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GETTING HIS SEED
Harold would do anything for his sister, Patti. They’ve always been close, and she’s always been there when he’s needed her.
Now, she’s down. Her partner left her after many years together and she’s recently received some bad news from her doctor. She has to get her uterus removed within the next year, which means she doesn’t have much time left to achieve her goal of one day being a mother. 
But Harold has an idea. If Patti can get pregnant within the next couple of months, she can have a baby before getting her surgery done. So all Harold needs is to get her some magic white goo. But none of his friends are willing to help, and he can’t exactly give her his own seed. So he gets another idea that involves dressing up like a cute chick and getting some baby-making material in a more unconventional way.  
CHAPTER I
Patti was down. I felt terrible for her. Her husband left her after just four years of marriage. I didn’t like seeing my sister so torn to shreds… 
But it had been almost three months since the split. And the split had been inevitable for at least two of those four years. The love between them fizzled out quickly, so I was surprised that Patti was taking so long to recover. I’d been in longer relationships. Sure, my longer relationships hadn’t involved weddings or buying houses together… And I was a man, not a woman. Maybe women have a tougher time with splits. 
Each week, we met at my parents’ house for Sunday night dinner. It was a tradition that started the moment we moved out. No matter how busy our lives were, we always congregated for that Sunday night dinner, even if we just showed up at 6:00 PM when food was being served, and left before dishes were cleared.
And for three months, Patti had been dead-silent at the dinner table. She would stare down at her plate with a lost look in her eyes. She would hardly eat anything. She wouldn’t listen to a worn of conversation. She would just stare, and then she would leave, back to her rental apartment, which I still hadn’t even seen yet. She hadn’t invited anyone over, probably because it was so much smaller and colder and cheaper than the house she owned with her husband. 
Finally, after a dozen quiet Sunday night dinners, I decided to say something. “You need to move on, Patti.” It took her a moment to hear the words that came out from my lips. She tilted her head up slowly and looked into my eyes with that glazed over look. Now, that look was making me feel horribly guilty. “I mean—I know it’s tough, but it’s for the best. You can find a better guy. I think it’s time to start looking for a new—”
She didn’t let me finish my sentence. She snapped suddenly, turning red all over. “I’ve been looking for a new guy!” she said, like a whip snapping bare skin. The room fell silent. We all stared at her for a moment before it got too awkward to do so. Then, we all looked down at our plates and fell into a similar silence to the one she’d been basking in for three long months.
But I still felt like I needed to say something. I just couldn’t stand to see her like that. “If you’ve been back on the market, why are you so down?” 
She stared into my eyes for a long moment, and then she looked down at her food. My father gave me a jab in the side, and then he glared at me, as if to say, ‘Drop it now.’ So I dropped it, until it was time to leave for the night. Patti went upstairs to use the bathroom before taking off. I followed her up and waited for her to come out. Then, I confronted her in the hallway, away from my parents. “Patti, I hate to see you like this,” I said. “It’s killing me.”
“Don’t worry about it,” she said, trying to brush by me.
I didn’t let her through, even though she was actually bigger and probably stronger than me. I’d always been a small guy, and she’d never had a problem shoving me around when we were growing up, even though she was only fourteen months older than me. “Move,” she said softly.
“Just talk to me. I want to help you. What the hell is going on?” 
She was starting to tear up.
“He was never good for you,” I said. “You can do so much better. I’m sure there’s a great guy out there waiting for you.” 
“Just drop it, Harold,” she said, wiping her eyes with her long sleeves.
“I won’t,” I said.
She sighed. Then she looked around. “You have to promise not to tell anyone,” she said.
“Of course. I won’t tell anyone anything. What? What am I not telling anyone?” Now I was starting to feel nervous. 
She wiped another tear from her eye. She paused for a long moment, and then she took a deep breath. “I never wanted to marry Chris,” she said. “We never really clicked. But I didn’t really have a choice.”
“Did he force you to marry him?” I said, already feeling rage boiling up towards my brain. Heat was growing in my fingertips. 
“No—of course now,” she said, shaking her head. “I just—I had no choice.”
“Why not, Patti? What are you even talking about?” 
“I saw a doctor, back when I just started dating Chris. I had this pain whenever I got my period. So I went to the doctor, and he ordered some tests.”
“What are you saying, Patti?” I said, thinking she was about to tell me that she only had a month left to live. 
“They found a tear,” she said.
“A tear?”
“A small tear, in my uterus. Don’t you dare tell mom and dad. It’s not going to kill me. They just—they have to take the uterus out, because the tear is getting bigger, and if it gets to a certain size, I guess it could be deadly. So they told me it needed to come out within five years. Now it’s been four years—four years and two months, to be exact.” 
“So get it taken out. Why is it still in there?” I said, feeling my face turning white. 
“Because Chris promised me kids. I told him that I wanted to have kids within a year of getting married. He told me it was no problem. Then we got married, and he suddenly said, ‘Let’s wait a year’. So we waited a year, then he wanted to wait another year, and then another. Then, a few months ago, he told me that he didn’t actually want to have kids. Now, it’s too late to have kids, unless I get pregnant right now—like, in the next month or two. That’s all I get. If I don’t get pregnant in the next couple of months, that’s it for me: no kids. You don’t get to be an uncle.” 
“You can adopt,” I said. 
“Sadly, I can’t. I looked into it. With my condition, I’m apparently too risky to adopt a kid. There’s a small chance that things could get complicated with my condition, and they don’t give kids to women who could drop dead at any moment.”
“You could drop dead at any moment?” I said, suddenly with a loud voice. She reached out and pressed her hand against my lips.
“Shh!” she said, looking around. “No, I’m not actually going to drop dead. Well, there’s like a 0.2% chance that it will happen, which I’m not worried about, but it’s enough that the adoption agency isn’t willing to take the risk.”
“Why didn’t you ever tell me any of this?” I asked.
“Because it’s embarrassing!” she said, wiping another tear from her cheekbone. “I married Chris to get pregnant, and then it never happened. I tried as hard as I could. I lied about taking birth control and I tried to seduce him whenever I was ovulating. But he never trusted me. He was onto me. He would always pull out, no matter how hard I tried to keep him in. One time he even pinned my arms so I could wipe his cum into my—”
“Yuck! Don’t tell me that. That’s too much information,” I said.
“He didn’t want to have kids. He lied so I would marry him, and then he left me when he realized I was going to resent him for the rest of our lives. And I do—I resent him. I hate him. He took away my final few years of fertility. Now I’ll never be a mother.” 
My eyes became wide and I perked up. “What about a sperm bank? Just go to the sperm bank and get a sample. Easy!” 
She shook her head. “I looked into it. Sadly, I looked into it too late. They have a six-month waiting list to get an appointment. They don’t just give you any sample. They go through a long screening process and they have to contact the guys and they make them review everything. It’s apparently not as easy as it used to be.” 
I stared into her eyes for a long time. Then she started to weep, so I opened up my arms and gave her a big hug, because it was all I could do. She wiped her eyes on my shoulder and then she brushed by me, heading down the stairs so she could head home for the night. I felt terrible for her. I’d always been so protective of her. I knew she shouldn’t have ever married Chris. Now, I hated Chris more than ever. Because of him, she would never be a mother.
When I got back to my own apartment, I did some research. I looked into options—and Patti was correct: there weren’t very many options. There was no way to become pregnant in a matter of two months without a willing partner.
I searched long into the night, and then I found a post made on a website, where a woman was asking about similar options in a forum. It was a simple post, and maybe it was just meant to be a joke. But maybe it was my sister’s only real option. “If you want to be pregnant so badly, just go to a bar and take home the first guy who seems desperate.” Maybe it wasn’t such a terrible idea.
 
CHAPTER II
I phoned my sister the very next day. “Have you tried picking up a guy at a bar?” I asked. “I mean—I know it’s not ideal, and it’s kind of gross—but maybe it’s not such a bad idea. It’s worth a shot, anyway. It’s not like you need to keep the guy around, or even tell him if you get pregnant.” 
