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THE GIRL TRIAL


Damian just landed a dream apprenticeship with a famous luthier. There’s just one issue: it’s unpaid.

He needs to find a way to live during his apprenticeship, and weekends at Subway aren’t cutting it. Thankfully, an old high-school classmate can get Damian into an experimental drug trial that pays thirty bucks a day, and more than likely, Damian will be put into a control group and given a placebo. What is there to lose?

Well, maybe his masculinity.


CHAPTER 1
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Icouldn’t believe that I was actually about to start my luthier apprenticeship. And I wasn’t going to be doing it under some questionable wannabe in some corner of his garage; I was going to be making instruments with one of the most legendary luthiers in the country, Hans Fig.

“And just to be clear, Damian,” he said to me. “It is an unpaid apprenticeship.” He stared at me closely, and I’m sure he saw the colour drain from my face.

I knew that I wasn’t going to get rich from my apprenticeship, but I had no idea that it was totally unpaid. I mean—I knew that most luthier apprenticeships were unpaid, but I assumed that it would b different with Hans, and with Fig Guitars. I mean—they were so iconic. The shop was so huge and outfitted with the top of the line tools. Some of the best-known modern luthiers had worked under Hans as apprentices.

“Did you not realize that?” he asked with a narrowed gaze. “I’m sorry; I assumed you knew that when you applied.”

“I knew,” I said. It was a lie. “Of course I knew.”

“And that’s fine. Right?”

I nodded my head. “Of course.”

“You have another source of income for the next year? The apprenticeship is two years, but after the first year, we’ll get you in the repair shop, and then you can take a cut of the repair earnings. That’s usually how we do things here.”

“Totally cool. Um… I’m just wondering… Say I was here more often—like, five days a week instead of three… Maybe then it wouldn’t be a full year unpaid? Maybe it could be more like… six months? And if I catch on really fast, that would speed it up too, right?” I bit down on my tongue, stopping myself from saying anymore. I didn’t want to scare him away from giving me that opportunity. I hadn’t technically accepted it yet, and he could still retreat his offer.

“It’s not three days a week. It’s already five,” he said. “And no—it will take a year before we get you into the repair shop. You have a whole lot to learn before you’re ready for that.”

“Even if I already know a lot about it?” I asked. I’d built a couple guitars in the shop at my dad’s place. I knew a thing or two about making an instrument.

He stared at me for another long moment. “If you have already done it before, then it could take even longer, because then you have to un-learn bad habits. Do you understand?” His Swiss accent came out thicker than usual as he said it.

“I get it,” I said. I nodded my head. “No problem at all.”

But it was a little bit of a problem. I mean—there was the issue of paying rent and eating food. I would have to pay for the heating bill through the winter, and gas was going to run me about forty bucks per week, getting to and from that shop, which was outside of the city, in a rural area that had no bus access.

And then there was car insurance… maintenance (oil changes and whatnot)… and then I had to think about⁠—

“Is that all fine?” he said. “Because if you aren’t financially prepared for it, please tell me now so I can choose someone else. I’ve gotten two months into apprenticeships before, just to have apprentices leave me. It’s no good for anyone.”

“I’m good for it,” I said, heart starting to race. I had no idea what I was going to do, but I knew that I would make something work.

I had to make something work, because there wouldn’t be another opportunity like this. Hans was the best in the industry—and the next closest shop wasn’t even in my province.

I just had to make it work.

So I started putting everything on credit. I started trying to find a weekend job—and after two weeks, I found one. It wasn’t glamorous; I was making sandwiches at Subway: minimum wage. It wasn’t enough to pay the bills, but it was enough to offset the blow of the apprenticeship.

And it became even more obvious after my first week in Hans’s shop that I really, really needed that apprenticeship. I needed him as a mentor. I needed the guidance. He was teaching me so much, and I quickly realized that we hadn’t even scratched the surface of what I needed to learn.

After the seventh week of my apprenticeship, I got a letter in the mail from my credit card company. “Your credit card is almost maxed out, and we will begin charging interest on the unpaid total.”

“What!?” I gasped. I checked my online banking. How did this happen? How did I max it out so fast? I looked through payments, thinking that someone had been using my credit card number for sketchy online purchases… but it was all me: small payments that just added up and added up.

That credit card was supposed to carry me to the finish line. Now, I still had ten months to survive before I could make peanuts in Hans’s repair shop. “Shit,” I all I said, because I had no plan.

I had no plan.

I knew had to figure something, and fast. Subway was only good for $150 a week, which didn’t even cover my gas and my grocery bill.

I was really starting to regret all of the stupid little purchases that I’d made over the past two months: little things that I really didn’t think would make much of a difference, like the new night stand for my bedroom, or the hula girl for my car dashboard—or the trousers that I bought specifically for my high-school reunion.

My reunion was that night.

Now, I was thinking of skipping it, simply to save the gas (it was a forty minute drive to get to the banquet hall they rented for the reunion). But I’d already bought the trousers, and the return window had passed.

So I went.


CHAPTER 2
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The reunion was much busier than I was expecting. I hadn’t talked to anyone from high-school since high-school, and I sort of assumed it was the same for everyone else. I assumed everyone moved on with their lives immediately after graduating. I could remember the last week of school, with everyone talking about where they were moving. It seemed, at the time, like nobody was staying in town. Everyone was leaving the province, heading to one of the big cities—off to get serious degrees and big careers.

And over the years, I heard rumours of weddings, and rumours of children being born. I heard stories of guys getting hired by NASA and girls getting hired over at Google.

So who was even going to show up for this dinky reunion?

Apparently everyone.

The place was wall-to-wall with people. And I instantly recognized damn-near all of them. Everyone looked about the same; the women had subtle lines around their eyes and the men had started to lose an inch or two of hairline.

At first, I was excited. The place was loud with chatter and laughter. They kept turning up the music, so it could be heard over the loud catching up. Women waved at me with smiles. Men hollered to me, “Daring Damian!” Someone thrust a bottle of beer into my hand.

For a moment, I thought it was going to be a great party…

And then I started chatting with my old classmates. “You married, Damian?” asked Matty Monroe, with his arm around a surprisingly beautiful blonde woman. She batted her eyelashes as she looked at her boo.

“Um, no,” I said. “Are you guys?”

They nodded their heads. “With a kid at home,” Matty smiled. “And another on the way.” He rubbed his woman’s belly.

Then I felt a nudge. “Daring Damian!” shouted Jeremy Pothier. “I almost didn’t believe my eyes!”

He waved over his woman. She was very Soviet-looking, and when she said hello, I heard her thick Russian accent. “This is Lyudmila,” he said.

“You’re actually kind of familiar,” I said to the woman.

“She’s a model for Victoria’s Secret,” said Jeremy. Then I noticed Jeremy’s glittering watch. It was gold, with diamonds, and there was a familiar logo: ROLEX.

“So you’re doing alright, huh?” I said.

“Okay,” he said. “My company lost a quarter million last quarter, but we’ll make it up this quarter. How about you? How is the life of Daring Damian!?”

When I told him about my luthier apprenticeship, he didn’t seem too intrigued. In fact, I noticed him looking around for someone else to talk to before I even finished talking.

I talked to Karen Moritz next. She had recently finished med school, and had started training to be a brain surgeon. “Do they pay you while you train?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “No, sadly not really. But when I graduated med school, the bank gave me an interest-free loan of $200,000 to live off of while I finish my training. That should last the eighteen months before I start in the operating room—and I’ll have it paid off within a year or two.”

“A year or two?” I asked, feeling a paleness overtaking my countenance.

Then I talked to Felix Burns, who was looking a lot chubbier than I remembered him being (especially since he was the captain of the town’s hockey team). “What’s new with you, Felix?” I asked.

“Well, I don’t want to brag,” he said with a big grin. “But Meta bought my app last week. The cheque came through yesterday. The whole thing is honestly so surreal.”

“Did they pay you well for that?” I asked.

He stared at me strangely for a moment, as if he was surprised I hadn’t heard the news. “Ninety million,” he said bluntly.

“Oh.” And I started to think of ways to ask him for just a small half-million. I would pay it back eventually, of course. I think he could tell that I was trying to lead up to the request, because he snuck away from me while I wasn’t looking.

Finally, I found someone who I could relate to. Harry Bean was a friend of mine in elementary school, but I stopped hanging out with him in junior high when he started to become ‘social suicide’ to be around. In case his name wasn’t bad enough, he got really into a video game called Mana Stars Online. It was some Japanese game with Anime-style graphics. Harry was obsessed. His clothes were always official Mana Stars Online merchandise. He had a Mana Stars binder, and he tried to start a Mana Stars Online club, which met at lunchtime, in the school, but only two other kids signed up for it, and they were even weirder than Harry.

Now, Harry looked more normal, though maybe a bit underweight (it didn’t help that his dress shirt was a size too big, and his trousers were two sizes too big). Because his pants were so baggy, he had them pulled up higher, with his belt damn-near his sternum. He kept his phone and wallet in the same trouser pocket, making a huge square-shaped bulge. There was another square-shaped bulge in his other pocket; I had no idea what that was.

“How have you been, Harry?” I asked.

“Well,” he said with a sigh. His voice had that same nasally quality that I remembered from school. “Things haven’t been spectacular.”

“Why is that?” I asked.

“I had this great job for the past eight years, but a few months ago, they let me go,” he said. “Maybe it was a mistake, but I hired a lawyer to try to fight the termination, but we haven’t really made any headway with that, and paying the legal fees has really destroyed my savings. I haven’t been able to find a new job in the same field, so I think I might have to start flipping burgers or something.” He still had a smile on his face as he said it.

“You’ll bounce back,” I said. “You’re a smart guy.”

He asked me what I’d been up to, and I told him about the apprenticeship. I admitted to him that it was unpaid, and that I was in a similar situation to him, unsure of how I was going to make ends meet. “I’m sure in a few years I’ll be looking back on this stage and laughing. But right now… I have to admit: I’m nervous about whether or not I’m going to get by.”

We sat down at a table, and he told me a little more about his situation. “I was married, for three years,” he said. “She cheated on me with the guy we hired to put up floating shelves in our bathroom. I went out into the garden, and came back in and found them at it in the bathroom.”

“Jesus, man. I’m so sorry to hear that.”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Eh. It happens,” he said. He seemed strangely unmoved about it.

“When did that all happen?”

“A few months ago,” he said.

“Damn, dude,” I said. “That’s rough. And you’re holding up alright?”

“Oh yeah. But sadly, she emptied half the bank account when she left. And the judge ordered me to pay her twenty-five-hundred per month, for the next five years. Then it’s half that for another five years.” He sighed. “It is what it is.”

“Why do you have to pay her at all? Did you have a child together?”

