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    DOPPELGANGER 
 
    Jeremy has a doppelganger who he’s never met—but for years, he’s heard about him from friends and family. And the doppelganger always seems to show up at the worst times, after Jeremy has cancelled plans with friends or taken a sick day at work. “You said you were sick but I saw you at the mall!” was something Jeremy was unfortunately used to hearing. 
 
    But things become even more complicated when people start recognizing Jeremy as the beautiful cross-dresser who hangs out at the local gay bar. But Jeremy’s never even thought about wearing women’s clothing—not until he sees a picture of his beautiful, unrelated identical twin. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    At first, Jeremy found the idea of having a doppelganger amusing. It was a fascinating conversation topic, which people found highly entertaining. But the amusement wore off quickly. Jeremy had lost count of the times he had to explain to his friends and family members that they had seen his doppelganger and not him.  
 
    The first time it was truly an annoyance was when Jeremy was at home with the flu during the eleventh grade. It was a flu that came out of nowhere, and he spent the whole day hugging the porcelain toilet of the upstairs bathroom of his family home. His parents came home from work furious. A family friend had spotted Jeremy at the local movie theatre—but it wasn’t Jeremy; it was his doppelganger. But of course no one believed him when he said he’d been at home all day, hugging that toilet bowl. Jeremy was grounded, and it wouldn’t be the first time.  
 
    It was the winter during the twelfth grade when Jeremy was supposed to meet up with a friend to go to the mall. Jeremy had to cancel at the last second because he was called into work. His friend was disappointed when Jeremy called to cancel, and he was livid when he ended up seeing Jeremy at the arcade in the mall. But it wasn’t Jeremy in that arcade—it was his doppelganger. But Jeremy’s friend was too angry to confront the man in the arcade. And even though Jeremy’s friend was aware of Jeremy’s doppelganger, the coincidence just seemed too great. So Jeremy had to struggle over the next couple of months to repair the friendship.  
 
    It seemed like Jeremy’s doppelganger only appeared when it was least convenient for Jeremy. By the time Jeremy graduated from high school, he was completely fed up with his doppelganger—and he’d never even met or seen the guy. He only knew about him from friends.  
 
    There was a girl Jeremy liked in his first year of college. Her name was Larissa and she was short and sweet and blonde and always happy. It took months for Jeremy to build up the confidence to ask her out. Once he had that confidence, it was too late. “She’s already seeing someone,” her friend said to Jeremy. “I haven’t met the guy, but I hear he’s super cute.” 
 
    Jeremy did his best to pretend like he wasn’t too devastated. It was a week later when a friend came up to Jeremy to congratulate him. “I saw you at the movie theatre with that smokin’ hot blonde you’re always talking about. Good job,” his friend said. But Jeremy hadn’t been the movies in months. So he went onto his Facebook page and saw, for the first time ever, his doppelganger.  
 
    Larissa’s profile picture was of her and the doppelganger, kissing for a selfie. Jeremy was speechless. The man in the photo really did look just like him—down to the mole on his left cheek. But the man’s name was nowhere to be seen. He wasn’t tagged in any of Larissa’s photos, maybe because he didn’t have his own Facebook profile.  
 
    It was especially heart breaking seeing that Jeremy was Larissa’s type—at least physically. Had Jeremy just beaten his doppelganger to asking her out…  
 
    It took a few months for Jeremy to get over her and move on. But his doppelganger didn’t stop being a nuisance. It started becoming a weekly occurrence: people asking Jeremy what he was buying at the mall, which movie he was seeing at the theatre, what he was doing downtown, when did he get the new car, and so on… A friend even saw the doppelganger when he was on vacation in Italy. “Why didn’t you tell me you were also going to Italy?” the friend asked in a text message. 
 
    “I’m not in Italy,” Jeremy replied. “It’s probably my stupid doppelganger.”  
 
    For years, Jeremy had been hearing about this mysterious lookalike, but he’d still never seen him outside of Larissa’s Facebook page (and he wasn’t even on that Facebook page anymore, seeing as they’d broken up and Larissa had started seeing some army brat). But based on what Jeremy had heard, his doppelganger was doing much better than him.  
 
    “Hey man, I didn’t know you were in med school,” one of Jeremy’s friends said. Jeremy wasn’t in med school. He’d dropped out of college and was working at a shoe store, selling orthopaedic shoes to old ladies. He didn’t just sell shoes to old ladies (though during his weekday morning shifts, he generally only saw old ladies who needed shoes); he also sold shoes to young people and even clothes. But it was a far cry from being a doctor. “Hey man, when did you buy that Benz, and why didn’t you wave back at me?” But Jeremy didn’t own a Benz. He rode a bicycle around town.  
 
    Jeremy was starting to think that his doppelganger was just the best version of himself: a representation of what his life would have been had he put in more work and made better decisions. The mysterious lookalike was on his way to becoming a doctor, riding around town in a luxury sports car, taking the prettiest girls out on dates. Jeremy was sick of hearing about the guy. At least most of Jeremy’s friends had stopped assuming the doppelganger was Jeremy. Whenever they saw the lookalike in a nice suit or a fancy car, they just assumed it was the doppelganger. One friend even sent a picture to Jeremy, taken from across the street. The doppelganger was wearing an amazing suit and a glistening watch, with his hair slicked back and a big smile on his face. Jeremy tried to delete the picture, but he couldn’t figure out how to delete it from his phone. He’d never been much of a tech guy. But he didn’t need to be reminded that he could be doing so much better.  
 
    But it wasn’t fair to compare. Jeremy knew that he had no idea of the doppelganger’s background. Maybe he had rich parents. Maybe he was born a genius. Maybe he won the lottery or he had some rich uncle kick the bucket. Just because they looked the same, it didn’t mean they had the same circumstances and opportunities.  
 
    Or maybe they did have all the same opportunities and circumstances. Maybe this guy was just a harder and smarter worker. Maybe this guy really did deserve it all, and Jeremy really didn’t deserve any of it.  
 
    That photo inspired Jeremy to re-enrol in college, to finish his degree and maybe take a shot at getting into business school. He had to upgrade some classes at the local community college, but by the end of the year, he was back in school, ready to catch up to his doppelganger.  
 
    And in one of Jeremy’s classes was a short, young blonde man, who kept staring at Jeremy as if he knew him, with a slight grin. Jeremy knew right away that the blonde man thought that Jeremy was really the doppelganger. So after class one day, he decided to confront the little blonde man. “Do I look familiar to you?” Jeremy asked. 
 
    And the man just grinned.  
 
    “I’ll take that as a yes. Well, just so you know, you’re mistaking me for someone else. It happens all the time. There’s a guy in this town who looks just like me—right down to the mole on my cheek. But I assure you that me and the guy you think I am are nothing alike—at least I don’t think we are.”  
 
    The man continued to grin, slowly nodding his head.  
 
    “What is it? What’s so funny? Do you not believe me?” Jeremy asked. 
 
    “It’s nothing to be ashamed of, mate,” the young blonde man said. “If you can pull it off, then why not? Right?”  
 
    Jeremy strained to figure out what the young blonde man was talking about. “I’m sorry. What?” he said. 
 
    “Don’t be ashamed of what God gave you—that’s all I’m saying.” 
 
    “I’m not ashamed of anything. What are you talking about?” Jeremy found himself feeling frustrated. He knew the young man thought he was talking to Jeremy’s doppelganger, but that didn’t make things any less confusing.  
 
    The young man tilted his head to the side like a confused dog. “Wait. Do you really have a twin?” 
 
    “Not a twin—a doppelganger. I’ve never met the guy, but I’ve seen pictures.”  
 
    “Well, assuming you aren’t lying, you look just like him,” the young man said.  
 
    “I’m well aware. He’s been a thorn in my side for years.” Jeremy felt some relief now that the young man tentatively believed him. “But like I said, I’ve never even seen the guy in real life. Everyone else has though. Do you know him?”  
 
    “I’ve met him a couple of times. I know where he likes to hang out. In fact, I know where he’ll probably be tonight, if you wanted to see him with your own eyes.”  
 
    Jeremy felt a tingle run down his spine. He stood up straight and caught himself smiling. He did want to see his doppelganger. He’d wanted to see him ever since he first heard about him. “Where?” Jeremy asked. 
 
    “Finn’s, on Third Ave. He’s usually there between ten and one,” the young blonde man said.  
 
    Jeremy scribbled the location and time down on a little piece of paper. He’d never heard of the place, but he assumed it was a bar or a club or maybe a restaurant where the doppelganger worked as a manager to pay for his med school. “I can’t wait,” Jeremy said. 
 
    The young man grinned. “Me neither,” he said. And then he turned and headed off for his next class, leaving Jeremy feeling strangely nervous, excited, and confused at the same time.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Third Avenue was only a five-block stretch, so Jeremy didn’t bother looking up Finn’s before heading down to the find the place. He started at the north end and made his way to the south end of the small street, and it only took two minutes to find the joint. 
 
    It was a nightclub, with booming bass that reverberated out onto the street. There were a few men standing out front smoking. One of the men was wearing jean shorts that were far too short for his long, hairy legs. The three men looked at Jeremy as they stopped talking. They watched him carefully as he locked his bike to the nearby bike rack.  
 
    Jeremy was walking up to the building when another group of men emerged from the place and pulled out cigarettes and lighters. One of the men was wearing leather chaps, and Jeremy suddenly realized that Finn’s was a gay bar.  
 
    He froze, not taking another step. He looked up at the sign that hung above the door and realized it was gently glowing with the colours of the rainbow flag. And then he looked back down at the gay men sharing cigarettes out front and saw that they were all staring back at him as if they recognized him.  
 
    Jeremy’s doppelganger frequented the local gay bar.  
 
    Jeremy suddenly felt sick. He had nothing against gay people—he’d always believed that people could do whatever they wanted to do—but can you do whatever you want to do when you look identical to someone else? How many people had seen Jeremy’s doppelganger at Finn’s and thought they were seeing Jeremy? How many people thought Jeremy was a closet homosexual? Was Jeremy’s doppelganger a closet homosexual? If not, then what the hell was he doing frequenting a gay bar?  
 
    “Hey honey, are you going to come inside or are you just going to stand there all night?” one of the men called out to Jeremy. But still, Jeremy couldn’t move. He was terrified to go inside the place and be recognized by someone he knew—even though that was already happening, thanks to Jeremy’s lookalike.  
 
    Jeremy looked back at his bike. He wanted to run back to it and ride home as quickly as possible. He had enough problems in his life—he didn’t need another one. He didn’t need everyone thinking that he was gay! Girls already brushed him off.  
 
    “Didn’t feel like getting dressed up tonight?” one of the men called out. And Jeremy realized that the men all recognized him as his doppelganger. Jeremy wondered how often his doppelganger heard about Jeremy. Was he constantly inconvenienced by Jeremy sightings?  
 
    This was far worse than any previous inconveniences. Now Jeremy had to constantly worry about his doppelganger being seen at gay bars, and having to constantly convince his friends and family members that they’d seen his lookalike, that Jeremy wasn’t actually gay.  
 
    Now, Jeremy found himself looking around nervously, scouting the streets for familiar faces, wondering if it was worth going inside the gay bar just to see his doppelganger. And what was he going to do if the doppelganger was inside? What did he have to gain from meeting his lookalike? Or better yet, what did he have to lose?  
 
    He started walking towards the gay bar. The gay men continued to stare him down. “What’s wrong, beautiful? Not feeling so chipper today?” one of them asked. 
 
    Jeremy forced a smile. He could feel that his cheeks were red. “I’m sorry, but I think you have me confused with someone else,” he said. The gay men all laughed.  
 
    “What are you talking about, darling?” one of them said. Jeremy didn’t feel much like trying to fill them in on his life story. He’d grown tired of constantly trying to explain to people that he had an exact lookalike walking around town. It was never as easy as just saying, ‘I have a doppelganger.’ People never believed that—it always took so much more. So Jeremy just walked past the group of gay men and went into the loud gay bar.  
 
    The place was colourful and flashing and loud and busy. The flashing lights made Jeremy feel nauseous and anxious at the same time. People kept bumping into him. One man even offered him a drink from a plastic cup. Jeremy declined the offer, even though he really did want something to take the edge off. He found himself at the bar, waiting for the bartender to make her way through the crowd of thirsty customers. By the time the bartender got to Jeremy, Jeremy realized she wasn’t a she at all—she was a man in drag. The place was filled with men in drag, but the bartender was especially convincing until she opened her mouth to speak. She had long blonde hair that nearly touched her waist and long, fake eyelashes that looked heavy and uncomfortable. “What can I get for you?” she asked. 
 
    “Just a whiskey. Whatever’s cheap,” Jeremy said.  
 
    “Double or a single?” 
 
    “Double. Definitely a double,” Jeremy said, looking around. He was still trying to spot his doppelganger.  
 
    “Didn’t feel like getting dolled up tonight?” the bartender asked. It took Jeremy a moment to realize she was talking to him. He looked at her and narrowed his eyes.  
 
    “What do you mean by dolled up?” he asked. 
 
    She laughed. “What do you think I mean?” Jeremy knew exactly what she meant. A third of the men in the joint were dressed like women—some more convincing than others. At first, Jeremy thought he was standing next to a group of lesbians, but he quickly realized it was just a group of convincing shemales.  
 
    He kept his ball cap tilted down over his eyes, just in case there were people he knew in the club. He got his drink and he slammed it back quickly. He wiped his lips and instantly felt the whiskey working into his system, helping him relax. Though he wasn’t sure he would ever truly feel relaxed in that place. People kept coming up to him, thinking he was his doppelganger. “Quinn?” someone said, tapping him on the shoulder. 
 
    He turned around and looked the man in the eyes. He was a tall man with dark hair and a stubble beard. “Don’t look too excited to see me,” the man said. He didn’t have that gay twang to his voice, like most of the rest of the men in the club. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but you have me confused for someone else,” Jeremy said. And he realized that he may have been doing more harm than good being in that club—just like how Jeremy’s doppelganger often did more harm than good.  
 
    The man laughed. “Not feeling like yourself today, huh?” the man said. “When you texted me saying you weren’t feeling well, I assumed you meant you weren’t coming out tonight. I didn’t realize you were going to come out like… like this. Just don’t get me sick! I have a date tomorrow and I need to be my best. He’s so cute. Do you want to see a picture?”  
 
    Jeremy wanted to try again to convince the man that he really wasn’t the doppelganger, but he knew it was no use. The coincidence was too great: a man who looked just like this ‘Quinn’, at the very same gay bar. Jeremy knew first hand how difficult it was convincing people that they’d seen a doppelganger and not the real Jeremy, so he didn’t bother trying. Instead, he said, “Sure. Let’s see the picture.” 
 
    The man pulled out his phone and started swiping through pictures. He landed on a picture of a handsome but very gay man, wearing a tight tank top and short shorts. “Isn’t he cute?” the man asked. 
 
    “He looks like a winner,” Jeremy said, trying to force as much enthusiasm as possible. Then he started looking around for the nearest exit. He needed to get out of there before more people recognized him. He didn’t want to make this Quinn guy’s life any harder than it needed to be, even though it already seemed like this Quinn guy had a privileged, easy life.  
 
    “I think I’ve got another picture here. Hold on one sec,” the man said, and he started swiping through pictures. Then he stopped on a picture of himself with a girl. He laughed. “Oh my God, remember this? When we went on that Ferris wheel and it got stuck? And we took all of those selfies… That was so hilarious.”  
 
    He swiped through pictures of himself with that girl—a pretty girl with long dark hair and brilliant red lips. She had pretty, shining eyes and the cutest little black dress. Jeremy couldn’t figure out why this man seemed to think that Quinn was in any of these photos… Until the man said, “Why don’t you ever wear your hair like this anymore? You looked so cute with long hair. Please don’t tell me you cut your wig short.”  
 
    Jeremy’s heart skipped a beat. He was looking at his doppelganger, dressed up like a shockingly convincing woman. She wasn’t just a convincing woman—she was a beautiful woman. Her eyes were stunning and her face was amazingly feminine. But now that Jeremy had the revelation, he could see his features on that face. He could spot the mole and he could spot the small, rounded nose, and he could spot the almond-shaped eyes. His doppelganger made a terrifyingly convincing woman… 
 
    Which meant that he had the potential to be a terrifyingly convincing woman.  
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m really not feeling well. I think I should be heading home,” Jeremy said.  
 
    The man jumped back, raising his hands into the air. “Just don’t get me sick. I need this date to go well. Go get some rest. I’ll see you in a few days and I’ll tell you all about my date.”  
 
    Jeremy forced a smile and then he started towards the exit. He didn’t get a chance to meet his doppelganger. Instead, he found himself wishing he would have never ventured down to that bar. He discovered more than he would have liked about his lookalike, and he’d discovered more than he would have liked about himself.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It was a while before he went to sleep that night. He found himself in front of his bathroom mirror, staring closely at his face, wondering if it was really possible—if he really could look like the girl in those photos. If he looked exactly like the man behind the makeup, why couldn’t he look just like the girl in those photos?  
 
    He started to think back on every look he’d received in the streets and at work and in school over the past year or so—always assuming he was getting looks from his doppelganger’s friends, when in reality, they were all probably people thinking they were seeing Quinn without her makeup and wig and girly outfits.  
 
    It was around 2:00 AM when Jeremy found himself on his computer, on Facebook, looking through page after page of profiles named ‘Quinn’. He eventually found the profile he was looking for: Quinn Davidson, a brunette girl from Jeremy’s hometown. Her profile picture was a familiar one: a selfie taken with that man on that Ferris wheel. The caption read: ‘Besties’. 
 
    Her gender was marked as female, but deep into her profile, she had pictures of her as a man. But even earlier than those were more pictures of her as a female, as if she changed whenever she felt like it—and maybe that’s why so many people recognized Jeremy even though he was wearing a t-shirt, jeans, and a ball cap.  
 
    So Quinn, Jeremy’s doppelganger, was gay—right? She was an occasional transgender who liked men. Or did she like men? Just because she hung out at a gay bar didn’t mean she liked men… There was no indication on her Facebook profile that she liked men… But there were no indications that she liked women either. She was still a mystery—maybe even more so than ever before.  
 
    At the top of her page was a recent status update. ‘Home sick. Won’t be out tonight! Sorry everyone!’ it read. And underneath was a comment from a man with a gay pride flag as his profile picture. ‘Bitch please! I saw you drinking at the bar. You even looked right at me and pretended to ignore me.’ 
 
    Jeremy bit his tongue, already feeling bad for any damages he may have caused. There was a reply below the comment, from Quinn. ‘It must have been my pesky doppelganger.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah right!’ the final comment read. The conversation seemed all too familiar. Jeremy felt strangely guilty. Even after undergoing gender transformation, Quinn still had to deal with the annoyances of having a doppelganger wandering around town. So Jeremy sent her a private message, explaining what had happened. “I wanted to meet you but I guess I picked the wrong day. So sorry!” he wrote to her, and he found himself awaiting her reply, even though it was now 3:30 AM.  
 
    It was around 4:00 AM when he finally went to sleep. He had to be up early for work, so he didn’t get much sleep. After his alarm went off, he quickly got dressed and grabbed a granola bar on his way out the door. While he was biking to work, he could still smell the whiskey from the previous night. He hoped that work wouldn’t be too busy and no one would notice.  
 
    And luckily, work wasn’t too busy. For the first two hours, no one came in. He was working alone. Normally he would have gone through the store and done some cleaning, but he was too tired to drag around a broom and a dustpan. So he just sat behind the counter and closed his eyes in five-minute increments, hoping to slowly catch up on some of that lost sleep. But he wasn’t able to fully doze off. The image of Quinn all dolled up and pretty kept him awake. He found himself on his phone, back on her Facebook profile, looking at pictures of her again. 
 
    She really was pretty—at least in the photos. But maybe that was just because of filters and tricky angles. Jeremy didn’t know how to use them, but he was aware of those SnapChat filters that made girls look skinnier and softer. Jeremy didn’t want to believe that he could really look that convincing as a woman himself.  
 
    A customer finally came into the store: a young woman with short strawberry blonde hair. Jeremy perked up. It was rare that young people came into the store during his morning shifts. They were usually in school or at work or sleeping in from a night of heavy drinking. “What can I help you with?” Jeremy asked. 
 
    “Just browsing,” the girl said. She went to the wall of running shoes and then stood on her tippy toes as she reached for one of the shoes on the top rack. Her butt perked out gracefully and Jeremy found himself staring, wishing he worked the evening shift so he could see more bums like this one.  
 
    “That’s a great shoe, but it’s a bit overpriced if you ask me,” Jeremy said from behind the counter. The girl looked back with a cute smile.  
 
    “You think so?” she said. 
 
    “Yeah. The ones just below are the same quality for a better price. But they come in fewer colours.”  
 
    “Yeah, but the pink is so cute,” the girl said, admiring her original selection.  
 
    She put the shoes back and meandered through the shop, checking out the skirts and the dresses and then the tops before returning back to the shoes. Jeremy couldn’t help but notice that the girl looked vaguely similar to Quinn, but with a longer nose and smaller lips. They could have been sisters maybe—or she could have been Jeremy’s sister, apparently.  
 
    She tried on one of the dresses: a black floral dress that extended to her knees. She stepped out from the changing room, even though there was a mirror in the changing room. She walked around a bit, spinning and admiring the dress. “It’s ten percent off,” Jeremy said.  
 
    The girl smiled. “Thanks,” she said, and then she went back into the change room and took the dress off. She didn’t buy it, but she considered it for some time. Had Jeremy been more awake and alert, he probably would have tried to sell her on the dress, just to justify his job. But instead he let her meander the store some more before leaving. 
 
    She left the store with a warm goodbye and then Jeremy found himself sitting there, wondering what got Quinn into dressing like a girl.  
 
    It wasn’t that long ago that Quinn was a man. Jeremy knew this because Quinn was dating Larissa. And in all of those pictures of Quinn with Larissa, Quinn was never dressed in drag—no women’s clothes, no makeup, no wigs; just a normal-looking guy. Maybe that’s why Larissa left Quinn—because he got into cross-dressing and maybe he came out of the closet. Or maybe that happened after they split up, which wasn’t that long ago in the scheme of things…  
 
    Jeremy found himself holding up that black floral dress, wondering if it was just a matter of giving it a try. Would he be able to pull the girly clothes off just like Quinn? Would he like it and end up wanting to become a woman, just like Quinn?  
 
    He didn’t want that, but once he’d entertained the thought, he felt as though he needed to prove it wrong. He needed to try that dress on to prove to himself that he wasn’t interested in cross-dressing or becoming a woman. Just because a man who looked identical to him felt one way, didn’t mean that Jeremy had to feel that way too.  
 
    So Jeremy took the dress and slipped into one of the changing rooms. He quickly got undressed, not even keeping his boxers on. He held the dress up for a moment, trying to figure out the best way to put it on. He ended up pulling it over his head and squirming into it. It was tight and he almost wasn’t able to pull it over his shoulders. But after a moment of squirming, he got the little dress on.  
 
    The fabric was so light that it felt like he was wearing nothing at all. There was a bit of bagginess at his chest where tits were supposed to go. Quinn didn’t have big tits by any means, but she still had subtle lumps—maybe just a padded bra or maybe a year’s worth of hormone replacement therapy. Jeremy used his own t-shirt to create a bust, which looked surprising real in the mirror. 
 
    He found himself twisting and turning, checking himself out from every angle. His body didn’t look too bad, especially when he squinted so he couldn’t see the hair on his legs or the stubble on his chin. The dress fit surprisingly well—or maybe it wasn’t so surprising, given what he’d seen from his doppelganger.  
 
    He heard the bell ring at the front door. He froze for a moment and then he began to undress in a panic. He quickly wrestled himself out from that dress and then he jumped into his jeans. He didn’t even bother putting on his boxers, worried the extra few seconds would be the difference between being caught and not. He quickly jumped out from the changing room, leaving the dress and his boxers and his socks behind. He smiled at the old lady who was wandering about the store. “Can I help you with anything?” he said, strangely out of breath. 
 
    “I’d like to buy a new pair of shoes,” the old woman said, so Jeremy went through his usual routine of showing off all the options. Most old ladies ended up fancying the same pair of shoes: the only pair of orthopaedic walking shoes they had in stock. While the woman was trying them on, Jeremy noticed a short black dress hanging in the women’s clothing section. He stared at it for a minute before realizing it was the same exact dress that Quinn wore in those Ferris wheel photos. So when the old lady was gone, Jeremy snatched the dress and ran over to the changing room, to quench his latest curiosity.  
 
    He slipped into the dress and found himself modelling in front of that mirror, trying out different poses, shocked again that the dress fit his figure so perfectly (with some help from his t-shirt bust).  
 
    He didn’t think he looked like a chick though—he still just looked like a man in a dress. But he wondered if it was only because of his hairy legs and the stubble on his chin. There was only one way to find out for sure… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    He felt silly holding the razor in his hand when he returned home from his day of work. He had the black dress in a bag, ready to be tried on again without body hair to distract from the bigger picture. He didn’t buy the dress—he was simply borrowing it. He planned on leaving the tags on it. It was simply there to satisfy a curiosity. He had to remind himself of that many times.  
 
    He ran the blade of the razor up and down his legs, shaving away all of his leg hair. He knew it would grow back in a matter of weeks, and he had no plans of going down to the beach in that time. Besides, lots of men were shaving their legs—it was in-style. He made sure that his legs were perfectly smooth before turning his attention to his face. He lathered on a healthy layer of shaving cream before shaving away that stubble (which took a few weeks to grow), leaving his face as smooth as a baby’s… or a woman’s.  
 
    Then, he found himself in his bedroom, with the door closed and locked in case his roommate came home early from school. He shut the blinds before pulling that dress out from its bag. Then he stripped down. This time, he put the dress on properly, unzipping the back first and then stepping into it and pulling it up his body. He found himself surprised again by how soft the fabric was, as if he’d forgotten or as if he didn’t quite believe his original memory. But the fabric really was amazing soft—as if it was so thin, it was translucent. But somehow it wasn’t. This time he tried leaving his boxers on, but they just bunched up awkwardly under the dress, so he pulled those off, exposing a slightly bulge between his legs. He had no way to hide that bulge, aside from holding his legs close together and tucking his cock back.  
 
    Instead of using his t-shirt, he found a pair of socks that were easier to manipulate into breasts. The dress had study cups that held the socks nicely and stopped them from bulging awkwardly.  
 
    He straightened the dress and then he looked around the room. He didn’t have a mirror in his bedroom and he didn’t even realize it until that moment. He’d never cared much about his appearance. His friends were often telling him that he had dried toothpaste around his lips. But now, he needed to know how he looked. So he poked his head out and made sure his roommate hadn’t come home. Then he ran to the front door, where there was a closet with a full-length mirror. He found himself in front of that mirror, posing, turning, and tilting. He put his hands on his hips and leaned his weight to one side.  
 
    He had to block out the reflection of his face with his hand for the visual to come to life. But his body truly did look feminine. He had nice curves and his legs looked fantastic all shaved and smooth. Those legs could have been in a magazine and no one would have ever known they were looking at a dude’s legs. Even his arms—which he’d done nothing to—looked fantastically feminine. He turned his back to the mirror and looked over his shoulder. He found himself admiring his bum for a few minutes before running back to his room to see what else was possible. 
 
    In that same bag he’d borrowed a few other items from the shop. They sold small makeup kits for women to put in their purses. He had one of those little kits now. He opened it up and looked at the small brushes and different pallets. He wasn’t sure where to start, even though there were only a few options.  
 
    So he started with the little tube that was labelled ‘liquid eyeliner’. He drew it around his eyes after watching a couple of YouTube tutorial videos. He thought he did a pretty good job, so he moved onto the mascara, and then the eye shadow. He went with a green colour around his eyes because that’s what Quinn had in all of those Ferris wheel selfies. Finally, he finished with a ruby red lipstick (the only lipstick in the makeup kit), and he poked his head out from his bedroom again before sneaking over to that full-length mirror. 
 
    And sure as hell, he was staring at Quinn. He really was Quinn’s doppelganger, even dressed up in drag. He stared for a long time, in a state of shock and wonder. He wasn’t sure how to handle this new information. He couldn’t even remember why he’d gotten dolled up in the first place.  
 
    But he remembered quickly after he caught himself smiling. He quickly wiped that smile off of his face and bit down on his tongue. That smile was the reason he got dressed up—to make sure it wasn’t there. He thought he could get himself all dolled up so he could see that Quinn and him weren’t the same in every way. But his plan backfired. Now he was more sure than ever that Quinn was his exact doppelganger. And now Jeremy was left wondering how different their personalities were—if they were different at all. 
 
    He quickly took the dress off and stuffed it back into the bag. He pushed those thoughts out of his head. Of course they were different. Quinn was a homosexual who liked to dress up and go to gay bars. Jeremy was straight and he had no interest in cross-dressing, even though he looked good doing it apparently. He was a man who wanted to be a man, and that was all there was to it.  
 
    Though as he went to sleep that night, he couldn’t help but wonder how he might look in some of the other cute dresses that were on racks in the shop, waiting to be tried on.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Quinn felt her gut turn as she stared at that message on her computer. It was from Jeremy: a man she’d heard so much about from so many different people. Now, after so many years of only existing as an elusive name, Jeremy was out looking for Quinn. He wasn’t out trying to kill her or hurt her, or even to confront her about anything serious. 
 
    But the message was still seriously concerning. How did Jeremy know to look for Quinn at Finn’s? How did Jeremy even get Quinn’s name? If Jeremy—a guy Quinn had never even met in her life—could find out her name and where she liked to hang out, what was stopping Quinn’s family from tracking her down? Was her reputation becoming too well known?  
 
    Quinn’s family didn’t know about Quinn’s secret life, which had slowly turned into her regular life. They thought she was still Michael—and she was still Michael was she needed to be, whenever her family was in town visiting, or whenever she had to make a Skype call to help her mom set up the cable box. And she had to be Michael whenever her old friends reached out to her—even they didn’t know about Quinn. And it was best that they remained oblivious to her new female lifestyle.  
 
    Quinn knew the name Jeremy from Larissa—her ex-girlfriend, from back when she was still just Michael. Larissa would always tell Michael about Jeremy—how similar they looked, how similar they sounded, and how similar they acted. It took Michael a couple of months before realizing that Larissa just wished that she were dating Jeremy. She even moaned his name during sex once, which made all future sex very awkward and uncomfortable for Michael. So he broke it off with her. “If you like this Jeremy guy so much, why don’t you just go and date him?” Michael asked. 
 
    Larissa was too angry to answer, but Michael always wondered what her answer was—or if they did end up dating after Michael broke things off with her.  
 
    In a way, it was because of Jeremy that Michael discovered Quinn. It was a normal summer afternoon and Michael got a call from a friend who had seen Jeremy at the mall. “I kept waving at you but you wouldn’t wave back. What gives?” the friend said. He sounded legitimately frustrated. 
 
    “It was my doppelganger,” Michael insisted. But the friend refused to believe it.  
 
