio growled, his face red with effort. "I'm gonna come so fucking hard."

With a roar, he thrust into me one last time, his cock swelling even more as he filled my ass with his cum. I cried out as I felt his warm seed filling me, my body trembling with pleasure as I watched him orgasm.

His face was a mask of pure ecstasy, his eyes closed as he reveled in the pleasure of fucking me. His hands gripped my hips tightly, holding me in place as he emptied himself inside of me.

As Antonio's body shuddered before finally going limp, I could feel the last of his cock’s seed draining from my ass. I glanced down, seeing how swollen and sensitive his erection still was. With a wicked grin, I leaned close to Antonio's ear.

"Think you can handle a little more?" I whispered, my voice low and sultry.

Antonio's eyes sparkled with lust, but he nodded slowly, his breath coming in heavy gasps. "For you, baby, I can probably handle it."

With a lazy smile, I reached down and grasped his cock, sliding it back into my ass in one quick motion. Antonio groaned and shouted, his body tensing beneath me. I felt his cum squishing out—and heard it too. It was a bit of an embarrassing sound, but he didn’t seem to mind.

We continued, the sweat from our exertion now mingling with the rain streaming down our faces. The raindrop's gentle taps against our skin now seemed to have a sensual rhythm, like the faltering beat of a primitive, primal drum.

He was fucking me again, using his own cum as lube.

As we moved, I stroked Antonio's hair back from his face, feeling the dampness of the rain and his sweat-soaked hair against my fingertips. I could feel the pressure building within me again, my cock aching to release.

"Fuck, you're so beautiful," Antonio whispered, leaning forward to give me a deep, passionate kiss. Our lips locked together while our bodies continued to grind together, my cock pulsating with the need to unleash another powerful release.

As we kissed, I could taste the raindrops mingling with our flavours on our tongues, creating a number of sensations within me. The world around us disappeared, dissolved into the pleasures of our bodies.

In that moment, it felt like we were the only two people in the world.

Suddenly, our world was shattered by the sound of an approaching golf cart. A masculine laughter and excited chatter reverberated through the air. It took only a moment for the reality of our situation to sink in and for me to push Antonio away.

"Uh, we better get back," I said, my voice strained with the lingering passion.

Nodding, Antonio let out a ragged sigh and adjusted his clothing. "Yeah, you’re definitely late at this point.”

“Shit,” I whispered. I checked my makeup in the little sideview mirror as he raced off.
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The Japanese golfers left another big tip: another eight-hundred each. I accepted it with a bitter-sweet smile. I had to bite down on my tongue to keep that smile on my face as I returned to the caddy shack, noticing the gazes of the caddies looking me up and down—some of them looking away when I looked towards them, others just blatantly looking at me and not caring that I knew.

There was something about my appearance; I was convincing, and maybe a bit cute—but more than anything, there was some sort of sexual appeal that seemed to fire men up. I could see that familiar gleam in their eyes: the same look that I got from Antonio, and the same look that I got from Rich.

Thankfully, this was the end of being a ‘girl’ for the golf course—or so I thought. Before leaving that evening, my manager pulled me into his little office and said, “I want to run an idea by you, and I want you to keep an open mind.”

“Okay,” I said, already dreading what he had to say—and I knew it had something to do with dressing up like a girl because of the redness in his cheeks. “Some golfers showed up this afternoon, while you were out with the businessmen. They looked out and saw you, and asked me if we had female caddies now. Their eyes really lit up at the idea of having pretty girls as caddies.”

“You want me to caddy for them?” I said, trying to cut through the preamble.

“Them… and others. I think, uh, this might be an opportunity to save the course from being sold. If we can attract a new customer base, we can start filling tee-times with men who want to hang out with pretty girls all day. Right now, our girls don’t really know anything about golf, but they’re starting to learn. Until the girls are up to speed… well, you’re very convincing, and…”

His face was dark, dark red now.

“I can do it,” I said reluctantly. “But…”

Before I could say it, he perked up. “There would, of course, be a small raise for you. And, of course, the tips will be better.”

“Right,” I said. But even still, I didn’t feel great about it.

“So, uh…” He smiled—all teeth. “I booked those guys for tomorrow. So you’ll need to be on the course for 8:00 AM, dolled up. And Davey…”

“Yeah?” I said as dread filled my gut.

“Wear something… slutty. Really whore it up for these guys, alright? I’m not telling you that as your manager—and if you tell anyone that I said that, I’ll deny it. But do me a favour and slut it up. Make them want to re-book.”

I felt sick. Now, he wasn’t just asking me to be a girl; he was asking me to be a whore. He was treating me like some sort of escort; he was one step away from telling me to suck the golfers’ cocks.

I was just supposed to be a caddy. Now, this had gotten way out of hand.
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I was paired with Nora again. She smiled when she saw me step into the caddy shack, all dolled up. She was also dolled up, wearing a tiny skirt and stockings, which really seemed inappropriate for a golf course. When she turned away from me, I could see her bum, and I had a feeling my manager asked her to dress like that. I could tell from the redness on her face that this was far out of her comfort zone—maybe just as far out of her comfort zone as what I was dealing with.

The golfers showed up, saw us, and instantly grinned. They nudged each other, whispered to one another, and then I caught a few of them sharing high-fives. The way that they looked at us as we greeted ourselves… the dread swelling inside of me was worse than ever—and I’d done this multiple times now.

Every hole was filled with glances and glares, grins and winks. They started ordering drinks on the third hole, and by the fifth hole, they’d all finished three or four beers. Those glances became more serious.

I watched as one of the golfers put his hand on Nora while she was asking him if he wanted another drink. That hand slid down her back, getting dangerously close to her bum—until it was suddenly right on her bum.

I tensed up all over. I wanted to smack his hand away. I could see the tension in Nora’s body. Now, I understood how vulnerable she felt; I knew what it was like to be put in that position, to be coerced into using her femininity and attractiveness to benefit the company. She was in a position in which she couldn’t simply walk away from without risking her own employment—and everyone’s employment, for that matter, because the future of that golf course depended on guys like these ones rebooking tee-times, and spending lots of cash on drinks and food and whatnot.

After the ninth hole, the men were really starting to cut loose. They were taking turns flirting with me—and taking turns flirting with Nora. We both played along, occasionally exchanging glances with one another. I could tell that she was embarrassed, and I’m sure she knew that I was humiliated. One of the men took a real fancy to me and kept walking up to me between his swings. His hand slid down my back slowly and found a home on my bum. I didn’t move. I allowed him to grope me, because I had a feeling it was expected of me.

I saw him grinning at me, with blushing cheeks, and I knew that it was his way of ‘propositioning’ me. He then said, “Is there a bathroom around here. Maybe you could, uh… show me where it is.”

I was filled with dread knowing that he wanted to go and fool around. He had no idea that I was actually a man—and that should have probably filled me with a lot of anger, but instead I kept catching myself blushing, feeling flustered, and strangely… complimented. There was a weird satisfaction in turning guys on; I have no idea where that feeling came from… but it was so hard to fight away once it took hold.

I wasn’t even interested in men—at least I didn’t think so—but for some reason, I just really wanted to make this man moan for me. I wanted him to ogle me with desire in his eyes. I wanted him to be thinking of me and only me as he inched closer and closer and closer to an orgasm.

So I took him in the cart across two holes, to the nearest bathroom. I went in with him, and I let him know my intentions matched his by dropping to my knees. A moment later, his cock was out—and then it was in my mouth.

When he started groaning, I felt that surge of satisfaction; this was exactly what I wanted. That feeling was just… so, so satisfying. My God! He was staring at me, looking at me as if I was some sort of goddess. In that moment, he cared only about me.

I noticed the wedding band on his finger. A pang of regret filled me—and then something worse came: an excitement, knowing that I was so attractive, he was willing to risk his whole family to have a moment alone with me.

It didn’t take long to make him nut in my mouth: a thick unloading of creamy, white goo. It was sticky; I played with it in my mouth, even showing him his load with a little giggle before swallowing it down. I felt so naughty... so bad… Why did I like it so much?

The man whispered to his friends, surely telling them about what I did. It wasn’t long before the other men were asking me if I could take them to the bathroom. Nora looked at me when I came back with the third man. She had a terrible look in her eyes: a pitiful glare that made me feel so worthless—and I felt it too. I didn’t like feeling like some cheap whore; I just couldn’t help it.

The next day, I was asked to get dolled up again. Another party took Nora and I as caddies through eighteen holes. There were some shy glances our way, which became less and less shy as the drinks started being served. Once again, I found myself in the bathroom with one of the men. I sucked him until he said, “Let me into your pussy, baby. I’ve got rubbers if you ain’t taking the pill.”

“My ass,” I said, heart racing. I—I’m on my period. Just stick it in my ass.”

I carefully guided him into my rear end, and he fucked me hard against that bathroom wall. It felt good. It felt so wrong, and that just made it seem so much better.

And again, Nora looked at me with that look when we returned. I blushed and tried not to maintain eye-contact with her.

I was silent for the rest of that afternoon. We were paired with a second group, and it wasn’t long before we were getting the eyes again. Nora resisted their advances, but I wasn’t quite as strong; I folded. I took one of the men to the bathroom, and we ended up with another big tip; I didn’t feel good about it though.

In a weird way, I was starting to feel addicted to the attention that I was getting from men. But I knew it was wrong, and I wanted to put an end to it.

I was still dressed like a girl in the caddy shack; I hadn’t found a moment to sneak away to get changed. Now, all of the staff at the course knew that I was dressing up, and most of them were over it, so I really felt no immediate pressure to go and change. So I sat down and accepted a beer and sipped it with my glossy lips.

Then, a man strolled in through the gate that was labeled ‘STAFF ONLY’. He looked a bit lost, wearing his old-money attire, complete with brand-new cream loafers. His striped button-up was tailored in an attempt to make his large gut appear smaller, but it wasn’t much help.

We all turned silent, and then Rich said, “Hey, brother. It’s staff only back here.”

“Well,” he said. “I own the course, so in a way that makes me staff, right?”

The senior caddies clearly recognized him in that moment, because they all jumped to their feet and hid their beers. The rest of us did the same.

The man gazed around, smiling at first, and then frowning when he looked out at the golf course. “It’s 6:00 PM and nobody is teeing off,” he said.

“No one is booked in,” Rich said.

He glared at rich, his gaze powerful through his expensive frames. Rich tensed up.

“Why is nobody booked in?” he said. “It’s fucking six on a Friday. This is prime-time to golf. The weather is perfect. Where are the golfers?”

I felt extra-awkward now, dressed as a girl. I wanted to sneak away while he wasn’t looking. I wanted to change into my proper attire. Instead, I just stood there.

“I’m in town for three days,” he said. “I came to see if this investment was worth salvaging.” He looked around again. “I don’t know why I haven’t already sold this pit to the apartment people.”

Our manager piped up. “We have been profitable.”

“Hardly,” the owner quipped.

“Even more so the past couple of weeks,” our manager continued. “We’re on a, uh, positive trajectory, and…”

The owner raised his hand and silenced our manager.

The owner's stern gaze swept over the staff, lingering for a moment on me, standing there uncomfortably in my girl's attire. His eyes narrowed slightly, and then he turned back to Rich, his expression unreadable.

"A challenge," the owner mused, breaking the silence that had settled over the room. A small grin crept onto his face. "If I win, I sell the course. If I lose, I let it continue existing."

“A challenge, sir?” our manager asked.

“Golf.”

“He’s a scratch golfer,” someone whispered near me.

“You want to challenge me?” asked our manager.

“Any one of you,” he said.

We all turned our gaze towards Rich, who was a phenomenal golfer, and could have probably been pro if he had put in even the smallest amount of effort to pursue such an endeavour.

Rich exchanged glances with the senior caddies, who were now looking at each other nervously. It was clear that such a high-stakes bet was unprecedented, especially from someone who had just strolled in. But they knew better than to question the owner's authority.

"What kind of challenge are we talking about?" Rich asked cautiously, his voice betraying a hint of concern.

The owner's lips curled into a thin smile, revealing a glimpse of teeth that looked too perfect against the backdrop of his well-groomed appearance. "Golf, of course," he replied, his tone confident. "A round of golf. Right here, right now. All eighteen holes. I’m guessing you know the course better than me. I remember playing it a few times after I bought it, twenty-five years ago. But I’m not worried. It looks… frighteningly easy.” He glanced out again at the course.

Rich hesitated, glancing at the other staff members, who were now exchanging uncertain glances. The idea of competing against the course owner was daunting, especially under the implied threat of losing their jobs if he decided to sell. Rich was now holding all of our fates in his hand.

“Just to be clear,” our manager piped in. “If we win, you won’t sell the course… at all?”

“That’s the wager,” the owner said, rolling his eyes.

“Even if we… are losing money?”

“I suppose that’s the risk I’m taking, yes.” He rolled his eyes again." And who would I be playing against?" the owner continued, his gaze drifting over the assembled staff.

Rich looked around, realizing that none of the caddies were in a position to accept such a challenge. The tension in the room was palpable as the owner's gaze settled on me once again. There was something he seemed to like about me—and I had a terrible feeling that I knew what it was after seeing that same gleam in the eyes of many other men.

Rich surveyed the room, gauging everyone’s reactions. It was clear he was contemplating the implications of accepting the challenge. The caddies looked to him for guidance, some with a glimmer of hope, others with apprehension. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of silence, Rich straightened his shoulders and stepped forward.

"I'll take you on," Rich said firmly, his voice steady despite the weight of the situation.

The owner’s smile widened ever so slightly, a hint of satisfaction gleaming in his eyes. “Okay then,” he replied smoothly. "A round of golf it is, then. But of course, every player needs a caddy."

Rich nodded, his jaw set with determination. His eyes scanned the room, and I felt a twinge of anxiety as I stood there, still in my unconventional attire. I tried to shrink into the background, hoping to avoid any further attention. However, the owner's gaze once again settled on me, and I could feel the eyes of everyone in the room turning in my direction.

"I choose... her," the owner declared, pointing directly at me.

My heart skipped a beat. Me? It was unexpected, to say the least. I glanced around, half expecting him to be pointing at someone else, but there was no mistaking his intent. Rich hesitated for a moment, a flicker of concern crossing his face as he looked at me.

I swallowed hard, trying to gather my thoughts. This was not how I anticipated my evening unfolding. But faced with the choice of potentially losing my job and seeing the course sold off, or stepping up to the challenge, I knew what I had to do.

“Okay,” I said softly, with my girl voice.

“I’ll take, uh, Antonio,” said Rich.

The owner nodded approvingly, seemingly satisfied with his choice. "Good. It's settled then," he said decisively. "We'll play a round of eighteen holes. Meet me at the first tee in fifteen minutes. And bring your best game."

With that, he turned and strode out of the caddy shack, leaving a stunned silence in his wake. The rest of the staff looked at me with a mixture of surprise and concern, unsure of what to make of the sudden turn of events. Rich clapped a hand on my shoulder, his expression serious but supportive.

“I guess it all comes down to this then,” he said quietly.

As the reality of the challenge sank in, I knew there was no turning back now. I hurriedly excused myself. I went into the bathroom and stared at myself in the mirror. Why did he pick me? I wasn’t even dressed like a caddy! I took a long, deep breath in.

I could do this. I just had to… do my job.

The caddies offered me encouraging nods and pats on the back as I hastily prepared to meet the owner on the course.

Fifteen minutes later, I stood nervously at the first tee, gripping a golf bag as I waited for him and Rich to arrive. I was holding clubs that I’d taken from the pro shop; I picked out the best ones, even though a part of me wanted to pick some questionable clubs from the rental shop. I couldn’t just sabotage the owner’s game… could I?

The sun was beginning to set, casting long shadows across the immaculately groomed fairways. I glanced down at the golf course, now seeming both familiar and daunting under the weight of what was at stake.

Rich arrived, dressed in his golfing attire and carrying his own bag. I’d never seen him cleaned up like that before. He actually looked… half-decent. He gave me a reassuring smile, a silent acknowledgment of the challenge ahead. Moments later, the owner appeared, looking every bit the confident player in his designer golfing attire.

"I trust you've chosen the right clubs for me," the owner said casually, as if the outcome of the match was already decided in his favor.

I nodded, handing him the bag with a small, forced smile. Inside, my nerves churned. This was no ordinary round of golf; the fate of the course—and my job—hung in the balance.
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As the tournament progressed, tensions mounted with each swing of the club. Rich, true to his reputation, played a steady and skillful game. I’d seen him play before—but never like this. His swings were so effortless. He could drive the ball so far.

The owner quickly took notice, and started looking a little pale after Rich’s second drive, which made it to the green on a par-four. I heard the owner grumbling under his breath, and I bit my tongue, feeling a pang of hope that the gold course was going to stay open.

Rich navigated the course with confidence, sinking putts with precision and driving the ball straight down the fairways. By the ninth hole, he had a commanding lead over the golf club owner, who seemed increasingly frustrated despite his polished exterior.

“Are you sure these were the best clubs in that pro shop? They just feel… flimsy,” he said to me.

“Yes, sir. Those are the nicest clubs we have.”

“What about those drivers with the little bounce-pad in them? You know the ones, right?”

I paused for a moment. “Those aren’t really tournament approved,” I said. In fact, I knew that they were banned from any professional golf setting.

“Just fetch me one. Nobody will know the difference,” he whispered.

So I went off to get one of the illegal clubs that we sold in the pro shop—usually for women trying to keep up with their pro-golfer husbands.

The owner's demeanour shifted subtly as the game wore on. His smiles became more forced, and his movements more deliberate. It was during the back nine that things took a turn. As we approached the thirteenth hole, a particularly challenging par 4 with dense rough lining the fairway, I noticed something peculiar.

I was standing right next to him when I saw him land his tee shot deep into the rough. His ball nestled uncomfortably close to a thick tuft of grass and shrubbery. Without hesitation, he approached the ball and took his stance. But just as he was about to swing, I caught a glimpse of his foot nudging the ball ever so slightly…

And then he nudged it again, quite dramatically, after looking around to make sure nobody was looking.

My heart raced as I processed what I had witnessed. The owner was cheating. He was trying to improve his lie, a clear violation of the rules. My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. Should I say something? Would anyone believe me? What would the repercussions be if I accused the course owner of cheating during a high-stakes match?

“Keep your mouth shut,” he said to me quietly, “and I’ll make sure there’s a good-paying position for you on my yacht. Good pay, free travel.” He winked at me.

He shot me a piercing glance. It was brief, but filled with a silent warning. Then, as if nothing had happened, he took his shot from the adjusted lie and continued playing. I swallowed hard, my palms sweaty as I handed him the next club, trying to appear composed despite the turmoil inside.

The match continued with each hole feeling more intense than the last. Rich maintained his lead through sheer skill and determination, oblivious to the underhanded tactics being employed by his opponent. The owner's game seemed to recover miraculously whenever he found himself in trouble, always managing to escape with a par or even a birdie.

The owner kept eyeing me. He seemed very interested in my crotch, where, presumably, he thought there was a pussy. He kept looking down and his face kept reddening. I caught him checking out my ass more than a few times.

Those back holes were tricky, and the owner’s recovery didn’t go unnoticed by Rich. Now, Rich was starting to sweat. He was nervous, and his game was taking a toll. He shot over par for five straight holes.

By the time we reached the eighteenth hole, the score was tied.

The tension was palpable as we stood on the tee box, facing the final challenge of the course. The sun was setting in the distance, casting long shadows across the greens. A small crowd had gathered, drawn by the spectacle of the owner himself playing against one of the best caddies-turned-golfers the course had seen.

Rich took his shot first, a confident swing that sent the ball soaring down the fairway, landing just shy of the green. The crowd murmured in approval, sensing the impending drama of the final hole. The owner followed suit, his shot landing just a few yards behind Rich’s, but still within striking distance.