She was silent. Maybe the idea was just too gross for her to even entertain. “I know it’s gross,” I said again. “But just think about it. You’re an attractive girl. You’ll have no problem finding someone. Just make sure it’s on a day when you’re ovulating.” 
“I guess we can try it,” she said softly, sounding embarrassed. I perked up.
“I’ll help!” I said. “I can be your wingman. I’ll make sure we find someone good for you. All you’ll have to do is spread your legs for the guy—and tell him you’re on the pill.”
She was very quiet. I could tell that the idea didn’t make her very comfortable, but I knew that she would be thanking me once she had a baby in her arms. “I’m, uh, possibly ovulating now. I’m not too sure. With my condition, it’s hard to know. It’s not so easy to track it like I used to.” 
“So let’s go tonight!” I said. “By this time tomorrow, you could have a positive pregnancy test in your hand.”
“That’s not technically how it works.”
“Whatever. Let’s meet at Finnigan’s on 11th. There are always lots of guys there. They usually stick around late, and they’re always leaving with girls.” It maybe wasn’t the best possible spot to bring her; the guys in Finnigan’s were older men, blue-collar guys, mostly overweight. If they weren’t balding, they had mullets. But my sister wasn’t exactly in a position where she could be picky. She had one or two months to create a baby, which was only two menstruation cycles. 
I figured it wouldn’t be so bad. I figured we could target a half-decent guy. I’d seen some normal guys in Finnigan’s before, and surely one of them would go for my sister. My sister was cute. She was young and relatively fit, and she had cute bangs and big, flashing eyes that were always stopping guys in their tracks. Those big eyes were a family trait; I had them too. Or maybe I should I say that I was cursed with them, and the big eyelashes that came along with them. I had to be careful how I styled my hair so that people wouldn’t mistake me for a woman. Apparently, men don’t often have big flashing eyes. 
So I went to the pub and waited for my sister. I stood around and scoped out the area. There were seven guys at the bar, sitting and watching the game. A woman came in while I was waiting. She was wearing tight jeans and tall heels. She was top heavy—or maybe she was heavy all over and her tight jeans were just squeezing everything upwards. It was honestly hard to tell her age. She was either forty or sixty. She had a lot of extra weight under her chin, and her top was questionably leopard print. She was there to find a man. 
She was no competition for my sister, but my sister hadn’t arrived yet, so the men in the joint were none the wiser. They all took casual glances towards the woman as she sat at the bar. She started casually talking to a young man who was fixated on the hockey game. The man politely entertained her conversation, but he was clearly uninterested in her. One man got up to use the bathroom. When he returned, he took a closer seat to the girl. The other guys kept a close eye on the man, worried he was going to make the first move, before they could gather the courage. Now, very few in that pub were watching the game.
I smiled. It was going to be easy getting my sister with one of the men. Maybe, if we were efficient, we could bag two in one night. There was a motel across the street. I could rent a room and tell my sister to pretend to be from out of town. She could take a guy over to the motel and then return for more before the place closed. 
I shuddered at the thought of my sister sleeping with multiple strangers in one night, but I wanted her to be happy; I wanted her to experience being a mother. It was the one thing in life she’d always wanted. As I stood in that bar, waiting for Patti to arrive, I remembered her as a child, walking around our house with her toy baby under her arm. She would put it into a little stroller and walk it around the yard, and then she would place it down in a little doll crib next to her bed. She stayed on top of a nap schedule, and she kept carrying that doll around until the first grade, when her classmates mocked her for bringing a baby doll to school.
She was born to be a mother, and I couldn’t let a disgusting thought stand in her way.
My phone buzzed. It was Patti. “I’m just parking,” she said.
“There are some good options in here,” I said. 
The man I had in mind was sitting at the far end of the bar. He was a younger guy with a good build. He was tall, with a nice short beard. He was only balding a little bit, and his hair was only a little bit unkempt. His clothes were old and ripped in spots, but that didn’t say anything about his genetics. I heard him order a drink. He had a nice deep voice. He wasn’t interested in the leopard woman, but my sister was much more appealing. 
I heard the door open behind me. I looked back and saw my sister. She looked great, with her hair done up into an intentionally messy bun. She had clearly spent a good hour or two doing her makeup, getting her eyeliner just perfect. Her lips were glossy and her cheeks were rosy. She was wearing a small dress with a cute hummingbird print. It had a little slit on one side, showing off her hip. It was maybe a little bit much for the pub, but she looked good.
I smiled and went over to her. “Hey Patti,” I said, opening my arms up for a hug. But she remained frozen. Her body was stiff. “You okay?”
“I’m fine,” she said softly. 
“See the guy at the end of the bar? He may not be the easiest target, but I think he’s our best bet,” I said. “He’s drinking Guinness. I bet if you sat near him and ordered one, you’d get his attention. Here’s the plan—I’ll sit with you for twenty minutes, and then I’ll leave. I’ll say that I have to get up early for work. But before I go, we can try to pull him into a conversation. Then, once I’m gone, you keep that conversation going.”
She had a glossy look in her eyes, as if she hadn’t heard a word that I said. Was she even listening? She was staring blankly at the wall. “It won’t be so bad,” I said. “He seems like a cool guy. I think I’ve seen him in here a few times before.”
“I don’t know about this,” she said.
“It’ll be fine, Patti,” I said. “Just chat him up and have a few drinks. Who knows? Maybe you guys will really hit it off and you’ll end up marrying him.” I smiled, trying to get her to cheer up. 
But she wasn’t smiling. She wasn’t in a cheery mood. Her face was white. I started moving towards the bar, but she wasn’t following me. “C’mon, Patti,” I said.
She shook her head.
“What’s wrong?” I asked.
“I’m going home,” she said. She turned around and started towards the door. I chased after her. 
“Wait! You’re so close. This can all be done with tonight,” I said. 
She didn’t turn around. She just left. And it wasn’t until later that night, after I phoned her ten times, that she finally picked up and told me, “I can’t do it. I can’t have a one-night stand. I just can’t do it. I’ve never been able to do it.”
“Why not?” I asked. “It’s just one night.”
“I just can’t do it, Harold. It’s not in my nature.” She sighed. “Why won’t they just give me a sample?” 
“A sample? What sample?” I said.
She sighed again. “Never mind,” she said.
“Do you mean a semen sample?” I asked.
“Yes, a semen sample,” she said. “Gosh, this is so humiliating, admitting this all to you. I’m so desperate. Why am I so desperate? I just wanted to be a mother. Is that so crazy? I even called a fostering agency and they requested my medical history. What can I even do? Do I just adopt cats and live like a crazy cat woman? Will they even give me a cat, or am I too high risk to own a cat?” 
“It’ll be fine, Patti. We’ll figure this out.”
“How?”
“You just need a semen sample?” I asked. “I can get you one.”
“Ew!” she said. “I’m not having some deformed incest baby, Harold!”
“Gross!” I said. “No, I mean I can get you a sample from a friend. I’ll get it in a clean container and you can, uh, use a turkey baster to get it in. You’re still ovulating, right? We still have a couple of days, right?” 
She was silent. Was she considering the offer? “Which friend?” she asked with a tinge of hopefulness in her voice.
“I don’t know. I’ll make some calls. Do I have a friend you think would be a good fit? I’m sure they’ll all do it.”
But none of them were interested—not even Dave, my pot-smoking, unemployed friend from high school. “Hell no,” he said after I offered to give him a thousand dollars. “I’ve read those articles. The girls always say they want nothing, then once the kid’s born, they come for the alimony. It’s just a trap.”
“I promise it’s not a trap, Dave,” I said.
“I’m not doing it.”
“Two thousand dollars. It’s all the money I have.”
“No way. Not for a million dollars. I’m not having a child. I’m not ready to be a father.”
