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    GAMER CHICKS 
 
    Dan and Travis have just started playing the massively popular online video game, Lands of Eluria. Just a few weeks into their in-game adventures, they realize how easy it is to trick other players into giving them gold and items by pretending to be women. As the weeks go by, their little charade reaches all-new levels, even seeping into their real lives. Besides, if their scheme works on men in video games, why wouldn’t it work on men in real life? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Both Travis and I started playing Lands of Eluria at the same time, so I was understandably surprised when he logged in one day and had way better items than me. It made no sense, we’d both played roughly the same amount of time (which was a lot, seeing as we were both unemployed, living in our parents’ basements), and usually, save for a few nights, we had always played together. So how could he have gotten so far ahead of me in such a short period of time?  
 
    I expected him to be a bit further ahead than me, seeing as I had been out of town for a couple of days for a wedding, but Travis wasn’t just a couple of days ahead of me, he was ages ahead of me. He had items that I was fairly certain you could only get by beating some of the toughest bosses in the game, and we were nowhere near the necessary level to take those bosses on. So how the hell did he get those items? And how did he get so much gold? Something wasn’t right. 
 
    There were websites where you could spend real money on in-game gold and weapons and armour, but I knew there was no chance Travis had ventured onto one of those sites, not because he was too poor (which he was) but because he was too cheap. Travis was the cheapest person I’d ever met in my life. He was the one who convinced me to wait before buying my copy of Lands of Eluria because he knew there was a sale coming up in a few weeks: a few weeks of anxious anticipation for three bucks… $57.00 down from $59.99. 
 
    So how did he get the items? He wouldn’t tell me. Every time I asked, he just laughed into his microphone, as if to taunt me. “Maybe I just got really lucky with my raids last night. Did you ever think of that?” he asked, but I knew he was full of it. I’d known Travis for long enough to know when he was bullshitting me, and now, he was bullshitting me. He hadn’t gotten lucky, at least not with his raids, like he was claiming now. He’d figured out a little trick and he was perfectly happy teasing me with it, dangling it in front of my face like a piece of raw meat in front of a hungry dog.  
 
    We’d always been very competitive together, probably too much so for a couple of gamers. Whenever a new game came out, it always became some sort of contest: who could beat the final boss first, who could get to the highest level first, that kind of thing. But Lands of Eluria was different: it was a team game, and we were on a team together. Him withholding his secret from me was holding himself back just as much as it was holding me back. I’m sure he knew that, but he probably couldn’t help it. I’d destroyed him in the last five (or maybe more) games that we’d played together, so this was probably his way of ‘reclaiming’ the throne.  
 
    I didn’t want to beg him to tell me his little secret, but after I missed another night and came back to him freshly decked out with all-new gear, I felt like I had no choice. I begged, which was exactly what he wanted. I could practically hear the smirk over the internet, through our voice-chat setup. “You really want to know?” he said, making sure I knew he had something I wanted, making sure I knew that I was begging like a pathetic, little loser. And it was pretty pathetic, an adult begging for video game advice—and rest assured that I felt that pathetic vibe lingering in my whole body. 
 
    “It’s easy,” he said, and I laughed. It couldn’t actually be easy. If it was easy, I would have figured it out at some point in the hundreds of hours I had logged in that stupid video game. “I just pretend to be a girl and people give me stuff.” I was silent for a moment, unsure of whether or not to believe him. If he was telling the truth, then it really was easy. Hell, it couldn’t have been easier. Pretending to be a woman for five minutes for a piece of gold beats the hell out of grinding in the Dark Forest for a dozen hours.  
 
    I called bullshit, and then he proved it. He logged out and then logged back in with an alternate character, a female character, I didn’t know he had. His alternate character’s level was nearly as high as mine, because he’d convinced guys to pull him through difficult levels where there was way more experience to be gained, if you could survive. The guys Travis had found must have been pretty good, to be able to pull a low level through dungeons where he was able to get the awesome gear that he had.  
 
    Though I was still sceptical, until he showed me. He had me stand nearby in the town square while he sent out a public message, saying, “Can anyone help a girl out with a quest?” Within a minute, he had five high-level characters around him, offering to help. When he explained which quest he needed help with, he was clever in choosing a quest that was far out of his skill level. Some of the guys offered to do the quest with him, others gave him gear that would help him survive. I couldn’t believe it—I’d asked for help (that I actually needed) in the town square before, and I’d gotten nothing. He just added in the fact that he was a girl, and bam: he was getting more help than I could have dreamed of. 
 
    He told me to try it. I felt silly making a female character, and I felt even sillier typing in “Anyone here mind helping a girl out with a raid?” I don’t know why, but I felt so naughty, so dirty. But sure enough, plenty of guys came to help out. “You’re way too low of a level for that raid,” one guy said, “But you should be fine as long as you have enchanted armour. Here, take this…” He gave me a set of enchanted armour, better than the armour I had equipped on the character I’d been playing with for weeks. I couldn’t help but feel a little bit angry, knowing how much time I’d sunk into the game that was now for nothing.  
 
    Travis and I both played as our female characters for the rest of the day, and we ended up scoring a ton of gear, and levelling up an insane amount. After a few days abusing Travis’s little trick, we were both higher levels than our main accounts, and we had way better gear.  
 
    It was a few days into our charade that one of the strangers in the game asked me to add him on Facebook (he sent me a link to his profile and everything), and I realized Travis’s gender-play experiment had a lot more potential than we were giving it credit. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    People were giving us decent gear, and we were getting pulled through raids that were beyond our skill level, and that was nice and everything, but I wanted more. I wanted legendary items. I wanted to be pulled through end-game raids that would sky-rocket my skill-tree. But no matter how girly I got with guys in the game, no one was giving up their best loot. Even flustered virgins didn’t want to give up items that they’d spent weeks finding.  
 