As we approached the green, I couldn't shake that uneasiness. The owner's earlier warning echoed in my mind, coupled with the tempting offer of a luxurious job on his yacht. But I knew that integrity and honesty were at stake, not just for myself but for the entire course and its staff.

The owner lined up his putt, his hands steady despite the pressure. I watched closely, hoping against hope that he would play fair. Yet, just as he was about to take his stroke, I saw him adjust his ball mark ever so slightly, nudging it closer to the hole. It was subtle, but unmistakable.

My heart sank. He was cheating again, right under everyone’s noses. The crowd was focused on the dramatic conclusion unfolding before them, unaware of the deception taking place on the green.

He was about to take his shot, and then I acted suddenly. “It’s so humid out,” I said softly, and then I grabbed my little top and pulled it gently out from my skin, letting air up my chest. The course owner paused and glanced over at me, cheeks reddening.

He cleared his throat. “Maybe you could, uh, go and hold the flag for me, darling,” he said.

I smiled and winked at him, making him even redder.

Maybe this would work.

Maybe I should have been using that seductive charm that I apparently had with men this whole time.

I carefully hiked up my skirt so that a bit of my bum was showing as I slowly sauntered over to grab the flag. I looked back at him and saw his ogling eyes: bright and focused on my tush. He really wanted to fuck me.

I lifted the flag out from the hole and took a few steps back. I squatted down, holding that flag next to me. I allowed my knees to part ever-so-slightly.

I saw his gaze tracking down; he could surely see my panties, and the bulge in my panties probably looked like the bulge of a meaty pussy.

He couldn’t pull his gaze away. I gently dropped a hand down between my thighs. I stroked my bulge softly with the tip of a finger, making him look almost dizzy.

“Go ahead,” Rich said. “Take your shot.”

The owner cleared his throat and blinked a few times. I could tell that his mind was swirling, as if he was waking up from a coma and had no idea where in the world he was.

“If he makes this putt, he wins,” someone in the crowd whispered—loud enough that we could all hear it… as if we needed the reminder.

He cleared his throat again. “Here we go,” he said, but just before he made the shot, his gaze found my crotch again. He was so horny. His sex drive was overriding his sensibilities.

He made the putt, but it was a disaster of a shot, veering hard to the left and soaring a full ten feet past the hole.

The crowd gasped.

“What happens if they tie?” someone whispered.

“Then I do what I want!” barked the owner suddenly, turning to the crowd so fast that his hairpiece came undone slightly. There were a few giggles, but everyone hushed up quickly when he glared at them.

“If it’s a tie, we could do a tie-breaker hole,” Rich suggested.

“No,” snapped the owner.

He walked over to his ball. He blinked a few times, lined up the shot, and tried again. It should have been easy—but he ended up an inch short. He screamed and stomped his foot, and then he finished the putt, putting it in the hole.

He stomped past Rich, saying, “Make the shot and you win. Miss, and I’m selling this dump.”

Everyone looked at Rich. It was a hard shot to make.

He took a deep breath. He drew back his putter. The crowd was holding their breath. The owner’s eyes were practically bulging out from his skull as he awaited the finale.

If Rich missed that shot but got the next one, it was a tie… and a tie was a loss as far as the owner was apparently concerned. Rich had to make this shot.

He tapped the ball. He sent it wide… at first. But the ball started to curve back in, catching a slope that was hard to see if you weren’t intimately familiar with that course. The ball moved slowly—but it kept moving, gliding across the grass until it teetered at the edge of the hole.

There was a gasp.

The ball kept teetering.

“It’s not in,” the owner announced. But as he said it, the ball fell into the hole, and the crowd of caddies erupted with cheers.

Taking me totally off-guard, Nora jumped into my arms and planted a big kiss right onto my lips. “You did it!” she said to me.

“Did what?” I said. She was the only one embracing me while everyone else surrounded Rich to congratulate him and thank him.

“I saw what you did,” she grinned. “And I have to say… if you’ve got it, use it.” She kissed me again, making me red all over.

The owner threw his putter on the ground and stormed off.

After that evening, I didn’t have to dress like a girl anymore. The golf course was safe from being sold; the owner had given us his word. So we didn’t need to find weird ways to make extra money, which meant we didn’t need to whore ourselves out to horny men.

Well, let’s just say ‘need’ and ‘want’ are different things. The golf course may have been saved, but I still wanted to make good tips.

Though I never did get intimate with the golfers again. I had my boundaries. Plus, I didn’t want to be unfaithful to Nora, who was… kind of my girlfriend. It turns out, like Annie, she had a bit of a thing for girly-guys. Well—more for girls in general, but I guess I fit that bill once I started dressing like a girl all the time.

THE END


FEMBOY FORTUNE
A RELUCTANT FIRST TIME WITH A FEMBOY
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FEMBOY FORTUNE



Karl doesn’t believe in occult nonsense, so when a world-famous fortune-teller comes to town, he’s really not all that interested. But still, he decides to toss his name into the ‘lottery’, which already has over ten-thousand people hoping to win a reading with the famous psychic.

Maybe he’s a tiny bit curious.

He doesn’t expect to win a reading. He doesn’t expect to have the psychic reveal Karl’s extremely personal secrets on camera—things Karl has never told anyone about.

And he definitely doesn’t expect to be told that he will meet his soulmate in three months. How will he know who she is? Apparently she will be a petite blonde femboy.

It must be a mistake. Karl is straight, and is only interested in women.
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My coworkers were buzzing about some fortune teller who was coming to town. “I can’t believe you’ve never heard of the Great Laura,” my coworker, Amy, said to me when I asked what all the hype was about.

“I don’t believe in any of that stuff,” I said, and to be honest, I was a bit disappointed to find out that so many of my coworkers did believe in that hocus-pocus nonsense. I’d seen those shows, like the The Long Island Medium, where some wannabe-celebrity makes a bunch of vague guesses that could apply to anyone. Not my thing.

“The Great Laura is the real deal,” Amy said to me. “You should look her up before judging.”

It was all anyone could talk about. By lunch, I was already sick of hearing about it. During lunch break, my coworkers all gathered around a computer to watch one of the ‘Great Laura’s’ readings. I peered over their shoulders on my way to the break room, and I saw a woman in her late-thirties, blonde, with her hands on a glowing crystal ball. It couldn’t have been anymore cliche.

I had to roll my eyes.

Amy looked back at me and her eyes narrowed. “You should watch the video, Karl,” she said.

“It’s not my thing,” I said.

“It’s real,” she insisted, and to that I just rolled my eyes. I was doing a lot of eye-rolling.

But seriously—how could she see that hack in that video and think that she’s the ‘real deal’? I mean—she was wearing a full face of makeup: all glammed up, and rubbing a crystal ball like some Looney Tunes character…

It was just too much.

Then, I overheard them talking about how they were all submitting themselves for readings. “Did you enter the Great Laura Lottery?” I heard one coworker ask another.

“You can’t be serious. A lottery?” I said.

They glared over at me. “It’s a once in a lifetime opportunity,” said Tessa, with a narrowed glare of her own.

“It’s a one in ten-thousand chance.”

“Ten thousand people are submitting to it?”

Then, I found out it cost twenty bucks just to enter into that lottery. My God! This Great Laura was a Great Scam Artist! She was raking in close to a quarter-million dollars just from her visit to our city!

I curiously checked out the Great Laura’s website once I was in my office, with the door closed. I didn’t want them thinking that I was interested, because I wasn’t interested. I was just curious in a morbid sort of way. I wanted to see why this woman was able to swindle so many people.

With the sound turned low, I watched a video of her giving a reading.

For the first thirty seconds, she just stared into her crystal ball. Then, she looked up at the man and said, “You work in finance.”

The man’s eyes lit up. “Did the ball tell you that?”

“Is it true?”

“Um, yes.”

I shook my head. She could have easily done a background check on the man. Hell—she had ten-thousand applicants! She could easily pick the ones with the most accessible information.

“Your boss told you last week that you couldn’t have the raise you applied for,” Laura continued.

“Yes. How do you know that?” the man asked, stunned.

“The raise went… to a woman… she’s new at the office, and the office has a new gender quota. This has been frustrating for you, having been there for eleven years.”

“Y—Yes,” the man said.

Good guess.

“You’re annoyed and you’re thinking of quitting.”

“I mean… I’ve thought about it.”

“You’re going to end up quitting—and it will be scary for a while, supporting your three kids without a reliable income.”

“How did you know I have three kids?” the man asked.

Um—I don’t know… Maybe it’s posted somewhere online? Like your Facebook page? Nitwit…

“But you’ll find success with your own business, within the year. The idea you’ve been toying with in your brain—it’s going to be a big, big success.”

“R—Really?” asked the man.

“Not without hard work, of course, but you know that.”

That was the end of the interview (at least the recorded portion). It then went on to show a photo of the interviewee a year later, standing in front of a shop with the sign MATCHER behind him. Wait? The dating app? He made Matcher?

It showed more pictures of him, including pictures of him on a yacht, pictures of him in expensive suits, wearing fancy watches, with his hair slicked back.

Okay—so maybe she got that one right… but that could have just been a wager based on information she found online. Maybe she saw his Twitter and saw some posts about wanting to start a dating company… who knows? It was too hard to believe that her crystal ball had any real magical powers.

I watched another video where she told a very sad-looking man that he was going to be going on a trip soon.

“Yes, to Australia,” he said.

“You leave… Friday.”

“Yes!”

“And you just found out terrible news… a month ago.”

The man swallowed and turned dark red. “My, uh… fiancee… cheated on me with my best friend. I found them in bed together.”

The Great Laura nodded sympathetically. “Five days into your trip, you will meet the new love of your life. I see her approaching you, in a cafe—near Bondi Beach. She’s beautiful. She’s got an adorable face and beautiful blonde hair. It’s going to be love at first sight.”

Then, they showed pictures from a few weeks later: selfies of the man with his new girlfriend, and she was exactly as described.

Okay… Now, I was thinking that this was all fake. This Great Laura was hiring actors… Or her work was paid publicity. Maybe The Matcher guy paid the Great Laura to fake that ‘reading’ to draw attention to his new app, and it helped to make it take off.

Yeah—that must be it.

I stopped watching those videos when one of my co-workers knocked on my door.

Then, when I was back home, I watched a few more videos. I did have to admit that she put on a good production; there were some moments where I had to say, ‘How could she have known that?’. There was a video of her telling a young woman to call in sick to work, because there was going to be a catastrophe—and then, the day after the reading, there was a news headline: a crane fell on a building, injuring fourteen people badly. The crane fell directly on the young woman’s office, but she had called in sick.

How could they have faked that?

There were videos of the Great Laura reducing people to tears—and it was hard to believe that there were so many great actors out there who could muster up so much fabricated emotion.

Still, I refused to believe that the Great Laura was the ‘real deal’. I refused to believe that some girl could just rub a crystal ball and see the past and the future. It just seemed so… unrealistic.

Then, I saw that big button: ‘Enter the Lottery for just $20.’

I ignored that button… for a while. Then, I just couldn’t help myself; it was only twenty dollars, and I was… curious. I didn’t actually think that I had any chance of being picked, of course, but I figured I would throw my name in the hat, just for shits.

I still didn’t believe in it.
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People kept talking about The Great Laura at work. They were greatly obsessed, seemingly out of nowhere. I swear nobody had ever mentioned this chick before.

I didn’t tell anyone that I put my name into the lottery. I wasn’t going to admit that I gave the woman twenty bucks. To be honest, I was already embarrassed that I’d done it, and I was considering contacting her company for a refund, simply out of principle. I hated to think that I was contributing to her massive wealth.

Of course, I wasn’t contributing nearly as much as other people. Some people were entering the lottery for every single town on her tour list. There were rules against entering the same lottery twice, but there were no rules against entering all 150 of her lotteries.

I was embarrassed… for a few days, and then I simply forgot about it. People stopped talking about it. Her visit to town was still two months away. I moved on.

The more pressing issue in my life was my recent breakup.

I’d been with the same girl for eleven years: Sarah. I thought I was going to be with Sarah forever, but one day (about a month before I entered the lottery), she just sent me a text message while I was at work. It went something like this:

‘Karl, I know this is going to be hard to take, but I have to leave you. I love you and always loved you, but I just need more out of life than you’ve given me. I thought that I would be married with kids by now, and you’re not interested in taking this to the next level—and I can’t keep waiting. I’m really sorry, Karl. I’ve just finished packing my things. I’ll be leaving to live with my sister.’

It really came out of nowhere. I was blindsided. Just a few weeks earlier, she’d been talking about our future wedding. She told me about the dress she wanted to get and the venue she dreamed of getting married in. So what happened?

I tried to convince her to come back. I tried to convince her to give me another chance. “I can change,” I said, sounding so cliche. And she replied, “I waited eleven years for you to change, but every day, we just do the same things we did eleven years ago. I just need to move forward with life.”

For weeks, I was sick: unable to eat, constantly nauseous. Life was flipped upside down overnight. Breakups can be rough—especially when you spent an entire decade assuming you were with the person that you would always be with. We’d been together since we were nineteen.

Now, I was thirty and single for the first time in my adult life. It was a weird feeling—and maybe that played into me paying that twenty dollars to enter that lottery. Maybe there was a little tiny part of me, deep down, that just wanted The Great Laura to be real, and to have her tell me that my life was going to be alright, and not a gigantic train wreck. Because for the past couple of months, it had seemed like things were hopeless. I’d installed the apps—including Matched—and was completely horrified to see what was out there:

If I wanted a girl my age, the options were surprisingly rough-looking single moms. If I wanted a younger chick, it seemed like there were only plastic-faced girls trying to promote their Instagrams and Only Fans pages. Then there were the older women who were out of the child-bearing bubble and thriving as ‘wine aunts’.

Maybe I just wasn’t ready to date yet. I was still freshly out of a long-term relationship… but I wasn’t getting any younger. I was terrified that if I took too much time away from trying to find a partner, I would lose my chance at finding someone half-decent.

I tried not to think about it. I tried to just focus on work… but things weren’t quite the same.

Actually—that’s not true. The problem was that things were exactly the same—the same as they had been for years. My job hadn’t changed. I hadn’t moved up in the company. I received an annual raise that was about on track with inflation.

Sarah used to always try to inspire me to start a business, or to go to my boss and ‘demand a promotion’ (probably something she read on some blog). But I never wanted to rock the boat; I was making my steady income, and it was… comfortable.

Everything was comfortable.

My apartment, which I’d had since leaving high-school, was comfortable too. It had two bedrooms and a nice view of the city. Rent was the same as the day I moved in—so it was cheap, and I probably wouldn’t get a deal like that ever again. Sure, Sarah wanted to go out and buy a place together, but why would I buy a place when my rental was perfectly fine?

Suddenly, after being told by Sarah that she wanted more from life than I’d been giving her, everything seemed so… dull. Work seemed so tedious, and it never had before. My apartment seemed so… dated… so… small.

Did life really get away from me?

I tried not to think of any of that. I tried to just… focus on my life. But without Sarah around, things were much less interesting. When I got home from work, I would turn on the TV, but I could never find anything that I wanted to watch. I would just change from show to show, never really finishing anything. Sarah used to pick what we watched.

I tried to play video games, but I’d always been rubbish at video games. I would play with Sarah, and that would be fun, but playing alone just seemed like a waste of time, and playing ‘online’ was just a disaster, with my teammates shouting at me that I was ruining their rank.

I decided to go out to a bar—alone—for the first time ever. I thought it would be like that show, Cheers. I thought there would be a bunch of dudes at the bar, all looking to chat. But it was mostly just couples, and a few old guys who had no interest in chatting.

I tried chatting with them, but they just looked at me strangely and went back to staring at the TV up on the wall.

Okay, enough about my boring life. I’m not trying to bore you to death. I suppose I’m just really trying to justify why I bought that $20 lottery ‘ticket’, secretly hoping that there was some truth to the nonsense, and that there would be some wild chance that I would be picked, and some world-famous fortune teller would tell me that my life wasn’t going to suck.

And then it happened.

I received a phone call. “Karl?” the man said.

“Yeah, who’s this?” I said. I was at work, on my lunch break, eating a burrito in my office.

“This is Mario, secretary for The Great Laura. I just wanted to give you a call and let you know that your name was one of five chosen in your city. Congratulations.”

I froze up. I, quite honestly, had forgotten all about submitting to that lottery. I hadn’t thought about it in… weeks.

“Are you serious?” I asked. I thought there was a possibility it could be a scam. Maybe someone hacked that website and got the list of everyone who bought a lottery ticket—now they were going to scam me into paying for the actual reading.

So I wasn’t excited yet—and I wasn’t going to be excited at all, because I was still convinced that it was all hooey. I still didn’t think that some young woman named Laura was capable of seeing the future. It was just… impossible.

“Aren’t you excited?” he asked.

“Um, sure,” I said. “When is the interview, or whatever?”

“The reading? I’m scheduling you in for Saturday, at 10:00 AM. I’ll email you the address. All you have to do it show up. And, I should let you know that your reading will be filmed, but we may not use the footage. That is really up to the Great Laura’s discretion.”

My stomach churned at the thought of being filmed, and then my coworkers seeing the footage, and seeing that I fell for that ridiculous scheme after I made it clear to them that I didn’t believe in that nonsense for a minute. I would look like a total hypocrite.

“Um, if I don’t show up, do I have to pay a cancellation fee or something?” I asked.

He was silent for a minute. “Are you busy on Saturday? We have a slot on Sunday, if that works better.”

“No,” I said. “I mean—I just don’t know if I’m that interested in doing it.”

He was silent again, this time for a long while. “Why wouldn’t you want a reading? It’s a once in a lifetime opportunity.”

“I know that. It’s just… I don’t know. I’m not sure I’m into it.”

One more silence, and then he said, “Well, can you let me know by tomorrow? I will pick another name to take your slot if you don’t want it. I, uh, can’t say anyone has ever turned down a reading before. This is… new.”

“I’ll let you know,” I said.

The thought of being filmed was just so embarrassing. I didn’t want to look like a giant hypocrite. I didn’t want my friends seeing me falling for that crap…

But at the same time… if there was any truth to it… I didn’t want to miss that opportunity. I didn’t want to miss out on experiencing something that millions of people were dying to experience. I had a chance to be one of relatively few people to hear a reading from a world-famous fortune-teller.

So in the morning, I made a quick, quiet phone call from my office. “I’ll do it,” I told Mario.

“Great. I’ll see you Saturday,” he said.
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Of course I still felt stupid. I still felt like I was falling for some scheme, though I felt much better about it when I found out that it didn’t cost me anything more than I’d already paid—just that twenty bucks for the lottery ticket.

The Great Laura was set up at a studio on the far end of town, where all of the big movies filmed when they came through town. The fact that this was all being filmed on a set made it seem even more suspicious. I didn’t have much hope for any of this being genuine when I was at the gate, being asked if I was there for the production of the Live Action Scooby Doo remake or if I was there for the Great Laura set.

“Great Laura,” I said.

They had a man come for me. He was a PA and he picked me up in a little golf cart. He only spoke Spanish, so I didn’t talk to him as he drove me through the laneways between the studio warehouses. Finally, we got to the back lot and there, I was met by Mario, who smiled when he saw me. “The first man to almost turn down a reading,” he said, extending his hand for me to shake.

“Hi,” I said.

“Nice to meet you, Karl. I have to ask: why the hesitation? This is a big, big deal!” He had a sort of phoney enthusiasm that made me even more hesitant to go through with this. He spoke a bit like a used car salesman, trying to convince me that the rusted 2001 Pontiac Sunfire would last me a lifetime.

“This whole thing is just…”

“You’re a sceptic?” he asked.

“I guess so.”

“Well, that’s good. Scepticism is important. You need to have your own opinions. You can’t just believe everything you’re told. But after today, I’m sure that you will have a whole new mindset. The Great Laura has changed the minds of countless people.”