He shook his head. “After she moved in with me, she quit her job. Technically, I told her that she could quit her job. Now, her whole argument is that she gave up her career to support mine, and because of that, I need to financially support her while she establishes a new career. Her lawyers argued that it would take ten years.”

“That’s rubbish,” I said.

“It is what it is.” That seemed to be Harry’s new catchphrase.

“Even now that you’re unemployed, you still have to pay her?”

He nodded his head. “It is what it is.”

“Damn. That sucks ass.” We both sighed. His situation was even worse than mine, which made me feel a little bit better. At least I had a bright light at the end of my tunnel. In ten months, I would technically be an employee of Hans Fig. In two years, I would be a Hans Fig trained luthier—and I wouldn’t have to pay any alimony. Harry’s situation was much more grim, especially when he told me what he had been doing for work. “I was working as a medieval farming specialist.”

I paused for a moment. “What even is that?”

“Well, whenever a company needs to consult someone about medieval farming, they would contact the company I worked for, and then I would get the contract. The company I worked for covered many different time periods and specialties—not just farming.”

I was still confused, and It think he could tell from the look on my face.

“For example, film shoots,” he said. “When some movie needed to make sure details were accurate, they contracted me. Or medieval festivals—those were a big part of my year. Big novelists would hire me. Stephen King flew me out to his cabin for four days.” He smiled, proud of his accomplishments. “But they have another guy now.”

“You can find a job like that with another company though, right?” I asked.

He shook his head. “It’s literally the only company on the continent that does it… and they only hire one guy for specifically medieval farming.”

It really did sound frighteningly specific. “What about… like… Viking farming? Do they need a guy for that?”

“They have a guy for that,” he said blankly. “And if I wanted to choose a different time period, I would have to go back to school and get reeducated.”

“You strictly know… medieval farming?”

“Correct.”

His situation really was quite awful. But still, I said, “I bet you’ll be fine.”

He sighed. Then, to be honest, I started to feel a bit icky around him. He oozed a terrible desperation and hopelessness, and I really didn’t want any of that to wear off on me, so when he was in the bathroom, I slipped away and started chatting with other people.

While I was talking to Trevor DeGraff, I noticed Harry Bean across the banquet hall, looking at me, seemingly waiting for me to walk back over to him and chat with him. Then, I noticed him again looking my way when I was catching up with Lucy DeGraff, Trevor’s sister.

He looked so… pathetic. I hate to even say it, but that hopelessness was just so hard to stomach. I felt bad for him, but I didn’t want to tie myself with him and let that be the end of my night. I felt like he had nothing left to say to me and I had nothing to say to him. I was there to catch up with my classmates, not to try to help Harry Bean feel better.

It was a lot like junior high school, for that entire year after I started distancing myself from Harry. He struggled to find a new friend and would just… follow me around. He was always wandering around behind me, always sitting at the same table as me, but not quite close enough to be part of my conversation.

He was doing the same thing now: inching closer and closer to me. Every time I went to talk to a new person, he was a bit closer. When I went to chat with Aaron Sanderson, he was within earshot. I even heard him letting out little grunts of agreement when Aaron started talking about politics (he was working toward a career in politics and had recently won some big election). Then, when I went to chat with Dustin Horton, Harry stuffed his hands into his pockets and sauntered right up, as if he was part of the same conversation.

I eyed Harry, and Dustin did the same thing, then we went back to chatting. “What are you doing these days, Dustin?” I asked.

“I recently got a big promotion at work, so that’s been nice. It’s a lot of responsibility—and sometimes I wonder if the pay raise is worth the extra responsibility.”

Harry let out one of those little approving grunts, with a head nod. We both eyed him and then went back to chatting. “Sorry,” I said. “I don’t actually think that I know where you work.”

“Oh, sorry about that,” he said. “I got a job with Piezo Pharmaceuticals. They had me in the experimental developments division—testing different drugs on rats and whatnot—and now they’ve moved me into human trials division, which is a much bigger and better funded division.”

“Oh wow. Good for you. What kinds of drugs are you guys working on these days? Anything good?”

I asked it as a joke more than anything, but he took the question seriously, saying, “I’m not at liberty to divulge that information.”

“Oh. I guess that makes sense,” I said.

“We’re actually rolling out a new trial next week, and it’s a big deal—exciting stuff. The results from animals have been so promising—and assuming we can get similar results in humans… Well, let’s just say that it could be a game changer.”

“That’s really exciting,” I said.

“You need guinea pigs?” Harry said, interrupting the conversation.

We both turned to Harry, who had his hands deep in his pockets. He had a curious grin on his face. We just stared at him as he smiled patiently. “You know,” he went on. “You pay people to test your drugs?”

“Um,” said Dustin. “Well, actually, yeah. We do pay people to assist in drug trials.”

“And you pay them good money, right? I heard you pay something like fifty dollars per dose or something.”

Dustin had a look that I can only describe as uncomfortable. I was strangely tempted to apologize on Harry’s behalf, as if I was his embarrassed wife. Instead, I just kept my mouth shut.

“It doesn’t really work like that,” Dustin said.

“How does it work?” Harry said, nudging in a little closer, taking over that conversation. I thought about walking away.

“I mean, are you interested in something like that?”

Harry shrugged his shoulders and tilted his head. “Maybe.”

“Well, if you give me your email, Harry, I can send you some information.”

“I would like that very much. Damian too,” he said.

Blood rushed into my face. Did Harry really just throw me under the bus like that? Now, Dustin was looking at me with a curious gaze. I laughed and shook my head. “I’m definitely not interested in that.”

“He’s in a similar position as me,” Harry went on. “We’re both hurting for cash, to be honest.”

I had a lump in my throat now. This was so horribly embarrassing. “I’m really not,” I said.

“Sure you are,” Harry said, turning his gaze to me. He had no shame on his face. In fact, he still had that curiously casual smile, as if we were just chatting about some baseball game.

“I’m doing an apprenticeship,” I said, “under one of the greatest modern luthiers. Sure, money is a bit tight right now, but the apprenticeship turns into work in ten months.”

“That’s really great,” said Dustin. “That sounds like a good goal that you’re working towards.” But it was the way he said it that irked me, as if he was patting a hopeless six-year-old on the head and saying, ‘Sure! You’ll be the first astronaut to walk on the sun!’. I blushed all over, biting my tongue hard.

“Well I would be interested,” Harry said. He wrote down his email on a napkin, and he thrusted it into Dustin’s hand.

I excused myself for the bathroom. After hiding for a minute, I found different people to chat with, but Harry soon found me, creeping up slowly until he was next to me, nodding and grunting along with my conversations.

It was so annoying that I ended up leaving early, before the speeches were even underway.

But it wasn’t the last that I heard from Harry Bean.


CHAPTER 3
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Harry Bean sent me a friend request the very next day, on Facebook. I wanted to ignore it, but there was a pity churning in my gut. Maybe Harry had no friends. Now that his wife was gone, and he was without a job, maybe he had nobody.

I didn’t want to be his somebody, but I didn’t want to make him relive the rejection that seemed to describe his life. So after a few days, I decided to accept his friend request. It wasn’t long after that he sent me a message. “I have our money problem solved, Damian,” he wrote to me.

I rolled my eyes. I entertained him. “What have you found?”

“Remember that talk we had with Dustin?” he asked. “Well, he sent me that info, and it’s a fantastic deal. It will cover your bills for the rest of the year.”

My heart fluttered. I have to admit that I was a tiny bit curious, but there was no way that I was going to put experimental drugs into my body just to pay my bills for a chunk of the year. I wasn’t that desperate… At least I didn’t think that I was that desperate.

“They pay us thirty bucks a day—every day, including holidays and weekends,” he said to me. “The contract lasts an entire year, and they only need us to take a single pill each week. And best of all, it’s more likely that we will be put in the control group—so we wouldn’t even be eating more than a sugar pill.”

I rolled my eyes. Sure, there was a chance to end up in the control group, but there was a chance we would end up taking the actual pill—and then we were risking serious lifelong health problems for a measly thirty bucks a day!

It sounded so absurd… until I crunched the numbers.

It was technically more money than I was making at Subway each week. That extra $800 would go a long way to paying my bills. In fact… Harry Bean was right: it was about enough to cover my expenses (combined with working weekends at Subway). I could pick up a few night shifts at Subway each week to make enough to pay down my credit card debt.

My heart raced, even though I still had no intention of going through with the absurd plan. I wasn’t going to risk my life for a paycheque that would match my part-time Subway Sandwich Artist pay…

So why was I now reading the pamphlet that Harry had sent to me?

The pamphlet did not say the name of the drug they were testing, or what it did. It explained that they couldn’t even tell us what the potential symptoms were. But it did explain that the drug in question had spent years being tested on various animals, including monkeys. Side-effects were, for the most part, mild in the animals, and they saw no reason that it would be any different in humans—but still, there was a risk. And accepting that money meant accepting that risk. Accepting that money meant waiving any right to a lawsuit.

Taking that mysterious pill could turn me into a vegetable… or it could do nothing at all.

$11,000, paid out over the course of a year… it wasn’t so easy to turn down when my situation was so desperate.

Hell—I think most people would have a hard time turning day an $11,000 giveaway, and it only involved swallowing fifty-two pills.

I gave myself a little slap on the cheek. “Forget it,” I said aloud. Of course I couldn’t do it! Of course I wasn’t going to join Harry in some weird experimental drug trial!

Harry sent me a message. “They can start us tomorrow,” he wrote. “I just got off the phone with Dustin.” Then, he sent me the address. I hated that he was volunteering me to do this with him. I hated that he kept speaking on my behalf. I didn’t want anything to do with this…

Though there was some curiosity. “I’ll just go and hear what Dustin has to say about it,” I said to Harry. I wasn’t signing up for anything. I just wanted to hear more information, so I could confirm that it was too good to be true.

That night, I spent a good deal of time online, reading stories of people who had done similar trials with Dustin’s company. Amazingly, I couldn’t really find any horror stories. A few people complained about dry skin, itchy hands, thinning hair (which turned back to normal after they stopped their trial), and a few people suffered headaches. Besides that, I couldn’t find anything negative that had come out from the company…

Except for a lawsuit, which was ongoing. The details were still wrapped up, but the man suing because of a ‘permanent injury’ relating to the drug he’d been given. And apparently, the injury was not legally covered by the waiver he signed. There was no more information than that.

I set my alarm. I felt so, so stupid for even considering this… but I hadn’t agreed to anything, so my heart was honestly racing over nothing.


CHAPTER 4
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Harry Bean was late for the consultation. Dustin told me to sit down in his office while we waited. He had a beautiful office, on the fifteenth floor of a massive glass building. His view looked down at the harbour. He had his own private bathroom, a comfortable couch, a large oak desk, a mini-fridge, and one corner of the space was outfitted like a little workout area, with free weights and a cable machine. On one wall was a 100-inch flat-screen television. “I, uh, bet you watch a lot of hockey on that, huh?”