    But aside from pretending to be bubbly girls inside of the game, Travis and I weren’t doing much to convince them to give up their prized possessions. But what if they thought they were getting something in return? 
 
    I had an idea. 
 
    I made a fake Facebook profile, using pictures I found online. I didn’t just use any pictures, I used pictures of an amateur porn actress, someone no one would recognize. I only uploaded seemingly innocent photos of her, clothed. I added fake schooling information, a little fake biography, and some fake interests and hobbies. I added a bunch of random people as friends, and most of them added me back, probably assuming I was some old high school classmate that they didn’t remember. The men especially were quick to accept my friend requests.  
 
    Then, I added the fellow from Lands of Eluria, with the message, “Hey, it’s TiffanyStar from LoE!” He added me in a heartbeat, undoubtedly shocked when he saw my pictures, which weren’t of the three-hundred pound basement dweller he was probably expecting.  
 
    I started chatting with him, asking him about what he did for a living, that kind of thing. He was training to become a mechanic. His father owned a small car shop that he was probably going to take over once his father retired. He said he lived in a small town, but he didn’t say where (I didn’t ask, afraid to get too personal). His hobbies included painting, mountain biking, and who cares… A couple of days of casual conversation later, he gave me a legendary sword for my in-game character. “I don’t need it,” he said, but I knew he was lying. It was better than anything he owned, and it probably cost him a few weeks of hard grinding to get. I was flattered, and I felt very guilty.  
 
    So later that night, I sent him a nude photo of me (well, not of me, of course, but of the amateur porn actress whose identity I was borrowing). It was the whole reason I picked someone in porn, because I knew I would have a plethora of photos at my disposal for when guys started dishing out the loot. I can almost guarantee my Lands of Eluria victim masturbated to that photo that night, and probably the next morning, too.  
 
    A week later, he gave me a shield that was far better than any shield he owned. He even started gifting me in-game gold. Now, Travis was the one scratching his head. “Did someone give all of that to you?” he asked. 
 
    “Maybe,” I said with a smirk on my face that just wouldn’t go away. Now I was the one sitting in the throne, dangling the piece of raw meat in front of his hungry eyes.  
 
    I found a few more guys that were willing to add me on Facebook, who fell for my trap, hook, line, and sinker. I chatted them up for a few days, getting more and more flirty, eventually sending over some carefully selected nudes. I was getting more legendary gear than I knew what to do with, more gold than I could spend. With the equipment I had, I was able to solo difficult raids, getting more experience in single nights than I would have gotten in entire months as a man. It seemed unfair, and it probably was, though it’s hard to give a shit when you’re the one benefitting.  
 
    When I told Travis what I was doing, he broke into a fit of laughter. “Are you fucking kidding me?” he said. I could hear him literally slapping his knees through his microphone. I showed him my fake Facebook profile, and then I endured another few minutes of his laughter. He made fun of me for the rest of that day, but then I knew he started doing the same thing, because just a few days later, he started logging in with legendary gear that he never had before.  
 
    We ditched our original male characters. It was too much of a pain in the ass to organize gear trades between characters, and there was no point anyway, seeing as our female characters had just grown to be way better. There was no sense in adding extra steps and extra work, just to have male avatars.  
 
    By the end of the month, both Travis and I were decked out with the best gear in the game. We’d beaten all of the hardest bosses (many times over) and we were the highest level you could reach. Suffice to say, the novelty began to wear off. We both ended up creating new characters, male, with the intention of playing the game through properly, but it wasn’t the same as before, knowing how easy it was to just smash our way through the game by pretending to be women. 
 
    “Do you want to do a raid or something?’ Travis asked me one afternoon. 
 
    “Nah,” I said. I hadn’t logged into Lands of Eluria for a few days. There wasn’t any point in defeating the hardest boss one more time for the chance to get an item I already had. “Maybe another time.” Another time never came. The game had lost its appeal. We stopped playing altogether. 
 
    I forgot about my fake Facebook account, until I randomly remembered it few weeks later. I was slightly curious to see what the guys I’d spent weeks talking to thought of my sudden disappearance, so I logged on to check my missed messages. Sure enough, all of them had sent me messages, asking if I was okay, asking where I went. Larry, one of the guys who had been particularly generous, noticed that I was online, and he messaged me right then. “Hey, you’re alive,” he said. 
 
    “I am,” I replied. I don’t know why I replied. I was done with Lands of Eluria, and there was no sense in stringing these guys along any longer. But a part of me missed the attention they showered me with, the gifts they gave me with no strings attached (maybe a few of them were hoping for nude photos, but they never asked outright).  
 
    “I’ve missed you. I was worried something bad happened. Why don’t you ever go on LoE anymore?” he asked. 
 
    “I’ve been busy with school,” I said, lying of course. I ended up spending a good chunk of that night chatting, finding myself getting flirtier and flirtier as the night went on, even sending him another little nude tease shot. But why was I bothering? There was nothing I could get out of the interaction, unless I wanted to continue playing Lands of Eluria, which I didn’t. So why waste a whole night of my life on something that would amount to absolutely nothing?  
 
    I thought about it. It was the attention. It was nice, having someone to actually care about me, someone to notice when I wasn’t around for a few days, someone to shower me with compliments, even if most of them were about my fake pictures—some of them were about my personality, which was really me. I wasn’t putting on a fake personality—sure, I was being a bit more bubbly and outgoing than usual, and I lied about some of my hobbies and background, but my personality was still mine. I never got that kind of validation as a man. It was refreshing.  
 
    I felt like I needed to tell Larry why I wouldn’t be online anymore, I felt like I owed him that much after he gave me half of his gear and gold, and after he was so nice to me. “I can’t afford to pay the monthly fee anymore. Money is too tight, and I’m too busy with school anyway. I’ll hopefully be back in a few months,” I said.  
 