“You don’t understand!” I said. It was late now—almost 2:00 AM. I’d been on the phone for hours with various friends, and they were all turning me down. None of them wanted to have a child running around in the world. “You won’t have to do anything. You don’t even have to meet the kid. It’s just a semen sample.”
“No way,” he said. And then, once again, I found myself feeling hopeless and confused. I couldn’t understand why I was being turned down. Two-thousand bucks for a quick wank into a cup—what could be a better deal? 
My sister messaged me the next morning. “Did you talk to your friends?” she asked.
And I couldn’t tell her the truth. I couldn’t break her heart. “I’m still waiting for replies,” I said. 
I tried everything. I tried putting out an ad on a classifieds board, offering a thousand bucks for a clean semen sample. Of course there were caveats: I had to screen the guys, to make sure they weren’t monsters. I had to make sure they were decent enough to give me real semen and not just some kitchen mixture. I asked that the sample be done in my apartment bathroom, where I could have some control over the handling of the fluid (I’d done some research into proper sample handling). My plan was to pat the guys down, to make sure they weren’t smuggling in fake cum, and then I would have them ejaculate into a cup that was placed conveniently in my super-clean bathroom. Then I would put the cum into a room-temperature cooler and rush it over to my sister’s apartment. 
But nobody was interested. I got no bites. I made another ad on another website—but still, I got nothing. 
I went down the road to grab something to eat. I hadn’t eaten in almost twenty-four hours, and my stomach was starting to growl loudly. I went into the nearby gas station and I grabbed a pre-made sandwich from the shelf. I also grabbed a large soda and a candy bar, and then, while I was paying, I asked for the key to the bathroom.
The clerk looked at me with a curious look. “There is no key. The bathrooms are open,” He said. That look made me feel awkward. Why was he looking at me like that? I went to the bathroom. I only had to pee after drinking day-old coffee all morning. As I unzipped, I heard a tapping. I looked around the room, thinking at first that someone was knocking on the door. But the tapping was coming from the wall next to me, and that’s when I noticed the big arrow drawn with a Sharpie, pointing down at a hole. 
“Stick your cock in for a good time,” it said. Then a finger poked through the hole. The finger was clad in black satin, motioning for me to put my cock through the hole. I gasped. I’d heard of glory holes before, but I’d never seen one in real life. I’d always thought that they only existed in raunchy stories, but now I was looking at one.
I panicked and fled the bathroom. Like my sister, I was easily overwhelmed. The thought of letting a stranger touch my private parts was horrifying. 
But as I was leaving the gas station, I got an idea. What if I was on the other end of that hole? What if I was there with a cup and my cooler, prepared to get a sample? It was probably amoral to steal a semen sample from a man—but if a man is prepared to stick his cock into a mysterious hole, then maybe it was his problem, not mine. 
I went back to my apartment. My heart was pounding. I looked at the time. It was still early in the afternoon. Then I went to my bathroom. I opened up my vanity and saw the few things that my ex-girlfriend had left behind: some lipstick, toothpaste, a toothbrush, a little thing of pink nail polish, and an eyeliner pen that was probably dried up and useless. I looked down at my hand. People had always told me that my hands were dainty and feminine—usually as an insult, but one time it was meant to be a compliment from a guitar player friend. Apparently smaller hands are ideal for playing music. Sadly, I wasn’t a musician.
My hands were trembling, but I was desperate. I didn’t like the idea of handling a stranger, but I needed to help Patti. I hadn’t forgotten all she had done for me. I hadn’t forgotten all the times she rescued me from the bars after long, drunken nights. She would rub my back while I threw up, and she would make sure I ended up in bed and not on the bathroom floor. Then there were the high school breakups: she was always there for me, sitting next to me, listening to me rant—and sometimes cry. In elementary school, she beat the crap out of the boy that had been bullying me. He never hit me again. And Patti’s classmates made fun of her and gave her the nickname ‘The Hulk’. She didn’t have to help me. And now, I didn’t have to help her—but I was going to.
So I painted my fingernails with the pink nail polish. I slipped the lipstick into my pocket. Then, in my other pocket, I grabbed a bottle of hand sanitizer. I was going to need it. 
I packed up a cup with a seal and I packed a plastic bag to hold the cup. I was trembling all over: overwhelmed with terror and dread. But it was just a one-time thing. Once it was done, it was done. I could tell Patti that the sample came from one of my friends. I could tell her that the friend asked me not to give away his identity. 
I went back to that gas station. I sat across the street, on a bench, for over an hour. Then, I saw a girl emerge. I hadn’t seen her go in, but now, after an hour, she was coming out. Surely, she was the one in the bathroom. She was in her late forties, with bleached hair and questionably lip injections. Her skirt was crooked and short, and one of her stockings was higher than the other. I’m not sure if she was a prostitute, but I’m guessing she was hoping for tips through that hole. Once she was gone, I stood up. I took a deep breath, and then I went inside. The clerk was busy stocking a shelf, so I quietly darted to the bathrooms. I spotted the open door of the girls’ room. I looked back before slipping inside. I locked the door and sat down on the toilet. I tried to calm down my racing heart. 
“You can do this,” I whispered to myself. I pulled my hand out of my pocket to look at my painted fingernails, to decide if they looked girly enough. 
My whole body was shaking. My skin was red hot. I sat and waited, and it was a long wait. Someone entered the men’s bathroom, but I was too terrified to move. I knew I was supposed to knock, to let the man know I was there, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. And were they expecting a blowjob, or just a handjob? Would the lipstick help to sell the realism? Could I really make a man have an orgasm? 
If a man was horny enough to stick his cock into a mysterious hole, then he was horny enough to come with a good pumping. I just had to gain the confidence to do it. Patti was running out of time. She wasn’t going to be ovulating forever. 
The man left and I missed my first chance. I let out a sigh. I wiped the sweat from my forehead. I kept waiting. Twenty minutes went by. My heart continued to race. I felt so insane sitting on that toilet, next to that hole. What the hell was I doing? Was this worth it? Could I ever give a mysterious semen sample that I collected in a gas station bathroom to my sister, and let her put it into her pussy? I tried not to think about it. This was her only chance. 
Another man came in. I perked up and took another deep breath. I heard him peeing. I quietly sunk down to try to peek through the hole. I saw his cock, which was now dripping the final few drops of piss. I groaned. He was hairy, but he wasn’t overweight, and he didn’t look old. From what I could see, he didn’t have awful genetics. But I couldn’t see much.
And was this my chance? Was this the best opportunity I was going to get? I didn’t want to sit in that bathroom all day. I didn’t want to spend my whole day overwhelmed with horrible anxiety. I had to get the act over with. I had to just do it so I didn’t have to think about it anymore.
I closed my eyes, bit down on my tongue, and I stuck my finger through the hole. I waved my finger, terrified he was going to grab it and break it. After a moment, I pulled my hand back in. My heart was pounding. The room was silent. Did he hear the knock? Did he see the finger? What was he going to do?
Nothing happened. And maybe that was going to be my day. Maybe it took a lot of patience to find a man stupid enough to stick his cock into a hole in a gas station bathroom.
I closed my eyes and took a few deep breaths. I tried to think of my sister. I tried to remind myself why I was putting myself through this torture. Then, I opened my eyes and noticed something. I looked to the side and nearly gasped when I saw a half-erect cock sticking through the hole. His pubic hair was also pushing through the hole as he pressed his pelvis against the thin bathroom wall. 
I froze, completely overwhelmed with terror. There it was, throbbing before me, waiting to be grabbed and stroked. I knew it wasn’t going to stay there forever, but I couldn’t break free from my paralysis to reach out for it. I didn’t want to touch it. I’d never touched another man’s cock before, but now I had no choice. I had to do it. I had to do it for my sister. 