    “The guy I saw at the mall looked exactly like you—and I mean exactly. Because it was you. I just don’t understand why you would lie to me about going to the mall.” It was a conversation Michael was unfortunately used to.  
 
    “What was I doing at the mall?” Michael asked. 
 
    “Working.” 
 
    “Working where?” 
 
    “At that clothing store next to the food court. The one with the big blue sign. I can’t remember what it’s called.”  
 
    “And you know I don’t work at the mall, right?”  
 
    “I didn’t think you did, but apparently you do. Look, man, if you’re having money troubles, you can tell me. I can help. My dad’s company is hiring and they will pay you way more than the mall can pay you.” 
 
    Michael tried again to convince his friend that he saw a doppelganger and not the real Michael, but the friend just wouldn’t believe it. But it got Michael wondering: do this Jeremy guy and me really look that similar? So Michael decided to make a trip down to the mall to investigate.  
 
    But he didn’t want to cause any trouble for Jeremy. He knew that just by showing up at the mall, he might complicate things. Maybe Jeremy’s boss would see Michael wandering around and think that he was skipping work. But more than anything, Michael didn’t want Jeremy to notice him spying.  
 
    Michael had always been terrified of confronting Jeremy. He was scared that everything his friends had told him was true: that Jeremy really was the same in every way. The thought of talking to a near-clone was a strangely chilling thought. Michael didn’t want to know what he sounded like to other people, and he didn’t want to know how he came across to his friends—because apparently this Jeremy guy didn’t just look the part, he played the part too.  
 
    Michael was even hesitant to go and see Jeremy. He wasn’t sure he wanted to know how he looked to his friends, even from afar, but the curiosity had grown too strong. It was time to see Jeremy for himself.  
 
    So to avoid being recognized, he started to concoct a disguise. He searched his basement and found a wig and an old coat. He tried both on, but he just ended up looking like a playground paedophile. So he looked around for different outfits. He found another wig, but it was for one of his sister’s old Halloween costumes. It was long and blonde, and meant for a roller derby chick costume. Michael tried it on as a joke, and then as he stared at himself in the mirror, he got an idea: he could dress up as a woman and go to the mall.  
 
    It was the perfect plan: no one would recognize him as Michael and no one would recognize him as Jeremy. At the very worst, people would look at him and think he was a tranny—but at least they wouldn’t know who was behind the makeup.  
 
    Michael had never been the shy type; so getting dolled up wasn’t a big deal. He didn’t even bother being too secretive about it. He went into his sister’s bedroom while she was on her computer and he grabbed some makeup and a few different clothing options. She didn’t even notice—or maybe she didn’t care. He returned to his room and started getting dolled up.  
 
    He started by drawing his eyeliner on thick, and then her started to darken around his eyes with a neutral eye shadow. He went dark with his lipstick, and then he played with contouring to slightly change the shape of his face, to ensure he wouldn’t be recognized. Then he wiggled his body into a muted yellow dress, which came all the way up to his throat but left his back totally uncovered. He was surprised to discover his feet would fit into his sister’s heels—as long as the toes were left uncovered (his toes hung over the edge of the shoes a bit, but it wasn’t too noticeable).  
 
    And then he stood back and looked at himself in the mirror. He was suddenly frozen and speechless. He was staring at a convincing woman—for the first of many times.  
 
    Then he noticed the time. He’d been getting dolled up for hours. It was late now, and Jeremy was probably done his shift at work. But Michael went to the mall regardless. Jeremy wasn’t at that clothing store. Now a girl was working a solo shift. Michael went into the store, just to see if he could find an employee of the month photo or something, to see if Jeremy really did look just like him.  
 
    Then the girl tapped him on the shoulder. “Are you looking for Jeremy?” she asked. 
 
    He became tense. How could she know? He stared into her eyes and tried to come up with some sort of excuse. “Excuse me?” he managed to say, straining his voice to sound more feminine. It was easier to make a girly voice than he’d expected.  
 
    “You must be his sister, right? Twins?” 
 
    Michael forced a smile. “Cousins, actually. I guess our family just has really strong genes.” 
 
    “I’d say. I can tell him that you came by—we have a shift together tomorrow morning.”  
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about that,” Michael said. “I’m just here to browse.”  
 
    The girl perked up. “Ooh, we just got a new line in that would look so cute on you. I want to buy all of it, but I don’t have the body for any of it. But you do.” She led Michael across the store to a rack of colourful dresses and skirts. And then she insisted that Michael try them all on. And for some reason, Michael tried all of them on. He even ended up buying a couple dresses and a skirt and a blouse and a handful of panties and a couple of bras, which he planned on padding as soon as he got home.  
 
    “What’s your name?” the girl asked. 
 
    “Quinn,” Michael said, picking the first name that came to his mind. 
 
    “I wish I were as pretty as you, Quinn,” she said with a warm smile. And after that trip to the mall, a day didn’t go by where Michael didn’t dress up as Quinn. Even when he was just home alone, sitting and watching Netflix, he would put on some lingerie and a nice pair of heels, and he would feel more relaxed than ever before.  
 
    He made new friends as Quinn—some who knew he was trans and some who were either oblivious or didn’t care. Many of his friends were also trans, and they liked to hang out at Finn’s, the local gay bar. Her trans friends all liked men, but Quinn liked girls—she liked girls so much that she liked being a girl.  
 
    And being Quinn had another major bonus: as Quinn, she didn’t have a pesky doppelganger anymore.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Quinn wasn’t sure what to do about that message on her Facebook from Jeremy, so she left it untouched, pretending as though she never received it. She tried to think of which friends could have tipped Jeremy off, and she wondered if they were out tipping other people off as well. But she knew that the only way she would ever know was by asking Jeremy—and that was a barrier she wasn’t ready to cross.  
 
    She’d been happy for the past couple of years, since she’d started transitioning into becoming a woman. After two years of hormone replacement therapy, she had small, soft B-cup breasts, and her voice was even more convincing than ever before—but she was still able to clear her throat and sound manly enough if her family was in town. She didn’t plan on going any further with her transformation—no breast implants and definitely no chopping between the legs. She liked being able to switch back and forth whenever it was convenient, even though it made some of her trans friends frustrated for some reason. And she especially liked that no one in her family and none of her old friends knew about her secret feminine life.  
 
    But that was all at risk now.  
 
    She did her best not to think about it, but her best wasn’t good enough. Those fears constantly crept into her head: the image of her mother’s face when she realized her only son gets dolled up and hangs out at the local gay bar.  
 
    It was earlier than usual when Quinn decided to venture down to Finn’s to have a drink, to take away some of the anxiety that had been tormenting her all daylong. Finn’s was surprisingly busy considering it wasn’t even 8:00 PM yet. Quinn went straight to the bar and ordered a stiff drink. She didn’t recognize the bartender—probably a girl who ended her shift before Quinn’s usual arrival. But apparently the bartender recognized her. “It’s Quinn, right?” she said. 
 
    She was a petite blonde with a cute smile and a jet-black choker around her neck. She had a teenaged look to her, but at the same time she seemed impressively mature. “Yeah,” Quinn said. “How did you know that?”  
 
    The little blonde giggled. “I know you,” she said. “Well, I know of you. Everyone talks about you, and I’ve seen you around here before.”  
 
    Quinn’s stomach turned and she felt her face turning pale. It was exactly what she didn’t want: people talking about her. She was comfortable with her secret little life. She didn’t want to have it ruined. “Oh. Hopefully you’ve only heard good things,” Quinn said. 
 
    “Basically just how pretty you are,” the little blonde said. “I’m Katie, by the way.” She reached her hand over the bar and then Quinn noticed the tattoo on her wrist: a little Chinese symbol inside of a dark box. She’d seen that tattoo before, on a little blonde young man who frequented the bar.  
 
    “I’m sorry, I know you,” Quinn said, still looking at that tattoo. 
 
    Katie looked down at the tattoo and then back up at Quinn. Her cheeks were red now. “Yeah. I’m trying out something different. Kind of inspired by you, actually.”  
 
    “Really?” Quinn asked.  
 
    And the girl’s cheeks turned even redder. “Yeah. What do you think?” She stepped back from the bar and did a little spin. Her short skirt lifted gently up into the air, briefly teasing her bum. Her legs were perfect and her figure was cute. But her bust was too big for her small frame.  
 
    “You look really cute.”  
 
    “Thanks,” Katie said, blushing even more. She went to pour the drink. “I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but I’ve always had a bit of a crush on you.” She poured a second drink and then slid one of them towards Quinn. She lifted the second drink up. “The first one’s on the house. Cheers.”  
 
    Quinn downed her drink. The little blonde bartender did the same. The drink was far stronger than Quinn was expecting. She nearly spat it out across the bar, but she managed to hold it down.  
 
    “I put in a little extra vodka to give it some kick. I hope you don’t mind,” Katie said as she went to pour a second round. She made the second round just as strong. But Quinn didn’t mind—it was exactly what she came to the bar for. The girls had their second drink together and then Katie went to pour a third round. “Hell, that round was on the house too. Just don’t tell anyone.”  
 
    Quinn spent the next two hours at that bar, only leaving occasionally to use the bathroom. It wasn’t even 11:00 PM when Quinn could feel the liquor softening the muscles in her legs. She wobbled slightly and couldn’t quite walk in a perfectly straight line. Katie was suddenly beside her and there was a new bartender behind the bar. “I would love it if you could give me some pointers,” Katie said. “I just love the way you do your makeup.” 
 
    Quinn smiled and felt Katie’s hand in hers. She knew that this Katie chick was trying to pick her up, but she didn’t mind—until they were back at Katie’s place and Quinn remembered that Katie wasn’t actually a woman. She was a little blonde gay man—though Quinn knew that she wasn’t one to judge.  
 
    She’d never been with a man before—she’d only ever been with biological women, even as Quinn. She’d never felt a cock that wasn’t her own, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to. But now she was tipsy and feeling experimental. And she didn’t want to let her little blonde friend down. But first, she showed Katie a few makeup tricks, which was hard with her blurry liquor vision.  
 
    “I’ve got this little dress that would look so cute on you,” Katie said. “It’s too big on me, but it would be perfect on you.”  
 
    The girls ended up in Katie’s bedroom. “Get undressed and I’ll find it here,” Katie said as she dug the little dress out from her closet. She handed it to Katie and Katie immediately noticed that it wasn’t the kind of dress a girl wears outside of the bedroom. It was a lace and satin babydoll that wasn’t even long enough to cover Quinn’s bum. But Quinn put it on regardless. Katie laughed.  
 
    “What’s so funny?” Quinn asked.  
 
    “You aren’t supposed to wear a bra under it,” she said. “Or panties. It’s a standalone outfit.” 
 
    Quinn looked down and knew that without her bra, her tits would be plainly visible. And without her panties, her cock would be there for Katie to see. But she had a feeling that’s exactly what Katie wanted. So she played along. She turned around so Katie could unclip her bra and then she shimmied it out from under the tight babydoll. Then she bent over and slipped off her panties. She took a deep breath before turning back to face Katie.  
 
    Katie’s face lit up and then it turned dark red. “You look good,” she said, her voice cracking slightly. There was a long silence and then Katie stepped forward, putting her hands on Quinn’s hips. “I hope you don’t think that I just brought you here to sleep with you,” Katie said. 
 
    “That’s exactly what I think you did,” Quinn said. 
 
    “Well then I hope that you don’t mind,” Katie said, her cheeks turning an even darker shade of red. She leaned forward and kissed Quinn on the lips. The kiss only lasted about ten seconds, and then Katie started to lower herself to her knees. She lifted up the short skirt of the babydoll and then she slipped her fingers around Quinn’s cock. She began to suck Quinn’s flaccid member, making it wet and hard.  
 
    And Quinn wasn’t sure how to feel. A biological man was sucking her cock, and she liked it. But would she like it if that biological man wasn’t dolled up and wearing a cute blonde wig? Probably not… Or maybe she would like it just as much. She reached down and gently cradled Katie’s head. She began to gently thrust her cock in and out of Katie’s mouth. And then she noticed Katie’s throbbing erection pushing out from her little dress.  
 
    Quinn had never been penetrated before, but she was a woman and she always thought that getting penetrated should be a sort of right of passage. Katie wasn’t too big—at least she the throbbing bulge between her legs didn’t look too big—so she thought that Katie might be the perfect first penetration. Quinn had never sucked a cock before either—but shouldn’t that be a right of passage too? 
 
    “You’re so big,” Katie said, looking up at Quinn as a strand of saliva connected her bottom lip to Quinn’s throbbing tip. 
 
    “Lay back,” Quinn said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Lay back.” Quinn’s hands were trembling and her heart was pounding. She was about to do something that crossed a line she never thought she would cross. But there is a first time for everything… 
 
    Katie laid back and pushed her legs out straight. Quinn came down on her slowly, sinking low and gently pulling that skirt up to expose her throbbing cock, which had already slipped out from her tiny thong. It wasn’t a big cock, but it was a cock, and Quinn was always reminding herself that she wasn’t gay. But it was hard to remind herself now as she gently slipped her fingers around that warm girth.  
 
    She gently began to pump the cock, eliciting a soft moan from Katie’s lips. The cock didn’t feel nearly as strange as she’d expected. It wasn’t gross either, which was a pleasant surprise. It just felt like another part of Katie’s pretty, little body. So sucking it should have been no different than sucking one of Katie’s fingers, right?  
 
    Quinn took a deep breath and closed her eyes. She leaned forward and then felt the tip of the cock press against her lips. She became tense and still for a moment. Then she bit down hard on her tongue and opened her mouth, allowing that cock through her soft lips. She sucked. And she only sucked for a couple of minutes before she could taste the sweet tinge of Katie’s pre-cum. Katie had her fingers in Quinn’s hair, massaging her scalp as she squirmed and moaned. And Quinn thought it was kind of nice, making someone squirm and moan like that. It was far more satisfying than she’d expected.  
 
    So she kept sucking. She sucked harder and bobbed her head faster. She felt Katie’s cock becoming harder and harder, but she didn’t want to miss her golden opportunity. So she spat the cock out and climbed on top of Katie. Katie’s eyes lit up and her lips parted. She looked down and then back up at Quinn. “I’m going to sit on your cock,” Quinn said.  
 
    “Can I jerk you off while you do it?” Katie asked, her lips still parted and eyes still glowing. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Can you come on my chest for me?” 
 
    “Yeah. If you want.”  
 
    Quinn reached down and stood Katie’s cock upright. She pressed it against her quivering hole and then she took a deep breath. Here goes nothing, she thought. She sunk down, letting that cock penetrate her bum. It felt strange—like it didn’t belong. It didn’t hurt, but it didn’t feel right. And she’d never felt fuller before in her life—like she suddenly had to rush to the bathroom to relieve herself, but she knew that she didn’t actually have to go. She froze for a moment as her butt pressed against Katie’s pelvis. She took a series of deep breaths and then she rose up slightly. Maybe anal sex wasn’t for her. Maybe being penetrated really wasn’t all that everyone at Finn’s made it out to be. But she was still willing to give it a chance. So she sunk back down again, and then she rose up and sunk down another time, and then another time, and then another.  
 
    She could feel Katie’s cock throbbing inside of her body. She could feel her tip swelling and her veins pumping blood into her member. It was a terribly strange feeling, but she was getting used to it. And after ten penetrations or so, it was starting to feel kind of nice. Katie’s cock was curved just perfectly to hit a sweet spot that made Quinn’s legs tremble. Quinn noticed her whole body quivering as she rose up and looked down to see half of Katie’s cock exposed, while the other half she could only feel inside of her.  
 
    While Quinn was looking down, Katie reached forward and slipped her fingers around Quinn’s cock. She started jerking her off. And for some reason, her cock felt more sensitive than ever before. She perked up and felt jolts of warm euphoria surging inside of her body. Why did it feel so good? And why couldn’t Quinn stop herself from bouncing up and down on that cock?  
 
    She was bouncing faster now, coming down harder, making her soft bum slap against Katie’s hard pelvis. She heard herself moaning and she knew that she was about to feel an orgasm unlike anything she’d ever felt before. Maybe there was something to this whole anal sex thing. Maybe the gays at Finn’s really knew what they were on about… 
 
    Katie clenched Quinn’s cock with a firmer grip. She pumped harder, making Quinn’s whole body tremble. “Oh God,” Quinn blurted out without control of herself. She started groaning and squirming. Katie held her in place and even helped guide her as she bounced on the hard pillar of cock. And then Quinn groaned loud and felt a hot rush passing through her member. She looked down and saw streams of white coating Katie’s chest. And Katie couldn’t have been more pleased. She watched with glowing eyes for a moment until it was too much—then she came deep inside of Quinn’s tight body.  
 
    Quinn fell to the side, making Katie’s cock slap against her own abdomen (which was covered in Quinn’s warm load). She tried to catch her breath, but it was difficult. She was completely exhausted, almost wheezing, and still in a half-state of euphoric bliss. She managed to turn her head to look into Katie’s eyes. Katie was smiling. Quinn smiled back. And then Katie wiped a glob of Quinn’s cum with her finger and tasted it. Then she reached down and wiped up lots of that cum and spread it all over her cock, making her cock glisten with sticky jizz. Quinn found it strangely arousing. “We can fuck again in ten minutes, once I catch my breath,” she said.  
 
    “Deal,” Katie said with a big smile. There was a long silence in that small bedroom. And then Quinn spoke. “By the way—your lookalike is in one of my classes.”  
 
    Quinn looked over at Katie, her heart skipping a beat. “What?” Quinn said. 
 
    “This guy who looks just like you—he’s in one of my classes. I mean—he looks like you when you aren’t dolled up. I actually thought he was you. You guys must be twins separated at birth or something.”  
 
    “Which class?” 
 
    “My morning economics 301 class,” Katie said. “He even sounds just like you—when you aren’t like this, I mean.”  
 
    Katie found herself forcing a smile. “Interesting,” she said. Her mind was back in that chaotic anxiety, once again worried that it was just a matter of time before news of Quinn’s transition reached her friends and family. If this Jeremy guy was determined enough to find Quinn, then there was a good chance he would reach out to Quinn’s family—they were all easily found on Facebook and other social networking platforms. So Quinn knew that she would have to reach out to him before he had the chance to unknowingly ruin everything.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    A few days had passed since Jeremy tried on that dress. He wanted to forget he’d ever done it, but the reminder was always there whenever he went to change or take a shower: his shaved legs. Apparently, leg hair takes a long time to grow back. He didn’t even have stubble yet. His legs still looked like they belonged on the cover of some women’s fashion magazine.  
 
    And in those few days, he’d tried his best to fight the temptation to try on any more women’s clothing. But those temptations became too strong when a shipment of new clothes came into the store. It was an edgier line of clothes that the store had just picked up: ripped jean shorts, fishnet stockings, and low cut tops. They were trying to appeal to a young market, and they ended up appealing strangely to Jeremy.  
 
    He spent the first few hours of his morning shift trying to fight the urge to try the fishnet stockings on—just to see how they looked on his long, smooth legs. It was around 10:00 AM when he finally caved. He took a pair of stockings and slipped into the changing room. He knew he could pull his jeans over the stockings if anyone came into the store—which is exactly what ended up happening.  
 
    He ended up helping a customer for thirty minutes while wearing skin-tight fishnet stockings under his jeans. As soon as the customer left, he went to get changed. But instead of taking the stockings off, he got another idea: why not wear more under his jeans? He ended up snatching a cute red thong and slipping it on under his jeans, while still wearing those fishnets. He helped another customer while wearing red thong and black fishnets. He felt naughty and excited—a feeling he’d never really felt before. Why was it so fun putting on women’s clothing? Why couldn’t he just hate it the way he was supposed to—the way he expected to when he first put on that stupid dress?  
 
    He filled a bigger bag full of borrowed clothes before leaving for the afternoon. He even nabbed a wig off of one of the storefront mannequins (the storefront mannequins had higher quality wigs than the ones inside the store). The wig was long and dark brown, just like the wig he saw Quinn wearing in those Ferris wheel photos. The second he got home, he locked himself in his room and started getting dolled up. He was quicker this time, and his makeup job was better. He had fun trying on different outfit combinations, but nothing could get him to take off those fishnets. He loved the way they made his legs look.  
 
     Six hours went by before he realized what he was doing, and he managed to stop himself (but not before jerking off while dressed up in a skirt and a tight-fitting cardigan.  
 
    He stuffed all of the clothes back into the bag and he stuffed that bag into the back corner of his closet. He didn’t plan on retrieving that back until his next shift, which wasn’t for a couple of days. He was already upset with himself for bringing the clothes home and allowing himself to indulge in what was becoming a dark habit. He knew he needed to come to his senses and realize that he wasn’t just like Quinn—he was a man and he was happy as a man.  
 
    But his defiance only lasted twenty-four hours. It was Friday night and Jeremy couldn’t think of anything to do—except for one thing.  
 
    He felt the strangest urge to get dolled up and head down to Finn’s. And that urge was only encouraged when he navigated over to Quinn’s Facebook page and saw that she wasn’t planning on going out. ‘Family’s in town. Can’t make it out tonight. Have fun everyone!’ her post read. So it seemed perfect: a place where if didn’t matter if people could tell he wasn’t really a woman, and if anything went wrong, they would all think that he was Quinn.  
 
    And why not indulge? If Quinn was going out as a woman anyway, then what did Jeremy have to lose? There was already the risk that people would think that Jeremy went out at night dressed as a girl, so it’s not like he was making his odds of being found out any worse.  
 
    He resisted the idea, but only for an hour or so. Then he found himself fishing that bag out from his closet. He decided he would at least get dolled up to see if he could pull it off. He wasn’t committing by any means—at least that’s what he told himself.  
 
    He put on his fishnets and his red thong, and then he put on that little black dress that he first wore back in the clothing store. He liked the outfit, especially with the long brunette wig. He not only looked like a convincing woman—he also looked like Quinn. 
 
    Jeremy’s roommate was out, so Jeremy felt free to try out his best female voice. He recorded himself on his phone to see if he sounded any good, and he was pleasantly surprised to hear that he sounded great. He wondered if Quinn had the same female voice, or if hers was different. Why would it be different if they regular voices were the same? The heels Jeremy nabbed from the store fit perfectly, but they weren’t easy to walk in at first. He had to do a few stretches up and down the hallway before he had his balance figured out. Then he found himself painting his nails with the little jar of nail polish that was in that little makeup kit he also nabbed from the store. He was starting to wonder if he should pay the store back, seeing as he currently had no plans of returning anything.  
 
    He didn’t have a purse or even a clutch, so he had nothing to carry his makeup kit in. So he was going to have to hope nothing would get smudged or ruined during his night out. Though surely there would be a woman in the club willing to lend a hand if something happened.  
 
    Jeremy was halfway to Third Avenue when he realized he’d left his apartment and passed dozens of people on the street. The whole thing happened in a quick blur, as if he was drunk, but he hadn’t had a sip of alcohol in days. He was high on the nervous excitement of doing something new and naughty. He didn’t know what to expect—maybe he would have the time of his life. Strangely, he didn’t feel the least bit shy. He wasn’t afraid of people staring right into his face, because he knew that no one would recognize him. And even if they did, they would assume he was Quinn and not Jeremy. So for the first time in his life, he felt invincible and guarded, even though he was wearing a short dress, fishnet stockings, and makeup.  
 
    He stopped at a little bodega to buy a pack of gum. The young man working didn’t feed him any strange looks, and neither did any of the patrons in the store. Even when Jeremy got on the bus, he didn’t receive any strange looks—except for one, from a man on his way home from the gym. The man looked at Jeremy and then his gaze drifted down to Jeremy’s tush. He grinned and gently licked his lips, which made Jeremy slightly uncomfortable but somehow flattered at the same time. Jeremy received a similar look from another man two bus stops later, and he realized no one could tell that he wasn’t actually a woman. He just couldn’t decide if that was a victory or a defeat. 
 
    He decided to count it as a victory—at least in the moment, while he was indulging and letting go of his inhibitions.  
 
    A familiar group of men greeted him at the entrance of Finn’s. This time, he played along, pretending to be friends with them, kissing them on the cheeks, but never explicitly pretending to be Quinn. His plan wasn’t to impersonate Quinn. He didn’t have a plan. He just wanted to indulge in a place where he was free to indulge. The fact that Quinn hung out there frequently was just a minor inconvenience. But once inside, it didn’t matter. The music was too loud to mingle. Jeremy made a point of waving back at everyone who waved at him. He made a point of dancing with everyone who wanted to dance. And he made a point of drinking with every guy and trap that bought him a drink.  
 
    The night quickly slipped away from him as each shot of liquor seeped into his brain. But he was on cloud nine. Every time someone leaned over and yelled a compliment into his ear, he blushed and smiled. He knew that every one of those compliments was, in a way, an insult, but he decided he would worry about that in the morning, once he’d had his fun. He knew that his indulging would only make his newfound gender confusion more confusing, but he decided he would worry about that in the morning as well. For now, he only cared about having a good time—and he was having one of the best times of his life.  
 
    Though the night took a sharp turn when he came to his senses and realized he was in a bathroom stall with a strange man. The man had his hands all over Jeremy’s body, and Jeremy had his hands on the man’s solid, packed chest. He froze as reality caught up to him: the man bought him a few drinks, danced with him for a bit, and then bought him a few more drinks. He introduced himself as Tony, but that was the only piece of conversation Jeremy could remember.  
 
     The man took Jeremy’s hand and pulled it down between his legs. He had a big bulge, which was already throbbing and erect. Jeremy’s heart hopped up into his throat. He tried to breathe but he was only able to wheeze. “You okay?” the man asked. He had a deep, jazzy voice.  
 
    “Yeah,” Jeremy said. He was terrified of offending the man, and terrified of letting him down. So when the man leaned in for a kiss, Jeremy just closed his eyes and kissed back. He surrendered and allowed the blur of the liquor to take him away again. The next thing he knew, he was on his knees, sucking a long, hard cock, his nose nestled in the man’s trimmed pubic hair, the sweet warmth of the man’s pre-cum on Jeremy’s lips.  
 
    The man was holding Jeremy’s head in place as reality once again caught up with Jeremy. They had only kissed for a few minutes before Jeremy had his hand down the front of the man’s jeans, his fingers around the warm girth of his cock. He jerked him off a bit until the man pushed Jeremy against the stall wall and sunk to his knees. Jeremy thought it was strange looking down and seeing a man sucking his cock, and even stranger seeing his legs clad in fishnet stockings. The man got Jeremy rock hard and on the verge of coming, but Jeremy didn’t want the fun to end, so he pulled the man to his feet and dropped to his knees to switch positions.  
 
    And now, the man was squirming, his cock throbbing powerfully. He was about to cum—Jeremy could tell, but he wasn’t sure how he could tell. He kept sucking, kept bobbing his head, kept tickling the man’s tip with the tip of his tongue. And it only took another minute before the man bellowed out a battle cry and unloaded a huge, warm load in Jeremy’s mouth. Jeremy coughed and gagged and spat the cum out, all over his perfect white dress. He tried to use toilet paper to get the white stains out, but there were set, at least until he found a laundry machine. So it was an awkward, long walk home with his check covered in another man’s cum, still with the taste of bitter pancake batter on his tongue. But despite the unfortunate mess and questionable taste, the memory of the night remained fond in his head. He was excited and grinning the whole way home. He fell asleep with that smile on his face. 
 
    And then he woke up without a smile to be seen as the whole night remained vivid in his mind without the alcohol to hold back his inhibitions. He’s gone out dressed like a woman and sucked a man off in the bathroom stall of a gay bar. It was a new low if he’d ever had one… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    It wasn’t even 10:00 AM and Quinn’s phone was buzzing with new messages. Her friends from the club were all asking her how she was feeling. “You drank so much last night, but at least you had fun,” one message read. It didn’t take long before she realized her doppelganger had been at work once again. Quinn quickly replied, “What exactly did I do last night?”  
 
    “You partied hard. And then I saw you and that hunk run off to the bathroom. Nice catch,” read the reply. Quinn’s gut turned. 
 
    It wasn’t what she’d expected: her doppelganger was now impersonating her at her local hangout, gambling with all of the friendships she’d spent the past few years developing. Her reputation was now a mystery—what did this Jeremy guy do last night? What did everybody think that Quinn did last night?  
 
    She quickly pulled open her Facebook account and found herself staring at that message from Jeremy—the one that had been sitting untouched for over a week now. She knew she had to respond to him, tell him to back off and find his own life, but she was afraid of how he might react. If she offended him, he might just block her and leave her with so many unanswered questions. And not to mention, she was terrified of talking to the guy.  
 
    For so many years, she didn’t even think of him as a person. He’d always been a sort of supernatural entity: a ghost that only existed in her friends stories—a version of herself had she gone and made all of the wrong choices. She didn’t know much about Jeremy, but she didn’t like what she knew: he was a college dropout (although he was apparently back in school now), he worked at some clothing store in the mall, and he rode some rusty bicycle around town. Quinn had worked hard her whole life, avoiding the pitfalls that many of her friends had fallen into: drugs, excessive alcohol, video games, and so on. During college, while her roommates stayed up drinking and playing online games, she studied, even though there was always a controller waiting for her. During her fourth year of college, she was studying almost ten hours every day, trying to make sure she got into med school. Sometimes she would look back on all of that hard work and wonder how she managed to even stay awake. 
 
    And now there was some lowlife trying to hijack her life—some guy who thought he could bum around for years and then just take everything she worked hard for. No, he wasn’t a guy—he was a ghost, a daemon, some sort of evil spirit. Reaching out to him was too scary. She couldn’t do it—not until she saw that Jeremy was a real person and not just some malevolent entity.  
 
    So the next morning she woke up early and headed down to the local college. She knew where she could find him, assuming he wasn’t skipping class (which wouldn’t have surprised her): in Economics 301. She’d never taken an economics class, but she knew which building they were found in. It was 8:00 AM when she arrived.  
 
    Students were buzzing in the hallways. Almost everyone had an extra-large Starbucks cup in their hand. It was hard to read the labels on the doors as students funnelled into classrooms. Quinn stayed near the wall, with a ball cap on her head and a pair of big sunglasses over her eyes, just in case she bumped into Jeremy. She just wanted to see him—she didn’t want their paths to cross. She still wasn’t convinced that the universe wouldn’t collapse if their paths crossed.  
 
    She carefully scanned the busy hallways for Jeremy as she waited for the business to die down. She couldn’t spot him, but she wasn’t completely sure what she was looking for. Would he be a guy or would he be a girl? According to some of Quinn’s friends, he’d been quite the natural female at Finn’s, so it was possible that he often dressed up like a girl. But Quinn didn’t see any male or female versions of herself in those hallways. It was 8:15 AM when the halls were finally quiet—just a few stragglers rushing towards their classrooms.  
 
    Quinn finally found the door labelled Economics 301. She reached for the handle of the door but she was afraid of going in now that the lecture had already started. What if everyone turned and looked at her when she walked in? What if Jeremy saw her before she saw Jeremy? Would it matter? She wasn’t entirely sure what she was afraid of, but she knew for certain that she was afraid.  
 