    “Money’s tight?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I can hardly afford rent,” I said. 
 
    “Well I can send you some money. I don’t mind. My parents are rich and they insist on sending me money every month, even though I have a good job. I think they’re hoping it will get them grandchildren faster,” he said. 
 
    My heart stuttered. I felt bad, but at the same time I couldn’t bring myself to turn him down. He was about to send me money, for absolutely nothing. And all I’d done was chat with him for a while and I’d sent him some fake nudes. “Really, you would do that?” I said. 
 
    “Totally,” he said. He ended up sending me five-hundred bucks. “Hopefully it helps.” 
 
    I could feel the guilt weighing down in my gut. It didn’t seem right—it wasn’t right. I’m almost sure it was technically illegal. I was an imposter, running a full-blown scam. I had a good feeling my Facebook friend wasn’t being totally honest with me, about his rich parents and his good job. I had a good feeling that five hundred dollars was a big chunk of all he had, but I accepted it anyway. Larry had lied to me when he’d given me his legendary items in the game, saying he didn’t need them, so I could only assume he was still lying, probably just trying to impress me. 
 
    And then I looked at the other friends I’d added during my time playing Lands of Eluria. There were so many potential victims of my little scam. Larry was asking to chat with me over Skype, which of course I couldn’t do, but it did give me a crazy idea. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
     I deleted my Facebook profile and set up a new one, with a new name, a set of fake hobbies, and a new fake biography. If I was going to take my little catfish scam to a whole new level, I needed to start fresh. I knew that if I was going to get people sending me money, they were going to want to see me face-to-face. It was a fluke that my first victim was willing to send me five hundred bucks without verifying that I was a female first—the thought probably never even crossed his mind. 
 
    I was dealing with gamers, and gamers are generally a desperate type. They spend whole days inside, playing games, avoiding real social interaction. As a result, they don’t tend to get a lot of female action. I can’t exactly say that I was any better—I’d never been with a woman before, and I’m sure that was partially because I spent most of my free time alone, playing video games. But I couldn’t help it, I didn’t like going out to bars or clubs. I didn’t like going out much at all. People are just so negative. No one ever looks at one another in the streets. Life is so impersonal. 
 
    That’s why I played video games, as a way to escape real life. In a video game, you can be whoever you want to be, and you can do or say anything you want to do or say without fear of being ridiculed and humiliated. Inside of a video game, no one cares whether you want to go out and conquer a dungeon, or if you just want to hang around doing nothing.  
 
    Lands of Eluria was an especially great game because you could customize your character however you wanted to. You could make your character a boy or a girl, tall or short, thin or fat… You could even get up close and customize the colour of your eyes, the shape of your eyebrows, the plumpness of your lips—everything. In the game, you could spend your gold on outfits that were for aesthetics only, and had no affect on your character’s performance. I’ll admit that I spent a lot of the gold I earned in the game on mostly useless outfits with my female character. Some of the most fun I had playing that game was in the character customization. 
 
    For my new Facebook profile, I couldn’t just upload any photos to my page, seeing as I knew people were going to want to Skype with me, see my face, especially once I lured them deeper into my scheme. I was going to need to become a woman. 
 
    I didn’t have any women’s clothing or makeup or even a wig at my disposal. Though I did have more than enough money to get myself set up, with the five hundred bucks that Larry had given me, but I was far too nervous to go into the mall by myself, into those women’s clothing stores to try on different outfits. I tried—I went to the mall and found myself standing outside of the stores I knew I needed to go into, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. 
 
    Spending a good chunk of your life in front of a computer screen, playing video games in the safe anonymity of the internet, one tends to develop a degree of social anxiety. Social anxiety tends to stop a person from going into a woman’s clothing store and trying on women’s clothing.  
 
    I called Travis and asked him to meet me at the mall. “I’ll explain why when you get here,” I said. I sat alone on a bench while I waited for him to show up. For some reason, I could bare the idea of doing the shopping with Travis. For some reason, the thought of explaining my  outrageous plan to Travis seemed a lot easier than trying to face the awkwardness alone. I knew he would make fun of me, like he usually did, but I had a feeling he would be on board, and he would probably want in on it, once he found out where my initial investment came from. 
 
    I was right, he did make fun of me, and then he stopped laughing when I told him about the five-hundred dollars Larry sent me. “Do you really think we can look like women?” he asked, already including himself in on the plan without my invitation.  
 
    “I don’t see why not.” We were both smaller guys and neither of us could grow any facial hair. In high school, girls used to tell me how they wished they had my eyelashes—apparently I had very full, long eyelashes. And Travis was always being mistaken for a woman from behind, because of his longer hair and his petite stature. I couldn’t see any reason why we couldn’t transform ourselves into convincing women. 
 
    Besides, it’s not like we needed to become supermodels. We were going to be conning gamers, guys who rarely or never got any action. When you’re desperate, your standards tend to take a nosedive.  
 
    Even with Travis, I had to take a deep breath before going into the women’s clothing store. Travis didn’t seem to have the same reservations, walking right in with his head up high. He had dollar signs in his eyes. He could have cared less what the store clerk thought about him.  
 
    I followed him in, doing my best not to make any eye-contact with the store clerk who was looking our way, wondering what two guys were doing in a store that sold dresses and skirts and high-heels. She probably thought we were buying gifts for our girlfriends, but she probably stopped thinking that when Travis took a dress off of the rack and said, “I’m trying this one on. What do you think?” He held it up. It was a small, white summery dress with thin shoulder straps. Travis went into the change room and slipped into the little dress. He came out and did a little spin. “It fits perfectly,” he said. The store clerk was staring at us now with wide eyes and parted lips.  
 