I feigned a smile. I was curious, but really, I just wanted to get this over with. I wanted to hear what she had to say, just to satisfy my curiosity, and then I never wanted to think about this again.

I thought we would get right to it, but that wasn’t the case. First, they needed me to ‘stand in’. They took me to the set, which was made to look like the inside of some spooky occult shop, with dusty-looking books and Halloween-inspired decor on black shelves. There was a little table with two chairs, and in the middle of the table was a glimmering ball: presumably the magical crystal ball.

There were three cameras, each with its own crew. There were about a dozen different lights pointing down from high above, and a couple that were down low, shining bright to create a sort of glowing backlight.

I was asked to sit down, alone at the table. A woman sat down across from me. She was blonde and pretty. “Are you Laura?” I asked.

She laughed. “No. I’m Jennifer. I’m a grip.”

“Oh. What’s a grip?”

“I set up the lights.”

Someone held a device in front of my face. “Key needs to go down,” he called out.

This went on for about twenty minutes. Then, I was asked to get up. “Follow me,” Mario said. He took me to a room where a makeup artist was waiting to brush powder on my face.

“What do you think, Karl? Are you getting excited yet?”

“This all just seems very… produced,” I said.

“Yes, well, we have to make sure it looks good, of course. That doesn’t make it any less real. You’ll see. You’ll see. Just wait until you’re sitting down with The Great Laura. She will change your mind.”

“Okay,” I said, but I was less convinced than ever. In fact, I was considering leaving. I hadn’t signed anything—yet. Now, Mario was handing me a clipboard to sign. There were many pages to read. I started reading them.

Mario was surprised. “I’ve never actually seen someone read through the contract before. Are you a very serious man, Karl?”

“I just want to know what I’m signing up for.”

“It’s nothing you didn’t already agree to when you bought your lottery spot,” he said. “But go ahead and read through it.”

My heart skipped a beat. This all just felt… wrong. I didn’t like what this was. I thought I was just going to meet with some fortune teller and she would tell me a fortune. Instead, I was being prepared for some sort of… late-night talk show or something.

“We need Karl on set in three minutes.”

“Three minutes, Karl,” said Mario with a big smile. “This is a big, big moment! I’m so excited for you!”

I was so close to telling him to shut up; his fakeness was starting to get genuinely annoying. But I managed to muster up a smile and I said, “This is it.”

He led me back to that set. He had me sit down. There was a flurry of activity, and then someone shouted, “Quiet on set!” There was a silent, and then I heard, “A-Camera, rolling!”

“B-Camera, rolling!”

“C-Camera, rolling!”

“Sound speeding.”

“Lock it up.”

“And… action.”

Action? Don’t they just say that for movies? Now, this seemed super-fake. Now, I really wanted to just get up and leave, but I felt bad for all of the workers that were now relying on me for a day’s work. I couldn’t believe I was wasting my Saturday on this…

Though it’s not like I was doing anything better back at home. I had nothing to do. Usually, on Saturdays, I would go to Eddie’s for breakfast with Sarah. Then we would spend the day at home, relaxing, and then we would go to her grandmother’s house for dinner. That had been almost every Saturday for a decade… Now, my Saturdays were spent watching a whole lot of Netflix.

And I didn’t even like anything on Netflix.

I heard footsteps. I looked towards a doorway (which was a fake door, propped up on skids). It opened, and then a light poured in. The cameras around me moved on rails, sliding as they caught The Great Laura’s big reveal.

I just sat there.

I could see her silhouette, but the bright backlight on her was blinding. I winced away and then looked back a moment later, once that door had settled closed. Now, I could see her face, and I recognized her from the online videos.

She was actually quite pretty: blonde, petite, young, with high cheekbones. I could see why her brand was so popular; she had that sort of movie-star look about her.

She took a seat across from me and said, “What’s your name, friend?”

I bit down on my tongue. Of course she knew my name already… so this was acting. I had to play along and pretend like she didn’t already know my name. “It’s Karl,” I said after a moment.

“Nice to meet you, Karl. I’m looking forward to seeing what the universe has in store for you.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Uh, same.”

She started swirling the ball with her hands, as if she was forming a dough into a ball. I sat quietly. I could see wires, hidden from view of the camera, feeding under the table and, presumably, into that ball—which explained why there was a sudden ‘fog’ inside of the ball, which almost seemed to glow as if there was a little light inside of it.

I tried not to roll my eyes, sensing that camera moving in on me.

“Tell me… about your childhood,” she said suddenly. I wasn’t expecting that question.

“It was… fine,” I said.

“Fine?” she said.

“Yeah. Fine.”

“But your father left at such a young age,” she said.

I tensed up. How did she know that? How did her team find that information? I never talked about my parents splitting up. In fact, I usually lied to people when they asked if my parents were split up or not. It was probably some information that could be found publicly somewhere… “Yeah, he left.”

“When you were only six.”

I bit down on my tongue. “It was tough, I guess. But… everyone goes through tough stuff.”

“That’s not necessarily true,” Laura said, the dim light catching the edge of her little grin.

“My mom did fine raising me,” I said.

“Your mom did what she had to do to make ends meet,” Laura said, peering into my eyes.

Was she referring to what I think she was referring to? My heart raced. When I was around nine, my mother would bring men over every night—different men. And I realized a few years later that the men were paying her for sex… I could even remember the sounds of them taking her in the bedroom—sometimes hearing her screaming and begging for them to stop.

I got a chill.

“She did what she had to do,” Laura said.

“Okay,” I said.

“You know what I’m talking about, right?” she said. I tensed up. I didn’t want her to say it… if she actually knew. I didn’t want that information being televised.

“I have a good idea,” I said.

“I won’t say it. I know it’s painful.”

“She was doing what she had to do,” I said. “W—What does this have to do with my future?”

“Well, it has a lot to do. It’s what the ball is showing me for now,” she said. I tried to lean in to see what she could see, but I just saw a swirly haze in that ball.

I went silent. I was starting to feel angry, like she was digging up humiliating information and using to get a reaction out of me. I was damn-close to standing up and demanding that they don’t air any of this on their website or TV show.

“Tell me about… Susie.”

My muscles tensed up. Surely it was just a name she picked at random. I mean—everyone knows a Susie, right? “W—What about her?”

“You really liked her,” she said, peering into my eyes with a grin.

I bit down on my tongue. How could she know? Now, she was saying something that was actually a bit… mysterious. I mean—there was no record anywhere of my crush on Susie—unless she somehow managed to reach out to Susie, but I was pretty sure Susie was living in Australia, and how would she even know to reach out to her?

“Karl?”

“What?”

“Tell me about Susie.”

“Susie was a girl I went to, uh, high-school with. What?”

“You liked her—a lot. You had a crush on her for years.”

“So what?”

“Tell me what happened with her. The ball isn’t showing me; it wants you to tell me.”

“Why?”

“Is it too painful to relive?”

How did she know any of this? My heart was racing. I was starting to feel sick. What could she see in that ball? How did she know about Susie?

“Karl?”

“What?” I snapped, now getting annoyed.

“The ball wants you to confront what happened with Susie.”

“It’s not… It’s not appropriate for TV, alright?” I could feel sweat forming on my forehead and on the back of my neck.

“We won’t air this part. Tell me, Karl, so we can move on.”

“What do you want me to say? I had a crush on Susie. I really liked her. I was always too afraid to talk to her. Then, one day, we were at a party together, and she was… uh, looking at me. She smiled at me. I don’t know… I thought that maybe she liked me too, so I… started talking to her. I talked to her for a while and she started getting a little bit tipsy. I figured she was coming onto me, so I started opening up to her a little more. I ended up telling her about things that I’d never really told anyone before—and then she went away for a while, and she came back and said she wanted to give me something.”

I became silent, feeling tense all over. I didn’t want to tell this story. It was too… humiliating.

“What happened next, Karl?”

“We went up to a bedroom. I thought that she was, uh, going to sleep with me. Then, we went in, and there was a guy in there. She closed the door, and then… I asked her what was going on. I was confused. The guy was looking at me. Then, he slipped down his shorts, and he was… erect. He walked over to me, and I was frozen all over, and he tried to kiss me. I jumped back after a moment, and then Susie told me that she was helping me to, uh, come out of the closet. She thought that I was gay.

“I tried to tell her that I wasn’t gay, but she didn’t believe me. It was so embarrassing. She kept telling me to just ‘try’ it with the guy, to just try touching him… intimately, and that I would see that I liked it. And… I was young, and impressionable, and I wanted to prove to her that I didn’t like it—and for some reason it made sense to touch the guy in order to prove to her that I wasn’t into it… so I… touched him.”

“Intimately?”

“I suppose so. Why does any of this matter? It was an embarrassing moment in my life, okay?” I wasn’t sure why I was opening up to this woman. But there was a persuasiveness to the way she spoke. I felt like I had to tell her.

“Did you have a sexual experience with the man?”

“I stroked him, okay? I just wanted to prove that I didn’t like it. I wanted her to think that I was… I don’t know—secure with my masculinity. It was stupid. It meant nothing. It was… just weird.”

“And he touched you?”

“Yeah. He reached into my pants and he… touched me. It didn’t feel good. He was really… aggressive. He squeezed it and it hurt.”

“But you got aroused? While Susie watched?”

“It got hard,” I said, starting to get annoyed again. “That will happen if something massages it enough. It’s just… blood flow. It’s not like I wanted to have sex with the guy. He tried to bend me over, and then I tapped out. I left the room, embarrassed. Susie followed me out and asked me why I hadn’t gone through with it, and I told her that I wasn’t gay. I liked girls. I like girls. I don’t like guys.”

Now, the Great Laura was staring into my eyes. It seemed like she was grinning.

“So that’s it. That was Susie. I asked her if she wanted to go on a date, and she told me that I wasn’t her type, so I never talked to her again, and I managed to move on.”

“Thanks for sharing that, Karl,” she said. Then, she rubbed her ball and stared into it. I hid my trembling hands under her table.

How the hell did she find out about Susie? Did Susie tell people at school, and I never found out? Maybe Laura’s people reached out to a bunch of people from my schooling days and someone knew that little bit of gossip…

Yeah—that must have been what happened. They must have just… found someone who knew that little secret.

God, it was so humiliating. I couldn’t believe I had paid actual money to be humiliated.

“Tell me about Sarah.”

“We broke up a few months ago. We were together for twelve. It would take days to tell you everything.”

“Did you ever really love her?”

I felt sick. “Of course I did.”

“Why didn’t you marry her, Karl?”

“Why does it matter?”

“You know she wanted you to marry her.”

“Did you talk to her? Did she tell you about me?” I asked, heart rate soaring now.

“Nobody told me anything. I get my information from the ball, Karl.”

“You talked to her. I know you did. What did she tell you? I was going to marry her, I was just… waiting for things to be… right. She wanted a big wedding… with an open bar. She had her eyes on this expensive dress, and I know she wanted a nice ring. I was saving up for it all. I was just… saving up, okay? She decided she didn’t want to wait anymore. She wanted more than I could afford to give her.”

“Is that what you believe?”

“It’s the truth. She…” I took a breath. A couple days earlier, I’d seen an Instagram post: Sarah posing with a man, his hands on her body. She had already moved on. He was taller than me. He was richer than me. Sarah just waited until someone with more value came along, and she left. “What do you want me to say?”

“Just six months ago, she told you that she didn’t care how expensive the ring was, or the dress. She told you that she just wanted to be with you.”

How did Laura know that? She must have talked to Sarah, or one of Sarah’s friends. There was no way that ball had that information! “It was a lie,” I said.

“Well, Karl. You’ll be happy to know that Sarah wasn’t your true soulmate.”

I said nothing. I didn’t want to talk anymore about Sarah.

Laura stared at me. Then, she gazed down at the ball. “The ball is telling me your future, Karl. Are you interested in hearing it?”

I took a deep breath. “Okay. Let’s hear it.”

“In three months, your life will change in a big, big way.”

She went silent and stared at me. I gnawed at the edge of my tongue. “Good way or bad way?” I asked.

“That’s a difficult question to answer.”

“Okay… Is that it?”

“I can give you more details, if you want to hear them. You seem resistant to what I have to say, Karl.”

“I just… I want to know why you talked to Sarah. You only heard one side of the store.”

She laughed. “I didn’t talk to Sarah, Karl.”

“Someone did. Someone told you those things.”

“Karl. It’s information from the ether. I’m just accessing it.”

I wanted to call out her bullshit, but… I just couldn’t understand how she knew what she knew. The Susie thing… it was something I’d kept secret my whole adult life. Nobody knew except for Susie and the man she found to be with me.

“Want me to go on?” she asked.

“Fine. Go on,” I said. “What else?”

“You’re going to meet a girl. You’re going to meet your girl.”

My heart skipped a beat.

“You’re going to resist her. You’ll be attracted to her… but you’ll fight your feelings, and eventually you will fall for her. Fate isn’t a one-way road though. You will have a choice, to accept that fate knows what you want more than your ego, or to deny fate’s opportunity.”

“What does that even mean?”

“I see both versions,” she said. “I see you accepting her as your soul partner before it’s too late. I also see you refusing to accept what your soul wants, and not realizing it until it’s too late.”

“It’s just so… vague,” I said.

“I can give you more details, if you’d like.”

“Okay.”

“She’s blonde.”

“That’s it?”

“Blue eyes.”

“What else?”

“She’s petite. She’s cute. She’s… different than girls you’ve been with.”

“I’ve been with blondes,” I said.

“She identifies as a male around her family, and while at work,” Laura went on. My blood turned cold. “She was born a male. She wouldn’t say that she’s transgender, but likes it when you call her a girl. She likes being a girl for you.”

“Are you telling me that the love of my life is some… crossdresser?”

“She prefers the term femboy.”

“Femboy? You’re telling me fate wants me to be with a femboy? Is this some sort of prank show?” Now, I was starting to think that this had been a setup right from the start—since my coworkers started talking about this chick.

Maybe some coworker found out about what happened with Susie, and then they spun this whole big prank up—and maybe Sarah was even involved. God, the whole thing made me feel sick. Hell—maybe that’s why Sarah broke up with me: because she learned about the whole Susie incident at that party (I never dared to tell her anything about it).

No… that was all too elaborate… and so much effort, and for what? There was no way anyone would go through the trouble of creating some fake world-famous fortune teller just to play a prank on me.

The only real explanation was… that she could see things in that ball that made no real sense.

But then that meant… “I’m not dating a ‘femboy’,” I said.

“Well, that is the decision that you will have to make. But what the universe is telling me is, she is your soulmate, and if you choose to let her go, she will find another and you will never know how it feels to be with your true soulmate.”

“That’s just nonsense,” I said, gritting my teeth.

“She’s very pretty, Karl.”

“I’m not into guys—even guys who sometimes identify as girls.”

“She doesn’t identify as a girl, Karl. She identified as a femboy.”

“What even is that? Like—it’s some… fad. Some weird fashion thing. I’m not interested in that. Tell me you have more for me. Tell me something else.”

“Like I said, Karl, I see a fork in your destiny: a true moment of freewill. The universe has given you two options. I can tell you more of what I see if you choose the path of happiness, and I see wonderful things. I see you smiling. I see you being with someone you love. I see you moving into an apartment with her, downtown, in a large blue building. It’s an adorable little apartment, with a pool and a gym in the building. The walls of the apartment are a curious shade of green, and the ceilings are painted yellow. How peculiar… But there’s something charming about it, and she really loves it.”

“Are we done?” I asked, gritting my teeth again. This was all just too… stupid. I wasn’t going to run off with some ‘femboy’. This wasn’t a real prophesy. The Great Laura was off on this one. Maybe she was off a lot—and that’s why many of her readings never ended up being aired online. A broken clock is right two times a day, right?

“If you want to be done, you can be done. But Karl… I want you to keep your heart open—don’t dismiss what I’ve said to you. Consider everything.”

I took off my microphone and left, annoyed by this whole thing. Not only did she humiliate me by making me admit to that embarrassing ‘gay’ experience in high school, but she was no insinuating that my destiny was to be… gay.

I wasn’t into men. And just coming out of a long-term relationship, it felt like a hard kick while I was down.

So I left that warehouse. I left the lot. I got into my car and I went back to my home.
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Iwas relieved the next day when The Great Laura’s official YouTube channel started releasing clips from her readings—and mine wasn’t included. Over the next few days, more clips came out, and then full readings, but none of my material. Thankfully, it was looking like they’d decided not to use my reading—maybe because I was such a ‘sceptic’ and it looked bad for her brand.

I went back to work. There was a bit of chatter about The Great Laura coming and going, and some disappointed sighs. “I was really hoping they would pick me,” Amy said. “But I’ve never had good luck.”

I was so tempted to tell her that I went to the reading. I was so tempted to just admit that I threw my name in the hat out of curiosity, and that I won. It was like a weird achievement that I would never be able to tell anyone…

But I couldn’t tell anyone, because they would inevitably ask, “What did she say?” And I could absolutely not tell anyone that a world-famous fortune teller told me that I would sack up with a femboy.

A few days later, there was some chatter at the cafe by the shop: people talking about some amazing reading that the Great Laura had done while she was in town. Apparently, she helped some guy track down his long-lost sister, who had been kidnapped as a child. It was even in the news: ‘Fortune Teller reveals helps reconnect long-lost siblings, torn apart by kidnapping’. It was very ‘fantastic’, and I wasn’t sure that I believed it; it stank of marketing to me.

And listening to them, I was tempted to say, “You know, I got a reading from the Great Laura too…”, but of course, I kept my mouth shut for reasons already mentioned.

It was a shame that my reading was so ridiculous. It was a shame that I could never tell anyone about my only celebrity encounter in my life. The last thing I wanted was for someone to somehow dig my reading up and watch it, and see me admitting to having a gay encounter in high school—as if the femboy prophecy wasn’t bad enough.

After a few more days, the whole reading began to feel like a weird dream. I was even starting to wonder if it had really happened, or if it was some weird dream that just seemed super real. I mean—it’s not like I had anything to show for it; I didn’t take home any souvenirs, and they didn’t give me some complimentary t-shirt.

By the end of the month, I’d forgotten about it for the most part. The ‘Great Laura’ name never came up at work, and it seemed like everyone (myself included) had moved forward from all the Great Laura hype.

[image: ]


“Karl,” said Andrew, the new office manager (he had just started a few days earlier, transferred from the head office in Ottawa). “I was wondering if I could send you on a coffee run. I’ll give you the company card, and you can grab coffee for the whole team. I think it will be a nice morale boost.”

It was the second time he’d sent me on a coffee run since he’d started at the office, and I hated it; I wasn’t a personal assistant; my job wasn’t to get coffees like a little errand boy. I’d been with that company for nearly a decade. It almost seemed like a demotion…

But I did it anyway. I took the card and feigned a smile and then I went downstairs and across the street. There was a bit of a line, so I just waited, staring out the window. A bus went by, with a sign on the side that said: HERE’S YOUR SIGN. It had a phone number to call to arrange advertising on the side of the bus.

Then, I turned as I heard a feminine voice say, “Next!” I turned to see a little blonde barista, with deep blue eyes, waving me over. I smiled and stepped forward. “Ah, yeah, I need to get twelve coffees. I wrote down the orders.” I slid her the piece of paper, which included everyone’s preferences (oat milks, almond milks, no milks, no cream, extra espresso, no foam, and so on). The petite blonde read the order aloud as she punched it in—and that’s when I noticed a sort of… abnormality in her voice.

She sounded a bit like a boy faking a girl voice.

My heart skipped a beat. My skin turned cold. She looked up at me and smiled. No—there was no way that she was a ‘femboy’… right? She looked too pretty to be a male. Plus, I could see down her unbuttoned top, and I could see her bra and her…

Well, she was quite flat-chested. Wait… was she…?

