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THE GAMBLE

Orrin’s comedy career was just taking off when he made that infamous tweet, claiming that he could always tell the difference between a real woman and a transgender woman. Now, he’s a pariah. No clubs will let him do his act, even though he deleted the tweet and made a lousy apology on live television.

But now he’s being given an opportunity to redeem himself, on a show called The Gamble. Each episode, the contestant makes a unique gamble. And Orrin’s gamble is simple enough: pick out the only two biological women from the line-up of six. If he chooses the two girls successfully, he gets fifty grand. If he accidentally picks a transgender, then he will face the biggest humiliation of his life, on live television.


CHAPTER I

I didn’t expect the backlash that I got when I made that little tweet. I thought people would just take it as a joke—all of the other tweets on my Twitter page were jokes, so I didn’t get why everyone was suddenly taking me seriously. And not to mention—I thought that everyone would agree with me. Even after the backlash, I still thought that most people agreed with me secretly.

It wasn’t like I was trying to offend anyone. I wasn’t trying to take away anyone’s rights and I wasn’t trying to get mobs together to hunt people down. I wasn’t a villain—just a comedian who made a dumb joke. I deleted the tweet after just twelve hours, but it was too late: the tabloids were already running with it and I was suddenly more famous than ever before in my life. And I hated to think that I was finally blowing up because of a bad joke, and not one of my many good jokes.

I had good jokes, too, believe it or not—but over the next few weeks, I wouldn’t get a chance to actually do my act. I managed to get booked at a club after a lot of begging with the manager, but I didn’t get a single joke in before I was booed off the stage. My friends were all telling me to make a public apology and then hide out for a year or two, or until the next comedian made the same mistake. But I couldn’t just stop working—I was a working comedian, and that’s how I made my living. Luckily, I was starting to make more money than ever off of my YouTube channel—though the comments people were leaving weren’t doing much to help my situation. Apparently, I’d found a new audience of far-right conservatives who liked to discuss topics like abortion in my video comment sections. Under one video, the conversation devolved into reasons Hitler should have won World War 2. Now I felt like I had an obligation to turn off commenting on all of my videos, but I was worried that if I turned the comments off, I would scare away the last bit of my revenue.

The tweet really wasn’t that bad. How bad can a tweet even be? You only get so many characters to work with, and I didn’t even come close to reaching the max. “We should call transgender girls something other than ‘girls’. I think we can all agree that they never really look like girls.” Sure, I was a bit drunk when I wrote the tweet—and it wasn’t that funny—but it really was just supposed to be a joke… Though I really thought it was true. I mean—I’d never seen a trans girl who was even a little bit convincing. Whenever I saw them, walking around the streets of New York City (and there were lots of them in New York City), they always stuck out like big yellow zits on a pale face. And don’t take that the wrong way—I’m not calling trans girls ‘zits’—I don’t need to go through that nonsense all over again.

But they were always obvious. It was never the short, skinny guys who tried to become chicks. It was always the basketball-sized guys with the broadest shoulders and the roughest jaws. They always had small eyes and what looked like clown makeup smeared all over their faces. And when they spoke, the ground practically shook, in case it wasn’t obvious enough.

The far-right crazies who tweeted me after I wrote the tweet all agreed with me, and I was almost starting to wonder if they were the right ones. At least they could look at the situation with objective goggles… Though I wasn’t fond of all the swastikas in my private inbox.

E! News reached out to me, asking for an interview. My agent urged me to take the interview and use the opportunity to make a public apology. He even urged me to take an acting class before the interview, so that I could learn how to cry in front of the cameras. I thought it was a silly idea, and then my agent e-mailed me to let me know that I was booked for an acting class. “If you want to keep me as an agent, you’ll go to the class and then you’ll make the apology. My son is transgender,” my agent said. And all I could think was: did that mean his son was a guy who thought he was a chick, or a chick who thought she was a guy? I didn’t ask.

I went to the class. One of the girls recognized me. She refused to do a scene with me and then she told the rest of the class about my tweet. And all I could think was: I just got recognized outside of a comedy club for the first time in my life. I smiled and then the teacher looked outraged. Thankfully I wasn’t kicked out of the class, but I didn’t exactly get a lot of time on the stage.

My E! interview was early in the morning. I wasn’t used to getting up so early, because my shows were usually very late—sometimes as late as midnight, and then the other comedians at the clubs usually wanted to hang out afterwards. Even though I wasn’t working, I was still sticking to my usual schedule, just in case I got booked.

I only got three hours of sleep before my alarm went off that morning. My coffee maker decided it wouldn’t work, and then my debit card was unexpectedly declined when I went to buy a large coffee at the Starbucks underneath my building. As I was leaving, the barista said, “My brother is a transgender, by the way!” And in that moment, I realized my debit card was probably working just fine.

I was tired and irritable when I arrived for my interview. My agent didn’t show up like he said he would, but that didn’t matter—I didn’t need him with me to say the word ‘sorry’. They rushed me over to the makeup desk. The woman quickly powdered my face, nearly blinding me—I couldn’t help but wonder if she was pissed about my statement as well. Maybe her mother was a transgender or something.

Then the sound guy quickly slapped a microphone on my chest. The AD rushed into the room and started waving his hands. “What’s taking so long? Let’s go!” I got up and followed him onto the sound stage. The lights were bright and there was an empty chair sitting in front of a large black backdrop. “Sit,” the AD said, so I sat. Then he yelled, “Okay, let’s lock it up and roll!”

“Sound is speeding!”

“Camera’s speeding!”

A man was holding a slate in front of my face. “Orrin Pearson interview, take one!”

“Mark it!”

He snapped the slate, making me wince. Then he rushed away and a man in a suit walked up and took the seat in front of me. He quickly straightened his collar and then he looked into my eyes. I recognized him, though I didn’t know his name. I probably should have asked one of the crew members for his name—but it was too late now.

“Okay, whenever you’re ready, Wolf!”

“Orrin—how are you doing today?” Wolf asked with a big smile.

I looked around and saw the red glow above the camera. Then I noticed another camera next to it, and another next to that one: three cameras pointing at me—maybe more lurking back in the shadows. There were two black microphones dangling above my head, being held up by nearby boom operators. And behind them stood a crowd of cross-armed crewmembers, all looking at me as if they had transgender relatives as well. “Me?” I said, suddenly feeling flustered.

Wolf laughed. “Yes, you.”

“I’m okay.”

“You’ve recently received some backlash for a statement you made concerning the transgender community.”

“It wasn’t a statement,” I snapped quickly. “It was a tweet—just a joke. And I deleted it because it wasn’t a very good joke.”

“It wasn’t a very good joke?” Wolf asked. “So it was just kind of a good joke? Do you think that transgender people are a joke?”

“No—I didn’t say that. Don’t put words in my mouth.” I looked around again. My heart was pounding and I felt like I was under attack. How was I supposed to apologize? I was the one who deserved an apology. All I did was make a joke and now the world was coming down on me as if I was Hitler reincarnated. “It was just a joke,” I said again.

“Just a joke,” Wolf repeated. “Are you aware that over one hundred transgender people committed suicide in the past month.”

“Is that true?” I asked.

He was staring at me with lowered eyes.

“Um, well no—I guess I didn’t know that. But that’s not the point. I didn’t make fun of anyone and I didn’t make any statements. I just made a joke—and then I deleted it. Doesn’t it matter that I deleted it? Are we live?”

“Orrin, how would you describe your comedy style?” Wolf asked, as if he wasn’t listening to a word I was saying.

“My comedy style? I guess you could call it observational comedy. I like to tell stories—sometimes longer stories, mixed with a few shorter—”

“—Would you call your comedy offensive?”

“Offensive? To who? No—of course not.”

He picked up a card off of his lap. “Margot Anderson from Tennessee saw one of your shows recently, and she tweeted afterwards: ‘Orrin Pearson’s show was the most offensive thing I’ve ever seen. I’ve never felt so hurt and attacked before in my life.’ What do you have to say about that?”

“Margot who? I don’t know anyone named Margot. That must be a mistake. My shows are clean. I hardly even swear. In fact, I do the occasional family friendly show. I did a high school just a few weeks before all this happened.”

“You think that your hateful message is okay to spread to children?”

Now I was starting to feel angry. I was being set up. This was a ‘gotcha’ segment if there ever was one, and I wasn’t going to take it. “Look—I’m sorry if you were offended by my joke. If you want to let it ruin my comedy for you, that’s your deal. But if you want to call me offensive or mean, then that’s just slander and I know some pretty good lawyers—I’ll have you know.”

Wolf nodded his head slowly. “So you’re saying that you’re sorry?” he asked.

I bit down on my tongue. I wasn’t sorry. I had nothing to be sorry about. Wolf needed to relax and his fans needed to relax; the whole world needed to relax. I thought about my agent and my career. I knew that I just needed to bite my tongue and capitulate, but I couldn’t do it. I just couldn’t pretend like I cared about their soft feelings. Comedy has no future in a world where comedians have to apologize for every lousy joke they make. “No,” I said. “I don’t apologize. In fact, I think what I said is true. Find me one convincing tranny and maybe I’ll change my mind.”

I heard a gasp from the crew. Wolf’s eyes widened and I realized I’d just made a big mistake. My professional career was over. If I could have gone back in time to make an innocent little lie, I would have—but I was stuck with the words that came out of my mouth.


CHAPTER II

My agent dropped me as a client and he even blocked my number from his phone after making a big public statement about how his agency doesn’t agree with my statements towards the transgender community. People were appalled at my use of the word ‘tranny’, though no one ever told me that tranny was a bad word. I just thought it was slang. How can a person keep up with the constantly evolving verbiage without a goddamn degree in gender studies?

I stupidly convinced myself that I could make it without an agent for at least a couple of years, until everyone forgot about the whole debacle—and then I could find a new agent. But it wasn’t so easy. I called up venue after venue, asking if there were any openings. I called all of my comedians friends, to see if they needed an opener—but even my friends didn’t want anything to do with my professionally. “Hey man, I hope you’re doing well, but maybe just don’t tell anyone that I answered the phone for you, okay?” said Jerry Knoll, one of my closest friends.

My bank account was quickly dwindling. I found myself eating packaged noodles every night while trying to save money. I figured if I could just last a couple of weeks, things would start to turn around. But that tweet continued to haunt me. There wasn’t a day that went by that it wasn’t reposted on Twitter, either by angry social justice types or by my new fans, some of which were still donning their swastika profile pictures. The story just wouldn’t die, and it was starting to seem like my career was doomed to die with it.

It was two weeks later when I received an e-mail with the subject line: BOOKING INQUIRY. I became excited, but I wasn’t holding my breath. The e-mail was sent to an account that wasn’t listen publically—only on my professional networking site, available only to booking managers and agents—but that didn’t mean that my e-mail hadn’t been leaked to pranksters and social justice warriors.

I opened the e-mail and found myself unsurprised by the message. “Like many people, we were especially offended by your tweet and interview about transgender females.” I nearly stopped reading, but since I had nothing better to do, I kept going. “However, we are aware that many people share the same views as you. It’s our goal to change the public opinion on transgenders, as many of us at Warren Media are transgender ourselves.” I rolled my eyes. “We’d like to invite you onto our show, The Gamble. Perhaps you’ve seen it—it’s available on Prime if you have a membership. If you don’t have a membership, please feel free to look up clips on YouTube to get an idea of what we do. The show follows a reality format, so there would be a camera team following you around of a week. We would be willing to pay up to one thousand dollars per day of filming. If you’re interested, please let me know as soon as possible.”