“It’s mostly just for Zoom calls,” he said.

“Oh.”

“But they did set it up with eight-hundred channels. I turn it on sometimes, I guess.”

There was an awkward silence in his office, so I said, “I don’t really want to take any experimental drugs.”

“Most people don’t,” he said with a small laugh.

“And I don’t really need the money. I’m, uh, mostly just here for Harry. You know… to support whatever he wants to do.”

He nodded his head. Then he eyed a pair of clipboards on his desk, which had forms on them. “So should I put one of those away?” he asked.

My heart skipped a beat. “Well… You can leave it out for now. I’ll listen to what you have to say.”

He nodded his head slowly. Then he looked at that big television. “Do you want me to put on a show for you while you wait?”

The whole thing was so awkward. I felt like a child at a dentist, being asked if I wanted Dora the Explorer or Paw Patrol. “I’m fine,” I said.

Then, the secretary buzzed, letting Dustin know that Harry had arrived. A minute later, Harry walked in, wearing Scooby Doo pyjamas, with his hair a ruffled mess. “Sorry I’m late,” he said. “I got stuck in traffic.”

I turned my face away from them both, trying to hide my humiliation. Why did he show up like this? Was he trying to embarrass himself?

I couldn’t look at him. I regretted coming to this meeting.

“So where do I sign?” Harry asked, looking around until he spotted the form. Then, he walked towards it. Dustin had to move the form away from him.

“I need to talk you through the program first, Harry,” he said. “Legally—and for your own good.”

Harry groaned and took a seat. “Okay. Start talking then.” He was being so rude. Why was he doing this? Why wasn’t he just being normal? Did he not pick up on social cues? Or did he think he was being funny?

Dustin went on for what seemed like an eternity, running through a speech he’d done hundreds of times. It was a boring speech, and the information was, at times, strange. Like when he said, “The pills for this particular trial are triangle-shaped. Not square-shaped, but triangle shaped. Okay?” We both nodded.

Later in his speech, he said, “You would be expected to take the pill at 8:45 AM, every Tuesday, here at the lab, with the supervision of our staff.”

I thought about leaving a few times—especially when he said, “In the case of a death, we are not liable once you’ve signed that waiver.” But then he went on and said, “With this particular trial, the chance of death is astronomically low—and I say that because we never even had a rodent casualty. However, anything is possible and all bodies are different.”

“You’d have a better chance of dying from a bad burger at McDonalds,” Harry said, and then he rudely motioned for Dustin to hurry up his speech.

Dustin went on. “The safety group—that’s the group that takes a placebo pill—is quite large with this particular trial. Your chance of ending up in the placebo group is about 80%.”

“Wicked,” said Harry with a smile. “Eleven-grand for swallowing a handful of sugar pills. Why haven’t I been doing this for years?”

Dustin eyed him cautiously. “There are no guarantees that you will be placed in the safety group.”

“But Dustin,” Harry said. “You have sway, right?”

“I can’t confirm or deny that I have any decision-making power when it comes to deciding who gets into which grouping. We can’t make any promises.”

Harry winked in an annoying way, and Dustin just looked uncomfortable. In fact, he looked towards the door as if he was thinking of sending us away. There was a silence as he eyed the forms on his desk. “Before I can, uh, let you sign the waiver,” he said. “I do need to administer a test.”

“A test?” I asked.

“To ensure that you were listening to me,” he said. “It’s just so that you can’t administer legal action against us, claiming that you missed information in the waiver.” So we went ahead with the test. The first question was, “Are you moderately literate?” The next question was, “Do you understand that you could suffer side-effects from the drug you are agreeing take?” And then, “Do you understand that these side effects could be life-altering?” My heart raced faster. Why was I even filling out this test?

Then came questions that made it feel more like a test. “During your consultation, you were told the shape of the pill you will be taking. What shape is the pill?” I had to strain to remember that he told us that it was triangle-shaped.

Then it asked, “Exactly what time are you supposed to take the pill every Tuesday?”

I struggled to remember that he said 8:45 AM. The test really was ensuring that we’d been listening.

I handed in my test and he graded it. I got one question wrong, to my surprise. Apparently, I misheard the colour of the pill. But one mistake wasn’t enough of a problem to be denied the trial. So Dustin handed me a clipboard.

Harry handed in his test. Dustin looked over it and then sighed. “Harry, I’m sorry, but I can’t approve you for the trial. You got five answers wrong. You need to score higher than 95% to be approved.”

“Let me take the test again,” Harry said, reaching out for another test that wasn’t there.

“I can’t do that,” Dustin said. “Unfortunately, you’re being denied the trial.”

Harry’s face turned white. He jumped to his feet. “No,” he gasped. “That’s not fair. Let me take the test again. What did I get wrong?” Dustin showed him the wrong answers. I sat there awkwardly, trying not to make eye-contact with Harry, who was getting increasingly angry. “Please, Dustin. Please. Don’t do this. Don’t do this to me.”

“Harry. I’m sorry, but… I have to follow protocol. This is serious. We have to be very, very careful with who we accept into our trials, and I’m literally being paid to⁠—”

Harry didn’t let him finish. “—Don’t be an asshole, Dustin! Let me into the fucking trial!” Now, Harry was red. His face was scrunched up like a pitbull’s. He looked scary. He suddenly lunged at Dustin. Dustin cried out, so I jumped to my feet and tried to pull Harry away.

But he was so much stronger than he looked—or maybe I was just weak. I couldn’t get him off. Luckily, security heard the yelling and burst into the room. One of the guards grabbed me and pinned me painfully to the ground, painfully chipping one of my teeth. It was a minute before Dustin realized that I was being apprehended. He stopped the guard and explained that I was trying to help, but the damage had already been done: a chipped tooth, a broken collarbone, and a sprained wrist. I spent the rest of that day at the hospital.

Dustin reached out to me. He was very apologetic. “Damian, I’m seriously so sorry about what happened. The guards thought that you were both trying to attack me.”

I didn’t know what to say.

“The company wants to offer you a, uh, paid apology,” he said. “I talked to upper management about it myself, and they’re willing to cut you a cheque for ten-thousand dollars.”

“Really?” I said, suddenly not feeling the pain in my collarbone that had been aching miserably all day.

“Yes. I mean—sort of. They can only really discharge the funds if you’re registered in our system, as a subject. So you would have to join the trial and sign the waiver so I can put you in the system, then you would get the paid apology, plus the $210 per week.”

I caught myself smiling… beaming even. I wanted that money, even though it seemed like a hell of a lot less than I could have gotten from an actual lawsuit. It was enough to make my luthier apprenticeship seem possible. It was enough to pay down my credit card to avoid interest that would cripple me for years.

Dustin was giving me a hand out from the pit that had, a few days earlier, seemed too deep to crawl out of.

So I did it. I met with him the very next day and I signed that form.


CHAPTER 5
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Iswallowed a triangular-shaped white pill on Tuesday morning at 8:45 AM, in front of a woman in a lab coat. She watched me place the pill on my tongue, and then she spent a long, awkward minute searching my mouth for the pill. Later, she told me that many people try to hide the pill under their tongue or in the fold of a cheek.

But I swallowed my pill, even though my body was begging me not to. My throat even seemed to close up in a curious way, trying to stop that pill from going down.

Getting that money wasn’t quite as simple as swallowing a pill. I had to keep a ‘diet journal’. I had to write down everything that I ate. I even had to write down exactly how much water I was drinking in a day. They told me to stay above a certain amount, and even gave me a water bottle with measurements to ensure that I was meeting that total.

And then there was the monthly blood test. I took the first test before swallowing that first pill. It wouldn’t have been so bad had they not had to take so many vials of blood.

I was lightheaded and tired for the rest of that day, which was spent at the shop with Hans Fig. He had me sanding fretboards. It was the first week of fretboard work, and he had me using a special gauge that told me exactly how curved the fretboard was. My job was to keep sanding it down until every inch was consistent with the chart he handed me. It was a job that required a great deal of focus… and it was hard to focus, feeling so lightheaded.

And soon came the anxiety as I wondered if the lightheadedness was from the blood test, or if it was from the pill.

My stomach kept groaning. Was that the pill? My hands were trembling slightly. Was that the pill? Had I been given the real drug and not the placebo?

As the anxiety grew, so did feelings of regret. Maybe it wasn’t too late to stop the trial… but that pill was already inside of me. And what was it doing to me? What was it meant to do? If it made me sick, would it be possible to reverse its effects?

My heart raced faster. Around noon, Hans came up to me and put a hand on my shoulder. “You’re clearly sick, Damian. You shouldn’t come into the shop when you’re sick, or you could get the rest of us sick.”

“I’m not sick,” I said. “I just… I didn’t get a lot of sleep last night.”

“You’re as pale as a sheet,” he said—and that made me even more anxious. Was I really that pale? Was the pill making me pale? Was it making me sick?

“I think you should go home.”

“I—I’m fine,” I said.

“Go home.”

I didn’t want to go home, but he was giving me no choice. I would have to make up those hours another day.

I wasn’t better off at home. It was quiet at home, and that quietness enabled my thoughts to run completely wild. Anxiety turned to dread, especially when I started to feel slight pains in my stomach. I hadn’t eaten anything… I had no appetite. I felt weak and my vision was starting to feel blurry.

I ended up in the bathroom, hugging the toilet, heaving but I had nothing in me to throw up. The dizziness got worse, and then came the intense lethargy.

I was sure that I was given the real drug. A placebo couldn’t do this, and a bit of blood loss couldn’t do this to a person… Could it?

I ended up crawling into bed, with a bucket next to the bed, and I fell asleep. I tried to calm myself down, convincing myself that maybe I was sick. Maybe I did catch a flu and the timing was just a coincidence. Or maybe I was just dealing with an intense panic attack.

I woke up to my alarm. I felt lifeless, hardly able to stand up. I struggled to get to my kitchen, feeling faint the whole way. I broke off a bit of white bread and ate it slowly. I sipped a bit of juice, hoping the sugar would pick me up.

I tried to distract my mind. I grabbed my phone, planning to surf through Instagram or something—and that’s when I saw that I got a message from Harry. “I got into the trial, buddy. I take my first pill tomorrow.”

I paused. How did he manage that? He failed the test. He was banned from the building after attacking an employee. The company had to pay out ten-thousand dollars in damages because of a confrontation that Harry had caused. “How did you get into the trial?” I asked.

“I just changed up my look and I’m using a friend’s information,” he replied bluntly, confessing to what was surely a crime.