“Is that all?” she asked with that boyish twang in her voice.

“Um…” I said. She stared into my eyes. She giggled. I nodded my head and I moved to the end of the counter quickly. I took a deep breath once I had some space. Then, I looked back at her. Now, from her profile, I could tell that she really was a male. Her Adam’s apple gave her away as much as her voice did…

But like Laura said: she was actually surprisingly pretty. I was stunned that I was looking at a guy.

And surely—this was her… right?

She looked over at me after taking the next guy’s order. She smiled, her cheeks turning red—and then I realized I’d been staring at her—not because I was infatuated, but because I couldn’t believe I was now looking at a femboy who perfectly matched the Great Laura’s description.

My heart raced. I tried to push away all of the shock.

It was just a coincidence… surely.

I tried not to look at her. I didn’t want to give her the wrong idea. But I couldn’t help but notice she kept glaring at me, as if she… liked me. I wasn’t used to that. Maybe I gave her the wrong idea already, when I zoned out staring at her.

It was ten minutes until the coffees were ready. I took them and left fast. She called out to me as I was walking out the door. “See you later!”

She didn’t say that to anyone else—so why me?

My new manager looked at me when I walked in, and he said, “Karl, you look like you just witnessed a murder. Are you okay?”

“Huh? Me? I’m fine. Everything’s fine. Why?”

“You’re so pale. I hope you’re feeling well.”

“I’m fine,” I said. I put the coffees down. “There’s the coffee.”

It took the rest of the day to properly settle down. It wasn’t until I took a cold shower that I was able to rationalize it all in my head.

A blonde-hair, blue-eyed femboy might be rare, but it’s not some sort of unicorn. In fact, I saw ‘femboys’ every so often around downtown, where I worked. So it was only a matter of a time before I happened upon one that fit Laura’s description.

I was getting antsy over nothing.

The next day, I was asked to go on another coffee run. My heart quickly started racing, even though I thought that I’d come to terms with everything. I took a deep breath and went to get the coffees. Sure enough, the same ‘girl’ was working behind the counter.

I bit my tongue and tried to act casual. Her eyes lit up when she saw me. I felt a weird wave of emotions. I had a feeling she was going to be there, and I was expecting to walk in and dispel the ‘attraction’ from the previous day. I expected to see her and think, ‘Oh, she doesn’t actually look cute like I thought yesterday.’

But she was… cute. She had a sweet look about her, and her masculine features didn’t really distract from her cuteness. Look—it’s not like she was stunning. It’s not like she was a ten-out-of-ten convincing woman.

Now, the cafe was fairly empty. She was chatting with a brunette—who, upon closer inspection, was also trans or a femboy or a trap or whatever. She wasn’t nearly as ‘convincing’.

The blonde barista turned to look at me. A small smile came on her face. I felt my face turning dark red.

I had no interest. I wasn’t going to date some femboy. It just wasn’t going to happen…

But I remembered The Great Laura’s warning, telling me that if I passed on the ‘femboy’, I would live a life without my soulmate. God—that seemed so viciously harsh.

But she knew impossible things… so what if she was right?

I approached the counter. She perked up and turned her chin up. She smiled. “Hi again,” she said.

“Hey,” I said softly. “I, uh, need coffees for the office.”

She giggled: a weirdly placed giggle. It was kind of cute, but also a bit masculine. “Do you have the order written down again?” she asked.

“Yes.” I handed her the slip. My heart was racing. I don’t know why I felt so… overwhelmed. Up close, I have to admit, she wasn’t quite as cute. Her masculine features were a bit more pronounced than I realized. I could see that she was using quite a bit of makeup to disguise some of her masculinity—but it didn’t conceal it entirely. She was still cute in her own little way, but she was quite obviously a… male.

She read out the order. My skin tingled. Then, I decided to pose a question: “Are you…”

“What?” she asked, eyes widening.

“Are you a, uh, femboy?”

She looked suddenly like she was trying not to laugh. “Is that what I look like to you?” she asked.

“No. I mean—I’m just curious. I don’t mean anything mean by it. I just… you look like… a girl, but like…”

“It’s fine,” she said. But she didn’t answer my question. “I was born a guy.”

“Oh. Cool. That’s cool,” I said.

“Is it cool?” she asked with a giggle. Her brunette friend laughed and walked away, as if to give us space to chat. Now, I felt a weird pressure, remembering that warning again. I didn’t want to ruin my future by passing up my soulmate… but it was just so hard to believe that this woman was my soulmate.

“I’m sorry. I’ve just never met anyone, uh, like you. I was just curious. You’re very… pretty.” It felt so unnatural telling her that she was pretty—because I knew that she was a male; at least according to the Great Laura, she didn’t even identify as a woman; she just dressed as a woman.

“Are you trying to ask me out on a date?” she asked.

I felt my face turning pale. I started to feel a bit dizzy. She giggled, and I laughed, pretending like I thought she was just joking around—and hoping that the laugh would dispel any idea that I was making some sort of move.

“Coffees,” said the other barista, setting out my large order.

“Thanks,” I said, and then I gave the blonde a smile and left.

I was terrified that I was going to walk away from my soulmate… but I just didn’t feel anything for her.
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Ihad to see her every day. I was sent to get coffee during her shift, as if my new manager was trying to force me to spend time with her. And those meetings became even longer when my coworkers started ordering specialty lattes instead of simple coffees, once they realized the company would foot the bill.

Some days, I would have to wait there for close to forty-five minutes, between waiting in line and waiting for them to make a dozen specialty lattes.

And the little blonde barista would always smile at me. She would always chit-chat with me. She would ask me things like, “Do you like my dress today, Karl?” She would step back from the counter and grab her skirt with both hands before doing a little curtsy.

After a few days, she asked me, “Would you ever date a t-girl girl, Karl?” She giggled as if the question was a joke.

I tensed up. I’d been asking myself the same question in the evenings. I would always convince myself that I could do it—at least to try. Maybe I would get past the masculine traits. But then when I was close to her, I would see those masculine traits and realize, I would never be able to ignore them.

But I never forgot the Great Laura’s warning, about losing my soulmate.

So one day, I bit my tongue and I asked, “When is your shift over?”

“Five,” she said. “Yours?”

“Five as well.”

She batted her false lashes. Some moments she was cute, some moments she was a boy in girls’ clothing.

“Well we, uh, should grab a drink.” I felt like I was betraying myself. I was forcing myself to do something that I didn’t want to do out of some ridiculous fear that had been instilled into me by that ‘psychic’.

“That would be nice,” she said, leaning over the counter, trying to look cute—and she did look cute in that moment, putting me at ease, just a little bit. “I just live across the street; maybe I’ll run home and change quickly and I’ll meet you at the bar across the street at 5:30.”

“That’s fine,” I said. I left it at that. My heart was racing. I couldn’t believe that I’d asked her out: the first girl I’d asked out since splitting up with Sarah… The first girl I’d asked out since Sarah, when we were in high-school a dozen years earlier.

I killed time at the office that evening, tapping my foot nervously on the floor as 5:30 approached. Then, at 5:28, I started my walk over. I moved slowly, filled with a mixture of regret and hopefulness. A part of me was ‘proud’ that I was overcoming a sort of fear, and I was possibly going to be rewarded with my true soulmate… and then there was the dread that I was about to end up with a ‘femboy’ simply because some TV celebrity told me it was the correct thing to do.

She was at the bar, waiting for me, and the sight of her gave me a shock. I was used to seeing her in that barista outfit: a simple t-shirt and black pants. Now, she was wearing a little tube dress, which was sitting so low on her body that the top of it only barely covered her nipples. It was a pink dress, which should have made her appear more feminine, but it just showed that she had no breasts whatsoever: just a flat boyish chest. Her shoulders were quite bony.

She was wearing red lipstick and lots of blush. It appeared as though she’d glued on some additional false lashes for this date, making her eyelids heavy, giving her a sultry lethargic look.

But that flat chest betrayed all of her efforts to look feminine. I couldn’t convince my brain otherwise: I was on a date with a man.

I sat down and tried to be polite. I tried to smile. I said, “You look really good.”

“Do you like what I’ve done?” she asked.

“You’re really, uh, cute.”

“Thanks, Karl.”

She knew my name—and it dawned on me that I had no idea what her name was. I tried to remember if I’d seen a name tag on her at some point. I wanted to ask her, but I was afraid of two things:

1. She would be offended that I couldn’t remember her name.

2. She would tell me that her name was something like Mike, and the feminine illusion that I was desperately trying to cling to would suddenly be lost.

I stared at her, and she giggled. “You don’t know my name, do you?” she said, as if reading my mind.

“I’m sorry.”

“Jessie,” she said.

I smiled. I drew in a slow breath. “That’s a cute name.”

“Thanks.”

Our drinks came. She took a long sip from hers before saying, “I snuck in a drink at the end of my shift. I’m a bit of a lightweight.”

“Well, you’re a, uh, small girl.”

“Do you like your girls small, Karl?” She leaned forward, planting her elbows on the table. Now I could see down her top; her chest was still so very flat and thin, showing a boniness that reminded me of my own chest back when I was fifteen and my mass wasn’t keeping up with my growth.

“I, uh…” I tried to think of the correct answer. “I haven’t thought about it.”

“Does the thought of being with a ‘femboy’ excite you, Karl?” she asked with that sultry smile.

“I… I haven’t thought of it,” I lied. It didn’t excite me; it terrified me. Looking at Jessie now, I couldn’t help but think of that embarrassing high-school experience, with that man in that party bedroom, stroking his cock, feeling him throbbing in my hand. The humiliation still haunted me, with Susie watching with a grin on her face.

Now, Jessie was looking at me with a similar grin. “Are you a naughty boy, Karl?”

My heart raced faster. Why was this becoming so sexual, so fast? Did she think that’s what I wanted?

I drank a large portion of my drink before answering. “I’m, uh, normal,” I said, and I knew it sounded like a dumb answer. She giggled and sipped her drink.

“Well, I should let you know now, I’m a naughty girl,” she said. I was surprised to hear her call herself a ‘girl’, seeing as the fortune teller told she didn’t identify as a woman.

“Oh yeah?” I asked, a bit awkwardly.

She nodded her head. “I like to have fun.” She sipped her drink again. “The question is, can you keep up with me?”

I laughed awkwardly.

“Well?” she said.

“Well what?”

“Can you keep up with me?”

“Um. I don’t know. I, uh, guess we’ll see.”

“Finish your drink and let’s go see.” She giggled. I wondered if she was more drunk than she was letting on. This was just happening too fast for me. I didn’t feel comfortable with any of this.

Now, she was leaning back in her chair in a sort of masculine way that made those feelings of regret grow even stronger.

I could still walk away. I could tell her that I’d made a mistake… or that I wasn’t interested in going so ‘fast’… Or would that be me ‘passing’ the opportunity being given to me by the universe? The Great Laura told me that if I was too slow, she would move on and I would never know my true soulmate.

I felt an intense pressure to see this through.

I’d felt that pressure before, being watched by Susie, thinking that I had to do that horrible act just to have a chance with her. But this pressure was almost worst, because it came with an intense existential dread; if I didn’t do it, I could die alone or with some person that I didn’t love.

“Okay,” I said.

Her smile grew bigger and her eyes flashed. “Really?”

I nodded my head.

I lifted my glass to finish my drink; my hand was trembling. There was hardly any date: ten minutes of sitting together, and now we were heading to her apartment to have sex.
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Her apartment was small, but feminine. It smelled of perfume. There were girly candles around. There were girly outfits scattered about in a messy way, as if she’d pulled everything out from her closet and tried different outfits on in different rooms. It was quite messy.

“Nice place,” I said.

“It’s not,” she said. “It’s ridiculously hot and the walls and super thin, so when you fuck, you get really sweaty and the neighbours can hear everything.” She giggled with a little burp, and the burp made her giggle even more. “You’re handsome, Karl.”

“Thanks,” I said. “So, uh… are you from around here? I mean—did you grow up here?”

She giggled. Then, we chatted for about three minutes: the closes thing we had to an actual conversation, which was mostly just me asking generic questions and her giving short answers with a big grin on her face.

My gaze tracked down and I saw that there was a large bulge in her thin dress.

She noticed me looking down and giggled again. “Ah, you finally noticed,” she said. “I’ve been hard for, like, five minutes.”

Her bulge was quite large, pushing out far, stretching that tube dress. I was speechless. I remembered the awkward high-school experience, and my skin turned cold.

“Want to suck it?” she asked, swaying her hips side to side, making that bulge sway, as if it wasn’t even in a pair of panties.

This girl was a freak. She was sex-obsessed. How was she my soulmate? What did we have in common?

My mouth felt dry as I tried to muster up an answer. She grabbed the bottom of her skirt and gently pulled it upwards, slowly revealing her erect penis, throbbing and veiny. She was shaved nicely, which gave her cock a feminine appearance—as feminine as an erect cock can look, I suppose.

I was frozen. She swayed her hips, making her erection dance. “Like it?” she asked.

I couldn’t be rude. I couldn’t endanger this ‘opportunity’, though I was really starting to wonder if The Great Laura was maybe wrong about this one. Maybe she saw me with this girl, but was off about us being soulmates. I just… couldn’t see it.

She walked up to me. She gently put both of her hands on my shoulders and peered into my eyes. She smiled. In that moment, she looked quite pretty; she looked feminine. She looked sweet…

“Suck me,” she whispered. “Taste my girly cock.”

She put a pressure down on my shoulders. My knees wobbled for a moment before I sunk to my knees. Now, I was looking right at her fat, throbbing cock. I slowly took a breath in. She grabbed her dick and stroked it gently, squeezing tight, making her tip red.

I looked at her. From this angle, I wasn’t so sure that she looked so feminine. My heart fluttered. I felt ill. Was this really happening again? Was I really about to have an experience with a biological male… again? I wasn’t interested in men.

She slipped her fingers into my hair, then pulled my head in towards her lap. My mouth opened instinctively, and her shaft slid onto my tongue. She was so much bigger than I could have imagined with her small body. I closed my eyes as the smell of perfume filled my nostrils. At least she smelled like a girl.

I sucked. I felt the details of her cock: her tip, the ridge of her glans, the contour of her veins. As she pushed deeper into my mouth, I felt her cushy balls press into my chin.

I heard her giggling, which sometimes sounded feminine. Other times, there was a twang of masculinity that made me tense up.

“You’re good at this,” she said.

I kept sucking. I tried bobbing my head a little bit. Her fingers in my hair did feel nice, moving around, occasionally clutching my hair and tugging in an erotic sort of way.

Her cock was so hard, like a rock, her tip sliding against the roof of my mouth. It was so… unnatural. But it wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. That perfume smell helped. The fingers in my hair helped. The shaved legs helped, and the tugged up tube dress helped too.

I kept sucking. I caught a bitter tinge, and I knew that she leaked a drop of pre cum into my mouth. I groaned, but tried not to let it scare me off. I had to see this through.

I had to know if the Great Laura was the real deal. I had to know if she knew something about me and about the universe that I didn’t know.

So I kept sucking.

Her cock was so hard. It somehow got harder—and longer. Her foreskin was pulled back, so tight, so stretched that it almost looked like it was going to rip. Her cock was throbbing so hard.

I kept sucking.

“Oh God,” she moaned. “Okay—on your feet. It’s my turn.”

I stood up, on my feet. I took a deep breath. It took her all of five seconds to fish my cock out from my pants. She smiled. “You’re hard,” she said.

I blushed.

She gripped my dick and began stroking. It was dry, which she sensed, so she spat on it and then she pumped me hard and fast. I tensed up.

It was a minute of intense stroking before she leaned in with her mouth. She slurped and sucked in a messy way. She had an erotic intensity that couldn’t be matched. She deep-throated every inch.

It felt good. She actually looked good on her knees: submissive and feminine.

This felt more natural… though I could see that her other hand was on her cock. She was stroking herself fast and hard, hunched over herself, muscles tense.

She stood up and wiped her lips. “You know what would be hot?” she asked.

“What?”

“If you tasted your own cock.” She leaned in and kissed me with lots of tongue. It was a slobbery kiss; her chin was covered in spit. Then she leaned back and wiped her lips again. “I like to taste my own cock too,” she said.

My heart bounced. She was dirty—way dirtier than I was used to with Sarah.

“Y—Yeah?” I asked.

She nodded her head. She took me and spun me around. With a push, she had me bent over her kitchen counter. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Fucking you,” she said.

“You sure you, uh, want to be on top?”

“We can take turns,” she said. And before we could discuss the matter further, she pushed into me. I gasped; it was sudden and unexpected. I tensed up, now with a cock in my ass. “Fuck!” I shouted.

I clutched the counter with both hands as she began to drive into me. I was so embarrassed. I felt like she was stripping me of the last bit of pride that I had left after being left by Sarah. She was pumping me, unloading her horny energy into me. There was no slow, gentle, romantic buildup; it was just a hard fucking.

“Fuck,” she groaned.

She reached around and gripped my dick and started pumping it.

She fucked me as hard as she could, until we were both dripping with sweat. She was right: that apartment was hot.

It didn’t feel so bad after about five minutes. After ten minutes, it actually felt kind of nice. My muscles had relaxed somewhat and she had found a spot inside of me that was… just right. I leaned into her, pushing my body into her lap so that she was perfectly hitting that spot.

But then, after another five minutes, it was starting to hurt. She kept spitting on her cock and putting it back into me, which helped a bit, but I was starting to get ‘sore’. “Are you going to cum?” I asked, looking back.

“I’m trying,” she said. “It doesn’t always happen fast.”

She fucked me for another fifteen minutes, and now my asshole was getting numb from being fucked. Finally, she pulled out and started jerking herself off. “Sometimes I just have to rub it out.”

She stood there jerking off for ten minutes. “Go onto your knees,” she said. “Open your mouth.”

I didn’t want to do it… but I wanted to make her happy, so I did it. I went to my knees, but she didn’t cum right away. It took her another ten minutes of intense stroking: wanking hard and fast until finally a small cum shot splattered on my tongue and lips. Then, she apologized for it taking so long, and told me that it had to do with the hormones she took daily.

I thought that was weird. Hormones? I thought she didn’t identify as a woman? Or did she? How could I know? I couldn’t ask without potentially offending her. But the Great Laura told me that she identified as male.

She stood up and bent over. “Okay. Fuck me,” she said, now lacking enthusiasm.

I carefully mounted her. I had to stroke some blood back into my cock. Then, I gently penetrated her and fucked her as hard as I could, but I just wasn’t able to match the intensity she thrusted into me.

She didn’t give me much: only a few little moans and groans. Otherwise, she stood still and just let me use her like a sex toy until I finished inside of her.

She looked back at me and smiled. “That felt nice,” she said.

I feigned a smile. The room now smelled strongly of anal sex: a bitter, unpleasant smell that wasn’t masked by those candles. She went to open a window. Then, she showed me her bedroom. She got onto the bed and took her cock in her hand. “Want to watch me jerk off to porn?”

The question took me by surprise. It was so… shocking. She turned on her TV, which had porn loaded up already. She pressed play and started masturbating: stroking her long shaft, gaze glued to the screen.

Was I really looking at my soulmate? She was a sex-addicted femboy, with no real ambitions as far as I could tell. She had nothing to talk about, other than sex. It seemed like her life simply revolved around… fucking.
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Ispent the night with Jessie. I saw her in the morning, after taking a shower. I saw her with her makeup washed away and her wig off of her head. She smiled at me and I managed to return the smile, though it was yet another blow to my ego. It took her almost an hour to prepare for the day, and during that hour, I was looking at a man—or maybe something more androgynous, but still masculine.

