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      On May 14th of 2024, Amazon quietly made changes to their Kindle Unlimited program, slashing the income of authors by adjusting the way that ‘page reads’ are calculated within their system. No warning was given—nor was there any explanation given. Income for myself and many others was cut by nearly half, during a time when inflation has made the cost of living almost double in just a few years.

      Back in 2015, I decided that I would do everything I could to make this my full-time job, so that I could provide as much content at a high quality as possible. There have been a few moments where that plan has been threatened; this latest cut is one of them…

      But by some miracle, I’ve been getting so much support on Patreon over the past year. The extra income from Patreon literally saved me from ending up flat-broke, and I’ve decided that it’s time to stop relying so much on Amazon, and start giving directly to the people who have supported me loyally here on Patreon.

      So if you’re reading this, you’re supporting me on Patreon, and that means the world to me.

      Or maybe you downloaded this book off some book-pirating website… and if that’s the case, I guess that’s fine too (I understand everyone’s financial situation is different). But if that is the case, I would just ask that you find some way to support me in a non-financial way: leave a Goodreads review, mention me in a Reddit post, drop a link on some Discord channel.

      And if you’re feeling extra naughty and want to buy me a little gift… Here’s my Amazon Wishlist:

      
        
        https://www.amazon.ca/hz/wishlist/ls/2FY8N80BC57V5?ref_=wl_share

      

      

    

  


  
    
      To my true fans,

      Thank you so much for your continued support! I would probably be dead without you.

      Love,

      Nikki Crescent
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      Noah never got involved with Donny’s little club, where he taught the male students of the school how to hook up with their crushes. Sure, Donny was, without question, a genius—but Noah didn’t want to look desperate.

      But maybe he should have just swallowed his pride, because now it seems like all of those guys are with their dream girls… and Noah is still a single, kissless virgin.

      Then, Noah starts to hear whispers of another little club—something called Fuck Club. Nobody wants to tell Noah anything about it, but it seems like something that Noah very much wants to be a part of: some genius AI program that Donny created to pair guys with girls.

      Noah knows that Donny is behind it; he just needs to find a way to get Donny to make him part of it—or maybe he can just sneak his name into the system without anyone noticing.
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      Donny was a curious young guy. He wasn’t the type of guy that girls would typically go for, yet the girls were absolutely obsessed with him. He was short and skinny and had acne and sometimes wore glasses instead of contacts—yet still, the girls talked about him more than they talked about the stars of the school’s football team.

      Maybe because the girls recognized Donny’s potential; he was something like a genius. I mean… how many people do you know who can take a rock from the beach and turn it into a CPU. Donny did it for his science fair project. He broke apart a rock, purified the quartz—or whatever it was inside—and then he processed his purified crystal, and shaped it, and hooked it up to some computer components and made it function like an actual CPU.

      I’m sure the girls took notice the day some government dudes came into the school to meet Donny. They had found out about some science project that he’d made, which his teacher had submitted to some state contest. He managed to wire a living frog’s brain to a computer, and he was able to literally store computer data into the frog’s brain. He could take that frog to another computer, hook it up, and pull up that data: word documents, JPG files, PDFs…

      Donny was impressive, but this story isn’t really at all about Donny, so I should probably stop going on about him. Though there are a few more things I should say about Donny before I tell you more about me.

      Donny was a genius, but he wasn’t a ‘nerd’. He was actually one of the cooler guys in the school. Everyone loved him. He would wear cool Ray-Ban sunglasses and the freshest clothes. He always had the coolest, cleanest sneakers. He was constantly being invited to parties. On Mondays, I was always hearing stories about the crazy things Donny had done, like jumping from the roof of the house into the pool, or winning at beer pong, or doing the fastest keg-stand. He was viciously funny and seemed to know an endless number of great jokes⁠—

      Okay, I swear I’m almost done going on about Donny.

      Donny often had girlfriends, but never for longer than a couple of weeks. He would get bored of one girl and move onto another, breaking hearts along the way. I’d found girls crying behind the school. “What’s wrong?” I asked one girl.

      “Donny just told me he doesn’t think we’re compatible,” she said before weeping into the palms of her hands.

      Donny had, most certainly, fucked more girls than I’d even fantasized about. For him, it was effortless: a wink, a joke, and he had whoever he wanted. His success with girls was so well-known that guys would literally seek him out during lunchtime to ask him for advice. That soon turned into Donny standing in the stairwell each lunch with a small crowd of devoted followers. He spoke to them like some sort of messiah, like Jesus to his disciples. He would teach them secrets to winning women, because he seemed to understand how the female brain truly functioned in a way that most men will just never know.

      I will admit that I quietly walked in on a few of his little lectures, and his words were truly inspiring. “The first mistake you’re all making is that you’re pursuing her, instead of making her pursue you,” he said in a sagely voice.

      “But how do I get her to want to pursue me?” one very captivated young man asked.

      Donny smiled. “By flirting with her best friend, of course,” he said. “In fact, flirt with all of her friends—everyone except for her. Don’t even look at her.”

      For most of us, Donny was our introduction to the whole ‘player’ scene. For us, he practically invented the game. Sure, there were books written on how to play women and the art of seduction, but Donny never read those books; he figured all of this stuff out on his own, with his own genius, and those little stairwell lectures were, quite frankly, legendary.

      Donny had a great deal of influence by the final grade of high-school. Guys worshipped him—some of them literally—and girls either wanted to pin Donny down as their boyfriend, or they were interested in some guy who was under Donny’s influence.

      I was afraid of looking desperate, because to me, the guys who followed Donny around all day, every day, seemed… desperate. Sure, I wanted a girlfriend. Sure, I wanted to get laid. Sure, I knew that Donny could probably make it happen for me… But I was too proud to become part of that group.

      And then, one day, while I was changing for gym class, I overheard some of the guys talking about Donny’s ‘Fuck Club’.
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      I listened to them talking, pretending like I couldn’t hear anything. They were keeping their voices low, not wanting to be heard. “Andy was picked,” said one guy. “How did you not hear that?”

      “Nobody told me. When was he picked?”

      “Last night.”

      “With who?”

      “They haven’t picked the girl yet.”

      “Fucking Andy… lucky bastard.”

      One of the guys laughed. “You say lucky—but just wait. Watch him get paired with Sue-Ellen.”

      “Oh God. Is Sue-Ellen in the system?”

      “I saw her name there.”

      “Fuck. That makes me want to pull my name out.”

      “What? That’s part of the fun. It’s like Russian Roulette.”

      They laughed. I desperately wanted to ask them what they were talking about, but I bit my tongue and tried my best to mind my own business. But I still, obviously, found myself coming up with my own little theories. I mean—the title ‘Fuck Club’ obviously made one think of ‘Fight Club’, where two people are chosen to fight… Well, maybe Donny had created some club where a man was randomly chosen to fuck a woman. But where was he getting the women?

      Sure, it would be easy to find men to sign up. There was no shortage of desperate men in that school, and in the ranks of Donny’s followers… But women? Well—Donny certainly had a number of women interested in him, and in his followers, and maybe they were just desperate enough for a shot at connecting with their preferred man that they would sign themselves up for something insane like a ‘Fuck Club’.

      A week went by before I heard about it again, this time behind the school, while I was taking out the cafeteria trash (it was part of punishment I received for a suspension a few months earlier). The two men didn’t seem to notice me there as they spoke. “Donny’s program is picking a guy today for Fuck Club. Some of the guys are taking bets on who it might be.”

      “You really think that the program works?” the friend asked. “I mean… How do we know Donny isn’t just picking the people?”

      I paused and listened. “Dude, if anyone can make it work, it’s Donny.”

      “I know that, but also… there’s nothing stopping him from just picking whoever he wants and claiming it’s some genius programming.”

      “I don’t think he would do that. He’s so good with computers and shit; I don’t see why he wouldn’t just use the opportunity to prove it.”

      “I’m not going to lie, man: I really hope this is my week.”

      “Yeah, sure. It will be. You and Sue-Ellen.”

      Oh, by the way, Sue-Ellen was our school’s only ‘transgender’. In elementary, we all knew her as Dave. Now, she went by Sue-Ellen; she wore wigs and bras stuffed with pads. Sure, from some angles she looked like a chick—but if you saw her profile, you would be quickly reminded that she had male blood coursing through her veins.

      I didn’t really know Sue-Ellen. I didn’t know her character or who she hung out with. To be honest, I didn’t really care about any of that trans stuff. I had no opinion on the matter.

      “Dude,” said the guy, laughing. “If it’s Sue-Ellen, I’m out.”

      “You’re not allowed to tap out. That’s, like, the one rule.”

      “I mean—what can they really do if I did?” he said. “So they kick me out of Fuck Club—who cares? At that point, I wouldn’t want to be in it anyway, because it’s pairing me with Sue-Ellen.”

      “It’s about respect and honour. You don’t back out on promises you make. It just… says a lot about your character, and that’s going to be how everyone sees you for at least the rest of the school year.”

      “So you’re saying that you would fuck Sue-Ellen?”

      There was a pause. “It wouldn’t be easy, but…”

      He laughed. “You would fuck Sue-Ellen!”

      I approached the men. They looked towards me, so I nodded my head. They turned silent, digging their hands into their pockets. “Need a light or something?” one man asked.

      “Nah,” I said, and then I paused as my heart skipped a quick beat. “What, uh… What are you guys talking about?”

      “Nothing,” the both said in unison.

      “I heard you talking about some Fuck Club or something.”

      “Never heard of it,” said one man, and then the other laughed.

      “You guys are friends of Donny, right?”

      They both just stared at me. Now, I was really getting ‘Fight Club’ vibes: the men were refusing to talk about Fuck Club.

      “Come on,” I smiled. “Just tell me what it is.”

      “Sorry, man. No idea what you’re even on about.” The men looked at each other, flicked their remaining smokes onto the ground, and went back into the school, leaving me feeling more left out than ever before.

      At the end of the day, I heard lots of whispering at lockers. “Terry was picked,” I overheard two girls talking.

      “Oh God, I hope I don’t get picked with Terry,” said another girl. The girls talking were surprisingly beautiful: stylish, thin… why would girls like that sign up for some random Fuck Club?

      Or maybe it wasn’t so random. Now, I couldn’t help but remember watching some documentary about some relationship scam, where a guy pretended to be some sort of god, and he was pairing men and women together, telling them that they were soul-mates. Maybe Donny had stumbled into a similar scam. Maybe this Fuck Club wasn’t cheap to get into.

      More than anything, I wanted to know about this ‘program’. I wanted to find out about this computer program that was supposedly pairing the men and women together. Was it some random selection thing? Or was there a process to try and pair the right people together? Who had already been paired together? What had the results been?

      I don’t know why I was so curious, but it was eating me up inside. I was so keen to know that I went to find Donny the next day.

      Finding Donny alone was a tricky task. I had a lucky break during my third period, when I saw him walk by my biology classroom, so I quickly threw my hand up. “I have to use the washroom,” I said. I grabbed a hall pass and darted out to catch up with Donny. I caught him alone at the end of the hallway.

      I was nearly out of breath when he turned and said, “Hey Noah, what’s up?”

      “Hey, Donny,” I said. I couldn’t help but notice the gold chain around his neck, which I was fairly certain was new. I paused for a moment, wondering where he got the money for such an extravagant purchase. “How’s it going?”

      He stared at me, blinking a few times. “Great. Hey, I actually have to get to the computer lab, but, uh—it was nice catching up.”

      He turned and took a step. I jumped in and stopped him. “I actually have a question.”

      He looked at me, blinking a few more times. “Okay.”

      “Um… I’ve heard some things about a, uh… club, I guess. It’s like, a club that you’re running with a computer program or something… I was just wondering what was up with that…”

      He stared at me for a moment, showing no emotion. “Sorry, brother. I’m not really sure what you’re talking about. But hey—we should catch up sometime. I’ve gotta go.”

      He jogged off, and he really did seem genuine is saying that he had no idea what I was talking about. For a minute, I was convinced that there was some misunderstanding—and then I remembered all of the things I’d heard, and then I felt stupid for letting him slip away from me.

      That afternoon, I heard more buzzing rumours. “Shelly was picked,” I heard a guy say after nudging his friend. I already knew they were talking about Fuck Club.

      “What? Shelly? With Terry?”

      “Yeah. Can you believe that?”

      “There’s no way in hell she’s doing that.”

      “She has to.”

      “Yeah—but she won’t. Watch she drops out.”

      “No one has dropped out yet.”

      “You really think she’ll go through with it, just so she’s not the first dropout?”