    So she pressed her face carefully up to the small door window and looked into the classroom. It was a large lecture hall, seating close to two hundred students. She looked for a while, brushing back a strand of her brunette hair, but she couldn’t spot Jeremy. But she knew she couldn’t just walk in and walk up and down the isles looking. She needed a better plan—but what could she do?  
 
    She suddenly felt a chill crawl down her spine. Maybe she didn’t want to see Jeremy. She’d gone so many years without seeing him—maybe it was best that they continue to avoid one another. She could always find another club to hang out at. There were a few different ones in town that she’d been meaning to try out. She could tell all of her friends that she had an imposter, and then she could just move on. Hell, maybe she could even move towns and get away from Jeremy completely.  
 
    She turned around to leave and bumped into a man. She jumped and nearly fell onto her ass, but the man caught her and held her still. “Sorry,” he said. She looked into his eyes and her heart stopped beating momentarily. She was staring into her own eyes. She had bumped into Jeremy.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    He recognized her immediately: he was staring at Quinn, and she must have been there to see Jeremy. Why else would she be there?  
 
    His tongue felt strangely numb and his hands were trembling. He’d heard about her for so many years and now he was staring at her—and everything he’d heard was true: she really did look exactly like him. The resemblance was uncanny—they were even more similar than identical twins, which seemed impossible.  
 
    They both remained silent. Jeremy tried to think of something to say, but he couldn’t muster up any words. Surely Quinn had heard about his carefree night at Finn’s, and maybe she was here to confront him about it. Jeremy felt his face turning red. If she talked to her friends, then she surely knew that Jeremy had dressed up, and she maybe knew that he’d made out with a couple of guys and fooled around in a bathroom stall with one of them.  
 
    “So you’re Jeremy,” she said. Even her voice was bone chilling: sounding just like the girly voice he recorded on his phone before heading out to the club.  
 
    “And you’re Quinn,” Jeremy said. He looked down at her, but only for a second. It was nice to see her dolled up, to see that she really looked convincing and even kind of sexy. It was a nice reassurance that Jeremy looked good when he went out to Finn’s—because he was fairly certain that he looked just like her. Though her outfit was much cuter than what he came up with. She was wearing a little black pencil skirt and a blouse with frills around the shoulders. The choker around her throat was just like the one he wore, but her heels were way cuter. He found himself looking down at those heels now, wondering where she got them.  
 
    “I’m supposed to be at work,” Quinn said. “But I—uh—wanted to come by and see you.” 
 
    Jeremy bit his bottom lip and looked away. It was hard looking her in the eye—like looking into a mirror, except your reflection is judging you. “I guess you, uh, heard about the other night.”  
 
    “I heard some things, yeah,” Quinn said.  
 
    There was a long, awkward silence. Jeremy knew that Quinn heard about the guy in the bathroom. “I guess you’re here to hear an apology then,” Jeremy said without looking at Quinn. The whole moment felt surreal, as if he was dreaming. And he wasn’t positive that he wasn’t dreaming, though he couldn’t wake himself up no matter how hard he tried.  
 
    “I don’t know,” Quinn said. “But we should maybe figure out some ground rules or something.”  
 
    “Sure. That sounds fair. I was just… curious to see what you did. I didn’t mean to step on any toes,” Jeremy said.  
 
    “It’s fine. Sort of. But now people think that I’m a little slut—excuse my language. If you think that’s what I do, then you’re unfortunately mistaken. By the way, you have a bit of mascara still on the side of your eye.” She reached out and wiped the edge of Jeremy’s eye, making his heart skip a beat. Her hand was strangely feminine, but strangely just like his own at the same time. Everything about her seemed so feminine, but that meant that he was also feminine.  
 
    “Thanks,” Jeremy said. He could feel that his face was a shade of dark red. Quinn knew about his sexual escapades. She probably knew more than he knew, seeing as he’d been too drunk to remember everything clearly. Maybe he’d hooked up with another guy during the height of his drunkenness, and he just couldn’t remember. Maybe he did something embarrassing in front of all of Quinn’s friends.  
 
    “I don’t mind if you go to Finn’s, but you need to figure out a way to be yourself—not me.”  
 
    Jeremy nodded his head. The lump in his throat prevented him from responding. Instead he just mumbled and forced a smile. He wanted to say that he had no plans of going back, but he’d had so much fun—he really wanted to go back and do it again, even though his sensibilities were begging him not to. It wasn’t too late for him to forget about the makeup and the wigs and the girly clothes. It wasn’t too late to embrace his masculinity and ditch his newfound cross-dressing hobby.  
 
    “But I know it’s inevitable that people will think that you’re me. So you need to figure yourself out a bit more. I saw a picture of you—a friend sent it to me this morning. You don’t look bad, but girl—what are you doing with your eyeliner? And those heels were not made to go with that dress. If you really want to go back to Finn’s, or anywhere dressed as a chick, then you need to let me take you shopping.”  
 
    Jeremy nodded again, his embarrassment weighing in his gut. But he felt strangely excited at the idea of going on a shopping spree with Quinn. He wanted some tips. She was a makeup goddess. Even now, her makeup was perfect and awe-inspiring. Even her hair was tied up in an impressive loose braided bun, which Jeremy wished he could do. He could learn a lot from Quinn. But accepting her invite meant embracing his femininity and ditching his masculinity. He still wasn’t sure he wanted to go down that path. No, he knew he didn’t want to go down that path, but his weak will was pushing him away from his sensibilities.  
 
    “Do you have any other classes after this?” Quinn asked. 
 
    Jeremy shook his head, still unable to respond properly. 
 
    “Good. Then I’ll meet you here when you’re done and we’ll go to the mall. We’ll get you a proper outfit and some decent makeup. You’ve got money right? I can always lend you a bit. But I mean it—if you’re going to go out looking like me, you’d better look good.” She stared into his eyes. She had pretty eyes, which weren’t quite the same as Jeremy’s—the one indication that they weren’t cloned at the same factory. They were the same shape, but Quinn’s eyes had a hint of green and a hint of blue, whereas Jeremy’s eyes were simply a light brown colour. “Well? Go to your class. Don’t just stand there.” She gave him a little shove, so he turned around and went to class. It was an hour-long lecture, which he didn’t hear much of. His mind was racing with excitement and anxiety—a feeling he was becoming far too familiar with. He found himself watching the clock more than his professor. He was the first one up when the second hand reached the twelve o’clock position.  
 
    He had planned a little apology speech for Quinn, but as soon as he saw her, he was speechless all over again, his tongue numb and his hands trembling. He forced a smile and nodded after she said, “Are you ready to go?” He felt a bit like an obedient dog. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    Jeremy spent most of the money in his bank account, and then Quinn spotted him a few hundred bucks so that he could spend even more. A lot of that money was spent on makeup supplied—makeup was much more expensive than Jeremy expected. But nothing was cheap—even the many dresses and skirts were more than he was expecting, but he knew it was a worthwhile investment if he was going to continue going out as a girl.  
 
    It wasn’t until he was buying his tenth little outfit that he realized he’d made his decision: he was going to surrender to his feminine urges. It seemed like a shame not to surrender to the girly persona. He looked stunning in every little outfit he put on. And with his new wig, he felt sexier than he knew possible. There were girls in the mall looking at him with jealousy burning in their eyes. So how could he pass up such a grand opportunity? Some trans women would have killed for his feminine looks, so why not embrace them?  
 
    They were on their way back to Quinn’s car when Jeremy noticed the lingerie store. There was a little lacy one-piece hanging in the front window that especially caught his eye. It was a nude colour and sheer in all the right places. “Do you want to try it on?” Quinn asked.  
 
    Jeremy’s cheeks turned red. He didn’t realize he was staring at it so blatantly. He looked at Quinn, who had a big grin on her face. He tried to say no, but he really did want to try it on. 
 
    “It will only take a minute. Besides—every girl needs at least one piece of nice lingerie. Especially if you’re going to be sneaking into bathroom stalls with guys.”  
 
    Jeremy’s cheeks turned redder. He hated that she’d heard about that. Jeremy had just been experimenting drunkenly with that guy. He wasn’t gay. He didn’t like men. He was still attracted to girls—maybe more than ever, now that he knew how much effort went into looking good. In fact, he found himself stuck in more than one changing room that afternoon, waiting for his erections to pass. Seeing himself all dolled up was strangely arousing, as if he was getting to look at a sexy woman who he could control. It was a silly though, but arousing nonetheless.  
 
    Quinn grabbed the nude one-piece and handed it to Jeremy. “Let’s get you into a changing room.” The store was quiet save for the old woman working behind the counter. So the girls had free reign of the whole changing area. Jeremy slipped into the change room at the far back of the store. “Just give me a minute,” he said. He undressed and then found himself staring at the little outfit. It was soft in his hands, and almost weightless. He rubbed it gently against his skin and then he smiled. Was it really so wrong to indulge in this new fantasy? Was he hurting anyone by dressing up like a girl? Maybe he’d been resisting for all the wrong reasons. Maybe this was what he was meant to do.  
 
    He started to pull the lingerie over his body. It was tight. He had to fully unzip the zipped in the back just to get into the little number. And once it was on, he couldn’t reach back to do the zipper up. He strained for a moment and then realized he couldn’t do it alone. So he opened the changing room door a tad and poked his head out. Quinn was sitting on a chair with her legs crossed, reading something on her phone. She looked cute and peaceful—happy in her own skin. Jeremy was excited to finally feel happy in his own skin—excited to show himself off to the world, once he was ready. “I need a hand,” he said to Quinn. 
 
    Quinn put her phone down. “With what?” 
 
    “I can’t do the zipper up.” Jeremy looked over and noticed a few people wandering around the lingerie store. So he cowered back into his changing stall. The lingerie he was wearing was mostly see-through, and did nothing to hide his cock. He hid it with his hands as Quinn stepped into the small space. He turned his back to her and she gently grabbed the zipped and tried pulling it up. “It might be a bit too small,” she said. She stepped closer and pulled the zipper harder. “I don’t want to rip it.”  
 
    Quinn smelled nice, like roses and a quiet campsite in the morning. She took another step forward and tried to pull the zipper up one last time. Jeremy felt her soft skirt rubbing against the backs of his thighs. And he was pretty sure he could feel something else: the slight bulge of a flaccid piece of Quinn’s body… 
 
    Quinn suddenly wasn’t moving. Jeremy looked back and saw that Quinn was looking down, so Jeremy looked down and noticed he’d gotten slightly erect. “I—I’m sorry,” he said. “It’s just all the rubbing.”  
 
    Quinn let a nervous laugh slip. “It’s just funny. It looks just like mine,” she said. “We really do look similar, huh?”  
 
    “Yeah,” Jeremy said. “Though I think you’re a bit prettier.”  
 
    “Are you kidding? Look at you. I don’t think I could pull this thing off.” 
 
    “I don’t think I’m pulling it off,” Jeremy said, blushing. 
 
    “You’re pulling it off,” Quinn said. And now the unrelated twins were looking each other in the eye. And a moment later, their lips were pressed together. Jeremy wasn’t sure what made Quinn want to kiss him. He wasn’t even sure if it was Quinn who kissed him, or the other way around. But he wasn’t too obsessed with trying to figure that out. His mind was suddenly blank, swept away in the moment. Quinn’s lips were soft. He opened his eyes for a moment to see her face, which was beautiful. She opened her eyes a moment later and Jeremy blushed, closing his eyes quickly. Then he heard her giggle.  
 
    The kiss ended and they pressed their foreheads together. “I’m sorry,” Jeremy said, his mind still spinning. 
 
    “For what?” Quinn asked. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    They kissed again. This time Jeremy spun around to face Quinn. He slipped his hands around her waist and she slipped her arms around his torso. It was a minute or two before Jeremy’s hands relocated to her chest. He squeezed and then realized he was squeezing real tits. “These are real?” he said, sounded shocked and dumbfounded. 
 
    She laughed. “Of course they are. Two years of hormones. This is what you’ll look like in two years, too.” She unbuttoned the top few buttons of her blouse and then pulled it off. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her tits were small but magnificent. Jeremy held them gently. His trembling hands made the tits jiggle slightly. He bent forward and gently sucked one of her nipples. She moaned. She had a cute moan. “Just two years?” he asked. 
 
    “They were almost this big after one year,” she said. “Something to look forward to.” She ran her fingers through his hair, and he sucked again, pulling her nipple out, making it erect. His hand slipped down her torso and pushed down the front of her skirt, onto her bulge. “And are you keeping this?”  
 
    “Yeah,” she said. 
 
    “Good,” he said. “I want to keep mine, too.”  
 
    “Good.” 
 
    He wrapped his fingers around it and gently began to tug it. It was already semi-erect, and now it was becoming fully erect fast. He reached down further to feel her swelling ball sack. It strangely felt just like his—but that shouldn’t have been a surprise at this point. He reached down and pulled his cock out from his lingerie and held it up to hers. They truly were identical, in shape and size. 
 
    They both looked down at their erections, which were pressed together. “We really are twins,” Quinn said with a cute giggle.  
 
    “I know. I can’t believe it.”  
 
    “The question is, who will get off first?” she asked, looking into his eyes. She wrapped her fingers around both cocks and began to stroke. “Whoever comes last has to eat it.” She had a big grin. 
 
    “Deal,” Jeremy said, his hands still trembling. His heart was beating quickly. He was completely sober and rubbing cocks with someone he’d only met a couple of hours earlier. But strangely, nothing about it felt wrong. Everything about it felt right and natural and good. He looked down and watched as their tips emerged from their foreskin containers, and then submerged back down as Quinn pulled up. It was a strangely mesmerizing sight. Quinn had a drop of glistening pre-cum on the tip of her cock. Jeremy wanted to bend down and lick it up, but he didn’t want to break away from the warm handjob. So he looked back into Quinn’s eyes.  
 
    She really was sexy. Her eyes were stunning and her smile was so adorable. But now, it didn’t seem like he was looking into a mirror. Now, he could see Quinn. He could see the beautiful individual who just happened to look a lot like him—not some sort of self-conscious reflection. They were both just people in a moment of lust, tucked away in a quiet mall changing room.  
 
    Quinn trembled. Her lips parted and a little whimper snuck out. She bit down on her bottom lip and then looked down. Jeremy looked down too, just in time to see her erupt. She had her free hand ready to catch the cum. She caught every blast in the palm of her hand. Jeremy didn’t last much longer—maybe five or ten seconds. His cock suddenly tensed and bloated and then erupted. Quinn used the same hand to catch the eruption. She brought that hand up to Jeremy’s mouth and she grinned big. “You lose,” she said. 
 
    So Jeremy bent forward and slurped up the cum. It didn’t taste so bad—it was warm and gooey and stuck in his mouth through a couple of swallows. Quinn helped him out by kissing him, open mouth, using her tongue to swab his.  
 
    “Did we just do that?” she asked. 
 
    “I think so,” Jeremy said.  
 
    “Maybe you can come to Finn’s with me tonight, so everyone can see that I haven’t been lying about you.” 
 
    “Sure,” Jeremy said. “And then maybe tomorrow you can come out with me, so everyone can see that I haven’t been lying about you.” 
 
    “Sure,” Quinn said. “And then maybe the day after that, me and you can just go out and—I don’t know—see a movie or something?” 
 
    Jeremy smiled. He couldn’t for the life of him figure out why he’d taken so long to finally meet his doppelganger—but he was so happy that they’d finally met.  
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    NOT TOO DEEP! 
 
    It’s rare that Randy and his stepbrother, Nathan, are left home alone. So when it happens one night, they make the most of it with a plenty of video games, movies, and drinking. After Randy puts Tootsie on the TV, Nathan feels the need to prove that he can make a more convincing woman than Dustin Hoffman. So he goes up to Nathan’s sister’s room and gets himself dolled up. And he’s right—he looks stunning in a cute little dress and a pair of heels.  
 
    A few drinks later, the boys get carried away and they wake up the next morning on the couch together, both knowing exactly what they’d done. But instead of it being the awkward end to an awkward, drunken night, it turns out to be the beginning of a deep, dark secret, that must remain a secret, especially from Nathan’s very conservative minister of a father.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was my job to pick the movie and Nathan’s job to make the popcorn. I didn’t think that my decision would completely change both of our lives forever.  
 
    Nathan was in the kitchen upstairs, shouting down at me as I scrolled through the different options on Netflix. “Popcorn will be done in one minute. You better have a movie up!” I scrolled quickly through the options. I still hadn’t decided if we should watch an action movie or a comedy, so I was just searching through general recommendations. “Thirty seconds!” he shouted.  
 
    There wasn’t a real rush, but it felt like we were in a hurry. It was rare that we had the house all to ourselves, and we wanted to make the most of it. We only had the one television in our house and our parents were usually using it. If they weren’t using it, then our sister, Kathy was using it. We never got to play video games or watch R-rated movies (even though we were eighteen). Our parents thought video games and R-rated movies were degenerate and they limited us to a collective one-hour per night.  
 
    But now, our parents were out of town on some sort of church excursion, and Kathy was at a friend’s house for a sleepover. We’d already been playing video games for the better half of the day (probably logging close to twelve straight hours) and now we were ready for a night of Netflix. We had to make the most of our parents’ short trip out of town. 
 
    I suppose I should be more clear when I say our parents. I’m talking about my mother and Nathan’s father. Nathan’s dad met my mom a couple of years before, and after dating for three months, they decided to move in together, which meant joining our families together. It was weird at first, suddenly having a new brother and a new guy who was strangely insistent that I call him dad. They even had a dog—we’d never owned any pets before—so the house suddenly felt strangely full.  
 
    Nathan’s grandparents were always coming over to visit—even staying the night or the week. And around Nathan’s dad, my mom acted like a completely different person. She’d always been a free-spirited lady, never having gone to church a day in her life, and now she would wear long conservative dresses and she spent half of her time doing charity work for the church. She even wore a gold cross around her neck and prayed on her knees every night before bed. I’m sure the fact that Nathan’s dad was a minister had something to do with it.  
 
    But it wasn’t so bad. Nathan was a cool guy. He had tons of great stories and we liked all of the same movies and video games. His dad was always giving him an allowance (I hadn’t gotten an allowance in a decade), and he was always sharing it with me. We would go to the mall and cruise around, buying junk food and messing around at the arcade. He even took me out camping once and showed me how to build a fire. He was the brother I’d always wanted.  
 
    “I’m coming! There’d better be a movie on the screen!” he shouted as his body weight caused a creak on the top stair. So I panicked and put on the movie I had selected: Tootsie. It was an old comedy staring Dustin Hoffman and Bill Murray. I had no idea what it was about but it had a good rating. The film loaded quickly and started playing before Nathan reached the bottom of the stairs. 
 
    He’d popped two bags of popcorn into one large bowl. He’d also melted some butter to pour over top, and he’d gone a bit overboard with the salt—which wasn’t anything new. He plopped down on the couch next to me and asked, “What did you put on?” And I’d already forgotten the name of the movie.  
 
    “Some old comedy,” I said, grabbing a handful of popcorn.  
 
    “It’s weird having the whole house to ourselves, isn’t it?” he asked.  
 
    “Yeah. It’s so quiet.” And it was abnormally quiet. Nathan’s dad was usually upstairs listening to classical music on his stereo system, and my mom was usually buzzing around baking something for nobody in particular. And then my sister was usually up in her room, blasting her own music as she zipped back and forth between her room and the bathroom as she got ready for some party our parents were completely oblivious to. But now, there was no one upstairs, unless you count the little mouse that lived in our walls.  
 
    “You want to have a beer?” Nathan asked, perking up as the idea came to him with a rush of excitement.  
 
    I felt the same nervous excitement. I’d never had a beer before, partly because I’d been living with a minister since the age of fifteen, in an already fairly conservative town. “What beer?” I asked. 
 
    “I was in the garage the other day and I found a case of beer. It looks old and might not even be any good. But we should drink it.”  
 
    He jumped to his feet and ran over to the garage to grab a few cans. He returned with them cradled in his arms. “I dropped one of them, but I can’t remember which one.” I grabbed one. The can was warm, but that didn’t affect our youthful excitement. I examined the label and found that the cans were four years old. They must have belonged to my dad, before the divorce. I wondered if my mom knew about them, and if she would notice a few missing from the case. The thought of disappointing her terrified me, but I hated the thought of disappointing Nathan even more. So I cracked my can. I smelled the beer inside. It smelled like beer—not like anything had gone bad, though I had no idea what that would have smelled like. Nathan cracked his beer. 
 
    “Cheers?” he said, holding his beer up. 
 
    “Cheers,” I said, tapping my can against his. We each took a sip. The taste was awful, as the taste of every first beer is. I winced but managed to swallow. I couldn’t figure out why adults drank so much of the stuff. Nathan made a similar wince, and then he coughed and covered his lips.  
 
    “That’s… something,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah. I mean—it’s not terrible,” I said, taking a second sip. It was less terrible now that I knew what to expect. “It’s different. 
 
    “Yeah. Different.” He took another sip. “Maybe I’ll stick these into the fridge. I bet it would be better cold.” 
 
    “Good idea.”  
 
    There was a mini fridge in the basement. It was filled with bottled water and a few colas. Nathan stuffed the remaining beer into the little fridge. He returned to the couch and we continued to slowly sip away at our beers.  
 
    I felt the liquor quickly. I’d never consumed alcohol before (except for the odd sip from my parents’ wine). It didn’t take long before my head was spinning and I was feeling funny inside. Nathan went and grabbed another couple beers. He appeared to be fine, even though it was also his first beer experience. I thought it was strange how fine he looked, seeing as he was so small. 
 
    Nathan was a short guy, and he was thin too. He only weighed 120 pounds, with a height of 5’4”. He looked even smaller because of his long, shaggy blonde hair, which touched his shoulders. And his baggy clothes didn’t help much either.  
 
    I sipped my second beer even more slowly, worried the alcohol would hit me too hard if I wasn’t careful. But before I knew it, I had a third beer in my hand, and Nathan must have been on his fourth already, still appearing to be unphased. But I was about to find out that he wasn’t unphased at all. The liquor was quickly eating away at his better judgement and he was just putting on a good act.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    The movie was surprisingly funny. It was about an actor who can’t get any work as a man so he dresses up like a woman. I thought it was funny, but Nathan seemed to find it frustrating. He kept saying things like, “How does anyone actually believe he’s a woman? He looks nothing like a woman.” 
 
    “I don’t know. I think he looks like a lady. He doesn’t look like a sexy lady by any means, but he looks like a lady,” I said. “Maybe like someone’s aunt or something.” 
 
    Nathan shook his head. “Then why are people hitting on him?” He kept shaking his head, as if he couldn’t come to terms with the fact we were watching a comedy movie and not a documentary.  
 
    I thought Nathan had gotten up to use the bathroom. And then ten minutes passed and he still wasn’t back yet. I looked at the table and counted his beer cans, though I wasn’t able to figure out how many of the cans belonged to me. I’d lost count. And I kept laughing, either at the jokes in the movie or at nothing at all.  
 
    I took another sip from my beer. I got up for the first time in an hour and then I stumbled. I suddenly felt a rush of warmth flowing into my brain, and I realized I was drunk. “Whoa,” I said. I’d never been drunk before, but I kind of liked it. There was a peculiar euphoria that I wanted to hold onto. And I felt so carefree. I certainly wouldn’t feel the same way in the morning, but I didn’t know that now. I found myself laughing, going to the fridge to grab another beer. There was only the one left. I figured I could share it with Nathan if he wanted it.  
 
    I stumbled back over to the couch. I continued watching the movie—for another fifteen or twenty minutes. The credits rolled and then the Netflix main menu came on. I took a long sip from my beer and then I remembered that I’d been watching with Nathan, who still wasn’t back from his bathroom break. “Nathan?” I called out. And then I heard him coming down the stairs.  
 
    I looked back and my heart skipped a beat. At first, I thought my sister was home from her sleepover. I quickly hid the beer that was in my hand, and then I remembered all of the empty beer cans on the table. But before I could turn around to do anything about the beer cans, I realized I wasn’t looking at my sister. I was looking at a stranger: a blonde chick with a black skirt and a black bralette. She was wearing thick high heels that clunked on every step, and her face was stunning and dolled up.  
 
    My second theory was that she was one of my sister’s friends. Maybe my sister brought her sleepover back to our house—but then why was she wearing nothing but a skirt and a bralette? Why wasn’t she wearing a proper outfit? Surely it was far too cold out for such a skimpy little outfit.  
 
    And then I realized I was staring at Nathan. He stopped at the bottom of the stairs and said, “How do I look?” Even his voice was impressively feminine. I covered my lips to stop myself from spitting out the mouthful of beer I’d been holding for the past thirty seconds. I forced myself to swallow the beer before I choked on it.  
 
    “Oh my God,” I said. And then I started laughing.  
 
    “What?” he said, twirling in his little skirt. I recognized the skirt after a moment. It belonged to my sister, and so did the gold costume jewellery he was wearing. The bralette also must have belonged to my sister. Nathan had spent the past thirty minutes in my sister’s bedroom, putting on her clothes—but why? 
 
    “Why are you wearing my sister’s clothes?” I asked. 
 
    “To prove that I can make a more convincing woman than Dustin Hoffman,” he said, still in his girly voice. He said it as if I’d challenged him, as if I’d told him that he couldn’t look nearly as feminine as Dustin Hoffman. And maybe I did say something like that. But I had to admit: he really did make a far more convincing woman. In fact, he was terrifyingly convincing. His face looked so soft and feminine. His body was so petite and it fit my sister’s clothes so perfectly. His feet even fit into her high heels. And his legs and chest were so smooth—did he shave or did he just have no body hair? 
 
    “Did that really need to be proved?” I asked.  
 
    “Am I not the prettiest girl you’ve ever seen?” he asked, and I started to laugh. He did a little spin, holding his skirt up. As he spun, the skirt lifted into the air slightly—just enough for me to see the red tinge of lace beneath. He was wearing my sister’s panties. Instead of asking him why, I just started laughing even harder. 
 
    “Go get changed you weirdo!” I said, wiping the tears from my eyes. 
 
    “Not until you admit that I’m the prettiest girl you’ve ever seen.”  
 
    “Kate Upton is the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen,” I said.  
 
    “Well then admit that you would ask me out if I went to your school,” he said. He had a smirk on his face, and even that smirk looked strangely feminine, even though it was just his usual smirk with a bit of lip-gloss.  
 
    “You do go to my school,” I said.  
 
    “So you’re about to ask me out then?” he said with a little giggle.  
 
    “Hell no,” I said. 
 
    He skipped over to the couch and sat down next to me. He leaned his body against mine. “Well I’m not changing until you admit it,” he said. 
 
    “That’s your loss,” I said. I laughed again, and then I noticed the sweet tinge of perfume tickling my nostrils. I didn’t recognize the smell, but I assumed it was something he found in my sister’s bedroom. I shook my head. “You’re drunk.”  
 
    “So are you,” he said.  
 
    “At least I’m not dressed like a woman,” I said.  
 
    “At least I’m not checking out my step-brother who is dressed like a woman,” he said. 
 
    I perked up. “I am not!” I snapped. “Get over yourself. Fitting into your sister’s panties isn’t something to be proud of.”  
 
    “Then why do you keep staring at me?” he asked.  
 
    “If a train crashed outside of our house right now, you would stare at it too.”  
 
    “Well I’m not changing until you admit that I’m a babe.” 
 
    “Well you will have fun explaining that to my sister when she gets home in the morning. Are we watching another movie or not?” 
 
    Nathan shrugged. I did my best not to look at him, knowing he would just think that I was admiring him. I didn’t want to fuel his ego anymore than I already had. I scrolled through the movie options and put on a horror movie—something about a child who becomes possessed by a demon.  
 
    The movie started off with a spooky scene. Nathan snuggled in close to me, wrapping his hands around my arm and pressing his mostly exposed body against mine. “You know I hate scary movies,” he said, still using that girly voice. 
 
    “Aren’t you cold in that?” I asked. “At least go put on a sweater.” 
 
    “Why would I need a sweater when I have you?” he asked, still with that big grin. I could feel my cheeks turning red, which I resented. My cheeks were betraying me—making Nathan think that he was successfully tormenting me. But it wasn’t Nathan—it was the perfume and the makeup and the clothes. Out of the corner of my eye, he really did look like a chick. But it’s not like I was actually interested in him—and it’s not like I actually found him to be even remotely attractive. Though I had to admit that he really looked like a girl. 
 
    But I’d always dreamed of cuddling with a girl on that very couch, watching a scary movie with the lights off. I’d never had a girlfriend before. I’d never even kissed a girl before, or hugged a girl who wasn’t a relative. I was drunk, and my drunken sensibilities were telling me to just pretend like Nathan really was a girl—at least just in my head. He didn’t have to know that I was kind of enjoying his feminine company. 
 
    But at the same time, I had to make sure he knew that I wasn’t enjoying it. So I laid to the side, away from him. My efforts were short-lived. He laid down in front of me and snuggled back into me. “Just tell me how pretty I am and I’ll stop bugging you,” he said, wiggling his bum back into my crotch. I had to bite down on my tongue to stop myself from getting an erection.  
 
    “I’m not a good liar,” I said. 
 
    “Or do you just not want me to get changed?” he asked. 
 
    “I’d love it if you went and got changed,” I said. 
 
    “Then just tell me you think I’m pretty.”  
 
    I didn’t say anything. And maybe he was right. Maybe I didn’t want him to get changed. Maybe I just wanted to pretend like I was cuddling with a real girl for the night.  
 
    So we kept watching the movie. Nathan remained snuggled tightly against my body. I kept my arm on my side, careful not to touch his body and give him the wrong idea. I tried not to breathe in through my nose, so I wouldn’t smell his perfume, which smelled so good. And I kept biting the edge of my tongue, willing my cock to remain flaccid. It was hard to focus on the movie.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    But somehow, we got through the whole movie. Nathan reached out for the remote and pressed play on another movie. “We should probably start cleaning up so we can go to sleep,” I said. 
 
    “We can just clean up in the morning,” Nathan said, wiggling his bum back even more, pressing his soft cheeks up against my cock, which was now starting to harden. I bit my tongue again, but it did nothing. So I took a deep breath.  
 
    “Kathy might come home early tomorrow,” I said. 
 
    “I thought she was going to the mall with her friends in the morning. Isn’t that what she said? The mall doesn’t open until eleven tomorrow.”  
 
    There was a silence. Was Nathan looking for an excuse to remain cuddled on the couch? Or was he just trying to torment me even more? I did my best to pretend to not be phased, but my cock wasn’t helping my case. I was erect, and all I could do was hope that he didn’t notice. I continued to control my breathing. I tried to focus on the new movie that was on the screen, but I was constantly aware of Nathan’s warm, soft bum, which was pressed against my crotch.  
 
    “Can you pass me that water?” I asked, pointing to the glass of water on the table.  
 