The feminine features were mostly an illusion created by makeup. She wore a wig that framed her face in a clever way, hiding a masculine shape, and she caked on a lot of contouring to finish that illusion. Though I did notice that she wasn’t entirely flat-chested; there were some subtle lumps that were too ‘big’ to be pecs—likely the result of the hormone replacement pills she was taking.

“I need to get to work,” I told her.

She smiled at me. “I know. Me too.” I forgot that I’d told her that our hours were the same—and she obviously knew that we worked on the same block.

“I, uh, have to actually be at work early this morning. I’m supposed to set up for a big meeting with some investors.”

“Oh. Okay,” she said. “Well, I’ll see you when you come in for your coffee run.” Now, without alcohol in her system, she was much more subdued. Her intense horniness wasn’t obvious. She even seemed a bit shy at moments, which gave me hope that there was a possibility she was capable of being ‘normal’. Maybe, when she was sober, we could have a normal conversation and find some common ground, something we have in common…

But it was hard to think of anything to say right after seeing her in her natural state, which was—at least as far as appearances go—masculine. And maybe her natural masculinity was something that I would become desensitized to in time… but it wasn’t going to simply happen overnight. I couldn’t go from being in a twelve-year relationship with a biological woman, and then jump right into seeing a man with boyish features adjusting a wig on his head after sleeping next to me all night; it was just too much to take in at once.

So I left. I went to work early and waited outside of the doors for someone to come and let me in. “Why so early, Karl?” asked Amy when she appeared with the key.

“Just running early, I guess,” I said.

She looked into my eyes and I blushed and looked away: my shyness betraying me. She smiled and said, “Did you go on a date last night, Karl?”

“No,” I lied.

It was only an hour later when my manager saw me and sent me off to pick up the usual collection of coffees and lattes. I thought about going to another cafe; there was one just an extra block away… but as I stepped out from our building, I caught Jessie’s gaze through the cafe window. She smiled at me and waved, and she surely saw the list of orders in my hand—so I went in.

There was a bit of a line, but Jessie waved me over and took the slip from me. Some of the customers in line peered at me, looking a bit annoyed by my skipping the line, and then Jessie said, “He’s just making an adjustment to an online order he placed an hour ago.”

The customers seemed satisfied with this. Jessie winked at me.

She had redeemable qualities. She was capable of being sweet and kind—and now that she was properly dolled up, she really was cute in her own way…

But I still couldn’t see what we had in common. The line filtered out and I found myself alone with Jessie. There was a silence… a long silence. I had nothing to say, and she had nothing to say. “You should listen to this new album I’m listening to.”

“What is it?”

“Fire DMT.”

“What’s that?”

“Look it up.”

So I did, back in the office. It was some weird electronic dance music with a super-fake sounding drum machine and lots of ‘beat drops’. It wasn’t my kind of music. And when I saw Jessie the next day, she wanted to know my thoughts. I was honest and said, “Really not my kind of thing.”

“What’s your kind of thing?”

“I like the Eagles.”

“Who are they? Is that metal?”

“Um… No. It’s… classic rock, I guess.”

“I’ll listen to it tonight.”

And when I saw her the next day, she didn’t mention the Eagles. I don’t think she liked the Eagles. I didn’t like her music. She told me about a show she was watching. “It’s super funny.”

“It’s fiction?”

“Fiction? What’s that mean?”

“Like… it’s not based on real stuff?”

“Oh no—it’s real,” she said. “The camera, like, follows them around. They’re all rich, and super fucked up. It’s really entertaining. Hey! Why don’t you come over after work and we’ll watch it together?”

I hesitantly agreed to the offer, even though I knew it meant sex again. But I was hopeful that we would find some spark that would show me that there was some value to this, and maybe the Great Laura was right.

At least I could say that I’d tried. If there was some off-chance that the Great Laura was correct, I could say that I tried to make it work with my soulmate.

The show was terrible: a reality show about spoiled 30-somethings who had never worked a day in their life. They argued and bickered and the girls all slept around, cheating on their boyfriends while blaming their ‘mental health’ struggles as the reason for their infidelity. Jessie was captivated. She told me who her favourite characters were, and she told me all about the ones she hated—and she hissed whenever they were on screen.

As soon as the show was over, she pulled her panties down and flipped onto her back and said, “Suck me!” She started stroking herself with a tight grip, pumping fast until she was hard. “Well? Aren’t you going to suck me?”

“O—Okay,” I said, hoping that this time I would like it. Maybe I just needed to get a bit… desensitized to the idea of sucking cock, and then I could learn to appreciate it… somehow.

But it was weird still. I sucked her for twenty minutes, and it was weird the whole time, especially when her moans started to sound more masculine. I was just reminded of that weird high-school encounter.

“Now bounce on me like a slut,” she said. She positioned me and I tried to look excited about the idea. I sat down on her lap and she made sure her cock slid right up my ass. Then, for about forty sweaty minutes in her thin-walled apartment, I bounced on her lap.

I will admit that there were moments of ecstasy. There were moments of tingling, pulsing pleasure, where I let out moans and groans—and then I even came on her chest. But there were painful moments too, when she wrapped her arms around me and thrusted her cock straight up into me as hard and as fast as she could—and it was starting to feel dry, like my ass was ripping apart.

She didn’t cum inside of me. Instead, she asked me to finish her with my hand. I obliged. She kept saying, “Squeeze it harder. Pump it faster. More on the tip.” Her cock was frighteningly desensitized—presumably from the hormones, or maybe from her porn addiction. She ended up turning porn on the TV and watching it while I jerked her.

A video came on where a trans girl was taking three cocks in her asshole at the same time. It looked painful. Jessie’s face lit up and she said, “I want to try that. If I found two friends, would you fuck me with them?”

I didn’t know how to answer. I was already struggling with the idea of this relationship, and she was already suggesting that we add extra people into it… She ended up asking me what I thought about ‘throuples’. “I think it’s a fun idea,” she said. It seemed like every minute we spent together was just confirmation that we weren’t meant to be together.

Then she put another episode of that horrid show on the TV, and we watched until midnight. When she fell asleep on the couch, I snuck out of her apartment and drove home.
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Ifound myself cursing the Great Laura. I felt like this was some sort of additional humiliation torture to what she’d already put me through—as if that ‘reading’ wasn’t bad enough. Now, I had this awful dread that consumed me every single time I considered the idea of telling Jessie that I wasn’t interested in a relationship. I was so afraid of losing my apparent soulmate. Maybe there was something about Jessie that I just hadn’t figured out yet—something that would make me fall madly in love with her, like I was with Sarah—but even better, because Sarah, apparently, was never my actual soulmate.

I had to try… but how could I know when Laura was wrong? At what point could I step away and say, ‘Jessie is not my soulmate’?

The stress was killing me.

A few days later, I was back at her apartment. She wanted to ‘surprise’ me by showing me her new lingerie. I have to admit that the lingerie was sexy. I also have to admit that I was becoming more interested in sucking her cock; I was learning to enjoy it; there were some very, very satisfying moments, making her hard in my mouth. It no longer felt like I was doing something ‘gay’.

And taking her cock in my ass was becoming more pleasurable once I started to know what to expect… but Jessie’s sexual disfunction was turning into more of an issue. Now, she was always turning on porn when we had sex—and she would watch that porn constantly, sometimes without even looking at me, which was a huge blow to my already-bruised ego.

And I still hadn’t found anything I had in common with Jessie. Her taste in music, her taste in television, her taste in art… we were polar opposites. In fact, it was starting to seem like the only thing we had in common was sex—and even then, I wanted something a bit more deep and romantic, and she just wanted to thrust as hard and fast into me as possible—maybe because it was the only way she could feel anything with her desensitized cock.

“Are you my boyfriend?” she asked one evening. Her eyes were wide, glowing, as she awaited my response.

I felt a clenching at my heart. I wanted to say ‘yes’, just to make her happy. But I didn’t want to deceive her. I didn’t want her to think that I had feelings for her… because I really didn’t. Every day, I would hope, deep down, that she would send me a message letting me know that she’d found someone else—because then I could say that I tried and she was the one who rejected me.

And if I had feelings for her, I probably wouldn’t be hoping that she would leave me for another guy, right?

“I need more time to think about that,” I told her, and I watched the colour drain from her face, filling me with an awful guilt.

But I wasn’t going to lie to her.

I started thinking about my own life—about the things that I needed to fix in Karl-World. I couldn’t expect to figure out my love life if I still hadn’t addressed the issues that Sarah had brought up before leaving me.

So the next day, I went into my boss’ office and said, “I want a promotion.”

“You just had your annual raise two months ago,” he said, looking a bit surprised.

“I didn’t say a raise. I want a promotion. I want to move up with this company. I’ve been here for a decade.”

He looked totally caught off guard. “I’m not sure that we, uh, have any openings in higher positions right now, Karl.”

“Then I may start looking into positions with other companies,” I said.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” he said, raising up his hands. “Don’t do that, Karl. You’re valuable here. Look… I’ll look into what’s available, and I’ll see if I can do some reshuffling. Okay?”

Two days later, he let me know that there was an opening for me. I was stunned that it actually worked. I couldn’t believe it worked. And there was a raise with the new position: a large raise that was way more than the inflation-matching raise that I was used to.

I decided to invest in some new clothes, which I hadn’t done in a long time. I got myself a haircut—a shorter style than I was used to. I even got a bit of a fade, which I’d never done before. I was really starting to feel like it was a ‘new me’.

I hadn’t heard from Jessie in almost a week. I thought about reaching out to her—but I was half-waiting for her to reach out to me. There was still that nagging dread: something inside of me telling me that I was screwing up my ‘destiny’. I was doing exactly what the Great Laura told me not to do: missing this opportunity with my soulmate.

But was Jessie really my soulmate?

I decided it was time to get a new apartment, even if it meant losing the ‘great deal’ that I’d had for so long. Walking home one afternoon, I noticed a sign on a large apartment building. ‘Executive apartment for rent’. I called the number and a woman answered.

“I want to see the apartment that’s available in the building on Monroe Avenue.”

“I can be down in fifteen minutes,” said the woman.

So I grabbed a coffee across the street. Standing in the line was a stunning blonde, who turned and smiled at me. She had amazing blue eyes and the cutest little upturned nose.

I blushed all over, but was too shy to say anything. She ordered her coffee and glanced at me once more before leaving. Then I got my coffee and went back across the road to see the apartment.

I saw that beautiful woman again, standing by the door of that very apartment building. I smiled at her again and she blushed. I stopped to wait, and she was apparently waiting for someone as well—probably her boyfriend to come down to meet her for some date. After five minutes, she said, “I think I’m being stood up.”

“I think I was forgotten about,” I laughed. So I redialled that number to see how much longer she would be.

Then, the beautiful blonde’s phone rang in her purse. She paused, blushed, and said, “You must be here to see the apartment.”

We both laughed. She took me up to the fourteenth floor and showed me the apartment. It was so bright and cozy.

“I would rent it if I could afford it,” she told me.

“Do you live in the building?” I asked her.

“No. I live down the road. But I’ve always wanted to live in this building. I mean—everyone wants to live in this building, but the rent is a bit steep. Worth it though. You should see the pool and the gym, and there’s an indoor walkway that goes all the way to the nearest Sky-Train station.”

“Really?”

She nodded her head. “Oh—and you should check out these cabinets.” She pulled up a chair to the counters to reach the top counters. She was petite, so she had to stand up on that chair to reach them, to show me the fancy feature where little shelves slide out as the cupboard door opens.

But while she was standing up on that chair, I could see up her little skirt. I could see her panties, and I knew it wasn’t correct to look, but I was sure that I saw a bulge, so I stole a glance.

And I did see a bulge—and more than a bulge. Her little panties weren’t quite enough to keep her package contained. One of her balls and the tip of her smooth, pretty penis was living outside of her panties.

The blonde was a trans girl.

I felt a tingle all over. She got down from the chair and smiled at me. “Cool, right?”

“Y—Yeah. Cool,” I said.

“So if you want the place, you’ll have to reach out to my boss,” she went on. “He’ll have to get you to sign the paperwork and put in the deposit—and you’ll have to send him a reference too.”

“Okay,” I said, still stunned that I was looking at a biological male. And just like Jessie, she was blonde with blue eyes—and petite, matching Laura’s description perfectly. But this girl was… different. This girl seemed so sweet and fun.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” she said. “The sound system is amazing in here. Check this out.” She took out her phone and showed me how to pair the bluetooth, and then she went to her Spotify and put on a song.

Suddenly, the whole apartment filled with high-quality audio: perfect bass, perfect mids, and crisp treble. The song was Take it Easy, by the Eagles.

“Great song,” I smiled.

She nodded. “A classic.”

I stared into her eyes for a long moment.

“So, uh,” she went on. “Just call my boss. Tell him that I showed you the place—you know, so I get a bit of credit too.” She giggled: a cute sound.

“Just tell him that a blonde girl showed me the place?” I asked.

“Just said Ash showed you the place.”

“Short for Ashley?”

“Ashton,” she blushed. “I’m actually a guy.” Her face was dark red.

My heart was pounding now. It occurred to me in that moment that it was now exactly three months since my reading with the Great Laura.

“Here’s his number,” Ash said, handing me her boss’ number.

“Can I get your number too?” I asked.

She bit her lip. “My number?” she asked, flustered. “You already have it. Remember?”

“Oh. Right.”

“What do you need that for?”

“To see when you might be free,” I said. “To get a drink.”

She parted her lips and then stuttered. “I’m not lying about being a guy,” she said.

“That’s fine.”

“I’m not even technically trans.”

“Also fine.”

“That doesn’t bother you?”

I shook my head.

Now that I knew she was male, I could see a few slightly masculine traits that weren’t hidden by makeup or her long blonde hair—but they didn’t bother me. Ash was gorgeous, and I felt an instant connection to her. And thanks to my experience with Jessie, I wasn’t afraid to explore something with her. “Are you free tonight?” I asked.

“I could be,” she said with a shy smile.

“Then it’s a date. We’ll get drinks.”

She smiled.

THE END
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Alvin is horrified when a strange man starts following him one afternoon. He follows him everywhere, until Alvin manages to lose him in a park. But the next day, the man finds Alvin again, and eventually confronts him.

Alvin thinks the man must be a psychopath, but it turns out, he’s a famous photographer, looking for a model for a big contract—and when he saw Alvin, he knew that he was a perfect fit for the campaign. But Alvin has no interest.

Still, the man is persistent, even offering big money. And he almost has Alvin’s interest, until he reveals one awkward detail: he wants Alvin to dress like a girl for the shoot.
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Iwas on my way home, on the train, and there was a man on the train that just wouldn’t stop staring at me.

He had a look in his eye that was something like amazement. At first, I assumed he was surely looking at someone or something behind me, but after a minute, there was no mistaking it: he was looking at me.

After another minute, you can imagine my discomfort; he was still staring at me. I got up to change seats, thinking that, maybe, he was just… zoned out, and his inward gaze just happened to land on me; it’s happened to everyone. Maybe the poor guy was just… tired.

But no—his gaze followed me and he continued to stare at me in a state of curious wonder.

I can say with certainty that I’d never been looked at like that before. There was a glimmer in his eyes… as if he had fallen in love with me after being hit by Cupid’s arrow. I was tempted to call out to him, ‘I’m not gay.’ But I didn’t want to make my situation even more uncomfortable. So after a few more stops, I decided to get off the train early.

Then, after walking a couple of blocks, I looked back, feeling a strange sense of dread—and there was the man, now following me, keeping a safe distance, eyes still glued to me.

I walked faster. Now, I was starting to panic. My heart was starting to race. Was this guy nuts? Was he going to follow me home and then murder me? I decided to take a turn, heading towards a busy park instead of my place.

I didn’t want him to know where I lived.

He was still behind me, taking the same turn. I tried walking faster, but he managed to match my pace—maybe even getting a bit closer to me. I went right for the forested trail in that park, taking a quick series of turns whenever the path forked. I was jogging now, heart pounding. I kept looking back. People were looking at me strangely, and I was tempted to desperately beg them not to tell the man pursuing me where I’d gone.

Finally, the trail spat me out on the backside of the park. Now, I was tired, so I went back to walking. Every block, I looked back.

The man was gone… Thank God.

I rushed home. I thought about calling the police, but what would they do? Would they even care that some random man had been looking at me and following me? Was that even illegal?

When I told my parents during dinner, they didn’t seem that interested. “He was probably just heading in the same direction as you, sweetie,” my mom said.

“No,” I said. “He was following me. He was looking right at me the whole time!”

“Alvin,” my dad said. “Did you consider that it was just in your head? Maybe the guy had—I don’t know—a lazy eye. I think you’re getting worked up over nothing.”

There was just nothing that I could say to convince my parents that I really was followed by a complete stranger for nearly thirty minutes. And they didn’t seem to care that I was legitimately rattled. It took hours to fall asleep that night. Every little noise had me sitting upright, tense all over. What if that man had followed me home, and I didn’t realize it?

The short sleep had me feeling groggy in the morning. And sadly, I had a big exam that I had to write. I was in a rush leaving the house, so I planned to get breakfast at a cafe on my way to the university. But when I got onto the train, there he was again. This time, he didn’t notice me, but I saw him sitting there, staring out the window.

Quickly, I spun around, but as I was about to move to the next car, I saw his face in a window reflection; he’d spotted me.

My heart sank. I couldn’t get away from his guy! He was like some sort of… Terminator! I felt like the kid in the movie, running from some murderous psychopath.

I made my way to a door, but the train was between stations. I looked over and saw him walking into my train car. Shit. There was nowhere else to run. Now, I had to face this man.

If I had been bigger and stronger, maybe I would have gotten tough; maybe I would have stood up for myself and shouted something along the lines of, ‘Get the fuck away from me, you weirdo!’. Instead, I just went submissive and looked away, clutching that bar with both of my hands.

Then, he stopped, just a few short feet away from me. He stood for a moment, awkwardly, and then he cleared his throat. Still, I wouldn’t look at him, even though I should have snapped at him and said something like, ‘Why the fuck were you following me yesterday!?’.

Finally, he broke the silence. “Excuse me, young man.”

I turned my head despite my frozen neck muscles. I got my first good look of the man. He was older, with grey spots in his short beard, and grey on the sides of his head. He didn’t look terribly old. In fact, he seemed remarkably well-groomed for a lunatic. He was wearing a clean white dress shirt under a crisp brown blazer, and I caught a glimmer of the gold on his watch before catching a whiff of his expensive cologne.

Who was this man?

“W—What is it?” I asked.

“I was wondering if you would be interested in modelling for me?”

I was silent. I was stunned. I was… confused. “What?” I said.

“Model for me. Paid—of course. I would pay you what you think is fair.”

“N—No thanks,” I said.

“Please,” he said.

“No. I don’t even know you.”

“It would be for a clothing line,” he went on, looking tense, as if he was desperate for me to say yes. “It’s nothing inappropriate. I was just given the contract yesterday—and then I saw you. I tried to catch up with you, but you slipped away from me.”

“I’m sorry. I’m not interested,” I said.

“Please. Take my card,” he said, reaching into his pocket. He thrusted a card towards me. I took it reluctantly. “I’m a professional photographer.”

I just stared at him, hoping he would take no for an answer and step away from me.

“I’ve taken pictures of celebrities,” he said. “Let me show you.”

“That’s okay,” I said. “I’m in a rush, actually.”

I wasn’t at my stop yet, but I wanted to just get off to get away from him. He was being… creepy. He wasn’t taking no for an answer, and he had me cornered. I couldn’t be late for my exam, but I was considering it…

“Please,” he said again. “You would be perfect for what I do. I promise I would pay you well.”

“Can you… please leave me alone,” I said, finally summoning the courage to be rude. I don’t think I’d ever been rude to someone before; I’d always been too passive—but I just needed to tell this man to back off.

“Okay,” he said. “Just keep that card, and go to my website. Look at my work. And remember that I’ll pay you well.”