I had to look the show up. I didn’t have Prime, but I did find a full episode on YouTube. In the episode, a TV actor had one week to prepare for a running race against a female Olympic athlete. I skimmed through the episode. Apparently, the actor had claimed on Twitter that he believed that most relatively fit men could beat even the best female athletes in the world. I watched the race at the end of the episode, and the guy actually came pretty close to beating the chick. She won—of course, because she’d been training her whole life and the guy only had a week. I don’t think it was the blowout victory the show was hoping for.

Because the guy lost, he had dress up like a girl and run a half marathon. The footage was actually very funny because he was exhausted before the race was even half over. He ended up throwing up while wearing a little pink skirt and a sports bra with pads for tits.

The episode didn’t give me any clue as to what they had in store for me. Based on what I said: that transgenders don’t look like actual women—I figured they would try to prove me wrong somehow. Maybe they would even dress me up like a girl and put me on the streets for a week to see if guys would hit on me. Was that worth a thousand bucks per day? I needed the money, but I didn’t need more humiliation.

I gave the club circuit one last try. I called up the managers and received a dozen rejections, and then I found myself wondering if this reality show could help my case. Maybe being embarrassed on television was exactly what I needed. Maybe I just needed a good opportunity to show the world that I could still be funny. If they dressed me up like a chick, I’m sure I could come up with some hilarious jokes. The Monty Python guys were funniest when they were all dolled up—and they were my heroes.

And maybe—just maybe—I could use this second chance to slip in a little bit of an apology, so that I could continue being a comedian, so that I wouldn’t have to start finding a new job as a dishwasher or a garbage man.

I got a call only a few minutes after sending the e-mail to the producer of The Gamble. “Hello, Orrin? This is Michael Sanderson from The Gamble,” he said. “I’m glad to hear that you’re interested in doing our show. Are you free on Monday to start filming?”

“What are you guys going to make me do?” I asked.

And I could almost hear the smirk in his silent voice. “We don’t want to ruin the surprise,” he said.

“Well I don’t want to do anything embarrassing,” I said.

“We won’t do anything that will hurt you physically or traumatize you emotionally. That’s about all I can guarantee, Mr. Pearson. I guess you could say that coming on our show is a bit of a gamble in itself.” He snickered as if it was the funniest joke he’d ever told.

I took a deep breath and then thought about the thousands of dollars I would be making. I could make that money last a few months, and maybe that would be enough time to get my professional career back on track.


CHAPTER III

The filming of the show didn’t start on a sound stage at some fancy studio; it started in my apartment. I assumed that they were going to e-mail me a place and time. Instead, they just showed up at my apartment at 6:00 AM. I opened the door and saw the host of the show standing in front of two camera operators, a man with a clipboard, and a sound guy with a microphone on a big, long pole. They crowded into my apartment as I stumbled back, still rubbing the sleep out from my eyes. “What the hell’s going on?” I asked. “What time is it even?”

“We’re here with The Gamble. We’re going to be following you around for the next week, starting now.”

“Are you fucking kidding me? I didn’t agree to this. You can’t be in my apartment.” But it was too late. The crew was already flooding into my place, setting lights in in corners and holding light meters up all over the place. There must have been ten people suddenly crowding my place.

“Actually, Mr. Pearson, you did agree to it. You sent in the paperwork last night,” said the man with the clipboard. There was a camera two feet from my face. I was tempted to reach out and slap it down onto the ground.

I didn’t read the paperwork he was referring to. It was a thirty-page document sent at 11:00 PM, while I was watching a movie. I was told that I had three hours to get the paperwork back if I still wanted to be on the show. And no, I didn’t want to be on the show, but I did want the money. So I printed the forms, filled them out, scanned them, and sent them back. Then I went back to my movie. And it’s not like I didn’t try to read them. I tried to read that first page, but it was so long-winded and written in legalese. I just figured I was waiving my right to sue—and I probably was.

“Well, I hope you like watching people sleep, because you’re about to watch me sleep for another five hours.” I dragged my feet back towards my bedroom. The crew followed. I was disappointed to see that there was already a tall light set up in the corner.

“Change the colour temperature to blue and get that diffusion scrim out of there!” one of the crewmembers yelled as I crawled back into bed. Both of the cameras followed me. One of them remained a few feet from my face. I tried closing my eyes, but that light was still shining through my eyelids. I bit down on my tongue and tried to pretend like no one was in my room. I didn’t care if they got footage of me snoring and drooling. I didn’t care if I looked like an idiot—no man looks cool when he’s sleeping.

Then, just as I felt like I was starting to doze off, I heard the host’s voice. “It’s 7:00 AM. Most people are getting up for work right now, but comedian Orrin Pearson is just getting to bed. He didn’t have a show last night—and he hasn’t had a show in almost a month—so it’s anyone’s guess as to why he was up so late.” I opened my eyes and saw the host’s back. He was facing the camera and holding a microphone in his hand.

“I’m staying on schedule, in case I get a gig,” I groaned. “And I’m not just getting to bed. I’ve been in bed since 3:00 AM. That’s a normal time for a comedian to go to sleep.”

“While Pearson sleeps, let’s take a look around his house,” said the host. Then the crew suddenly filtered out. I could hear them poking around. I thought about jumping up to stop them, but I remembered that consent form that I never read. I’m sure I gave away all of my privacy rights with that form.

“And what do we have here? Stashed in the side table is a stack of pornography. I guess we probably won’t be seeing any porn featuring transgenders—or maybe we will,” the host said. Now I sprung out of bed. I forgot about my Playboy magazines.

“Don’t touch that! That’s private!” I said from across the room. The cameras all swung in my direction. I cleared my throat. “Every guy has a few Playboy magazines. It’s not like I’m hiding kiddie porn or anything like that. I’m not a monster.”

The host turned to face the cameras again. “Pearson’s apartment is small, as you might expect from a struggling comedian in New York City. The average apartment in this area rents for about two grand per month. An apartment of this size should only cost about eight hundred.”

“So what?” I said.

The host turned to me and smiled. Then he approached. “Orrin, we need you to relax—okay?” he said. “Just pretend like the crew isn’t here. Pretend like I’m not here, unless I’m asking you a question. We’re going to follow you around a little bit—and don’t worry, we’ll try not to get in your way. We just want to see a normal day in the life of comedian, Orrin Pearson.”

I took a deep breath. This wasn’t worth the thousands of dollars I would be getting. It wasn’t even worth ten times that. They were just steamrolling through my apartment, trying to humiliate me. I tried to think if I had any other embarrassing magazines or trinkets lying around. I remembered a box of weed that I had in the kitchen. When the cameras were all focussed on the host again, I casually hurried over and grabbed that box. I stashed it in the back of my freezer, where they would never look. Then I looked up and saw that a camera was pointing at me.

“Pearson is making himself some breakfast,” the host said. I closed my eyes and tried to tune him out. Maybe that wasn’t such a bad idea—maybe I just needed a little bit of breakfast so I could get my mind straight, so that I could ignore all of these assholes. I pulled out a pan and grabbed a couple of eggs from the fridge.

“B-camera—get some close-ups of the pan. I want to see those eggs sizzling,” the clipboard man said.

I tried to grab the toaster, but the cameraman was blocking the cupboard. “Can you move, please?” I asked.

He shimmied a few inches to the side, only giving me a tiny bit of room to awkwardly squeeze the toaster out from that bottom cupboard. By the time I had it on the counter, I could smell burning. I looked over and saw that smoke was billowing up from my eggs. “Shit!” I said, rushing over. I grabbed the panhandle, forgetting that it wasn’t a protected handle. It sizzled my skin as I tried to lift it, so I ended up tossing it to the side, making a big mess of burnt eggs in my kitchen.

“Get a close-up of his face,” said the clipboard man. “I want those red cheeks to read for the audience.” I took a deep breath and managed to settle myself down. I restarted my eggs after rinsing out the pan and rinsing my fresh burn. Though I had a feeling that they wouldn’t be using the footage of my successful breakfast—just my frustrated first try.

The rest of the day was similar. The cameras followed me around my apartment until the host said, “Okay, Orrin. Let’s get outside. Maybe take us to one of your favourite cafes for a coffee—or maybe we can go walk around Central Park—whatever you would do on a normal day.”

“Normally I would sit in my apartment and come up with material for my set,” I said.

“Well not today. We need more so we can take this to TV. Let’s go get a coffee.”

So we went out. They embarrassingly followed me with their whole crew, cameras pointed at me constantly. One of the cameramen swung around and started filming in front of me while I walked. “This café right here is perfect,” the host said.

“But I’ve never been here in my life,” I said.

“This café will do. Just go buy a coffee.”

I shrugged my shoulders and went in to buy a coffee. The barista gave me a funny look as I walked up. “Sorry about the cameras. Can I just get a coffee—black.”

“So you think you’re funny, huh?” the girl said.

“Excuse me?”

“You think transgenders aren’t real people?” she asked.

I sighed and rolled my head back. “Are you going to spit in my coffee? Should I just go somewhere else? I never said they aren’t real people. Of course they’re real people—literally no one thinks that. Just think about what you’re saying for a minute: do you really believe that anyone can believe that someone isn’t real because of what they choose to wear?”

“What they choose to wear?” the woman said with a tone of outrage. “I can’t even believe what I’m hearing.”

“You know what I mean—clothes and wigs and stuff.”

She shook her head. Then she reached out and grabbed a cup. She filled it sloppily with black coffee, and then she slid it across the counter. “Take it. It’s on the house.”

“On the house?” I said. “Why?”

“Because I heard that you’re going broke.”

“Where did you hear that?”

And that’s when it occurred to me that this was all set up by the reality show production. She was probably just an actress, and I was falling for it. I had a feeling that she probably wouldn’t be the first one of the day either—and I was right.

The production had me take my coffee to Central Park, where I never went. They told me to just walk around wherever—until I reached a fork in the path, then they told me to take a left, and then another left at the next fork. Suddenly, I found myself standing on a scenic little bridge. There was a girl leaning against the wooden rail. She turned and looked at me and then she said, “Hey—aren’t you that comedian guy?”

I forced a smile. “Yes, I’m that horrible, mean comedian guy.” Then I noticed her wide forehead and her flat jawline. Her dress looked especially tight around her shoulders and her bust looked awkward, as if it was just a rolled up t-shirt stuffed under her shirt. She was a transgender—exactly the kind of person I was talking about in my big mistake of a tweet.

“I saw you perform last year at the Comedy Cave.”

I nodded my head and smiled. “Great,” I said. “Well have a nice day now.” I tried to rush away before she could say whatever the producers told her to say.

“I really liked your show,” she called out.

And then I hesitated. I turned back to her and tried to figure out if she was just messing with me. “Thanks,” I said carefully. She smiled and then I went on my way, looking back occasionally to make sure she wasn’t sticking her tongue out at me or flipping me off. “That was weird,” I said to the camera.