So I bit hard on my tongue and closed my eyes, reaching down with my hand. When my fingers grazed it, it flinched, like a scared animal. I gasped and nearly jumped back from it. It was still getting bigger, aroused by the excitement of the taboo nature of the ordeal. I groaned and then I forced myself to grab it, firmly with clenched fingers. I heard the man let out a small moan on the other side of the wall. 
I felt so weird, holding a cock. I could feel it growing. It was so warm. I could feel the veins inside of it pumping blood as the foreskin stretched back, over the rounded tip. I didn’t like it—but it wasn’t quite as bad as I was expecting.
I gently pulled back, starting the handjob. I watched as the foreskin pulled all the way back, then I pulled forward, covering the tip with my fist. I clenched a bit harder, as I would clench my own cock while masturbating. He groaned again. I kept stroking back and forth. I just had to keep doing what I was doing and it would be over soon.
He was hard now, stretching my clenched fist out. Each time I stroked down towards his pelvis I would feel his public hair against my hand. I would try hard not to groan in disgust, even though it wasn’t quite as gross as I was expecting. I kept pumping. He moaned some more.
Then he spoke. “It’s a bit dry, baby,” he said softly. I paused for a moment, horrified to hear him speak. He had a normal voice: deep and manly. But that just made me realize what I was doing was so far out of my comfort zone. I bit hard on my tongue—painfully—and forced myself to continue the blowjob. I didn’t bring lubricant with me, so I had no choice but to lean forward and spit on his shaft. I used my fist to spread the spit all up and down his cock, and then I kept pumping. 
He moaned louder. “Suck it, sweetie,” he said through the wall. 
I felt my skin turning white. Could I turn him down? Would he still come for me if I just pumped him with my fist? Or would he turn around and leave. I didn’t want to give him any reason to come around and bash down the bathroom door. I didn’t want to make him mad or upset or unsatisfied. I had to do it for my sister.
I closed my eyes, dropped to my knees, and then I opened my lips. I leaned forward slowly, until his tip was on my tongue. I was expecting an unpleasant taste, but there was none. It wasn’t nearly as disgusting as I was anticipating. 
I powered through, reminding myself that I only had to do it until he came, and then it was all done with. I could forget this ever happened. I could pretend like it was all just a weird dream. I could rest knowing that I did something very nice for my sister. 
I pushed my head further down and started to bob, feeling his veiny cock sliding up and down the length of my tongue. It was a weird feeling, but not gross. I was so happy that it wasn’t gross. The man was clean. His cock was thick and hard. It was kind of interesting to think that he was hard for me—that I could arouse a man with very little effort. Were men that easy, or did I have a knack for this? 
I kept sucking, gripping the base of his cock with my fist. I tried to give him what I would want: a bit of pumping and lots of tongue. I could clean my mouth and hand after. Now, I just had to make him come. 
I kept pumping and sucking. Now, I was shaking all over and dripping with sweat. I was close. I knew I was close. I just had to get him a little bit more—
He came suddenly, in my mouth, without warning. I gasped and froze, feeling the cum blasting into the back of my throat. I gagged, and then I remembered the cup. I pulled my head back suddenly and grabbed the cup, but then I dropped it because my hand was so sweaty, spit-covered, and shaking. I tried to pick it up, but now the man was just coming on the floor. “Hey!” he said. I grabbed his cock again, trying to control it. I picked up the cup and managed to get the last couple of squirts, but it didn’t seem like enough. I leaned forward and spat the cum that was in my mouth into the cup—but most of the cum was on the floor, and I wasn’t about to scrape it off—I wasn’t about to give my sister some disgusting disease. 
At least I had something. Maybe it was enough. They say it only takes one sperm. Surely, there was at least one single active sperm in those few little squirts. 
The man pulled his cock back. Then, he slipped a twenty-dollar bill through the hole. I accepted the money, and he left. Then I put the container into the plastic bag. I needed to get that sample to my sister as quickly as possible.
But first, I needed to wait. I needed to make sure that man wasn’t in the gas station when I slipped out. 
I put the cum container down on the edge of the sink and then I washed out my mouth with tap water. I cleaned my hands and then I looked at myself in the mirror for a long moment. 
I paused for a moment, hardly recognizing myself, even though there was nothing different about my visage. Now, I was really noticing just how big my eyes were, and just how long my lashes were. I really did have a thin, feminine face. And now, with my hair messed up and pushed forward, it looked like I had girly bangs. I pushed my hair back, making myself look more boyish. 
I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to let myself calm down. Then there was a knock at the door, making me jump. I nearly screamed. “Hey, I have to get in there to clean the toilet before my shift is over,” the employee said. 
I panicked, turning around quickly to see if I could find some other exit. But there was only the one. 
“I get that you have to make a living, but my boss doesn’t let me leave until the bathrooms are cleaned.” He was waiting for me to leave. He wasn’t going to move until I was gone. “Hey lady, please just take off. You can come back later, when the next guy starts his shift. I don’t want to have to call the cops.” 
I closed my eyes and then I charged through the door. I ran past the employee, but I saw his expression for a brief moment: shock and horror when he realized I wasn’t a chick at all. I ran out of that gas station and I ran all the way back to my apartment. And it wasn’t until I was on my couch, letting my heart settle, that I realized I’d left the semen sample on the bathroom sink in the gas station. 
CHAPTER III
I was back where I started, now with no sample, and no way to get one. I couldn’t go back to that gas station. I’m sure there was a picture of me, taken by the security camera, posted in the back office, to let the staff know not to let me in. I couldn’t face that humiliation and that risk. I probably would never even be able to walk by that gas station again.
But now, my sister only had one day at best before her pregnancy window was closed. I had to think fast. I kept asking friends if they would help me out. I even asked my female friends to ask their partners and siblings. But nobody would help me—nobody wanted to take the risk. And I suppose I couldn’t blame them. After thinking about it, I decided that I wouldn’t give my sperm to a friend, unless I truly trusted and loved the person—and I couldn’t think of anyone who met that criteria. 
I kept posting ads. I kept searching through forums for ideas. I found a forum where girls were discussing how to ‘trap’ boys. They were talking about NHL players who lived in their town. They knew which bars the players frequented, and they wanted their money and their status. It was a questionable forum, and many people were fighting the women and calling them horrible. 
There were a few good ideas, but if Patti wasn’t willing to endure a one-night stand, then there wasn’t much I could do. But there was something on that website: an ad for white faux-leather sock boots. They were cute boots, and the model wearing them was a hottie. I looked at the model for a moment, and then an idea came into my head.
What if I trapped a guy? What if I made a guy think that I was a girl and I managed to get him into a private space. I’d already sucked a guy off, so maybe I just had to do it once more. 
‘Can sperm survive in a mouth?’ I searched on Google. The answer surprised me. If I spat the sperm into a container, most of the sperm should survive just fine. 
My heart raced as my mind considered the possibility. I could get my sister that sample if I could trap a guy. But could I be a convincing woman? All of this hypothesizing was pointless if I couldn’t even look like a woman.
I found myself in my bathroom, opening up my vanity to see the items left behind by my ex-girlfriend, almost two full years before. I picked up that eyeliner and opened it. Surprisingly, it was still wet and active. 
But first, I got a clean, close shave. I made sure there wasn’t even a tiny hair on my face, even though I hardly grew any facial hair to begin with. Then I took the eyeliner and carefully drew lines on my eyelids. It wasn’t as easy as my ex made it look, but I don’t think I did too bad of a job. Next, I grabbed a little pink bottle. I wasn’t sure what it was until I turned it around. It was lip gloss, so I put it on, making my lips look wet and pink. It was strangely tempting to lick the gloss off, but I resisted. Maybe it was the creamsicle flavoring. 
In one of my bathroom drawers was a little pallet with different shades of red and pink. I wasn’t sure what it was supposed to be, but I used it as blush, using my fingers to rub some on my cheekbones. Then I found a tube that had a little spikey brush. I used it to make my eyelashes darker, assuming it was mascara. 