“I’m just trying to get to school. I’ve got a big exam.”

“Call me after the exam and I’ll give you more details.”

I said nothing. I just stared at him, waiting for him to back off—and then he did. Thank God. He gave me some space. I was fairly certain that he was a psychopath. Did he seriously think that I was going to model for him?

Two stops later, I was at my school. I went quickly to the university cafe to grab a muffin, and then I rushed off to my exam.


2



It was two days later when I saw the man again, this time hunting me down just like that evil robot in the second Terminator movie.

He hadn’t found me yet. I saw him from the university cafe; he was outside, wandering around the campus slowly, looking around like some lost tourist.

I was sure that he was looking for me—and then that suspicion was confirmed when his gaze found me and his eyes lit up. I backed away from the window and went to the hallway to make my way to the back entrance of the building. I was horrified that he’d hunted me down like this.

I managed to escape without him finding me. But it wasn’t the last I saw of him. He was there again, the next morning, when I showed up for my first class. He was sitting on a bench, seemingly just waiting for me to show up for school. He spotted me before I could react, and he got up and waved at me. I thought about running, but I didn’t want to cause a scene; I didn’t want people looking at me and remembering me as the guy who freaked out one day. I tried to keep my cool. I tried to ignore him, but he approached me nonetheless. “I’m so glad I found you,” he said.

“Are you stalking me?” I asked quietly.

“Of course not,” he said. “You mentioned you were in school when we spoke, so I figured you were here. I just want to try to persuade you to model for me.”

“I told you; I’m not modelling for you. I’m… not even a model.”

“Most of the models I work with aren’t professional models. Most don’t even have modelling experience. In my opinion, that makes the photos feel more real. I don’t really like working with professional models. I really think you should model for me. I think it would be a fantastic opportunity for you to make some money.”

“I told you: I’m not interested.”

“Please,” he said.

“No.”

I walked away, and thank God he didn’t follow me—but he wasn’t finished stalking me. When I saw him again that afternoon, I was almost ready to call the police. I was ready to get a restraining order.

He was approaching me, and my body was filling with anger at the sight of him. I put my hand up, like a police stopping a car at a traffic stop. But he didn’t stop. Instead, he raised his hands up, as if to show me he wasn’t armed. “Please,” he said. “Let me just give you the details.”

“I told you that I’m not interested.”

“Five hundred dollars, and it will take just a couple of hours,” he said. “The photos would be so perfect. You would be the perfect fit for this campaign. I would love to have you in my portfolio. You’re exactly the type of model that I look for when I get these big campaigns. And I will make sure that you’re paid.”

I hesitated. Of course five-hundred dollars was enticing… especially since I was flat-broke, jobless, and starting to really want to get out from my parents’ place.

I wanted to start applying for jobs in my field of study, but—and I know this will sound like a lame excuse—I didn’t own any decent clothes. I only owned some band t-shirts, some old sweatshirts, sweatpants, and a couple pairs of ripped jeans. My wardrobe was essentially whatever my mom had bought me over the past few Christmases. I couldn’t exactly interview looking like that. Then there was my shaggy hair, which I couldn’t afford to cut. My parents used to lend me their credit card whenever I needed things like haircuts, but they’d recently told me that I needed to start finding ways to pay for those things myself.

Maybe $500 would be a quick way to get my foot into the door. Then I could start working part-time somewhere to make some actual money.

My skin tingled. I hated myself for even considered his offer for a second. “I’m busy,” I told him.

“Please,” he said. “Just… Look at my website and see my work, and then give me a call.”

I walked away from him, and was relieved when he didn’t follow—but I knew that I would see him again. I knew that wasn’t the last of his obsessive stalking.

I really should have gone to the police and asked them for a simple restraining order. He really was refusing to leave me alone.

That night, while getting my clothes together to run a load of laundry, I saw that card fall out from my pants pocket. I paused, feeling a tinge of dread in my gut. I was already dreading going to school the next day, knowing that he was going to be there, lingering around, waiting to beg me to model for him.

And how creepy is that? Asking a stranger to model for you… Everything about the man just gave me the creeps.

Out of curiosity, I decided to check his website. I was expecting some lame low-budget Geocities style site. I was surprised to see a proper, professional website, with surprisingly nice photos. Of course I was sceptical that the photos were even taken by that man, whose name was apparently Arnold. Arnold Mellanson.

But there were photos of Arnold: behind the scenes shots of him photographing actors I vaguely recognized. His portfolio was seemingly endless. I was stunned to see a photo of Anya Taylor Joy.

If this guy was taking pictures of high-calibre people like Anya Taylor Joy, why the hell did he want to take pictures of some random guy from some random university?

It just didn’t add up. It seemed like some sort of scam. My parents always told me: ‘If it looks like a red flag, it’s a red flag’. And this looked like the reddest flag of them all.

So of course I didn’t call the man back.

I didn’t call him… but he called me. “Who is this?” I asked when I picked up a call from an unknown number.

“I hate to be a pest, but I got your number from someone at the university,” he said, and I recognized his voice.

“Please, man,” I said. “It’s too much.” I felt so violated. He must have walked up to random people after talking to me, asking them if they knew who I was. He must have found someone who knew me… I wonder who?

“I just want you to really take my offer seriously,” he said. “I saw that you were checking out my site, and⁠—”

“You’re spying on me?”

“No, no,” he said. “It’s a private website that only you have a link to right now. My page view went up, and seeing as you’re the only one with a link.”

“Dude,” I said. “This is just… crazy. It’s too much. I’m begging you to leave me alone, or… or I’ll have to, uh, call the cops.”

“The cops!?” he said with a genuinely startled voice. “That’s a bit hasty, don’t you think? I’m just trying to offer you a gig that you would really not regret. I can raise the pay to… a thousand dollars. That’s really the maximum I’m allowed to spend on a model for a day. But perhaps if it works out, I can have you in for additional days. You can make some fantastic money. Your picture will be all over parts of Europe, Japan, and South-East Asia.”

“But I don’t want to be all over… those places. I’m not a model. I don’t want to be a model. I’m studying to be a chemical engineer.”

“And who’s paying for that degree? Did I mention residuals? If the campaign gets renewed—and I promise that most of my campaigns end up being renewed at least half a dozen times—you get residuals. If it gets picked up in another territory, you get more residuals. Some campaigns live on for fifteen years in some countries. Imagine getting a cheque every few months for fifteen years—just because of an afternoon of work.”

It sounded too good to be true—and my mom always said, ‘If it sounds too good to be true, it is.’

“I’m sorry,” I said, and I hung up.
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Of course, it wasn’t the last I saw of him.

That Sunday, while at church with my parents, I gazed around the room mid-sermon and I saw him sitting in the back, wearing a pair of Clubmaster sunglasses. He nodded at me when my gaze landed on him. A grin cracked on his face, as if he got a kick out of hunting me down.

And how did he even find me here? How did he know that my parents were going to take me to church on Sunday (going to church every Sunday was part of the ‘deal’ my dad made with me if I chose to stay home instead of getting a place of my own).

My body turned cold. I had to endure an entire hour, knowing Arnold was sitting there, watching me, refusing to leave me alone. I spent that whole time conjuring up theories, trying to figure out how he tracked me down. At this point, I was convinced that he knew my home address and he was just camping out and watching the house all day. He probably followed us to that church.

After the service, my parents wanted to hang around and chat with some friends. I told my mom that I was going to take the city bus to meet up with some friends. I saw that Arnold was lingering around the church doors, and I didn’t know of any other exit, so I went on the hunt through the back hallways, past the Sunday-school children, until I found an emergency exit. I wasn’t sure if it was alarmed, but I was willing to take the chance.

Luckily, it wasn’t alarmed. Unluckily, Arnold managed to find me. He jogged up to me in that alley behind the church and said, “Hear me out, Alvin.” Hearing him using my name gave me the chills. At this point, he really did just know everything about me.

“I told you that I’m not interested. And now, I would appreciate it if you would just… leave me alone.”

“I really want you to model for me,” he went on, ignoring me. “I’m sure that I can persuade you—and I promise you won’t regret it.”

“I looked at your portfolio,” I said, narrowing my gaze and gritting my teeth. “You told me that I’m your ‘type’, but you don’t even take pictures of guys.”

A slight grin swept across his face, but only for a moment. “Well, we can discuss that once we come to an agreement.” It was a curious thing to say, leaving me feeling even more uncomfortable.

“I am not interested,” I said slowly and clearly, no longer worried about sounding rude to the man.

“I got that,” he said. “But I’m determined to persuade you. You know—for these sorts of campaigns, there is a big, big demand for the right person—for a person who perfectly fits the job description, and that person is you, Alvin.”

“Except for the fact that I’m not interested,” I growled back.

“But I suspect that you are interested, because everyone is interested in money—and in fame. You will literally be famous in different countries around the world. If you wanted to, you could make a career based on what I’m offering you—and you only have to work… a few days a year, really. I literally travel from city to city, country to country, looking for guys who perfectly match what I’m looking for. I find one… every few months, if I’m lucky. And I will admit that I’m close to giving up on you and moving on to another town—but I want you to be the one so badly.”

He was sounding even creepier now with his vagueness. “I am not interested,” I said firmly.

“Please,” he said.

“No.”

“You would be perfect. You have all of the right… features.”

I tried not to squirm, overwhelmed with that horrible discomfort.

“Two-thousand dollars,” he said. “For one full day. Eight hours. That’s a lot of money for a single-day modelling gig. Please.”

I hesitated to reject him—because he was right: that was a lot of cash. I hate to admit it, but now he had my attention. “Two thousand?” I said softly.

“For one day,” he said, grinning. His eyes beamed as he realized that he now had my interest. “And remember—that’s two-thousand as a flat rate. That doesn’t include residuals from campaign renewals—and then there are, of course, future opportunities, working with me and my colleagues.”

I hated that I was considering this. I hated that he had my attention.

“There’s one little thing that I should mention, but please—it’s not a big deal. It’s part of the reason that I really want to work with you.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“A wig and makeup,” he said with a guilty smile. “I’ll have you dressed like a girl. We’ll be modelling women’s clothing.”

“What!?” I snapped.

“You’re perfect for it. Please, please—don’t make that face. Don’t get so upset about it. It’s not an insult, Alvin. It’s a compliment. The Greeks practically worshipped young men with feminine features. It’s a genetic blessing. It’s true genetic perfection for a male to have perfect feminine features. For the past eight years, I’ve exclusively photographed young men. Those photos on my website—those were all young men like yourself… except, of course, for the photos I’ve taken of celebrities, and anything older than about eight years.

“Eight years ago, I discovered the photogenic perfection of young men like you.” His eyes beamed as he became increasingly passionate. Now, I just wanted to run away again. This dude was nuts. “Taking pictures of beautiful girls… that was fine, and the pictures are fine… just fine. But when you get the right young man with perfect femininity… it’s just such a magical combination—and it’s part of the reason my photos have been so successful over the past eight years. You wouldn’t believe how successful some of these campaigns have been!”

“I’m not interested,” I said again.

His face turned instantly pale. “No—No! You are. You are interested,” he insisted. “It’s good money. And when you see yourself—when you see that perfection that the Greeks saw in men like you. Don’t make that face, Alvin. It’s a compliment, not an insult.”

But it felt like an insult.

“I’m serious,” I said. “Leave me alone. I’m not doing this.”

He looked like a puppy after being smacked with a flip-flop—but that wasn’t my problem. It wasn’t my job to make him happy; he was a stranger… and a stalker. He was nuts. He was trying to pay a stranger to dress like a girl. He was… insane, and I wasn’t going to get involved in his insanity.
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Of course that wasn’t the last I heard from the psychopath. He sent me an e-mail—and I can’t say I know how he got my email address. “Alvin—I know that you aren’t excited about the opportunity I’ve offered you, but I genuinely want you to consider it. You remind me of the model I used for the Sable Girl ads last year.”

I pretty much stopped reading there. I skimmed the rest of the message and read his final line:

“I will be staying in town for another ten days. I’m hopeful that you will reach out to me and accept my offer. I promise you won’t regret it, and you will cherish the photos that I take for the rest of your life.”

I groaned and closed the email.

The next day, I expected to see him at the university campus. I was sure that he was going to be around, trying to coax me into modelling for him. But the only time I saw him over the next few days was in my nightmares. It didn’t seem to matter what I was dreaming about—he would always show up to ask if I would model for him. I had one dream where I was at Water World with my family. There were hippos in the water, and a Mongolian army was encircling the water park. And then suddenly, Arnold was standing there. “Please model for me, Alvin.”

I woke up with a fright.

When five days passed without any Arnold sightings, I really started to think that he’d given up on hiring me. Maybe he was finally out of my life.

After school on Friday, some friends of mine asked if I wanted to go to the mall with them. One friend, Tristian, was planning to ask the girl who worked the popcorn stand out on a date, and the other guys were positive that he was going to be brutally rejected—and we all wanted to watch the action unfold.

So I went with them. Tristian insisted that we all get lost when he went in to ask the little brunette out. Some of the guys refused to leave the area, but I didn’t feel like being a pest, so I went for a little walk around the mall.

I will admit that there were moments I thought that I was going to run into Arnold. I turned one corner and thought that I saw him there, and I even let out a little gasp of terror before realizing it was just an older man who looked a bit like him.

I kept walking. Then, I paused when I saw a big billboard for the new line of Sable Girl clothes. I remembered Arnold telling me that he did the ad for Sable Girl, and that I reminded him of his model.

Was I looking at the model?

No… the girl in the photo was a girl. She must have been a girl. She had cleavage, for starters… or maybe that was fake? She looked feminine—incredibly feminine. There was just no way that I was looking at a biological male. No way.

Just out of curiosity, I took out my phone and went onto Arnold’s website. I knew there was a chance that he would see his ‘view count’ tick up, and he would know that I looked and he might assume that I was interested—but I decided to take the risk, just to satisfy the curiosity.

I looked through his portfolio, and then I gasped when I saw that same picture: the Sable Girl model, there on Arnold’s photography website. There were more pictures of her—and she looked like a chick in all of them.

No—she must have been a real girl… but Arnold told me otherwise. Why would he lie? What did he get out of lying to me?

I had no idea—but he was definitely lying to me.

But now, looking at his portfolio, I recognized another picture of another girl. I paused, staring at her for a moment. She was beautiful: blonde, with an adorable ski-jump nose and big eyes. Where had I seen her?

I looked up and down the mall hallway—and there she was, on a Garage billboard. It was the same picture. Arnold must have done the campaign for Garage too.

Or was he just stealing pictures and putting them on his website. Maybe… but there were behind-the-scenes photos of him with those girls.

But he claimed they weren’t girls…

My heart was starting to race. If Arnold was telling the truth… and he thought that I was a good fit… then he thought that I could look like these girls.

These girls were stunning. They were the types of girls that I wouldn’t even dare look at if I saw them at a party, because I knew that they were so far out of my league… But Arnold seemed to think that I could be one of these girls.

“Alvin!” a voice called out to me. I was horrified that it was him: Arnold. But it wasn’t him; it was a friend of mine. “We’re leaving. Where have you been?”

“I just… went to walk around.”

“You were gone for, like, thirty minutes,” he said.

I was? Was I really gone for that long? I must have zoned out, staring at those billboards, half-imagining myself being up there.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“She said yes,” he laughed. “Tristian went to ask that chick out on a date, and she actually said yes. And she’s having some friends over at her place in, like, fifteen minutes, and she invited us to come too.”

I didn’t ask many questions; I liked the idea of hanging out with a bunch of girls, so I went along with them. The house wasn’t far, just a few blocks away from the mall. We showed up around the same time as the girls. There were five girls and four of us.

Tristian was blushing all over, seemingly stunned that the girl not only accepted his date proposal, but she’d also invited him over to her house, and now they were drinking together.

We sat in the living room. She had two large coaches and a couple sofa chairs. My friends quickly took the couch seats, sitting amongst the women, so I was relegated to one of the sofa chairs. I will admit that I felt a bit rejected as they all started chatting, and I felt like I was a bit too far away to properly hear them and join in on the conversation. The girls were more interested in my friends, which wasn’t unusual. My friends had always had better luck with girls… and maybe it had something to do with my size. I was a bit smaller than the usual guy. And apparently—in Arnold’s eyes at least—I wasn’t masculine. Now, I was wondering if that ‘femininity’ was part of the reason I never had any luck with women.

They just never really looked at me like an option. Maybe I needed more muscle mass. Maybe I was too ‘skinny fat’… I would have said skinny, but skinny guys have abs, and I was just soft all over.

And my hair getting longer—maybe that didn’t help my masculinity issues.

These weren’t things that I ever thought much about… until Arnold planted that seed in my head. He insisted it wasn’t an insult, but now, being ignored by all of these women, it really did feel like an insult. My apparent ‘femininity’ certainly wasn’t getting me any action…

I decided to slip away from the ‘party’, off to find a bathroom while everyone got closer and friendlier down in the living room. I took my school bag with me. There was some chatter about going next door to use the neighbour’s pool. I was thinking of sneaking out and heading home. I had a feeling nobody would even notice.

But first, I had to pee.

Leaving the bathroom, I noticed an opened door across the hall. I didn’t think much of it at first… but then I noticed a gleam of pink sprawled across a white bed. I paused and took a closer look, seeing that it was a little pink dress. The room had other articles discarded on the floor and on the dresser.

I took a step in and noticed a magazine on the dresser. It only caught my attention because I knew the photo on the cover; I’d seen it on Arnold’s website. I picked up the magazine and flipped to the credits page. There was Arnold’s name in the photo credits.

And the model’s name: ‘David Sadler’. David is not a unisex name.

I looked at that photo again. How was that a man? It seemed so impossible, but now, Arnold wasn’t lying to me, unless he published that magazine himself and made sure it was in that bedroom, and somehow he knew I would peek in there.

There was a bra on the dresser: a red bra with a flesh-toned silicone insert where the breast was supposed to go—surely some sort of artificial breast enlarger. I’m sure lots of girls use pads like that…

And maybe that was what Arnold put girls in. Maybe that’s what he planned to put me in.

I scanned that dresser top. I saw various makeup supplies. My heart began to race.

My palms became sweaty. I took a deep breath in. Then, I unzipped my bag and quickly swiped a few things. I took an eyeliner pen, a tube of mascara, and a few other items before snatching that bra and that little dress from the bed. The pink dress in my hand was so soft, as if the fabric weighed nothing at all.

My heart skipped a beat.

I had no idea what the hell I was doing or why—but I was doing it anyway. I was stealing from a stranger’s bedroom. I was stealing… women’s clothing.

I quickly zipped my bag and then I heard the sound of them all laughing as they left out the back door. I went back into the bathroom and peered out the window, seeing them hiking across the back lawn to the neighbour’s pool. They were all there. I had the whole house to myself, so I could take my time with my quiet escape.
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Iwas really just satisfying a curiosity. Arnold was so convinced that I would look like a fashion model. I just wanted to see if there was actually any truth to it, or if he was just a psychopath who had managed to invent an elaborate lie.

I kept my backpack hidden until a full hour after my parents had gone to bed. Then, quietly, I slipped it out from my closet. Every little sound seemed so much louder than usual: the zipper of my bag pulling open, the creaking of my feet on the bedroom floor. It even seemed like my bedroom lamp was dangerously bright.

And I wasn’t willing to take any risks, so I quietly moved my chair to my door and nestled the back of the chair underneath the handle; maybe it wouldn’t stop someone from being able to get in, but it would delay them enough for me to leap underneath my bed covers, or jump out the window.

Nobody could see me doing this. If they saw me putting on a bra, they would surely get the wrong idea, thinking that I was some sort of crossdresser. I wasn’t doing this to satisfy any sexual urges; I just wanted to see if there was any truth to what Arnold said.