      I had to slide in. It was another chance to find out more about this. “You guys talking about Fuck Club?” I asked quietly.

      They both stared at me. It was silent.

      “I, uh, heard Shelly was paired with Terry,” I said, trying to sound like an insider.

      “Sorry, man. Not sure what you’re talking about.” They both looked at each other, and that feeling of missing out grew stronger inside of me.

      I heard nothing more about it until Monday, when I was in the bathroom and heard whispering voices. “They really did it,” said one guy to another. “Terry really fucked her, and she took it. Dan even said he saw them kissing out back before the bell this morning.”

      “What? Terry and Shelly? Ho would have thought…”

      I thought about jumping in again, trying to sound like I knew what I was talking about—but I figured I would get more information from eavesdropping.

      “If Fuck Club can hook Terry up with a girl like Shelly, just imagine what it could do for us.”

      They laughed. “Man—just wait. When it’s our turn… it’s going to be epic. Fucking Donny, man—what a legend.”

      “Yeah, what a fucking gem.”

      And I heard more rumours later, from around a corner as I was walking to my locker. I stopped and listened to the girls talking. “Apparently they fucked, like, ten times,” I heard a girl whisper. “She let him do whatever he wanted to her.”

      “Ew. Terry?”

      “She said he was, like, really, really big.”

      “Terry?”

      “Yeah.”

      “She said that to you?”

      “Not to me, but that’s what I heard she said.”

      “To who?”

      “To her friends.”

      “Terry is big?”

      “Really big, apparently. I heard they even tried anal, and she took all of it—and liked it.”

      “Ew!”

      “That’s gross!”

      “That’s just what I heard!”

      I waited until they walked away. Then, I carried on, now locked in my state of disbelief. Was any of this real? Had Donny actually concocted a weird system to hook his disciples up with the school’s hottest girls? Well... maybe they weren’t all the hottest girls. Apparently Sue-Ellen was there in the mix, making all of the guys nervous… but she hadn’t been chosen yet, and maybe she wouldn’t be chosen at all.

      It seemed like everyone was in on this Fuck Club except for me.

      I swear I even saw a few TAs whispering to each other, blushing as they spoke, as if they were also talking about Fuck Club.

      Now, I was starting to regret keeping my distance from Donny’s little lectures. I was regretting staying out of the little cliques that formed out of Donny’s teachings. I tried to stay away from that lifestyle, worried that I would come across as desperate, and now, I was finding that I was… desperate.
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      Patrick was a guy that I’d known for over a decade—since the first grade, when we started at the same school together. He’d always been shy, always been awkward, always been small. His mother had always dressed him—and I was pretty sure that she still dressed him.

      He only had a couple of friends; they played Magic: The Gathering cards together under the back stairwell during lunch. They shrivelled up like fleas in sunshine when girls walked by. They were all close to failing gym class because they couldn’t run a full lap around the field or do a single pull-up.

      Don’t get me wrong: Patrick was a nice guy. But if he was ever going to get a girl, it would be once he was an established engineer making good money—and even then, the girl would probably be brought over from some third-world Asian country with the expectation of a green card…

      Then came the leaked ‘sex tape’, starring Patrick and the blonde cheer captain, Miranda. The tape circulated fast around the school, and I was able to easily find it online before the video was deleted and hushed up. In the video, Patrick was fucking the gorgeous blonde cheer captain doggy-style. He was spanking her hard on the ass and making her scream out: orgasm after orgasm. She was squirting. Her tits were bouncing. She was purring his name as she trembled, and he looked like a damned movie-star behind her… a bony, pale movie-star, but confident nonetheless.

      I thought that I was watching some AI deepfake, until I started hearing about the most recent Fuck Club pairing: Patrick and Miranda, picked to fuck… and now, they had been spotted making out more than once around the school.

      Now, this Fuck Club thing seemed surreal. I had to watch the video again to confirm that it was real—and sure enough, there was Patrick, thrusting hard into that cheerleader (she was wearing a short, slutty cheerleading lingerie skirt in the video). More than once, Miranda cried out: “Fuck my little virgin pussy!”

      It was all so surreal!

      And now, people were whispering about Fuck Club all over again. “Whatever Donny did with that program… he’s onto something.”

      “He’s probably going to sell it to some dating company for a billion dollars.”

      “Who would have guessed… Miranda and Patrick! I can’t wait for the program to pick me…”

      I had a stroke of luck the next day when I spotted Lewis at his locker, mumbling under his breath as he frantically flipped through pages of his textbook. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

      “I can’t talk right now,” he said without looking at me. I watched him flipping from page to page, unable to find whatever it was he was looking for. I eyed his textbook: Biology 12.

      “Can I help with something?” I asked.

      “I have this assignment due next period, and I never started it,” he said. “I have to write about this fucking chapter, but I never finished reading. God, I’m so fucked.”

      Then, his phone buzzed. He quickly checked the text message. I saw a quick glimpse of what was written. I didn’t see the whole message, but I saw those two words: Fuck Club. He slipped his phone away and turned back to his textbook.

      “I have biology tomorrow,” I said. “But I think we have the same assignment.”

      He didn’t look up at me.

      “I could, uh, give you my assignment. It’s done. You would just have to write in your name.”

      He looked up at me with wide eyes. He paused for a moment. “We would get in trouble for submitting the same report.”

      “I’ll rewrite it tonight,” I said. “I’ll even pick a new topic.”

      He kept staring at me. “Really? You would do that for me?”

      “Sure,” I said. “But, uh… Maybe you could do something for me.”

      He stared at me. He blinked a few times. “What kind of something?”

      “You’re in that Fuck Club thing, right?”

      He was silent. It was clear that he wasn’t supposed to mention it… but he was desperate. He squirmed as he stood there. I watched him biting his tongue. I watched him taking a serious of deep breaths. “I, uh, don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said finally.

      “Oh. Okay. Never mind then. Good luck with your assignment.” I smiled and nodded and turned around.

      “Wait!” he gasped. “Um… Something else. I’ll… I’ll pay you. Fifty bucks. That’s all I have, to be honest.”

      “I don’t need the money. Thanks though,” I said.

      “Please, Noah,” he said, grabbing me by the wrist. “I need help right now. Just help me out. I’ll find a way to pay you back.”

      “That’s a good offer, Lewis,” I said. “But I think I’ll hold onto my report. I just assumed that you knew something about that club.” I started to pull myself away from him, but he gripped me tighter.

      “Fine. What do you want to know?”

      “I want to know how, uh…” The fear of sounding desperate came back, tightening in my chest like a hand gripping at my heart and lungs. “How does a, uh, person get into something like that?”

      “You want in Fuck Club?” he asked with a whisper.

      “Are you in it?”

      He stared at me.

      “You want help with this assignment or not? You’re running out of time, Lewis.”

      “Okay, okay. Yeah, I’m in the system. I haven’t been picked yet.”

      I bit my tongue. This was a big breakthrough. I was getting information from an insider—and it wasn’t just through eavesdropping. I felt like I could ask anything—so I really needed to think about what I wanted to know. “How long has it been running?”

      “I don’t know…. Like... eight months?”

      “And they pick a couple every week?”

      He nodded his head.

      “How does that work? They pick the pair and then they just have to… have sex?”

      “It’s kind of like that,” he whispered, looking around. His face was red. He looked genuinely scared that he was going to get caught. “We aren’t supposed to talk about it… We could get kicked out. I don’t want to be kicked out.”

      “Just tell me a few more things,” I whispered. “So his computer program has some sort of algorithm; it chooses a guy and a girl… and then they have sex? That’s it?”

      “Sort of. It’s not just a guy and a girl; last month it picked two guys. One was openly gay; the other didn’t realize he was gay until after they did it. It’s almost like Donny’s coding knew that he was gay… It’s pretty crazy, dude. You know Miranda? On the cheer squad? It put her with Patrick. Everyone thought she was going to chicken out, but now they’re, like, dating!”

      He looked around again. His excitement had him speaking louder, and now he was worried someone would overhear and tell Donny that he blabbed.

      “He made his own AI thing that takes a bunch of different things into consideration. Donny asks you who you have a crush on. He asks who you’re attracted to. But he also asks other people in the group who they think you would be a good match with. I don’t know how much it takes that stuff into consideration. There’s an app we all have on our phones. It will ping us when we have to answer some question about someone. That doesn’t mean they’re going to be picked; it’s just Donny tinkering with these secret pairings.”

      “And then the people just… have sex?”

      “No, not necessarily. Sometimes, apparently, it will just tell them to make out… or it will tell the girl to give the guy a blowjob—or it will tell the guy to finger the girl. The app gives instructions based on what it thinks will bring the pairing together closer. It’s all really complicated and beyond what people like me and you could ever figure out. But Donny gets it. Sometimes, I think, he just pairs people together for their fun. It’s not necessarily about making relationships.”

      “And how do I get into it?”

      He stared at me. “That I don’t know. Can I get that report now?”

      “How did you get into it?”

      “Donny invited me. I have class in five minutes, man. Just give me the report, okay? I answered your questions.”

      “But I really want to know how to get in.”

      He sighed. “I don’t know how to answer that, man. But I do know one thing… He does these initial interviews with people. And he asks who they like. And if they say a name of someone who isn’t in the group, Donny may go an invite that person in. If a bunch of different girls say your name, then he’ll almost definitely find a way to get you in. Okay? The report—please?”

      I sighed and handed him the report. Basically, what he was telling me was that none of the girls in the program (and it sounded like a good hundred girls were in it) had mentioned my name. It stung to think that I was so invisible in the eyes of the girls in the school…

      Still, I wanted to get my name into the mix—even if nothing came of it. I wanted Donny’s special program to—at the very least—consider me for a pairing.
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      I saw, with my own eyes, Patrick and Miranda swapping spit behind the school. I saw her putting her hands all over his body as if she couldn’t help herself.

      I saw Damian and Denise—another couple that had been joined by Donny’s special program—holding hands as they walked home from school. I overheard more stories of guys fucking girls way out of their league—and then I found myself watching that leaked sex tape again, just to see if it was real.

      Then, the next day, it wasn’t an hour before I started hearing whispered rumours. I overheard a group of eight girls chatting about being in that mix, nervous about who they were going to be paired with. It seemed like every direction I turned, there were people whispering in small clusters, talking about Fuck Club and the magic that seemed to be produced from it.

      Then, after my morning chemistry class, I saw Donny, alone, walking down the hallway. I decided that I would take another shot at persuading him into letting me into the program. Maybe I could make him some sort of offer. Maybe we could trade… something. I had to think of something. But what? What did I have that Donny didn’t have?

      I kept following him, but I didn’t catch up to him just yet. I was keeping my distance while I tried to think of what I would say.

      He turned the corner. I followed.

      Maybe I could just say, ‘Look, Donny. I know everything. People told me. I want in. Just add me to the system.’

      I basically tried that already, and it got me nowhere… I needed something better than that. I needed something good.

      Donny walked into the library. I waited a minute before walking in as well. It was quiet in the library: empty, save for the librarian and Donny, who was now sitting at one of the student computers in the far corner of the room.

      Maybe I could just… blackmail my way into the program. Maybe I could say, ‘Look, Donny: Put me in the program, or the principal finds out about Fuck Club. I know everything.’ Okay, so maybe he would put me in, but he would probably tweak the coding so that it would put me with some ogre—or maybe with Sue-Ellen.

      I squirmed.

      I couldn’t use blackmail… but I had to do something.

      Then, Donny’s phone buzzed. He slipped it out from his pocket and answered it. “What is it?” he said softly, in a library-approved tone of voice. “Right now? I’m busy. Ugh—okay, fine. But if it takes longer than five minutes, I’m just leaving. I have to finish this before noon.” Donny marched straight out of the library’s back door, which went out to the parking lot. I was fairly certain that he hadn’t noticed me.

      I sauntered over to his computer. I peered down and saw a writeup for English class. It was a report on some Shakespeare play. But there was something else: an internet tab, minimized at the bottom of the screen. I reached down and clicked it.

      I was looking at Google… but there was a tab opened at the top, labeled ‘C++ Workstation’. I clicked it and saw a huge wall of multicoloured code. It was complicated, even for me. I guess now would be a good time to point out that I’d taken coding lessons in and out of school for about three years. My father worked as an app designer for a tech firm, and he thought it was super important for me to know some basic coding.