I messed up my hair with my hands. I pushed down my bangs so that they were resting just on my eyebrows. Then, I grabbed some tweezers and started plucking hairs, getting rid of my unibrow, and then I kept plucking, trying to see if I could make my brows look a little more feminine. I was getting carried away and I didn’t realize it until my eyebrows were shaped and clean. Now, I was going to have the awkwardly explain to my friends why I shaped my eyebrows. I would lie, of course, and say that there was some sort of shaving accident. I could think of a better lie before I met with anyone. 
I stood back from the mirror and stared at myself. My heart fluttered. Maybe I really could pull this off. Maybe I could look like a girl—just enough to make a drunk guy want to fuck me. I just had to get him to let me suck him off, and then I could spit the cum into a cup when he wasn’t looking. That was my best chance—and now, it seemed more plausible than ever. Now, I really felt like I could do it. I just had to find a bar with loud music and dim lighting. I needed to single out a drunk guy. It wasn’t out of the question. My sister still had a chance. 
I remembered that there were a few outfits in the back of my closet, left behind by my ex. She told me not to get rid of them—that she would come around and pick them up eventually. But after two years, I was starting to think that she was never coming back for them. But now, I wanted to see if I could push my little guise a little bit further. Maybe I could look even more like a girl.
I went to my closet and pulled out a few little dresses. There was a cute red dress, which fit me perfectly—but it was too bold; it would demand too much attention. I needed something that was going make me blend in more, but it still needed to be sexy. I needed to be hot enough that a man would want me—but not so over the top that every man would be glued to me. 
I tried on a black dress, but it was too tight. It was intentionally tight—and designed to show off every curve, but it was just too much if I was trying to blend in. It hardly even covered my ass.
Then, I settled on a small pink dress. It was a bit longer than the black one, and not quite as skin-tight. I did a little spin in front of the mirror, then I caught myself blushing. I actually looked pretty cute in the outfit—cute enough that I laughed. “This is so ridiculous,” I said.
But it wasn’t quite enough. I needed panties because my boxers were just getting bunched up. I needed a bra to hold in some padding. Luckily, those things were in my closet as well, stuffed deep into the back. I hadn’t even thought about that stuff in two years, and it probably should have been thrown in the trash long ago—but now I was glad that I kept it all. Now, with a pair of small black heels, I had a complete outfit, and I actually looked pretty good. 
I hopped into my car. It was late—almost 11:00 PM. It was Friday night, so I knew I would find a busy bar somewhere. I started driving, but I only made it six blocks before I spotted a glowing house. There were young men and women funneling in and out, and music was booming. It was a house party—maybe even a frat party. The lawn was littered with empties. I could smell a tinge of beer in the air as I slowly went by. 
It was perfect—even more perfect than a busy bar. And the genetic selection was fantastic. I looked around at the men: football hunks, tall basketball stars, and meek men with messy dark hair: the guys with the good grades. If I couldn’t bag a hunk, then I could at least some sperm with great academic potential. 
I pulled around the corner and parked the car. I checked myself in the mirror. My heart should have been pounding harder. There should have been more stress and anxiety—but there wasn’t much. Maybe it was the time crunch. Maybe I was too preoccupied scrambling to get this done before my sister was finished with her ovulation cycle to even realize the full extent of what I was doing. I hadn’t truly considered the consequences.
And now, as I stepped out of my car, I started considering the consequences. I started thinking about getting the living hell beaten out of me for tricking a man. And what if the man caught me transferring his cum into a cup? What if a group of them decided I was better off dead and left in a ditch off the highway? 
I couldn’t think of those possibilities. I could only think of my sister and keep my eyes on the prize.
I stepped back from my car and checked myself in the glass reflection, straightening my small pink dress. I reached down and made sure my heels were unscuffed. I wobbled slightly before pausing to check my legs, which I’d shaved before leaving. They were remarkably smooth, but a part of me was still worried that I’d missed a spot. 
“Here goes nothing,” I said, checking my little handbag to make sure I still had that little cup. It was there, with its little lid. I didn’t have a cooler, and it was cool outside, so I was going to have to rush over to Patti’s house, to make sure she got the cum directly into her snatch. 
I approached the house. My skin was ice-cold. I tried to maintain my posture, but it was impossible to know how I really looked. I was operating off of instinct. I hadn’t had time to film myself and watch back the tapes like some professional athlete. I hadn’t had time to practice my girly voice. I could only pray that I would pass enough to fool a drunk man into sleeping with me. 
Faces turned towards me. Some gazes remained glued to me for longer than others. Two girls were looking at me with narrowed gazes, as if they were trying to figure out who I was. But there must have been two hundred people in that house—sure, they couldn’t know every single person. I could say that I was someone’s plus-one. I could say I’d been invited. Who would question me?
The girls looked away, but now there were a few guys looking at me. They were grinning. They looked at each other and shared some words before looking back at me. One of the men laughed. My instinct was to look down, to make sure my cock wasn’t creating some embarrassing bulge. Or was I just obviously male? Were my shoulders giving me away in that tiny pink dress? Was it the way I was walking? I couldn’t let the looks deter me. Maybe they didn’t think I looked like a girl, but I could surely find someone inside who was too drunk to know the difference.
So I went by the men, towards the front door. I tried not to shake. I tried not to faint. I was on a mission, and it wasn’t going to be an easy one. 
CHAPTER IV
It was loud inside—and dimly lit: exactly what I was looking for. I stayed near the wall and inched over towards the corner. I wasn’t ready to make any moves yet. I needed to observe and consider my options, if I really had any. I had to determine who was drunker and more willing to accept me, and I had to figure out how I was going to catch said person’s attention.
I stuck close to the wall. I watched for a long moment. Then, someone pressed a red cup into my hand. Some drops of beer flew up, making me wince, but luckily nothing got on my dress. By the time I opened my eyes, the culprit was gone, but the beer was still there.
And it was probably stupid to drink the beer; it could have easily been laced with something terrible, but I needed something to take the edge off. I needed something to help me relax. I took a long sip from the drink. It was warm beer, and cheap, but it didn’t taste off in any suspicious way. I drank all the beer but I held onto the cup, because it helped me to blend in with the other partygoers, all clutching red cups of their own. 
The music was turned up even louder. More men and women siphoned into the house, making it even more crowded. I kept catching men looking at me—and women. But I still had no idea why they were looking at me. Maybe it was because I stuck out in a terrible way: like a man wearing a dress he didn’t belong in. Or maybe they were looking at me the way I wanted them looking at me, like they wanted to have me in a private room. 
I kept reaching down to make sure my dress wasn’t riding up, and then I would reach up to make sure that my wig wasn’t slipping off of my head. 
My heart rate quickly increased. My paranoia grew stronger. Regret quickly began to set in, and it got worse with each glance that turned my way. What if someone recognized me? What if I ended up in some pictures? There were girls taking selfies and group shots. I kept trying to move whenever I saw the phone cameras coming out, but it was a hopeless cause. There were too many girls to keep track of. I was almost definitely in the back of many photos. Would they be posted online? Would someone point me out? Would I become like a sort of meme on the internet? 
My knees began to tremble. Sweat began to form on the back of my neck. I looked down at my body: at my smooth thighs. I tried to pull my skirt down to cover more leg, but I just couldn’t cover up my legs. The dress wasn’t long enough. I was so helplessly exposed. I began to squirm and I tried hard not to groan. I started worrying about my makeup. Maybe it was bad. Maybe it was smudged. It was humid in that room—what if the makeup wasn’t sticking? What if my true face was beginning to emerge? It seemed like more people were noticing me, glancing at me, whispering about me. Some men were looking at me with grins. Girls kept side-eyeing me. I moved along the wall, pushing by people, moving faster and faster as I made my way to the bathroom. I had to see a mirror. I had to check my makeup. I had to see just how silly I looked.