I tied my shaggy hair into a small bun on the top of my head so that it was off of my face. Then, I started with the makeup. I won’t bore you too much with the details; it took a few tries to get things on correctly. The eyeliner was especially tricky, but I managed to make a straight line—and then another on the other eye.

My heart was still racing. My hand was still shaking. I looked through the things that I nabbed. I had no idea what half of it was. I spent a good amount of time on Google, trying to figure out what certain things did.

And then there was a lot of trial and error. But eventually, I had something that looked… more like what Arnold saw in me.

I stepped back from the mirror and took my hair out of that bun, and my heart skipped a beat.

Maybe I looked a bit like a girl—but what guy doesn’t with a face of makeup and long hair? The only thing that this proved was that I needed a haircut.

But I wasn’t done. There was still that padded bra and that dress. It seemed silly to even try to squeeze into either, but I’d come this far, and there was no sense in stopping before seeing the whole thing together. So I undressed. I spent five minutes figuring out how to clip on that bra. The silicone pads felt a bit cold against my skin at first. I looked in the mirror and bounced up and down, making those silicone pads bounce. They gave me something like a B-cup.

I blushed, seeing them bounce; it was actually very realistic—but there was still no cleavage.

I wriggled the soft pink dress onto my body. It was tight—but it was stretchy enough that it made it on. Every inch of it was hugging my body, which was a bit of a weird feeling. It was dangerously short, hardly covering two inches of my legs—and just barely concealing my penis. Maybe I was too tall for the dress.

I turned to the mirror and watched as my face turned dark red.

Okay… maybe I looked like a girl. Maybe there were… qualities. Maybe I had some curves that men weren’t really supposed to have. Maybe this was a sign that I needed both a haircut and a gym membership.

My heart sank into the pit of my stomach. I spun around slowly, seeing myself from all angles.

My leg hair helped to break the illusion. And my posture was boyish. But was that it? I mean—I could shave my legs and I could stand up straight with just a little bit of effort.

See? I was doing it now. And now—I looked more like a girl.

Oh God… I looked like a girl.

I spent a few minutes staring at myself, trying to come to terms with what I was seeing and what any of it meant. Lots of guys look girly and do just fine. Robert Plant… The guys from Motley Crue… They just own their feminine traits and make it seem cool. Maybe that was my problem…

I stared into the mirror.

I could ‘own’ my feminine traits and make an easy two thousand dollars. Arnold was still in town, still wanting to take pictures of me like this. And maybe I just needed to let him. Maybe I needed to let him take a few embarrassing pictures. He mentioned residuals… that would be pretty cool… right? Imagine getting a cheque in the mail every few months… from just one day of work.

I needed the cash…

No. I wasn’t going to do it. I wasn’t going to be a cross-dresser for pay. Maybe I did look like a girl with a few adjustments, but I still had my dignity, and I planned to hold it close to my heart. I wasn’t going to give up my dignity for a little paycheque.

I took off the clothes and wiped off the makeup. I put everything back into that bag, and I planned to dispose of it all in a dumpster somewhere.

That was the plan…

I even got to the dumpster the very next day, on my way to university. It was a full dumpster. I got onto my knee and unzipped the bag, and then I noticed a bag of garbage leaning against the side of the dumpster… No—it wasn’t garbage. It was used clothing: a full bag of pink and red and white and soft blues… women’s clothing.

I paused. I stared at that clear garbage bag full of clothes. Why was it there? Obviously someone no longer wanted the clothes, and they were too lazy to haul it to some donation bin… but why was there now? Why was it there just as I was there to dispose of that little pink dress? The timing of it was just so… curious.

I picked the bag open, just to see what was in it. I recognized names on tags. There were items from Aritzia, Zara… and Garage. Garage—that was one of Arnold’s campaigns. And then I found a little romper that looked brand new, maybe never worn, from Sable Girl. I slipped it out from the bag. It was incredibly soft. And I was sure that it was the same dress that was in that campaign advert.

The curiosity from the previous day came back, this time stronger. But why? I thought I’d satisfied it. I thought I put that behind me… So why did I care to see how I looked in a different dress? Would I look any different? Of course not…

But there were a few details that could be ‘fixed’, and maybe I hadn’t really seen the full potential of what Arnold saw. I mean—I never did shave my legs. My makeup the previous night had been, admittedly, pretty lousy. Now, I had a better idea of what I was doing. Maybe I needed to try again. Trying again couldn’t hurt… right? It’s not like I was ‘coming out’ as trans or something, just because I was… curious to see what I looked like.

So I took some of the outfits from the bag… just a few… just to see. I stuffed what I could into my bag, and I decided not to throw away the makeup just yet. I kept it in that bag. I went to school and got through the day. My parents were around when I got home, so I waited. While I waited, I put on some headphones and watched a few videos on how to properly put on makeup—just so that I wouldn’t screw up this ‘opportunity’ to satisfy this curiosity once and for all. I just wanted to see what I could pull off, and I wanted to be satisfied that I had the ‘full picture’.

When I went to take a shower, I carefully shaved my legs, making them buttery smooth. I even ended up shaving away my pubic hair, simply because there was no rational spot to stop with the legs moving up towards my crotch, so I did away with it all.

My parents went down at 10:30 PM. I waited until 11:30 PM before repeating the previous night: pulling a chair to the door, dimming the lights, and quietly removing my ‘supplies’ from my bag.
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Okay. So I looked like a girl. So I looked like a fairly attractive girl. So what? So maybe Arnold correctly identified that very obscure fact about me…

It didn’t mean anything. It didn’t make me a different person—and it certainly didn’t mean that I needed to pursue some sort of career in feminized modelling. I wasn’t going to model for Arnold, simply because, with some makeup and the right clothes and shaved legs, I actually looked like a girl.

I tried not to care. Who cares? Nobody cares… right?

I turned around slowly, seeing myself from every angle. That little Sable Girl dress was cute. I had to admit that it framed my figure perfectly. And it was kind of sexy paired with the grey knit stockings that were pulled up to my knees. I caught myself blushing a few times.

Okay—so maybe it was kind of fun, just pretending. Whenever I made cute little feminine poses, I would make myself blush even more—and then I even made myself giggle a little bit. Was I not allowed to have a little bit of fun? I was basically just poking fun at myself… It’s not like I enjoyed being dolled up…

Though now I wanted to try on more of those outfits.

I had four other outfits to try on—and I tried them all on. The little tiny Garage mini-dress was maybe my favourite: white and frilly, making me look so ‘petite’. I couldn’t help but grab the skirt with both hands, spinning in a dainty way left and right, feeling the soft air against my shaved thighs.

There was something so intoxicating about it.

There was something strangely addictive about it.

The next morning, I found myself wandering down that same alley, and I was thrilled when my gaze landed on that bag of clothes, untouched. This time, I took the whole bag. It wouldn’t fit in my bag, so I decided to skip my first period class so that I could ‘escort’ that bag of clothes home. I got a few looks on the train, holding a garbage bag full of women’s clothing.

And the plan was to just stash it away until the nighttime… but my parents were gone, and I knew that they were going to be gone all day. I had the whole house to myself. Yes, I needed to get to class… but…

I had to just take advantage of that opportunity, and get that curiosity out of my system. I was sure that if I just indulged for a couple of hours, I could bore myself of this new little addiction, and then I could move on with my life, pretending like it never happened.

But that wasn’t shaping out to be the case. I put on one outfit, and then another. I wore a dress while I put on my makeup. Putting makeup on with some natural light was a lot easier—or maybe I was just getting better at it.

I made myself look so pretty. I blushed so hard, seeing how cute I was capable of being. I spun in front of the mirror. I did a little slow dance. I giggled. I blushed some more. I hated myself for enjoying this—but I enjoyed it.

I looked closely at myself. I really didn’t look like myself—at least not obviously recognizable. I began to imagine myself on a billboard, all dolled up, at the local mall. I imagined all of my friends walking by it, with no idea that I was the girl in the advert. The thought made me tingle all over. It was exciting and naughty, but dreadful at the same time. How would I ever be able to relax knowing it could just be a matter of time before someone finally recognized me and said, ‘Alvin, are you some sort of crossdressing model?’

My heart raced fast as I remembered Arnold’s offer. I could reach out to him and be on billboards everywhere. And I could make some money on top of it…

No—I couldn’t do something so humiliating. I couldn’t publicly humiliate myself just to satisfy some dumb passing curiosity. Because this was surely going to pass. There was no way that I was going to want to keep doing this…

But it was satisfying; even I had to admit it. Pairing the perfect outfit… there was something so fulfilling about getting it just right.

So I kept doing it, until I’d tried on everything. But the desire to keep going didn’t vanish. Now, I found myself wishing I had more clothes.

I will shamefully admit that I went through my mother’s closet and tried on a few older outfits, from before I was born. They were retro, and a few were kind of sexy, but I felt so dirty wearing my mom’s clothes—and even dirtier when I found some of her old lingerie.

I put on a lacy red thing. It was a bodysuit one-piece, with hip cutouts and a dangerous thong strip that went right up my ass. I felt so naughty wearing it—and I felt even more ashamed of myself when I noticed that my cock was as hard as a rock, standing straight up and throbbing.

I hate to admit that I rubbed myself a little bit, staring in the mirror.

I hate to admit that I got even more carried away than that. I ran down to the kitchen and fetched a cucumber. I took the cucumber to my room, wearing that red lingerie, and I sucked it as if it was a cock. I watched in the mirror as I sucked it, and for some reason, the sight of myself sucking a phallic object was intensely arousing in a submissive sort of way.

Even more humiliating… I reached the cucumber around back after rolling a condom onto it. Covered in lube, I twisted and pushed it into my butthole. I clenched hard, almost crushing the cucumber into mush, but somehow it held its form. Then, I began to gently slide it in and out.

I’d never sodomized myself like that before. I’d never experimented with anal sex—not even a finger in the ass, not even once. But now, looking like a gorgeous, submissive doll, I just couldn’t seem to help myself, as if it would help to satisfy the curiosity.

I pumped the cucumber in and out, falling down onto my knees. “Oh God,” I heard myself moan. I pushed it deep. I found the right angle, hitting the right spot. It was tight… It was intense. My cock wasn’t hard anymore—but it was tingling with a curious euphoria.

This felt kind of nice.

But it wasn’t necessarily a physical pleasure. It was a whole-body feeling. It was an emotional feeling that was entirely consuming, making me pulse all over, making me tremble.

I fell down onto one hand, using the other to slide the cucumber in and out. Oh God, why did it feel so good? I looked down, noticing the growing puddle under my cock: cum dripping out of my flaccid tip. “Oh God,” I moaned loudly. The puddle grew as cum gushed out of me. I kept pumping, harder and harder.

Then, reality struck hard when there was a knock at the front door. I yelped and sprinted to the bathroom. I took that lingerie off fast. I cleaned my face. I opened the bathroom window and I threw that cucumber far down the alleyway, horrified someone was going to come up to that bathroom.

I turned on the shower and jumped in. The lingerie was scrunched up in a ball in the back of the toilet. After showering, I emerged slowly, finding the house empty. There was a package on the front step. It was a false-alarm, but the jolt helped to bring me back to reality.

I got that lingerie and I put it back into my mom’s closet where I found it. I put everything back where it belonged and then I gave myself a few minutes to calm down before heading out to catch my last lecture of the day.
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After my final class of the day, I was half-expecting to find Arnold roaming around the campus, looking for me. But he wasn’t there. It had been a week since I last saw him, and it was really starting to seem like he’d given up the idea of recruiting me.

I suddenly started to feel a curious sense of panic. Anxieties started to flutter through my brain: What if I missed out on a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity? What if modelling for Arnold was something that I would have actually enjoyed?

Why were these thoughts rushing into my head? Why was I strangely sad about missing out on that opportunity?

My mom messaged me while I was on the train home. “Are you home yet?”

“Not yet.”

“On your way home, can you stop at a drug store to get some allergy meds for your dad?”

“Sure.”

I got off at the next stop, which was the mall. I had to walk by those billboards to get to the mall. Passing one (which I knew was a guy dressed as a girl), I noticed a young man peering up and down the model’s body before his girlfriend gave him a disapproving nudge with her elbow. He turned dark red and then they carried on.

I pictured myself up on that wall, being ogled by men—not just in that mall, but in damn-near every mall in the country… To feel that lust for me, as if I actually had something so, so valuable, that strangers all over the world wanted to have me.

I bit down on my lip.

No—I couldn’t let these dangerous thoughts intrude. I couldn’t entertain such… nonsense. I wasn’t going to be a feminized fashion model because some whacko on a bus insisted I would be good at it.

But what if he was right? What if I was good at it? What if I really, really liked it?

I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

On my way out of the mall, those billboards seemed to haunt me; the girls (or boys) seemed to be taunting me… teasing me.

That night, the minutes seemed to tick by so slowly as nighttime approached. I wanted my parents to go to sleep so that I could just see myself as a girl one more time.

Just one more time. I was sure that one more time would get it out from my system…

But deep down, I knew that was bullshit. I knew that I was just fostering a whole new addiction that wouldn’t be so easy to cure.

I put on a skimpy little dress. I put on panties, which felt so nice pulled up between my bum cheeks. I posed in the mirror and I skipped around my bedroom. I felt so free. I felt so cute. I wasn’t quite sure I’d ever been so in my element before. Everything about this just felt so good… so right… but so wrong at the same time.

How did that make any sense?

After forty minutes of enjoying being dolled up, I crept out from my bedroom. I knew it was risky, but I had to get a cucumber from the kitchen. I wanted to fool around again, knowing the orgasm was so much better than what I could achieve with my hand.

I got to the fridge when I heard someone coming from down the hallway.

Fuck—it was my dad. I knew his footsteps. I had to hide… But where? I eyed the front door. Running out was my best bet. So I made a straight-shot for the door, threw it open, and dashed out, closing it behind me. I zipped across the grass, to the sidewalk, and down to the end of the road before turning around.

I watched as the living room light flicked on. I could see the shape of my dad, tired and oblivious, walking to the kitchen to fetch a glass of water.

My heart was still pounding. That was too close. If he saw me dolled up like this, he would be so ashamed; he would probably disown me.

And how would I feel about him seeing me on billboards, just like this? Would he recognize me? Would someone say to him, ‘Hey, your son is dressed like a girl and all over the mall.’ How could I ever sleep knowing that could get back to him? He would be so ashamed—especially because they would surely ‘credit’ me somewhere, like the male-name credits I saw in that magazine.

I looked around. It was a quiet night… thank God. I was lucky that nobody was out walking their dog. It took a moment before I realized that I was still clutching that long cucumber. I grabbed a big one too.

Now, I was blushing all over. I looked at the house. Now, my dad was sitting down on the couch, turning on the TV. Why wasn’t he sleeping? Why was he staying up!?

I couldn’t get back into the house; that living room had sight of both the front and back door. There was no other way in.

I tossed the cucumber onto our front grass and then I started walking, hoping to get away from the immediate neighbours. I had nowhere to go. I just knew that I didn’t want to be seen by people I knew, so I walked for blocks.

A cool breeze crept up my bare legs. I wasn’t used to feeling air up that high. I perked up and blushed harder. This was so surreal. I was so far from home now, dressed like a girl—even wearing makeup.

A group of men was coming towards me now. I thought about turning around and running, but I knew that would look weird and would just draw attention to me. I had to just act casual. It was dark; I couldn’t recognize any of them—so there was no way that they could recognize me.

They noticed me. They were looking at me now as they came closer. Their gazes latched onto me as I walked by them, and then I could feel those gazes remaining on me as I walked away. “Hey!” one called out. “We’re going to a party! Come with us!”

I didn’t look back. I didn’t reply. I heard them chuckling—maybe at me. Maybe it was just teasing. Maybe they could tell that I was a man in women’s clothing. I tried not to think about it; at least they probably didn’t know who I was—seeing as I didn’t know any of them.

I looked back. One of them was looking at me. He looked away quickly. I turned dark red, and decided to turn the next corner.

My heart was still racing. It had been racing since I left my bedroom. I was going to pass out if I couldn’t calm myself down—so I turned towards a park. I spotted a bench by the old playground where I spent a great deal of time as a little boy. I sat down, and then I heard voices. I saw the orange gleam of a lighter. There were people on the playground, smoking marijuana.

One of them stood up and was now looking at me. I could only see his—or her—silhouette. I saw them wave. After a moment of frozen panic, I waved back. Then, he or she held up a joint, as if offering it to me.

Honestly... I needed something to calm me down. So I approached and reached out for the joint. I saw that it was a woman. She was smiling. She ha a boyish haircut and was wearing boyish clothes, which honestly made me feel more comfortable. She seemed like the type of girl who liked the company of weirdos, and right now, I fit that bill.

“What’s your name?” she asked as I handed back the joint. Now, I could see that she had three friends with her: two girls and a guy. They looked a bit edgy, with dyed hair and piercings and tattoos.

“Alana,” I said, thinking fast, taking a female variation of my own name.

“I like your dress, Alana,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said softly. I was worried that my voice was going to betray me. Her friends were now eyeing me. The joint was passed around before reaching me again. I took another long hit, letting it calm my nerves.

“You’re really pretty. Like… stupid pretty,” she went on. “Shouldn’t you be at some, like, sorority party or something?”

I pressed my lips firmly together. I shrugged my shoulders, terrified of using my unpractised female voice.

“You can sit with us, if you want,” she went on.

I decided to take up the offer, though I wasn’t quite sure how to sit in that tiny dress. Even attempting to sit, I came close to completely exposing myself. So I just stood, keeping my thighs firmly together. I kept one hand on the skirt of my dress, stopping the breeze from blowing it up.

They kept smoking, and then they went back to talking about whatever it was they were talking about: some drama between two people I didn’t know, who weren’t in that group.

“I heard she’s still a virgin,” said one of the girls, giggling into her hand. “At least that’s what she tells people.”

“What’s wrong with that?” asked one of the men. He was a skinny guy with tattoos and dark shaggy hair. Now, he had a nervous look on his face.

“Wait. Freddie—you’re not a virgin, are you?” giggled the girl.

His face was red. He shrugged his shoulders.

“You are!? Awe. That’s actually kind of sweet.” The group had a small giggle. “By choice, or has it just not happened for you?”

Freddie was a bit squeamish before answering. “I mean… I guess it’s not really by choice. I just haven’t… been able to get through to a girl like that yet.”

“It’s the Virgin Paradox,” said one of the guys, nodding his head slowly. “Virgins don’t know how to sleep with women, so they avoid it and remain being virgins. It’s a hard cycle to break.”

“How would you know?” one of the girls laughed. “You got a girl pregnant when you were, like, thirteen.”

“I was fourteen,” he defended. “I’m just saying—the only way to break the paradox is to sleep with a prostitute.”

“What!? Ew!”

“Freddie, please don’t sleep with a prostitute. We can find you a cute girl who won’t give you a disease.”

“I can’t believe you’re a virgin. Like… I don’t even know if I believe you.”

“Don’t be so hard on him!”

It was weird to be a fly on the wall in that conversation. These people didn’t know me, and I didn’t know them. But there was something strangely comforting about just being there, not being judged, and being dressed like a girl.

“Why is it so hard to believe?” Freddie asked nervously.

“People our age… No one is a virgin anymore.”

“I am,” I said. I’m not sure why I chose that to be the moment to pipe in. Now, they were all staring at me. My heart raced. I blushed.

“You?” the girl who offered me the joint asked with a stunned expression on her face.

I nodded my head.

They didn’t believe me. “Don’t lie now.”

“I’m not lying,” I said softly.

“You must have guys asking you every day. Look at you.”

I just blushed.

Then, I saw a gleam in the eyes of one girl. She looked to her friend, and then I saw the same gleam.