    “I think it looks good,” I said. “It’s a bit short though, don’t you think?” The skirt of his dress hardly covered his ass. 
 
    He turned around and give his bum a good wiggle. “What? Don’t you like it? I think it’s sexy.” He started to laugh. His carefree attitude was certainly helping me relax. I’m not sure whether he was really getting into it, or if he was just having fun with it, getting a kick out of the store clerk’s expressive reactions.  
 
    He tried on three different dresses before I built up the courage to try on a single top. I went for something simple: a tight black tank-top and a pair of short jean shorts. I took a padded bra into the change room with me, knowing the tight top would look awfully strange on a flat chest. 
 
    I got undressed in the change room and then I slipped into the jean shorts. They were tighter than any shorts I’d ever put on in my life, and exponentially shorter. They were shorter than my boxers even, so I had to go commando. The tip of my cock kept slipping out the leg of the shorts—I was going to need to get a good pair of panties to hold everything in properly, I thought to myself. I struggled to get the bra on (it took me a while before I realized I could clip it on backwards and then spin it around), and then the struggle continued as I slipped on the tank top, which was tighter than any shirt I’d ever worn. Why are women’s clothes so tight? I looked in the mirror—oh, that’s why.  
 
    I looked good—at least, my body looked good. When I blocked out my face, I thought I was really looking at a woman. It’s amazing how much different a person can look with a quick wardrobe change and a fake bust. I slipped out from the outfit, and then back into my regular clothes. Unlike Travis, I wasn’t feeling quite brave enough to jump out into the open to show myself off. I thought I looked good, but I don’t think I was in any place to brag.  
 
    I found a few more outfits: a skirt I really liked, a sweater that went with it, a few pairs of stockings, a pair of camouflage leggings (which may have been my favourite of the lot, they made my legs look amazing), and a little black dress that just about touched my knees. My haul wasn’t nearly as skimpy as Travis’s selections. Everything he picked looked like it was designed for eighteen year old floozies to wear down to the clubs. The most conservative piece of clothing he bought was a pair of shiny gold leggings, which were very, very tight. He slipped his cock between his legs and said, “Doesn’t it look like a camel toe?” 
 
    The store clerk said nothing at all when we checked out. I’m not sure whether or not she even blinked as she scanned each item and then handed us the payment terminal.  
 
    We stopped in at a shoe store, where I picked up a cute pair of white flats and Travis got a couple pairs of heels, we hit up a store that sold wigs, where I got myself a long platinum blonde wig, and then we finished our shopping spree at the makeup store, where we each bought a complete kit, seeing as neither of us knew exactly what we needed. By the end of the day, we’d spent the entire five hundred that Larry had given me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I looked online at different makeup styles, trying to pick one that would best suit my character. Searching through the various possibilities, I started to realize how similar creating my female character was to customizing my Lands of Eluria character. I ended up logging into my Lands of Eluria account to take a closer look at my character, to see how her makeup looked. I ended up trying to emulate that style, which was a kind of smoky-eyed look with understated pink lipstick. It was harder than I thought it would be, applying the eyeliner, the eye-shadow, and the mascara, but the results were unbelievable. Before I was even finished, I hardly recognized myself, especially once I had my wig on my head. 
 
    I had the sudden instinct to go and lock my bedroom door, not that my parents ever came anywhere near my bedroom anyway. Suddenly, what I was doing seemed real. I was really going to pretend to be a woman, not just behind the safety of a computer screen, but with my face in front of a webcam, speaking out loud with my real voice. It seemed so ludicrous! Did I actually think that I could fool men into thinking I was a woman? Why was that such an insane proposition? I did look like a woman, didn’t I? I even looked pretty good, better than most of the women I knew in real life. If I saw a girl who looked just like me on the streets, I would have fantasized about asking her out. Of course I would have never done it—I was way too cute to actually approach, way out of my league, way too intimidating.  
 
    I laughed. It was silly to think I was out of my own league. Hopefully the desperate gaming community didn’t think the same. It would have been a shame to put in all that work and then to have nothing come out of it because guys were too afraid to chat me up. 
 
    When my parents were out at work, I set my camera up on a tripod in the yard, and I set it to take a picture every five seconds for three minutes. I wanted my pictures to look real, so I would look like a real person. It was too easy to just sit in my room and take pictures with my webcam. I pretended to be doing activities in the yard, walking casually, looking around as if there was no camera there, but the pictures all ended up looking odd. Sure, I looked good in them, but they looked more staged than ever. If I was going to get real-looking pictures, I was going to need to go out into the real world, something I hardly ever did, even as a man. 
 
    Before leaving I practiced my voice. There were tons of ‘how to speak like a woman’ tutorials on the internet, some of them were better than others. It only took me an hour or so before I thought my voice was convincing enough. I figured I could always practice more later, but I’d gotten good enough at saying, “Do you mind taking my picture?” that I was comfortable going out. 
 
    At least, I thought I was comfortable going out. I was fine for the first few blocks, as I made my way towards 17th avenue, our town’s ‘trendy’ street, where most people hung out. As soon as I started seeing people all around me, I began to panic, my social anxiety flooding back to me like a tidal wave. I was suddenly hyper-conscious of the way I looked, worried people would be able to tell I was wearing a wig, or that they would be able to distinguish my Adam’s apple, or that my voice wasn’t actually convincing at all. 
 
    I froze up, my body becoming tense, as a group of men walked right by me. One of them looked me in the eyes and then he looked down and scanned my body. Every inch of my body felt wrong, as if my padded bra had been nudged out of place, my skirt was riding up to expose my bulge, and there were spots on my legs that I’d failed to shave. The man looked back up at me with a smile, and then he said, “Hello,” and kept on walking. 
 