    She reached and passed me the glass. I took a long sip and then I reached out and placed the glass on the edge of the table. Before I could pull my arm back into safety, she grabbed it and pulled it over her body, pressing it against her exposed abdomen. She held it tightly. “Let go,” I said. 
 
    “Not until you admit you like it,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t.” 
 
    “Then you aren’t getting it back.” I could hear her grin, even though I couldn’t see it. So I just surrendered my arm and pretended not to care that it was wrapped around her petite, warm body. I switched my attention back to the television. And I didn’t move for the next hour and a half. Then the movie ended, the credits rolled, and the Netflix menu was back on the screen. The house was suddenly dark and quiet. I couldn’t tell if Nathan was asleep or not, but I was too afraid to move regardless. Were we really going to sleep on the couch together? What if my sister did come home early? What if she found us on that couch together? How could I explain the situation to her? Would she think we were gay and messing around?  
 
    My heart was pounding. I was still erect. I’d been erect for nearly two whole hours—throbbing mercilessly. Surely Nathan had noticed—right? Finally, Nathan moved. She started to grind her bum back against my lap, cradling my erect bulge between her bum cheeks. Her skirt was riding up higher and higher, until her bare bum was pressed against my lap. She was still holding my arm. But now she was pulling it up to her chest from her abdomen. She pressed my hand against one of the cups of her bralette. She pressed down hard.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly.  
 
    “I’m so drunk,” she said. 
 
    “That doesn’t make it okay,” I said. 
 
    “Who cares?” she said. And then she reached back and her fingers began to tinker with my belt buckle. My body tensed up. I even had a hard time pulling air into my lungs. I went to bite down on my tongue again, but my tongue was too sore now from hours of being bitten. She managed to get my belt undone. Now she was trying to unzip my fly.  
 
    “We really shouldn’t be doing this,” I said. But I wasn’t doing much to stop her. I just kept hoping that she was right: that she was super drunk and that she wouldn’t remember any of this in the morning. Though I didn’t feel nearly drunk enough that I would forget any of it. So why wasn’t I stopping her?  
 
    She got my fly down and then he fingers reached into my pants. She fished around until her fingers were around my bare cock, and then she started to stroke it. “Are you gay?” I asked nervously.  
 
    She giggled. “How can I be gay?” 
 
    “You’re touching my cock.” 
 
    “I’m a woman. That’s what women do.”  
 
    Now my heart was racing exceptionally fast. She really did look like a woman—and she smelled and felt like a woman too. I ran my fingers down her leg, which was smooth and soft. And then I ran my fingers up her side, which felt the same.  
 
    She fished my cock out from my jeans and then she tugged down her panties. Then her fingers wrapped around my cock again, and she continued to stroke. I was worried that I was actually going to go through with it. There was nothing stopping me. My anxiety was trying its best, but the thought of getting off inside of that soft, warm butt was too enticing. “You’re so big,” she said.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said, my voice cracking again. She could probably feel my heart pounding against her back. It was a miracle that I wasn’t throwing up on her. I’m not sure how I managed to hold myself together.  
 
    She released my cock from her grip, but only for a couple of seconds—just long enough to spit into the palm of her hand so she could reach around again to lubricate my shaft. “Are you a virgin?” she asked. 
 
    “No,” I lied.  
 
    “Well I am,” she said. “So don’t go too hard. And not too deep.” She pressed my tip against her rubbery hole. She wiggled her bum, getting herself lined up in the perfect position. And then she let go and she grabbed a pillow with both hands, as if to brace herself. She’d left me to do the hardest part: the penetration.  
 
    I just remained still, staring down at her soft, petite body. She looked so fragile yet somehow so fertile. I carefully caressed her soft skin and then I found myself holding her butt cheeks, spreading them wide so I could see her puckering hole. I could also see a bit of her ball sack peering between her thighs, reminding me that she wasn’t a woman at all—just my drunk step-brother who was trying to prove some stupid point that he would probably regret in the morning.  
 
    I started to thrust my hips forward. The tip of my cock mushed against her tight hole. It didn’t penetrate at first, which surprised me. In every porn I’d ever seen, the cock slides right in without any resistance. But her hole was tight and she was clenched hard. I could hear her trying to control her breathing. “Just relax,” I said. And then I felt her butthole relax against my tip. I pushed in. I had to push hard for a few seconds before I finally slid inside of her. She instantly tightened around my cock, but I was in! I only had half an inch at most inside of her, but I was still inside of her. I’d successfully penetrated my sissified stepbrother.  
 
    So I waited for her to relax again and then I sunk in deeper. “Not too deep,” she said with clenched teeth. So I only stuck half of my cock inside of her. Then I began to pull out so I could come down again. She was holding that pillow firmly, her nails digging into the fabric.  
 
    I reached a hand around and cupped that empty bralette cup. I squeezed hard, squeezing nothing but the skin of her flat chest. I kept pulling out and pushing in, and she kept groaning and squeezing that pillow. “You’re so tight,” I groaned.  
 
    “It hurts,” she said.  
 
    “I’m not that deep.” 
 
    “I know. It’s okay. Keep going.”  
 
    So I kept going, thrusting slowly, feeling out the inside of her body. She continued to pucker—clenching one moment and relaxing the next. I could feel her tight hole stretching out. It hadn’t even been a minute and I was already trying to hold back my orgasm.  
 
    She let a soft whimper slip. At first I thought it was a pained whimper, and then she let another one slip and I realized she was moaning in a state of euphoria. She liked the way my cock felt sliding around inside of her tight body. She was enjoying the anal massage I was giving her with my cock.  
 
    I held her body firmly with both hands and I started to penetrate her harder. “Not too deep,” she reminded me. So I continued only giving her half of my cock. She ended up reaching around and using her hand as a brace between us, ensuring I wouldn’t go too much deeper. She curled her fingers around the exposed length of my cock and gently pumped, as if to compensate for what I couldn’t get inside of her.  
 
    It felt good—too good. I tensed up and groaned and I tried to hold back my orgasm, but it just felt too amazing. I pressed my face into her shoulder and I let out a long, elated sigh. “Fuck. I think I’m going to come,” I said.  
 
    “I want you to come in my mouth. Should I get on my knees now?”  
 
    My head was spinning too fast to realize fully what was happening. “Yeah. I can’t hold it much longer.” 
 
    She hopped forward, making my cock slip out of her butt and slap against my abdomen. She quickly dropped to her knees and grabbed my cock, pulling it towards her lips. She started beating it frantically with her mouth open and her tongue out. I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine. And I stared into those eyes while I came. It wasn’t until I was finished coming that I looked down to see what kind of mess I made. 
 
    Most of my load ended up in her mouth, but some of it ended up on her nose, on her cheek, and on her lips. She licked what she could up, and then she wiped the rest towards her mouth. She swallowed everything with a smile on her face.  
 
    Then she stood up and staggered slightly, still drunk and probably not terribly confident in those clunky high heels. That’s when I noticed her erection bulging out against her skirt—and the wet spot where the tip of her cock was. It was a small wet spot, with a whitish tinge to it: it was cum. Apparently she hadn’t just been squeezing that pillow while I’d been fucking her from behind. She’d also been rubbing herself off. It was a harrowing reminder that I’d just fucked a man and not a woman—my own stepbrother, who was dressing in my own sister’s clothes and makeup.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    When I woke up the next morning, we were still on that couch. My arm was over her body and she was snuggled back comfortably against me, her bum in my lap. It took a moment before I remembered everything from the previous night. As soon as I remembered what we’d done, I removed that arm from her body and my heart clenched in my chest.  
 
    She was snoring gently, unstirred by my sudden movement. I carefully peeled my body up. I had to climb over the back of the couch. She gently rolled over onto her back, but kept sleeping. That cum stain was still prominent on her skirt, between her legs. There was even some dried cum on her cheek, and a bit in her blonde hair.  
 
    I thought about waking her up and telling her to get changed before anyone came home. But I was terrified that she would see my face and remember what I’d done to her: plugged her asshole with my cock and then came on her pretty face. So I crept away and went to get myself tidied up—so at least my sister wouldn’t come home and see us in the same state.  
 
    I made a point of being very loud. I put on some music while I was in the shower, and I decided to vacuum the upstairs once I was all cleaned up. I had a splitting headache and a swirling nausea in my gut. I wasn’t sure which was from the hangover and which was from the terrible regret I couldn’t seem to shake.  
 
    I was in my room ruffling up the sheets of my bed when I heard those clunky footsteps coming up from the basement. Nathan was awake and probably confused as hell. I stayed in my bedroom, making it look like I’d been there all night. Nathan didn’t stop by on his way to his room. He was silent for twenty minutes before I heard him migrate to the bathroom. He took a shower and then he spent the rest of the day nursing his hangover in his room—or maybe he was just hiding from the shame of what we’d done. 
 
    I had no idea if he remembered fucking or sleeping together—or even if he remembered getting dolled up. Maybe he just remembered the first hour of Tootsie and then the rest of the night was a blur. Maybe he didn’t even remember that much. Or maybe he remembered everything.  
 
    It wasn’t until late when I finally saw him. Our parents came home from their church trip and they brought dinner with them. They called us all down. He shuffled into the kitchen, in his pyjamas, looking pale and weak. “What’s wrong with you?” Nathan’s dad asked him. 
 
    “I woke up with the flu,” he said. His dad bought the lie, and so did everyone else except for me. I tried not to look at him during dinner, worried I would look into his eyes and see more than I wanted to know. I didn’t even look at him when I asked him to pass me the salt. Though I did catch a few glimpses when he was looking the other way. He really did look hungover, which was perfect. Because if he was badly hungover, then maybe there was a good chance that he didn’t remember anything.  
 
    I saw him the next morning and he was back to his usual self: full of energy, with a big smile on his face. He spent most of the day out in the yard, hanging out by the pool, warming himself in the hot early autumn sun. I still tried to keep my distance, still worried that interacting with him would make him remember that night. But he came up to my room around noon. “Want to go to the mall with me and grab some lunch?”  
 
    “Sure,” I said. I looked into his eyes for a couple of seconds—long enough to see that he truly was acting normal, as if he really didn’t remember anything. I felt incredibly relieved as we walked over to the mall and he chatted away like his usual self. He didn’t bring up that night, but he did talk quite a bit about his hangover.  
 
    After lunch, we went to the bookstore across from the video game store. He went down the magazine isle and I watched as he looked through the different sexy magazines: pictures of naked girls, poorly censored by the plastic wrap the magazines were contained in. He didn’t buy any of the magazines—he never did. But it was nice to see that he was back to his usual self.  
 
    We played a new Star Wars game in the video game store for about thirty minutes. The game wasn’t great, but it was nice to pick up some free gaming time, seeing as we only got an hour at home. Then we wandered around the mall for a bit. I caught Nathan staring at the billboards outside of the sexy lingerie store. Again, it was a welcomed sight, until I considered the possibility that he wasn’t admiring the girls. Maybe he was admiring their outfits. Maybe he was admiring their makeup. There were a few sexy magazines laying around Kathy’s bedroom, which claimed that she used for makeup and wardrobe inspiration. What if Nathan was doing the same thing? What if he was imagining himself wearing that lingerie?  
 
    I tried to reject the idea. It seemed too absurd. Nathan was a cool, normal guy. He wasn’t a cross-dressing sissy who liked fucking guys. He was just drunk and fooling around—we both were. And I knew that I wasn’t gay—I was just drunk.  
 
    I was looking around a store for a new shirt when Nathan said, “I’m going to go see if I can’t find a new pair of flip flops. I’ll meet you back here in like ten minutes?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said.  
 
    I didn’t think much of it—not even when he came back and said, “They didn’t have the ones I liked.” But I could see that there was something bulging in his single shopping bag, which had previously just been holding a pair of shorts he’d bought earlier—now that was something in there that wasn’t there before. I didn’t ask what it was—I was too afraid to ask what it was, even though I was fairly certain it wasn’t anything to be concerned about. Maybe he’d just gone and picked up a prescription he was embarrassed about.  
 
    Though when I took a closer look, I recognized the makeup store logo through his shopping bag. Whatever he’d bought, he’d bought at the mall’s makeup store. But maybe it was just some concealer to hide some acne or something like that. Maybe he used a moisturizer and he was too embarrassed to admit it. There were things for men in those makeup stores too, right?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I managed to convince myself that everything was normal—that Nathan didn’t remember anything and that he was just a normal guy into normal guy things. I managed to convince myself that my anxieties were mostly paranoid delusions and I had nothing to worry about. 
 
    And then, that night, Nathan proved me wrong.  
 
    I was in my room, just falling asleep, when I heard my bedroom door creaking. I’d gone to bed late as I’d been up studying for an upcoming test. I sat up quickly and saw the dark figure slipping into my room. The intruder was doing his or her best to remain quiet. The hallway was dark and the rest of the house was sleeping. “What are you doing?” I asked, remaining in place. I couldn’t tell who was coming into my room. I still wasn’t sure that it wasn’t some serial killer. 
 
    “Shh,” the figure said, raising a silhouetted finger to its silhouetted lips.  
 
    As the figure moved through the room, I saw the lacy frills and tight straps of a lingerie one-piece. I could hear the gentle tapping of heeled feet moving carefully through the room. But I knew I wasn’t looking at my sister—just someone dressed in her clothes.  
 
    She clicked on my bedroom lamp, revealing herself to be Nathan, dressed again in women’s clothing and makeup. But this time she wasn’t staggering and her pupils weren’t dilated with liquor. She was sober, confirming both of my worst nightmares: she didn’t just get dressed up because she was drunk, and she remembered our night together.  
 
    “What are you doing? You’re going to wake the whole house up,” I said.  
 
    “We’ll be quiet,” she said, stepping towards me. She had that cute grin on her face. I hated that grin more than anything. I hated how her lips thinned out as they curved into that malicious smile. I hated how attractive that grin was, even though I knew it was the very same grin she made when she was her regular male self.  
 
    “Nathan, seriously,” I said, my heat racing. I nearly became sick at the thought of someone coming into the bedroom to check on the noise.  
 
    “Shh,” she said again. She lifted up one of her heeled feet and placed it on the mattress, exposing her barely covered crotch, which she had shaved smooth. Her cock was tucked carefully and her bulge was almost invisible, looking more like a camel toe than anything. I had the sudden urge to reach out and feel the skin on her legs, but I resisted and then some. “Don’t you want to play?” 
 
    “I’ve got a test tomorrow and—and I’m not gay,” I said as quietly as I could. I wasn’t even sure if she’d heard me.  
 
    She looked at me strangely, her head tilted to one side, still with that grin on her dolled up face. “Why would it be gay? Do I look like a man?”  
 
    I sighed. “You know what I mean,” I said. 
 
    She hopped up onto the bed and laid her body down in front of me. She stared into my eyes with a big smile. “Don’t you think I’m pretty? Didn’t we have fun the other night?” 
 
    “We were drunk. We made a mistake. Now get out of here before your dad finds us,” I said. I was more worried about my sister finding us, but I figured he would be more concerned about his what his father thought.  
 
    She rolled over one hundred and eighty degrees, pushing her back and her soft bum against my body. “Just pretend like I’m a real girl. I can be your dirty little secret. I promise I won’t tell anyone.” She snuggled her bum back into my crotch. The smell of that familiar perfume brought back the memory of my cock sliding into her tight butthole. And I wondered: what was one more time? I did it once—would it really be so bad to do it again? 
 
    But I quickly snapped out of my unwanted justifying. I only did it the first time because I was drunk and stupid. Now I was sober. Now I had to remain sensible.  
 
    She reached back and grabbed my hand. I became stiff, stopping her from pulling my hand over her petite, warm body. “I got all dressed up for you,” she said. 
 
    “I told you: I’m not gay,” I said, hardly even whispering.  
 
    “Let me ask you a question then: is it gay to let a girl suck your dick?”  
 
    “Of course not,” I said, my heart now pounding in my throat, trying to silence me. I wanted to clear my throat but I was worried the slightest cough would be enough to alert my sleeping family.  
 
    “Good,” she said, spinning back around. She looked into my eyes and smiled, and then she disappeared under my covers. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. She had her face down near my crotch before I could process what was happening. I felt her fingers toying at the waistband of my pyjama pants. I tried to squirm to stop her. I had the urge to kick my legs and throw my knees, but I didn’t want to hurt her. Had she not been dolled up, I probably would have kneed her carelessly. But with her lingerie and her heels and her perfume and her makeup—I couldn’t possibly kick a girl in the face! 
 
    She managed to wrestle my cock free. I felt her fingers touch my bare flesh. I gasped. She giggled at my gasp. And then I felt her wet, warm tongue touching my tip. I became frozen, worried any more struggle would be enough noise to wake everyone up. At least with her under the covers, if anyone came in, I could pretend to be asleep. The extra lump under the sheets could easily pass as a pillow. But I still had a big problem: I still had my stepbrother under the covers, sucking my cock.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I kept my gaze glued to the doorway. I wished he would have closed the door on his way in, though the closed door might have been even more suspicious, seeing as I rarely slept with my bedroom door fully closed. I kept looking down, trying to decide if Nathan’s body did indeed look like it could be a pillow or a the blanket all bunched up, or if it looked like my cross-dressing step-brother sucking my cock.  
 
    But my anxieties started fluttering away once Nathan plunged my cock through his lips, sliding the underside of my shaft along his tongue. He sucked and slurped quietly while his hands explored my thighs, my ass, and my ball sack. I had to admit that it felt nice. His lips felt genuinely feminine—not that I knew what genuinely feminine lips actually felt like, seeing as I’d never even kissed a girl before.  
 
    I reached down with both hands and found her head. I slipped my fingers into her hair and then I massaged gently, pushing her head down so more of my cock would push into her throat. I made her gag at one point, so I released her, worried her gagging would wake up the house. But she got better as the minutes passed, sinking deeper on her own, allowing my cock to push down her throat without much trouble. Occasionally she would slip the whole cock out from her mouth so she could tickle my tip with the tip of her tongue while she massaged my balls. It felt nice—as long as I kept her female image in my mind. As soon as the memory of her male face crept into my head, the euphoria would fade. 
 
    But it was hard to picture a man as those soft lips explored the length of my shaft. And it was very hard to picture a man when she let those soft, cute whimpers out. I was rock hard in her mouth. I reached down again and pushed her head firmly into my crotch, making my whole shaft push down into her throat. This time she took the whole thing without gagging. She coughed a bit, but managed to remain quiet.  
 
    Then I succumbed to another urge: the urge to pull her up and kiss her lips. She didn’t resist. She let me pull her up to my eye-level and then she let me stick my tongue into her mouth. I could taste my own cock on her lips, but I didn’t mind. I liked the way she sucked my bottom lip and pulled it back playfully with her teeth. And I even kind of liked the feeling of her warm, hard shaft grinding against mine—though I didn’t even notice it until a couple of minutes had passed and she started moaning.  
 
    I couldn’t see with the covers over us, but I could feel her foreskin pulling back so her bulbous tip could rub against mine. And then I could feel as her foreskin pulled back over her tip so it could happen all over again. I didn’t stop, but a chill did run down my spine. It was an unwanted reminder that I was making out with my stepbrother. I just wanted to imagine that I was with a woman for once in my life. Was that so wrong?  
 
    Nathan’s body trembled and she let out a loud groan. I covered her lips with my hand, and then I felt a warm spray against my abdomen. Then I felt another spray, and then another. She was coming and each blast was coating my torso. I lifted the covers to look, just as the last shot was spewing out from her throbbing dick. My skin was covered in long strands of shiny white jizz. She took her cock and spread the cum around on my abdomen. She laughed while she did it. And the sight was strangely arousing. I wasn’t able to hold back. I ended up coming, but I was on my back, so I ended up coming on myself. Nathan didn’t waste a moment. She started rubbing my cum in with hers, all over my chest and abdomen. It felt nice, until my sensibilities returned to me and I realized the reality of what was happening.  
 
    “I need to get cleaned up. You need to get changed before anyone sees you,” I said, jumping back and slipping out of bed. I needed to take a shower—a long, long shower. I didn’t want any of her cum on me. I didn’t want any reminders that I’d now fucked my stepbrother twice: once drunk and once bone-sober.  
 
    Nathan giggled as she pranced off to her bedroom. My heart didn’t stop pounding through my whole shower, and it didn’t stop pounding once I was in bed, trying to fall asleep. As I stared up at the ceiling, I tried to convince myself that it had all been a dream, but I could still smell that incredible perfume on my bed sheets. Had it not been so late I would have ran them through the wash. But I was stuck with them for the night—so I got no sleep.  
 
    In the morning, Nathan was in the kitchen. He was dressed as his normal male self. He looked at me and nodded his head. “Good morning,” he said as I stood frozen in the doorway. He had a coffee in his hand. “Coffee?” He was acting as if nothing had happened, as if he had no memory of our sober romp together. He looked at me strangely with that tilted gaze, as if I was the one who was acting off.  
 
    “Uh, sure,” I said. I watched as he poured me a coffee. My hands were trembling slightly but he was as cool as ever.  
 
    “You just take it black, right?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded my head as I accepted the mug of steaming coffee. He looked into my eyes but I couldn’t look back into his, so I looked down at my coffee. “Thanks,” I said. I wondered if he was bi-polar, or if he had split personality disorder. How was he acting so cool about the whole thing? Why didn’t he look even a little bit uncomfortable about the fact I could tell his minister father that his son liked to dress up like a girl and suck men’s cocks?  
 
    I sipped the coffee. It was good, and it was needed seeing as I’d only gotten a couple hours of sleep. “Thanks,” I said again 
 
    “It was my pleasure,” he said with a slight grin that only lasted a second. But it was enough to send my heart into another pounding frenzy.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    It happened again a few nights later. It was a Wednesday night and everyone was getting a good night’s sleep before another workday—everyone except for Nathan and me. 
 
    She slipped into my room around midnight, wearing my sister’s old cheerleader uniform, from when she was in the eighth grade. It was green and white, and she was even wearing the pom-poms around her wrists. She was already giggling when she came into the room.  
 
    I tried resisting for a few minutes, but I knew that there was no point. I knew that Nathan was determined to get exactly what she came for. Plus it was hard to resist after she pressed her lips against mine, and teased the tip of her tongue into my mouth. It didn’t seem worth resisting seeing as I’d already indulged twice. What else did I have to lose?  
 
    She kept the outfit on while we fucked. The skirt did a good job of hiding her cock, even once she was erect. I lay on my back and she straddled me cowgirl-style. She bounced up and down, getting slightly more than half of my cock into her body with each little hop. Her skirt danced from side to side and her pom-poms rustled constantly—but this time the bedroom door was closed, so I was less worried about waking up the house.  
 
    I tried pulling her hips down so I could get more of myself inside of her, but she stopped me. “Ouch. Not to deep,” she said. I didn’t want to hurt her, so I didn’t push it. Her tight butthole massaging half of my cock felt good enough. I ended up bursting a nut inside of her body. She got up and sat down on my chest, letting my creampie flow out. It was warm and wet, but strangely I didn’t mind. She tossed up her skirt, revealing her erection, and then she beat it with her tip pointed at my face. “Open wide,” she said quietly. 
 
    I’m not sure why, but I followed the command. I opened my mouth and ended up tasting her cum. Only two blasts actually got into my mouth. The rest ended up on my cheek, nose, and chin. After she pranced away back to her room, I looked down and saw the mess she’d left on my chest: my own cum recycled through her bum, in a small pool right on my sternum. I took another late night shower before heading off to bed. And this night, I actually slept deeply and peacefully.  
 
    On Sunday, Nathan’s dad made the whole family come to church. There was some big fundraiser after the service, and apparently it was important for all of us to be there. So we all got dressed up and went to church together.  
 
    Nathan got dressed up funny, as if he didn’t take it seriously at all (because he didn’t). His pants were puffy as if he was wearing pantaloons, and his dress shirt was far too tight. But Nathan’s dad was too busy preparing for the service to fix his son’s appearance.  
 
    The service was boring, and the fundraiser was shaping up to be boring too. There was one heart-stopping moment when Nathan’s dad got up to make a small speech as everyone was crowing around a table covered in free baked goods. “I just want to address a new issue in this town that’s come to my attention,” he said. “Supposedly there are many male students in our schools who believe that they are females. I’ve had a number of parents coming up to me to ask if this is normal or okay in the eyes of God, and I just want to say now, to everyone, that there is nothing normal or okay with acting as the opposite gender. I’ll remind everyone here: A woman shall not wear a man’s garment, nor shall a man put on a woman’s cloak, for whoever does these things is an abomination to the Lord your God. Deuteronomy 22:5.”  
 
    My hands became cold and started trembling. My heart skipped a beat before beginning to pound without a discernable rhythm. And then I overheard a couple behind me talking about a rumour that had been going around. Apparently, one of the regular churchgoer’s sons had recently come out as transgender. I felt relief knowing that Nathan’s father wasn’t talking about Nathan and me. 
 
    I looked over at Nathan. He was grinning, as if it was all a big joke to him. He came up to me a few minutes later. “Having fun?” he asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s not exactly how I wanted to spend my Sunday.”  
 
    “This is how I’ve spent every Sunday since I can remember,” he said. He laughed. “Maybe that’s why I’m so keen on rebelling. Maybe that’s why I keep putting on a woman’s cloak.” I let a small laugh slip before looking around to ensure that no one had overheard his risky joke. “You want to see something cool?”  
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    I followed him away from the fundraiser, into the back of the church and then up a narrow flight of stairs. “No one really knows about this. No one’s been up here in years.” The stairs led to a single, small room with a small window looking down at the altar. There were multiple old piano keyboards stacked on top of one another. “It’s the old pipe organ,” he said. “It doesn’t work anymore. They have a digital one down at the altar now. See?” He started mashing keys, but there was no noise. “They left all the pipes in because they thought it looked better.”  
 
    “Yeah, I guess that’s neat. Is that what you wanted to show me?” I asked.  
 
    “No,” he said. And then he reached down and undid his belt. I became tense, looking out the window at the altar. There was no one on the altar, but I could hear the nearby fundraiser, not even thirty feet away. “What are you doing?” I whispered. 
 
    “Just relax,” he said, suddenly using his girly voice, which he could apparently turn on at a moment’s notice. He slipped down his pants, revealing a long, bunched up skirt. He gave the skirt a shake—but it was still badly creased and wrinkled from being stuffed under his pants. I guess that’s why his pants looked like pantaloons. He reached down and unbuttoned the bottom few buttons of his dress shirt. Then he tied it up around his sternum, showing off his flat abdomen. He then pulled the hair elastic out from his bun, letting his hair fall down over his face. Finally, he kicked off his dress shoes, revealing his bare feet and red-painted toenails.  
 
    “How do I look?” she asked. 
 
    Shockingly, she looked good, even without makeup. Or maybe I was just getting used to the way she looked. Her body was surprisingly curvy and her long, smooth legs did most of the work in completing the illusion. A bit of makeup would have been nice, but even without it, with her hair framing her face, she looked like a girl.  
 
    “How long have you been doing this?” I asked, keeping my voice as low as possible. I looked back out that small window at that little altar.  
 
    “Doing what?” she asked. 
 
    “Dressing up.”  
 
    “Well,” she said, looking up at the ceiling of the small room. “I only started after I moved in, but I’d always thought about dressing up before. I would sometimes put on my mom’s clothes, but she had the worst taste. It wasn’t until I had access to your sister’s room that I really started—and even then, I was only able to dress up when I was home alone. But I’m starting to get a bit more comfortable now. Your family seems to sleep pretty heavily, so I’ve been able to get dolled up at night—as you know.”  
 
    I looked at her again and wondered if her legs had always been that smooth, or if I’d ever seen her bare feet before. Did she always keep them painted? Is that why her hair had always been so long?  
 
    “So are you going to fuck this naughty church girl or are you just going to stand there staring?” she said, turning around and placing her hands down on a small ledge. Her skirt was long and conservative, but the fabric was soft and light, easy to lift up and throw over her back.  
 
    “You’re sure no one ever comes up here?” I asked. 
 
    “Not that I know of. But you’d better be quick, just to be safe.”  
 
    I pulled aside the white lacy thong that covered her asshole and then I spread her soft cheeks and watched as that tight hole puckered and begged for my cock. I did one last look around before pulling out my cock and moistening it with saliva. I pressed the tip up to her hole. She let out a euphoric whimper before I even penetrated her tush. She swayed her bum slightly.  
 
    I took a deep breath and I pushed my cock into her body. She managed to stay relaxed as I sunk my rod in, just past halfway, a little further than the last time we’d fucked. She was getting better at taking it, far more confident, but she still said, “Not too deep,” before letting out a long, elated groan. I started pumping her ass. I had both of my hands on her hips until she grabbed one of my hands and brought it around to her crotch. She pressed my fingers against her cock and I figured out quickly what she wanted: a reach around.  
 
    I hesitated at first, wondering if it was a line I wanted to cross. But that line had already been crossed. We’d already fucked multiple times. We’d already mashed our cocks together until orgasm, so was it really that weird to give her a wank? I curled my fingers around her girth and I started jerking her off while pumping her tush with my own cock.  
 
    She looked cute in that long church dress, especially with it flipped up onto her back, exposing her rosy butt cheeks. She stood up on her red-painted toes to make up for her short height. Usually her heels would have done the trick, but we didn’t have that luxury up in the church’s organ room. 
 
    I sunk my cock in a little bit deeper and she didn’t protest. I looked down and saw that there was only about two inches of left of my cock that wasn’t inside of her—not even enough for her to reach back and jerk off. The inside of her body felt night and warm and tight. I watched as her tight hole suctioned to my girth as I pulled back, and then I watched as her rim disappeared along with my rod, into her body as I pushed in.  
 
    “Cup my tip,” she said with a sharp breath. 
 
    “What?” I said, whispering.  
 
    “Cup the tip of my dick with your other hand. Quick.” So with my left hand I reached around and cupped my palm in front of her rod. Not even two seconds later, the palm of my hand was filling with her warm cum. I guess she didn’t want to spray the church wall with her sin juice. I ended up wiping it off on her skirt, seeing as she would be putting her pants back on to hide it.  
 
    She clenched her bum, making her tight hole even tighter, but I kept pumping. She was still groaning as if her orgasm hadn’t stopped, and maybe it hadn’t. She moaned, “Don’t stop. Right there. Don’t move. That’s the spot. Oh God, right there!” I used my cum-stained left hand to muffle her mouth as a group of kids ran out onto the altar. A parent chased them, shooing them away from the holy spot. Thankfully no one looked through that small window to see the beautiful blonde’s reddened face as I pumped her from behind, because the pleasure was too great to stop.  
 
    I didn’t take much longer. A few more pumps and I was filling her tight hole. After I pulled out, she quickly reset her panties to catch the warm load that was rushing out. “That was fun,” she said with a big smile. And a second later she had her dress shirt buttoned properly and her pants back over her legs. As she reached up to tie her hair into a man bun, a chill crept down my spine. I’d just fucked a man in a skirt and red-painted toenails. He wasn’t wearing makeup and he didn’t have his hair curled and styled. He wasn’t even really wearing girl’s clothes, aside from that skirt. His top was just his usual church top, tied up like a cowgirl at a nightclub.  
 