It wasn’t an easy trek. There were many people in the way, and the line for the bathroom was long—too long. I gave up on the bathroom and found a bedroom instead. The bedroom had a full-length mirror. It was empty, but the walls were thin, so it was just as loud in the bedroom as the living room. I stared in the mirror with the door closed. I stared at myself for a long time, trying to figure out what I was seeing.
I looked fine. I looked like a girl. I looked cute. So why were so many people staring at me? What could they see that I couldn’t? 
I started feeling a bit dizzy. I felt a surge of warmth move up through my body. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs, and then I caught myself with a smile on my face. I turned left and I turned right, admiring my profile in the mirror. I caught myself giggling, but I wasn’t sure why. Sure, I’d had a drink—or maybe two—but that wasn’t enough to make me feel quite this… tipsy. Or was it? 
Maybe it was the fact I hadn’t gotten much sleep in the past few days. Maybe it was the lack of food I’d put into my body. Maybe it was just the stress from the past few days, catching up with me and making me feel more drunk than I was. Maybe I was just straight-up drunk—or maybe somebody slipped me something. 
The paranoia was still mounting inside of me, but there was something else tingling inside of me: an excitement. I felt a strange, taboo naughtiness. I stared at myself and got tremendously excited by how unrecognizable I was. There was no way that someone could recognize me, even if my best friend showed up at that party. So in a way, that left me free of consequences. If I was truly disguised, then what could go wrong? Even if I made a complete fool of myself, it made no difference: in the morning, I would be myself again and not the character that I was currently portraying. 
I caught myself with that grin again. I took my dress and pulled it up, showing off a bit more thigh than before. I used my hands to prop up my breasts, making them a bit perkier. A strange part of me couldn’t wait to go back out to the party, to turn more heads—even if they were looking at me mockingly; it was fun either way, as long as there weren’t any real consequences.
I was just about to go back out when the bedroom door opened. A man stumbled in: a few steps before he stopped and looked suddenly confused. “Isn’t this the bathroom?” he said. He had a drunk look on his face, and his slight sway suggested he was at least eight drinks deep. He looked into my eyes and I smiled. He was a handsome guy: maybe a member of one of the university’s sports teams. He had a big chest and thick arms. His baseball cap was turned backwards on his shaggy hair. “Hi,” I said softly.
“Hey there,” he said. “What are you doing in here?”
I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said. My heart was racing. He was a perfect target: a perfect match for my sister. I could almost see their baby in my mind. Their features complimented each other… and he was an easy target. He was looking at me with a certain lust in his eyes. He was excited. He was looking at me as if I was an easy target, and maybe I was, in my tight dress, alone in that bedroom with that smirk on my face. He took a sip from his beer and closed the door behind him.
“I’m James,” he said. 
“Valerie,” I said. The name seemed suiting, though I wasn’t sure why. He took another step towards me.
“You, uh, here with your boyfriend?” he asked, blushing slightly. He took another sip from his drink. That’s when I noticed his bulge: the beginning of an erection inside of his jeans. He looked big. He was a tall guy, and that bulge stretched down high thigh a considerable distance. He noticed me looking at it. 
“I don’t have a boyfriend,” I said. That tingling excitement wasn’t quite enough to override the terror completely. Maybe there were some possible consequences. What if he found out that I was a male and was horrified? What if he was so against anyone finding out he was with me that he decided to kill me? It seemed unlikely, but he was drunk, and people do crazy things when they’re drunk. I didn’t want to take any chances. So I remained tense, with an eye on that door: my only exit. 
“You want a boyfriend—just for the night?” he asked, taking another step forward. Now he was close to me. I could smell the beer on his breath and I could feel the warmth radiating off of his drunk body. I looked up into his eyes. 
And now, I was being faced with a decision. I knew what I had to do; I’d run through this scenario a dozen times in my head, and it was playing out just the way I needed it to play out. But I was terrified. I’d never really been with a man—not without a bathroom wall between us. He could watch me. He could examine me. He was drunk, but that didn’t mean that he couldn’t reach down and pull my wig off, or pull up my dress to reveal my cock stuffed into my tiny panties. 
I had to be safe. I had to play it carefully. And I needed to get him off quickly, before he wanted more and more and more. 
He suddenly leaned forward, putting his hands on my hips. Before I could react, his lips were pressed against mine. I could taste his beer—but I could taste something else too: something feminine and fruity. I recognized a slight smell: the smell of lipstick that wasn’t mine. I let him kiss me for a minute. I tried to settle in, but that little flavor was too confusing. Why did he taste like a girl? 
Finally, he pulled away and looked into my eyes. I wanted to ask him what was with the taste. Then I noticed the hicky on his neck, and the lipstick around it. He’d already been with a woman. He was probably on his way from another bedroom to the bathroom, to clean himself up. That’s probably why he was still half-erect when he came into the room. 
Now, he was getting a second helping in the same night—and in the same hour. It didn’t make much of a difference to me (though I was a bit afraid of catching a disease, knowing he was getting around). But there was one problem: if he came with the other girl, then he was probably going to take longer with me. I was going to have to work harder. 
I thought for a minute about bailing and finding a new match: an easier romp that could give me what I needed with a bit less work. But I knew it was a gamble. I knew there was a chance that I wouldn’t find another partner. I had this guy thinking I was a girl, and I couldn’t guarantee that I could pull that off twice. So I had to commit. I had to make this guy come for me. 
I looked into his eyes and then I reluctantly dropped to my knees. I took his belt buckle and pulled on it, twisting and yanking until I got it loose. Then I unzipped his fly while he let out a deep groan. I heard him chuckle: a proud noise, almost as if he was basking in his own manliness, and his ability to bag two girls in one night. I tried not to think about the other girl—but it wasn’t easy.
I reached into his fly and I grabbed onto his half-erect cock. I pulled it out. It was heavy and thick, throbbing slightly as it drooped forward. His foreskin was pulled back, and there was a smell: a womanly smell. It was the smell of pussy on his cock. My stomach turned as I stared at his cock.
“C’mon, baby. Don’t be afraid,” he said, reaching down and grabbing his cock. With his other hand, he grabbed the back of my head. Then he brought the two together, mashing his soft tip against my lips until I opened wide. His cock went in, and I could taste it: a combination of flavors that almost made me gag. I could taste his cum. I could taste her pussy. I could taste some sweat. But I had to power through. I couldn’t stop now. I needed to get that seed. I was running out of time.
So I sucked with my eyes closed. I bobbed my head and tried not to gag. I groaned. He moaned, keeping that hand on the back of my head. For the first couple of minutes, he wasn’t getting harder. I was sucking his thick meat, but it was staying soft, having just ejaculated within the last twenty minutes. But then, as my jaw was beginning to feel a bit sore, I felt the throbbing. I felt his cock stretching out and puffing wide. He moaned a bit louder. “Just like that,” he said, as if I’d found a sweet spot. I could feel his thick tip pressing against the roof of my mouth. I could still taste that cum and pussy combination. But now, I was getting used to it. I was no longer trying not to gag. Now, it didn’t seem that gross or that outrageous. I was just completing a task. 
And in a way, it was kind of nice to think that he was getting erect for me. I was getting him aroused; and as a man, I knew how hard it was to get aroused immediately after ejaculating. I was sexy enough to make him want a second round. I bobbed my head deeper and let his cock sink further down into my throat. I worked my tongue around his shaft. I felt his veins throbbing. I kept sucking, getting him harder and harder, until he was as hard as he could get. 
Now, it was just a matter of getting him off. I just had to keep going. I just hard to keep sucking. I couldn’t stop. I grabbed the base of his shaft with a tight grip and I sucked hard. 
In that moment, I felt like a woman. It was a strange feeling. I no longer felt like an imposter. I no longer felt like I was putting on a character. I was exactly what I was portraying: I was Valerie. It was a nice feeling. I felt free. I felt alive. I felt wanted and pretty. I felt renewed. 