Finally, when I got back to my apartment, the man with the clipboard let me know that he pulled some strings and got me booked for a show at the Funny Lounge, one of the cities better small venues. “Really?” I said. “I’ve been calling them for weeks. They keep hanging up on me.”

“They’re going to let you play. You’re on at 10:15 PM.”

So I spent the rest of that day putting my material together, making a good mix of new stuff and old hits. I even had a few self-deprecating jokes about the whole tweet thing, and I was already planning on ending my set with a bit of an apology—nothing too teary-eyed—just enough to get me back in the world’s good books.

I showed up early for the set with my notebook handy in my back pocket, where I always kept it. They led me to the green room and then I sat down to rehearse. I reached for that notebook, but it wasn’t there. I started checking all of my pockets, and then I looked at the show host and said, “What did you do with my notebook?”

He smiled. “What notebook?” he said. But I knew he took it. They were trying to get me to bomb on stage—because nothing is better for TV than a massive stand-up comedy bomb.

“Give it to me—I’m serious. I need it on stage with me.”

“We don’t have your notebook, Orrin.”

The venue manager poked her head in. “You’re on in ten minutes, Orrin. The set before you just cancelled. You don’t mind doing a double, do you? You’ve got lots of material, right?”

The cameraman walked in close, with his big lens right in my face.

“Uh, I guess that’s fine,” I said. “You haven’t seen a notebook lying around, have you?”

She just smiled. “Okay—hope it’s a good show,” she said, as if she didn’t hear my question. Then she was gone. My heart was pounding. I was about to bomb my first show in almost a month. Now they would really never let me back in that joint. Maybe signing up for this show wasn’t such a great idea.

When I stepped onto the stage, I didn’t get the applause that I was used to. Apparently, everyone in the crowd was familiar with my tweet. I looked around at all of the stone-cold faces, and then I realized I needed to open with a joke about the tweet, to get the elephant out of the room. “Some people just shouldn’t be allowed on Twitter—am I right?” I said. The audience didn’t even react. “I mean, the whole place is full of homophobes and racists. And when you say something on Twitter, it’s called a tweet. People are making racist and homophobic tweets.” I still wasn’t getting anything. “Can you imagine if a bird was making racist tweets in the forest? Hey—maybe they do that. Maybe they’re like, ‘Hey, there’s that damn blue jay again.’”

The crowd remained silent.

“Seagulls are definitely the white people of birds—am I right?”

Still nothing. I had more bits about birds, but I had a feeling they weren’t going anywhere. So I tried to think of some older material—stuff I knew would land—but I couldn’t think of anything. My mind was suddenly blank.

Then someone booed. Another boo followed. I tried throwing out some of my usual retorts, but no one laughed. I started to assume that the whole crowd was planted by the reality show production. It wouldn’t matter what I said—they were being paid not to laugh.

But I was a comedian. Surely I could make anyone laugh—it was my job. If I couldn’t even make one of them laugh, maybe I wasn’t cut out to be in comedy. So I jumped to some of my older material that I could remember. “Doesn’t it suck when you accidentally reply to wrong greeting? Like when your friend says, ‘Hey man, what’s up?’ and you’re like ‘Good! You?’” Finally, I got a little bit of a chuckle. “That always happens to me. ‘Hey dude, how are you doing?’ ‘Oh, not much.’ One time I was in this garage, stealing this guy’s bike, and then he walked through the door and said, ‘What the hell are you doing with my bike?’ and I was like, ‘Pretty good, you?’”

The crowd laughed. I felt a bit of positive energy for the first time in so long. Maybe I could get past this whole transgender thing. Maybe it was just a matter of time before people forgot about it.

I did my next few jokes without pause, getting louder and louder laughs from the crowd. Then I said, “Want to know what I think is funny?” setting myself up for my next joke.

“Transgender girls?” someone shouted back. The crowd became silent again and I wanted to reach into the crowd and strangle whoever opened their dumb mouth. I was suddenly thrown off. I tried to remember what I was about to say, but I was drawing a blank. I didn’t have my little notebook to refer to.

“Um,” I said. “I mean—transgender can be funny, right?” I said. “It’s like men were all sitting around one day, trying to figure out if there was something they weren’t better at, and then one of them said, ‘What about being a woman?’ Then they all laughed until one of them said, ‘Actually, I bet I can do that better too.’” The crowd was viciously silent. But it was just a joke. I didn’t actually think that men were better than women—I was just making fun of sexists and they way that they think. But judging by the crowd’s silence, they didn’t get it—and now I felt the need to explain it, so that they wouldn’t run home to their blogs and write about how horrible I was. “That was a joke, by the way. There used to be a time when people got jokes.”

And the booing returned, so I just cut my set short and ran away to the green room. The venue manager rushed in after me and said, “What the hell are you doing? We don’t have another act for another twenty minutes. You need to go back out there—and quit it with the sensitive subjects. Just make jokes without offending anyone.”

“I can’t,” I said. “Literally anything I say offends someone.”

“What about your bike stealing joke? That was funny. Do more stuff like that.”

“All of my usual material is in my notebook. All I can do is improv—and I’m not an improv comedian.”

“If you ever want to preform here again, you’ll get on the stage and finish your set,” she said.

So I had to go back out. The next twenty minutes were the longest twenty minutes of my life. I managed to squeeze a few good jokes in, but the mood was instantly killed by some reminder of what I said on Twitter. The audience was enjoying my public crucifixion. It almost seemed like they didn’t want it to end. By the end of my set, they were laughing at my pauses and my blunders more than they were laughing at my jokes. It was the most demoralizing night of my life—and I still had four days left with that damned camera crew.


CHAPTER IV

They woke me up early on that Tuesday morning, just a few hours after my failed comedy act. I was surprised to see the same faces standing in my bedroom, holding those same cameras and that same microphone on that same boom pole. Did they not need to sleep? Were they actually robots disguised as humans? I would have thought they would swap out crewmembers, at least every twelve hours.

“What do you want now?” I groaned. I rolled over and tried closing my eyes, hoping I would fall back asleep and then sleep through whatever nonsense they wanted to film that morning.

“The shuttle will be downstairs in fifteen minutes. You need to get ready, Orrin,” the host of the show said. And then he held the microphone out to me, as if I had something to say back.

“What shuttle?”

“To take you to the studio—for your first gamble of the show.” And that ruined my ability to fall back asleep. Now my heart was racing and thoughts were spinning around in my head. I was morbidly curious to know what the ‘gamble’ was going to be—and I was also now trying to figure out what the host meant when he said that it would be my ‘first’ gamble.

I tried asking, but I got no answers. They just kept rushing me to get my morning routine out of the way. “Don’t worry about breakfast. There will be breakfast at the studio,” said the clipboard man as I dragged my feet over to the kitchen.

“I need coffee,” I said. And then a large cup of café coffee was thrust into my hand. “It’s black—the way you like it,” said a short, nerdy looking assistant. The same assistant had my shoes and coat out for me, and he’d even gone through the trouble of locating my apartment keys, my wallet, and my phone, which was fully charged even though I’d forgotten to plug it in after my show. As much as I hated having that crew tailing me constantly, it was nice having my own little assistant.

The shuttle was nice: a big, black Mercedes Benz that could seat me and the entire crew, with a few seats to spare. The driver had some calming music on, which would have put me right back to sleep if it wasn’t for that nagging curiosity at the front of my mind.

The forty-five minute drive ended at a large warehouse in a district filled with large warehouses. A man in a black coat opened a large gate to let the shuttle in, and then we drove around to a large, empty parking lot. The crew hopped out quickly and got their cameras aimed at me, to document my walk from the shuttle to the studio. I was getting used to ignoring them—mainly just because they annoyed me so much, so the only way to keep myself calm was to ignore them.

As soon as I passed through the door, a little makeup girl waved me over. “We need to get you into hair and makeup,” she said. “Follow me, please.” I took another long sip from my coffee and then I followed the girl. She took me to a small room with a big, bright mirror, and then she started messing around with my hair and brushing powder on my face. I had to hold my breath at points, so I wouldn’t inhale the thick plumes of powder in the air.

The cameras continued to whiz around me, even when I was just sitting and having my hair poked and repositioned. I couldn’t imagine they were getting very much in terms of useful footage, but that was their problem—not mine.

The clipboard man came into the room. “Is he ready? The girls are all ready and the producers want to start shooting.”

“He’s as ready as he’s going to get,” the makeup girl said. “His hair just isn’t participating.”

“Well we don’t have time. He’ll just have to look like that,” said the clipboard man. I looked in the mirror and felt confused—my hair didn’t look any different than it normally looked. Was that no good?

I followed the clipboard man down a series of hallways, to an open doorway that was shining bright as it there was a captured UFO on the other side. It took my eyes a moment to adjust once through that doorway. The room was filled with lights: some one stands, some mounted to the ceiling, some fixed to the walls. They were all pointing towards a soundstage, surrounded by red curtains that I recognized from the episode of The Gamble that I watched online. This was where I would make my first gamble.

They had me stand in the middle of that stage for a few minutes as the cameras spun around me and grabbed various angles for the editor. One of the cameras got right into my face, and then I heard someone say, “Look more worried. Give us a more worried look!” It took a minute before I realized he was talking to me. But even with a bit of acting training under my belt, I didn’t know how to fake a ‘worried look’. So I just kept standing still. “Perfect. That’s great,” the same voice said. “Just keep standing there—don’t react until you’re spoken to—got it? Okay, we’re going to film in three, two, one—and action!”

Finally, the host walked out onto the stage, holding his microphone. He was waving at an invisible crowd behind the cameras. He even did a little bow with his hands pressed together, as if he was thanking the audience for their applause—even though the studio was silent. I guess they planned on adding some applause in the editing room. “Thank you! Thank you! We’re excited to be back with another thrilling episode of The Gamble. This week, we’re with comedian, Orrin Pearson—famous for his edgy, offensive brand of humour. Orrin is a New York City based comic—but you probably know him because of a tweet he made.” The host motioned towards a large screen, which was now showing that infamous tweet. I rolled my eyes but I fought back the urge to defend myself. Why did everyone think that my humour was edgy and offensive? What jokes did I make on stage that were offensive? Was my bike-stealing bit offensive somehow?

“Orrin agreed to come on our show, determined to prove that his tweet is true—that he can easily tell the difference between a biological male and a biological female. Well, Orrin—do you really think that’s a gamble you want to make?” He held his microphone out to me, and it took me a moment to realize it wasn’t a rhetorical question.

“Um—I guess so,” I said.

“Let’s take that back!” shouted the clipboard man. “Orrin, we need you to sound a bit more confident. We’ll keep resetting until we get it. Still rolling—and action!” The host took a few steps back and then he walked towards me again. “Orrin agreed to come on our show, determined to prove that his tweet is true—that he can easily tell the difference between a biological male and a biological female. Well, Orrin—do you really think that’s a gamble you want to make?” He held that microphone out to me again. I really didn’t want to sound like a pompous ass, but I knew they were going to continue resetting until I sounded exactly like a pompous ass. So I bit my tongue and forced a smile.

“Let’s face it: guys look like guys and girls look like girls,” I said.