    I looked down. My bra was fine, my skirt was fine, and my legs were still as smooth as butter. There was nothing wrong with the way I looked, save for the fact that my tense shoulders were up near my ears and I was walking like a robot that needed its hinges greased. I took a deep breath. No one was looking at me funny. The only looks I was getting were smiles and friendly nods. In fact, I was getting a better reception than I was used to getting as a man. People rarely smiled at me, usually only frowning when we made eye-contact—or scowling, as if to say, ‘Why the hell are you looking at me?’ As a result, I developed a bad habit of staring down at my feet and avoiding all possible eye-contact. 
 
    That bad habit was quickly disappearing with every smile I got out on 17th avenue. I stopped at a red light and the man next to me said, “I love your skirt. It’s very flattering.” My initial instinct was to assume he was screwing with me, teasing me because he knew that I was actually a man. Then I looked up at him and realized he was smiling with rosy cheeks. His face seemed genuine. It was a real compliment. I thanked him, my own cheeks turning a shade of crimson, and then I carried on. 
 
    I found a few strangers who were willing to take my picture for me. I pretended to be a tourist, new to the city, wanting to have some memories of my trip. One of the men who took my picture smiled when I told him I was a tourist, and then he brought me in a little nearby shop, which belonged to him, and he gave me a ball cap, with our town’s name on it. “It looks great on you,” he said, and then he took a picture of me wearing the hat.  
 
    When I told another man that I was a tourist, he told me about a nearby restaurant. “It has the best appies. You need to try the spinach dip before you leave—in fact, what are you doing right now?” He ended up walking with me to the restaurant. We got a small table on the patio, and he bought a round of drinks and a few different appetizers. I tried to pay half, but he wouldn’t let me. I was being treated like a goddess. It was just like my experience as a woman in Lands of Eluria all over again: men jumping on the opportunity to spoil any woman willing to give them attention.  
 
    But were they willing to spoil any woman, or was I maybe special? I did look pretty hot, after all, and the more comfortable I got, the more flirty I became. By the end of the day, I was chatting with everyone, completely forgetting that I ever suffered from even a tiny ounce of social anxiety. I even ended up forgetting the whole reason I left the house in the first place: to get pictures for my social media accounts. Luckily, I ended up with a handful of great shots. 
 
    I couldn’t wait to get home and upload the photos, even though I didn’t have anyone to show them off to yet—but that would come in time. For now, I had myself to show them off to. I ended up admiring the photos for the better half of the night, even more impressed than before with how good I was able to look as a lady. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    There was a special excitement, logging back into Lands of Eluria and creating a whole new character, to meet new people who would eventually see me as a woman, in drag. Every interaction got my heart racing. Unlike my previous charade as a woman in Lands of Eluria, this time there were consequences. I wasn’t playing anonymously. The guys I would end up adding would see pictures of my actual face. Sure, it was my face masked by makeup, but it was still my face.  
 
    My plan was no different from before, at least off the bat. I would go to the town square and ask for help, making sure everyone knew that I was a woman. It was no surprise when a flock of men came to my aid, and helped pull me through tough dungeons, some of them insisting I take their valuable items, just like before. Except this time, I didn’t care about my in-game character’s level or her gear, I was looking further ahead. I was starting to build relationships with the men in the game, building them up before asking them to add me on Facebook. 
 
    There was one guy, whose character was only a few weeks old, who did his best to help me out. He tagged along with me on raids and quests, giving me his best items. When I was logged off, I knew he was putting in extra time, trying to earn some extra gold and gear so that he would have something to offer me the next day. Again, I couldn’t help but feel a bit guilty, even though I knew it was all fictional. It wasn’t real gold or gear, of course, it was all just lines of code inside of a computer game. 
 
    After a week, during our game time, me and the man started talking about life outside of the game. He started telling me about his real life, what he was taking in school, what he wanted to be when he grew up. As soon as he told me his father wanted him to be a mechanic, I knew exactly who it was—and I was right, which I found out a couple of days later when he asked me to add him on Facebook. It was Larry. He must have created a whole new character after I disappeared from the game and his life. 
 
    Our conversation continued on Facebook Messenger. He told me a lot about himself that I already knew, occasionally adding in bits of information that were new to me. He really wanted to be a concept artist for video games and movies, but his father insisted on him being a mechanic and carrying on the family tradition. He showed me some of his concept art pieces. He was actually pretty good. 
 
    I found myself telling Larry about my real life. Every time I would type out a lie, I would find myself staring at the screen, unable to send it. It was strange—I should have been getting better at lying, but instead, it was getting harder and harder, maybe because I felt so bad for Larry, who was about to get scammed for the second time in a row.  
 
    One day he asked, “Do you want to Skype with me sometime?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said, and we planned our Skype date for the very next day. 
 
    My plan was moving forward ahead of schedule. Though with each passing day, I felt worse about the fact that I was taking advantage of the same guy’s friendliness and generosity. Over the days, I added a few more people onto my new Facebook account, chatting them up occasionally, but I was never able to hold a conversation with anyone the way I was able to hold a conversation with Larry. He was easy to talk to, and he always seemed genuinely interested in what I had to say. 
 
    Before our Skype call, I got myself nice and dolled up. My parents were asleep, and I’d moved my whole gaming rig down to the basement, where they wouldn’t be able to hear me speaking in a girl voice in case they woke up. My heart was racing when I logged into Skype and I saw him signed in, waiting for me, about to call at any second. I felt cripplingly nervous, even though I’d been out in public before in my feminine guise. Getting validation from strangers was one thing, but getting it from someone who I wanted to like me was a whole different beast.  
 
    The little jingle began to play, and the call window popped up on my screen: answer or hang up? I thought about pressing the little red hang up button, telling him that there was a glitch on my end and I couldn’t connect, but I’d come this far and it was senseless to turn around now. I pressed the green button, and then a moment later, there he was, staring at me through his computer screen. 
 