I could taste his pre-cum now. I knew I was getting closer. His legs were trembling. I just had to keep sucking…
He pulled out of my mouth. His cock throbbed in the open air, glistening with saliva. I stared at it for a moment before reaching out for it, but he brushed my hand away. “Hold on, slut,” he said. The slur took me by surprise—but I kind of liked it. I looked up into his eyes and wiped the spit off of my lips. I felt like a docile little puppy, waiting for my owner’s command. 
He reached down and picked me up by grabbing my torso. I gasped, feeling so vulnerable and submissive. What was he doing to me? He threw me down onto the bed and then he crawled on top of me. My body froze as I stared into his eyes. He pulled up my skirt and then he rubbed his wet erection against my panties: against my cock. My skin turned cold. He hadn’t noticed anything yet. “I want to be inside of you, slut,” he said. 
“D—Do you have a condom?” I asked. I needed him to cum into a condom. I needed that seed, or this was all for nothing. 
He shook his head. “I don’t use condoms. I hate the way they feel. You aren’t on the pill?” he asked.
I shook my head.
“Then I’ll pull out,” he said. 
My skin tingled all over. I hated the idea of being penetrated almost as much as I hated the idea of being sprayed with a stranger’s cum—but I needed the cum, and I figured I could scoop his mess up into my cup and save enough of it to impregnate my sister. 
But I couldn’t let him find my cock. I had to take control—at least enough control to get him away from my penis. So I reached down and gripped his cock firmly. Before he could react, I pulled his tip down and stuffed it underneath my panties, pressing it between my butt cheeks. I groaned and bit hard on my tongue, dreading what came next. 
I closed my eyes and pulled his cock into my butthole. I forced myself to unclench enough for his tip to go inside. Then I let out a loud moan as I felt the last bit of my innocence fluttering away. He was inside of me. His eyes were wide and his cheeks were suddenly red. “You—You’re so tight,” he said with a whimper.
I felt my cheeks becoming warm. I felt my body becoming light and limp. I bit down on my bottom lip and then I pushed my butt down, forcing more of his cock into my body. I groaned again, then he let out a strange noise: like a whimper and a moan at the same time. His hands moved up to my breasts. He squeezed hard, pushing all of his weight onto my chest, pushing the air out from my lungs. Then he began to thrust into me. I tried so hard to remain unclenched. I had no idea if he even knew he was inside of an asshole and not a pussy.
He pushed deep, stretching out parts of my body that probably weren’t meant to be stretched out. He pushed deeper and deeper, making me realize just how massive his cock was. Finally, I felt his pelvis press against my ass, and I went completely limp. The last bit of energy was gone from my body, but he was just getting started.
With two hand firmly gripping my chest, he started to pump. My body rocked like a ragdoll. He pumped harder and harder, grunting with each insertion. My legs flopped around and my hands reached in every direction for something to hold onto, but nothing was good enough, not even the bars of the bedframe. I was completely helpless: a slave to his giant cock. 
He was focused, staring at my face as his face turned redder and redder. He stared into my eyes while he fucked me, and I found myself staring back into his eyes, trying to beg him to have mercy on me. Or maybe I was begging him to fuck me harder. Maybe I liked the feeling of being plunged by a cock that was just as thick as a Coke can. 
The euphoric tingling in my body was unlike anything I’d ever felt. Warm bursts of energy were pulsing all over. I wanted to scream out, but I was completely hypnotized. I just stared into his eyes.
And then I felt it: his cock tensing up. I felt him bloating. I watched his eyes widen. I watched his lips part. I knew he was about to come, but he wasn’t pulling out.
So I reached down and grabbed the base of his cock. I pulled him out just in time, tilting his cock up just as the first blast sprayed into the air. It went up and then I watched in seeming-slow-motion as the cum came back down towards my face. I winced just in time, as the cum hit me on the cheek and splattered across my face. Then I felt the cum hitting my chest, messing up my outfit. I felt it land between my breasts, and I felt it splattering on my stomach. It was shooting in every direction, and there was a lot of it. It was a thick substance, but it was quick to soak into my dress.
I was still having my own orgasm, tingling all over and moaning—too overwhelmed to properly collect myself. He walked forward on his knees, holding his cock in his hand, making sure the last of his cum ended up on me and not around it. But it was everywhere, and now it was drying up fast. 
I looked up into his eyes, and then he suddenly wanted to kiss. He leaned down, about to press his chest against mine—and against his cum. I couldn’t let him ruin that seed!
I quickly rolled out from underneath him. He looked at me strangely from the bed. “What’s wrong?” he said.
“I have to go,” I said, snatching my purse. 
“You need to get cleaned up first. There’s a tissue box here. Let me help you,” he said.
I shook my head. “No. It’s fine.”
“You’re covered in jizz,” he said.
“It’s fine. I don’t care. I have to go,” I said. I couldn’t waste the opportunity. I rushed through that door. I felt people looking over at me. I saw the line for the bathroom. I knew I couldn’t make it home before scooping the substance into my cup, so I rushed into the first empty room I could find. It was a closet, but it had a light. I must have looked so crazy, running into a closet and closing the door behind me. But I was desperate. 
I pulled that cup out from my purse and I started to scrape the cum into the container. It was hard to find globs that hadn’t already soaked into the fabric. I felt so stupid—so crazy, and so desperate. But I had to help my sister. I couldn’t forget that this was all for my sister. 
I only got a tablespoon of his cum into that cup, but maybe that was enough. I needed to get it to my sister immediately. I knew I didn’t have much time—not even enough time to get changed. I could explain the story to my sister later. Maybe she would be horrified, but at least she now had a chance at being a mom. 
CHAPTER V
I knocked at her door. It was 2:15 AM. Her house was dark. I kept knocking and sending her messages. Finally, the bedroom light turned on. My heart pounded against my ribcage. I knew she was going to be very confused. My buzz had worn off, and now the feeling of dread was truly starting to set in. I was about to be seen in a dress and makeup and a wig by my sister, splattered with cum. She would never look at me the same, but it was a humiliation I was willing to endure for her. 
I heard her footsteps coming towards the door, and I won’t lie: I thought about running while I still had a chance. I thought about texting her in the morning, saying, ‘Sorry, I was drunk,’ before she could see me all dolled up. But I couldn’t let the night go to waste. I put in too much effort. I sacrificed too much for that seed. 
The door opened and her gaze fell upon me. I forced a smile, but I wasn’t able to conjure up any words. 
“Who are you?” she said, rubbing sleep from her eyes. She was wearing a red satin nightdress, laced up in the middle with white laces. 
I bit my bottom lip and then I waited for a moment while I gathered the courage to say, “It’s me.” But for some reason, the words came out in the feminine voice I’d been practicing. 
She stared at me for a long moment, possibly thinking of calling the cops—and then she realized who she was looking at. Her eyes became wide and her lips parted with shock. “Harold?” she whispered. 
“I have what you need. We can talk about this later,” I said as my heart sloshed around in the pit of my stomach.
“What I need?” she said. “What are you talking about?”
I pulled out the cup and showed it to her. She stared at it for a long moment, shaking her head with narrowed eyes. Then she froze and looked slowly into my eyes. “Is that… Is that what I think it is?”
“It’s fresh. It’s not mine—don’t worry.” 
“Where did you get it?” she asked. She looked around and then she grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me into her house. She closed the door behind me and then she started buzzing around. 
“I can explain all of this to you later—but now, you need to use this while it’s still good. It wasn’t easy to get. You shouldn’t let it go to waste.”
“Harold—this is crazy. I can’t—I can’t just put that inside of me. I don’t know where you got it! That’s not how this works!” 
“You said yourself that you’re ovulating. There’s a really good chance this will work. You just need to do it,” I said, still using that girly voice that I just couldn’t stop myself from using. 