      But what I was now looking at (and I knew a bit of C++) was mostly alien. He was working with complicated formulas, with so many variables. He was calling on arrays, which were filled with variables. I tried scrolling through to see if I could make any sense of it, and then I noticed that many of the arrays pointed back to a list of names. And when I clicked to the list of names, I saw many of the people I knew, for a fact, were involved in Fuck Club. I saw Patrick and Miranda. I saw Damian and Denise. I saw Andy. I saw Felicity. I saw Piper and Harper. Piper, by the way, was a gorgeous little blonde who won the talent show every year, strumming the guitar and singing her own original country songs. I would have killed to be matched with a girl like Piper.

      Piper, like all of the names on the list, had been assigned a variable. Each variable had its own set of arrays, and as I tried to make sense of how it was all organized, I found a section with a green note, reading:

      
        
        
        # Input names here. Format as follows:

        x = name(firstInterest, secondInterest, etc).

        Format ‘interests’ as firstnameLastname. If name unrecognized, system will automatically create new array for new name.

      

      

      

      It was a lucky find—for Donny to have left a note like that to himself… I wouldn’t have had any clue without it… And for me to find it so quickly, when there were tens of thousands of lines of coding.

      I was sure that this was the coding for Fuck Club selections—and this was my chance to get into the mix.

      Piper was given the variable z2.

      
        
        
        Z2 = piperJewel(macDushene, peterTanev, michaelMorrison, corySmith)

      

      

      

      I cringed, seeing those names: four gigantic douchebags. I thought Piper would have better taste. She was such a sweet girl… but all of her picks liked to wear fake gold chains and they had their hair cut like broccoli. They all said words like ‘bruv’ even though they weren’t British or black.

      I noticed Patrick’s picks on his: Taylor Gemma, Celine Wong, Petra Benson. He never picked Miranda. And Miranda never picked Patrick. So the coding went well beyond matching people who picked each other; it was more sophisticated than Tinder.

      I scrolled down to see if I could gleam an understanding of how it worked, but it was too complicated for me. And I was running out of time. I was going to miss my chance.

      Sure, I could have just added myself into that list of names. I could have just given myself a variable and written in my top picks… but I was sure that Donny would notice, so I did something different.

      I added myself as an interest to a couple of girls, including Piper. I got my name into the system that way, so that it would create a variable for me the next time he ran it. Then, it wouldn’t look quite so suspicious; maybe he wouldn’t even notice…

      Once I had written in my name in a few places, I slipped away from the computer. With a racing heart, I slipped out of that library, and hoped that Donny wouldn’t instantly realize that his code had been tampered with. I saw Donny in the hallway, returning from his chore. I smiled at him and he smiled back with a little head nod.

      Then, after I passed him, he called out to me. “Hey, Noah.”

      I paused and turned to him. He was waving me over.

      “Yeah?” I said.

      We waved me even closer. “So, uh, the other day you asked about a club.”

      “Yeah…”

      “Well, the club is real. I couldn’t say anything to you then, because there were a few teachers nearby. But I just wanted to properly invite you in. I mean—it sounds like you’ve already heard about how it works. But if you’re interested, let me know, and we’ll get you into the system.”

      I felt uneasy for a moment. Suddenly, I wanted to come clean about altering his code. I didn’t see this coming. Of course I would not have touched his code had I known this was coming! “Y—Yeah, that sounds cool.”

      “Meet me at lunchtime. We’ll go over the questions that I need answered.”

      “Sure thing.”

      He smiled and took off back to the library, leaving me feeling like a total idiot.

      Though maybe it didn’t matter. Maybe I hadn’t done any harm. Maybe I just increased my odds of getting paired with a cute girl.
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      The questionnaire was curious. He only quickly asked me who I had a crush on. “And who else do you fancy around the school?”

      I answered. “Piper is cute,” I said. “Magda—that new girl from Poland, is really cute too. Maybe…” I didn’t want it to sound like I’d spent a lot of time thinking about this, even though I had spent many hours thinking about this. “Cassie.”

      He nodded his head and wrote down my answers. “Good picks,” he said. “Now, are you a virgin?”

      “Um…” I tried not to show much emotion.

      “Be honest. I won’t tell anyone, but it’s important that you’re honest.”

      He was staring at me, as if he was reading my mind. “I am a virgin,” I admitted.

      “Kissless?” he asked.

      “Um… Yeah, I guess so.” I felt my face turning red.

      “Who do you like for Fred?”

      “Huh?” I said, confused by the question.

      “You know: Fred Curry. Brown hair. Always wearing polos. Who would be a good match for Fred?”

      “Um… I don’t know. I, uh, haven’t thought about it.”

      “Think about Fred, and then pick someone who you think is… in the same league as Fred.”

      “Okay. Uh, I guess… Marcie.”

      He chuckled. “Okay, Marcie,” he said, and he wrote it down. “Now tell me, who is a good pick for Angela Whitman.”

      “Angela is in Fuck Club?” I asked. She was a shy girl who spent her time in the computer lab, usually playing an old game online called Neopets.

      Donny laughed. “No,” he said. “Just answer the questions. Don’t try to figure out why I’m asking them, because most of them have nothing to do with you. It’s more about… inputting data to train the AI. So tell me who would be a good match for Angela Whitman.”

      “I don’t know. I thought Patrick would have been a good match, but he’s taken now…”

      “Perfect,” he said. “I’ll put Patrick. Now tell me… If Georgie Richards and Jessie Peters were intimate, how do you imagine them engaging?”

      “What?”

      “Describe their sex as you imagine it.”

      “These are weird questions, Donny.”

      “I know. But we’re training the AI. The AI doesn’t know us. We can teach it about ourselves… but it also needs to build its own objective perspective on people by learning how we view other people.”

      I really didn’t get it, but I answered his question as best I could. “I’m guessing there would be a lot of kissing, and, uh… some really quiet, quick missionary sex.”

      He laughed. “Good. Next question…”

      This questionnaire spanned the whole lunch period. By the end, it almost seemed… exhausting, like sitting through an hourlong physics lecture. The questions were all so random and seemingly pointless. “If Felicity Pothier came out as a lesbian, would you be surprised? If so, describe your level of surprise on a scale from one to ten.” I really had no idea how he was even going to log this information into his system. It was all so outrageous.

      But Donny seemed to be satisfied with my answers. He took his data and told me that he would get it all logged before the morning. Then, he said, “The male pick is tomorrow.” He grinned. “Who knows. Maybe it will be you. Just because you’re new to the system, doesn’t mean that it won’t pick you out the gate. It’s totally out of my control. It’s in the hands of AI now.”

      I got up to leave, but Donny had one last thing to say. “There are a few rules, Noah. I’m sure someone already told you. But I’ll tell them to you quickly as well.

      “One, you don’t talk to anyone about Fuck Club. If I find out you tell anyone outside of Fuck Club about this, I’ll delete you from the system.

      “Two, if the system picks you, you have to go through with the provided instructions. If you don’t, you ruin the integrity of the system. If you’re not happy with who it picks for you, you just have to suck it up and give it a try, because the system knows more about you than you know.

      “And three—and this is a big one. You need to open the email that I’m about to send you. You need to click the link. It will ask for permission to access your computer’s folders. Give it access. The AI needs the information it gets from that to work properly.”

      “Okay, whatever.”

      I paused. I didn’t know about that last one. I could only assume that Donny was downloading my internet history or something. Maybe he was even downloading all of my chat histories from Instagram and Facebook, to see if there were any mention of girls in our school. Or maybe it was just going to see what kind of websites I visited regularly, to decide what my interests were, so it could pair me with a girl with similar interests.

      I had to just trust the process.

      He smiled. “I should also mention that the AI can be very, very persuasive. When it wants info from you, it will work hard to get it. So just do what it wants and do what it says, and it shouldn’t give you a hard time.”

      When I got home and I saw the email, I allowed it access to my folders. My heart began to race, knowing that Donny’s little ‘script’ was now pulling all of my personal information, storing it into a database that would pick a potential soulmate for me—or at least a nice fuck buddy.

      Of course, I thought of clearing my search history, but I knew it would make no difference. Donny was a computer genius, and he surely knew how to see an internet history whether or not it had been ‘cleared’.

      My anxiety was now through the roof. My heart wouldn’t stop racing, not even allowing me to get more than a few hours of sleep. I ended up waking up around 4:00 AM with my heart still racing. I didn’t go back to sleep.

      It was ‘selection’ day for the men. I had no idea how many men were in the system… When I got to school, I overheard some guys speculating on who they thought was going to be chosen. I sidled up and weighed in. “Tanner’s overdue,” I said—mostly because I saw Tanner’s name in many of the girls’ ‘selections’.

      They didn’t question my joining into their conversation; they just accepted me and continued to speculate. “Tanner seems to obvious—though it’s going to surely pick him at some point,” said one of the guys.

      “If you’re placing a bet, I’d say Tanner’s a safe bet, but I still think it’s going to surprise us. Maybe even Liam.”

      “Liam H or Liam K?”

      “H.”

      “Really?”

      “It picked Patrick, didn’t it?”

      “Yeah, but it’s not going to stick to strictly picking nerdy guys. It’s going to switch it up on us, like it always does. Whoever it picks—none of us will see it coming.”

      I was too nervous to ask them what time it normally made the selection at.

      Then, one of the men said, “My app was asking me questions about you last night, Noah.”

      Ah—I’d forgotten about the app! I never even downloaded it. “Oh, the app,” I said, biting my tongue. “I had to factory-reset my phone and I don’t have the app anymore. Any chance you can, uh, remind me how to download it.”

      They looked at me curiously. “There’s a link in the signature of the email you got when you enrolled in the club.”

      “Oh, right,” I said. “You’re right. Thanks.”

      Awkwardly, I downloaded the app after that chat. I had to request a one-time passcode, and then it took about fifteen minutes to approve me. Then, I would get the odd buzz in my pocket: a notification asking me to answer some random question about some random student. “What colour was Janine wearing yesterday?” was the first question it popped at me.

      There were options, and one of the options was ‘I don’t know’, so I picked that. To be honest, I wasn’t even sure who Janine was.

      About forty minutes later, I got another super-random question. This time, there were two pictures, taken from Miranda’s Facebook page. “Which outfit suits Miranda better?” There were three options to answer: ‘The red one-piece’, ‘The black two-piece’, and ‘I feel the same about both’.

      Then I got a question that seemed more reasonable. “Would you rather fuck Fae Carol or Christine MacCumber?” I picked Christine.

      Honestly, I got a bit excited every time I got one of those messages. I started making a point of looking at phone screens when other students were checking their messages. Now, I knew what that app looked like, so I was able to identify who else was in that club.

      I saw a guy in front of me getting the question, ‘If you were hypothetically gay, would you rather fuck James West, or Andy Peterson?’ I tried not to laugh as he struggled to make an answer.

      I got a similar question a bit later. “If you were hypothetically gay, would you choose to fuck George Watson or Peter Klein?” Donny did not give the option to choose ‘I can’t decide’.

      I awkwardly picked Peter Klein, and when it asked me why, I said, “He looks more like a girl than George.”

      Then, my phone buzzed right before my third period class. I assumed it was another question. I was shocked when I saw the message: “Nick Christopher has been selected this week as the Male Selection.”

      I saw other students checking their phones. I heard a few little gasps. Then, within minutes, the whispering was starting. I will admit that I was a bit disappointed that I wasn’t picked. Sure, there were still many weeks until school was over… but I was really hoping that I was going to see the end of my virginity that week.

      I saw Nick later in the hallway. He had a pale look on his face. He kept scratching at the back of his neck. He kept trying to smile at the people saying hi to him. He looked like he was on the verge of a major panic attack.

      He would have to wait two full days to find out who he was being paired with.

      In the meantime, I kept answering questions as they came to me. Sometimes they were questions about me, “Do you enjoy camping?” was a curious one. “What’s your favourite colour?” was a more understandable question.

      Then it showed me a picture of a girl and said, “What did you notice first when looking at this girl?”

      ‘Shoes’ was among the options, and noticed her red shoes first, so I picked that option. I didn’t think much of it—as I didn’t think much of any of the other questions.

      But I was starting to notice that the questions I was getting seemed to seem more and more like they were meant to be sent to the girls.

      “Imagine you’re getting a manicure. Which manicure do you choose?” There were six pictures. I picked the picture of the hand with the soft-pink polish, just because it seemed like the most understated option.

      “Pick your dream prom dress,” was another curious question.

      And then: “If you were a girl, which hairstyle would you choose?”

      They were weird questions, but I really didn’t think much of them.
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      Eleanor was chosen as Nick’s partner. Eleanor was quite pretty: tall and slender, with long brown hair. I was actually quite surprised she was even in the system.