    I’d seen pictures of him on his Facebook page, but I hardly recognized him when he came on the screen. Strangely, he looked better live than he did in his photos (most people have the opposite problem). I never noticed in his photos that he had a nicely chiselled jawline and bright, shining eyes. He smiled when he saw me, and that smile made a warmth buzz inside of my body. “Hey,” he said.  
 
    “Hi, Larry,” I said. 
 
    I looked at myself in the top corner of the screen to make sure everything looked right and nothing had slipped out of place. I looked good—better than good. I looked great. His big, goofy smile should have been no surprise. “You look really great—I hope you don’t mind my saying so,” he said. 
 
    I bit the inside of my cheek, feeling like I was succumbing to the charm I’d never realized he had. “Thanks, and I definitely don’t mind you saying so,” I said.  
 
    His cheeks were a light shade of pink and he suddenly seemed speechless, his lips parted as if he had something he wanted to say, but his mind was blank. I was feeling the same way. I was sure I had prepared a whole bit that would lure him further into my trap, but now I could think of nothing.  
 
    “What are you up to tonight?” he asked. 
 
    “Just this,” I said. 
 
    He had impressively thick arms with well-defined muscles. None of his Facebook photos suggested he was fit, though his photos all seemed to be old. Maybe he’d been hitting the gym since all of his photos were taken. Regardless, I had a hard time looking away from his arms, which was strange because I’d never in my life cared about any man’s physique. Why did I care all of a sudden? Why was it suddenly attractive? Was playing the role of a female slowly feminizing my brain? “Do you go to the gym?” I ended up asking. As soon as I asked, my face became warm. 
 
    He laughed. “Not in years. I got a part-time job working as a farm hand, which is better than any gym membership, in my opinion,” he said. He had a nice, deep voice—again, not at all what I had expected. I expected a shy, little nerd, probably with glasses and acne, who wouldn’t be able to form a proper sentence in his nervousness. Instead, I got Larry, the Lands of Eluria hunk. 
 
    We ended up talking for hours, late into the night. I asked him why he played Lands of Eluria. “I guess it’s just nice to escape the real world sometimes,” he said. It was almost as if he’d snuck into my bedroom and read the diary I didn’t have. His reason was the same as mine, and as our conversation went on, I began to realize we had a lot in common.  
 
    A strange sequence of events happened during our conversation. Larry told me to go onto Facebook to watch a funny video he’d found. When I logged on, I noticed I had a friend request. It took me a second to recognize the man in the photo: it was the man who took me out for lunch a few days before, when I went out to get photographs. I accepted the friend request, and then a minute later, Larry said, “Wait, how do you know Kevin?” 
 
    “Kevin?” I said. “Oh, I met him just the other day. Why? Do you know him?” 
 
    “He’s my roommate.” In that moment, I realized I’d never asked Larry one very big question: ‘Where do you live?’ Apparently, Larry lived in the same exact town as me. My heart stuttered. “You live in Barry?” he said. 
 
    My lips parted but I couldn’t bring myself to respond. I felt like I’d been caught, even though I was far from being caught, seeing as I hadn’t done anything yet. “Yeah,” I said, though I should have said no—I should have said I’d been visiting. Though it would have done no good, my profile even said that I lived in Barry—another big mistake I’d made, that I was now stuck with. 
 
    “We should meet up. What are you doing for the rest of the night?” he said. 
 
    I thought about lying and saying I had plans, and then I remembered that I’d already told him I was doing nothing that night, that I’d made no plans aside from our Skype call. I had no excuse. “Hanging out with you,” I said. A cold shiver ran through my body. 
 
    My adventures as a female gamer chick were getting too real, seeping too far into my real life. Had my wig fallen off in our Skype call, I could have simply disconnected and deleted my Facebook page, and there would be no consequence. If my wig falls off while I’m out with Larry, then I’m in trouble. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    We met up at a little café, which was a nice change from the moody bars I was used to hanging around. The café was quiet, a perfect place to sit down and talk, though as soon as I walked in, I wished it would have been loud and dark, to mask any imperfections in my voice and visage.  
 
    I was once again surprised by Larry. Somehow, he was even more handsome in person than he was on Skype. He had a certain glow about him that no camera could capture. His face seemed so vibrant, and his smile seemed so genuine. I tried to remember what shirt he’d been wearing on Skype; the shirt he was wearing now was tight, and it showed off his impressive chest. Was it the same shirt? Was I just noticing his muscular chest now? 
 
    He bought me a coffee and we took a seat in the corner, picking up our conversation where we’d left off online. He was beaming with confidence that seemed to grow and grow with every passing moment. He stared into my eyes while we spoke. At first it was slightly intimidating, but after a while, I started to appreciate it. I wasn’t used to people looking me in the eyes. I wasn’t used to people looking at me at all. It was refreshing.  
 
    He complimented me a few times, making my cheeks turn red and my heart pound into my chest. Had I ever been complimented as a man before? I tried to think, but could think of absolutely no instances. As our conversation carried on, I started to wonder if I’d been drugged. I found myself zoning out as I stared into his eyes. I was attracted to him, but I was straight—at least I thought I was straight. Is there a drug on the market that can make a straight man develop feelings for another man? 
 
    I tried to suppress the sudden feelings. It was just my female persona trying to take over my body. I needed to fight it.  
 
    He got up and bought a round of teas, getting these ones in to-go cups. “Let’s go for a walk,” he said. We walked around town while we chatted and sipped away at our teas. It wasn’t until we passed that little souvenir store that I remembered the whole reason I was out with Larry: to convince him to give me money. I suddenly remembered my whole scheme, which involved telling him about how poor I was, slipping it casually into our conversation until he offered to give me money, the way so many gamers had given me their in-game gold and gear. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I liked Larry, and the thought of breaking his heart just broke mine. 
 