    I had a problem: Nathan was turning me gay. I’d gone from hesitantly admiring him all dolled up and pretty to fucking him in public without much hesitation at all, with nothing but a skirt and some nail polish. What was next? Would I be pumping him missionary-style with his hair tied back off of his face? Would I be sucking his cock through the fly of his baggy jeans? I wasn’t gay—at least I didn’t think that I was gay. I liked girls. I liked Nathan as a girl.  
 
    Or did I just like Nathan?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    It was a week later when I woke up to yelling in the hallway. I couldn’t make out what was being said at first, as I was still half-asleep, but I recognized the voices: Nathan and his father. And then I heard my mother’s voice as she entered into the fray. I looked over at the clock. It was almost 1:00 AM.  
 
    I sat up, my heart suddenly pounding. “Where did you even get all this? And where did you learn to do this?” I heard Nathan’s father shout in a deep voice. His voice made the floors tremble. I pulled my blanket up to my chin and I closed my eyes in an attempt to wake myself up from my nightmare. But I was already awake.  
 
    Nathan’s father had caught Nathan in the hallway, dressed up like a girl.  
 
    “What were you even doing? Were you about to go out like this? Tell me! How long has this been going on for?!” He proceeded to quote the Bible, and I pulled my blanket higher up over my face. 
 
    Thankfully, Nathan didn’t implicate me. He never mentioned my name. He told his father that he sometimes got dressed up in my sister’s clothes when everyone was asleep. Nathan’s father shouted and slammed the wall with what I assume was his fist (in the morning I saw the indent in the drywall). “Does anyone else know about this?” Nathan’s father asked. I didn’t hear Nathan’s timid reply, but I heard his father’s response: “Good.”  
 
    Voices were lowered. I could hear the faint murmurings of conversation throughout the next couple of hours, but no one was ever loud enough that I could hear them. I ended up falling back asleep (though I’m not sure how in my state of anxiety), and when I woke up, Nathan was gone. His room was empty and he was nowhere to be seen. But his bike was still leaning against the side of the house.  
 
    I pretended as though I hadn’t heard anything when my mom came down the stairs. “Where’s Nathan?” I asked casually after a couple of minutes.  
 
    “He went to go stay with some relatives,” my mother told me. “There was a family emergency. Your father had to stay behind.” I hated how she always referred to Nathan’s dad as my father, as if I didn’t have my own father who had lived with us for nearly sixteen years, who I still saw every week.  
 
    I didn’t prod any further. I didn’t want to come off as suspicious. So I accepted her answer, which I knew was a lie, and I waited until dinner, when we were all sitting around the table. “Do you mind if I ask what the family emergency is all about?” 
 
    Nathan’s father looked at me. He had heavy bags under his eyes as if he hadn’t slept five minutes in the night, and he probably hadn’t. “His mother is sick,” Nathan’s father said.  
 
    “Doesn’t she live here in town?” I asked. 
 
    “She moved away. Now she’s in Utah.” Nothing more was said, but nothing more had to be said. I knew Nathan’s mother wasn’t in Utah because Nathan often told me that his mom lived at a lake just outside of town. But as soon as he said Utah, I knew exactly where Nathan had been sent. 
 
    I’d seen the flyers on the billboard at the church: ‘Renew your personal relationship with God!’ was the tagline for the camp in Utah, which was called Camp Adam and Eve. ‘Become enlightened again,’ was another line on the front of the flyer. I’d never looked in the flyer, but I’d always wondered who was going to such a camp. Now I knew: people like Nathan, and people like the boy who came out at school a few weeks before. It was a camp designed to pray the gay away.  
 
    I swung by the church the next morning on my way to school and I grabbed one of those flyers off the billboard while no one was around. I didn’t look at the flyer until I was a few blocks away, where no one would see me and potentially implicate me into the whole mess.  
 
    There were different options at the camp: a two-week intensive, a month-long prayer camp, or the two-month renewal program. I had a feeling Nathan had been sent away for the full two months.  
 
    We were in Idaho, and our town was only a few hours away from the camp according to my phone’s GPS—by car, anyway. Riding my bike, it would probably take me twelve hours, which wasn’t reasonable at all. I couldn’t just leave and come back without anyone noticing my absence.  
 
    But why was I thinking about going to the camp at all? Why did I want to see Nathan? I didn’t. It was a good thing that he was at the camp. Maybe they would make him realize that he was indulging in degenerate behaviour. Maybe his dad was right—maybe dressing up like a lady and having sex with men really isn’t a good thing. And why would it be a good thing?  
 
    Why would it be a bad thing? If no one is getting hurt, why does God hate it so much?  
 
    Somehow I knew that it wasn’t right. If it wasn’t abnormal, then it wouldn’t have taken that one guy in our class so long to come out. And if it wasn’t abnormal, then Nathan and I wouldn’t just have been fooling around when no one was around. It was abnormal, which is why we were always so careful to make sure no one caught us. If they could pray Nathan straight, then good for them—it would be saving both of us.  
 
    Nathan had been gone for nearly a whole week but I still couldn’t stop thinking about him. I would lie awake in bed, half-expecting her to slip into my bedroom in a new set of lingerie. I missed her glossy lips and I missed the way her soft fingers caressed my sides while we made out. I tried to expel those thoughts from my mind, but they would wander back in every time I heard a creak in the hallway.  
 
    One night, as I stared at the open doorway waiting for a fishnet-clad leg to step through, I realized life was trying to tell me something: I needed to find myself a woman. It suddenly seemed obvious that my strange lust for Nathan was just my mind trying to compensate for my lack of female company. I’d spent almost no time with women in my life, but I’d always stayed up at night fantasizing about being with one. My brain must have finally snapped and settled on the closest thing that presented itself to me: Nathan.  
 
    So instead of falling asleep, I got up and went to my laptop. I made a profile on the first free online dating website I could find. I spent the next three hours filling in every detail, finding all of my best photos, making sure I had the best chance. And I wasn’t even finished perfecting my profile when a red blip appeared over the grey envelope in the corner. I had a message.  
 
    It was a from a young woman in my area. She looked vaguely familiar, but her name was unfamiliar: Farrah Young. She looked cute in her pictures. She always had her blonde hair done up in tight curls, and she had big, dark fake eyelashes in all of her photos. In most of her photos she was sitting by the water, and all of her interests were water related: swimming, boating, fishing, and so on. “Why are you up so late?” she asked. 
 
    “Can’t sleep,” I replied.  
 
    I was surprised by how quickly she responded. “What’s keeping you up?” 
 
    “Just life, I guess. Why are you up?”  
 
    “I work nights. Tough life. Your pics are cute. I hope you don’t mind me being too forward.” She sent a little smiley face along with her message. A warmth fluttered in my heart, and I found myself staring at the screen, wondering why I hadn’t started an online dating profile sooner… 
 
    It was because I’d always been too afraid—terrified of what people would think of me when they saw my profile, and terrified that someone I knew would find my profile and mock me for having it. But that night, I didn’t even hesitate. I didn’t even consider the possibility that someone I knew from school might find me. And who cares if they do? If they find me, that just means that they’re on the website too.  
 
    I met up with Farrah the next night, at 2:00 AM once she was off work. It was a strange time for a date, but it was the only time that worked for her. She was a cute girl with lots to talk about. She was always smiling and she kept apologizing to me about the strange meet up time. “I really don’t mind,” I kept saying, but every twenty minutes or so she would apologize again. When I told her that I really liked her outfit, her cheeks turned a shade of dark red. When I told her that I really liked her smile, her cheeks turned even redder. 
 
    And it wasn’t until I’d been staring at that face for a couple of hours that I realized her outfit reminded me of Nathan and so did her smile.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Farrah was the first girl I ever slept with, and we slept together just five days after meeting (at the end of our third late night date). We were sitting in a park together, watching the sunrise when she grabbed my hand off of her thigh and pulled it under her skirt. She pressed my fingers under her panties and my heart skipped a beat when I felt the damp lips of her pussy. I fingered her until there was a small puddle on the bench, and then we ran off into the woods as cars were beginning to take to the roads as people made their way to their early morning jobs.  
 
    I fucked Farrah against a tree. It felt good, though her pussy wasn’t nearly as tight as Nathan’s asshole. Farrah wasn’t a virgin before I fucked her against that tree—she was open about all of her past relationships. She’d been fucked by fifteen different guys in her life. Apparently I wasn’t even the first guy to fuck her in those woods behind that little park. But I didn’t mind. I was just happy to officially lose my virginity to a woman, so I could move forward in my life as a normal, straight man. 
 
    We fucked again two nights later, at her apartment while her roommate snored on the other side of her thin bedroom wall. Farrah had a loud climax while I pumped her little wet pussy, but it wasn’t enough to wake up her roommate. He was either an impressively deep sleeper, or he was used to it; I was hoping for the former.  
 
    Farrah especially loved it when I ate her out. I didn’t mind eating her out—it was kind of fun when she let a small squirt out on my face—but I really didn’t see the point. I couldn’t tell what I was doing down there and my tongue got tired after a while. It was a week into our sexual relationship when I decided to sink a bit lower while eating her out. I started tonguing her asshole. She didn’t stop me. She even moaned as if she liked it. I pressed my tongue as far into her rubbery hole as I could, and then I drew little circles around her hole with the tip of my tongue. She moaned and squirmed. “Just fuck me already,” she said after a few minutes. 
 
    So I lined my cock up with her pussy, but I hesitated. I noticed the glimmer of my saliva around her asshole, and I wondered if it would feel the same as it felt with Nathan. Carefully I pointed my cock lower, aiming it at her tush hole. I started pushing in. “That’s my asshole,” she said. 
 
    “I know,” I said. I continued to push. 
 
    “I’m not really an ass girl,” she said. 
 
    “You’ll like it,” I said. 
 
    “I’d rather you just fuck my pussy.”  
 
    “Just give it a chance.” 
 
    “I’ve done it before. It’s just dry and awkward.” She looked uncomfortable as I finally penetrated her asshole. She became stiff and her hole clenched the tip of my cock.  
 
    “I promise you’ll like it,” I said. She had a small bottle of lubricant on her nightstand, so I poured a healthy squirt onto my cock. Then I pushed in further. She tensed up further. I had to hold her hips to stop her from squirming.  
 
    “You’re too big for my ass,” she said. 
 
    “I’m not. Just relax and you’ll stretch out.” I pushed in deeper and deeper. She closed her eyes and held her breath. Then finally, her butthole relaxed and I was able to sink in completely. My pelvis pressed against her butt. I’d never been fully inside of an asshole before. It felt good, but there was something missing—something I couldn’t put my finger on. I started pumping, sliding my cock out and then back in, watching as her butthole puckered and suctioned along my throbbing girth. It wasn’t long before she started moaning. But there was still something missing. 
 
    I pulled out and flipped her over, so I could only see her back. From behind, her hair kind of looked like Nathan’s when he wore it down. Her back even looked a bit like Nathan’s back, the way her spine curved and the way her hips flared out. I penetrated her again, this time without any resistance, and then I pumped away. I was slightly disappointed when she let me in completely, without telling me not to go too deep. I pumped as hard and as fast as I could, but there was still something off about the whole act.  
 
    I caressed her sides and I revelled in the sounds of her moaning. And then I reached around to jerk her off and found myself clutching at nothing. I realized what was missing. I felt the colour drain from my face.  
 
    There I was, fucking a girl in the asshole, pretending I was fucking my stepbrother in the asshole, wishing there was a hard cock for me to grab onto and beat off. I was depraved—a complete degenerate.  
 
    It took a few extra minutes, but I managed to finish. I pulled out and came all over Farrah’s back, and then I spent the night with her in my arms. But I didn’t sleep much. I felt guilty and defeated at the same time. I’d allowed myself to indulge one or two or three too many times with Nathan. Hell, I should have never indulged to begin with. Now I couldn’t shake the thought of him in that sexy lingerie, with that pretty eyeliner around his stunning eyes. Those thoughts weren’t fading away. After a month, they were stronger than ever before.  
 
    I kept telling myself that I just needed more time, that I just needed to sleep with more women—so that’s what I did for the rest of the summer. I found myself back on that dating app, and I found myself hooking up with different chicks around town. But it didn’t take long before I realized I was picking girls who looked the most like Nathan. Even the description of what I was looking for on my online profile was just a description of Nathan. I tried changing it to be the complete opposite of Nathan: ‘Looking for a tall brunette. Preferably introverted.’ I ended up hooking up with a tall, quiet brunette after a week of dating, but the sex was just terrible. It took me an hour to come, and she just looked disappointed—probably because I looked disappointed.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    It was September 1st when Nathan came home. His arrival was quiet, in the morning before anyone was awake. I woke up to the sound of the taxi pulling away, but by the time I got dressed and out from my room, he was already in his bedroom with his door locked. I knocked quietly but there was no answer. He’d either gone straight to sleep or he wasn’t interested in talking. I figured he needed space regardless, so I waited until that afternoon before knocking at his door again.  
 
    “It’s unlocked,” he said, so I slipped in. 
 
    He was sitting on his bed reading a book. He looked up at me and smiled, but there wasn’t much joy in that smile. “Hi,” he said. “It’s been a while.” 
 
    “Two months,” I said. “Your dad said that you were visiting your mom in Utah.”  
 
    He held that forced smile. “Yeah,” he said. “I was. She’s better now.”  
 
    “I thought your mom lived out by Coombs Lake,” I said. 
 
    “She used to. I think she’s going to move back there now.” He turned his attention back to his book. I knew he was lying, but I didn’t know why he was lying to me. Why wasn’t he telling me all about his ‘pray-the-gay-away’ camp? Why wasn’t he telling me any ridiculous stories about bigoted camp counsellors?   
 
    “Well that’s good, I guess,” I said, still standing awkwardly in his doorway. “I missed you while you were gone.” 
 
    He didn’t reply. He just looked at me with that joyless smile and then he looked back at his book. 
 
    I wanted to cheer him up, and I had an idea. A couple weeks before, while searching the garage for a screwdriver, I found my sister’s old Halloween costumes, all from her slutty teenager stage. There was a Playboy Bunny costume, a sexy nurse costume, and a Catwoman costume. I snuck out to the garage now and came back with the Playboy Bunny costume, still wrapped in its clear plastic bag. “I thought you might like this,” I said. 
 
    He looked at the costume and his cheeks turned a shade of pink. “Sorry,” he said. “But do you mind putting that back wherever you found it?” He stared at it for another few seconds and then he looked back at his book. He wasn’t the Nathan I knew. The Nathan I knew would have jumped up and grabbed the costume and it would have been on his body in a matter of seconds.  
 
    “Our parents are at a church event, and will be for another couple of hours,” I said. “You know that, right?” 
 
    “I know,” he said. 
 
    And that’s when I realized that it worked: they’d successfully prayed his gay away. Or maybe they’d tortured it away. Or maybe they’d just prayed his lust for life away. Now he was an empty vessel—a soulless body meandering through life. There was no sparkle in his eyes. That beloved smirk was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    I knew it was for the best. If he was over it, then I could start getting over it too. I couldn’t possibly spend the rest of my life reminiscing over our little fling, which had lasted less than a month. But if I knew it was for the best, why was I so disappointed? Why did I feel so empty and sad as I went back to my room?  
 
    Why was it better for him to be emotionless and vacant? Was being gay or trans or whatever really worse than being blank and unhappy?  
 
    A few days went by. Nathan didn’t leave his room much. Nothing seemed to cheer him up. I tried bringing him out to the arcade and to the mall, but even once I got him out, he still just stood there looking hollow and emotionless. “Are you okay?” I asked him one evening. “You haven’t been yourself since you’ve been back.” 
 
    “I’m okay. I’m better than ever,” he said, but he said it like a pre-programmed robot, like that’s what they told him to say if anyone asked.  
 
    “I know you weren’t visiting your mom. You know that right? I know you were at some weird religious camp for gay kids.”  
 
    He stared into my eyes and then he shrugged his shoulders. “It needed to happen. I’m not gay anymore, and that’s the way it should be. But let’s maybe not talk about it. Okay?”  
 
    “I want to talk about it,” I said. 
 
    “Please just don’t. I’m kind of tired. I think I’m going to go to bed.” I watched him shuffle off to bed. I told myself that he just needed another week or two—he just needed to be re-immersed into real life—surrounded by billboards of pretty women in gorgeous outfits. His brain just needed time to find its way back home from that camp. But after two weeks, he was still dull and lifeless. I was ready to give up, but then I got an idea.  
 
    I had to wait a few nights, as our parents were going out of town for another church event. My sister told our parents that she would be home while they were gone, but I’d already overheard my sister talking to her friends on the phone about a big party on the other side of town, so I knew the house would be left to just Nathan and me.  
 
    It was an anxious few nights, but they were well needed. I used that time to learn: watching video tutorials and practising different techniques while my family was asleep. I didn’t get a ton of sleep, but I knew there would be time for sleep later. Saving Nathan was more important than sleeping.  
 
    My heart was pounding the afternoon my parents left. I watched as the car pulled away, and then I watched on my phone as they made their way to the airport. While my mom was in the shower that morning, I turned on her Find My Friends (an app she didn’t even know about) so that I could track her, to make sure she wasn’t turning around and coming home. I checked the app a few hours later and saw that she was a few states away. It was 7:00 PM when my sister walked up to the front door, all dolled up with her purse at her side. “I won’t be home until the morning. Don’t you dare tell mom and dad.”  
 
    I smiled and nodded and then I watched my Find My Friends app as she made her way across town (I turned on her Find My Friends while she making lunch). I would check on that app multiple times through the night as I tediously got ready for my rescue mission.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XI 
 
    First I shaved my legs and my crotch and my armpits. Then, I rubbed myself with moisturizing lotion. I nearly used a whole bottle trying to get my body soft like a woman’s. I thought I felt pretty good. Then, I had to combine costumes to create something I could work with. I used the Playboy Bunny costume and the wig from the Catwoman costume (it was a newer Anne Hathaway model). The wig was long and straight and brown. I even wore the Catwoman ears, because the band helped keep the wig firmly on my head.  
 
    Then I spent the next couple of hours perfecting my makeup. I brought up those old makeup tutorials and watched them over and over as I carefully perfected each detail. The eyeliner was by far the hardest to get on right. And then I had to be careful not to overdo it with the eye shadow and the lipstick and the blush, so I wouldn’t look like a drag queen. I wasn’t trying to transform myself, I was just trying to look feminine.  
 
    I tried squeezing my feet into a pair of my sister’s heels, but they were too small. I couldn’t believe how small Nathan’s feet must have been. So I was stuck barefoot. Luckily, with the hair shaved off the tops of my feet, my feet looked surprising feminine, so I wasn’t too worried. 
 
    It was around 11:00 PM when I finally found myself in front of Nathan’s bedroom. I took a deep breath and looked down at my body. I looked as good as I was capable—which really wasn’t bad. My curves were impressive in that tight Playboy Bunny one-piece. With the bowtie around my throat covering my Adam’s apple, there wasn’t any clear giveaway that I wasn’t actually a woman—aside from my voice, which was still a complete mystery even to me. I hadn’t had a chance to practice it, so I was just going to wing it. I’d watched a few tutorials on how to sound more feminine, but I hadn’t been home alone to test the techniques—until now. 
 
    I took a deep breath and then I knocked on the door. I waited a second and then I knocked again. “It’s unlocked,” Nathan called out. I hesitated, looking down at myself again and I wondered: is this a bad idea? Was I attempting to undo work that was for a better good? Was I wrong to try and convert Nathan back to being his usual self?  
 
    Then I thought of Nathan sitting on the bed, reading a boring book, feeling empty inside and knowing that’s the way he would spend the rest of his life. I couldn’t let it happen. So I let myself into his room.  
 
    I took one step in, my heart pounding, and then he looked up at me. He froze, his eyes becoming wide and his cheeks becoming pink. “W—What are you doing?” he said, his lips parting slightly.  
 
    I cleared my throat before attempting my first female voice. “I just wanted to hang out,” I said. My voice was more shaken than expected, but I don’t think I sounded bad—just nervous as hell. “Want to hang out?” 
 
    I watched as he swallowed and cleared his throat. “Um, this really isn’t a good idea. You, uh, you look good and all, but I really can’t. I promised I wouldn’t.”  
 
    “You promised who?” I asked. 
 
    He shook his head. “Really. This isn’t a good idea.” 
 
    I walked over to his bed, ignoring him. I took a seat on the edge of his bed and then I threw a leg over his lap. My legs were clad with fishnets. He stared down at my leg and then he looked away from me completely. “Seriously. I think you should go,” he said.  
 
    “But I don’t want to go. I want to spend some time with you. Don’t you want to spend some time with me?” I asked. My heart was pounding hard now. I was worried I was about to slip into a full-blown panic attack. But somehow I managed to hold myself together.  
 
    “I’m not gay,” he said. 
 
    “Do I look like a man?” I asked, and then I felt my lips curl into a smirk. 
 
    He looked at me. “No. Not at all. But—But you are.”  
 
    “Not right now I’m not. And last I checked, there’s nothing gay about a man being with a woman. Right?” I ran the tip of my finger down the length of his arm.  
 
    I watched as he took a deep breath. “You’re wearing that perfume,” he said. 
 
    “You like it?”  
 
    He nodded his head. “It smells good. But seriously. I think you should maybe leave.”  
 
    “Tell me you don’t think I’m sexy and I’ll go.”  
 
    He was silent. He bit his lip and then he cleared his throat again. “You’re sexy,” he said. 
 
    “I said tell me you don’t think I’m sexy.” 
 
    His face was dark red now. “But you are sexy. Okay? Isn’t that enough.”  
 
    I leaned over and kissed him on the lips. I knew that I was kissing a man now—a man who wasn’t dressed up like a girl. His hair was even short now, and he’d let his leg hair grow out. Yet there I was, locking lips with him. And he was kissing back—but just for a few seconds. Then he pulled away. “No—it’s not right. I can’t do it.”  
 
    “Who says it’s not right?” I asked. 
 
    “The Bible,” he said. 
 
    “And since when do you care what the Bible says?”  
 
    He looked into my eyes. He looked tormented, but at least he had an expression. At least he was still alive and not just some dead robot. There was another long silence, and then he leaned forward and kissed me. He grabbed my sides and pulled me down onto his bed. He was starving for my body and he was finally allowing himself to feast. We kissed as he held me down, feeling my body, caressing my smooth skin. He started sucking on my neck, giving me a hickey that would be a pain to cover up for the next few days. And then he reached down and started rubbing the bulge between my legs.  
 
    “You look good,” he said, and then he kept sucking my neck and rubbing my cock.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said. I did my best to undress him while he made love to my body. I was so happy, seeing him back to his usual energetic self. I’d done it: I’d rescued him from his questionable religious lobotomy.  
 
    He leaned back and quickly pulled his shirt and pants off. His cock was already erect and throbbing. I wondered if he’d gotten off at all in the past few months. I sat up and I pushed him onto his back. Then I looked down at his throbbing member and I smiled. “Just relax,” I said, and then I sunk down. 
 
    I’d never sucked a cock before, but I was happy that his would be my first. I stroked it gently before leaning in and allowing it into my mouth. It felt warm against my tongue. The throbbing was intense, but I kind of liked it. I bobbed my head up and down, exploring his girth with my tongue. I caught myself smiling when he started moaning. He was enjoying himself, leaving me feeling beyond satisfied.  
 
    I managed to get his whole cock into my mouth (by pressing a few inches into my throat). I pressed my nose into his pubic hair until I gagged, and then I continued sucking his tip. I tasted his sweet pre-cum and he groaned again. I had a feeling he wasn’t going to last long.  
 
    Suddenly, he pushed me over, rolling me onto my stomach. He quickly rolled over me and straddled my backside. His hands grabbed my ass cheeks and he squeezed. “I like your tail,” he said, playing with my cotton Playboy Bunny tail. Then he pulled my tight one piece to the side, revealing my asshole. “It looks tight,” he said. 
 
    “It is tight. I’m a virgin back there.” My heart continued pounding.  
 
    “Well I’ll be as gentle as I can,” he said.  
 
    “Just not too deep,” I said as he pressed his saliva-covered tip up to my puckering hole. I closed my eyes and tried to control my breathing. He started pushing in. It hurt a bit at first, but only for a minute. He started thrusting in and out, stretching my tight rim wide. He held my hips firmly. I clenched the pillows on his bed with both of my hands.  
 
    With each penetration he sunk deeper and deeper. I had to remind him not to go too deep a few times, but after a few minutes, his pelvis was pressing against my butt and he was fully inside of me. It felt nice. He was pressing against my prostate, making my legs tremble. It felt good—far better than I’d expected. I tried to squirm but he held me firmly in place. “I’m close,” he said. He came down harder and faster, his pelvis slapping my ass red. “I’m really close.”  
 
    A euphoria was swelling in my crotch. I grabbed the pillows tighter and I screamed into one of them. My legs wriggled but he didn’t stop. I didn’t want him to stop. That euphoria was growing stronger and stronger and I couldn’t wait to see just how strong it could get. 
 
    And ten suddenly I felt a hotness in my cock. My whole body trembled and then that hotness released and then I felt a wetness. A few minutes later I would discover that I came all over Nathan’s bed.  
 
    “I’m coming,” he said with a groan, and then he pulled out and I felt his hot cum blasting my back, soaking through the thin fabric of that Playboy Bunny costume. I felt empty but still teetering in my euphoric state. I squirmed and moaned and then I rolled over and we kissed.  
 
    Nathan moved out later that month, into his own one-bedroom apartment on the other side of town. I lived at home for the next year, though I spent most of my time over at Nathan’s house. We never came out officially—Nathan never came out as trans or gay or bisexual. And I never came out as whatever I was—maybe all of those things or maybe none of them. There was no point in coming out because we never thought it was anyone else’s business. We knew what we were and we kept it between ourselves. 
 
    Nathan had a huge walk-in closet, which we kept stocked full of the cutest and sexiest outfits. I started growing my hair long (wearing it tied up when I was out, and wearing it down when I was with Nathan), and Nathan grew his hair back out too. His hair grew much quicker than mine, but I soon learned that I looked pretty cute with medium-length hair.  
 
    We spent many nights together, taking turns dressing up. Sometimes we would both dress up and fuck like a couple of horny lesbians. And sometimes (though it was rare, when we were feeling exceptionally lazy) we would just fuck without getting dolled up. But getting dolled up was half of the fun, so we rarely missed the opportunity.  
 
    It took about a year before Nathan told me to go deeper. “Stick your whole cock in me.” I couldn’t believe his petite body actually took the whole thing—and he took it like a champion, while dressed up like a slutty little club girl. 
 
    Sometimes we would go out together, dolled up and pretty. Nathan would get hit on more than me, but I still got my share of attention. It was surprisingly rare that people would realize we weren’t really woman, but we weren’t going out to fool anyone—we were just having fun.  
 
    I finally moved out a year later, into an apartment a block away from Nathan. Though it was a pointless transitional apartment, seeing as I continued to spend all of my time over at Nathan’s house. My place just became a glorified shoe closet until we finally moved in together—a two-bedroom at first, so our parents wouldn’t freak out, and then a one-bedroom six months later when we decided we didn’t care what our parents thought.  
 
    Because it didn’t matter what they thought. All that matter was that we were happy—and we were. 
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    BOY TO GIRL 
 
    Out for a walk one night, Barry spots a peculiar sight in the window of a house: a young man putting on women’s clothing. Out of curiosity, he stays to watch, and he watches until the young cross-dresser is cleaning up his bed sheets. On his way home, he realizes the young man might just be the solution to all of Barry’s legal troubles.  
 
    Liam is a young man with a secret: when everyone in the house is asleep, he likes to put on his sister’s clothes for a bit of adult fun. But the fun comes to a sudden end one night when he receives a package from an anonymous sender, telling him to carry on with his nightly shows or lewd photos will be shared with all of his friends and family members. The arrangement seems cruel, until Liam starts receiving cute new outfits every single day.  
 
    But as the days go by, the blackmailer wants more and more. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Barry needed a walk and he needed a cigarette. His dog had also been pacing at the back door for the past twenty minutes, crying progressively louder, so Barry figured he would stone all three birds at once. He grabbed his pack of cigarettes, his lighter, and Whiskey’s leash.  
 
    He didn’t plan on using Whiskey’s leash, but he always brought it with him just in case. Whiskey was usually fine just wandering around the wooded area behind his house. But occasionally someone else would come by with their dog on a leash, and Barry got in shit once from one of his neighbours, an old man. “You know this isn’t an off-leash area, right?” the neighbour said with a scowl. A few days later, Barry received a complaint from the city, filed by an ‘anonymous’ neighbour. But Whiskey hated walking on-leash and Barry wasn’t too worried. They weren’t going to fine him without proof, and the old man certainly didn’t know how to operate a camera to obtain the necessary proof.  
 
    But some grumpy old man was the last thing on Barry’s mind. He had bigger problems than a crusty old neighbour. He had an ex-girlfriend who was trying to take all of his money—and he didn’t have much.  
 
    Sarah and Barry were roommates for two years, and they became intimate a year into their home sharing. One night after a booze-filled party, they fucked on the living room sofa, and when they woke up the next morning, they decided to give dating a go. A year later, Barry found out that she’d been spending drunken nights on the sofas of many different men, so he told her to move out. A week later, he received a letter from a lawyer, notifying him that Sarah wanted half of his assets. Apparently, after living together for two years in the province of British Columbia, they were considered common-law, giving Sarah the same rights as a married woman. Therefor, with their split, she supposedly had the right to half of Barry’s assets.  
 
    He thought it was a joke at first, until he received another letter from Sarah’s lawyer a week later with more demands. She wanted alimony on top of half of his bank account and half the value of the home he bought a year before he met Sarah: $455,000 to be paid out in total, plus $2,500 per month in alimony payments. The lawyer ended his letter by saying, “We are being generous. In my professional opinion, Sarah is entitled to much more than this.”  
 
    And for months, Barry had been battling Sarah without ever seeing her. He had to get a lawyer of his own and he managed to spend nearly ten grand in lawyer fees in just those few months. But his lawyer didn’t have much hope. “Technically, Sarah is entitled to half of your assets, but I’m hoping we can convince a judge that she shouldn’t get nearly as much alimony,” said Barry’s lawyer. 
 
    “Are you serious right now? Why should she get anything? We weren’t even really a couple. We were just roommates.”  
 
    “But you admitted that you slept together on a regular basis. That won’t look good to a judge.”  
 
    Barry tried finding a new lawyer, but he didn’t have the money to afford a decent one. So he took the little money he had left and he took up smoking and he started walking his dog a lot more. He used those long walks to clear his head, which he was trying to do now, though it was hard now, seeing as that morning, Sarah’s lawyer had called to let him know when the court date was. He had two weeks to prepare an argument for a judge. And if he were to lose (which seemed highly likely) then he would have only a month to sell his property to pay out his ex-girlfriend.  
 