It was a while before I replied, because I was speechless. I didn’t know what to say; Harry was acting so… awful. His behaviour was abhorrent. “You can’t do that, Harry. You’re going to get into trouble. I’m sure that’s fraud.”

“It’s fine,” he said. “In fact, if you want to make some extra cash, I can tell you how you can get into the trial twice.”

I shook my head in disgust. Harry was acting like some sort of awful creature. He wasn’t acting like a normal, well-adjusted guy. “Let’s meet up this afternoon.”

I don’t know why I agreed to the meeting. I don’t know why I didn’t message Dustin to tell him that Harry had infiltrated his company, and was scamming the company.

And I was even more tempted to contact Dustin after I met with Harry.

Harry had devised a terrible scheme to get into the program. He explained his scheme to me in a totally nonchalant way. “It’s simple,” he said. “I just put on a disguise.” He showed me a selfie of him with a short brown wig and a fake moustache, which honestly looked real. He then explained that he went to Dustin’s house and spied on him to figure out his work schedule, and then he made sure to go in on Dustin’s day off to take the entry test again.

“And I’m thinking of doing it again in another disguise,” he said. “I can get on the trial twice and make twice the money.”

“But Harry…” I said, shaking my head. “Then you’ll be taking twice the experimental medicine. You could die.”

He laughed off my worries. “More than likely, I’m on the placebo twice.” I wasn’t sure his math worked out.

“You’re playing a dangerous game.”

“But here’s the thing!” he said with a sudden pang of enthusiasm. “They don’t tax the trial income. It’s sheltered, Damian. So that’s over four-hundred bucks a week, tax-free. And because it’s not on our taxes, I still qualify for low-income benefits. So the government is giving me about three-hundred per week to live on top of the four-hundred I’m getting from the lab.”

“Is that not still less than what you need to pay your ex-wife?” I asked.

He smirked. “My lawyer told me that as long as I’m not making any income, I can defer payments to the future without interest. It’s called a ‘sympathy deferment’.”

He shook my head. Harry was such a vile person. He spent the next thirty minutes trying to convince me to put on a disguise, to join him in doubling down on experimental trial money.

But there was no way that I was going to do that. Then he smirked and said, “I heard you made some good money from that kerfuffle.”

“I broke my collarbone and sprained my wrist,” I said, not even mentioning the chipped tooth.

“You know, I know of a few insurance tricks,” he said. “Ways to get hit in parking lots. Insurance companies will pay you big money to avoid lawsuits, and you just have to get bumped by a car.”

“That’s not an insurance trick, Harry; it’s an insurance scam.”

“You can’t steal from an insurance company,” he said. “They’re crooks. They steal from people. Morally, it’s not stealing if you take from a crook.”

I wasn’t so sure about that logic, and I definitely had no interest in joining any of his scams. It was bad enough that I was taking experimental medicine.

My meeting with Harry did accomplish one wonderful feat: it was a massive distraction from the ‘side effects’. It was hours before I remembered about the sickness of the previous night, and the lightheadedness of that morning. Focussing on Harry’s insanity seemed to make me forget all about my anxiety, and that managed to break the cycle of what I was beginning to think was just a bad panic attack.

I caught myself smiling. I no longer felt sick. In fact, I felt pretty good. I felt strangely energized. I was used to some minor back pain, but now, I didn’t feel that back pain. I was used to feeling exhausted by about 5:00 PM, but when the evening rolled around, I felt like I had enough energy to go for a run!

I didn’t go for a run, but I felt like I could.

I felt fantastic.

That night, I slept like a baby. And when I went into the shop the next morning, Hans smiled and said, “You look much better, Damian.” Later in the day, he even said, “You’re glowing. Did you meet a pretty girl or something?”

I shook my head. “I just had a good sleep, I guess.”

“I’ve never seen you like this,” he said. “You’re so... alive.”

I really did feel great. And that feeling persisted for days. I had so much energy, right up until bedtime—and then I was able to fall asleep easily, and I would stay asleep until a few minutes before my alarm—then I would wake up fully energized, springing out of bed without even needing to hit the ‘snooze button’ once.

After a few days, I was starting to think that the trial pill had possibly cured me of an illness I never even realized I had. When Tuesday came around, and it was time to take another pill, I was a little bit nervous, but strangely excited to see if the pill would boost me up the way the last one had.


CHAPTER 6
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There was a curious-looking woman in the waiting room of the lab when I went in to get my pill. She kept eyeing me. Sometimes, when I looked at her, she wouldn’t look away for a few seconds, so I could see that she truly was looking at me.

I smiled at her. I wouldn’t say that she was ‘pretty’, nor would I say she was ugly by any means; she was remarkably average. She wore a thick sweater, with thick-framed glasses. Her hair was quite nice: a dusty-blonde colour, done up in thick curls that bounced nicely on her shoulders.

The next time I saw her looking at me, I waved. I felt like she was hoping I would walk over and chat with her, but she honestly wasn’t really my type—and I wasn’t doing that trial to meet a girlfriend; I had too much on my plate to think about dating.

She was called in first. On her way out, she winked at me, which seemed a bit forward, but I didn’t think too much into it.

An hour after I took my pill, I received a message on my phone, from Harry. “You didn’t even recognize me!” he wrote.

“What are you talking about?”

“At the lab. You looked right at me. You even waved at me. But you had no idea it was me. I got into the trial again—as a girl!”

I was left in a stunned state, staring at my phone. I was about to ask for clarity when he sent a selfie of himself dressed as a girl: the girl with the glasses that I saw at the lab. “It’s so easy,” he wrote. “Once you’re accepted into the trial, you just go wait in line at the court house. You have to go dressed as a girl. Say you identify as a chick, and the judge will grant a name change. Then you fill out some paperwork online, and by the next day, they send you a temporary piece of ID that you can use to sign up for the trial again.”

“You’re insane,” I said to him.

“It’s genius, and you should do it too,” he wrote to me. I didn’t bother replying to him. Again, I was tempted to contact Dustin. I didn’t want Harry getting himself caught, and then implicating me in his whole mess of a scam. Knowing Harry, he absolutely would try to lump me in with him, even though I had nothing to do with Harry’s nonsense. I had a feeling that in Harry’s mind, I was indeed his accomplice. Every time he messaged me, he seemed to think that we were on the same page, even though we absolutely were not on the same page.

I went back to the shop and tried not to think about Harry or the drug trial. I was just happy that the energized feeling was continuing. I was still sleeping great, still waking up with lots of energy that persisted through the day. It was a great feeling, and it was rubbing off at the shop. People were commenting on how I was ‘beaming’. People kept asking if I was dating a new girlfriend. Hans told me that my attention to detail had become much sharper over the past few days.

Everything was going great… until I encountered my first ‘side-effect’.

At least I was pretty sure it was a side-effect, because it was an issue that I couldn’t explain in any other way.

It had been a while since I’d ‘relieved myself’ in the sexual sense. Through the day, I kept getting these sexual fantasies playing in my mind, and I realized that I probably needed to rub one out so that I could work with a clear head. But when I got home and I put a good porno on my laptop, my cock… did nothing.

It was limp. I tried to massage it. I could feel my hand, but there was no tingling, no stimulation. I tried a different video. I tried warming up a bit of lube. I pulled and rubbed for nearly forty minutes, unable to make my shaft even a little bit hard.

I was experiencing, for the first time in my 28-year life, erectile dysfunction.

I started to panic. I just couldn’t get it up. It didn’t matter what I watched or how much I stimulated it: rubbing it, tickling it, stroking it… It just wouldn’t get hard.

I tried again in the morning. Same problem. Same problem the next day. I was in such a panic that I decided to go to the lab before my scheduled Tuesday meeting. I was told to wait in the waiting room while they found someone associated with that particular drug trial. I was hoping that it would be anybody but Dustin…

But it turned out to be Dustin. “Hey, Damian,” he said with a smile. “How have things been?” He let me into his office.

Why did it have to be him? There were dozens of people assigned to that trial! Maybe I needed to come back later, during someone else’s shift. He stared at me, and I bit hard on the edge of my tongue, not wanting to tell him about my embarrassing side-effect. It was already bad enough that I was on this trial.

He was making a couple hundred thousand dollars per year; he was so much more successful than I was ever going to be—so being his test subject after having been equals in school seemed like an immense failure. Now, I was about to tell him that my penis didn’t work.

“What is it, Damian? Something I can help with?”

“I, uh…” I paused. Then, after a moment, I succumbed to the humiliation. “I’m experiencing some erectile dysfunction.”

His cheeks reddened. “And this has worsened since the trial started?”

“It didn’t exist at all before the trial,” I said.

He nodded his head slowly. “And you’re suspecting it’s from the drug?”

“I know that it’s from the drug,” I said. “It’s the only explanation.”

“Okay,” he said. “Well, erectile dysfunction is actually a very broad term.” He took out a notepad. “Describe the severity of the dysfunction.”

“I can’t get it up.”

“Not at all?”

“Not at all.”

“Does it get a bit hard?”

“No.”

“Does it get a little bit bigger?”

“Not at all,” I said. God, this was so humiliating.

“Even if you massage it?”

“Not at all,” I repeated.

“Even with a woman?”

I was silent, not wanting to admit that there was no woman in my life. He stared at me for a moment before jotting down a note.

“What if you watch something arousing—for example, pornography.”

“Nothing,” I said.

“Have you, uh… tried different types of pornography.”

“Yes,” I groaned.

“Okay…” He thought for a moment. Then, this meeting became even more horrifying when he called in a lab assistant. She came in and put on a pair of gloves while Dustin explained the situation. “Okay, Damian, just sit down on the exam table. We’re going to assess the issue so we can confirm the, uh, side-effect. Natasha here is a registered nurse.”

Natasha had me take my pants off. I was hoping Dustin would leave the room… but he didn’t. He stood there the whole time. Natasha attempted to stimulate blood flow into my penis. First, she handed me pornographic material in the form of a magazine. Then, with an awkward fingertip and thumb-tip grip, she began to massage my flaccid length. “Any feeling?” Dustin asked.

“I feel it.”

“Does it feel… pleasurable?”

“It just feels like rubbing.”

He jotted down a note. The humiliating exam continued. Natasha tried lubing my penis and using more of her hand. “Nothing,” I said.

“Natasha,” Dustin said to his nurse assistant. “Do you feel any increase in blood flow?”

“No,” she said.

Dustin jotted down the note. Then Natasha attempted the use of a vibrating wand against the tip of my penis. It felt kind of nice… but there was no erection—not even a little twitch.”

“Curious,” Dustin said, taking more notes. Then he paced the room and said, “Damian, can you get on the table, on your back?”

I did it. The humiliation couldn’t get worse… at least that’s what I thought.

Natasha put my ankles into stirrups, as if I was about to give birth. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“We’re going to quickly check your prostate, to make sure it’s functioning.”