    We walked into a park. Now, instead of thinking of a way to get his money, I was thinking of a way to give it back—even though I’d already spent it all. I felt like I needed to tell him, to apologize, but I how could I do it without revealing that I was a man, or without making him think that I was using him, without lying? I didn’t want to lie to him. I couldn’t have lied to him if I’d tried, and I did try, multiple times, but I just kept finding myself at a loss for words.  
 
    “You’re a nice girl, Karen,” he said to me, and then I kissed him. 
 
    I can’t explain why I kissed him—even I didn’t understand it. Maybe I thought it was, in some weird way, a way of paying him back without telling him what I’d done. Maybe it was my way of trying to fix things without telling him. Maybe—but if that was true, then what I did next made no sense at all: “Larry, I need to tell you something. I’m Tiffany,” I said. 
 
    He looked at me, at first with narrowed, confused eyes, and then suddenly with the widest eyes I’d ever seen. “Wait, what?” 
 
    “That was a fake profile,” I said. I thought about lying, and telling him that I’d created the profile because I was self-conscious with my actual self, but I just couldn’t do it. I liked Larry too much to lie to him. “I stole your money. I would give it back, but I don’t have it.” Maybe I had been drugged; I was acting insane. It was probably for the best (in terms of my mental well-being) to tell him the truth, but to tell him late at night, in person, while we were alone together in a park? It was like I was asking to be beaten up, or killed, my body left to be found in the morning by some poor guy walking his dog.  
 
    “You’re Tiffany? But why? The five hundred dollars?” he said. “And now—you’re doing it again?” I couldn’t tell if he was taking the news really well, or if he was still in shock, about to snap at any moment.  
 
    “There’s something else,” I said. I was about to make a giant mistake, and no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop myself. It was as if some foreign entity had taken over my body, bent on destroying me. “I’m a man.” 
 
    Somehow, his eyes grew even wider. The park became silent. I wanted to look around, hoping there was someone there in case Larry got violent, but I couldn’t move. The muscles in my neck were locked. Every muscle in my body was locked. But I didn’t need to look around to know that we were all alone. It was nearly midnight, and we were far from the glow of streetlights. 
 
    “What?” he finally said. His face was pale. If he was about to snap, it was going to happen at any second. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I somehow managed to say through the lump in my throat. 
 
    There was another long silence, and then he said, “Prove it.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I didn’t know what he wanted me to do to prove it. I could have removed my wig, but I was too afraid of exposing myself, even though he already knew. I could have lifted up my shirt, and showed him the socks stuffed in my bra, but it would make no difference. I could have spoken in my real voice, but I didn’t want to see his reaction—I didn’t want to see him hurt any more than he already was. 
 
    “I said prove it,” he said again, louder, making me jump slightly. My heart was pounding against my ribcage. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Show me your cock.” 
 
    I couldn’t tell if my heart had stopped beating altogether or if it was ferociously slamming its way out of my chest. I was dizzy, feeling like I was about to fall over. 
 
    “I said, show me your cock.” 
 
    I was scared. He was strong enough that he could have snapped me in half if he wanted to, and I was rigid enough that I probably wouldn’t have moved had he tried. I bent over slowly, grabbed the bottom of my skirt, and then I flipped it up, revealing the bulge of my cock in my panties. I could tell by the look on his face that it wasn’t enough for him, he still didn’t quite believe me. So, after some hesitation, I pulled down my panties, revealing my cock. 
 
    He put his hand to his mouth, as if to stop himself from screaming. He really didn’t believe it until that very moment. I covered up quickly. “But—But you look like a woman,” he said. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I managed to say again. 
 
    “You don’t just look like a woman—you sound like one. You act like one. It doesn’t make any sense.” He was right: being a woman was one of the most natural things I’d ever done in my life. I’d never felt more comfortable before, I’d never felt more free. 
 
    “I like being a woman, Larry, but I’m not a woman. I’m so sorry. I feel so horrible for what I did to you. I promise I’ll get you your money back as soon as I have it. I’ll get a part-time job just to make it up to you.” 
 
    “Don’t bother,” he said. He wasn’t snapping and attacking like I half-expected him to. Instead, he just stood there looking heart-broken, which was far worse. I almost wished he would have stepped forward and beaten me down to the ground and put me in an ambulance.  
 
    “I want to make it up to you,” I said. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I do, okay? Just let me make it up to you. I’ll do anything.” 
 
    His eyes flashed. “Anything?” he said. A cold shiver ran down my spine. 
 
    “Anything.” 
 
    “Get on your knees,” he said. 
 
    I didn’t hesitate. I was so determined to make it up to him, I really was willing to do anything. I would have even let him beat me to a bloody pulp. 
 
    Though I didn’t expect what he had in mind. He pulled away his belt, unzipped his fly, and then he pulled out his cock. “Suck my cock,” he said, looking down at me.  
 
    Didn’t he care that I was really a man? Did he not have any issues with a man, dressed like a woman, sucking his cock? Again, I didn’t hesitate. I grabbed his big cock in my hand and I began to stroke it. It was heavy, even flaccid, and it started to grow quickly. I could feel it throbbing as blood pumped into it, making it bigger and bigger, harder and harder. I bent forward and licked his tip. 
 
    I didn’t hesitate at all, even with my heart pounding and my head spinning. I couldn’t believe what I was doing: sucking another man’s cock, in a public park, in the middle of the night—and it was a man I hardly knew, on top of it. But I was so determined to right my wrong that it seemed like nothing. It seemed like it wasn’t enough of a punishment for what I’d done to him.  
 