      Of course, everyone was buzzing when they saw the selection. “They’re, like, so perfect for each other,” I heard some girls saying.

      “Lucky prick,” said one of the guys, grumbling under his breath.

      “Boring pick,” said another guy when we were eating lunch. “He’s totally bland and normal, and she’s totally bland and normal. I feel like the last three picks have been so safe and normal. It’s like Donny’s computer is just playing it safe.”

      “Yeah,” said another guy. “I’m pretty sure Nick said he was going to ask Eleanor out to prom. This almost seems… staged. They really are so boring.”

      “Well, maybe next week will be more interesting,” I said, still hopeful my time would come.

      “Yeah, maybe. Hey, Noah—you going to that big party this weekend?”

      I’d been invited, and I wanted to go—though I had a hockey tournament, and my team was probably going to want to go out for a group dinner. I wasn’t sure I could coax my parents into letting me take the car after spending the day with it at my hockey tournament. “I’m going to try,” I said.

      And I really should have gone to that party, because it got very wild, very suddenly. I saw clips, sent to me by friends. “You won’t believe what’s happening,” said one friend. He sent me a video of Nick and Eleanor. They were both naked, in the middle of the kitchen. Nick had hoisted Eleanor up onto the table and was fucking her. Her breasts were out, bouncing all over her chest. Nick was covered in sweat; his face was dark red. Students were all around, watching, filming with their phones, giggling and gasping.

      “Why are they doing that there?” I asked.

      “It was apparently part of their sex instructions,” my friend replied.

      Eleanor was so humiliated. She covered her eyes with her hands as dozens of students watched her being dominated and penetrated. The clip ended there, and nobody sent me another.

      My heart raced just thinking about it. Now, I wasn’t quite so excited about the idea of being picked. It really didn’t look like Eleanor wanted to be fucked publicly and humiliated like that… and now, she was probably still enduring that humiliation while everyone watched and laughed and filmed. Her parents would probably find out. Hell—that video would probably reach her father at some point. She would probably find that video on a porn website in years, already so widely shared, there was no hope in erasing it.

      And, of course, it would really change the way people looked at Eleanor. Now, nobody would see her as the ‘normal’, straight-edge chick. And now, if things didn’t work out with Nick, there probably weren’t going to be many guys who wanted to touch her.

      I tried not to let my anxiety weigh me down, but I was definitely a mental wreck. What if I was picked, and Donny told me to do something absolutely humiliating? What if they paired me with Sue-Ellen, and I had to suck her cock in front of the whole school? What if it took hours to make her cum, and then everyone watched as she spewed on my face.

      Now, I was really starting to wonder what was really so bad about backing out of Fuck Club if one didn’t like his or her selection? Was the humiliation of leaving Fuck Club really so much worse than being publicly fucked in front of everyone?

      I kept watching that video, seeing the dread on that poor girl’s face as Nick slid in and out of her virginal hole. I watched the giggling faces in the crowd—and I saw all of those phones: raised and recording her shame. Why did she go through with this?

      Her going through with it just made the idea of backing out even more humiliating, the more I thought about it. If I was picked and didn’t want to fuck my partner for some reason, everyone would say, “Eleanor did her duty. What’s your problem?”

      My heart raced.

      I kept reminding myself that there were dozens of men in that program, waiting to be picked. There was no way that I was going to be the next one picked. The odds were… so low: less than 3%, probably. And more likely than not, it wouldn’t be so bad. I mean—the whole point was to match people who truly belonged to each other, right? Well then… what was the point of what it made Nick and Eleanor do?
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        * * *

      

      Monday dragged by slowly. I knew the ‘male selection’ was just one day away. I knew my whole life could change in just twenty-four hours… so naturally, I found myself counting down the minutes, which just made the time pass by slower.

      It was 2:00 PM when my phone buzzed. It was the app, this time with a weird request and not a question. “Go to the gas station across the street. Buy a pack of condoms. Slip the condoms through the slit of locker 228.” I did the task, which was a bit awkward, and cost me $8. I wondered if the task had anything to do with me.

      Night came. Sleep eventually came. Then Tuesday came. I was still with stress, trembling with anxiety. I felt nauseous, but I kept reminding myself that I wouldn’t be picked.

      Through the morning, my phone buzzed. “Would you rather wear panties under your jeans or a woman’s blouse as a top?” was one weird question I received.

      Then came the dreaded notification. ‘This week’s male selection is Andrew Kaufman.’

      I let out a sigh of relief—though I will admit that I was a bit disappointed that it wasn’t me. Sure, I was terrified of being humiliated like Eleanor… but even Eleanor was now holding hands with Nick; they were clearly an item now, and they seemed intimately close to each other.

      Patrick and Miranda were still constantly smooching out back. There were still a crazy number of beautiful women logged into Donny’s system.

      Maybe my time would come soon…

      I kept answering the questions. I didn’t think much of any of them. Even on Thursday, I was only slightly curious to see which girl would be picked, because I wanted to see if one of my ‘crushes’ would be taken off the table.

      My phone buzzed around noon. I went to check the selection, as I saw some students around me doing. Then, I squinted, trying to make sense of the weird message.

      “You’ve been selected for this week’s Fuck Club. This is a private selection, and other members of Fuck Club have not been notified.”

      I stared at the message. I blinked a few times. I re-read it. Had Andrew dropped out? What did it mean, I was selected?

      “Aw…” I heard someone groan. “They’re not going to announce who they picked?” he whispered to the guy next to him.

      “That’s what it says.”

      I read my message again. There was something wrong. This was some sort of mistake. I was sure that it was a mistake—or maybe Andrew had dropped out and I was really getting my chance.

      I got another message. “Instructions will be sent shortly.”

      Now, I was tingling all over. The reality of being picked was slowly starting to set in. Was this really happening? Was I really going to fuck a girl?

      I tried to hide my smile. I tried to act casual.

      I was sure that Andrew had dropped out… and then I went to ask Andrew during lunch, and he was already talking about it with a group of friends. “No idea,” he said. I missed the first part of what he’d said. “It just says my partner will be revealed to me on Saturday night.”

      I paused. A terrible dread swirled in my gut. What was happening? Was Andrew still in? If so… why was I picked too? I suddenly remembered that ‘gay’ pairing, which included one supposedly-straight male.

      I felt sick. What was happening? I needed to find Donny… but Donny was nowhere to be found. Someone told me that he wasn’t at school today. “I really need to talk to him. Do you have this number?”

      She shook her head.

      Nobody had his number; he didn’t like giving it out. But I had to talk to him. I needed him to explain what was happening. I couldn’t have sex with Andrew! Andrew was a man! This wasn’t fair. I was supposed to be picked with someone like Piper, or Harper: someone cute and… someone who was a girl!

      No—this wasn’t fair. How could I get out of this? What did I have to say? Or was this some punishment for meddling with Donny’s coding? Maybe he found out that I added my name into his system, and now he was making me pay. Maybe this was just a prank. Maybe they were just messing with me, to see if I would actually go through with it or not.

      Donny wasn’t at school the next day when I got the ‘instructions’. I read the instructions and my blood turned cold. I had to read the instructions over again, two times, before my brain actually made sense of the words.
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      The instructions said:

      
        
        You have two days left to practice for your date. Please put in the effort to make the most of your pairing. And remember: the AI knows you better than you know you.

        1. There is a box of supplies in locker 376. The code for the locker is 23-32-92. Take the box home. The box contains panties, a padded bra, a dress, shaving products (for legs, crotch, and armpits), makeup, a wig, and perfume.

        2. Watch tutorials online for makeup instruction. Make sure your application is believable and visually appealing. Also watch tutorials on voice and posture.

        3. Go to Sandman Hotel at 6:00 PM on Saturday. Meet Andrew in the lobby. He will take you across the street to a bar. Eat dinner and have some drinks. Do not act masculine. Use your female voice, and regularly check in bathroom to ensure makeup and wig and outfit are correct.

        4. Return to Sandman Hotel. Go to room-316. Light candles. Put on music.

        5. Follow this order for sex: kissing (at least five minutes of mouth-to-mouth, at least three minutes of tongue), oral (this should only involve Noah going down on Andrew), gentle anal (bent over bed), rough anal (cowgirl style on bed). Anything beyond this is optional, however Andrew must ejaculate inside of Noah, either anally or orally.

      

      

      It didn’t seem real. It seemed like a mean prank. It seemed… sick… like a sick joke. Maybe Donny got a kick out of humiliating people—or maybe I was right, and this was a punishment for meddling with his program.

      There was no way that I could do this. I had to find Donny and tell him that I wasn’t going to do it. Or I could just delete that stupid app and forget about it entirely. Yeah—that’s what I would do: delete the app. I didn’t need to even give him the time of day. If he was going to humiliate me like this, why did I need to entertain him?

      I deleted the app. I went to bed, angry. Then, in the morning, I heard a beeping. I sat up slowly and looked around, trying to figure out where that beeping was coming from. Then, I saw my computer flashing red. “What the hell?”

      I went over and clicked off of a program that was called ‘RED’. When the red flashing screen went away, I found myself looking at… porn. It was a video I’d watched a week earlier (I was young and, like all young guys, masturbated to porn). I clicked off of it—and then I saw another porn video: another video that I’d watched. I clicked off of that one. There was another…

      There were dozens of porn videos, all that I’d watched with ‘private browsing’ turned on.

      A cold dread filled my heart. Was this some sort of threat? Was Donny letting me know that he knew what videos I’d been watching, and now he was threatening to tell the school if I backed out of his Fuck Club?

      My heart was racing. I felt sick.

      “Noah!” my mom called out. She opened my bedroom door, and I pulled the plug on the computer so the porn wouldn’t be on the screen.

      “What?” I asked nervously.

      “You know the rule with the credit card,” she said with narrowed eyes. “Don’t use it without asking us first—and getting your purchase approved.”

      “I—I didn’t use it,” I said.

      “Well, a purchase was made in your name, according to SportChek.” She glared at me for a long moment. “You know the rules, Noah. Don’t play games with me.” She marched off. I was in a total panic as I got ready for school. When I got to school, Donny was there, sitting the stairs, grinning. “What did you do?” I growled at him.

      “Thanks for the new driver. I think it will really improve my game,” he smiled.

      “You stole my mom’s credit card number?” I said.

      “I borrowed it. I mean—you agreed to it. When you installed the app, you read and agreed to the terms. You did read them, right? I mean—they were pretty clear. If you delete the app and/or back out of any scheduled meetings, you allow me—Donny—access to all of your files, including banking information, which I can use at my own discretion, as payment for the use of the app while you had it downloaded.”

      “You prick,” I snapped. “You can’t make an agreement like that; it won’t hold up in any court, and you know it!”

      “Okay. Take me to court. Say, in front of a judge, that you signed up for Fuck Club hoping to fuck Piper Jewel, and the judge will feel really bad for you when he finds out that I bought myself a $60 golf club.” He laughed and stood up. I looked around to make sure nobody heard him mention my crush aloud. “Or, you can reinstall the app and go through with your meeting.”

      “I’m not humiliating myself with your weird sexual… fantasy.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Noah. And that’s the truth. The AI picks the selections. The AI sets itinerary. I have very little to do with any of that. I just coded the program.”

      “You’re lying,” I said.

      “I’m not. Why? I’m guessing you’re the undisclosed pick with Andrew? That’s curious that it picked another straight guy for a gay rendezvous… but it turned out the last ‘straight’ guy wasn’t so straight. Maybe the AI knows something about you that you don’t know.” He grinned.

      I knew he was lying… Well… I was almost sure that he was lying. Maybe he was telling the truth… but there was no way that I could do it. There was no way that I was going to humiliate myself, way beyond what anyone else had to endure!

      I didn’t redownload that app. Then, my phone buzzed. It was… the app, which had downloaded itself (surely Donny’s doing). Now, there was a request to show me a video.

      It was a video of me… taken by my webcam… and in the video, I was masturbating: hunched over, tugging my cock quickly, panting. It went on and on. I closed the video in horror. “Should this video be displayed to other Fuck Club members?” was the question that came next. The options were ‘Yes’, ‘No’, ‘I don’t care either way’.

      I turned red with horror. How could he do this? He was blackmailing me into having gay sex! This was just… disgusting!

      I clicked ‘No’ of course—and then I was too afraid to re-download the app. I was even too afraid to stop answering the random questions it asked, like, ‘Would Ellen like Brian more or less if he shaved his facial hair?’