Natasha revealed a long curved rod with a slightly bulbous tip. I turned pale, realizing my old classmate was about to watch me getting sodomized for a measly thirty bucks a day, while he was happily making six figures.

I closed my eyes. Natasha pushed the lubricated rod into my butthole. I squirmed. “Please don’t clench, sir,” she said. So I tried to relax my asshole. She gently twisted it and prodded. Then, I felt a buzzing inside of me. The rod had a vibrating feature!

I bit hard on my tongue. Then, I opened my eyes and looked down to see that my cock was growing. It was getting hard… rock hard!

“That seems to work,” Dustin said in a clinical voice. Then he jotted some notes down. “Damian, while we have you in this, uh… position—would you mind if we did a full sexual functionality exam?”

I shouldn’t have said yes, but I did.

I didn’t realize it meant Natasha gently rubbing my prostate with that buzzing wand. It wouldn’t have been so humiliating if I didn’t start moaning uncontrollably. I don’t know where those moans came from, but they were so embarrassing. And it wouldn’t have been so bad if Dustin hadn’t been constantly asking, “On a scale from one to ten, how does that feel? Is it pleasurable?”

Whenever Natasha jabbed the rod into that sweet-spot, the pleasure was unreal—unlike anything I’d felt before. I stuttered when I said, “T—Ten.”

“Let us know if you think you are going to ejaculate,” Dustin said.

I let them know Then, I came. Natasha had a little cup ready, touching my penis to catch the cum so that they could test it.”

Dustin smiled and said, “We’ll do some tests on your semen and make sure there are no issues. While you’re here, we’ll also take some blood and make sure there are no issues there. But Damian, it seems like your penis is functioning normally. The issue seems, to me, to be that you just need to figure out what arouses you.”

I was silent—overwhelmed with humiliation. I kept my mouth shut. I awkwardly shimmied back into my pants and I skirted out of that office as quickly as I could once my blood test was done.


CHAPTER 7
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Isaw Harry again on Tuesday morning, sitting in the waiting room, dressed as a girl. I tried not to make eye-contact with him, not wanting to end up being associated with him more than I already was.

But it was hard to keep my eyes away from him, because his feminine disguise was, admittedly, convincing.

Now, he was wearing a little dress, which was form-fitting. I was stunned that he was able to pull off such a tight little outfit, which proved that he had feminine hips, thick thighs, and a narrow waist. His legs were smooth like butter, as if he’d shaved that very morning.

But I think it was his makeup that was most surprising; his face looked like the face of a woman! And I hate to even admit this, because Harry was a vile person, but he was actually kind of… attractive.

Of course I’m not saying that I wanted to take him out on a date or anything like that—of course I didn’t want to do anything along those lines! But I had to give credit where credit was due: Harry looked like a fairly attractive woman.

And it wasn’t just me who thought so. There was an employee at the lab, wearing a lab coat, who kept gazing over at Harry. His gaze explored the feminized body of Harry for a while before he finally sauntered over and sparked up a chat. He slipped in a few compliments. “That dress is really lovely. I hope you don’t mind my saying so.”

Harry blushed and put on a remarkable fake feminine voice. The whole scene was strangely surreal. How was Harry doing this? Had he been doing nothing but practising this disguise all week? Was all of this work really worth an extra thirty bucks per day?

He went in and got his pill. On his way out, he winked at me. I turned my gaze away from him. Then, that lab worker stopped him, and with red cheeks, sheepishly asked Harry out on a date.

I was stunned. A part of me wanted to jump to my feet and cry out, ‘That’s not a real woman!’. But another part of me admired Harry’s hustle. Yes, he was insane, but he was devoted to his insanity, and there’s something to be said of that, I suppose.

Sure, I’ll admit that I was impressed by the amount of effort Harry Bean had put into this scam of his… but that impressed feeling turned to confusion a few hours later when I saw Harry Bean on the street while I was driving to Hans’s shop.

Harry was still dolled up like a girl, still wearing that little dress, that makeup, and that wig. I slowed down my car to gaze upon him, noticing the attention he was getting from people on the street. What was he up to now?

While I was at the shop, Harry messaged me. “Have you doubled down yet?” I knew that he was talking about getting into that trial with a fake identity.

“I’m not going to do that, Harry,” I wrote back to him.

“You should,” he said. “Do the girl thing. You could pull it off. We have a lot of similar features.”

A peculiar rage burned inside of me when I read his message. He was insulting me, telling me that I looked like I could be a girl! But to him, it wasn’t an insult; he really seemed to think that he was legitimately informing me about a special power that I had that I wasn’t utilizing. “Harry,” I wrote. “Why don’t you just get a job? You could be working in an office, making a lot more than you’re making with this whole scheme.”

“I’m not working forty hours a week when I can just swallow a couple pills,” he wrote.

“But it’s not just the pills. Does it not take time to get dressed up? Are you not spending hours practising your voice?”

“It’s not that time consuming. Plus, I’ve gotten free dinners.”

“What do you mean?”

He explained how he’d been asked on a few dates. “I even made myself a Tinder account. Guys have been taking me out almost every night. You wouldn’t believe how many guys will beg to take you out if you’re even a little bit cute. And I know you could pull it off, Damian. I always order big meals, so that I can take leftovers home and have them for lunch. So really, my grocery bill now is just a box of cereal and a jug of milk.”

“You’re insane,” I wrote. Then, he replied with a selfie. In the selfie, he was, of course, dolled up. He was blowing me a kiss with his pink glossy lips. I will admit that I spent a good chunk of time gazing upon that photo, shocked by the look he was able to achieve. He really did look like a girl.

Later that night, he sent me a photo of a steak dinner. Then he was sending me pictures of drinks, as if he felt the need to let me know that some poor guy was buying him liquor.

I shook my head and went on with my evening. But then, when it was time for me to make dinner, and I had to choose between a can of soup and a packet of noodles. I really didn’t want to eat either… but I had no other options. I couldn’t afford to get takeout. I definitely couldn’t go sit down at a restaurant. And the thought of having a nice cool drink was tempting too…

And for a few brief seconds, I found myself considering what Harry Bean had suggested to me—but I quickly pushed those thoughts away. I wasn’t going to stoop to that level. I wouldn’t even be able to pull it off if I wanted to!

What was he going to do when one of his dates realized he wasn’t a woman? That kind of revelation could make certain men violent. Why was he willing to risk it?
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Harry was at it again the next day: pictures of beautiful dinners and pictures of drinks. Why did he feel the need to keep me up to date with his nonsense? “I don’t think this is going to end well for you,” I said. I wanted to say, ‘Stop messaging me,’ but I still had a curious amount of pity for the man, and for some reason I was careful with his feelings.

Hans approached me in the shop on Thursday. He was holding a list. “What’s this?” I asked.

“Tools you need to invest in,” he said. “I think you’re ready to get your own tools. It’s a big step towards your independence as a luthier, and it’s an important next step in your apprenticeship. A luthier is only as good as his toolset.”

I did some research that night and saw that the tools were going to run me almost $500, which was a big chunk of the money I had leftover. That payout was quickly shrinking from life and bills. “Do I have to get them now, or could it maybe wait a month or two?” I asked Hans. He stared at me for a long moment before saying, “Honestly, Damian, your progress as an apprentice is more or less on hold until you acquire your own tools.”

I wanted to argue with him. I didn’t want my apprenticeship to be on hold, because that just meant it would take even longer to get into the repair shop where I could start earning some cash. So I went online and ordered the tools. It was a big hit, but I tried to think about the long-term. In a year from now, I would hardly remember this struggle. I wouldn’t’ remember eating noodle packets and taking experimental drugs for money.

I groaned when I selected express-shipping for the tools: another $150 to get them to me sooner, so my apprenticeship wouldn’t be delayed any further.

And while I waited, eating noodle packets and dry bread (butter was too expensive), I kept receiving pictures from Harry: pictures of steak and lobster dinners, pictures of big pints of beer, pictures of cheesecakes and lemon tarts.

I have to admit that I considered his scheme a few times.
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Harry’s scheme took him to a new low one night, and I only know because of an accidental pocket-dial. It was around midnight when my phone started dinging, and I saw that it was a FaceTime call from Harry. I didn’t bother turning the lights on in my bedroom—and I wasn’t even going to answer it, almost sure that it was a pocket dial (because he’d pocket-dialled me a few times before).

You see, I was fairly certain that Harry didn’t have a friend in the world aside from me—if you could even call me a friend. I felt bad for him. I had a feeling that my name was always at the top of his text message list, the top of his recent calls list, and maybe it was the only name on his recent calls list.

So I answered. My suspicion was confirmed when I saw a dark smudge with a gleam of skin. It was a pocket dial, and I was about to hang up when I heard his feminized voice saying, “You don’t mind it, do you?”

“No,” said a male voice. “I think it’s cute.”

“You can play with it, if you want,” Harry said in a cutesy, girly voice.

I froze, listening in horror. Was he… being intimate with one of his dates?

“Slide them down,” the man growled. Then, the phone suddenly fell from the pocket it was inside of, tumbling off the bed. I watched as an orange-glowing bedroom flipped and spun around until the phone landed in the most peculiar position: propped against the wall, pointed directly at the pair. Now, Harry was sitting on the bed, naked save for a bra. There was a man sinking to his knees. The man looked back at the phone. Instead of speaking to let them know about the pocket dial, I went silent and hid in the darkness of my bedroom. “Your phone fell,” he said.

“I don’t care. Suck me.”

He turned back to her, and then he started sucking her cock.

Harry moaned, tilting her head back and letting her lips part. I watched in horror for about ten minutes.

Then, the man stood up and climbed over her, pushing her to the bed. He plunged his hard shaft into her mouth. I could still see Harry’s hard erection, throbbing on his stomach. I guess he wasn’t having the same erectile issues as me.

I kept watching, unable to turn it off, until he was penetrating her anally. Then, I had to turn it off, unable to watch anymore. My heart was racing. I couldn’t believe what I had seen.

In the morning, Harry sent me a photo of an amazing-looking breakfast. “You should do this, man. I’m eating like a god.” He didn’t know what I knew. He didn’t know what I’d seen. I knew the real price he was paying for that lovely breakfast—and it wasn’t worth it.


CHAPTER 8
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It was a Monday morning when I first noticed my figure in the mirror. I froze, staring at myself for a long moment. Something was different.

I tried to convince myself that it was just a consequence of not being in great shape. Since starting my apprenticeship, I hadn’t had much time to exercise. There had been no trips to the gym—and no jogs around the park. Unfortunately, my life was fairly sedentary. But a sedentary lifestyle couldn’t quite explain what I was now seeing in the mirror.