The host let a little fake gasp slip as he turned to the camera. “You heard it, folks—he’s ready to make his gamble. We’re going to set the stakes with Orrin right after these messages. Stick around!”

The room became silent as the host stared into the camera with a smile. I didn’t know where to look, so I just looked around, trying to figure out how they planned to humiliate me on television.

“Okay—cut! Perfect! Let’s move on. Get the girls out and let’s get final touches right away.”

Six girls walked out from a nearby door in a single file line. They walked straight to the stage and stopped on taped exes on the floor, as if they’d done a few rehearsals before I arrived. I looked at the girls. They were all thin and pretty. Most of them were shorter; two of them were tall, with Amazonian builds. They all had plenty of makeup on, and tight little dresses. One of them was showing a bit of cleavage, and another was showing a whole lot of cleavage—but her tits looked fake. I had a feeling that half of them were t-girls, and they were going to make me guess which ones.

But I figured it was a trick—somehow. Maybe they were all t-girls, or maybe they were all just normal girls who would lie and say that they were t-girls. It’s not like they were going to show me their cocks, so how could I really know for sure?

The clipboard man came onto the stage and he moved me over to a red X on the floor. “Just stand here and face the camera until the host tells you otherwise,” he said.

Then he ran off the stage and started counting down again. “Okay, let’s lock it up and roll! Camera’s speeding? Okay—and action!”

Now the girls were smiling, staring at the cameras with big smiles as if they were all excited to humiliate me for the whole country to enjoy. The host stepped back on the stage. “Okay, Orrin. With us, we have six girls—though in your mid-century opinion, only two of them are girls. Two of the girls standing in front of you are male-to-female transgenders. And two are cross-dressing boys. For this exciting two part episode of The Gamble, you’re going to pick the two girls you think are really girls—one today and one on our next episode. You will take your pick out on a date—maybe see a movie, maybe go to a nice dinner. You won’t have any idea if you picked a biological girl or a transgender or just a cross-dressing boy until the end of your date—and then you’ll do it all over again next episode. I bet that sounds pretty easy to you, seeing as you think you can easily tell the difference. Right?”

I looked over at the girls. This must have been some sort of carnival trick. They all looked like girls. They all had big eyes and nice hips and soft faces. Did they go out and find the most feminine trannies and boys on the planet? Or was I right with my original theory? Were they all actually girls who were just pretending?

“Orrin?” the host said.

“Um, I guess I can probably figure it out,” I said. Then the clipboard man made us restart. Apparently I wasn’t confident enough again. They weren’t happy until I said, “This will be a piece of cake.”

“Well go ahead and walk up to the girls—take a minute before you make your first pick. And don’t forget, Orrin. If you correctly choose the two biological girls for your two dates, you will be going home with fifty thousand dollars. But choose wrong, and you have to do whatever our transgender girls—whoever they are—want you to do. Are you willing to take that gamble?”

“I’ll take that gamble,” I said. My heart throbbed. I didn’t know about the fifty grand. I could really use fifty grand, especially if I wasn’t going to be getting any gigs in the next few months.

I walked up to the girls and I looked into their eyes. They all smiled at me. One girl even gave me the ‘I want you to fuck my brains out’ look, as if she was desperately hoping I would pick her. Then I looked down from their eyes to their throats. I was scanning for Adam’s apples. Two of the girls had no lumps at all; one girl had the slightest lump that could have just been a slightly enlarged larynx. The other girls were wearing chokers, trying to throw me off. But lump or not—I’d heard of trannies getting Adam’s apple reduction surgeries, so it wasn’t enough evidence to make my picks.

“Surely you already know your first pick, Orrin,” the host said. “Like you said—it’s easy to tell the difference. Isn’t it?”

I took a deep breath, still convinced they were screwing with me. But I didn’t want to call them out while the cameras were rolling, just in case they weren’t screwing with me. I couldn’t admit that the challenge was hard. I couldn’t take that hit to my ego.

I at least knew the two girls with cleavage weren’t the cross-dressing boys. Otherwise, it was a complete gamble. The two tall women had thicker, more athletic builds, but again—it didn’t mean anything. They were probably just chosen to throw me off my game. I’m sure one of them was a woman and the other was a tranny. But which was which?

“How are you girls doing?” I asked. They all smiled and nodded. But it was their voices that I wanted to hear. So I went to the girl at the start of the line-up. “What’s your name?”

“Cassidy,” she said with a very quiet and meek voice. The three whimpered syllables weren’t enough to make a diagnosis.

“How are you doing, Cassidy?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded, giving me nothing to work with. She was cute: a short blonde with her hair nicely braided French style. She had full lips and a small nose, with no signs of plastic surgery.

I asked the second girl for her name. “Barbara,” she said. Her voice was more confident, but there was a slight deepness to it. She was also the one with the slight lump on her throat. She had thick brown hair, which looked a little bit like a wig—so I decided that I wouldn’t ask her on a date, even though she really could have been a chick with a few slightly masculine features and a wig. Girls can wear wigs too.

The third girl introduced herself as Megan. She was one of the tall ones, but she had the biggest, shiniest eyes. Her voice was convincing and she had a nice body—but it was her legs that made me think otherwise. She had thick, muscular legs, which were clad with leggings—possibly to hide her leg hair, or the razor burn from a recent shave. I decided I wouldn’t ask her out.

The next girl was Laura. Laura was also tall, also with a convincing voice. She had the large breasts, which were obviously implants. I was pretty sure she had implants in her ass as well. Of course I knew that girls get implants all the time, but I had no other evidence to work off of. I just had to assume that she was a tranny and hope for the best.

Next was Susie. Susie was short, thin blonde, with a bit of a mousey look—she was my type. She had narrow shoulders and wide hips—and I was pretty sure that there was no such thing as hip or shoulder surgery. Her feet convinced me that she was actually a woman: they were small and stuffed into a cute pair of heels, which couldn’t have held more than one-hundred and fifteen pounds without snapping. I was positive that she was a girl.

And finally there was Tiagra. Tiagra was covered in tattoos. She had thick lips and a cute sloped nose. She was wearing more makeup than the other girls, but her hair was obviously real, as I could see her recently dyed roots. Her hands were small and fragile-looking, and she was showing a touch of cleavage—so I at least knew that she wasn’t one of the cross-dressing boys.

So I had three solid options: Cassidy, Susie, and Tiagra. One of them was definitely a biological male. Hell, all three of them could have been biological males—but I figured my chances were better with them than with the other three.

“Well, Orrin? Who are you going to pick? We need an answer so we can get you out and on your date.”

I looked at the girls again. I found myself staring at Cassidy’s slight body, and my heart told me that she was my best bet. “I’m going to go with Cassidy,” I said.

The host spun towards the camera and said, “Orrin believes that Cassidy is a biological woman, so today, he’s going to take her on a nice date, and then tomorrow, he’s going to learn Cassidy’s truth—is she really the biological female Orrin thinks she is, or is she the transgender he’s so sure doesn’t exist? Or, could Orrin be so wrong that he picked a boy in girl’s clothing?” My heart fluttered down into my stomach. The thought of that last option was so embarrassing—even the possibility made my heart ache with humiliation. I took another look at Cassidy. She couldn’t possibly be a transgender or a boy in disguise. Right?


CHAPTER V

I didn’t have to do any of the planning, which was nice. The production team already had my whole date planned for me, though they made it look like I was the one who did all of the work.

They even let me return home to sleep for a few hours before they woke me up to get footage of me getting ready for my date. “Orrin—why don’t you tell us how you’re feeling? Are you nervous? Is Cassidy the kind of girl you would have asked on a date outside of this show?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I don’t really know anything about her.”

“Okay, let’s take that back. I’m going to ask the same question. This time, I want you to sound more excited about your upcoming date. Make it sound like you’re really hoping that Cassidy is the real deal.”

I rolled my eyes. They were going to get me to say exactly what they wanted me to say. Hell—I probably picked exactly who they wanted me to pick. I wasn’t excited for the date, but they wanted to make sure that my potential humiliation was as horrible as possible—and apparently that meant making me look like some head-over-heels fool.

They made me unlock the bathroom door while I showered. It was weird having a microphone dangling over my head while I stood naked under a stream of water. The cameraman even popped his camera through the shower curtain. I covered my cock quickly. “Don’t worry—we’ll blur everything in post,” he said. But that still meant that him and all of the postproduction guys would see my cock. So I kept my hand over my crotch.

“Blur my hand then,” I said. I cut my shower off early.

When I got out of the shower, there was a bouquet of flowers on my counter. “That’s for Cassidy. You got it from a florist on 4th, just off Broadway,” said the clipboard producer. The flowers looked expensive.

“Does she know that you’re planning this whole date, or does she think that I’m really planning it?” I asked.

“You are planning it,” the producer said with a grin. Even if Cassidy was a transgender or a gay boy in girl’s clothing, I still didn’t want to hurt her. I didn’t want to get her hopes up thinking that I was actually interested in her—as if this was some sort of dating show. Despite what some people thought, I still believed that transgenders and gays were humans with feelings. I just thought that it was easy to tell the difference between the real deal and the imitation brand—though seeing those six chicks in that line-up really made me wonder if I could be wrong. At least four of those girls looked and sounded like perfectly convincing chicks. And maybe there were more like them around. Maybe the broad-shouldered, flat-jawed trannies I saw on the streets weren’t the only transgenders walking around New York City. Maybe they were everywhere—all around me—and I never noticed because they were perfectly convincing.

I tried to push that thought out of my head. I didn’t like to think that I’d ogled a man before—or worse, hit on one in a bar, or kissed one thinking she was really a she.

I was still mostly convinced that all six of the women on that stage were actually just women. And at the end of the show, four of them would lie and say that they were boys in disguise, or men with some alterations and extra hormones. It’s not like they were going to pull up their skirts and show the world their bulges—and even if they did, the bulges would probably be fake.

I met with Cassidy on a street corner near Times Square. It was out of the way for both of us, but it looked nice for the cameras. She was in a new outfit: a white sleeveless top and a long black skirt, which flared outwards and extended down to her knees. She was carrying a little red clutch and on her petite feet she wore a pair of crisscrossing black heels, which showed off her white painted toes.

She had her hair tied back tightly, proving that it was real—but she now had a black lace choker around her neck, as if she was trying to hide something. “Nice to see you again,” I said when I approached her with the flowers.

“Are those for me?” she asked with her meek voice. I wish she would have spoken up a little bit so I could make a better male or female diagnosis.

“Yep—from a florist on, uh, somewhere near Broadway,” I said. I realized that my hands were shaking when I reached the flowers out to her. “You look nice.” Her top, like the dress she was wearing at the studio, kept her chest covered, not giving me any hints of her cleavage. But I was still convinced that she was a real woman. She had the thin wrists that only women seem to have, and her feet were so small. But it was her little nose and her soft features that really had me convinced. I’d never met a man with such a gentle jawline or such narrow shoulders. If she really was a man, then she’d gone through some seriously radical operations—and she was probably overly girlish to begin with.

“So what are we doing?” she asked.

“We’re, uh, going to start by walking down 7th, to Times Square, and then we’re going to wander around Central Park for a bit. I, uh, think we’re going to get some ice cream, and then maybe see a show at Carnegie Hall. The producer standing behind the camera was nodding at me, letting me know I had it down right. They made me memorize the plan on the shuttle ride over.