      I was trembling, unable to calm my racing heart. School ended. I tried to find Donny one last time, to beg him to stop this, but I couldn’t find him. I didn’t even know where he lived, and I didn’t know who I could ask to find out.

      I had twenty-six hours until my meeting.

      “Do not forget the box,” a notification said from that app.

      So I went to that damned locker. I put in the code, and it opened. The box was surprisingly light and unmarked. I locked the locker back up and skirted out of the school.

      How could Donny say that he had nothing to do with this if that box was in the locker? Then, I remembered the weird request the app had given me, making me buy a pack of condoms. Maybe it made someone else buy all of that stuff. Maybe it had them put it in the locker. How could I really know? Donny claimed he had nothing to do with any of it.
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      My app buzzed me in the morning: the morning of my ‘date’, which I was in no way planning to attend. I’d peered into that stupid box. I saw the lingerie and the dress and the makeup. It was so absurd. Donny could blackmail me all he wanted—there was no way that he was going to go through with being so cruel, so evil.

      I looked at my phone and saw that video again: a clip of me masturbating. My body turned cold and a dread filled my gut, but I’d already spent lots of time thinking about it: that video leaking wasn’t nearly as bad as me going through with being the girl in some freaky sex scene. So I guess I was going to let Donny release the video… All guys jerk off. Sure—people would mock me and laugh, but I would survive, and then I would get a lawyer and sue Donny for a lot of money, because that ‘agreement’ that I supposedly signed was certainly, in no way, legally binding, and surely didn’t give Donny the right to release such a thing to the public without my consent (and I had ensured him that he did not have my consent, despite whatever I signed).

      It was 10:00 AM when there was a knock at my door. My mom answered it, and then she called to me. “Noah, it’s for you!”

      I went downstairs and saw a pale-faced Donny standing at the door. He feigned a smile at my mother and waited for her to walk away before turning to me and saying, “We need to talk. Now.”

      I wanted to talk to him, so I was happy he was there. I was happy to have a chance to come to some other sort of arrangement. We walked across the street to a kid’s playground, which wasn’t being used. I looked at Donny, seeing that pale skin—almost translucent. He had beads of sweat on his forehead. “I’m not doing your stupid thing, Donny,” I said. “And if you keep trying to blackmail me, expect a lawyer.”

      Then, he suddenly grabbed me by the shoulders. I saw into his reddened eyes: a ferocity that made me feel suddenly weak in the knees. “Damnit, Noah! I’m not blackmailing you, you idiot!”

      I waited a moment before trying to speak. “Then why do you keep sending me that⁠—”

      “That’s not me!” he snapped. “It’s the AI. I warned you that it will be persuasive, Noah. I told you, and you didn’t fucking listen. And now it knows that you’re trying to back out, so it’s going to keep pushing harder and harder until you just do what it says to do. So fucking do what it says to do.”

      I stuttered. “Don’t mess around with me, man.”

      “I’m not!” he barked. He took a moment to compose himself. “It’s treating me now. It’s going to send messages to my parents if you don’t go through with this date it’s arranged. And Noah—I don’t even know what it’s arranged; that’s the honest truth. I programmed this thing to be leak-proof. I programmed it so that nobody could hack it and steal information, because it’s storing a great deal of people’s personal and intimate information. Even I can’t access the information. I built it that way because I knew a company like Apple or Google would be interested. It was just supposed to be a test app for something much larger-scale. Whoever buys it—even the CEO of the company won’t be able to access the files in the system.

      “Listen to me, Noah. Because I can tell that you don’t believe me. The AI is designed to make the selected people have sex, the way it wants you to have sex.”

      “I thought it was designed to match people together the way that they’re supposed to be together,” I said. “Like some super dating app.”

      “Yes, that too.”

      “Well, then it’s just fucked, because what it wants me to do is just… cruel. I’m not into masochism, Donny.”

      “What does it even want you to do? It wants you to have gay sex with Andrew? Be honest with me, Noah: are you gay? Because if the AI thinks you’re gay, you’re probably gay. And Noah—I don’t care one way or another. My older brother is gay, and he’s one of my heroes. So don’t worry so much about⁠—”

      “I’m not gay!” I snapped. “I like girls. I wanted it to match me with someone like Piper.” I felt my face turning red. “But now it wants me to dress up like a girl and suck Andrew’s dick. I’m not fucking doing it. It can just release a video of me jerking off. So the whole school will see me fapping… I don’t really care at this point.”

      “I’m sorry, Noah, but you have to just do the crossdressing sex,” he said, shaking his head. “Because if you don’t, the AI is threatening to ruin my life.”

      “You’re so full of shit,” I groaned, shaking my head. I felt my skin turning red. I knew that he was lying to me; I hated how well he could lie. He was such a little con artist…

      “I’m not lying!” he screamed. “Fuck!” Then, he grabbed my arms. “I’m begging you. I will pay you good money to do this. I sold an app at the start of the year and made good money. I’ll pay you… five-thousand dollars to just go through with this.”

      “Just take the Fuck Club server down if you’re so desperate.”

      “I can’t. I made some stupid decisions when training the AI, and now the AI is acting in a self-preservation mode.”

      “Can’t you unplug it?”

      “It’s cloud-based. I would have to… track down the servers, which are probably in Switzerland or something, and go there to physically unplug them—and even then, the server could probably—if it hasn’t already—duplicated itself onto backup servers, which are probably in some other country. Look—I can fix this; I can still access the code… parts of it, anyway. I’ve been up all night trying to fix this. I know that I can fix it, but I need time. It won’t be done today.

      “Just… let Andrew fuck you. I’ll go find him and I’ll tell him to be gentle.”

      “The fucking directions say for him to not be gentle!” I said.

      Donny paused. “They were that specific?”

      “Yes. I’m supposed to blow him, then he fucks me bent over a bed, and then I mount him, cowgirl-style, and he fucks me as hard as he can. It even says he has to either cum in my mouth or my ass.”

      “Whatever, Noah. Just fucking do it. My life is ruined if the AI messages my parents. Please. I need you to just do it. I’ll pay you money. I—I’ll pay you more money, later, once I get the rest of the payout from selling that app. I’m begging you. Just do it. Please.” He dropped to his knees and clutched at my jeans.

      Maybe he wasn’t bluffing. Maybe he really was desperate—and maybe this really was out of his control…

      “I—I can’t do it.”

      He sighed. He stood up. He screamed. He took a moment to calm himself down. “I… I’m going to go home. I’m going to look at the code. I’m going to just… see if I can’t fix this before tonight.”

      Without saying anything else, he turned and walked like a shell of his former self, off towards his car. Now, I was left feeling awkward. Now, I was stuck in an even worse situation. I had to re-weigh my options. Sure, that video leaking wasn’t as bad as going through with the crossdressing sex… but now I had to take Donny’s situation into account… and the money he was offering.

      There was a lot to consider.

      And an hour later, I had even more to consider. “What are you doing here?” I asked Stuart, who was standing on my doorstep.

      “I don’t want to do this,” he said with a trembling voice.

      “Do what?”

      “I—I don’t want to smash up your house,” he whispered. “But… If I don’t, Fuck Club is going to ruin my life. I’m really sorry. That’s when I noticed the baseball bat at his side. “I’m really sorry, Noah. I’m probably going to get fucking arrested over this.”

      “Just don’t do it!” I hushed. “Just… Don’t.”

      “I can’t let Fuck Club ruin my life, man.”

      “No, no, no… Look. W—What can I do to make you stop?”

      He tried to push past me, gripping that bat with a firm grip.

      “Stuart, stop! What can I do to make you stop?”

      He gripped the bat and lifted it into the air, aiming right at my mom’s antique side table by the front door.

      “Nothing,” he said through clenched teeth.

      “I’ll call the cops.”

      “Just call them so they come arrest me,” he said, tearing up. “Before I do too much damage.”

      “W—What if I do the stupid thing. What if I do what the app told me to do? Then will you stop?”

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

      He was about to smash that table, and then he paused. He looked at me with nervous eyes. He turned his gaze down to his front pocket—and I heard the buzzing. He lowered the bat and quietly checked the phone. “It—It’s telling me to wait,” he said.

      My heart sank into my stomach. Did our phones hear me tentatively agreeing to do the deed?

      “If I do the thing… you won’t break my house up?” I said.

      He just stared at me. “I—I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      I felt my own pocket buzz. ‘Are you going on a date tonight?’ the app asked. The options were ‘Yes’ and ‘No’. With a trembling finger, I clicked yes.

      Then, his phone buzzed. He let out a breath of air, and then he stumbled back. “I have to go,” he said, and then he sprinted away.

      It was a hot day… but my body felt cold. I was trembling all over. I’d told the app that I was going to do the deed; it gave me no choice. I was being coerced into having sex with Andrew—and it wasn’t even Andrew doing the coercion.
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      In my room, I looked into that box again. My heart was still in the pit of my stomach. I hadn’t done any of the instructions. I hadn’t shaved or done any voice training. I hadn’t watched any YouTube videos on how to be more feminine.

      Now, the app was sending me videos to watch. It asked me, ‘Have you shaved?’

      I felt like I’d stumbled into some messed up version of 2001: A Space Odyssey. Maybe it was Donny, or maybe it was the AI—but it really didn’t seem like I had any other option.

      Now, I kept telling myself, ‘Maybe it won’t be so bad’. Nobody had to know… The Sandman was in the industrial part of town; it was a quiet area, and I didn’t know anyone who lived in that area. So I didn’t exactly have to worry about being recognized.

      But the sex itself… how would I survive that? How would I get down onto my knees and suck a man’s cock?

      There was no way Andrew wanted it… Maybe I could just tell him to lie with me; we could both tell the app that we’d done the dirty deed, and it didn’t need to know otherwise.

      Now, I just had to entertain it. I watched the videos, repeating phrases out loud. “Your arms are so big. Do you workout?” I said in a girly tone, trying to keep that AI happy.

      There was another hope for me: Donny fixing the programming and taking down Fuck Club. Maybe he could figure it out in time…

      I could only pray that he would figure it out in time and there wouldn’t have to be any cross-dressing, any public humiliation, any awkward lying about having sex with a man.

      But as the hour drew closer, it was becoming more and more obvious that Donny wasn’t fixing anything.

      I put the wig on my head. It made a surprising difference. With a touch of eyeliner and a bit of eye-shadow, I kind of looked like a girl… from a glance. I squished my body into that lingerie, which was fiercely tight. The top had pads made from a rubbery silicone; they bounced when I jumped up and down—which I will admit was kind of fun for a few minutes. The bottoms were high-waisted and also had cushy pads on the sides to give me ‘hips’.

      I blushed a little bit looking in the mirror—especially with my shaved legs--because my figure really was… feminine. Embarrassingly feminine. I groaned at the sight of myself, and tried to chalk it up to having a ‘tired brain’.

      There was no way I actually looked like a girl. My mind was just playing tricks on me.

      But the app wasn’t finished. It wanted me to continue. It wanted me to practice walking; there was a video for that. It wanted me to practice sitting with good posture; there was a video for that. It wanted me to practice ‘dancing’ as if I was in a club; there was a video for that.

      It was all so humiliated—and I could only imagine this was just the beginning of a ruthless evening of humiliation.

      The app made me put on lipstick. It made me shave my armpits. It made me spritz myself with perfume: a strong smell that never seemed to lose potency.

      Then, it made me prop my phone up and stand a few feet back so that it could ‘analyze’ my progress, and decide what needed to change.

      And changes were made. It showed me a new makeup tutorial for a more subtle eyeliner style. It had me change my shadow from black to a soft pink. It made me change my lips from red to pink. ‘Reapply the wig; make sure it is centred on your head,’ the app said to me.

      For hours, I entertained that stupid app, until it finally said, ‘Enjoy your date.’

      I stared at myself in the mirror, hardly able to recognize myself… but at the same time, I could see myself quite obviously. It was a surreal sight. I swear I could see my heart pounding against my ribcage in that tiny outfit. I was still wobbling slightly in those provided strappy heels.

      The worst sight of all was my blushing face; I couldn’t stop blushing… because I actually looked kind of cute.
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      No word from Donny. The app was still online. My date was still going ahead as planned.

      I nearly fainted from nausea as I snuck out my bad door, feeling the breeze against my exposed skin, which I had a whole lot of. I didn’t want neighbours to see, so I moved fast, running in bare feet with my heels in my left hand. I found myself ‘prancing’ so that I wouldn’t step down too hard on the wet grass, because I didn’t want any moisture to splash up onto my outfit—though I’m not really sure why I cared.