    At least Whiskey didn’t seem too stressed out. Barry watched as he ran through the trees, his paws pattering on the dead leaves. It was a dark and moonless night, so for most of the walk, Barry couldn’t see his dog—he had to rely on Whiskey’s noisy footsteps. Luckily it was a quiet night, so even when Whiskey was twenty yards away, Barry could still hear him. He could even hear the sizzling of his cigarette as he took a long drag.  
 
    It wasn’t cold but his hands were trembling slightly—probably with anxiety. A part of him wanted to skip the upcoming court date. He could just send Sarah the money and beg her to drop the alimony request. At least then he could simply sell his house, give her the money, and then pretend like she never existed as he basically started his life over again.  
 
    He also considered leaving the country. His dad was born in Austria, and he was pretty sure that meant he could apply for Austrian citizenship. But he didn’t speak a word of German, or any language aside from English. But how long would it take to learn? And would Sarah’s legal team track him down if he was hiding out in Austria?  
 
    Barry couldn’t hear Whiskey, so he whistled. The woods were silent for a moment, and then he heard his dog galloping towards him. Whiskey’s goofy face materialized through the trees, his tongue swaying from side to side. He mushed his wet nose against Barry’s leg. Barry gave him a pat on the head, and then he trotted off back into the woods, trying to find a bunny or a mouse or even just a really good stick.  
 
    Barry walked for longer than usual, his mind adrift with that same tiring anxiety. He pulled out his phone flashlight so he could see, as the glow of the city lights was far behind him now. He knew it wasn’t amazingly safe to be wandering out into the woods in the middle of the night, but it was nice to get away, to be somewhere that no one would ever find him. He could pitch a tent out in those woods and none of those letters from that damned lawyer would ever reach him. It was peaceful out in those woods, even if there were coyotes watching him secretly from behind tall trees.  
 
    Barry checked the time. He’d been out for thirty minutes and he was still walking straight out into the woods. He figured it was probably best to turn back now—and then he noticed a glow in the distance. So he kept walking. He had to climb up a muddle slope before he saw the source of the mysterious glow— 
 
    It was a lit up window. And not too far away was a porch light, flickering slightly as moths threw their delicate bodies at it. He’d reached Discovery Pines: a new community that had just opened up a few months earlier.  
 
    Barry had never seen Discovery Pines before, but he’d heard the ads on the radio. “Your new home at Discovery Pines will be so relaxing, you’ll forget you aren’t on vacation,” was their radio slogan. Barry always thought it was a stupid slogan. He’d seen pictures of the community on billboards in town. It was just another suburb with a big manmade lake in the middle of it. Looking at it now, he wasn’t terribly impressed.  
 
    Every house looked the same. The siding on the houses was cheap. The stone looked fake and the shakes looked like plastic. Even the grass looked strangely fake, and maybe it was. Barry knew a guy who had fake grass put in his back and front yards so he wouldn’t have to mow it. Ironically, he still had to water the grass, or it would start to smell as dog pee would stagnate on the false green blades.  
 
    Whiskey had wandered into one of the yards. He was sniffing around, trying to figure out where the hell they were. Barry tried quietly whistling him back over, but Whiskey kept sniffing around. He would have whistled louder but he didn’t want to alert any of the new homeowners. “Whiskey,” he whispered as Whiskey wandered up onto one of the decks. He started smelling the homeowner’s compost bin. “Get away from that!” But his whispers weren’t loud enough for the stubborn animal.  
 
    Barry took a step forward. His plan was to quickly grab Whiskey and then to disappear back into the woods before anyone noticed him. But he didn’t make it more than a step before a figure appeared in that glowing upstairs window. 
 
    It was a young man and he was naked. His skin was fair and his body appeared to be shaved smooth. Barry looked away quickly, now worried he was going to end up arrested and charged with voyeurism and prowling. With his luck, it seemed likely. So he ran quickly to grab Whiskey by the collar, and then he started running back towards the woods. He got Whiskey onto his leash and then he looked back again, though he wasn’t sure why he looked back. And that’s when he saw the young man slipping into a pair of red lacy panties.  
 
    Barry stopped, his heart pounding, and he found himself staring for reasons unbeknownst even to himself.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It had been a long time since Liam had last gotten himself dolled up. For two months, he’d resisted the urge to sneak into his sister’s bedroom to secretly borrow her clothes, and he’d kept his wig and makeup kit hidden in his locker at school. Every day he worried that someone would find that makeup kit in his locker, even though he was the only person who knew the combination.  
 
    He was used to getting dolled up all the time—almost every night. At their old house, he had a whole suitcase full of his sister’s clothes hidden under his bed, and he kept his makeup kit stored away in a bag at the back of his closet. He would wait until everyone went to bed and then he would get dressed up. Once he was dressed up, he would do his makeup. He never did his makeup first, in case his sister or his parents were taking longer than usual to fall asleep. He knew he could get changed quickly, or pull a blanket over his body—but he couldn’t wash makeup off quickly. Sometimes he wouldn’t even bother with his makeup; he thought he looked pretty good without it, but he knew he looked better with it. 
 
    But when it came time to start packing for the big move, Liam wasn’t taking any risks. While he was home alone, he snuck all of his sister’s clothes back into her closet and then he packed up his wig and makeup kit and brought them to school. He wasn’t willing to let them be found during the packing and shipping process.  
 
    Liam kept his cross-dressing a secret. It was more than a secret. People tell their close friends their secrets, but Liam didn’t dare to tell anyone. If his friends and family found out that he liked to wear panties and skirts and lingerie… he would rather be dead. Though he sometimes fantasized about telling everyone. And in his fantasy, everyone was fine with it. But he knew that reality would be much different than his fantasies. 
 
    Now, Liam looked down at his red lace panties, which were his own—the first piece of his own female wardrobe. He bought them online and had them shipped to a neighbour’s house, who he knew was out of town for the month. He carefully tracked the package and then snatched it from his neighbour’s mailbox just minutes after the mailman put it there.  
 
    He walked over to his closet mirror and admired the panties. It was the first time he’d put on a pair of panties in months. He would have put them on much sooner, but there were complications when they moved into that new house in Discovery Pines. The house wasn’t finished when they moved in. Workers were still coming in every morning at 7:00 AM and they weren’t leaving until 9:00 PM. It took six weeks before they finally put doors in the doorframes. And it was hard to secretly get dolled up when there are no doors to hide behind. So Liam had to be patient.  
 
    Even once the doors were up, Liam still had to acquire clothes. His sister was in no rush to get settled in her new bedroom. For two months, she kept all of her things in moving boxes, leaving her closet empty. She was too lazy to unpack everything, and she only ever wore the same three outfits anyway. So all of the skirts and dresses that Liam’s sister never wore remained hidden away in boxes, and Liam knew better than to try and dig his favourite outfits out while his sister was out of the house. She might not notice the missing outfits when she finally got around to unloading those boxes—but Liam wasn’t satisfied with ‘might not’. He knew she wouldn’t notice a few outfits missing from the back of her closet once they were stashed away.  
 
    But finally, she got around to unpacking (with some help from their mother). And Liam was finally able to sneak in and grab what he needed without nudging anything out of place. He snuck his wig and his makeup kit home and he stashed everything away in a discreet black backpack in the back corner of his closet.  
 
    And finally he had everything he needed to get dolled up in peace. He was excited. The new house was much bigger and the insulation was much better. He didn’t have to worry about thin walls and creaky floors. For once, he had his own en-suite bathroom, so he could get his makeup washed off without having to bound across the hallway, just a few feet from his sleeping parents’ bedroom. And now he wasn’t even on the same floor as his parents; they were downstairs, across the hall from his sister, and he had the upstairs all to himself. And to sweeten the deal, his bedroom window no longer looked right into the neighbour’s bedroom window. Now, his window looked out at the woods, so he didn’t even have to bother closing his blinds. 
 
    Once in his red panties, he slipped into one of his favourite outfits: a red plaid skirt and a charcoal grey tank top. He usually wore a bra stuffed with socks, but in the past few weeks he’d noticed a bit of breast growth. He’d been secretly taking hormone pills for nearly a year, and the effects were finally starting to show. He stood profile to the mirror and he straightened his spine. The slight bumps of his new breasts were just barely noticeable. He smiled but his heart skipped a beat. How big would they be in a few months? How big would they be in a few years? At what point was he going to have to fess up to his family? He couldn’t just wear baggy sweaters for the rest of his life—or could he?  
 
    When he’d starting taking the hormones and the hormone blockers, he assumed the courage to come out with eventually come to him. But now, he was more terrified of coming out than ever before. Shortly after they moved into the house in Discovery Pines, Liam overheard his dad saying, “Thank God our kids aren’t gay.” He said it after meeting the gay couple, who lived just a few houses down. Apparently they’d spent the last four years waiting to be approved by an adoption agency. Until that comment, Liam never thought his dad was homophobic. Liam never really knew how his dad felt about gays and lesbians and bisexuals and transgenders—he was always too afraid to ask.  
 
    But he couldn’t turn back now. He’d been taking hormones and hormone blockers for a year. He was committed. His body had already undergone changes that were permanent. And he loved the idea of being a girl, even if it meant keeping it hidden twenty-two hours of the day. Though he was starting to worry about his voice; it was starting to change, getting higher and softer, and it was getting harder and harder to deepen it.  
 
    He didn’t want to think of any of those issues right now. Right now, he just wanted to enjoy getting dolled up for the first time in what felt like forever. Once he had his little outfit on, he put his wig on. It was tied into two tight French braids, which he decided to keep, as they looked really cute with the outfit. He slipped into his new en-suite bathroom to do his makeup. He took his time, not feeling tired or rushed, or worried that his parents would wake up and come into his room. He started with mascara, then he put on a bit of eyeliner, and then he went heavy with the eye shadow. He dug out his concealer but he decided not to put any on. His skin looked surprisingly clear and, thanks to a year of HRT, his skin was softer than ever. So he finished off his look with a bit of lip-gloss.  
 
    Then he found himself back in his bedroom, in front of his full-length closet mirror. He looked at himself from different angles, admiring his progress. Feeling confident in the insulated walls and his new distance from his parents’ and sister’s bedrooms, he whispered to himself in his most natural girl voice, “You’re looking so cute.” He smiled.  
 
    And then he remembered that he owned a toy that he’d never used before. It was another gift he bought for himself online months before: a small vibrating dildo. It was a discreet toy, which was disguised as a small lamp until you unscrewed the base and pulled out the pink cock. Liam had used the dildo many times before, but never with the vibrator turned on. When he bought it, the website insisted that it was a silent vibration, but Liam disagreed. It was a loud unit, and he’d never been able to use it, worried it would be enough to wake up his family. But now, he felt more confident. He bent over with his back to the mirror and he lifted up his skirt. He pulled aside his panties and he started to wiggle the cock into his ass. He took a deep breath and then he pushed the on button. 
 
    It started to vibrate. It didn’t seem as loud as it used to—though Liam had a feeling that was just because he wasn’t so paranoid in the new house. He pushed the cock deep into his butt, until he felt the tip buzzing against his prostate. It was only a few seconds before his legs started to tremble. His cock was already hard. It never took much to make his cock hard once he was in a pair of panties.  
 
    He took a deep breath and looked over his shoulder, admiring his curvy ass, which was gracefully accepting that pink dildo. He thrust it quickly into his butt and his legs began to tremble harder. He moaned and then quickly turned his face and mashed it into a pillow, so no one would hear his moaning—not that he was too worried. He’d done a few tests over the past few weeks, putting music on in his room before casually meandering through the house to find out how loud he had to be before he could be heard. Even when he had his speakers set to their loudest setting, his music wasn’t easily heard downstairs.  
 
    But he still wasn’t about to take any chances.  
 
    He pressed that vibrator against his prostate and then he used both of his hands to jerk himself off: one hand massaging his balls and one stroking his rod. It didn’t take long. Thirty seconds later, he was trembling all over with an intense euphoria pulsing in his cock. He looked down just in time to see white streamers erupting from his cock, making a mess of the side of his bed. Usually he would have put a towel or two down, so there wouldn’t be too much mess—but this night he’d been too excited to think ahead.  
 
    Now, as he stood up, he felt embarrassed. He made a real mess of the side of his bed, and he couldn’t exactly sneak down to the basement to do a load of laundry. So he wiped up what he could and then he flipped his sheets over to hide the cum stains. He quickly put away his dildo and then he locked himself in his bathroom while he washed off his makeup.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It was five days later when Barry found himself back out in those woods, walking back towards Discovery Pines. For five days he tried to forget what he saw, and for five days, he tried to fight back the urge to go back. But on that fifth night, the urges were too powerful.  
 
    He didn’t know why he wanted to go back or what he wanted to see. It’s not like he enjoyed watching that young man frolicking around in women’s clothing. It’s not like he’d ever been attracted to men or interested in traps. But still, there he was, making the long hike through those woods in the middle of the night, just for a chance to catch another show in that same bedroom window. 
 
    He wasn’t sure where he was going. He knew Discovery Pines was west of his house, but he didn’t exactly use a map and a compass during his first trek out, when he accidentally discovered the small community. And it’s not like he recognized the trees or the fallen logs. But still, he figured he would be able to figure it out.  
 
    He had Whiskey with him, and he was ready to put Whiskey on a leash as soon as he saw the faint glow of the removed community. He didn’t want anyone to know that he was there, especially now that he was going to stare through a stranger’s window. He shivered at the realization that he was literally walking thirty minutes just to commit a crime—voyeurism was in fact a crime, punishable with jail time (he had looked it up a few days after the initial incident). But even knowing what he was doing, he still found himself doing it. He figured if he was caught, he could easily convince whomever he needed to convince that he was just out walking his dog.  
 
    When he finally saw that faint glow, his heart skipped a beat and he perked up. He knew it was unlikely that he would catch the same show again, even though it was the same time of night. He knew it was unlikely that the young man’s blinds would even be open again, but it’s not like he had anything better to do. He’d been unemployed now for four days, based on his lawyer’s recommendation. “If you aren’t making any money, then the judge is less likely to slap you with alimony,” Barry’s lawyer said. So he begged his boss to fire him, and he was successful.  
 
    But now he had nothing to do—nothing to do but wander around the house that would soon be sold to pay a woman who didn’t deserve anything. Barry tried not to think about her, but it was impossible not to. She was everywhere he looked. Even things that had nothing to do with her made him think of her—like his guitar. He bought that guitar years before he met her, but now he would probably have to sell it to pay off her absurd fees. He was afraid he might even have to sell his dog to pay her off—he wasn’t sure he would be able to afford the dog food once she took everything he owned.  
 
    The more he thought about her, the angrier he became. He found himself wondering: if she was supposedly entitled to half of his assets, why did it seem like she was taking everything? Where did they come up with that $455,000 number? He bought his house for $350,000—and half of $350,000 is $175,000. So where did the rest of that incredible number come from? Barry had tried asking, but the lawyer’s answer made no sense, and Barry knew that he wouldn’t be able to make any sense of it, no matter how it was explained to him. Because the whole thing was completely nonsensical.  
 
    Barry noticed that familiar glow growing in the distance. He called Whiskey over and put him on a leash. Then he started creeping towards the light, his heart suddenly pounding. And for the first time in five days, he forgot that he was in the middle of a ludicrous legal battle. He forgot that there was a crazy woman trying to bleed him for every penny he had and every penny he would ever make. Now, he was only thinking about the crazy sight he’d seen almost a week before. Now, he was only thinking about that young man who looked surprisingly like a girl with a skirt and a wig and a bit of makeup.  
 
    Barry carefully climbed over the muddy ridge and found himself in an unfamiliar spot. The houses were clearly built by the same developer, but they weren’t familiar. There were a few porch lights left on, but now glowing windows. Barry knew he wasn’t in the same place and he wasn’t sure which direction the same place was. He looked both ways and tried to see if there were any recognizable landmarks. But there was nothing familiar. So he started walking down, along that ridge, looking at houses for anything familiar. He tried to remember if there was anything different about that house, aside from the sissy getting dolled up in the window.  
 
    He remembered a garden gnome in one of the flowerbeds. So he kept his eye out for that garden gnome. He couldn’t spot it yet, but there were still plenty of houses backing onto that wooded area. The community of Discovery Pines wasn’t huge—maybe one hundred houses in a large ring around a private manmade lake. Barry knew it would only take twenty minutes or so to walk around the whole thing.  
 
    He couldn’t spot that garden gnome.  
 
    And he was just about to give up and turn back when a nearby light suddenly flicked on. Barry froze. He wanted to quickly sprint back into those woods before anyone got a good look at him, but he wasn’t able to will himself to move a single muscle. Slowly, he turned his head towards the source of the new light. 
 
    It was coming from inside one of the houses: a glowing upstairs window in an otherwise black structure. Barry stared at the window for a moment before recognizing the curtains hanging at the window’s edges: it was the same room from the week before. And not even five seconds after this revelation, the young man appeared in sight, walking across the room in his pyjamas.  
 
    Barry quickly hurried back towards the woods so he could watch from the safety of a tree. His heart was pounding and his brain was begging him to turn around and leave. He still couldn’t figure out why he wanted to watch so badly. He knew he was watching a young man and not a woman, but still he couldn’t bring himself to look away.  
 
    He had a feeling his strange obsession with watching the young man had something to do with his hard times with Sarah. Surely she’d tested him until he’d finally snapped, and now this was a repercussion of his newfound broken mental state. He let go of Whiskey’s leash, allowing the dog to trot off into the woods to do a bit of exploring while his owner watched a stranger from behind a tree.  
 
    Barry squirmed as his mind struggled between morals and urges. He hated himself for being a peeping tom, but he just couldn’t help it. The young man was so strangely fascinating. What would make a young man want to put on women’s clothing? And why was he doing it at such a strange hour of the night? Did anyone know about this young man’s secret? Or was Barry the only one?  
 
    He watched as the young man pulled off his pyjamas, leaving him standing naked. His legs and crotch were shaved smooth. If the young man was keeping his cross-dressing a secret, how was he keeping his shaved legs a secret? Did he have a good excuse, or did he just always keep them covered? Barry watched as the young man stepped in front of his closet mirror and stared at himself. The young man reached down and tucked his cock between his legs, making himself look impressively feminine—impressive because he wasn’t wearing makeup or a wig or even a skirt. He was just a naked man with no body hair, yet somehow he looked like a woman. 
 
    Maybe it was the slight lumps on his chest. How were those possible? Were they tiny implants or were they just soft pecs that looked like breasts? All of these questions kept Barry strangely fascinated and unable to look away. He had the perfect vantage point; up on that ridge, he could see everything above the young man’s calves.  
 
    He felt awkward and gross watching at first, until the young man had a pair of panties covering his cock and his blonde wig covering his short brown hair. Then, it suddenly didn’t seem so awkward, even though he knew he was breaking the law. Barry looked around often, making sure there weren’t any neighbours emerging from their houses. He knew he wasn’t completely safe, even behind that tree with his back to the dark forest. There could easily be another insomniac out walking his dog.  
 
    So Barry kept his body low. He kept the collar of his jacket up near his face and he was ready to run at a moment’s notice, though he was afraid that he might freeze up again at any potential conflict, like when that light turned on.  
 
    The young man was now slipping into a black dress. It was a tight fit, but it fit him perfectly, showing off his impressive hips and his cute little tits. His nipples were erect and visible all the way from those dark woods. Barry saw the young man’s cute feet briefly as the young man stepped up onto the bed. He wasn’t putting on makeup tonight, but he didn’t necessarily need it—though a bit of mascara would have made a big difference.  
 
    Barry waited for the young cross-dresser to do something, but the young cross-dresser just remained on the bed. He pulled out his laptop and appeared to be casually surfing the Internet—just going about his nightly business while wearing a black satin cocktail dress. He twirled his blonde hair with his pointer finger. Ten minutes went by. 
 
    Barry finally willed himself to stand up and leave, realizing he wasn’t just being a voyeur—he was being a full-blown stalker. He wasn’t just watching some free sex show, he was watching a young man while he casually surfed the net. Barry had no business lingering around in those woods, so he started to turn around. But then the young man finally did something— 
 
    He reached down and pulled up the skirt of his dress, exposing his panties and the big bulge hiding inside of them. He rubbed his fingers down the length of his bulge and then he reached in and fished his cock out. Barry found himself settling back into his place. Now he couldn’t leave. Now he had to stay and watch. 
 
    He’d heard of transgenders and cross-dressers before, but he’d never actually seen one before. Whenever the topic came up at work or on television, he always thought about the hairy Freddie Mercury lookalikes who stood and smoked outside the local gay bars, covered in body hair, with broad shoulders. He never thought of a petite, gentle looking young man whole smooth skin and a soft face. He didn’t think that a trans chick could actually look like a real chick, but this trans chick was awfully close. Even with her cock out, it was hard to see her as a man.  
 
    Barry watched as she stroked her shaft. Pink light flashed on her face. Barry assumed she was watching pornography, or maybe she was sharing webcams with a guy somewhere in the world. Though she seemed too timid to be sharing herself, even with the anonymity of the Internet. There was something about her mannerisms and the way she held herself that made her seem like the timid type.  
 
    She laid her head back and her lips parted. It was hard to see her now, so Barry had to stand up carefully on a fallen log. She was firmly pulling her cock up towards her sternum. She had a big cock—especially for a girl. With her free hand she reached down and fingered her butthole. She was only sticking the tip of her finger in—it seemed to be enough for her.  
 
    Barry felt his pants tightening. Was he aroused by the sight? He had to reach down and feel to believe it—he actually had an erection. He laughed and shook his head, realizing he was discovering something about himself. He didn’t mind being attracted to a trans chick. At least she was cute. At least she wasn’t some two hundred pound drag queen.  
 
    She stroked her cock elegantly—far more elegantly than any man could stroke his cock. She pushed her hips up into the air and her lips parted wider. Her cheeks turned red and then she pulled her finger out from her asshole and reached for a handful of tissue paper. She pressed that bundle of white tissue paper to the tip of her cock and then her body shuddered. She was coming. She slowly brought her hips back down to the mattress and her shoulders relaxed. She remained still for a few minutes, her chest heaving, her nipples still erect and pushing against the soft satin of the dress. Then she got up and threw that bundle of tissue paper into the toilet. She started getting undressed, and Barry knew it was his cue to leave.  
 
    He knew his cue to leave was five days before, when he first saw that young man in the window. He should have never stayed to watch, but he couldn’t help it. And now he felt even more helpless. Now, he was already planning on making the trek out to Discovery Pines again the next night. He had nothing better to do and he had nothing better to look forward to. 
 
    And it was nice to escape the anxiety Sarah filled him with, even if it was just for thirty minutes or so. He was sick of constantly thinking about Sarah and her lawyer and the upcoming court date. He was sick of constantly staring at his bank account, wondering how he was going to come up with all that money to scrub her from his life.  
 
    As Barry made his way home through that dark forest, an idea occurred to him. At first it seemed like an evil and cruel idea, but then he thought more about it and realized it may be his get-out-of-jail card. Maybe it was a bit mean, but maybe it would mean saving his house and his bank account and all of his future paycheques. A slight grin crossed his face.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    It had been a whole week since Liam had started cross-dressing again after his prolonged absence. He was excited—the new house was perfect. He had all the privacy he’d always wanted. Even the little lock on his bedroom door made all the difference—a little extra peace of mind as he got himself dolled up. He’d even started getting dressed up during the day, which he’d never done before—only ever when his parents were out of the house and his sister was occupied. It was extremely rare that she would ever come up to his room, so from time to time, he took the risk.  
 
    Liam was on his way to his room to try on a little dress he’d nabbed from his school’s drama room when his sister called his name. “There’s a package here for you,” she said. She was in the kitchen holding a box. 
 
    Liam’s heart skipped a beat and then fluttered down into his stomach. He quickly tried to remember if he’d ordered some lingerie or some makeup online. He never had any of his sissy supplies sent to the house, but maybe he made a mistake. Maybe he accidentally put his own address in the shipping details instead of a neighbour’s address, with a fake name… But he couldn’t remember ordering anything, to his house or to another house.  
 
    “Well do you want it or not?” his sister said. She was leaning against the counter, drinking a coffee. 
 
    Liam forced a smile. “Sure. I don’t remember ordering anything though,” he said. He took the box and gave it a shake. It was light, as if there wasn’t much inside. As he started towards his bedroom, he noticed there were no stamps on the box, and no markings from the post office or USPS. There wasn’t even a return address. It was just a box with his name and address. Liam didn’t have much experience with the post; he’d mailed a few letters to a pen pal back when he was in elementary school, and that was about it. But he knew you had to include a return address or the post wouldn’t deliver the package—at least that’s what he thought. Maybe he was wrong… 
 
    He closed the door to his room and then he locked it just to be safe. His heart was still trembling in his gut. A cold sweat bathed the back of his neck, but he wasn’t sure why. He kept telling himself that he had nothing to worry about, yet he continued to worry.  
 
    Using a pair of scissors, he opened the box. It was filled with crumpled up paper—about ten wads—and a small thumb drive. He took the thumb drive over to his laptop. As he inserted it, he noticed his hands were trembling. He took a deep breath. There were a couple of files on the small thumb drive: a zipped folder labelled ‘PICS’ and a little text document labelled ‘READ ME FIRST’. Liam followed the proper order by opening the text document. 
 
    “Hello beautiful. Thank you so much for your nightly shows. For some time now, they’ve been the highlight of my day. I hope this message doesn’t come as too much of a shock.” The letter continued but Liam’s vision suddenly became blurry as a ringing started in his ears. He quickly looked down at the bottom of the letter to see who sent it, but there were no names. He navigated back to the folder and tried right clicking the text document, to see if the sender’s name was encoded into the metadata. Then, he unzipped the folder and saw the pictures: pictures of himself, taken through his bedroom window, in makeup and lingerie. He didn’t look through the pictures—the thumbnails were enough. He realized he hadn’t taken a breath in almost a minute, so he took one now: a big, long, deep breath. He had to force himself to take another. He could feel the colour draining from his face. He’d never fainted before in his life, but he suddenly felt like he was about to for the first time.  
 
    He went back to that text document. 
 
    “I hope that you don’t stop your nightly shows after reading this letter,” the mysterious sender wrote. “In fact, I strongly suggest you continue your shows, unless you want these photos to end up in the hands of your friends and parents. And I would like it if you kept your blinds open. But don’t bother trying to spot me—you won’t see me.” Liam forced himself to take another breath. He couldn’t hear anything over the ringing in his ears—not even the knocking at his door. It wasn’t until his sister let herself into his room that he realized there had been someone at his door. He quickly closed that note and looked up at his sister. “What’s up?” he said. 
 
    “Didn’t you hear me knocking?” she asked. 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    “I just wanted to know what the package was.”  
 
    Liam looked over at his nightstand and grabbed the first thing he could see. “A new phone charger. I bought it on eBay for ten bucks like a month ago,” he said. “They charge like ninety bucks at the Apple Store.” He forced a smile.  
 
    “That’s a big box for a phone charger,” she said. 
 
    “I agree.”  
 
    His sister seemed satisfied, so she left, closing the door behind her. Liam waited until her footsteps were inaudible before he crept over to the door and locked it. Then he went to the window and shut his blinds before going back to his computer and opening that letter to read the rest.  
 
    “I would like for you to continue putting on your shows, every night. In the woods behind your house—about forty paces in, behind a fallen log—you will find a red box. In that red box you will find a new note every day—instructions. Please follow the instructions and I’ll make sure these pictures remain between you and me.”  
 
    Liam’s hands felt cold. He slipped them under his bum to warm them up, but it didn’t seem to help much. He tried to regain control of his breathing by taking a series of slow, deep breaths. Then he got up and went to the window and looked out at the woods. Even with the sun out, it was hard to see into those woods as the thick treetops blocked out the light. During the night, anyone on the other side of that first row of trees would be invisible.  
 
    After twenty minutes of anxiety-ridden silence, Liam decided to go out and see if the red box was real. Before he left, he looked at that text document note again, to make sure it was real and not just some horrible daydream that had come and gone. Unfortunately, the note was real.  
 
    He put on his shoes and casually meandered outside. Instead of heading straight to the forest, he decided to walk down the street, to a walking path that led to the woods. Then he doubled back. He though the detour would look more inconspicuous to anyone watching. He certainly didn’t want anyone finding that red box with the instructions inside—instructions that would probably give his cross-dressing secret away.  
 
    He looked around often, to make sure no one was watching. It took a while to find that red box out in those woods, but it was there, behind a fallen tree, nestled in a pile of leaves. He opened it up. Inside the box was a little French maid costume, complete with the frilly lace headband and white stockings. There was also a piece of paper and a pen. There was a note written on the piece of paper: “Please write down your shoe size. And take the costume for tonight’s show. Thank you.” So Liam wrote down his shoe size and left the paper in the box.  
 
    Liam felt his gut turn as he picked up the black and white French maid outfit. It was soft in his fingers. He was excited to put it on and feel it against his skin. But he was terrified to do it with a mysterious audience.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Barry wasn’t proud of what he’d done. But he knew it was a necessary evil.  
 
    He was now on his way to meet with Sarah for the first time since she’d moved out. It was a meeting scheduled by her lawyer, to try and come to a deal before going to court (to save everyone’s time an Barry’s money). Barry was hoping that he could plead with Sarah, but his lawyer told him that talking to her personally would be highly discouraged. He was going to try anyway.  
 
    When he pulled up to her lawyer’s building, he realized his situation was worse than he originally though. Her lawyer’s name was on the side of the large building, and his office was up on the top floor, looking down at the city. Barry’s lawyer worked out of a strip mall in the grungy part of town.  
 
    Barry had to buzz to be let in. His lawyer was already upstairs waiting for him. “Remember, don’t say anything unless you’re asked a question directly. And try to remain civil,” his lawyer said as they walked towards the meeting room where Sarah and her lawyer were waiting. 
 
    Barry noticed Sarah’s lawyer before he noticed Sarah. He was wearing a slick black suit with a dark red tie, and he had his hair slicked back, making him look like the villain in some World War 2 movie.  
 
    Sarah looked different. She had her long hair recently bleached blonde and she now had it tied up into a fancy-looking braided bun, which she probably had done by a professional. Her makeup was also better than ever before, also probably done by a professional. Barry didn’t know a lot about women’s shoes, but he knew that the ones on Sarah’s feet were Louboutins—probably worth over a grand. And her sparkling pantsuit didn’t look cheap either. By the looks of it, Sarah was already spending Barry’s money, positive she was going to win the case.  
 
    But for the first time in months, Barry had a glimmer of hope glowing inside of him. Sarah wasn’t necessarily going to win the case. In fact, she might end up owing Barry a lot of money. According to Barry’s lawyer, if Barry were to win, he would be entitled to counter-sue for expenses and damages. Maybe Barry would be the one wearing the expensive clothes at their next rendezvous.  
 