We started walking, and Cassidy got right down to business, as if she was a robot being controlled by the producers—and maybe she was. “So, would you ditch me now if I told you that I was born a boy?” she asked.

I laughed and tried to keep my cool. I knew they were trying to get a specific reaction out of me. “No,” I said.

“Would there ever be a second date if you knew I was born a boy?”

“I don’t know—I mean—is it really so bad if I were to say no? If a guy wants to be with a girl, is that really so wrong? Can’t people do what they want?”

She looked away from me, suddenly looking disappointed. I probably should have lied, but I felt like I had to be honest. I didn’t want to patronize the girl with lies. Judging by the disappointment on her face, I couldn’t help but wonder if she was actually born a boy. Why else would she take my response so personally? Maybe she was just a really good actress. If so, it was a shame her talents were being wasted on some schlocky reality show.

“So tell me more about yourself. Where did you grow up? Do you have any brothers or sisters?”

She gave me a little rundown on growing up in the Midwest. Apparently her parents were quite conservative and she went to church every Sunday. I spent the next few minutes trying to figure out if that was evidence towards her being a chick or a dude. “Are you still a conservative girl?” I asked.

“I try to be,” she said.

“And are you close with your parents still?”

She looked at me. “Why wouldn’t I be?” she said.

“So you are?” If her parents were truly conservative Midwesterners, then they probably wouldn’t be okay with their son becoming a woman. So if she said that she was still close with her family, it meant—at least to me—that she was probably a girl and always had been.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t really want to get into that. Didn’t you say that we were going to get ice cream?” She motioned across the street to an ice cream truck. We went over and I used the cash that the producer gave me to buy a couple of cones. She ate her ice cream in a girly, gentle sort of way, with little licks and a cute smile. The more I watched her, the more convinced I was that she was a chick. And the more convinced I was that she was a chick, the more I relaxed. We walked around the park with our ice cream cones and then we made our way over to Carnegie Hall for a symphony. Symphonies weren’t really my thing, and they weren’t Cassidy’s thing either. We snuck out the back door during the intermission, and then we found ourselves with no cameras on us, because they weren’t allowed into the theatre. “We should probably walk around and meet them back out front,” I said.

And then Cassidy looked at me with her pretty, shining eyes. “Well, they aren’t technically expecting us for another hour. Maybe we could go chat—just me and you.” She smiled, as if she was really interested in me and getting to know the real me—and not just the me that the producers wanted her to know. So we snuck away to a nearby bar and we got a seat in the back corner.

“How did you know about this place?” I asked.

“We used to come here when we were nineteen, because they never asked to see ID,” she said. She was suddenly much calmer and cuter without the cameras crowding us. It was such a relief to have a bit of privacy, even if I wasn’t technically alone. It was the first time in almost forty-eight hours that I didn’t have a whole team of people looming over my shoulder.

“This whole show is ridiculous,” I said. “I made one stupid tweet and now they’re treating me as if I said Hitler was awesome.”

“So the tweet really was just a joke?” she asked.

“Of course it was. I’m a comedian. I feel like everyone ignores that little fact.”

“So you don’t actually think that trans girls aren’t real girls?” She was staring into my eyes with a slight grin, as if she was getting let in on secrets that the producers didn’t tell her about. Did the producers say mean things about me to the girls? Were they trying to make everyone hate me?

“Well,” I said. And I had to think about it. “I don’t think they’re real girls. Only girls born with vaginas are real girls.”

“What about people born with both male and female organs?” she asked. “What about them?”

I sighed. “What about them? Everyone always brings up those weirdoes. What are they—like one in a million? There’s maybe ten of them in the entire country, and apparently we have to completely change the way we think about everyone because of ten weirdoes with birth defects.”

“What if I told you that I was born with both?” she asked.

“Were you?”

She smiled, as if she was about to laugh. And then I couldn’t help but ask, “Are you a real girl? Be honest with me.”

“According to you or according to me?” she asked, still with that grin on her face.

“Just tell me what I want to know. You know what I’m asking,” I said.

“Can’t you tell?”

My heart stuttered. I felt like I was being put on the spot—even though I was putting her on the spot. I knew that it was rude to ask. Who wants to be asked ‘Are you really a chick?’ If someone asked me if I was really a dude, I would have snapped. I wouldn’t just be sitting there with a grin on my face. But what else could I do? I only had her alone for another twenty minutes or so and I had so many questions that needed answered. “I think you’re a girl—that’s why I picked you,” I said. “By the way, you’ve got an olive or something on your shirt—just right on the inside of your collar there.” And then I realized I wasn’t looking at an olive. I was looking at a lavalier microphone. I had one attached to me as well—it had been there since I woke up that morning. The transmitter was in my coat’s inner pocket. I reached in quickly and pulled it out and saw that it was still beeping green, letting me know that it was transmitting. “Shit,” I said. Then I looked over and saw the camera in the window, hiding next to the wall.

Cassidy set me up. She snuck us out of that theatre because that was part of the plan. This whole thing was starting to look like a big ‘gotcha’ program. They were determined to embarrass me.

“You knew they were filming,” I said.

She looked over and pretended to be surprised by the sight of the camera. “They’re filming us?” she said.

I rolled my eyes. “And I thought we were actually having a nice time,” I said.

She looked at me with a slight frown. “I though so too,” she said. My heart stuttered. Did I just blow it was an adorable woman? Or did I just save myself from a humiliating disaster?

“I should probably get going here soon. I only got about three hours of sleep last night, and less the night before. I wouldn’t mind catching up.”

“Okay—it was nice meeting you, Orrin,” she said with a tone that suggested she wished she would have never met me.

We left the bar together, ready to part ways, and then the producer rushed up to us and said, “You have to walk her home. We need a better ending for this date segment.” Cassidy sighed, making me feel even worse about myself. But how was I supposed to react? How could the camera team have known where to find us without her tipping them off? She was the one who knew about the bar, and she was the one who brought up the whole transgender thing all over again while we were supposed to be free from the cameras. I knew that she was behind it—so why did I feel so bad?

Luckily, she didn’t live far away—just five blocks. We didn’t speak much along the way. I kept finding myself drifting further and further away from her, just in case she was really a male. I didn’t want it to look like I was getting too cosy with a dude.

“Alright—it was nice to meet you, Cassidy,” I said. “Maybe I’ll see you around.”

“Maybe,” she said.

“Don’t leave yet!” the producer shouted from behind the camera. I looked over at him, waiting to hear a direction. “Do you think she’s a biological woman, Orrin?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess I think so,” I said.

“I’m flattered,” Cassidy said.

“If you think so, give her a kiss goodnight,” the producer said.

I looked at Cassidy. “Yeah, I don’t think she wants that.”

“Afraid to kiss a boy?” she asked, rolling her eyes.

I was afraid to kiss a boy—with multiple cameras filming me and a producer excited to embarrass the hell out of me.

I sighed and then I looked into her eyes. “I’m sorry that I accused you of setting me up.”

“I’m sorry I made you think that,” she said.

“I really do think that you’re a girl,” I said.

“How romantic.”

“You’re pretty—beautiful even. I never really doubted you. I just doubted the show. They’ve been making my life hell for the past two days.”

She let a slight smile slip, as if she really was forgiving me. And now was my best opportunity to go in for that kiss they wanted so badly. But I still wasn’t actually convinced that she was entirely female. There was still a nagging little demon in the back of my brain suggesting that I was about to kiss a man. But what other choice did I have? Maybe the humiliation would be good for me. Maybe it would be humbling—or maybe it would at least look humbling, so that people could start the process of forgiving me for my stupid joke.

I leaned in. She closed her eyes and gently parted her lips. I closed my eyes and then our lips pressed together. And that’s when I was fully convinced that she was a woman. Her lips were plump and soft. No man’s lips could possibly be so soft. My heart was pounding ferociously before the kiss, but now it was calm. Even my trembling hands settled as they nestled on her hips.

“Want to come up to my room for a drink?” she asked with rosy cheeks.

“Only if the cameras don’t follow us,” I said. I didn’t hear any protesting from the production team, so Cassidy and I went into the building. We turned off our transmitters once we were in her elevator, and then we continued kissing. We kissed through the tenth floor hallway and then we kissed through her doorway and down her hall towards her bedroom. We didn’t even break away from our kiss as we fell onto the bed. Somehow my shirt ended up on her floor and somehow her white top ended up next to it. I unclipped her bra, exposing her small tits. Her bra had thick pads in it, giving her an extra cup size or two—but at least she had tits without the bra, and there were no signs of surgeries.

“Like my tits?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. But then I remembered that guys could develop tits after a few years of HRT—maybe they were hormone-induced tits. Maybe that’s why they were still so small. Or maybe I was just paranoid. I bent down and sucked on her nipples, making them hard. She moaned slightly. Then I started to slip my hands down towards her skirt. I started lifting it up, and then she stopped me, grabbing me by the wrist.

“You don’t want to ruin the suspense, do you?” she said with a big grin.

My heart stuttered. What was she talking about? Was she suggesting that there might be something unexpected under that skirt? I looked into her eyes. Then I watched as she sunk down, pulling away my belt and unzipping my fly. What if she did have a cock? Was I about to get a blowjob from a biological male? I didn’t want to ruin the moment by asking to see her pussy. I didn’t want her to think that I had any doubt in my mind. But I also didn’t want to get sucked off by a dude. So what could I do?

She pulled my already erect dick out from my pants. She gently pulled back my foreskin with a big smile on her face. “It’s big,” she said. “For once I can look forward to being the bottom.”

“Cut it out,” I said with a snap.

She laughed and shook her head. “C’mon—I’m just having fun. You aren’t seriously still thinking about all that trans stuff, are you?”

I bit down on my tongue. “No,” I said. “Of course not.”

She bent down and slipped my cock into her warm mouth, and then I closed my eyes and tried to imagine a wet pussy between her thick thighs, hiding under that skirt. But the image of a throbbing dick kept finding its way into my imagination, so I opened my eyes and shook my head. I couldn’t let those thoughts take over my head.

She was pumping my rod now with a tightly clenched fist. “Do you like it?” she asked, biting the bottom corner of her lip.

“Yeah,” I said. “That feels good.”

“Are you going to come for me?” she asked.

“I’m going to come in your tight little pussy,” I said.

“No—I want your come on my face. I want you to come for me now.” She tightened her grip and started beating faster. And she was good at rubbing my dick. She seemed to know exactly where to put pressure, and she knew exactly how much pressure was perfect. It almost seemed like she had tons of practise—maybe on a cock that belonged to her. I tried to push that thought away. “C’mon, Orrin. Come for me. I want your hot load on my face.” She had both hands on my cock now. She was beating me quickly, staring into my eyes. I looked down at her small tits, which were jiggling as she shook my rod like it was a piece of gym equipment. She was biting down hard on her bottom lip. Her cheeks were red, but probably not as red as mine. “Fucking come on my face,” she said.