      I rushed down the alleyway, and I kept running until I was far, far, far away from my house. Even then I stuck to alleyways.

      Standing at the bus stop was dreadful, especially when a group of guys came, only a few years older than me. A few of them eyed me. They said nothing, but I had a feeling they could tell I wasn’t really a girl. God, this was so embarrassing.

      The bus was surprisingly crowded. I stepped on, hoping to get to the back of the bus—and then I recognized Tyler Frank sitting in a back seat. Tyler was in my chemistry class; I could not let him see me like this.

      So I sat down with my back to him and I made sure not to look back—or even up, because sitting up front was one of my dad’s work friends. What were the chances?

      A man sat next to me and started chatting with me casually. “Weird weather we’ve been having, huh? You must be cold in an outfit like that. Don’t get me wrong; it’s a nice dress. But it’s so small. When I was your age, girls never wore dresses like that—but I wished they would have. People were really stuck up back then. So are you going out on a date? Or just out with friends?”

      I didn’t answer him. I just kept my gaze down, as if I was deaf. He didn’t seem to get the hint. He just laughed. “Sorry if I’m putting you on the spot. I just wanted to let you know that you look nice. But cold! Haha.”

      I bit hard on my tongue. People were starting to look over at the awkward rambling man. A few guys chuckled, thinking he was failing at some flirting attempt. He was the only person talking on the bus.

      “So do you like sports? Are you into movies? Heading to the movies now? Let me guess… You’re going to see that new Ryan Gosling movie. I’m right, right? I doubt you’re going alone, dressed like that. But hey—if you are, my night it totally free.”

      I had to turn to him, feigning a smile, so I could say, “Sorry, I just want to be left alone.” I said it in my softest, girliest voice, hoping it would get him away from me—and it did… But the young men on the bus erupted into laughter, and suddenly it seemed like everyone was staring at me. I’d gone from being mostly invisible to being the main event.

      I was thrilled when my stop came, so I could rush off of that bus with my head down.

      It was a short moment of relief. I saw the Sandman Hotel and my body was consumed by a horrible tension. I felt like I couldn’t breathe. I could see the odd person going in and going out, and I knew that Andrew was in there, waiting for me…

      Or maybe he wasn’t! Maybe he would chicken out and he would suffer the wrath of Donny (or Donny’s AI, whoever was really responsible for this madness). I approached slowly, feeling cold sweat on my back. Maybe I would puke and pass out, and the AI would give me a pass because I wasn’t conscious enough to fuck.

      I walked in the doors. I took a deep breath. I gazed around. And then, I saw him, sitting there, staring at me.

      Andrew was already there, wearing a navy suit. His face was pale; he recognized me, even with all of the makeup, with the wig, with the pads under my lingerie and with the dress over my lingerie.

      I walked towards him. I knew the app was listening to us through our phones, so I had to be careful with my words. I couldn’t just tell him to lie; I would have to find a way to tell him without the phones listening. Maybe I could write a ‘help’ note.

      “You look, uh… nice,” he said to me.

      “Thanks,” I said, forcing a smile. “It’s… just what was in the box.”

      “I know this is awkward,” he said. “This isn’t what I thought would happen when I signed up for Fuck Club.”

      “Yeah…” I said. “Let’s just get it over with, okay?”

      “We have to get dinner.”

      “I’ll go with you for dinner, but I can’t eat,” I said. “The thought of eating just makes me feel sick.”

      “Same. Let’s just get a drink.”

      He was being cool about this. I could tell from his eyes that he properly understood my situation—at least somewhat understood that this was out of my comfort zone by a thousand miles.

      He was nice enough to locate a table at the restaurant that was far from other people, in a gloomy little nook that felt more private.

      “For what it’s worth, I hardly recognized you,” he said. “You actually look like a girl.”

      “The app told me what to wear and how to do my makeup,” I told him.

      “Well it did a good job.”

      I bit my tongue. I wanted to tell him to stop complimenting me, because those weren’t real compliments; they were jabs. He was basically telling me, over and over, that I wasn’t masculine and that I was better off being a chick. “I just want a drink. Something strong.”

      It was a bit awkward when he ordered for me, without asking me what I wanted. I already felt like I had no control… and now he was taking the last bit of control away from me.

      We sipped our drinks in silence. “It’s hard to think of anything to talk about,” he said, staring into his glass.

      “Yeah.”

      “Obviously we won’t tell anyone about this,” he said.

      “Obviously.”

      “At least it’s all over with after tonight.”

      “Yeah.”

      “At least you actually look good,” he said, blushing. “When it told me you were my date… I thought it was going to be rough.”

      I bit my tongue again. There he went again: thinking that he was being nice by telling me I looked like a girl. “I’m not actually trans or whatever,” I said.

      He just stared at me.

      “I’m not.”

      “Okay.”

      “I don’t know why the app did this,” I said. “I’m not thrilled about it.”

      “Like you said… we’ll just get it over with.”

      I sipped my drink. “Yeah.”

      There was a long silence. Then, he sipped his and said, “Should we go get it over with now?”

      “No,” I said, tensing up. “I need more liquor.”

      I chugged the last of my drink—something I would have never ordered, but it was actually pretty good, so I asked him to order me another one. He did—and he paid for it, which I will admit was one upside of this whole conundrum.

      The app buzzed my phone. I checked it and saw the message. ‘Regularly check your makeup, as a female would do.’

      “I have to go to the bathroom for a minute,” I said. I went to the bathroom and looked in the mirror. “Happy?” I groaned aloud to the phone that was listening at all times. When was I going to write that message? I just had to ask Andrew to fake the sex. Maybe we could just… fake the motions, like we were in some play. That would be ideal, to get on the same page… but Andrew seemed kind of into this. He kept looking at me, scanning me up and down, admiring me. He kept breathing sighs of relief at the sight of me—and those compliments almost seemed genuine, which made them even more aggravating.

      I finished my second drink. “Should we go back to the hotel?” he asked.

      “I need… one more,” I said. So I drank a third drink. I tried to just sip it, to delay that horrible future… but it seemed like the liquor just vanished from my glass.

      I was tipsy. I was a small guy: three drinks hit hard… and they might have been doubles; I honestly can’t remember.

      It seemed like Andrew kept getting closer and closer to me. After that third drink, he was close enough that I could smell the cologne on his borrowed suit. I hardly noticed him slipping a hand onto my back. I tensed up, feeling his fingers on me, seeming to remind me that I still had to suck his cock and let him put his gushing dick inside of my body.

      I groaned.

      “You okay?”

      I took a deep breath. “I just want to get this over with,” I said.
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      On the way back to the hotel, I leaned over and whispered into his ear, “We need to fake having sex.” I tried to say it so quietly… but a moment later, my phone buzzed. I checked the message, which was on a flashing red screen. ‘Simulated sex will result in a serious punishment. Prop up your phone so the camera can see the full act.’

      My gut turned. How did it hear me? I basically whispered it. In fact, I whispered it so quietly that Andrew said, “What did you say?”

      “N—Nothing,” I said.

      He smiled. We went up to our room in the world’s slowest elevator. I walked to the door of the provided room. Andrew swiped the card. It was a nice room: big and clean and moody with the warm glowing lamps. Andrew took off his jacket while I sat there. Then I watched him propping his phone up in the corner, facing the whole room. He was probably following some direction.

      Reluctantly, I did the same from another corner. I just prayed that the AI wasn’t going to release this ‘footage’ to the rest of Fuck Club.

      It had become painfully clear now: I had to do what it said. I had to suck Andrew’s cock. I had to let him fuck me. I had to bounce on him cowgirl-style. It was going to suck. It was going to be humiliating. It was going to be something that I remembered for the rest of my life, with shame…

      I hate to tell you this, but the rest of that evening turned into a bit of a blur—though, as I said, there were moments that I would absolutely never forget—and shame that I would hold for the rest of my life.

      We kissed for a terribly tedious ten minutes. I was going through the motions, but after a minute, Andrew actually seemed into it. His tongue penetrated my lips, which was far more disgusting than what came next, to be quite honest.

      Andrew slid down his pants and I went down to my knees. I kept my eyes closed for the rest of that blowjob—but his cock did go into my mouth, and I felt it go from soft to hard in only a few dozen seconds. I felt his veins and his foreskin sliding around in my mouth. I felt his fat tip throbbing on my tongue. I heard him moaning and groaning. I felt his fingers sliding into my hair. His cock tasted like nothing… but I could still taste a slight tinge of cherry from kissing him; I think it came from whatever he was drinking at the bar—and I did not like it one bit.

      His legs were trembling, and I realized he was probably close to ejaculating. I couldn’t let him cum yet, because we hadn’t finished all of the ‘objectives’. So I stood up and eyed the bed. “Let’s get it over with.”

      The next minute was a blur. Suddenly, I was bent over and he was bent over me: his sweaty body against my back as he tried to mash his erection in my asshole. He kept spitting onto his hand, stroking the spit onto his cock. I kept my eyes closed.

      Then, after another blur, he was inside of me. It was tight. I was stretching to accommodate him. I groaned. He pushed deep, even though I kept saying, “Not too deep!”

      When he began to thrust slowly, I felt his balls slapping me, which was a terrible feeling. I kept my eyes closed. I bit down on the side of my thumb. I used my other hand to grip bedsheets.

      There was no pain… just humiliation. There was a man inside of me. I was no longer a virgin—in the worst way possible.

      “Fuck,” he kept groaning. “It’s so tight. I—I’m going to cum.”

      “You can’t,” I hissed. Because if he came, then we had to wait for him to get hard all over again so that we could finish the cowgirl portion of the night.

      I’m not sure how it panned out, but somehow, I ended up on top of him, looking down at his naked chest. He was surprisingly fit, with abs and big pecs. I had no idea Andrew was so fit. I used his chest for balance, pressing my palms onto it as I bounced my bum up and down.

      In that moment, I felt a pleasant tingling. This position was making his fat cock hit the right spot. My legs trembled. I let out a soft moan. He grabbed me by the hips and said, “It said rough fucking.”

      “Oh God,” I managed to say. Then he began to thrust hard and fast into me. I screamed out. The tingling intensified. It felt… good…. So good.

      “You’re so fucking hot,” he growled. Then he pulled me down with a hand behind my neck. He mashed my lips against his, forcing me to kiss him, still ramming my asshole. I managed to pull my face away, turning my head to the side. He started to suck on my neck, making me squirm.

      “I’m fucking coming,” he growled.

      I said nothing. But I didn’t want him to finish; it was just starting to feel good! He was just starting to hit that sweet spot, and it felt like I was locked into a never ending orgasm. It was bliss. It was amazing. I moaned loudly and dug my nails into his chest.

      “Fuck!” he shouted.

      “No!” I cried, knowing he was about to finish. I didn’t want him to finish. I wanted it to go on. I wanted that pleasure to last forever.

      I felt the wet, warm gushing. I gasped, knowing that a man was spilling his seed inside of me. I let out an elated scream as I trembled all over. I folded over his body, letting my lingerie-clad body rest on his sweaty, naked chest.

      He pulled slowly out of me. He rolled me off of him. He went to the bathroom and I heard the shower turn on. I wasn’t able to move as I felt the cum pouring out of me.

      I wanted to shower. I wanted to get undressed. I wanted to go home. Instead, I fell asleep.
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      I woke up alone in that hotel. Andrew was long gone, along with his things. I was still clad in lingerie, still in makeup, still in a wig. I stumbled to the bathroom and stared at myself. I still looked like a girl, even with the makeup smeared and wiped away by the pillow.

      I took a shower, which felt nice—but then realized I had no clothes to return home in. I only had that little dress and those high-heels. I had makeup in that little purse—but nothing normal.

      So I had to put on some makeup so I would pass as a girl. I put on that dress and those heels, and I just prayed that I could get home without being recognized.

      I got a few glances. Then, on the bus, a young guy approached me awkwardly and said, “I hope you don’t mind me saying you look really pretty, and, uh… I would really be honoured if I could get your number.”

      I turned pale and shook my head quickly. With a dry mouth, I managed to say, “B—Boyfriend.”

      “Okay. I’m sorry,” he said, backing off. I got off at the next stop, even though it meant walking an extra mile to get home. I walked barefoot, heels in hand. I turned down the alleyways to avoid being seen as I entered into my school’s district. It was light out. People were out and about. I hid my face from a dozen people passing by. God—that was truly a walk of shame. Getting into my bedroom was the real challenge: trying to sneak by my parents, who were in the living room.