“But… But it’s gross. It’s a stranger’s cum! I can’t just put it inside of me.” 
“He was a good-looking guy. He goes to university, and I’m pretty sure he’s on a sports team—maybe football. He was tall.” 
“Who was he?” she asked, now looking into my eyes.
I smiled awkwardly. “I—I don’t want to say. That’s part of the deal. You don’t know him; he doesn’t know you. You get what you want. He had a lot of testosterone, so it’s probably potent material.” 
“Is that even how it works?” she said.
“You’re running out of time. Take it into the bathroom.” I handed it out towards her. She stared at it, considering the offer. “Please, Patti. Take it. This is your chance to be a mom.” 
Her eyes started watering. Her hands were shaking. She wanted to take it. “What if it works?” she said softly. “What if it really does make me pregnant?”
“That’s what you want,” I said. 
“What if I’m not ready? What if I’m not a good mom?”
“You’ll be a great mom,” I said. 
She took the cup from me and stared at it, holding it far away from herself just in case it was radioactive. “I don’t know,” she said. 
“You have to do it. If you’re meant to have a baby, it will work. If you’re not, it won’t work and you haven’t really lost anything.” 
She stared at the cum and thought about it. “Maybe you’re right,” she said. “Maybe this is how it’s supposed to be: up to fate. But maybe fate already made the decision for me when that doctor told me I have to get that surgery. Maybe this is just cheating fate. Maybe I’m not meant to be a mom and I just need to accept it. But then why is this in my hand now? How did this end up in my hand during my very last useful ovulation? Is this fate saying that I should be a mom?” 
“Just go put it inside of you,” I said. “I don’t care how you do it—and I don’t want to know how you do it. But don’t waste this chance. This is probably your last hope.” 
“Technically, I still have next month,” she said. “Though I usually only get my period once every two months, so maybe this is it… I just don’t know.”
“Stop thinking about it. You’re running out of time,” I said. 
She remained still for a moment before nodding her head. With the cup in her hand, she turned and walked towards her bathroom. She reached the door and then she looked back at me. “You can go home,” she said.
“Are you sure? I can stay here with you, if—you know—you want support, or whatever,” I said.
She smiled and shook her head. “I’m fine,” she said.
“Good luck then,” I said. I turned towards the door. 
Then she stopped me. “Harold,” she said. I looked back at her, into her eyes. “You look good like that, just so you know.”
I don’t know why she said it and I don’t know why it resonated so powerfully with me. For some strange reason, it was really nice to hear some validation; it was nice to hear that my hard work paid off. And maybe it was nice to hear that I could pass as a woman. I don’t know why it mattered so much to me, but it really did; and it really got me thinking. 
Once I was home, I found myself standing before the mirror. I stared at my face and I stared at my body. My sister was right: I looked good. And now that I’d heard it from her, I was able to accept it as the truth. Even after James fucked me in that bedroom, I didn’t fully believe it. But now, I was so sure that it was true. And now, I was trying to figure out what to do with that information. What did it mean? 
I went to bed thinking about what Patti said, about fate. She was putting her whole life in the hands of fate. Maybe that cum would work, maybe it wouldn’t. It wasn’t up to her. There was nothing she could do to make it work more or less. And if it didn’t work, what did that mean? My mother always told me that everything happens for a reason. Well, maybe there is a reason that God doesn’t want my sister having a baby, but what was the reason for what I went through? If my sister didn’t end up getting pregnant, what was the reason that I went through so many days of feminization? Why did I expose myself to such a peculiar lifestyle? Why did I learn to doll myself up and why did I seduce a man in a stranger’s bedroom? What was the point? What was I supposed to learn from it all? 
CHAPTER VI
It was three weeks later when my sister sent me a text message, telling me she booked her surgery. “Didn’t the stuff work?” I asked. It was the first time we’d talked about the cum sample since I got it to her. 
“I never used it,” she said. “I couldn’t do it. It just didn’t seem right. I hated the idea of having a child who would never know his real father.” 
I was stunned. I went through so much to get that sample for her, and she didn’t even use it. I was tempted to call her and chew her out, and then I reminded myself that she never asked me to go out and get a cup of cum for her. It was something that I decided to do, and I couldn’t blame her for not wanted to accept the substance. It was gross, after all. 
I felt bad for her. She was losing out on something that was so important to her. Now, she had to find a new way to define her life. She had to find something else to make her life fulfilling. I knew that she would figure something out; I just didn’t know how long it would take, or how painful the journey would be.
It was that night when I remembered her talking about fate. I remembered that strange week in vivid detail. When I was getting dolled up, I thought for sure that I would look back at that time with regret. But now, there was no regret. I looked back at that week with a smile on my face, as if I was looking back on a fond childhood memory. 
I decided to dig out that old outfit again. It was clean now—I washed it after that night, but I hadn’t worn it or anything like it since. I’d forgotten how well it fit, and how nice it felt against my skin. I dug out that old wig and I found those old makeup supplies. I spent a few hours getting myself as pretty as I could. 
I didn’t leave my place. I stayed in, with the curtains closed, and just enjoyed the alone time. I made dinner in that dress and I watched some TV in that dress. It was a nice feeling, just to be a girl, alone without worrying about what anyone thought. 
And now, I didn’t feel embarrassed. I didn’t feel like I was going to wake up feeling awkward and regretful. I felt so confident in myself that I went online, ordered a couple new outfits and a couple pairs of shoes. I ordered a few pairs of panties (including a black lacy thong) and I ordered a cute choker and some golden hoop clip-on earrings. I couldn’t help myself.
I buzzed with excitement until the contents arrived a few days later. I must have spent hours trying the clothes on, styling my hair and makeup in different ways to compliment the new outfits. 
I spent most of that night in front of the mirror, smiling at myself, coming a little bit closer to understanding why fate made me feel the need to help out my sister, even though, in the end, she didn’t actually want my help. 
I looked especially cute in the pair of faux-leather shorts that went perfectly with the low-cut red top that I bought. It was a few days later when my breast form came in the mail. It came with instructions on how to adjust it to fit properly, but it didn’t need adjusting—it fit perfectly out of the box, and the skin tone was so similar that I didn’t even have to do any makeup blending to make it look like it was actually part of my body. 
I liked having realistic breasts. Now, I was already thinking of seeing a doctor about getting some pills, so that I could have some real breasts within a year or two. I didn’t need huge titties—just some cute small breasts would do just fine. 
With my breast form on and my cutest outfit on, I decided to spend the night alone again in my flat—this time with the curtains open. I didn’t care if anyone saw me. In fact, a part of me wanted to be seen. I wanted people to look in my window and see how cute I looked. Hell—I didn’t even care if they saw me and knew immediately that I wasn’t a biological female. That didn’t matter to me; I knew that I was a girl, deep down. And now, I was ready to embrace that reality.
Now, I knew it was time to come out to my friends and family. It was time to ditch my old male life for my new identity: my true identity. I wasn’t quite ready to pick up the phone and ring my parents. I had a bit of work to do first. I needed to practice a little bit more: the makeup, the hair, and the voice. I needed to get my mannerisms down perfectly. I needed to really settle into this new lifestyle. I knew that I was close and I didn’t feel any need to rush it. I liked the idea of taking it slow, even though I couldn’t wait to feel the hands of a man again—and the hard cock of a man. But that could all wait. I needed everything to be perfect, because that’s what fate was telling me to do. 
And I trusted fate, because just that evening, my sister announced that she’d met a guy. They’d been together for a couple of months already, and now they were coming out as official. He was perfect for her, and he had a daughter. He had full custody of the little girl, who was only six months old. My sister was in love with the little girl, and her dad. So maybe it was good that she never put that substance into her body. Maybe everything worked out just the way it was meant to work out… And it was hard to deny that fate played a role in the connection, seeing as she met him at the clinic when she went in to have her surgery booked. They would have never met had she gone ahead with my original plan. 
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