I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue. I could feel my orgasm coming. I tried to hold it back, but that only made the sensation more intense. I groaned and squirmed and then I opened my eyes just in time to see my hot load making a big mess of her face. She opened her mouth to accept one shot on her tongue. The rest landed on her cheeks, her chin, her lips, and her nose. One blast even teased her eyelid. She reached up and wiped all of the cum down towards her mouth. She licked it up with a big smile on her face. “You made so much cum,” she said.

“Did I?” I asked, still flustered and confused. I still wanted to reach for that skirt—yank it up to see if there was a bulge or not. Why was she hiding it from me? Was she just messing with me, or did she really have something to hide?

I looked at my phone while Cassidy was in the bathroom, getting washed up. I had a message from the producer. “Spend the night with her. We’ll see you in the morning.”

I didn’t want to spend the night with her, but I didn’t feel like I had a choice. I didn’t want to break the contract that I didn’t read, and I didn’t want to offend Cassidy.

She came out of the bedroom in a red satin nightie. “Should we go to bed? We’ve got to be at the studio at seven in the morning.”

“Sure,” I said. “But don’t you want to get a bit of pleasure too? I feel like I got all the good stuff.”

She winked. “I’m fine—just tired. I hope you don’t mind snoring, because I’ve been told that I can get pretty loud.” She skipped over to the bedroom and hopped into the bed. “Mind turning off the lights?”

That night, I tried to keep my distance from her in the bed, which turned out to be impossible because she kept nudging herself backwards into me—pressing her soft tush into my crotch. I put my arm around her, feeling her soft body and her small, perky tits. I was exhausted from two nights of very little sleep, but I still couldn’t fall asleep. Whenever she started snoring, I found myself wanting to reach down. I just had to get one quick feel in to know for sure: did a boy or a girl jerk me off? I hated that I didn’t know. I hated that I would find out on television—and even they might lie to me. The only way I would ever know for sure is if I felt for myself. But could I do it without waking her up? She hardly knew me—what would she think if she woke up to me grabbing at her pussy—or her cock?

I managed to fight back the urge to feel between her legs. I kept telling myself that she was a girl, no matter what the producers told me in the morning. I got sucked and jerked off by a chick, so I had nothing to worry about. They could try to embarrass me in the morning, but it wasn’t going to work. I knew the truth. I could feel her soft bum pressed into my crotch. Men don’t have soft bums like she had. Men don’t have tiny, cute feet like hers, or long, soft, beautiful hair. Cassidy was a woman, no matter what anyone said.


CHAPTER VI

They took me away in an earlier shuttle than Cassidy, and then I didn’t see her again until the director called, “Action!” All of the lights were beaming down on me, and Cassidy was standing on the far end of the stage, waiting for the lights to be turned on her.

The host walked out onto the stage and immediately started his bit. “So yesterday, Orrin went on a date with Cassidy. The date had some ups and some downs—let’s take a look.” He motioned towards the screen, and I was surprised to see that they’d already edited our date together. They showed us getting ice cream and chatting around Central Park—and then they showed our little spat in the bar and our awkward walk back to her place. They showed us going into the apartment building. Then, they apparently got a shot with a very long lens of Cassidy shutting the blinds of her bedroom, letting the whole country know that things got hot and heavy once the cameras weren’t on us.

Now the host was holding a microphone in my face. “So things got pretty heated last night, huh? Did you find out for yourself if Cassidy is the biological girl you thought she was?”

I shook my head. “Nothing happened,” I lied. “We just hung out for a bit. Cassidy is a really nice girl.”

The host had a big grin, suggesting the worst.

“Well, Cassidy says otherwise,” the host said as the lights turned towards Cassidy. The host walked over and held out his microphone towards my date. “Cassidy, tell us about what happened last night after you slipped away from our camera team.”

“Well,” she said with pink cheeks. “Orrin and I had a little bit of fun. I wouldn’t say that nothing happened—he woke up in my bed this morning, after all.”

The host faked a gasp as he turned towards the camera. “We’ll let the audience believe what they want based on the evidence. But I think the question on Orrin’s mind is: did he spend the night with a biological woman or with someone who might be a little bit newer to the whole being a woman thing. Let’s find out—after this short break.”

I looked over at Cassidy, feeling pissed off that she would tell the host that more than nothing happened. If the producers decided to lie and tell the world that she was really a dude—now I would feel especially humiliated, even though I wouldn’t believe it. Or would I believe it? It wouldn’t certainly linger in my head for the next few months—or maybe even for the rest of my life. I looked down at my feet and took a deep breath. I kept telling myself that I had to be strong, so the humiliation wouldn’t defeat me completely. I could joke about this later. I could make this whole thing into a bit. There was so much comedy gold here, and it would be perfect because most of it was at my expense, and not at Cassidy’s expense or the expense of the transgender community. I didn’t mind people laughing at me—as long as they weren’t hating my guts. I could take the big reveal humbly. Maybe I could even give Cassidy another kiss after they lied and told me that she was a boy. The audience at home would love it and maybe they wouldn’t think that I was so bad after all.

“And we’re back!” the host called out. “Now, we’re going to find out if Cassidy is biologically female, or if she has one of those pesky X chromosomes. Cassidy, please tell Orrin and our audience a little bit about yourself.”

She smiled. She looked at me and then she looked back at the host. “I was born a girl,” she said. Then a series of pictures appeared on the screen, showing Cassidy as a young girl, wearing pink, with long blonde hair halfway down her back. The biggest wave of relief washed over me. Maybe this show wouldn’t be so humiliating. Maybe I could prove to the world that I was right—that I could tell the difference between a real woman and a fake. Maybe I would be vindicated instead of humiliated—and then I could still squeeze a little bit of an apology in to save my career. It was perfect.

I just had to pick one more female out of five options. How hard could that be?


CHAPTER VII

I had twenty-four hours before I had to make my second date selection. The camera team spent the day following me around while the host asked me questions like, “Do you feel vindicated?” and, “If Cassidy had been a transgender, how would you be feeling different right now?”

And once again, I found myself with the opportunity to lie, to satisfy my critics so they would finally get off of my back. But I just couldn’t lie. The truth was: I did feel vindicated and I would have felt much different had that host told me that Cassidy had a cock between her legs. “What can I say?” I said. “I was right. My tweet still wasn’t meant to be taken seriously, but maybe there’s a little bit of truth in every joke.”

His eyes widened as if he was shocked by my answer. But what was I supposed to say? Was I just supposed to pretend like Cassidy was my dream girl, regardless of what she was when she was younger? Men can look like women, they can dress like women, they can do their hair and makeup like women, they can learn to do the voice, and they can even take the hormones so they have some of the proper body parts—but no man will ever be a fully, convincing woman. There’s so much more to being a woman than just looks. Part of being a woman—just like with being a man—is having the complete female experience, which includes knowing what it’s like to be a little girl and knowing what it’s like to have a period once per month. I explained this to the show’s host, and then he asked me, “What about the women who had unusual childhoods? What about the women who can’t have periods because of birth defects?”

And I rolled my eyes. These people are always jumping to those super rare exceptions to prove their points. Of course a woman who can’t have a period because of a birth anomaly is still a woman. Of course a woman who spent her whole childhood with some weird genderless cult is still a woman, even though she didn’t have the ‘little girl experience’. Of course there are exceptions—for biological women.

“So wait—are you now saying that you don’t believe transgender women should be called women?” the host asked me. And I had to think about it. Was that what I was saying? Was that how I felt? Should I just lie and say, ‘Of course that’s not how I feel!’ or should I stick with my gut and tell the truth? What would happen to my career?

“I think people should be free to do whatever they want to do. I don’t care if a guy wants to dress up and act like a woman—that’s his own business. Can’t that just be enough for you people?” I said. “Why do I need to force myself to believe something I don’t believe? It’s not like I’m telling people to go out and beat trannies up. It’s not like I’m making fun of them or trying to take away their rights.”

“But you did make fun of them—with your tweet.”

My stomach turned and I groaned. I was so sick of hearing about that tweet. “I deleted that tweet right after I posted it! Let it die already! I only had ten thousand followers on Twitter anyway—so what fucking difference does it make?”

The host was suddenly silent. Both cameras were close to my face, documenting my sudden snap. But how could I not snap? For weeks, people had been calling me horrible names and accusing me of harbouring horrible beliefs. One guy online even claimed that I was a member of a Neo-Nazi organization—just because of a single tweet, which wasn’t even all that derogatory. Surely I was facing exponentially more hate than any tranny on the planet. While we were filming that day, someone even threw a half-full bottle of Cola at me. I’d walked by many, many trannies on the street and I’d never seen anyone throw garbage at them before.

“I’m going home,” I said. I turned around and started towards my apartment. I was sick of mindlessly walking around the city so the crew could get their precious shots.

“But we still need a shot of you ordering lunch!” the host said.

“You can get a shot of me making my own lunch in my apartment,” I said. The crew rushed to catch up to me.

“Orrin—wait up! Who’s your celebrity crush?”

“What? Why?” I asked.

“Just answer the question,” the host said.

“I don’t know—Kate Upton, I guess.”

“If you found out that Kate Upton was biologically male—would you still find yourself attracted to her?”

I sighed. These questions were getting more and more stupid by the minute. “Would she still look and sound and act exactly the way Kate Upton looks and sounds and acts now?”

“Yes.”

“Then sure—why not? She’s sexy and feminine. But before you get that victorious smile on your face, realize that no man on this planet looks anything like Kate Upton. No man can look like Gigi Hadid or Emily Ratajkowski. Trannies are trannies—they look like trannies, they sound like trannies, and they probably even smell like trannies for all I know. I don’t know what else you want me to say.”

“So you know who the final girl is in the studio line-up?” the host asked.

My stomach turned again. I had no idea who the other girl was in the line-up. I had a couple of guesses, but they all looked like girls—and I was still convinced that they were all girls. I looked at them all closely and I heard all of their voices. They just couldn’t be men. “Sure,” I said. “And once I pick her, you guys will give me my money and finally leave me alone—right?”

“That’s right,” said the host.

And I couldn’t wait until I had my chance to prove to the whole world that I was right.


CHAPTER VIII

I had two options: Susie and Tiagra. They were both short and thin. They both had undeniably feminine voices. They both had wide hips and narrow shoulders. I was still convinced that the other girls were real girls as well—and I still had a feeling that the show was trying to trick me, by having a manlier-looking woman in that line-up next to the most feminine man they could find—assuming any of them were really men.

So it really was a gamble when I picked Susie. I was going with my gut, picking the prettiest girl in the line-up. She was exactly my type with her long blonde hair and her mousey features. If the production told me that she was a man, I wouldn’t have believed them. I would have demanded proof. And if they gave it to me—well then maybe I would admit that they were right. But I wasn’t worried because Susie was gorgeous.

The host once again smirked after I made my selection. I figured he was just trying to make me nervous. Maybe he wanted me to make a last second reselection, so that the show could get that gotcha moment they’d been after all along. But I went with my gut the first time, with Cassidy, so I was going with my gut again.

The crew already had our date planned out, but I did not intend to follow their plan. I’d stayed up for hours the night before, reading through that contract that I signed. There was nothing in it that said that I had to do what they told me to do. It only said that I had to let them into my apartment and that I had to let them film me. As long as I showed up on time for the studio sessions, I could do what I wanted, and all they could do was follow me around.