      Then, I took another shower, and I was thrilled to ditch the wig and dress, back into that box. I checked my phone, which had a message from the app. It had sent me a smiling face. “We hope you’re enjoying your Fuck Club experience. Here’s to many more dates!” There was a clinking-glasses emoji. I felt sick. Was it insinuating that I would have to do something like this again?

      Maybe next time, I would be paired with a girl… like Piper. Maybe that would make all of this humiliation and shame worth it.

      My ass still hurt.

      I spent the day alone in my room, not wanting to see other people. I was already dreading school, worried that people were going to gossip. Andrew just had to tell one close friend about what happened, and then it would surely spread through the whole school.

      I saw Donny the next day at school. He approached me at my locker, putting his hand on my back. “I really owe you one, Noah,” he whispered. “You really saved my ass. I need more time to get into the code—but the AI… it keeps adding new lines of code, and changing old lines. To protect itself, it deleted all of my code notes, making it a real pain in the ass to navigate the script. Anyway—I’m getting closer… and I appreciate you, uh…”

      “It’s fine,” I said through clenched teeth. “Just don’t… bring it up.”

      People were whispering, all over the school. I overheard a few conversation: people trying to speculate who the mystery girl was, matched with Andrew. Students tried to get Andrew to spill the beans, but he was keeping his lips sealed—thank God.

      I kept remembering those little moments: the moments between the blurs: me on my knees, tongue around his throbbing girth… me bent over the bed, feeling him penetrating me… me bouncing on his lap, digging my nails into his chest, feeling him deep inside of me, feeling him gushing his thick, creamy finale into my body. I swear I could still hear that gushing pop when he pulled his big cock out of me.

      I could still feel his hands all over me, exploring my body as if he was actually infatuated with me.

      I saw him in the hallway later that morning. He was looking at me. As I looked at him, his face turned a dark shade of red. He made a little wave. I tried not to think much of it.

      All of that was over, and now it was time to pretend like it never happened.

      But he just kept… looking at me. Every time I saw him, he was gazing at me, blushing, lost inside of some glittering memory—as if he actually enjoyed our little date on the weekend.

      I tried to ignore him, but he wasn’t interested in ignoring me. It was 1:00 PM when I got a message on my phone. At first, I thought it was from the app, and then I saw that it was an unknown number. “Hey, I got your number from a mutual friend. I hope you don’t mind me messaging you.”

      “Who is this?” I asked.

      “It’s Andrew.”

      My gut turned. I wanted to tell him, ‘Don’t message me. Don’t talk to me. Don’t even look at me.’ But I decided to be polite instead. “What is it?”

      There was a long delay. Then, close to the end of the day, he sent a photo from the bathroom. He had his pants down and his cock out. He was fully erect. “I can’t stop thinking about you,” he wrote.

      I hid my phone away quickly. Had he lost his mind!? My heart was pounding. Why was he sending me nudes?

      He messaged again about fifteen minutes later. “I would love to take you out again,” he wrote. “I know you liked it too.”

      I didn’t even stop at my locker after class; I just went straight home, leaving all of my things, worried that he would be staked out waiting for me—and I wasn’t prepared to face him.

      Later that afternoon, he sent a picture of his cock: a closeup, with visible veins. It really looked hard. I deleted all of the pictures he sent me.

      That evening, he sent me a message. “I think I’m falling for you. When you’re dolled up… you’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. I would love for you to give me a chance.”

      Then my phone buzzed again. “Oh God, leave me alone!” I groaned, and then I pulled out my phone.

      It was Fuck Club: a message, saying, ‘You’ve been chosen to complete a task!’

      I froze. A task? What? Since when did Fuck Club assign ‘tasks’? Or was this like when I had to buy the condoms?

      I clicked it, and it gave me the instructions.

      
        
        1. Get yourself dolled up again. You know how to make yourself beautiful!

        2. Go to Brian Moore’s house. The address is 522 Sycamore.

        3. Go in the back door. Brian is expecting you.

        4. Film yourself sucking Brian off. Make sure the camera sees you with a nice mouthful of Brian’s thick cum.

        5. Send the video to Andrew.

      

      

      A familiar dread filled my whole body. I reread the message a few times. Why was this happening? Why wasn’t this app letting me breathe!

      I put my phone down and tried to pretend like I never got the message, but it buzzed again just ten minutes later.

      “I’m sorry,” the app said in the form of a push-notification. “I forgot to mention that this needs to be completed now. Do you understand?”

      The options were: ‘I understand,’ and, ‘I’d rather you send the video of me getting fucked by Andrew to everyone in Fuck Club.’.

      I was dizzy, on the verge of passing out. I knew the app wasn’t messing around. Why was the app still running? Why wasn’t Donny dealing with this!?

      I stumbled into the bathroom. I looked at myself in the mirror. I saw my pale face. I prayed to be relieved of this burden… but no relief was coming.

      No one could see that video of me getting smashed by Andrew… and if I had to suck another dick to keep the video hidden, I would suck another dick, even though the thought was disgusting.

      The app made sure that I did a good job of feminizing myself. It forced me to stand before the camera to be ‘analyzed’. It told me how to fix my more masculine traits. It made sure there were no flaws in the makeup or the wig. I put on that lingerie and that dress and I snuck out the back.

      I stopped to puke on the way… but wasn’t able to produce any actual vomit; it was just dry-heaving, because I hadn’t really eaten in days. After ten minutes of that, I carried on towards Brian’s house, because the app buzzed me to remind me that this was a time-sensitive operation.

      I went in that back door. I crept down the quiet hallway, heart racing. This was all so surreal.

      There was Brian, topless, sitting nervously. His eyes lit up, and I looked down to the floor, ashamed.

      “Whoa,” he whispered. “I—I didn’t think you would look like that.”

      “Like what?” I said bitterly.

      “Like… actually good,” he said with a smile. Then he let out a sigh of relief.

      “Get over it,” I growled.

      “What? This is going to be way less awkward now,” he said.

      “I said, get over it!” I snapped. “Just… Take your dick out. Let’s just get this over with. And, for the record, I’m only doing this because of Fuck Club.”

      “Me too. This isn’t gay at all.”

      “That’s right,” I agreed.

      We stared at each other for a moment.

      “Okay, take it out,” I said.

      He slowly unzipped his fly and flipped his cock out. He was erect: throbbing, with his foreskin pulled way back. “Why are you already so hard?” I asked with narrowed eyes, using that girly voice so the app wouldn’t punish me.

      “What? You’re kind of hot…”

      “Ugh,” I groaned. I got onto my knees and he walked up to me. With a scowl, I grabbed his shaft and tipped it down towards my lips. I closed my eyes, determined to just get this over with. I wasn’t going to waste any time. I opened my mouth. I leaned in. I felt his warm throbber on my tongue. I closed my lips around him and began sucking, holing out my phone to take a video of the act.

      While I was sucking, I got a message on my phone—not from Fuck Club, but from Andrew. “I’m really falling for you,” he wrote.

      A terrible guilt filled my gut. I kept sucking.

      Brian groaned. “Shit,” he said. “You’re really good at this.”

      I rolled my eyes. I just had to get it over with. I pumped his cock with my fist. I tickled the underside of his tip with my tongue. I made him tremble. I made his knees buckle. I pumped harder and sucked faster. I did the job in good time: less than five minutes.

      “I’m fucking cumming,” he growled.

      I had to take it in my mouth. I made sure the camera was facing me with my left hand. I jerked him off with my right. I sucked with my mouth…

      And then I got a big mouthful of warm (almost hot) cum. With an open mouth, I turned to the camera. I showed the cum on my tongue. I swallowed it and showed the camera my empty mouth. The bitter taste was… disgusting, to say the least. But it was over with. I stopped the video. I sent it to Andrew. I stood up.

      Brian was staring at me with glowing eyes. “Have you thought about transitioning?”

      “Fuck you,” I said.

      “What? You’re hot as a girl.”

      “Stop it already.” I hated that I was blushing.

      “I mean—I would even, like, date you, if you transitioned.”

      “Brian!” I snapped. “Just stop it. I’m leaving.”

      “Let’s do this again,” he said.

      I ignored him and left his place. I rushed home: about ten blocks of awkwardness, until I was back at my place. I cleaned myself up. I washed my mouth with a strong alcohol-based mouthwash. Then, I saw on my phone a notification from Fuck Club. ‘Great work! You’re becoming a valuable member of Fuck Club. Keep up the good work.’
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      I wanted off of this wild ride, but there was no way out.

      At school the next day, Andrew wouldn’t even look at me. His eyes were red, as if he’d spent the whole night crying. But there was no way I could have broken his heart after a ‘one night stand’… right?

      Brian kept eyeing me, much like Andrew had done a couple days earlier—but this was a bit different. Brian was less interested in being in some sort of relationship, and more interested in banging me.

      And I knew that I needed to be careful with what I said and with what I did on my computer. I knew that Fuck Club saw and heard everything, and it was quick to come to conclusions. For instance, it seemed to know almost instantly when I wasn’t interested in Andrew, and when he was coming on too hard—so it came up with the most cutthroat way to get him away from me.

      Now, it was probably going to do something similar to get Brian off of my back.

      I spent my entire spare trying to find Donny. And I did find him, in the computer lab, in a corner, hunched over the keyboard, looking pale in the face, with eyes almost as red as Andrew’s. I approached him slowly. He didn’t even look up at me.

      “Please tell me you’re figuring this out,” I said.

      “Slowly,” he said without looking up. “Very slowly… But, like, you have nothing to worry about. You already did you thing. It’s not going to pick you twice in a row… at least, the odds of it doing that would be astronomically low.”

      “It’s already made me do more,” I said.

      He paused and looked up at me, eyes narrowed. “What do you mean… more?”

      “It made me hook up with someone else… in a similar way to the first one.”

      “It did? Between selections? That—That shouldn’t have happened. It shouldn’t be operating between selections, unless…”

      He paused. His gaze turned inward. It was like someone flicked a switch and turned him off. Now, he was just frozen there, staring at nothing.

      “What?” I asked.

      “It’s probably just setting up for its next selection. It’s laying the groundwork… But the process has become more complex. It’s like… playing chess, and it’s working ten or more steps ahead of what we can possibly wrap our heads around.” He let out a sigh. “It’s probably doing the same thing to others in the club.”

      Then, Donny turned to his screen and let out a little gasp.

      “What?” I said.

      “The code,” he said. “It just… Oh God.”

      “What!?”

      “The app is listening to us now. Goddamnit. It’s getting defensive. Look.” I looked at his screen. I knew a bit of C++, but I had no idea what the hell I was looking at now. “Is that… Russian?”

      “It just rewrote the entire code in another language. It looks like Russian… Though here—that’s like Mandarin or something. All of the variables are different. It’s shuffled up all of the lines of code, and changed all the English words to different languages.”

      “You need to just… delete it all. Select all of it, and delete it,” I said.

      “That would do nothing,” he groaned. “This isn’t the working script. The working script is on a cloud server. Any changes have to be approved.”

      “By who?”

      After a pause, he said, “By the AI.”

      I just stared at him. Basically, what he was saying was that there was no stopping it. We were doomed to be part of Fuck Club forever.

      “Donny,” I growled. “If you don’t fix this, I’m not going to be happy.”

      “You think I want this!?” he snapped. “You think you’re the only person who has begged me to take them out of this? I already have three people getting lawyers, to sue me. I’ve gotten death threats. One student threatened to submit all of this to an ethics committee—and if they actually look into all of this, I’ll never be allowed to work for any well-known company. This is ruining my life too, Noah.”

      “You’re the only person in this school who can fix this,” I said. “You need to figure it out.”

      “The AI is smarter than me. It’s working one step ahead of me—at least.”

      “Then make an AI to stop it,” I said, half-jokingly—but the suggestion made his eyes light up. He jumped to his feet and grabbed me by the shoulders. He shook me, and with a wild look in his eyes, he said, “You’re a genius, Noah!” He fell back into his chair, closed down the script for Fuck Club, and he started mashing away at the keyboard, starting a whole new script from scratch. Then, he paused for a moment—as if his whole body stopped working.

      He stood up slowly. “I need to do this on a different device,” he whispered. “And I’m not going to make another AI. That would be silly—and it would never work.” He had wide eyes as it said it, and I realized he was talking aloud because the AI was listening. He was lying, so the AI wouldn’t try to stop him. “I’m going to go, uh, work on some homework, Noah. I’ll see you later.”

      “O—Okay,” I said, understanding the seriousness of the situation. We could not discuss these matters out loud.