My hips were wider. I was sure of it. I had the pants to prove it; they wouldn’t slide up all the way. But my waist seemed thinner than ever; I could even see some abdominal definition.

And then there was the fatty lumps on my chest, which almost looked like small boobs… but how could I be developing fatty deposits when my abdomen was getting more lean?

I decided to say something to the lab worker the next day when I was being given my pill. “Does my body look different?” I asked him. Thankfully it wasn’t Dustin. He had me strip down so he could take a few photos for my file. He never answered my question; he just jotted down some notes and said, “I’m just here to log data. I can’t really make judgement calls like that.”

So I went to the shop and tried not to think about it.

But the next day, I was more sure that things were chaining. My nipples were larger. I was sure they were larger. And my bum was larger. Now, I couldn’t squeeze into pants at all!

A week later, it was even more obvious that things were changing. I wanted to think that I was just putting on weight, but how can a person put on weight in such specific areas? And meanwhile my waist was becoming narrower? I was hardly eating anything. Packets of noodles can’t make a person fat… Can they?

But there were other changes as well. My eyelashes looked thicker while my eyebrows seemed to be thinning out. Those lumps on my chest really were starting to look like small breasts, and I was struggling to keep them hidden in normal clothes—especially the nipples, which were suddenly poking outwards—something they’d never done before.

In a panic, I started doing some research. Many of the websites said that changes like these could happen in prolonged states of low testosterone, and apparently testosterone can drop after a single week without ejaculating. Now, it had been weeks since I’d ejaculated because I couldn’t get my dick up…

But I did know a way, thanks to Dustin.

I made an awkward visit to an adult toys store, which wasn’t far from my house. When I walked in, a voice said, “Hi there, ma’am! Is there anything I can help with?” I turned, horrified, towards the voice. It took the shop clerk a moment to realize that I wasn’t a ‘ma’am’ at all.

She blushed and apologized. I quickly bought a prostate stimulation wand for $40 and I got the hell out of there, scurrying with embarrassment. I’d never in my life been mistaken for a woman. Why was this happening?

I tried porn before resorting to the wand. I tried lube and massage. But nothing made my cock hard—until I slid that narrow wand up into my asshole and managed to find that sweet spot. I lowered myself onto my back, on my bed, and I gently pumped it in and out, lightly vibrating my prostate. Soon, I was hard. Soon, the pleasure was wonderful, even though the humiliation was still overwhelming.

It took about ten minutes to make myself cum. I didn’t really have to touch my penis at all to make it spew cum onto my flat tummy. I groaned, peering down at the huge load of white glistening cream.

I did it again that night, and then again the next morning, hoping I could stimulate some testosterone production.

It felt good… really good. But I wasn’t sure it was changing anything. A week went by, and I noticed that those chest lumps looked a bit bigger. My lashes seemed a bit thicker. My hips were a bit wider.

I had to go to Value Village to buy some new pants, because none of my pants fit. Worst of all, I had to buy women’s jeans, because the men’s jeans just wouldn’t fit right; they were too tight at the hips, too loose at the waist. I was just praying nobody would notice that I was wearing women’s jeans.

But they noticed. I got another ‘ma’am’ when I went to buy some shop supplies the next day: an errand that Hans Fig sent me on. The worst part of this humiliation was that the man who called me ma’am didn’t even correct himself when he saw me, as if the sight of my face wasn’t enough to let him know that I was a man.

I wasn’t sure how much more of this humiliation I could take. I was sure of it now: those pills were changing the way that I looked. But I couldn’t afford to stop the trial. I needed that money to live.

At my Subway job, it was becoming increasingly common to be ‘misgendered’. I would hear customers talking at their tables. “Do they still do the garlic butter?” “I don’t know, go ask her.”

I never corrected them; I was too embarrassed to correct them.

A week later, my Subway boss asked me, “Damian, I know that this is sensitive and personal, so excuse me for asking—but are you transitioning?”

“No,” I said. My voice was hardly a whisper—partly from embarrassment, and partly because I’d noticed a slight change to my voice over the past couple of weeks. My voice had softened. It was a slightly higher pitch than before. It sounded… girly.

My boss stared at me for a long time and then awkwardly walked away.

Then, the same week, Hans awkwardly asked me the same question, but more bluntly. “Damian, are you trying to be a girl now?”

“No, sir,” I said.

“Oh. You should maybe cut your hair.”

My hair had been growing faster than usual—and it had been a long time since I’d had a haircut (I couldn’t afford one). But for some reason, the thought of cutting my hair was just… awful. I loved running my fingers through my hair, which seemed softer than ever before.

I knew that I needed to shave my head so people would be more sure that I was a male… but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

I just like it too much.

And it had become clear that stimulating my prostate wasn’t making my testosterone come back… but I kept doing that too. In my defence, it was the only way that I could ejaculate. It was the only way I could feel sexual pleasure.

Whenever that wand was sliding into my tight home, unwanted thoughts would enter into my head. I would close my eyes and imagine the real thing: the veiny, thick cock of a man: foreskin pulling back. I would try to expel those thoughts, but it just felt so much better when I caved and allowed them for a few minutes. I would imagine that cock gushing warm cum into me while I was cumming. Oh God, the pleasure was so unreal—but then the shame would flow over me.

Soon, different ideas came into my head, like the desire to get dressed up, just to see if I could look as convincing as Harry Bean. I didn’t have any clothes, and I was thankful for that, because those desires kept getting stronger, and I was afraid of what I might do if I lost track of my own sensibilities.

I did end up shaving my legs in the shower one evening, just to see how my legs would look. I shaved around my cock. I shaved my armpits. I didn’t have to shave my arms or chest because the thin hairs that I had there had since vanished—possibly from the drug.

It was a Friday when Hans Fig handed me a finished instrument, in a case, and said, “Can you deliver this to the client? They’re local—and a good friend of mine.”

I’d done a few deliveries before, and didn’t mind the task, because he would always hand me a couple bills to cover gas—always way more than I had to spend on gas.

This client was a woman: a young woman with pretty blonde hair and plump pink lips. She took the guitar case from me with beaming eyes. “I didn’t think I would see this for another week!” she said. “This is so exciting!” Then, she invited me in.

“I should get back to the shop,” I told her.

“Can’t I just play it for a minute, and you can listen?” It was a bit of a weird request, but I obliged. She was a fantastic player. And it was nice to see that smile on her face as she played: that intense satisfaction that flowed through her as she explored her new instrument.

She was thrilled. She asked me to take a video of her playing to show to Hans. “He’s actually my uncle,” she told me. “You’re lucky to work with him. He really knows instruments.”

“I know,” I said. I took the video for her. Then, before leaving, I asked if I could use her washroom quickly. “It’s a long drive back,” I said.

“Absolutely,” she said.

I went into the bathroom and saw, on a shelf, a ton of makeup supplies. I ignored them at first, but when I was washing my hands, I started eyeing them more closely. She had many duplicate items, and there was a whole box of additional supplies.

I hate to admit it; I hate to admit that I’m a criminal… but I swiped three little things. I don’t know if they were things she ever used, or if she ever noticed them missing… but I put them in my pocket and took them home with me: an eyeliner pen, a little jar of pink lipgloss, and a small six-colour pallet of eyeshadow, which had a small brush with it.

That evening, with trembling hands, I put makeup on my face. I stood before the mirror for over an hour, carefully drawing eyeliner on, carefully putting the right amount of gloss on my lips. I went with a soft pink eyeshadow. Then, I stood back and stared at myself, topless, wearing my women’s jeans, which suddenly looked very feminine.

And in that moment, I realized that I really was turning into a girl—and it was almost certainly the pills. The lumps on my chest were officially small breasts; there was no more denying it. My nipples had tripled in size. My figure was unmistakably feminine.

I hate to even admit this, but my cock was smaller, looking pathetically tiny as it dangled flaccid between my legs. That night, when I went to pleasure myself with my vibrating wand, I noticed that my erection was a whole inch smaller than usual. My balls seemed to have shrivelled up dramatically.

The dread inside of me was intense… but there was more than dread; there was a weird, tingling excitement as my head filled with naughty ideas.

It was that same night that I snapped a few selfies and made myself a Tinder account. I wasn’t going to go as far as Harry… but I wanted to see if I could get a bit of validation. I wanted to know if I really looked like a girl or if I’d just deluded myself. Maybe the experimental drug was causing delusion more than actual body changes.

Before midnight, I had the validation that I both wanted and dreaded: half a dozen men in my inbox, wanting to know if I was free for a date. The men were complimenting me, calling me ‘hottie’. It felt strangely good, even though it was really a terrible insult to my masculinity more than anything.

I should have just deleted that app, content with my findings, but I didn’t. I kept the app on my phone, and I kept swiping on men, just so that I could get more validation—and more compliments.
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It was a week later when I ‘matched’ a shy-looking man, a couple years older than me. He was very interested in me, constantly messaging me, complimenting me, asking how I was doing. I decided to tell him, “I’m trans,” even though it wasn’t true. I suppose I was just curious to see what his reaction would be.

I was shocked when he said, “That’s cool. I really want to meet you in person.” It was like the ‘trans’ reveal didn’t bother him—or maybe he could tell from my pictures, and that was something he was into. “I’d like to buy you dinner. No pressure. I have to work early in the morning, so it has to be a bit earlier.”

My heart was racing, because I was actually considering it. My stomach ached at the thought of eating more packet noodles. Now, he was pitching a lovely restaurant on the far end of town. He was even offering to pick me up and drop me off, so I wouldn’t have to pay a dime for gas.

I felt like such a scum ball for considering the offer: stooping to Harry’s level to get a free meal.

Oh, I wish that I was only considering that proposition for the free meal. Sadly, I wanted much more than just a free meal; I wanted to feel his validation in person. I wanted to hear his compliments in real life. I wanted to know what it felt like to be looked at by someone who wanted me. I don’t know where those feelings came from, but they were nagging at me. I just wanted to experience being lusted over, even if it was just for an hour over dinner.

So I agreed. As soon as I told him my address, my anxiety took over. The dread I felt for the rest of the day was similar to what I experienced after I took that first dose of that experimental pill. At times, I thought that I was sick. There were even moments when I thought I was having some sort of heart attack. I was nauseous at times, and worried that the date was pointless, because I wouldn’t have an appetite.

But the desire to take that feminine persona out of my apartment was stronger than ever. Every day for over a week, I would put on a bit of makeup and I would stand in front of the mirror, gazing upon myself. I looked so… cute.

And I was cute. I had the DMs to prove it. Soon, I would have the real-life gaze of a man to prove it.

But why did I want it? Why did I care?

I trembled as I made my way through Value Village, picking out an outfit for my date. I found a cute reddish-pink dress, which was short and backless, but it covered most of my chest, which had me feeling very self-conscious. In the dress, I swear my hair looked longer, almost touching my bare shoulders.