And they didn’t realize that I read that contract until I met up with Susie near Central Park. I was supposed to tell her that we were going to the museum, but instead, I said, “We’re going to a bar for a few drinks.”

“We are?” she said.

“No you’re not,” the clipboard producer said.

“Yeah, we are. There’s a great little bar with cheap drinks just around the corner from here. C’mon.” I started walking. Susie looked at the producer and then she looked back at me. She wouldn’t move, until the producer said, “Go with him, I guess.”

“I’m not really much of a drinker,” she said awkwardly after she caught up with me.

“Oh, c’mon. It’ll be fun. Who needs to go walk around some stupid museum? Do you even like museums?”

“Um,” she said. “I don’t really know. I never go to museums.”

“So what do you normally do with your free time?”

She was slow to respond. “I’m trying to become a model,” she said. It was the perfect response. There was no way a transgender man would want to be a model. Women want to be models—it’s a classic feminine pursuit. Though maybe there are a few deluded traps in the world… Maybe Susie was one of them.

I made a point of ordering a drink for her. “I can order my own drink,” she said, giving me a little scowl.

“Women love it when men order drinks for them,” I said with a grin. I’d already been called a sexist a dozen times over the past few weeks, so I no longer cared if one more person thought that I had some sort of gender preference. I still couldn’t figure out what transgenders had to do with sexism. I couldn’t help but wonder if there weren’t some transgenders who were transitioning just so they could get in on some of that sweet victim status.

Susie sipped her strong drink slowly. I wanted to loosen her up, hoping that she would admit that she was being paid by the production. I wanted her to tell me personally: was the production telling her to lie about what was between her legs? She was sipping her drink too slowly, so I ordered a couple of shots. She hesitated before pounding it back. I watched as her pupils dilated as the alcohol entered her body quickly. “How are you feeling?” I asked.

“Are we just going to sit in this bar all afternoon?”

“Just finish your drink, and then we’ll go do something else.” I waved down the waitress and ordered another couple of shots.

Then the producer walked up to me and tapped me on the shoulder. “If the two of you are drunk—that’s not great for TV. Maybe just cut it out with the drinking. If you don’t want to go to the museum, that’s fine. You can maybe walk around Central Park with her.”

I was so sick of walking around Central Park. I rolled my eyes. “I have a better idea.”

And I really did have a better idea. While I was in the bathroom, and the cameras weren’t on me, I made some arrangements over the phone. “I’ll be outside in five minutes,” I was told. So I settled our tab and then I took Susie outside, just as the horse and carriage pulled up. I helped her up onto the carriage while the camera team was still scrambling to get their equipment out from that little bar. “Start driving!” I said to the driver.

“Where am I going?” he asked.

“Just anywhere,” I said.

“Wait!” The producer called out. But her was too late. We were already moving. Susie gripped my hand tightly as we jolted forward. She let a little scream slip, and then she laughed. She had a tight grip, despite her small, fragile hands.

“We’re going to get in trouble,” she said, looking into my eyes.

“Why?”

“Because we’re supposed to let them film us,” she said. “That’s the whole point.”

“They’ve been filming me for days. I’m sick of it.”

“Then why did you sign up for the show?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I guess because I wanted to prove to the world that I’m not a monster. But what I’m learning is, it doesn’t matter what I do or say—everyone just thinks that I’m a monster.”

She looked away, towards the city lights. She wasn’t holding my hand anymore.

“What? Do you think that I’m a monster, too?” I asked.

“I think you’re fine,” she said. “You seem like a nice guy.”

“But…”

“But what?” she said.

“You sounded like you were about to say ‘but’.”

She looked at me with a warm smile, but her eyes looked like she’d been hurt. “Your tweet was just kind of mean.”

“Oh God, not that tweet again,” I said. “I deleted it. It’s gone. I deleted it hours after posting it.”

“Okay,” she said with her soft smile.

“What difference does it even make to you? Surely as a woman, you feel the same way. Isn’t it kind of rude of people to think that men can be just as pretty and feminine as you—even though they didn’t go through the same things you went through?”

She stared into my eyes. Then, she reached a hand into her dress armhole. She clicked off the transmitter that was hooked to her bra strap. Then she motioned for me to do the same. I reached into my jacket’s inside pocket and flicked off my transmitter. “What is it?” I asked.

“Orrin—I’m a transgender,” she said. “You picked a transgender. You lost the gamble. I’m sorry. But you can’t tell anyone that I told you, or they won’t pay me either.”

“Wait—what?” I said. I bit down on my tongue as beads of cold sweat started to tickle the back of my neck. I looked into her eyes and then I remembered that she was likely an actress. She was probably just fooling with me. Maybe she didn’t actually click off her transmitter. Maybe she was just setting me up for an embarrassing moment—the way Cassidy tried to set me up for an embarrassing moment. “Look—I know you’re lying,” I said. “Just don’t bother. I know this date is fake and I know the show is fake. I just want my old life back—that’s the only reason I’m enduring this shit.”

“I’m really a transgender, Orrin. You’re going to find out tomorrow.”

“How am I going to find out? They’re going to tell me? Like they told me Cassidy was really a woman? It’s not like they pulled down her panties and showed the world her pussy. I’m not going to believe anything they say.”

“Would you believe me if I showed you?” she said. “And would it even make any difference?”

“This isn’t funny,” I said. My heart was aflutter in my chest. I took a deep breath and tried to centre myself. I was feeling angry and frustrated and betrayed. They were never going to give me that money. It didn’t matter who I picked. They were going to tell me that my first pick was a woman and that my second pick was a man—it was that simple. It was just their format and I was a victim of it. At least I could still squeeze in a forced apology. I could still salvage my career.

And if I was going to lose anyway, then there was no point in continuing the date. “Hey driver, my apartment is just around this corner. Mind pulling over?” I said. Susie was looking at me with a disappointed look. “What?” I said.

“I don’t know. It’s just—all of the girls were making fun of you in the green room the other day. And for some reason I defended you. I guess I just thought that you weren’t the guy they were making you out to be. But maybe I was wrong.”

“Am I just supposed to smile when people lie to me? Would that make me the good guy you want me to be?” I asked.

“I don’t know what I wanted,” she said.

The carriage came to a stop, but I didn’t get off right away. I looked over at Susie and bit down on my tongue. “Fine,” I said. “Show me. Prove to me that I’m wrong.”

She just sat still—probably feeling stupid as I called her out on her bluff.

“That’s what I thought,” I said. I hopped off the carriage and then started towards my apartment building’s front door. Then I noticed that she was running up beside me.

“What?” I said.

“You want me to prove it—I’m going to prove it,” she said. “But I’m not going to do it in public—that would be illegal.” She smiled and then waited for me to unlock the door. Now my heart was really pounding. Why was she coming up to my apartment? Did she really have a cock to show me? Did I really pick a transgender out of that line-up?


CHAPTER IX

It was quiet up in my apartment—too quiet. We walked in and I locked my door, even though I knew the producer had a key of his own. But they were still out looking for us on the streets of New York City, so we still had some time. We stood awkwardly in my apartment hallway. “Want a drink or something?” I asked.

“I guess so,” she said.

So I went to the fridge and got her a beer. It was all that I had. She cracked it quickly and took a long sip. I cracked one of my own but I didn’t take a sip right away. Instead, I watched her. I looked at her closely and studied her figure. She still had those narrow shoulders and those wide hips. She still had that gentle face and that beautiful hair. She was still a woman as far as I could tell.

“That camera team will probably be back soon,” I said, hoping she would get on with this ‘proof’ that she apparently had.

She stared into my eyes for a moment. “This is very embarrassing—I hope that you know that.”

“I can imagine,” I said. And then she continued to stand still, as if she was waiting for me to tell her that she didn’t have to show me anything. But if I was going to suffer through some humiliation in the morning, then I wanted to know that it was justified. Though I was almost positive that Susie had nothing to show me. Maybe she would show me some bulge in her panties—a fake cock put there to give me a heart attack. But I was going to make sure she gave me definitive proof—proof that she didn’t have because it didn’t exist.

She took a deep breath and then she lifted up her skirt, showing her panties. To my surprise, there was no bulge. I was just looking at a totally normal pair of panties on a normal girl. Then she reached down with two fingers and she began to pull her panties to the side. Suddenly, a long cock flopped out. It had been tucked back, between her legs. Her ball sack was deflated as her testicles were inside of her body.

And I was speechless. My heart stuttered and then I took a closer look. It must have been fake. The production team probably paid a lot of money for it. I looked around me, trying to spot hidden cameras. Maybe the plan was to get me alone in my apartment. Maybe the crew had set up many little cameras while I was sleeping, hoping to get all of my humiliation documented. “It’s fake,” I said as my skin began to turn red. “It’s like something they use in movies.”

She rolled her eyes. “Feel it,” she said.

“No,” I said.

“Then what other proof do you want?” she asked. She let her skirt fall down, covering that cock up.

My heart was still racing. I bit down on my tongue and I wiped the sweat off of my forehead. “Let me see it again,” I said.

So she lifted up her skirt. It was still dangling there. And how could I know that it wasn’t fake? Even if I touched it—I didn’t know what a prosthetic felt like. Maybe it would feel exactly the same. “Get it hard,” I said. My voice was trembling slightly. I felt like a complete lunatic, but I had to know for sure—and I knew that there was no such thing as a fake cock that could become realistically aroused.

Her face became red. “And how do you want me to do that?”

“I don’t know. Think about something sexy.” I took a deep breath. I looked over at my thermostat, to make sure it wasn’t cranked past one hundred degrees. It was actually a few degrees below room temperature.

“I can’t just get myself aroused,” she said.

I smiled. “So it is fake,” I said. “Any guy can get himself aroused. You just massage your dick until it’s hard—it’s not rocket science.”

“But I’m not a guy,” she said with a grin of her own. “Girls are more complicated than guys. We need more than just rubbing.”

I shook my head. “Bullshit.”

“Take off your clothes,” she said. “And rub your cock. Get yourself hard. That might do the trick.”

I laughed, and then I realized that she was serious. Did she actually want me to strip down in front of her? Did she really want me to jerk myself off like an idiot—probably with a dozen hidden cameras pointed at me? I looked around. “Where are the cameras?” I asked.

“Take me somewhere you know there aren’t any cameras,” she said. “Or are you just determined to think that you’re right?”

“Fine,” I said. I thought for a moment and then remembered that the building manager sometimes left the door to the roof unlocked. There was a garden up there, but it was late now—there was no way anyone would be up there, and there was no way the production team even knew about it. “Follow me,” I said. I led her back to the elevator and then we went all the way up to the top floor, down the hallway, and up the ladder to the roof. It was a warm night and the city lights were impressive.

“Okay,” she said. “Now strip. Get me aroused.” She shimmied down her skirt and then she shimmied down her panties, revealing that very real looking cock. But I knew it had to be fake.

I took a deep breath, and then I pulled off my shirt. I tugged down my pants, and then she said, “Slow down. Make it sexy. If you want to get me aroused, you’re going to need to put in a bit of effort.”

I forced a smile and slowed myself down. I gently tugged my pants down to my ankles, and then I stood up straight. I took the waistband of my boxers and began to dance them slowly down my hips, first revealing my pubic hair, then revealing the base of my shaft. “Is this doing it for you?” I asked.