    “Let’s just make this quick,” Sarah’s lawyer said. “I’ve got a dinner at five and I want to make it to the gym first. My client and Mr. Peters were common-law partners after two years of cohabitation.  Having been common-law partners, my client is entitled to half of Mr. Peters’s assets. We’ve already gone ahead and calculated the value of Mr. Peters’s assets at the time of the split. That number is $910,000. Split in half is $455,000.”  
 
    “Okay,” Barry’s lawyer said. “But they weren’t technically dating for the full two years. For the first year they were just roommates, and roommates can’t be considered common-law.”  
 
    “First of all, good luck proving that they were just roommates. And second of all, who says that roommates can’t be common-law? What’s really the difference between romantic partners and roommates?”  
 
    Barry’s lawyer appeared to be stumped. Barry bit his tongue in an attempt not to scream. His lawyer was useless. Sarah’s lawyer was dancing circles around him, making him look like a total buffoon, and all Barry could do was sit there and listen. But Barry didn’t need his lawyer—he had a plan to deal with this whole mess himself.  
 
    “At least consider dropping the alimony payments—as a sign of generosity. My client recently lost his job and can’t possibly make the payments.”  
 
    “That’s his problem, not ours,” said Sarah’s lawyer. And Barry’s lawyer was silent. Meanwhile, Sarah sat with her arms crossed. She had a big, arrogant smile on her face as she slowly nodded her head. She didn’t look at Barry, as if she was too good to look at Barry. “My client hasn’t been able to work since the split. The emotional trauma has been too much. Consider yourselves lucky that we aren’t asking for emotional reparations.”  
 
    “But she cheated on me!” Barry finally said. Barry’s lawyer looked at him with a scowl.  
 
    “What my client means to say is, they’re both undergoing emotional stress.”  
 
    “My client will not be able to maintain her lifestyle without Mr. Peters’s alimony payments, and we believe it’s only fair that she continued to live her life the way she wants to live her life. Don’t you agree?”  
 
    Barry’s lawyer was again silent—a completely useless glob of flesh stuffed into a suit that was one size too small. He looked over at Barry slowly. “I’m not sure what else I can say, Barry,” he said, shrugging his shoulders in complete defeat.  
 
    Barry looked from his lawyer to Sarah’s lawyer and then to Sarah. “I was never in a relationship with Sarah.” The room became silent. Sarah’s eyes became wide for a moment before she let a laugh slip. “According to Canada’s Citizenship & Immigration code, a common-law partner refers to a person who is living in a conjugal relationship with another person, and has done so continuously for a period of at least one year.”  
 
    “We were a couple for a year, dummy,” Sarah said, rolling her eyes.  
 
    “Wrong,” Barry said. “We were just roommates. I was in an actual relationship with someone else.”  
 
    The room was silent again. “Are you saying that my client was your mistress?” Sarah’s lawyer asked. 
 
    “No. I never slept with Sarah,” Barry lied.  
 
    Sarah stood up and pointed her finger firmly at Barry. “Liar! We slept together almost every night for a year.” 
 
    “No we didn’t,” he said. “In fact, I spent most nights with my actual girlfriend.”  
 
    “He’s lying!” Sarah said, sitting back in her chair with a loud humph.  
 
    “Can you prove this relationship was real, Barry?” Barry’s lawyer asked. 
 
    “Yes,” he said.  
 
    “How?” Sarah demanded. 
 
    “I suppose she could testify,” Barry said with a calm smile.  
 
    “He’s obviously lying,” Sarah said to her lawyer. “He’s probably just got a friend to pretend to be his girlfriend. This woman’s testimony can’t seriously be taken as evidence, can it?”  
 
    Barry’s lawyer perked up. “Technically it’s just as much proof as you saying otherwise. So unless you can tangibly prove that you and my client were in a relationship, then Barry’s girlfriend’s testimony should satisfy a judge.”  
 
    Sarah’s eyes were wide and her lips were parted. She tried to muster up some words, but she had no idea what to say. Barry’s heart was racing as he sat back in his chair. He was starting to doubt his own plan, but he had nothing else to work with.  
 
    “Okay, well perhaps we’d be willing to drop the alimony payments,” Sarah’s lawyer said, to Sarah’s shock. “And we can settle with the $455,000 flat payment as a settlement. That way we can avoid going to court.” He whispered something into her ear, which she didn’t seem to like.  
 
    “What if we cut that number in half—to $227,500?” Barry’s lawyer suggested. 
 
    Sarah and her lawyer whispered to one another, as if they were actually considering it. “Could we make it $300,000?” Sarah’s lawyer asked. Barry’s lawyer looked over at Barry, waiting for his approval. But it wasn’t good enough for Barry. 
 
    “No,” Barry said. “She isn’t entitled to anything because we were never engaged in a relationship. So she’ll get nothing.” Now everyone, Barry’s lawyer included, was staring at Barry with wide eyes and parted lips. Barry stood up and straightened his shirt. “I guess we’ll all see each other in court.” Barry’s lawyer jumped to his feet to follow Barry out.  
 
    “Are you nuts?” he asked in the hallway. “That was the best deal we were going to get.”  
 
    “But if the judge hears my girlfriend’s testimony, won’t that ruin Sarah’s case?” 
 
    “Maybe. Assuming you can get this girl on the stand, willing to testify under oath.”  
 
    “That shouldn’t be an issue,” Barry said, feeling that warm glow growing inside of him. Finally, it wasn’t looking like his life was coming to a sudden halt. Maybe Sarah didn’t have him beat.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Liam felt awkward in the French maid outfit. It fit his body perfectly and it pronounced his curves in the sexiest way possible—but he knew there was someone watching him through his window. He was too afraid to go up to that window and look out, and he knew it would be impossible to see whoever was out there. 
 
    And who was out there? Was it someone he knew? How did they know his name to put on the package? And how did they know to look into his window in the middle of the night? Had this person been spying on Liam for months—maybe even years?  
 
    Liam had no idea. He just knew he didn’t want to rub his tormentor the wrong way. He had to follow his or her commands so those pictures wouldn’t get out. Liam couldn’t imagine how horrible his life would be if his father saw those photos. Or if the pictures ended up taped to his locker at school… Suicide might even become an option at that point.  
 
    Now that Liam was all dolled up, he wasn’t sure what to do next. The instructions just told him to put the outfit on for his ‘nightly show’. And what was his nightly show supposed to be? Usually he jerked off once he got dressed up, but how could he jerk off now knowing someone was watching?  
 
    He walked over to the mirror and checked himself out. He was afraid to look too excited, but he also didn’t want to disappoint his mystery audience. He closed his eyes for a second and tried to pretend like no one was watching—but that was an impossible feat. So he opened his eyes and tried to distract himself with himself. 
 
    He really looked good in that black and white French maid outfit. His legs looked stunning under that little frilly skirt and he was pretty sure his tits looked bigger than they ever looked before—maybe he’d had a growth spurt?  
 
    He spun around and then he ran his fingers down his satin-clad sides. And a strange thought occurred to him: maybe this arrangement wouldn’t be so bad once he got used to the idea there was someone watching. He couldn’t complain about the free sexy outfits. He wasn’t wearing a cheap French maid outfit from some crappy costume store. The satin and lace hugging his skin now was high quality—probably worth at least one hundred bucks.  
 
    Liam noticed his cock beginning to harden as the tiny satin bottoms began to tighten. He closed his eyes and tried to control his breathing. The thought of getting an erection in front of a stranger was humiliating. But what if it wasn’t a stranger outside? What if it was someone from his school? What if it was one of his friends, tormenting him as a joke? How could he possibly jerk off in front of one of his friends?  
 
    He reached down and tucked his throbbing cock upwards, against his abdomen. He tried to ignore it as he wandered through his room, pretending to clean up. Maybe that would be enough—him bending over and tidying up while dressed like a maid… Maybe jerking off wasn’t part of the arrangement.  
 
    Liam killed an hour tidying up and staring into the mirror. Then he got undressed and went to bed. It took a good hour before his heart stopped pounding, so he could actually fall asleep. On his way to school, he detoured out into those woods and went to that red box. There was a note inside. “Tonight, I want to see you get off,” the note said. “I’ll give you extra points if you come on the window.” There was an outfit underneath the note: a pair of black X-pasties, a white fishnet crop-top, a pair of black high-waisted crochet panties, and a pair of tall, strappy heels in his size.  
 
    Liam felt embarrassed because he was actually excited to put the outfit on. He left it in the box but he took the letter, so he could throw it out on the way to school (just in case anyone found the box during the day). After school, he grabbed the outfit and snuck it up to his bedroom. It was still light out but he couldn’t wait to try the outfit on. So he closed his blinds and locked his door and took the sexy festival slut costume for a test run. He squeezed into the crochet panties and then he stuck the pasties to his nipples. He was already grinning, thinking he looked as sexy as hell. Then he put on the fishnet top and got into his wig. He didn’t put on any makeup—makeup would have to wait for the night, when everyone was asleep except for him and his secret voyeur.  
 
    He couldn’t wait, but at the same time his heart was filled with cold dread. He wasn’t just going to be getting dolled up—now he had to jerk off while someone watched. It wouldn’t be his proudest moment, but he had to do it—even if it was a friend watching while laughing and taping. He couldn’t risk letting those photos get out.  
 
    So he got dolled up again once his family was fast asleep. He spent a bit of extra time getting his makeup perfect after looking online at sexy festival slut makeup styles. He went dark with the eye shadow and heavy with the eyeliner. He put a bit of extra lip-gloss on his lips and then wondered if the small details would even be noticed by someone hiding way out in the forest. Did they have binoculars or some sort of camera with a zoom feature? The photos that were on that thumb drive weren’t zoomed in at all. But that didn’t mean the mysterious watcher wasn’t watching with binoculars.  
 
    Liam’s heart was pounding as he stepped out of his en-suite bathroom for his second ‘nightly show’, which was maybe technically his first as he was going to be exposing his erect cock for the first time. He walked through his bedroom, wondering how to start. What did the watcher want? Was he just expected to stand in front of the window and jerk off? Or was the watcher expecting more than that?  
 
    Liam went to his secret lamp. He picked it up and unscrewed the hidden dildo from the base. He wasn’t sure if he was about to embarrass himself or if he was just doing exactly what was expected of him. He walked over to the window. He couldn’t see out with the lights on in his room. He could only see his own reflection. At least he looked cute and sexy. At least he didn’t look like some hairy old man squished into a tube dress.  
 
    He took the dildo and pressed the button on the base, making it vibrate. Then he ran the dildo down his chest. He stopped and let the vibrating tip stimulate his nipples for a moment before reaching it down to stimulate the tip of his cock. He was already hard, but the panties were still covering his flesh. He closed his eyes and reached down to fish his cock out. He was too afraid to re-open them and see his reflection: the exact image the stranger outside was seeing. But he knew he couldn’t keep his eyes closed forever, so he forced them open.  
 
    He saw his throbbing erection standing tall, reaching towards his sternum. He teased it with the vibrating dildo, hoping it was satisfying his tormentor. He brought the dildo to his lips and he sucked it for a minute. Then he turned around and took a deep breath. He pulled aside the crochet panties and pressed the tip of that vibrator to his asshole. If the stranger out there wanted a ‘nightly show’ then he was getting one. 
 
    Liam pushed the vibrator into his ass. He became tense—even more tense than he already was. He pushed it in deep until it was pressed against his prostate, making his legs tremble slightly. It was hard standing in the little heels. He didn’t have any experience with heels. He never fit into his sister’s heels but he’d always wanted a pair of his own. Now he had a pair, which were surprisingly his style.  
 
    He plunged the vibrator into his ass for a couple of minutes, bending over to make sure the watcher could see everything. Then he found himself reaching down and massaging the length of his cock. He realized that was probably what the stranger outside wanted to see more than anything, so he turned around and saw himself again, cheeks red and cock throbbing. He watched himself as he stroked his length, and then he watched himself as his body became tenser, trembling. He bit down on his lip and realized he was about to come. He tried to hold it back, but he wasn’t sure why. The sooner he came, the sooner it was all over with. He took a step forward, so he was just inches from the glass. And then he groaned. 
 
    His big, warm load splattered against the glass and streamed downwards—shot after shot after shot, painting the glass white. He couldn’t believe how much cum he’d produced. He usually came into a handful of tissues. Did he always come this much?  
 
    He stumbled back from the window and felt his face turning even redder as he realized what he’d just done. He took a deep breath and then quickly went to grab some tissues to clean off the window. Then he closed the blinds and got undressed, praying it was enough for his tormentor. And as he went to sleep, instead of feeling sick and humiliated, he found himself excited to see what the next outfit would be in the red box. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    A court date had been set. Barry had three weeks to prepare his defence so that he would hopefully not have to pay a dime to his ex-girlfriend, who was never really his girlfriend at all. They never talked about being official partners. There was only sex, but even then, there was no proof. But Barry felt that having sex with your roommate shouldn’t entitle you to half of their assets, so he had no qualms in lying about it, even under oath.  
 
    But he did feel a bit guilty about the video he was working on exporting, which he’d taken the night before out in the woods, pointing his new camera up at that Discovery Pines house as Liam came all over the window while dressed in that sexy white fishnet crop-top. He didn’t like tormenting the poor young man, but it still seemed better than the alternative—it even seemed better than the reduced settlement offer, which was still more money than he had. If he took that offer, he would still have to sell his house and his car and maybe even his dog.  
 
    He put that video onto a new thumb drive and he wrapped the thumb drive with a red one-piece bathing suit he thought would look especially sexy on Liam’s tight, young body. He also included a more formal outfit: a tight grey tank top and a pair of factory-ripped jean shorts. He stuffed the lot into a grocery bag along with a cheap camcorder and then he went on a walk with his dog into the woods. He found that red box and he stashed the outfit. He had a note written and prepared on that thumb drive, labelled ‘READ ME FIRST’. His note started with an apology, and then he requested some video recordings, which he would give to Sarah and her lawyer in an attempt to get them to drop their case before the court date. Unfortunately, for the video recordings to be of any use, he had to give Liam his real name. Fortunately, there were many Barry Peters who lived in the city. And even if Liam tracked Barry down, Barry still had all of those photos and videos to use as blackmail.  
 
    That night, he watched as Liam got dolled up in the bathing suit. He watched as Liam sat on the bed and jerked off until he came all over his own chest, and then he watched as Liam changed into the tank top and jean shorts to record the video segments he needed for his court case. Liam didn’t seem to be hesitating at all, which was a huge relief for Barry. As long as Liam was willing to play along, then the court battle was as good as won.  
 
    Barry recorded Liam’s nightly show that night with a new camera he’d purchased that afternoon. The quality was much better and the zoom was impressive. He was able to zoom that camera right into Liam’s bedroom. When he got home, he played the footage back. He could actually see the cum bloating through Liam’s cock during his orgasm, thanks to the camera’s slow-motion feature. He watched that video a few times and then he found himself wondering if he would actually do it—if he would actually release those tapes and pictures if Liam suddenly decided not to play along. Probably not. How could he? Especially now that Liam knew his name and probably had enough information to track him down. If Barry outed him, then what would be stopping him from taking all of those tapes and blackmail letters to the police?  
 
    Thankfully, it wasn’t something Barry had to worry about yet, as Liam was still acting as a willing participant. In the morning, Barry went out and retrieved the camcorder from the box, so he could get those tapes to send to Sarah and her lawyer. He played them back before he e-mailed them out, and he was shocked by how feminine Liam’s voice was. She really sounded just like a girl, which was another relief. Barry had been completely prepared to tell the court that he’d been in a relationship with a transgender, but now it was looking like he wouldn’t have to. In the tapes, Liam referred to herself as Lexi. Barry liked that name—Lexi. It suited her. She had a cute smile as she spoke. She didn’t look tormented, but she did look a bit embarrassed. Her cheeks were a shade of red in each video, but it only made her look cuter.  
 
    He had just what he needed: a cute young woman who Sarah had never met, saying, “I’ve been dating Barry for almost three years. During 2016, Barry spent most nights at my house.” Barry just wished he could have been in the room when Sarah watched the tapes—to see her pale expression as she realized she wasn’t getting a dime of his money. That afternoon, Barry’s lawyer called with another settlement offer. “Now they’re willing to take just $150,000 with no alimony. I think you should take it,” he said. 
 
    “I told you—she’s not getting anything.” And Barry meant it. Now he was more confident than ever. 
 
    Until his lawyer said, “Okay, well then we’re going to want your little girlfriend to testify in court.” Barry’s heart skipped a beat before plunging into his gut. He’d known it was a possibility with his new lie, but he never thought it would get to that. His optimism had assured him that there would be no day in court—though now that optimism was dwindling. He could still take the offer. He could sell his house, give her the $150,000, and then buy a cheap condo with what he had left… At least then he would have something… 
 
    Or he could see how far Lexi was willing to go, and how badly she wanted those tapes to stay away from her friends and family members. So he prepared a note and stuffed it into a bag along with a new outfit and a toy he’d purchased online: a long, black dildo that was much thicker and longer than anything he’d ever seen her use. He wasn’t including the toy as part of his blackmail. He thought of it more as a thank you gift, for recording the videos—and maybe as an early thank you gift for appearing in court. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    Liam didn’t get much work done at school. He spent most of the day in the library, hidden in the corner with his laptop as he searched for every Barry Peters in the city. He even widened his search to find every Barry Peters in the province. There were fifteen that he could find—three who lived within ten kilometers of him. He had no way of knowing which Barry Peters was his tormentor, or if any of them were his tormentor. Maybe the Barry Peters name was just fed to him to throw him off. Maybe it was the name of a friend or some client on the other side of the world who needed some strange proof that he had a girlfriend at one point in his life.  
 
    But if Barry Peters was actually the blackmailer, then he had a pretty good idea of which Barry Peters was responsible. There was a Barry Peters who, according to Facebook, lived in the community on the other side of the woods behind Liam’s house. He was in his early thirties and he looked like a normal enough guy. He dressed nicely in his photos and he was decently well built. He had a handsome smile. Apparently he owned a house and had a decent job. But why would such a well put together man be out in the woods blackmailing eighteen year olds? Maybe that was just his fetish…  
 
    Liam went straight to that red box on his way home from school to see what kind of goodies were awaiting him. It was quickly becoming his favourite part of his day, like opening a fresh pack of trading cards—he had no idea what to expect, but he knew he was going to like it. Today’s outfit was a black lacy two-piece with a pair of lace kitty ears and a clip-on kitty tail. Liam snuck the outfit into his house, along with the big black dildo that made his heart pound. He wasn’t sure the dildo would fit in his tight asshole, but he was strangely excited to try. 
 
    It wasn’t until he was in his room that he discovered the note folded into the lacy top. His excitement was suddenly replaced by an increasingly familiar dread. “Kiss the window tonight if you’re willing to do anything to keep these pictures from your friends and family.” Liam wasn’t sure what ‘anything’ meant, but that didn’t stop him from kissing the window at the start and at the end of his nightly performance—just in case the watcher didn’t see the first kiss. He waited a couple of hours before wiping the lip-gloss off the window.  
 
    It was a quick show that night. Once he’d managed to stuff that thick black dildo into his ass, he knew he wasn’t going to last long. It felt good—too good. His cock had never been so hard and he’d never produced nearly as much cum in his entire life. When he pulled the dildo out, he felt empty and stretched out. He had a tough time walking the next day, as his butt was still sore from being stretched so wide. He told his friends that he’d fallen off his bike when they asked why he was walking funny.  
 
    He was so excited to see the red box that afternoon that he ran to it. He couldn’t wait to see which outfit was awaiting him, though he was starting to worry about storage. His black backpack was full of clothes so he was going to have to find somewhere else to keep the slutty outfits hidden. He opened the box and quickly pulled out an outfit that surprised him: a pencil skirt, a white blouse, a pair of black heels, and some costume jewellery. It was a nice outfit, but it wasn’t exactly sexy. It wasn’t something a stripper would wear on stage, and it wouldn’t be the cutest outfit to wear during a nightly show. So he read the note. 
 
    “Next Friday I need you to testify in court. You can wear this or something else; nothing too scandalous. But tonight, I want you to go out in this and get comfortable with being out of the house as Lexi. Leave the house at 9:00 PM. Go into town for a couple of hours. Have some fun.”  
 
    Liam’s heart was suddenly pounding after a moment where it wasn’t beating at all. What did his tormentor mean, ‘go out in this’? Was Liam actually being blackmailed into leaving the house as a woman? How could he do it? His parents would still be up at 9:00 PM, in the living room with a view of both the front and back door. And what if they decided to check on Liam before going to bed?  
 
    Liam took a deep breath and read the note again. He wasn’t so worried about his parents—he could survive a bit of punishment if they realized he’d snuck out. He was eighteen after all—old enough to go out at night. He was more worried about being out as a woman, for the first time ever, and possibly being seen by a friend or someone from school. What if they recognize him? What if word gets out that he likes to get dolled up and pretend to be a woman? Then all of this blackmail hoop jumping was for nothing… 
 
    But what other choice did he have? 
 
    During dinner, Liam pretended to be exhausted. He even faked a nod off. His mother asked him if everything was okay. “I just stayed up late last night studying for this test, and now I have to stay up late again tonight,” he lied. 
 
    “When’s the test?” 
 
    “Tomorrow,” Liam said, even though there was no test. 
 
    “Studying is important, but sleep is more important. You won’t do well on the test if you’re exhausted.”  
 
    “Maybe you’re right,” Liam said. His mom was a teacher at a nearby school, and she’d given him the same lecture before.  
 
    So after dinner, Liam went into his room and stuffed pillows under his blankets. Then, with his parents still awake and buzzing around downstairs, he started getting ready. He carefully crept through his room gathering everything he might need. He put his wallet into a little purse and then he started getting dressed. He saved the wig and makeup for the end, just in case he had to perform an emergency disrobing. He was about to start doing his makeup when he heard the heavy footsteps of his father coming up the stairs. He panicked and jumped into his bed, throwing himself under the covers and then realizing his female wardrobe was all over the floor. But his father’s footsteps were at his door now. All he could do was hope that his father wouldn’t see the clothes. 
 
    But luckily, Liam’s dad didn’t come in. He walked by and went to the closet at the end of the hall before heading back down the stairs. 
 
    Liam decided it would be better to do his makeup elsewhere, maybe in a public bathroom on his way to the bus that would take him into town. So he packed his makeup supplies into his purse and then he got his wig onto his head. He spent the next five minutes carefully scaling down from his bedroom to the back yard. It was slightly past nine—he hoped he wasn’t too late for his cruel blackmailer. As he touched his feet to the ground, he wondered if the blackmailer was watching from the woods now. Liam was too afraid to look, too afraid to see the glowing eyes of some twisted voyeur. He didn’t want to see his rival’s face. He liked to think that his tormentor was a normal-looking guy with some well-intentioned master plan, but he knew it was more likely that his tormentor was some overweight, sweaty mouth breather who liked the stroke his cock from the dark safety of the woods.  
 
    But Liam had to go into the woods to get away from the house without being seen. His heart raced as he ran within twenty feet of the hidden red box. He didn’t look over at the box, worried the blackmailer would be sitting there watching. He kept running until he was a good half-mile from his home. Then he emerged from the woods and slipped between two houses, onto the sidewalk that would bring him to his bus stop. But first, it would bring him to a small grassy park with a public bathroom. There were two young boys playing basketball on the small cement court. They didn’t notice Liam as he slipped into the women’s bathroom and locked the door.  
 
    Liam wasn’t wearing the pencil skirt and blouse that he’d gotten that afternoon in the red box. Instead, he went with something more casual, saving the pencil skirt outfit for the apparent court date, which was still a giant mystery. Tonight, Liam was wearing one of his go-to outfits: a black tank top and his favourite red plaid high-waisted skirt. He had his hair tied into two tight French braids. It was what he considered to be his classic look—and he also considered it to be his most convincing look. If he was going to go into town undetected, sporting this look was his best bet.  
 
    The light in that public bathroom wasn’t ideal, but it was good enough that Liam was able to complete his transformation into Lexi. He went dark with the mascara and dark with the eyeliner, and then minimal everywhere else. He did a bit of contouring on his nose and cheekbones, just to make himself a little bit more unrecognizable.  
 
    He took a minute to stare at himself in the mirror, trying to decide if there was anything else he could do to improve his disguise, so there would be no chance of being recognized. And then he remembered he was likely being followed—there was someone lurking out there, waiting for him to emerge from that bathroom an get on with his night out. So he took a deep breath and stepped out from the bathroom. 
 
    The playing children were gone now and the sun was completely gone. Liam looked around but could see no one. But he still had to follow his commands, so he started towards the bus stop. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Catching up with Lexi wasn’t easy. After Barry watched Lexi scale down from her bedroom window, he had to run back through the woods and then he had to take his car a couple of miles to make it to the bus stop before Lexi’s bus pulled up. When Lexi wasn’t on the first bus that went by, Barry worried that he’d missed her. When Lexi wasn’t on the second bus, Barry started losing hope. It didn’t help that he had to get on each bus to see the faces onboard, and then he had to get off at the next stop and walk all the way back before the next bus came. 
 
    He looked up from the book he was pretending to read as he stepped onto that third bus. He expected to see a bus full of strangers as he scanned the faces. And then he saw her, staring out the window, stashed away in the back corner of the bus. She looked over at him and then he darted his gaze away, terrified of making eye contact. He knew that she would have no idea who he was—just another guy getting on the bus—but he didn’t want her recognizing him in a couple of weeks when she came to testify in court. Not that it mattered whether or not she recognized him; she would be testifying either way, assuming she was still willing to play ball.  
 
    Barry took a seat near the front of the bus, on one of the sideways-facing seats, so he could keep an eye on Lexi. Lexi had turned her attention back to the window. Barry felt a lot more nervous than he expected. Every time she so much as repositioned her body, Barry found himself perking up, darting his gaze away, and becoming tense. He tried his best to play it cool when Lexi finally stood up and walked over to the door. He watched over the pages of his book as she pressed the ‘NEXT STOP’ button. He didn’t stand up right away. He knew that she probably suspected someone was trailing her, and she probably suspected that someone was on the bus with her. Barry looked down as she looked around before stepping off. 
 
    Thankfully about four other people stepped off the bus with Lexi. Barry did his best to blend in with them. He stalled at the bus stop until Lexi was half a block away, and then he started trailing her, sticking close to the building walls in an attempt to blend into the shadows. Whenever Lexi looked back, Barry did his best to look inconspicuous. He tried not to stop or look away suddenly, knowing that would be a sure-fire way to grab her attention. But it was hard not to react suddenly whenever her gaze turned back towards him.  
 
    He let her get a whole block ahead of him. She seemed to be meandering around downtown without any goals. Barry was just happy to see her out, to watch her passing strangers in the street so she could become more and more comfortable with being a woman in public. He watched as a few guys turned around and checked out her ass as they walked by. Barry couldn’t help but smile, but he also couldn’t help but feel a tad bit jealous, as if the men were checking out something that belonged to him.  
 
    Barry was surprised when Lexi slipped into a crowded bar. Though maybe it was a smart move. The bar was loud and the patrons were drunk, so it was probably the best place to blend in and remain unnoticed. And if anyone did notice her or try to talk to her, they wouldn’t be able to hear that slightly masculine tinge to her voice. Barry waited outside of the bar for a good fifteen minutes—peering in through the windows occasionally to make sure she was still there—before heading in himself. Lexi had taken a seat at the bar. She was drinking a vodka martini. Barry took a seat in a small, recently emptied booth, facing the bar. The previous patrons empty drinks were still on the table, as well as the crumbs from their French fries. But Barry didn’t mind. He wasn’t there to eat anyway. He was just there to keep an eye on Lexi, to decide whether she was ready for court, and whether she was committed to testifying.  
 
    As Lexi finished her first drink, a tall man slipped up next to her. He flagged down the bartender and ordered Lexi a second drink. Then he took the seat next to her and started chatting with her. It was another good sign, but again, Barry felt a tinge of jealousy creeping into his gut. Lexi was his girl—his creation. He’d spent the past few weeks watching her, buying her clothes and toys, making her more and more comfortable with being a lady. And now some other guy was swooping in to enjoy all of Barry’s hard work… 
 
    But Barry knew that Lexi wasn’t his—she didn’t belong to him and he didn’t want anything from her other than her testimony in court, so that Barry wouldn’t have to pay out every dollar he had to his name plus more.  
 
    The man bought Lexi her third drink, and then he got up and extended his hand. Lexi shook her head but the man was persistent. Finally, he got her to her feet and led her over to the dance floor. Lexi’s cheeks were dark red as they stepped onto the busy dance floor. The man started dancing as she stood, embarrassed with a big goofy smile on her face. She looked around and then she started dancing. She wasn’t the greatest dancer, but she was cute. Barry noticed a few different guys looking her way from the safety of their tables, especially once she was twisting, making her skirt rise up to show off her long, smooth legs. Everyone was oblivious to the fact they were gawking over a biological man.  
 
    Another hour passed and Lexi had consumed another couple of drinks. She’d gone out onto the dance floor with a couple more guys, and she even had to dodge the kiss of one particularly drunken man. But she was having fun. Barry watched her closely as she stumbled towards the bathroom. Then he watched as one of Lexi’s admirers walked over the bathroom to wait for her to emerge. He didn’t waste a second once she was out of the bathroom, already with a stiff drink to give to her. She took it, and he insisted that she pound it back. The man was being pushy and Lexi was too drunk and fragile to fend him off. He got an arm around her, placing his chin on her shoulder, and then Barry watched his lips say the words, “Come home with me.”  
 
    Barry watched as the man’s hands caressed Lexi’s sides, up and down, wrapping around her body—his fingers moving closer and closer to her tits. She tried to push his hands away, but he was determined to get what he wanted. He gave her a nudge towards the door. Lexi was trying to be polite, but the man remained determined.  
 
    The man wrapped his hand around her wrist and started pulling her towards the back exit. Barry couldn’t watch anymore. He jumped to his feet and hurried over. He grabbed the man by the arm and clenched tight until the man let go. “Hey, what the fuck is wrong with you?” the man said. His breath smelled of bad whiskey.  
 
    “Leave her alone or I’ll snap your arm off of your body,” Barry said, staring into the man’s eyes. The man tried to pull his arm free but Barry’s grip was too intense. He tried giving Barry a shove, but Barry shoved back harder, slamming him into the wall. “I mean it,” Barry said. 
 
    So the man went docile and backed off. As soon as Barry released him, he scurried like a startled rat into the bar crowd, probably to find an easier target.  
 
    Barry turned and looked Lexi in the eyes. She was silent, staring back at him with her glowing beauty. It was the closest he’d ever been to her. Sure, he’d seen her up close with his camera before, but he’d never seen her like this, in the flesh, in vivid three-dimensions. She was beautiful and fragile and perfect in every way. “Sorry you had to deal with that,” Barry said before turning away and heading straight for the exit.  
 