The worst part of that trip to the store was that I didn’t get a single funny look. As I searched through female clothes, people just assumed that I was a female.

I even bought myself a dainty little white lace bra, which felt so strangely nice, hugging my chest.

Yes, there was a great deal of dread… but there was also excitement, and a lot of it. The closer the clock ticked to the time of my date, the more I wanted that clock to speed up so it could happen already. And when he pulled up outside of my building, I practically ran out, giddy all over. I smiled when he saw me, and I waved in a ditsy way, making him blush.

I no longer had any idea who I was. I had no idea what those pills had done to me.
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It was just dinner; I swear. He paid for it, making me feel a bit guilty. He blushed and asked if we could go on another date later in the week, and I told him I was interested—but later, over a text message, I told him that I didn’t think it was a good idea—because quite honestly, there wasn’t any chemistry. The date was quiet. His interests were not at all my interests. When I told him about working with instruments, he looked so painfully uninterested.

Still, I felt guilty, like I owed him because he bought me dinner. But I couldn’t just let him buy me another dinner! Would that not be even worse?

He didn’t reply to me, making me feel like I’d crushed his poor heart. I felt even worse when I saw that I had another message from a different guy, asking if he could take me out for a nice dinner that night. “That would be fun,” I replied, and then I found myself back at Value Village, buying myself a new outfit for another night out.

The dinner started with heart-pounding anxiety, but I soon relaxed (with the help of a few drinks), and started to enjoy the torrent of compliments that came from the man who sat before me, admiring me, paying for my food and my drinks. I can’t say that I had ever experienced anything quite like it. And how can I even describe that feeling? He made me feel so… valuable… so wanted. My whole life, I’d always felt more like a nuisance than anything else. I’d always felt like I was just in the way, or, at best, invisible. Now, men seemed to want to be around me; they were willing to spend money and risk rejection, just to sit with me for a couple of hours, as if my mere existence had some sort of priceless value.

It was such a wonderful feeling, and it soon became something of an addiction. I started accepting more date requests—and not even just for the free food! Men were taking me to the park, to walk, or to have a few drinks by a campfire, or to go see a movie that I didn’t even really care to see.

The best date—I have to admit—was when a particularly rich man took me to walk around the mall, and he ended up buying me a few different outfits, without me even having to ask. “You like that?” he would ask when he noticed me admiring something in a shop window—and then a minute later, it would be in a shopping bag, which he even held for me.

I told some of the men that I was ‘trans’. But sometimes, I kept my maleness a complete secret; at first it was something like a challenge, to see how girly I could be (and, in turn, how convincing). Then, I just stopped telling guys that I used to be a male simply because there was something nice about being treated like a girl.

And don’t get me wrong; the men treated me nicely when I was ‘trans’ as well, but when they thought that I was a girl, there wasn’t that aspect of ‘fascination’; I didn’t get bombarded with questions like, ‘Is it hard being trans?’ Or, ‘What does your family think about you being trans?” Identifying as a girl, there was a curious naturalness; I’m not sure how else to put it.

And with each passing week, it was easier to ‘pass’, because my body was still changing from those pills. I was now a B-cup (I know because I was professionally sized for a bra at a cute lingerie shop). I had to buy new pants to fit my increasingly feminine figure.

At first, having to buy new clothes seemed like an awkward burden… but then, when I began to realize what I could now fit into, I was like a kid in a candy store. Suddenly, it was like all of those outfits were made for my body. I’d unlocked an incredible feminine secret. Those outfits fit so nicely, unlike any ‘male clothes’ I’d ever worn. The fabrics were so soft. And the way the outfits were cut were just so… cute!

I had to accept it: my body was undergoing feminine changes, and my brain was quite possibly being feminized as well—or I was discovering an interest in crossdressing.

Of course I prayed that these changes would revert once I was off that drug trial… But there was a small part of me that was secretly praying the changes would stick—and even progress before the trial was over.

I was torn. I wanted this to be the new me, but at the same time: I was absolutely horrified about these changes. I was a man! Men don’t dress up like girls and go on dates with guys! If my family knew I was doing this, they would be so ashamed. My friends would stop talking to me, without a question…

But I just couldn’t let this new fascination go. It was just too much fun.

Then, I got a message from Harry Bean. “You’re not on the placebo,” he wrote to me. “But I got that changed. Don’t worry about it.”

My heart sank into the pit of my stomach.
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Ihad to read his message a few times—but I still couldn’t make any sense of it. “What do you mean?” I asked.

“I have a connection in the trial,” he wrote to me. “This guy is obsessed with me, and I got him to look into a few things for me. Keep this between us, obviously.

“He brought me into the office last night and showed me the computer system. He let me look through all of the names in the trial. Luckily, I’m on the placebo with both identities. But you were on the actual drug. It’s a good thing I found out before too much happened to you. I had my guy switch you to the control group, so now you’ll be getting sugar pills like me.”

I wanted to be happy about Harry undermining the drug study… but I couldn’t bring myself to muster up any joy. I felt like he was taking something away from me.

“It’s a damn good thing too,” he wrote. “It’s a new drug for trans people. My guy explained it all to me. For decades, trans people have had to take both female hormones and pills to stop the production of testosterone. But they figured out a way to combine both things with a single chemical compound. I don’t know—it made more sense when he explained it; I’m not a scientist—but it’s basically male-to-female trans hormone therapy, but fifty times more powerful. It will actually change your bone structure by simultaneously breaking down your old bones and forcing your skeletal structure to go through a new puberty. It’s honestly intense.

“He showed me some of the animals in their lab. After two years, they literally turned boy rats into girl rats. Totally female, except for a few little things. Like, a uterus will eventually grow in the rats, but they’ve never actually gotten it to work. The testicle actually shrink and suck up into the body and morph into ovaries, but the rats never have periods. Shit like that.

“Anyway—long story short, I saved you from that. Now that you’re off the drug, your body should start to go back to normal after a couple of months—assuming the pills didn’t do too much damage.”

I could feel a lump swelling in my throat. Why did I want to be back on those pills so badly? Why did I want my body to be changed? Were these feelings just a result of the drug? Would they go away after a few weeks of taking sugar pills?

Maybe I didn’t want those feelings to go away.

I got up and stripped down before standing in front of the mirror. My body was so cute the way it now was. I liked my small perky boobs. I liked my narrow waist and wide hips. I liked fitting into those cute pants and dresses. I liked that I no longer had to shave my face or chest to look feminine. And I even liked the way my voice now sounded.

But I was going to lose all of it.

I was tempted to beg Harry to get his contact to change things back. But how could I do it? Even if I admitted that I wanted to be a girl, there was no way he was going to believe me; he would think it was the drug talking, and he would insist that this was for my own good—and then I would be in the same position with the added humiliation of having begged Harry Bean for my gender to be transformed.

I fell into a state of despair, and then my phone buzzed. A man was asking me out on a date. I’d never met him before, but he looked cute. Soon, I wouldn’t be able to go on dates like that—and I felt like there was so much I didn’t get to experience.

A terribly naughty idea came into my head. Or maybe it was a desperate idea. Yes: there was a lot I didn’t get to do, but maybe it wasn’t too late. I had a whole week before the feminization drug began to wear off, so I had a week to fulfil all of my new feminine fantasies.

That evening, I put on my sluttiest dress. Underneath, I wore my skimpiest panties. I put on my reddest lipstick and my darkest eyeliner—and then I went out to meet my date with the intention to seduce.

And I will skip the tedious details of my seduction—though I will admit that it did not take long. There wasn’t much chit-chat. The work was mostly done with my eyes and my skimpy outfit. We had a few drinks before he suggested going to his place, which was a hotel room nearby. I hate to even admit this, but walking into his hotel room, I saw, in the bathroom, his wedding band placed aside. A minute later, I saw the tan-line on his ring-finger, and I knew that he was a married businessman, out of town, cheating on his wife.

But that didn’t stop me from carrying out my naughtiness. I sunk to my knees and undid his belt. I pulled out his long, heavy member and I stroked it with a firm grip. I revelled in his gaze: him watching me with desire in his eyes as I stroked him—and then sucked him. He kept telling me how hot I was—and it felt so good… until I started to think it would soon be gone.

When I talked dirty to him, he turned dark red, and I felt his shaft harden like concrete. “Are you going to shove your big cock in my ass and cum inside of me?” I asked him.

He nodded his head. “God, you’re such a fucking slut. I love it so much,” he growled.

“Then fuck me, big boy,” I moaned.

Maybe I wasn’t ready for it. Maybe I should have done more preparation. Maybe I shouldn’t have gotten him so amped up so quickly—because he went in hard, and he thrusted fast. He took me hard on his bed, pinning me as he fucked my ass ruthlessly.

I cried out. There was pain at first, but it soon melted into pleasure. It’s interesting how fine the line between the two are…

I moaned wildly as he rammed his long, thick, veiny cock into me. Then I gasped when I felt the wet gushing... on both sides. He was cumming in me, and I was cumming on his bed sheets.

There was a moment of dreadful regret: a realization of what I’d done. But that realization was quickly replaced by a gasping moment of clarity: an idea popping into my head like a bolt of lightning.

I could get back into that drug trial the same way Harry Bean got me out of it.
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Harry had fucked his way into the system: dressing like a girl and seducing men into doing his bidding. Well, I’d already lost my anal virginity to a man who was basically a stranger—so why couldn’t I do what Harry had done, simply to reverse Harry’s tinkering?

I thought long and hard about it, plotting out my plan until the next Tuesday morning came around. I made sure to dress the part, putting on a super-short dress with fishnet stockings underneath. I went thick with the pink lipgloss and bold with the pink eye-shadow. I made my mascara dark, and drew long flicks with the eyeliner pen.

I looked the part—and so it was time to play the part.

In the laboratory waiting room, I made eye-contact with every male staff member who came through the area. I’d practised that ‘look’; you know the look: slightly-lowered eyelids, a slight grin—sometimes complete with a little lip bite.

A man came out and called out my name. “Damian?” he asked, peering around the room.

“Right here,” I said with a smile, popping up, letting my little bra-less tits bounce in my tight dress. The man looked confused for a moment, and then he blushed all over. Of course he knew what the drug was for, and now he could see the results with his own eyes.

I tried flirting with him, but he was too shy to reciprocate. He handed me my pill, which looked a bit different than the ones I’d been taking. I knew that it was a sugar pill.

“Go ahead and swallow it,” he said.

“Sure,” I said. I popped it down. “Is there anything else I can swallow while I’m here?”

He turned dark red. “Um… No. That’s it for today.”

“You sure?” I asked, biting my lip and looking down at his crotch.