“You’ve actually got a pretty nice body. You should wear clothes that show it off more,” she said with a big smile.

“What can I say? I go to the gym about once a month.” My face was red-hot as I pulled my boxers over the tip of my shaft. I was standing naked in front of a woman with a fake cock, standing on top of a building where we could be seen by anyone with a half-decent pair of binoculars.

“Now rub it,” she said.

So I took my cock and began to rub it with my fist. “This is very embarrassing, by the way,” I said.

“Rub it slower. You look like a monkey at the zoo.” She laughed. I had to admit: she had a cute laugh—and a very feminine laugh. How could a man learn how to laugh in a feminine way? Isn’t laughter an automatic and instinctual thing? I rubbed my cock slower. But it wasn’t getting hard. “Show me your titties,” I said.

“Titties? What is this—high school?” she laughed again. Then she gently took the base of her top and lifted it up. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She had nice, perky tits—but I could see the subtle scars from her implant surgery. Lots of girls get implants—not just t-girls. But for implants, they were nice. Her nipples were perky and her breasts looked soft. She took one and squeezed it gently. “Do you like them?”

“They’re nice,” I said. And now I could feel a tingling in the tip of my dick. I was getting hard. I kept my gaze glued to those breasts—at least I tried to; but every few seconds, I couldn’t help but look down at that cock, which was starting to seem bigger. It was even starting to curve slightly to the side. But that must have been in my imagination, because it wasn’t real and fake cocks can’t become erect.

“I’m getting hard,” she said. My heart skipped a beat.

“No you aren’t,” I said. “But nice try.”

She reached down and grabbed her dick. She lifted it up and gently pulled back her foreskin. Now her testicles were in her ball sack, having descended after being stuffed up all day. I could almost see that ball sack swelling, and then veins up and down her shaft looked darker, as if they were pumping blood into her shaft. But it just wasn’t possible. She couldn’t be a man. She was too beautiful. She was practically my dream girl—but how could my dream girl have a cock?

I stopped rubbing. I found myself watching her. She let go of her shaft, but it remained upright, now erect and throbbing. “Believe me yet?” she asked. She reached down and covered it. She had dark red cheeks.

“Wait—it’s fake. It has to be fake.”

She rolled her eyes. “Why can’t you just accept that some transgender chicks are your type?”

“You’re not my type,” I said. My voice cracked. “I mean—you’re very pretty, don’t get me wrong. But you’re—you’re a man.”

“A man?” she said. “That’s rude.”

“Don’t get me wrong. You’re beautiful and convincing. And you sound just like a chick. And your body is… it’s out of this world.”

“So what about me is manly to you? Is it just my cock?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. I felt panicked, like my world was crashing down around me. Were my critics right? Were there t-girls who were just as feminine as real girls? And if Susie went and got the full reassignment surgery, what would be left for me to cling onto? Was I really going to start judging my women based off of their DNA? Was I going to demand a DNA test from every girl I wanted to ask on a date? At some point, I needed to accept that some traps could really be women, or I was going to drive myself crazy.

“I’m sorry if tomorrow is embarrassing for you,” she said. “I hope you don’t think that’s what I want.”

“It’s fine. Maybe I deserve it,” I said.

“I don’t think you do. Our opinions are based on our experiences. It’s easy to judge an opinion, but it’s not so easy to judge a person’s experiences,” she said.

“You really are very beautiful. I mean—I guess I think you’re a woman—even with that—that thing.”

“Thanks,” she said. “That means a lot—especially coming from you.” She smiled. “But can you prove it?”

“Prove it? How can I prove it?”

“Well you slept with that Cassidy chick, didn’t you? Maybe—I don’t know—maybe we could fool around a little bit.”

“You want to fool around?” I asked. My heart fluttered. I was terrified, but also strangely excited. I felt like I was about drop a whole lot of weight off of my shoulders. I felt like I was finally going to get my career back, but for the right reasons—without having to lie. When the next person asked me about my tweet, I could really tell them that I was sorry, and mean it.

I walked over to Susie. I put my hands on her sides and then I leaned in to kiss her. And her lips were soft—just as soft as Cassidy’s lips—maybe even softer. I slid my hands up and down, feeling her curves. How did she have curves? She was a woman—and most women have curves. So why was I surprised? It was going to take some time before I was completely comfortable with the whole transgender thing—but that’s only natural. They couldn’t possibly expect me to change entirely overnight—though they were getting a pretty massive change.

I cupped her breasts and squeezed. They felt real, though a bit stiff. I gently pinched her nipples and rolled them, making them perkier. Then, it was time to cross the biggest barrier.

I reached down with one hand, across her stomach and across her pelvis. She was clean-shaven, making my first time with a tranny easier to handle. Though my heart still skipped a beat once my fingertips crossed onto her shaft. It was hard and warm, and I could feel it throbbing. I paused for a moment while I caught my breath and calmed my heart. Then I slipped my fingers around her curved girth. “It’s not so bad, right?” she said.

“I guess not,” I said. I looked down at it as I pulled back her foreskin. Her cock was actually kind of pretty in a feminine way. She clearly kept good care of it—keeping it clean and moisturized. I watched as I gently pumped it. Her tip was starting to turn a slight shade of red.

“Do you want to suck it?” she asked.

I sunk slowly to my knees. I curled my fingers around her cock and then I aimed it right at my lips. I didn’t close my eyes and I leaned forward. It was a strange sensation: feeling her cock in my mouth while smelling her floral perfume. I slid her shaft back, all the way to my throat. I slurped my tongue around it, feeling all of her veins and hard ridges. “That feels good,” she said.

I gently nodded my head, as much as I could without spitting out her dick. I kind of liked the way it felt in my mouth. It was warm and satisfying, cradled perfectly on my tongue as if it belonged there. I had my hands on her thighs, with my fingers wrapped all the way around to her perky bum.

I slipped my hands back, so they were more on her butt cheeks, with my fingers pressing into her butt crack. I even slipped a fingertip into her tight butthole, making her perk up and gasp. “You’re dirty,” she said.

“You’re hot,” I said, looking up from below her tall shaft. It was an interesting view: with her erection and her perky tits in the same line of sight. But I kind of liked it. My heart stuttered with arousal. “Turn around.”

She smiled and bit her bottom lip as she spun slowly, facing her bum towards me. It was a more familiar sight: a woman’s ass. I took her cheeks and spread them, revealing her puckering hole. I leaned in, nestling my face between her cheeks. I pressed my tongue into that little hole and I began to lick. It was only a few seconds before she was moaning and giggling at the same time. “What if someone can see us?” she said.

“Who cares?” I asked.

“Aren’t you worried about what your fans will think?”

And I figured she was referring to the commenters with their swastika profile pictures. “I could care less,” I said. I got my tongue in deep, making her perk upright and gasp. I even slipped a finger in, so that I could feel the inside of her body.

“Are you going to fuck me or what?” she said.

So I stood up, bent her over, and pressed the tip of my throbbing erection against her wet back door. I rubbed it in circles, teasing her and teasing myself. I felt calm—not worried at all about the fact that I was about to penetrate a biological male. But to even think of her as a biological male seemed absurd. She was a woman as far as my mind was concerned, and no amount of evidence suggesting otherwise could make me think anything else. I started pressing my tip into her butt. She clenched hard on my cock, which felt amazing. I pressed my fingertips into her sides as I held her tightly.

“You’re so big,” she said.

“You’re tight. But I can fix that,” I said with a big grin.

She was already moaning, already halfway towards her orgasm. As I sunk in deep, I reached around and grabbed that beautiful cock. I squeezed it and stroked it, revelling in her throbbing. I felt her warm tip and then I wiped up the drop of pre-cum that was oozing out. I brought it to my lips and tasted it. It was sweet.

“Fuck me already. Please just fuck me!”

I started pumping her, making her moan and groan and squirm. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her, and I could take my hand off of her cock. I kept pumping, desperate to make her come. I wanted to taste her load. I wanted to feel her thick substance dripping off of my fingers. I wanted to rub it up and down her shaft and then I wanted to smear it all over her perfect, perky bum.

I was thrusting her quickly, loving every second inside of her tight tunnel. I would slap her ass to make her clench, so the pleasure would become even more intense. And then I wasn’t sure the pleasure could possibly become any more intense.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “I think I’m going to come.”

“Just ten more seconds,” she said with her teeth clenched tight. She started to scream and then I felt her cock bloating up. I slid my hand up to her tip and then I felt that first blast of warm wetness. She was coming and I was catching it like a human condom. I waited until the palm of my hand was full, then I spread that goo down her long erection. I smeared some on her backside, and then I licked some off of my fingers. It was so delicious—she was so delicious. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I came in her tight hole.

She screamed and I groaned and nearly toppled over with her. But somehow we stayed on our feet. I pulled out of her tush and watched as my creampie oozed out of her, falling out in globs down her beautiful thighs.

“You have to stay the night,” I said.

“That won’t just make tomorrow more embarrassing?” she said.

“No,” I said. “If anything, it will just make people extraordinarily jealous of me.”

Her face was bright and lit up. She was smiling and biting her bottom lip. We fucked again that night, while the camera team was asleep in my living room. We tried to be quiet, but I’m pretty sure we woke everyone up when Susie came. She screamed and made a bit of a mess of my bed sheets—but I didn’t mind.

They took her away in an early shuttle that next morning. I didn’t see her again until she was standing on the stage.

“So Orrin—we understand that you already discovered Susie’s true gender,” said the host of the show once the cameras were rolling. “Why don’t you let the audience know what you learned?”

“She’s a woman,” I said.

The host smiled. “Right—well, she wasn’t always that way, was she?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “She’s a woman now, isn’t she?” I said.

“So you’ve changed your views—that’s great to hear. You may have lost the gamble, but you’ve gained a whole new sympathy.”

I shook my head. “You didn’t answer my question,” I said. “Don’t you agree that she’s a woman now?”

He looked at me with an awkward smile. “Of course I agree,” he said.

I smiled. “Then I didn’t lose the gamble,” I said. “You told me to pick two women, and I picked two women. Unless you’re now saying that Susie isn’t a woman.”

The host stuttered. He looked at the camera with a terribly awkward smile and then he looked back at me. “I—uh—I suppose your right.” Now he was looking at the producer, who was shrugging his shoulders and shaking his head, as if he didn’t know what to do. “Should we cut?” the host hushed.

“You can do as many retakes as you want,” I said. “I’m going to say the same thing. Susie’s a girl. And by the way, we’re going on another date today. You’re welcome to follow us around for a bit if you need more footage.”

“I—uh—I guess you’re right. I guess you did pick two women, so you technically are the first winner of The Gamble. How does it feel?” He held the microphone out to me while looking back at the producer.

“It feels good. To be honest, I’ve never felt better—and not just because you’re going to give me a lot of money. I feel… happy. I don’t know if I’ve ever felt this happy. I’m just so excited to take Susie out on another date. I think we’re going to check out that museum that we missed yesterday. What do you think?”

The host’s face was white, and so was the producer’s face—but I didn’t care. I wasn’t trying to put them on the spot—I truly believed that I won. And I really did win, in more ways than one.

THE END
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