    I slipped his cock through my lips, pressing my nose into his soft pubic hair. I started to suck like my life depended on it, bobbing my head back and forth, wrapping my tongue around his impressive and growing girth. “Fuck, that feels good,” he said. It was nice to hear, knowing that despite what I’d done to him, I was still able to make him feel good, even if it was just sexually. 
 
    Soon enough, he was too big to fit in my mouth. I tried my best, but I ended up gagging as his cock plunged down my throat, so I sucked as much as I could while I jerked him off. The throbbing in his member was getting faster and faster. I liked the idea that I was about to get a man off, that I was pretty enough to make a man aroused. It was like the ultimate validation.  
 
    I fondled his ball sack with my free hand. His balls were big, and I liked the way they swelled and contracted slightly in the palm of my hand. “Do you want to come on my face?” I asked after surfacing for a breath of air. 
 
    “No,” he said. His answer surprised me. “I want to come in your ass. Bend over.” 
 
    My heart stuttered, but once again, I didn’t hesitate. I bent over and I even did him the service of flipping up my skirt and yanking down my panties. My plan had ultimately backfired: I went out with Larry to try to get money from him, and I ended up bent over in a park, taking his big cock from behind. He was the winner, but I didn’t care. I just wanted him to be happy. I wanted to forget that I’d ever stooped to the level I was at, scamming men for my own personal gain. It made me sick to my stomach, thinking about it. If I could make things right by letting him penetrate my virgin asshole, then so be it. 
 
    He pressed the tip of his cock up to my tiny hole. I could feel him throbbing, eager to gain access. I was ready for it, even though I knew it would hurt. I’d never had anything stuck up there before, and his cock wasn’t exactly beginner-sized. But still, I remained bent over, ready to take it from behind. 
 
    He pushed forward hard, and then penetrated me suddenly. It didn’t hurt, like I’d expected, through it felt strange as he sunk in deep, filling me up. It felt like I suddenly had to go to the bathroom. “Oh yeah,” he muttered as I felt his ball sack press up against my soft tush. “That feels so fucking good.” He hadn’t even started thrusting yet. 
 
    He was slightly pressing against something that felt good, sending a slight tingle through my body. I wiggled my bum gently, trying to adjust him into the perfect spot, so more of him was pressing against that sweet-spot. I found it, and then my legs trembled. As I started to moan, he started to fuck me from behind, slapping his pelvis hard into my ass. I nearly fell over from the first penetration, so I planted the palms of my hands against the bench in front of me, spreading my legs wider to keep my balance.  
 
    Each thrust was harder and faster than the one before it. Each thrust sent a powerfully warm vibration through my body. “Shit. Just like that,” I said, pushing my bum back to ensure I was getting all of him inside of me. 
 
    I was a virgin. I’d never been with a woman before, and now, I was losing my virginity to a man, while dressed like a woman. Everything about it sounded so strange in my head, but it felt so right in real life, and it only felt better and better with each passing second. I could feel his cock swelling in my butt, I could feel his veins throbbing. I loved the way his nails dug into my hips while he held me tight and fucked me like a glorified sex toy. I loved being his to do what he wanted with, being submissive, being a little, sissy whore.  
 
    “Fuck me harder,” I said, and he followed the command, slamming down with hard strikes, pushing his cock somehow deeper into my body. 
 
    My own cock was rock-hard now, oozing drops of cum into my panties. God, it felt so good. I centred one of my hands on the bench and then used the other to rub myself, over my panties, making more and more warm cum ooze out.  
 
    “That feels so good,” I said between heavy breaths. 
 
    He was grunting loudly now with each thrust. I could tell he was close to finishing, and I was ready for it, ready to feel his hot load deep in my asshole. I couldn’t wait—I wanted it so badly— 
 
    “Fuck!” he screamed, and then I felt it, and it was so much better than I’d anticipated. His sudden blasts of jizz made my legs tremble, sending me into a whole different level of orgasm that I’d never felt before. I moaned and shook all over, my dick still oozing out my own cum. God, it felt so good. I wished it would never end, but of course that was inevitable.  
 
    He stumbled back, making me feel suddenly empty as his long snake slithered out from my anus, leaving it gaping and exposed. He sat on a nearby bench as he caught his breath. I managed to spin around and sit down on the bench I’d been leaning on, his creampie spilling out onto the wooden slats. “Shit that felt good,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, it did,” he said. 
 
    After a few minutes of a strangely euphoric silence, I said, “I really am sorry for what I did. I promise I’ll make it back to you.” 
 
    “You already have,” he said. 
 
    “But I’ll pay you back. I won’t be okay with this until you get your money back.” 
 
    “What did you spend the money on?” he asked. 
 
    I looked down at myself. “This,” I said. 
 
    “Well then as long as you belong to me, it’s not really like I lost the money then, is it?” he said with a big smile. 
 
    I couldn’t help but smile myself.  
 
    I only ever pretended to be a woman to get things that I wanted, and in the end, I got more than I ever knew I wanted. Not only did I get Larry, but I learned a lot about myself, and what I needed to be happy in life. I couldn’t have been happier. 
 
    After a few weeks, I decided to come out to my friends and family as a woman. I knew there would be some negative reactions at first, but once they saw how happy I was, they would all understand. Before I could come out, Travis beat me to it. “I met a guy,” he said. Even Travis, one of the happier guys I knew, seemed happier than ever in his new body. Plus he looked pretty sexy as a woman, I have to admit. Him coming out first made it a lot easier for me to come out. 
 
    Funny enough, I still got treated like pure gold by Larry. He still showered me with gifts without me having to ask, though sometimes the gifts were more for him than they were for me, like the piece of black, lacy lingerie he brought home the day after I came out. We had a lot of fun that night, though I have to admit that I had a hard time walking the next morning. 
 
    And to think, none of it would have ever happened had Travis and I not gone and become a couple of gamer chicks inside of a video game. 
 
    THE END 
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