“Alana—are you a virgin by choice?” they asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said. I didn’t want to admit that I was a virgin because girls ignored me. I felt like I could understand Freddie’s position perfectly—but I wasn’t about to admit that I was more like Freddie than anyone there realized.

“Do you think you’re stuck in… what did he call it? The Virgin Paradox?”

I let out a small laugh. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

There was a silence. Then, they bit their lips seemingly in synchronicity before saying, “Why don’t you and Freddie just… lose yours together?”

My heart skipped a beat.

“It would be cute. You’re both virgins. You’re both definitely clean, right? You could… just be each other’s first, with no strings attached.”

Freddie’s face was white now. Mine was probably the same.

Then, the friends all jumped to their feet, as if we’d agreed to the deal. They zipped over to the next playground structure, which had an enclosed area. Then, they called us over. Freddie looked at me with a blushing terror on his face.

We went over together, just to see what they’d produced. They had made a bed out of jackets, with a small towel on top. “Just don’t get cum on my jacket, please,” said one girl. She handed Freddie a condom.

“Let’s stop putting so much pressure on them. Just leave them together and let it happen,” said another. A moment later, I was alone with Freddie, who I didn’t even know.

But… I was curious. I’d played with that cucumber, and it felt so, so good. Now, I had a chance to experience the real thing.

“You—You’re super pretty,” he said quietly. “You’re way out of my league, so I’ll understand if you don’t want to do this.”

“I want to,” I said, and those words shocked me. Some subconscious curiosity was betraying me. “I’m just nervous.”

“Me too.

There was a long silence. He was looking at me with a profound admiration—something that I wasn’t used to… but it was nice. It was nice to be admired like that. I sunk down to my knees. I couldn’t believe that I was doing this… but I was tempted to know what it was like.

He carefully pulled down his drawstring chinos, revealing a throbbing bulge in his tight undies. He was already aroused—and it was weird to think that that arousal was for me. Gently, with my fingertips, I brushed his throbbing contour. I felt his length. “You’re big.”

He said nothing. He was tense, and terrified. I really think he was a virgin. Why would he lie about it?

I pulled his undies down, letting his thick cock flip outwards. It had a substantial weight to it, with his foreskin still pulled over his fat tip. Gently, I grabbed it. It was so warm.

This was weird… but I wanted to know what it was like to really feel like a girl—not just look like a girl. That ogling look of admiration made me feel like a girl, and it was… a nice feeling.

And him getting so hard for me… that was a weirdly nice feeling too. I gently stroked him, pulling back his foreskin. Within seconds, his cock was as hard as iron. He let out a moan. He blushed. I did the same.

“You’re really pretty,” he sighed.

“Thanks,” I whispered. Then, I sucked his cock.

It wasn’t as weird as I was worried it would be. I bobbed my head on his shaft for a few minutes, letting his tip explore the inside of my mouth. He loved it, moaning and clenching all over. I flicked his tip with the tip of my tongue; that made his knees buckle together.

I giggled. It was actually kind of fun: the cause and effect. I had a curious amount of control over him… until he took control.

He slipped out of my mouth and then he rolled me over onto my hands and knees. I was tense now, remembering that I had a cock that he didn’t know about it.

I reached down and grabbed his cock quickly before he was able to attempt finding my pussy. I had to act fast, so I pressed his tip right against my butthole, edging my panties over with my finger. I focussed hard on releasing my clench so he could get in—and a moment later, he was in.

I gasped, and he did the same.

I’m not sure he knew he was in my asshole. He was a virgin… and it was dark. Maybe he couldn’t tell… or maybe he assumed I stuffed him in my ass because I was terrified of getting pregnant. He never did put that condom on, after all.

I leaned into him, sinking him deep into me. He grabbed my hips, and that was the end of any control I had over the moment. He began thrusting into me. Quickly, I went submissive: weak—his to enjoy. He pumped me hard—and he pumped me fast.

I was able to move my body enough to shift his angle, so he was hitting the right spot—the spot that I found with the cucumber. I let out a loud moan, and his grip tightened on my hips. I heard giggling nearby: his friends listening to us fuck… but I didn’t care. It felt too good to care. Sure, it was humiliating, but worth it.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he growled, pumping harder and harder and harder. I could feel his cock bloating, stiffening; I knew what that meant. I knew that I was about to get filled—but I had no idea what it was going to feel like.

I bit my tongue and took a sharp breath in. Then, it happened. I felt the gushing. I felt it shooting deep into me, making me perk up. I gasped loudly. I clenched hard. He groaned.

Then, it was suddenly over. We were both left panting, sweating—and as he pulled out, I could feel his seed streaming down my thigh… and mine as well. My panties were filled with cum: a little pool that sloshed left and right, threatening to spill out at any moment. I quickly adjusted my skirt and stood up.

“Can I get your number?” he asked.

“I should go,” I said.

He looked stunned—and maybe a bit offended… but I wasn’t going to stick around for this to get any more awkward. I scurried off, and it probably looked pretty weird to everyone, but I just wanted to get out of there.
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It wasn’t until I was home, showered, and back in my bed that I realized fully what I’d done. I slipped into a pair of sweatpants, and then I felt a gooey dribble escaping my stretched bum hole. I didn’t want to ruin my sweats so I went to fetch a pair of boxers…

But I hated sleeping in boxers.

I remembered the soft satin panties that I had. I could wear those and not have to worry about ruining a pair of my boxers…

I put the panties on under my sweats, and my heart began to race. I caught myself grinning and blushing. This wasn’t right. This new feminized fascination was destroying me. I wanted it to go away, but the more I tried to resist it, the stronger those urges became.

And I didn’t feel satisfied until I was satisfying those urges. But even then, the relief was only temporary.

I was starting to wonder if these feelings would ever go away, or if I’d opened some sort of Pandora’s Box that couldn’t be closed.

I slept like a baby that night, so comfortable, so satisfied with that cum in my ass, making me feel so submissive, so desired. I knew that young man was thinking about me, fantasizing about me—and I couldn’t even remember his name.

Was I a horrible person?

I started fantasizing about myself on billboards, being the subject of so many men’s sexual desires. I imagined them looking at those big banners, staring into my eyes, wishing they had me.

I wanted it so badly. Why did I ever turn that offer down?

I checked the date. Had it been ten days? No… he made that offer on a Sunday, and now… it was Tuesday night. Well—it was Wednesday morning. Did that mean my ten days was up?

I grabbed my phone. It was 2:45 AM. I knew it was a terrible time to make a phone call… but I had to call sooner rather than later. If he was serious enough to follow me around town for days, he would surely entertain a phone call at 2:45 AM.

I dialled his number after finding it in my phone. It rang for a minute before going to ‘Caller could not be reached’. There was no option to leave a message, so I just tried calling back.

I tried five times before forcing myself to relax. “He’s sleeping,” I whispered to myself. So I sent him a text message, saying, “I’ll do the modelling gig. Give me a call when you get this.”

Then, I went to sleep, feeling tingly and excited about what life now had in store for me. I’d finally decided to embrace the huge opportunity that had been offered to me. This was going to be so much fun. I was so excited…

And then I woke up to a reply from Arnold. “Hi, Alvin. I actually left town two days ago. I’ve found a model for this campaign. Best of luck!”

The message was crushing. I had to read it a few times before I really believed it. How could he move on from me so casually after pursuing me so aggressively just a week earlier?

I tried calling him, but he didn’t answer, so I left another text message. “Are you sure? I can work for cheap, or even free, if you’d like.”

But he didn’t answer. Why wasn’t he answering? I waited hours for a reply, but didn’t get one.

“If there are any other campaigns coming up, I’ll happily model for you,” I wrote. I felt so stupid writing it. I felt like I was losing some bet or dare or something… but I was suddenly desperate. His offer had suddenly become something like a dream of mine, but now it was out of my grasp.

I tried a few more times. I told him that I could travel to him, on my own dime. I told him that I could send him photos, hoping to remind him of how perfectly feminine I could look. He told me it wasn’t necessary… but I sent a few photos anyway. I even got dolled up in my room while my parents were downstairs; I took the risk because I was so desperate for that opportunity.

But he just answered, “Sorry, Alvin. I’ll let you know if something comes up in your area.”

It was over. The big opportunity had passed me by. No—I passed it by, and now I no longer knew what it was that I wanted in life.

I would never know what it was like to see my face and body up on some beautiful billboard. I would never know what it was like to be ogled by men all over the world. That opportunity had flown out of town two days earlier, while I was prancing around my bedroom and playing with makeup.

It took a few hours for it to really hit. Then, a terrible dread came over me. I really didn’t know what I wanted in life anymore. The thought of being a chemical engineer was just so… tedious, so boring. I’d spent years studying, working towards some end goal that I was suddenly dreading. Meanwhile, the thought of being beautiful and posing for a camera… that was so much more enticing.

But I didn’t have that opportunity anymore. Instead, I had years of studying under my belt in chemistry, and I’d never once been in front of a camera in any modelling capacity. And when I thought about my age, and how long it would take to claw my way into an industry like that, with no experience and no connections…

I just came to the cold, hard conclusion that it would never be in the cards for me.

I spent the night anguishing in my state of dread. I was so angry with myself. Why couldn’t I have just been more open-minded? Why didn’t I just entertain the idea of modelling for him—even just for the money? I should have just done it. It’s not like he was asking me to do anything gross or sexual. He didn’t tell me that I couldn’t bring some support person along. He didn’t stop me from telling people about the gig. He wasn’t ‘grooming’ me, or anything weird like that.

So why was I so resistant?

Sure, it was humiliating, I suppose, for a man to be dressed up like a girl and plastered all over billboards. Of course I knew why I was so resistant, because even now, the thought still filled me with a tension that consumed me entirely.

I will admit that I even cried, morning that lost opportunity.
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Now, I had a whole new conundrum on my hands. I tried getting dolled up, hoping that it would bring me a little bit of joyful excitement—but the sight of myself in the mirror, all beautiful and feminine, just served as a reminder of what would never be.

Then, back in my male attire, I just felt empty. I felt like I was suddenly missing such an integral part of my soul. I felt like a sort of cookie-cutter zombie, and when I went out, that feeling only got worse. I walked onto the crowded campus and went totally invisible to all of my classes. Nobody looked at me. Nobody smiled at me. Even when I was looking up and trying to make eye-contact with people as I walked, nobody looked my way.

It was normal to be invisible like that… but it didn’t seem so soul-crushing until now.

At the end of the day, a friend messaged me, letting me know that a bunch of guys were heading to the mall to find outfits for a party that was coming up that weekend (I wasn’t invited). I passed on the invite to tag along. I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold myself together at the mall, seeing those billboards, knowing that I had a chance to be one of those girls, and I threw that chance away because of some stubborn pride.

That night, the dread came hard again. This time, I decided that I would try to remedy that feeling in a more aggressive way. I got myself dolled up. But this time, I planned to go out. This time, I planned to be where I would be seen. If I couldn’t get that attention that I thought I’d been craving from mall billboards, I would get it in person.

I went to a grungy bar that wasn’t too far from my house: a twelve-minute walk. It was a loud bar that often hosted metal shows and was a favourite for truckers and bikers. It was the kind of place a girl couldn’t go unnoticed—and I wanted to be noticed.

It was like all of that repression was just forcing itself out at once. It was almost like I’d snapped and my urges and desires had smashed through my sensibilities.

I walked into that bar wearing the tiniest pink dress, with my growing hair tied back with a pink bow that I took from another dress I had from that alleyway bag.

The pink eyeshadow brought the whole outfit together, and people noticed fast. Heads turned and gazes fell upon me. Men looked around to see if I had a man there with me. I walked to the bar. There was a curious silence as those gazes turned, following me.

I was afraid, but I managed to turn to look at a few of those men. Those faces were curious… interested. They looked me up and down, and some were even bold enough to keep staring as I looked back at them.

I saw a grin on one man’s face. He stared right into my eyes, making me feel so small.

I was regretting the decision to come to this place. But I wanted to see it through. There was a strange satisfaction to being ogled. It was the opposite experience to when I went to school earlier, where I was totally ignored as if I was just some ghost floating across the campus pathways.

Now, men were moving closer, abandoning their friend groups. One man sat right next to me. His powerful musk made me breathe through my mouth so I wouldn’t have to smell him. He reached his hairy arm across the bar to wave down the bartender. “Two drinks,” he said bluntly. The bartender looked over, annoyed at first, and then he saw me and he paused. He gave me a concerned sort of look—almost like a warning, telling me to get out of that place.

And maybe I should have taken that warning.

But I wanted the attention that I lost when I lost that modelling opportunity. Maybe this was as close as I was going to get.

Another man sat on the other side of me. He turned to the hairy man and said, “You’re damn stupid if you think you have a chance with a girl like this.” But he wasn’t much different. Sure, he was taller and his body was more muscular—but the stench and hair was just the same.

He lit a cigarette, despite the no-smoking sign. He stared at me bluntly for what seemed like minutes before he said, “Calvin.”

“Alana,” I whispered.

“You’re too pretty for a place like this.”

The two drinks came, ordered by the man who was now silent next to me. He had a pissed look on his face as the muscular man nodded to him and said, “Well? Pay for the girl’s drink.”

So the frustrated man slipped out a twenty and handed it to the bartender before vanishing, emasculated by the alpha dog. At least he thought he’d been emasculated; he really had no idea the true meaning of emasculation.

But the muscular man had nothing to say. He just sat there, staring at me, grinning, seemingly content with that silence. I sipped my drink. I felt the gazes of others turning to watch what would happen.

I wanted to know what was going to happen. I felt suddenly sick. The regret was obviously strong. The terror was strong. Now, I was worried that I was going to be raped—and then killed once he saw my penis.

Maybe I shouldn’t have gone out like this. Maybe I should have picked a different spot.

“You’re pretty,” he finally said to me, breaking the silence.

“Thank you.”

“You’re my type,” he said.

I smiled. But I wasn’t feeling joy or excitement or anything along those lines. I had to force that smile, and keeping it on my face wasn’t easy.

It was even harder when he reached his arm out and put it on my lower back, gently caressing me with his long, thick fingers. He managed to scoot closer to me with his chair, engulfing me in his musk. It almost seemed like he was claiming me.

Our ‘date’ was interrupted a minute later when a woman came into the bar. She was older, looking high on some hard drugs. She made a straight shot for Calvin, grabbing a glass and smashing it on his head. He stood up and grabbed her, but nearby patrons ran in to pull them apart. Then, the woman started screaming, “You fucking piece of shit. I fucking trusted you. You’re a piece of fucking shit.”

After a minute, the spat came to an end when some women pulled the lady out, and then the man causally turned back to me with a smile on his face, saying, “Sorry about that. Where were we?”

That was my big sign that it was time to leave… but I was too afraid to just walk away. So I kept sitting. He really had nothing to say. He wasn’t interested in talking; it wasn’t an issue of shyness.

But the worst part of it all was that I was finding myself ‘fantasizing’ about seeing the night through with the man. I’d been with a man before, on that playground, and I knew that it felt good. I knew it felt good when it got rough, and I knew that this man was certain to be rough with me.

I hated myself for being so excited about the thought of being with a man like him. I hated how hard I was getting just thinking about it—because the man was repulsive, and what I was doing was just downright dangerous… and stupid.

Yet, there I was: letting him touch me, letting him gently rub my back as his friends peered at us. And worse—it seemed as though he was already in some relationship, cheating on his woman.

But there was an appeal to his bluntness: an intense over-exaggerated masculinity that seemed so interesting. He made me feel so feminine, and that’s exactly what I wanted to feel.

So I didn’t resist him when he gently took my hand and pulled it over to his lap, under that bar. I felt his hard bulge. “See how pretty you are?” he growled under his breath, and then he laughed. “It’s okay if you want to play with it.”

Reluctantly, I began to feel out the contour of his cock. He was big. I could feel him throbbing, even through his jeans. I kept my elbow still and close to my body, moving only my hand and wrist, so nobody would see.

My heart was racing.

He was hard in no time. He was big. He let out a groan. He ran his grease-stained fingers through my hair. “Save me for your pussy,” he said after a moment.

Then, I told him I had to use the bathroom, and I took the opportunity to escape through the back door. I ran. I kept running, sweating now as the horror of what just happened came into full realization.

I cried when I got home, disgusted with myself, and horrified about the fact that I was hardly able to control myself. I was literal minutes away from being taken into a bathroom and being used as a sex toy by a very frightening man… and the worst part of it all was that I was a bit annoyed with myself for leaving. I found myself fantasizing about what it would have been like: him pinning me hard against the wall and driving his thick, swollen cock into my asshole. I knew he would have made me cum hard. I would have been screaming, and he would have left me a blushing mess…

But I left, and it was for the best. I was safe. There was no risk of being stabbed for having a penis.

I cried once I was cleaned up and in bed. I hated what was happening in my life—all because some stranger approached me on the street and begged me to model for him.

I really thought that I was entering into a terrible, dark part of my life, and I wasn’t sure what the other end would look like.

Then, on my way to class the next day, an ad on a bulletin board caught my attention:

Senior Fashion Student In Need Of Model.

I read the whole ad. “For our final project, we had to create eight outfits. I need a female model to photograph in my designs. Must fit the following sizes…” I fit the listed sizes, so I took down the phone number, and I sent the student a message that night, including a few photos of myself that I took in front of my bedroom mirror.

“Sorry I don’t have any real modelling experience,” I wrote. “But I’m really excited about the idea of modelling, and would love to have the opportunity.”

I thought long and hard about whether or not to include the fact that I was a biological male. Hell—I wasn’t even trans; maybe that was something that I needed to tell her…

But I chose to leave it out. I sent off the message, and I got a reply an hour later. “Could you come over tonight so I could see how you fit the clothes?”

I was red all over as I got myself ready. I was so nervous. I was terrified she would see me and burst into a fit of laughter—or worse: hide her amusement and I would never know about her laughing behind my back.

I knew that I was taking a big risk, setting myself up for a very big potential humiliation… But I wanted to take the risk.

I wanted to get a small taste of what I missed when Arnold left town.

I showed up at her place around 9:00 PM. She smiled when she answered the door. “Oh, you’re super cute! I thought you would be taller.”

She let me inside with a soft smile on her face. I was still nervous. My heart was still pounding. She showed me her outfits: a series of adorable dresses and rompers. I felt the fabrics and tingled all over with excitement. I still wasn’t sure if this was me. I still wasn’t sure if I really did want to model, seeing as I’d never tried it. And I wasn’t even sure if I wanted to be at all female-presenting; I just knew that I wanted to try it out. I wanted to explore my options, just a little bit, before I made any decisions.

I tried on a few outfits. The student’s eyes beamed. “Oh my God, you’re going to be a perfect fit. You have, like… the perfect model features.”

“Really?” I asked softly.

She nodded her head. “I can’t believe you’ve never modelled before. We work with a lot of models in the fashion department, and sometimes… well, let’s just say that not everyone makes a good model. But you—this is a treat!” She took a few photos of me in her various outfits, just using her phone. “I can’t pay you,” she explained. “But you will get a copy of the photos.”

“Okay. That’s fine,” I said coyly.

“I appreciate it. But, like, if the pictures turn out really well—I have other friends who need models all of the time. A good friend of mine has been in the industry for, like, eight years, working as a photographer. I’m sure I can get you some more gigs.”

I smiled, nervous, but excited.

I met her again the next day, dolled up again. She had the school’s little studio booked for the afternoon, and her makeup artist friend was there to redo my makeup, to match the look she was going for. The makeup artist started by cleaning off my face. My heart raced as she paused. Then, she said, “Are you trans?”

I froze.

She giggled. “I would have never guessed! You have the prettiest features.”

I turned dark red, and then she dolled me up quickly and effectively. I was beautiful. I got in front of the camera once asked to do so, and then I took a deep breath in.

“Let’s get started then, shall we?” said the blushing fashion student. A moment later, she snapped the first shot.

THE END
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