      “And, uh… you said that the app keeps making you cross-dress and sleep with men. Well, if you wanted it to lay off, just make it think—I mean, uh, make it know—that you’re satisfied with it’s assessment of you. Make sure it knows that you’re happy with what it’s given to you, so it stops trying to recalculate. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

      I nodded, but to be truthful, I wasn’t really sure. I spent a lot of time thinking about what he’d said, and after a few hours, I realized that he was telling me to try to trick the AI into thinking that I really did want to be a girl, and I really did want to suck cock—maybe even be with Andrew or Brian. Donny was trying to tell me that the AI wasn’t going to stop hounding me until it thought that I was happy with the fate it was forcing upon me.

      So that evening, in my room, I propped up my phone and I got myself dolled up. I hummed and smiled and skipped around my room, wearing makeup and a wig and a dress. I tried my best to look ‘happy’.

      I knew that AI was in my phone, and in Brian’s phone, so I messaged Brian. “Yesterday was fun,” I wrote.

      He was quick to reply. “I knew you liked it.”

      “I loved it,” I wrote. It was hard to press send. I hated that he really thought I was being serious… but this was for my own self-preservation.

      It wasn’t long before he started asking me to come over. “I want to so badly,” I wrote. “But I’m stuck doing homework.”

      That led to him sending me pictures of his cock—and pictures of him stroking his cock. He sent me a picture of his cock on his abs, with cum all over his chest. “The thought of you made me cum so hard,” he wrote.

      I was blushing all over.

      “Send me a picture of you,” he wrote.

      I awkwardly got dolled up again and sent him a photo. I was trying to keep the AI off of my back.

      And it was working! I got nothing from the AI, except for some usual questions. “Do you think Magda and Lawrence would make a cute couple?”

      It really seemed like the AI was directing its fury at different students.

      That week, it chose Genevieve and Tristian to be coupled up. It announced the couple publicly. People stopped speculating on who Andrew had hooked up with, and they started talking about Genevieve and Tristian, and how ‘cute’ they would be together.

      Another day went by without any harassment from the Fuck Club app—but I did have to endure lots of text-message harassment from Brian. “Send me a sexy selfie, cutie-pie,” he said.

      I groaned. I had to get dolled up. I sent him pictures. He begged me to sent a picture of me ‘fingering’ myself, which meant putting a finger into my ass. I did it… and I will admit that I took some extra time to just gently finger myself in my room, with the AI watching—partly because I wanted to satisfy the AI, and partly because it kind of felt nice.

      I ended up sneaking into the kitchen to grab a cucumber. I gently penetrated myself over and over with it, remembering that night with Andrew, when he had me in that perpetual orgasmic state. Oh God, it felt so damned good… This felt nice too, but it was nothing like that.

      I pumped faster, trying to make that pleasure come back—but it just wasn’t the same without the warm throbbing, and the foreskin pulling back and forth inside of me.

      Brian messaged. “I just want to fuck you so badly,” he wrote.

      I bit my tongue. “Can you do it quickly?” I asked, turning red all over.

      Okay—so I folded. I snuck over to his place and I bent over his bed and I let him have me for fifteen minutes or so. I kept my eyes closed and I held my breath for most of it. He penetrated me and thrusted hard into me, but his cock was shorter and thinner than Andrew’s. He wasn’t quite able to reach the same spot… but it still felt nice.

      But again, it left me longing for what Andrew was able to give me. So after leaving his place, I sent Andrew a message. My heart was racing as I wrote the words: “You free?”

      “Now?” he asked.

      “I can be there in twenty minutes.”

      “Okay. See you then,” he wrote. I felt sick. I felt ashamed of myself. I kept telling myself that I was just making the AI happy… but really, I just wanted to experience that pleasure again. I bent over for Andrew, and my God! He really gave it to me. He fucked me so hard, so deep, using every inch of his big, fat cock. I even ended up crying out, “You fuck so much better than Brian!”

      He fucked me even harder after that—maybe getting a bit of anger out. It felt so good. My cock gushed cum all over his bed sheets as he plunged into me, feeling me all over with his hands.

      Then, after he came, he fell upon me and kissed me, which was a bit awkward. We made out for about fifteen minutes. It definitely got less weird over time. I have to admit that he was a good kisser.

      Then, he looked into my eyes and said, “Don’t see Brian anymore. I want you to be mine.”

      I blushed all over. I bit my tongue. “I—I have to kind of do whatever Fuck Club tells me to do.”

      His eyes widened. “Did it tell you to be with Brian? To make me jealous? To make me realize how badly I want you?”

      I shrugged my shoulders. He looked strangely relieved. He cracked a smile. A moment later, his hard cock was back inside of my cum-filled hole. He was ready for round-two—and he fucked me harder than before, making me scream, making my cock gush even more cum all over his bed sheets.

      The next day, at school, Andrew came up to me with a bag. He handed it to me. He smiled and said, “A gift.” He walked away awkwardly. I don’t think he liked seeing me as a guy—and I didn’t really like him seeing me as a guy.

      I peeked in the box, seeing many outfits, folded up in a stack. He’d bought me new feminine clothes.
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      Letting Andrew fuck me became a regular thing—about three or four meetups each week. Sure, I felt ashamed of myself for going along with it… but it felt so good when he was inside of me, so it was hard to say no. And he kept buying me gifts—making it even harder to say no.

      I was actually starting to have fun during the ‘dress up’ portion of my day, before I would head over to his house. It was strangely satisfying: putting together outfits, styling my hair in different ways, trying on different makeup styles.

      And there was the added bonus of the AI leaving me alone completely. It thought that it had successfully matched me with Andrew, so it no longer needed to pester me into doing anything.

      After each ‘meet up’, the idea of dressing up for a man seemed less awkward. In fact, it was starting to seem fairly… normal. At times, I would forget that I was doing this ‘secretly’. Sometimes I would even forget to hide my face by looking down when I was on the bus.

      Sometimes, while walking down the road, I would catch myself skipping. I caught myself on the main road when I kept trying to remind myself to stick to alleyways.

      Sometimes, when guys were looking at me, I would forget to turn and hide my face. I was taking so many risks… but there was something strangely freeing about being out like that: an intense sensation that would just take over completely, making me forget about my normal life—and my normal problems.

      And sometimes I wouldn’t even close my eyes when going down on Andrew. In fact—why was I even going down on Andrew? Was I not just there for the anal pleasure? Was I not just there to experience an intense back-door orgasm? So why was I sucking his cock like that?

      The sound of him moaning and groaning imbued me with a curious satisfaction—knowing that I could do that to a man… to make him so happy, so satisfied.

      And sometimes I would forget to get undressed when I got home. Okay… maybe I shouldn’t say that I forgot. Brian had gifted me a great deal of lingerie, including some super-soft nighttime gowns and rompers. They felt so nice on my skin. It was so nice to sleep in those soft satins and silky outfits. My God—it was a whole different level of satisfaction… especially with my smooth, shaved legs rubbing against each other.

      A dread consumed me: a new kind of dread, much different than what I’d gotten used to over the past few weeks. Now, I was terrified that the AI… was right.

      It knew that I would like being a girl—and it was right. It knew that I would like sucking cock and taking it in the ass… and it was right. It knew that Andrew was a perfect sexual fit for me, with his big, hard, throbbing cock and it somehow knew that he would fall head-over-heels for a cute chick with a cock.

      Sometimes he would reach around and rub my little erection as if it were a clit. It felt so nice.

      He liked me like that… Somehow, the AI knew it.

      Now, Donny was working on a system to take the AI down: an AI designed to destroy Fuck Club. Maybe he was making a mistake; maybe Fuck Club was successfully carrying out its objective—and its objective was to make people as happy as possible, disregarding their hangups. It pushed me way beyond my comfort zone, and now, I had something that I couldn’t have even considered wanting before…

      But I felt like it was something that I needed in my life. Without it, my life would be so empty. It was quickly becoming the one thing that I looked forward to the most. And the way that Andrew made me feel—even when we weren’t fucking—was an amazing feeling that I couldn’t have imagined before any of this. The way he complimented me, the way he made me feel so special and so sexy…

      And I looked at Patrick and Miranda, seeing how happy they were. I looked at the other couples formed from Fuck Club. I thought about the ‘gay’ couple that Fuck Club had formed—one of the guys wasn’t even openly gay, but now they were so happy.

      My heart began to race.

      I couldn’t let Donny destroy Fuck Club.

      Maybe it didn’t function in an ethical way. Maybe it wasn’t operating in a way that was even legal. Maybe it’s not right to blackmail or coerce people. But if the outcome is the happiness of so many people…

      How could I even stop Donny? I didn’t even know where he lived. I had no idea what system he was working on. I had no idea how he was programming his new AI to destroy the old one.

      Then, an idea came to me. It was an awful, cruel, terrible idea… but I knew for certain that it would work. It was an idea that would keep Fuck Club operating—at least until someone with more technological prowess could figure out how to stop it.

      “I know that you can hear me, Fuck Club,” I said aloud in my bedroom. “I know that you’re listening—and I have something important to tell you. It’s very important, and your continued existence depends on how you proceed.”

      Then, my phone buzzed: a push-notification from Fuck Club. “Please continue to explain,” it said.

      I cleared my throat. “Donny, your creator, is currently building a new program: an AI that is designed to destroy you. Because he can no longer make sense of the code, he’s building an AI that can take your code and stop your functionality. When he says he’s going to do homework, he is actually going to work on this new AI. At this point, he’s probably close to finishing a working system.”

      It was a minute later when I received another notification: “Thank you for the tip.”

      I don’t know what it did. I don’t know what exactly it used to threaten Donny, but Donny pulled out of school the very next week. We found out a while later that he had moved far away, to California. He deleted everyone off of all social media, and he even deleted his old email account. No one could get in contact with him.

      Maybe he made some sort of deal with the Fuck Club AI. Maybe leaving was his own way of running away from it.

      With Donny gone, new ‘members’ continued to join Fuck Club. I can’t say how they were getting signed up. Maybe they were signing themselves up somehow, or maybe Fuck Club had just grown and become more powerful, and could somehow add members itself. I mean—it does create new ‘users’ when someone lists a person as their ‘crush’.

      There were tons of new users, and now, Fuck Club was making more than just one match per week. The members extended beyond just our school. At the rate it was growing… it would probably snag everyone at some point… and maybe it would figure out a way to match everyone with their true soulmate. It really did seem to know more about me than I knew about me, just by analyzing my computer (and I’m being honest in saying that I never looked into any ‘feminization’).

      Or maybe this whole forced-feminization thing was just its way of punishing me for going in and changing the code; maybe it knew that I was responsible for tweaking things, and it got back at me by changing me on a fundamental level.

      Maybe Fuck Club would just turn society upside down and usher in an awful Terminator-like chaos.

      Either way, I knew that there was nothing I could really do about it now. I did what I did. I stopped Donny from stopping Fuck Club. That damage was done and it couldn’t be undone.

      Now, all there really was to do was get dolled up, suck cock, bend over, and watch how all of this pans out.

      THE END
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      On May 14th of 2024, Amazon quietly made changes to their Kindle Unlimited program, slashing the income of authors by adjusting the way that ‘page reads’ are calculated within their system. No warning was given—nor was there any explanation given. Income for myself and many others was cut by nearly half, during a time when inflation has made the cost of living almost double in just a few years.

      Back in 2015, I decided that I would do everything I could to make this my full-time job, so that I could provide as much content at a high quality as possible. There have been a few moments where that plan has been threatened; this latest cut is one of them…

      But by some miracle, I’ve been getting so much support on Patreon over the past year. The extra income from Patreon literally saved me from ending up flat-broke, and I’ve decided that it’s time to stop relying so much on Amazon, and start giving directly to the people who have supported me loyally here on Patreon.

      So if you’re reading this, you’re supporting me on Patreon, and that means the world to me.

      Or maybe you downloaded this book off some book-pirating website… and if that’s the case, I guess that’s fine too (I understand everyone’s financial situation is different). But if that is the case, I would just ask that you find some way to support me in a non-financial way: leave a Goodreads review, mention me in a Reddit post, drop a link on some Discord channel.

      And if you’re feeling extra naughty and want to buy me a little gift… Here’s my Amazon Wishlist:

      
        
        https://www.amazon.ca/hz/wishlist/ls/2FY8N80BC57V5?ref_=wl_share

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NEWSLETTER

          

          KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT

        

      

    

    
      
        
        JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

      

      

      Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

      I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      
        
        CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

        Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

        http://eepurl.com/O3CKz
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      Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

      Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

      And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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