“Is there, uh, anything else we can help you with?” he asked. I realized I wasn’t making headway with him, so I asked if I could talk to someone about changes I’d been experiencing. He had me moved to another room, where I waited for fifteen minutes before Dustin stepped into the room. His face turned dark red when he saw me. He peered at my file, and then he peered at me again. “D—Damian?” he said.

I was so humiliated. Why did it have to be him?

I wanted to run away and hide… but I had to stick to my guns. If I had to seduce Dustin, then I would seduce Dustin. I needed to get back onto that trial.

“W—What can I help you with today?” His eyes moved down and looked at my perky chest, and then my fishnet-clad legs.

“Well,” I said, embarrassed. But I tried my best to look sexy. I had to keep that seductive decadence on my face. “I’ve been experiencing some changes… to my body.”

He cleared his throat. “O—Okay. Like what?”

“Well…” I said. I shimmied out from the top of my dress, letting it slide down, exposing my B-cup boobies. I cupped them with my hands and gave them a little bounce. “These weren’t here before.”

“I see,” he said, turning red. “And, uh… I see you’re… identifying as female now. Is that something new?”

I had this planned out, but it was so much harder to do this with Dustin. This was so humiliating… but I wanted those pills back. “It’s been a few weeks now,” I said. I gently pinched my nipples. “The nipples have really grown too. And feel my boobs. Feel how soft they are.”

He put on some gloves and stepped forward. I saw that his hands were trembling slightly. He gazed at my file on his clipboard. “That’s so strange,” he murmured.

“What?”

“Oh. Nothing,” he said. Then, he felt my breasts. “Have you been… taking any other medicines… or supplements? Possibly steroids?”

“No,” I said.

He looked utterly confused. He looked at my file again. “Are you sure?” I knew he badly wanted to say, ‘You’re on the placebo, so this is impossible.’ I guess he didn’t know that I was previously on the real drug.

“Positive,” I said.

“So you’ve been having some breast-tissue development, and, uh… the desire to identify as a woman. Anything else?” he asked.

“Well…” I said. “I have these really intense desires to…”

“What?”

“Suck cock,” I said, peering into his eyes.

His face turned dark red. “And that’s, uh, new?”

I nodded my head. “It’s all I can think about. I just want to do it so badly.”

He nodded slowly. He awkwardly eyed my file again, and then he eyed my fishnet-clad legs. “And you’re having desires like that… all the time?”

“Yes.”

“Even now?”

I nodded my head. I eyed his crotch and looked back into his eyes.

He cleared his throat. “You, uh, are sure these desires haven’t always been here? It’s important that you answer honestly for the, uh, study.”

“They’re new. I just want to suck cock so badly. And I want someone to… you know…”

“What?”

“Penetrate my ass and have sex with me,” I said, making him even more red. “In fact. Could you… look at my anus and, uh, tell me if it looks normal?”

“Does it not feel normal?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “There’s just this… tingling.”

“Itching?”

“No,” I giggled. “Like… it just really needs to be… rubbed.”

“I can take a look,” he said after taking a deep breath. “Show me.”

So I turned around and bent over. Slowly, with my back straightened cutely, I shimmied my panties down to my knees, and I lifted my skirt for him to see my ass. I carefully parted my ass cheeks with both hands. He sunk to his knee and peered into my asshole.

“It looks healthy,” he said. “I see that your, uh, testicles are quite small. Have they always been this small?”

“No,” I said.

“And are you still only able to orgasm with prostate stimulation?”

I nodded my head. “Though maybe you could show me that technique again, because I haven’t been able to reproduce it.”

“O—Okay,” he said. “I just have to, uh, remember where I put the tool.”

“You can use whatever tool,” I whispered.

He paused. There was a silence in the room. Then, he said with a quiet voice, “I don’t think this is a good idea.”

“I won’t tell anyone,” I whispered.

“I could get fired.”

“It will feel so good,” I moaned.

He was biting his tongue. He was squirming. I could see the erect bulge in his pants; he wanted to fuck me so badly.

So he did. He grunted and threw his pants down. He reached, with a trembling hand, for a bottle of medical lubricant. He squirted a big thick glob onto my butt crack, then he used his throbbing boner to spread the lube down to my hole. “Fuck,” he grunted.

I moment later, he penetrated me. I gasped, gripping his exam table hard. He pushed in deep.

He made sure that this was a quickie, so he fucked hard and fast, sliding his veiny shaft in and out of my tight hole. I tried not to moan, knowing there were employees outside of his office—but I couldn’t help it.

He reached around and gripped my small cock (it had shrunk down to about three inches). He squeezed it and pumped it, and it wasn’t long before my thick cream was spilling on his office floor.

He grabbed my boobs and squeezed. He pinched my nipples and pulled. He stuck his fingers into my mouth and I gently bit down. Then, he came inside of me.

And before he pulled his throbbing shaft out of me, I looked back at whimpered, “Can you take me off of the placebo—and put me on the real drug?”

He blinked a few times, looking pale, and then he said, “I could get in trouble.”

“I won’t tell on you.”

“I’ll see what I can do.” He pulled out suddenly, making me gasp. His cum fell to the floor with a loud splat. The rest of his cum leaked out of me slowly over the next twelve hours, wetting my panties, reminding me that I’d whored myself out for feminization drugs.

And I wasn’t even ashamed of it.


CHAPTER 12
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My pill the next week was the pill I was used to: that familiar shape and colour. And hours after swallowing it, I felt those familiar tingles inside of my body as my hormones shifted.

Maybe I was doing harm to my body. Maybe people aren’t supposed to mess around with experimental medicine… But the risk seemed to far outweigh the reward.

When I felt girly, I felt happy—and each week, those pills made me feel even girlier. Sure—maybe there was some placebo effect at play. Maybe those pills weren’t entirely responsible for my behaviour, my desires, or my personality. Maybe they were just widening my hips and shrinking my penis and making boobs form on my chest. Or maybe the pills were making me into an insatiable slut.

Only a few people would ever really know the answer, and Dustin was one of those people.

I’ll skip ahead and tell you about the day Hans promoted me to the repair shop. “You will be making $26 an hour to start,” he said to me. “If your first month goes well, you will make $30 an hour until the end of the year, and then we can reassess from there.” I no longer needed my Subway job. And I didn’t need to be paid by Dustin’s company. I knew I only had a couple months left on that trial, and I was dreading the ending of the trial, knowing that I would lose some of my femininity once the trial was over.

But the same day that I was promoted to the repair shop, Dustin showed up at my door. He handed me a bag and said, “Don’t tell anyone where you got these. Just take one a week.” There were four large pill bottles, each containing one-hundred pills: enough medicine to last me nearly a decade.

And I wondered just how much more my body could change. I was a C-cup now, and my penis was almost gone: it was just a one-inch micro-cock, which looked more like a large clit, especially now that my testicles had receded, and my ball sack had started to pull into my body, now resembling something like a vagina. I don’t know how graphic you want me to be, so skip the rest of his paragraph if you’re worried about being ‘grossed out’. The skin of my scrotum, which was now sort of inside of me, had thinned out, and would secrete a sort of fluid that made it very moist. Every day, I could feel it ‘moving’ and ‘tightening’. It really was transforming slowly into a vagina.

I had, of course, decided that I would allow the pills to turn me into a woman; I wanted to be a woman more than anything. Did that desire come from those pills? Maybe; I’ll never really know. I’ll only know that I felt happy and excited about my transformation.

Harry’s fate wasn’t quite as positive as mine. It turns out, Harry stole the identity of some random woman when he entered into that drug trial. He stole various pieces of the woman’s ID to open up a bank account and to fill out documents with Dustin’s company. He was, of course, caught. He was sued by the woman, by the pharmaceutical company—and he was, of course, arrested and charged with multiple counts of fraud. It also came out that he never did get a degree in history as he’d previously claimed, and much of the ‘knowledge’ that he shared as a consultant was simply made up nonsense—so he was sued by a number of additional companies, including documentary film companies who had been called out for including false information. The court did not allow Harry to declare bankruptcy to get out of his lawsuit payments, so he will spend the rest of his life paying the people he screwed over… once he’s done his term in prison.

And yes, he tried to take me down with him, but his attempts didn’t get very far. I was questioned by police on the matter, and I told them everything; I even showed them the messages, and they quickly concluded that I was not an accomplice—so that was relieving.

I did decide to visit Harry in prison one evening. I don’t know why I did it; I guess I just felt bad for him. It really did seem like everything bad that could happen to him had happened—and maybe he didn’t really deserve it. At least that’s how I felt until I was face-to-face with him, and within two minutes he said, “Make an OnlyFans. All you have to do is take the pictures and send them to me. We get computer time every three days. That’s all the time I need to manage the page for you. I’ll make all the posts, do all the marketing, and I’ll only take fifty-percent. Not a bad deal; all you have to do is snap some photos.”

“I’m not doing that, Harry,” I said.

He groaned and shook his head. “You’re so stupid to leave big money on the table like that. You would make a lot on OnlyFans.” For a moment, I thought that he was complimenting me. “People pay a lot to watch girls with dicks jerk off.” That comment made it feel like much less of a compliment.

“I don’t really have a dick anymore,” I said. “I just wanted to check on you, Harry. I’ve been thinking about you a lot.”

“I have another idea that will make us both a lot of money, but I can’t do it from in here,” he went on, ignoring what I said. “Basically, you go to photographers’ websites and download all of their pictures. Then, you sell them to stock photo websites. You have to do it fast, and in batches, because Google will find the photos within a few weeks—but that’s enough time to get paid and deactivate the account. Now, the only tricky part is making new bank accounts for each batch. You would need different IDs, of course, but I can tell you a trick for that—and nobody gets hurt.”

“That’s literally why you’re in prison, Harry,” I said.

“But this is fool-proof,” he insisted. “And if you make the photo batches big enough, you can make so much money.”

“Bye, Harry,” I said, shaking my head.

“Where are you going?” he asked, perking up. “You’re just going to leave me here?”

“I have a date tonight. I need to get ready,” I called out.

It was true. I’d received a message the night before, from Dustin. He asked if I was interested in grabbing a few drinks with him. He said he wanted to check on my progress—and to catch up. And you might call me a gold-digger, but I promise that I wasn’t just going on the date because Dustin was wealthy… but Dustin had just been promoted into an executive position with the company. His salary was listed publicly: a whopping five-million per year.

But I really wasn’t just going on the date because he was rich. And I wasn’t just going on that date because I knew for a fact that he had a big, thick cock (I had spent many months thinking about how perfect that cock felt inside of me). I was going on that date because… I had feelings for him. I blushed all over whenever I thought about him. After he had done so much for me, I felt a strangely profound connection to him—a connection I hadn’t felt with anyone else before, male or female.

THE END
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