    Barry had seen all he needed to see. Lexi didn’t need his help to get ready for being a real woman in court. She was ready. Barry got on the first bus heading back home, and he hoped that Lexi would get herself home safely.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    The outfits only got better over the next week. Liam would rush home from school and head straight for that red box to see the treasures that awaited him. He couldn’t believe someone out there was willing to spend so much money on him. Nothing was cheap. Everything was high quality and beautiful—though it was all becoming very hard to store. Liam now had about fifteen different outfits stashed away in his closet: skirts, dresses, panties, shoes, and tons of lingerie. He could have filled two large suitcases with his feminine wardrobe—but two large suitcases would have been too suspicious, so instead he kept it all stuffed into backpacks and old shoeboxes. Some items he kept hidden under floorboards and most of the lingerie he kept hidden inside of his box spring, through a slit he carefully cut. But he knew that he was going to need a new solution soon if the outfits were going to continue appearing in that red box.  
 
    Liam had gone out a few times as Lexi—twice more since being told to go out by his blackmailer. He’d never been much of a dancer, but he’d had so much fun dancing with strangers that night that he just had to go out and do it again. He planned on going out again tonight, and he was excited to see a sparkly blue dress waiting for him in that red box. There was also a pair of white heels and white panties to match. Liam snuck the outfit back up to his room and started surfing around on the Internet for makeup ideas for the night.  
 
    He briefly sauntered over to check his Facebook, which he usually did unconsciously every hour or so. He noticed a red notification at the top right corner of his screen. ‘Jacob Andrews tagged you in five photos’ the notification said. Jacob was a guy in a few of Liam’s classes—a quiet guy who hung out with the jocks. Liam clicked to see the photos, assuming they were pictures from class or from some school event. He wasn’t expecting to see photos of Lexi out at the club, dancing on the dance floor.  
 
    Liam’s heart stopped momentarily. By the time it started beating again, a comment had appeared from a girl in his biology class. “Oh my God, that really is Liam!” the comment said. And before he was able to process the comment, a second comment appeared. “Is he a faggot!?” Liam’s legs were suddenly numb. His hands were trembling and his gut was aching and churning. He tried pinching his arm, hoping he was just stuck in a nightmare. But it was no nightmare. It was real.  
 
    There were ten little laughing faces on the photo album, representing ten students in Liam’s classes who had seen the photos and marked them as hilarious. There were many new comments, but Liam was too sick to read them. He closed his computer down in an attempt to escape his crippling nightmare, but the anxiety only became worse. His phone buzzed, but he didn’t check it. Then it buzzed again, then it buzzed again, and then it started to ring. His friends had seen the photos. It was all over—everyone knew about his secret.  
 
    He went back onto Facebook, to see if the photos really looked that much like him. He figured he could lie and say that it was just a doppelganger. But the photos really looked just like him. Jacob had replied to the top comment. “I was at the club with Michael and Jeff and we looked over and Michael said, ‘Isn’t that Liam?’ And it totally was Liam. You can’t make this stuff up!” There were now forty laughing faces and a dozen likes.  
 
    It wasn’t long before the news spread. When Liam’s father came home from work, the first thing he said was, “Liam, I need to talk with you in private. In my study, please.” There was a lump the size of a fist stuck in Liam’s throat as he followed his father into the study. His father sat down and stared down at his desk. “I saw the pictures. Your sister showed them to me. Please tell me that isn’t you in those photos, Liam.”  
 
    But Liam couldn’t respond. He was too sick and the lump in his throat was too big. He just stood there, looking guilty, feeling miserable, wishing he could go back in time and never leave the house. Or even better—go back in time and never try on his sister’s clothes.  
 
    Liam was sent to his room while his father thought about the best course of action. Liam fell face first on his bed. He wanted to cry but he was in too much shock to produce any tears. He wanted to run away, but he had nowhere to go. He wanted to die but he was too afraid to do it. So he just remained flat on his bed, wishing the nightmare would come to an end.  
 
    He thought he’d been unrecognizable. He thought the wig and the clothes were enough—and the makeup was just extra. How did Jacob recognize him—of all people? A guy who Liam hardly ever talked to… Liam thought about going back onto Facebook to read the rest of the comments. According to his buzzing phone, there were dozens of comments, and he’d only read the first two. But he was terrified to see what his peers now thought about him.  
 
    That night, Liam didn’t dress up. He didn’t put on one of his nightly shows, and not just because his father had been checking in on him every couple of hours to make sure he wasn’t sneaking out. There was no longer any point in putting on the nightly shows. There was no point in stopping the pictures and videos from being leaked. Sure, he didn’t want photos and videos of him jerking off circulating around, but it really made no difference anymore. His reputation was already ruined. Everyone was already laughing at him.  
 
    And he had a newfound resentment for his blackmailer. It was the blackmailer’s fault that he ever went out dressed as a woman. He was happy staying at home, dressing up when everyone was asleep. And then this stranger came along and ruined everything. So Liam no longer had any qualms letting him suffer in court. Barry Peters could figure out his own testimony. Maybe he deserved whatever was coming to him. He certainly deserved it after ruining Liam’s life.  
 
    The next morning, Liam decided not to go to school. There were only a few weeks left before graduation, and Liam figured he could just show up for the exams and still pass. So he stayed home. He only left the house to visit that red box, to see what kind of note his blackmailer had left for him. “What’s wrong? Are you not feeling well? I hope everything is okay,” the note read.  
 
    Liam wrote a reply. “I’m not doing your stupid court thing. Go ahead and release your pictures and your videos. It doesn’t even matter anymore.” Liam didn’t bother going back out that afternoon to see if there were any new outfits. Instead, he spent that afternoon stuffing all of his feminine clothes into garbage bags, which he planned on taking and dumping in the middle of the woods the next time he was home alone.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XI 
 
    It took Barry a few hours to process Liam’s note. He tried to wrap his head around what could have happened, but it wasn’t hard to figure out once he was back home and on his computer. He navigated over to Liam’s Facebook page and saw the photos. The timing couldn’t have been worse, with just a few days before the court date.  
 
    Barry let his face fall onto his keyboard. He groaned and tried to process all of this new information. Did he even have a case anymore? He called his lawyer and asked what would happen if his girlfriend couldn’t make the hearing. “Then you have nothing,” his lawyer said. “Please tell me that your girlfriend will be there, Barry. Why are you even asking? It’s too late to take the settlement. If we ask now for that settlement, they’ll know something is up. Tell me your girlfriend is going to be there, Barry.” 
 
    “She’ll be there. It was just a hypothetical question.” Barry hung up the phone before his hands started trembling. He couldn’t even find a new girl to take Lexi’s place—it had to be Lexi. Lexi had already shown her face in all of those videos. Sarah and her lawyer had already heard Lexi’s voice. It had to be Lexi on that stand.  
 
    So Barry ran down to the red box with a fresh pad of paper and a pen. He needed to convince Lexi to change her mind. He needed to get her to testify, otherwise he would lose everything. He got to that box in only ten minutes. He started writing, out of breath. At first, he wrote a beg. “Please. I’ll do anything.” But he crumpled that up and stuffed it into his pocket. He couldn’t look weak. Lexi wouldn’t do it for some pathetic begging loser who she’d never seen in her life. So he tried writing up a new blackmail. “Are you sure you’re willing to let your parents see a video of you coating the window with your cum?” But he crumpled that note up too.  
 
    There was no longer anything stopping Lexi from taking all of the evidence to the police. And it wouldn’t take them long to track Barry down. How many years can you get for voyeurism? And prowling? What about blackmail? Altogether, he was probably looking at a hefty sentence—maybe even a good chunk of his adult life. And then he would be losing all of his money to Sarah on top of it… Leaving him with no money to pay for a lawyer.  
 
    So he tried a different approach. “Meet me tonight at 1:00 AM at the red box and I’ll delete everything.” He slipped the note into the box and hoped for the best—because all he could do was hope. He figured his note was the perfect balance between begging and blackmail, and it gave him time to try to think of something to say to Liam when he met with him in person. 
 
    Barry went home and found himself pacing around his home, trying to think of some sort of excuse. He tried to think if he had some better blackmail—something Liam would do anything to keep from becoming public. He tried to think if he had some other sort of bargaining chip—maybe money. He looked at his bank account to see what he could afford. He only had fifteen thousand dollars left, and that included his retirement savings. But even fifteen thousand dollars would seem like a lot to a young man—hell, it was a lot to Barry—it was everything he had. And losing fifteen grand sure seemed a lot better than losing half a million dollars of money he didn’t have, plus monthly alimony. So he went to the bank and took out as much money as he could, leaving just enough to pay for the next couple months of his mortgage and enough for food and other bills. He was disappointed to see that only left him with nine thousand dollars. Would nine thousand dollars be enough incentive for Liam to take the stand as Lexi? And what if he took the money but didn’t show up in court? It’s not like Barry could actually release any of his pictures of tapes without risking Liam going to the police.  
 
    Again, all he could do was hope.  
 
    He thought he would need a suitcase for the money, but he only ended up needed a single wad. He looked at the wad and felt sad, realizing all of the money he had to his name fit comfortably in a single wad of cash.  
 
    It was midnight when he started walking towards the red box. He left Whiskey behind. He didn’t even need his flashlight to light his path but he brought it anyway. He knew the path by heart now. He knew every root and every fallen tree between his house and Liam’s house. Every couple of minutes he checked his pocket to make sure that wad of cash hadn’t fallen out. It wasn’t until he reached the red box that he realized it would have been a good idea to wear some sort of disguise, in case Liam showed up with a video camera of his own, or even just the camera on his phone. And it wasn’t until Barry had been standing at the red box for five minutes that he realized he should probably be standing away from the box, hiding somewhere in case Liam called the police and tipped them off.  
 
    But before Barry could turn around and find somewhere to hide, Liam appeared in the distance. He was walking towards Barry—a black silhouette in an already black forest. As Liam came closer, Barry noticed he was carrying two large black garbage bags, stuffed full. They looked heavy. Barry opened his mouth to greet the young man, but no words came out. 
 
    Liam stopped ten feet away and put the garbage bags down. Barry could just make out the features on Liam’s face. The woods became silent for a moment. And then finally Liam said, “Do me a favour and take all of these clothes with you.” He let the garbage bags fall forward. “You can throw them out or bring them to some charity or you can even keep them, I don’t care. The wig in there is worth a few hundred bucks, just so you know. And then there’s all the stuff you bought.”  
 
    “You’re just throwing it all out?” Barry asked. 
 
    “What else am I supposed to do with it?”  
 
    “Don’t you want to keep it? It’s good stuff.”  
 
    Liam shrugged his shoulders. “Want to? Sure. Can I? No. It’s already a miracle my dad hasn’t disowned me. I was just going to dump it all out in the woods, but I figured you might want it back seeing as you bought most of it. Or maybe you stole it—I don’t know.” 
 
    “I bought it,” Barry said. “Just for you. It’s all in your size.” 
 
    “I know,” Liam said. And then the woods became silent again. “So you’re going to delete everything and leave me alone then?” 
 
    Barry’s heart stuttered. “You really won’t testify for me in court?” he said, trying not to sound too desperate.  
 
    “You said that you would delete everything if I met you here, and I met you here. I know who you are, you know. I recognized you at the bar. I know roughly where you live and I know where you’ve worked. I can have you arrested. You know that, right? I could have had you arrested a long time ago.”  
 
    Barry’s body suddenly felt cold. He knew that what Liam was saying was true, but it was hard to hear out loud. “Yeah,” he managed to say. “But I guess I’m desperate and I really need your help. I went to the bank. I thought I had more than this, but I guess my lawyer’s fees have been more than I thought.” He pulled out the wad of cash. “Nine thousand dollars—if you tell the judge that we are a couple and were a couple for the past few years. 2:30 PM on Wednesday. It will only take five minutes. I promise.”  
 
    “You’re a seriously weird guy,” Liam said. “Of all the people in the world, you picked me? Why me? How did you possibly get caught up in a lie like this? Why would you tell anyone that you were dating a trans chick?”  
 
    “I told them I was dating a woman, not a trans chick. And you looked like a woman. And I figured your identity would be safe because you would be all… dolled up. It was a win-win.”  
 
    “A win-win for you maybe,” Liam said. “Now everyone in my school knows my secret. I can’t go into school because I know they’ll all mock me and I’ll probably get my ass kicked. I was fine before you showed up.”  
 
    “I’m really sorry for that.” 
 
    “Just keep your money. Maybe you can sell some of these clothes to pay your lawyer’s fees. Now I have to get home before my dad checks to make sure I’m still in my room.” Liam turned around and started towards his house.  
 
    “Please help me out.” 
 
    “No,” Liam called back. “Now leave me alone or I’m calling the police.” Liam disappeared over the ridge. 
 
    And in that moment, Barry realized he was doomed. His court case was lost. In forty-eight hours, Sarah would own everything he ever worked for.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XII 
 
    Liam was getting ready for his first final exam, reviewing notes on his computer, when he finally decided to go back to Facebook to read those comments, to see just how bad the damage was. He hesitated as he opened up Facebook and saw that he had over one hundred notifications. He hovered his mouse over the notification tab but he was too afraid to click. 
 
    It had been a few days since he’d gotten dolled up and he was already missing it. It was strange going to bed at night without feeling the snug fit of his lacy panties (which he usually wore under his pyjama bottoms). After his parents went to sleep each night, he found himself bored and wondering what people did at night. Watching television got old fast and he’d never been a big fan of video games.  
 
    He’d even caught himself digging through his closet one night, to see if he’d left behind any fun outfits that he could try on, just for a bit of fun. He couldn’t decide if he was disappointed or if he was relieved when he found nothing.  
 
    That red glowing number on his computer screen grew. People were still reacting to and commenting on the photos Jacob posted. But Liam was still too afraid to go any further than that home page. He finally took a deep breath and clicked. There were dozens of comments on each picture. He started reading through them. 
 
    And then he found himself in a state of shock and disbelief, as each comment he read was positive. His own friends had left supportive comments, saying they were by his side no matter what. People he knew from school but had never talked to were leaving warm comments like, “You’re so brave,” and, “You look so beautiful. I wish I could pull that outfit off.” Liam had to read the comments a few times before they registered in his brain.  
 
    Then he went to his nightstand and pulled his phone out from the drawer. He’d stashed it away and turned it off without reading the messages, too afraid to know what his friends were saying. Now, with his phone on, he could see that no one was mocking him. Jacob and his jock buddies were the only ones who seemed to think Liam’s situation was funny.  
 
    For the next few hours, Liam found himself messaging his classmates back, thanking them for being supportive. And then he received more support—more and more messages telling him how brave he was and how he shouldn’t let people like Jacob get him down. “Come to school as Lexi. We’d love to meet her,” one of his classmates said in a private chat. Liam found himself blushing. Could he go to school as Lexi? Would people really be accepting?  
 
    Liam checked the time, realizing it was getting late. It was 1:30 PM. In one hour, Barry would be starting his day in court. Liam still didn’t know why Barry needed Lexi’s testimony so badly, but suddenly, Liam felt guilty. If it wasn’t for Barry, Liam would have never left his bedroom as Lexi. Had he never left his bedroom, the life he’d always wanted would have remained a complete secret. And maybe he would have even died without ever becoming who he wanted to be.  
 
    Liam took a deep breath. He stood up and then he rushed over to his sister’s room. His sister was on her laptop, on her bed. “What are you doing?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m borrowing some clothes,” Liam said. 
 
    “Are you serious?” she said. But Liam didn’t reply. He just took what he needed and rushed it back to his room. While he was changing, his sister appeared in his doorway. “Oh my God, you’ve actually lost it haven’t you?”  
 
    “Maybe,” Liam said as he wiggled into one of her dresses. It was a snug fit, but it looked great on him. “I need to borrow some makeup—just some mascara and a bit of eye-shadow.” 
 
    His sister looked shocked. She hesitated, but then she went to get the makeup. He grabbed it from her and quickly applied it. His sister laughed. “You actually look pretty good,” she said. 
 
    “Thanks. I know,” Liam said. He looked around and realized his wig was gone. He’d given it to Barry. But he didn’t have time to look for it. He could just go with short hair. He took a bit of mouse and side-parted his hair. It took a bit of tinkering, but it ended up looking surprisingly feminine—kind of like a pixie cut. Then he stuffed his wallet into one of his sister’s purses and he took off.  
 
    “Where are you even going?” his sister called out. 
 
    “To court!” he shouted back, and he ran to the bus stop. His neighbours stared at him as he ran down the street. Especially without his wig, everyone knew who he was. But he didn’t care. This was who he was now—Lexi was who he’d always wanted to be. He got to the bus stop just in time. He checked the time on his phone. It was already 2:20 PM. He was going to be late. Hopefully being late wouldn’t be a deal breaker for Barry. Hopefully his court session lasted more than an hour, so that Lexi could make it at all. 
 
    A few people turned and gave Lexi strange looks on the bus. Without her wig, it was more obvious that she wasn’t a real woman. But Lexi just smiled back. A few weird looks never hurt anyone. She was just excited to finally be out of the house, in daylight, feeling the summer breeze on her bare legs, drifting up the skirt of her light dress.  
 
    She didn’t just get weird looks. She got supportive looks from some people, and she even got a few flirty looks from a few different guys who hopped onto the bus. There was one guy who kept looking at her as if he couldn’t look away. When Lexi caught him looking, his cheeks turned red and he smiled. Lexi would have stuck around to get his number had she not been in a rush. She got off the bus as soon as it stopped at the courthouse and then she sprinted into the courthouse as fast as she could.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XIII 
 
    Sarah’s lawyer was about to read his closing statements when the courtroom door swung open. Everyone looked back and saw the girl from the videos standing in the doorway—the girl Sarah’s lawyer had just spent forty-five minutes insisting was not real. Even Barry’s lawyer was starting to believe that she wasn’t real. But now there was no mistaking it—she was real. 
 
    The judge recognized her immediately from the tapes which Barry’s lawyer showed at the beginning of the hearing. “You must be Lexi Taylor,” he said, peering over his glasses at her.  
 
    “Yes, Your Honour,” she said. “I’d like to make a statement quickly, if I may.”  
 
    Sarah’s lawyer stood up. “Objection. The hearing is over, judge. I hardly think it’s fair to allow the young lady to testify.”  
 
    “I’ll allow it,” the judge said. Barry was sitting upright now. He knew Lexi could be his saving grace, and he knew she could be the final nail in his coffin. As far as he knew, she was just there to tell the court everything he did to try and get her to testify. Barry had no idea whether or not her statement would land him in a small cell in a prison outside of town. 
 
    He watched her as she walked down the isle towards the stand. She looked over at him briefly with a little smile—just enough to let him know that it would all be okay. His heart jumped up into his throat and a warmth filled his body. He hid his trembling hands under the desk and watching along with everyone else as Lexi told the court that she’d been in a relationship with Barry for nearly three years. The room became silent. Sarah’s lawyer tried to object over and over, but the judge kept allowing Lexi to speak. And she spoke a lot—she had a whole backstory invented, which all sounded genuine.  
 
    Sarah stood up and started screaming. The judge told her to take a seat or he would have her dismissed. She bit her tongue and spent the rest of the hearing scowling at Barry.  
 
    The judge made his ruling: Barry owed nothing. Barry was even given the option to counter-sue Sarah for wasted time and lawyer fees, but he chose not to. He was just happy to be free from her.  
 
    Barry met up with Lexi outside of the courthouse. “I don’t have the money on me,” Barry said. “But I can get it to you tonight.” 
 
    “I told you to keep your money,” she said.  
 
    He stared into her eyes. He’d never seen her in daylight before. She really was beautiful, even without her long blonde hair, and even without much makeup. She truly was born to be a woman. “Why did you decide to save me?” 
 
    “Because you saved me,” she said.  
 
    Barry smiled, his cheeks turning red. He wasn’t sure what she meant, but she ended up telling him all about it over dinner, and then he told her all about Sarah over drinks. Barry paid for everything, and he kept insisting that she take his money to make things even. “Looking back, I can’t believe I blackmailed you like that. I was just so desperate,” he said.  
 
    “I secretly liked it,” Lexi said with a cute giggle. “Though I wasn’t too pleased when that guy was trying to pull me out to his car.”  
 
    “Yeah, I didn’t like that either.” 
 
    “But I was happy you were there to save me,” she said. And then they kissed. They kissed for a few minutes, until the bartender interrupted, asking if they wanted more to drink.  
 
    “We’re okay,” Barry said to the bartender. Then he turned back to Lexi. “So I’ve seen your place. Do you want to see my place?”  
 
    “Sure.”  
 
    They continued kissing once they were on the bus. Barry didn’t mind the weird looks he got from people who could tell Lexi wasn’t entirely female. As far as Barry was concerned, Lexi was all woman. He didn’t care what was between her legs—it made no difference. At the end of the day, there was still a hole for him to explore.  
 
    And he explored it that night, in his bedroom, after Lexi spent twenty minutes digging through the garbage bags Barry never threw out. She pulled out the lacy black and white French maid outfit and put it on. “This was the first outfit you bought for me,” she said.  
 
    “When you first wore it was the first moment I realized I was obsessed with you,” Barry said. They continued to kiss. Barry lowered her down onto the bed and allowed his hands to explore her body. He slipped one hand down between her legs and found himself massaging her bulge until it was long and hard and warm and throbbing. Then he slipped it out and sunk down to suck it.  
 
    Lexi moaned, running her fingers through his hair, grabbing handfuls and squeezing. She even started thrusting her cock gently in and out of Barry’s mouth, as if he was one of the many sex toys he’d bought for her.  
 
    He sat up and flipped her over, and then he spread her butt cheeks wide so he could see her puckering asshole. He pressed the tip of his cock against the hole and told her to relax. She squirmed and groaned a bit as he sunk in deep, but in the end, she took it like a champ. His cock wasn’t nearly as big as the giant black dildo he’d bought her a few weeks before.  
 
    “Oh God,” she moaned as he sunk the whole length of his cock into her ass. She kept repeating it once he started pumping her tush. “You’re going to make me come,” she said as she grabbed a pillow with both hands. 
 
    “Good,” Barry said. “You can make a mess of my sheets. I’ve got more.”  
 
    He kept pumping, faster and faster, holding back as long as he could as she moaned louder and louder. He pulled her up onto her knees so he could watch from over her shoulder as she finally burst, coating his bed with strands of warm cum. He’d seen her cum many times on his camera, but never up close in person. It was much better watching from up close.  
 
    He was only able to hold on for another twenty seconds. He dug his fingertips into her sides and he unloaded deep in her asshole. She screamed as he filled her with his hot load, and then they both fell down on his cum-splattered sheets to catch their breath.  
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    YOUNG MAN WANTED 
 
    Friends and classmates, Mark, Sheldon, and Tyler, discover a classified ad posted by a middle-aged man, looking for a young man to have dirty relations with his wife. Not only is he offering his beautiful, mature wife, but he’s also offering five thousand dollars. Mark, the tall, strapping jock of the group, doesn’t care if it might be a scam—he’s not about to miss his chance. He submits himself for the job then receives an e-mail saying that he’s not the type the poster and his wife are looking for.  
 
    Tyler, the small, scrawny computer nerd of the group finds himself home alone and bored the next night. A curiosity overwhelms him, so he decides to create a fake alias and submit himself, and then he finds himself being invited over to a house not too far from his own. The hot wife is real, and so is the five thousand dollars. But there might just be a very sissy reason why Tyler fit the bill and not Mark.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was a Thursday afternoon when Mark found the advertisement posted on the local classifieds website. He didn’t hesitate in showing it to his friends. “Can you believe this?” he said with a giant grin on his face.  
 
    Tyler and Sheldon looked closely at the ad, reading it over a couple of times before believing what they were seeing. Grins crossed their faces. “Did you click on the picture?” Sheldon asked. 
 
    “Yeah, of course I did. She’s kind of hot. Not a ten out of ten by any means, but she ain’t bad.” He clicked on the link in the ad, pulling up a picture of a beautiful woman, aged somewhere in her early forties. Her breasts were still perky and her skin was still tight in most places. There were some wrinkles under her chin and some wrinkles on the hand she was using to cover her bare pussy.  
 
    “It’s fake,” Tyler said, looking away from the photo. He looked around to make sure no one was watching. If a teacher saw them looking at that photo, it would mean detention until graduation, and then Tyler’s parents would probably ground him on top of it. But the library was empty. Even the librarian was gone for lunch. So Tyler looked back at the computer screen, just as Mark was zooming in on the woman’s crotch. He was sure that a bit of pussy could be seen between two of her fingers, but to Tyler, it just looked like shadow.  
 
    “The girl or the ad?” Mark asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. The ad for sure. The girl is probably just a picture some guy found on the Internet. Try back-searching it.” 
 
    Mark looked back at Tyler with a confused glare. So Tyler reached over and performed the back-search himself, which was a simple right-click and then a left click on ‘Search Google for Image’. But the search brought up no results. “Maybe it’s been cropped or something,” Tyler said. And Mark looked back and gave him that same confused glare. 
 
    “I think it’s real,” Mark said.  
 
    “Tyler has a point,” Sheldon chimed in. “Who would offer a guy five grand to fuck a good looking lady? He could probably make a post saying ‘fuck my wife, no pay’ and he would probably still get one hundred applicants. So why offer five grand?”  
 
    Mark nodded his head from side to side, considering the possibility. “Well I’m still going to apply, even if it is fake. I mean—why would someone fake it?” 
 
    “You’re going to apply?” Tyler said, but he wasn’t surprised. Mark was always trying to get laid, even during the most inappropriate times. A year back, he read an article online that said women are horniest during ovulation. So he created a detailed calendar, marking just about every girl in our school’s periods. He then did the math to figure out when they would be ovulating. Though his plan didn’t work very well, seeing as his idea of marking their periods was to write their name on the date when they were being particularly bitchy. The calendar didn’t end up getting him any closer to any pussy.  
 
    “It’s probably some sort of scam,” Sheldon said. 
 
    “Or maybe it’s not. Maybe it’s just free money and free pussy. It’s not like I’m giving them my real name or my credit card information. Don’t you guys ever wonder if there’s actually a Nigerian prince out there looking for someone to hold his many millions of dollars?”  
 
    “No,” Sheldon and Tyler said in almost perfect unison.  
 
    Sheldon reached over and clicked on the picture again. He looked closely. “I will admit that she’s kind of hot, if you’re into milfs.”  
 
    Tyler found himself looking around again, keeping an eye on that library entrance. He wished they weren’t at a computer facing the door. “Just close the picture,” he said without turning back to the computer screen. Lunch break was almost over and the librarian would be back at any minute. When he looked back at the computer screen, Mark had his e-mail client open. He was writing an e-mail to the poster of the classified ad. “You really are submitting yourself…” 
 
    “Yeah. And once I get laid, I’m going to rub it in your faces for the rest of the year. You guys are going to wish that you replied to the ad.”  
 
    Tyler watched as Mark attached a picture of himself, taken from Facebook. It wasn’t a flattering photo, but Mark liked it. In the photo, he was on a fishing boat wearing a pair of Oakley sunglasses, with a big toothy grin as he held up a large fish. He didn’t even read through his own e-mail before pressing ‘send’. Tyler didn’t bother pointing out all of Mark’s typos.  
 
    When Tyler got home that night, he found himself curiously wandering over to that classified ad. He had to do a bit of digging to find it, as the ad had already become buried in garage sale alerts and closing sale notifications. He found himself staring at that picture again, with his bedroom door closed and locked in case his older sister decided to let herself in, which she did from time to time, usually to borrow his phone charger or one of the books from his collection.  
 
    He tried back-searching the image again, with no luck. So he tried saving the photo to his computer. He then uploaded it to a more comprehensive image searching website, but the only result that came up was that classified ad. He even tried searching the image in a few different archive search engines—but nothing came up. 
 
    Maybe the image was legitimate—maybe the guy really did post a picture of his wife. But that didn’t mean that the ad was legitimate. It still could have been some sort of bait—some guy creating a list of morons to humiliate (with Mark at the top of the list), or it could have been something much more sinister—maybe a serial killer luring victims into the woods. Something about the post didn’t seem right. Sheldon made a good point earlier: why would the guy need to offer five thousand dollars? It was true: most single guys would probably have paid money for the legitimate opportunity to fuck some guy’s pretty wife.  
 
    Tyler looked back at his door, just to make sure it was still closed and locked, and then he found himself looking at that photo again. The woman was sexy in a milf kind of way. The wrinkles on her hands and neck only made her sexier. She had a confident grin and stunning hazel eyes. She looked a bit drunk in the photo, with one eye slightly more open than the other—but even that added to her sex appeal. And zoomed out, it really did look like a bit of her pussy was showing between her pointer and middle finger, but zoomed in, it wasn’t so clear. It probably was just a shadow trick.  
 
    Tyler couldn’t help but think of all the cool stuff he could buy with five thousand dollars. He was in desperate need of a gym pass. All of his friends frequented the gym, but Tyler’s parents told him he had to get a job if he wanted a gym pass. But he had no time for a job with school. Plus most decent-paying jobs weren’t hiring short, scrawny guys like Tyler.  
 
    But he wouldn’t even need a job with five grand. Five grand was far more money than he’d ever had in his life. He could probably stretch it over an entire year—maybe two if he kept living with his parents after graduation. He could buy any book he wanted, maybe even a new computer for college. Hell, he could probably pay for his first year of college with the five grand. And all he had to do was fuck some guy’s pretty wife… 
 
    But he knew it was too good to be true.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Mark kept refreshing his e-mail inbox every ten minutes. Over the course of the day, he’d convinced himself that the ad was real: that there really was a man in his town offering five thousand dollars to a young man to rail his sexy milf of a wife. It maybe seemed too good to be true to Tyler and Sheldon, but that was just because they were jealous that they didn’t find the ad first—though Mark suspected they replied to the ad as soon as they got home.  
 
    The ad had only been up for five minutes when Mark replied to it, though he wasn’t sure that would be good enough. He wouldn’t have been surprised to find out fifteen guys replied before him. Maybe he should spend more time on the local classified site—maybe that would give him a better chance the next time a ‘fuck my wife’ ad popped up.  
 
    Mark didn’t care so much about the money. He didn’t plan on going to college after graduation and he didn’t plan on travelling or moving out from his parents’ house. His parents had just finished putting in a pool and a hot tub, and the fridge was always stocked with snacks and drinks. His parents let him throw parties whenever he wanted to throw parties, and they had enough money to maintain that lifestyle for the next one hundred and fifty years (Mark had done the math). Mark was an only child, so he knew the inheritance was coming his was in twenty to forty years. He didn’t mind living with his parents until then.  
 
    Tyler and Sheldon occasionally gave him shit for his non-aspirations. They always told him that he should go to college and try to make his own fortune, but Mark always thought it would be a pointless waste of time: years and years of early mornings and late nights, just to fight with millions of other young men for the few jobs that were left in the country. No thanks. Mark had abandoned his ego a long time ago. He was perfectly content sitting by the pool while refreshing his e-mail client.  
 
    It was early in the evening when he clicked the refresh button and an e-mail actually popped up. He perked up and clicked on the new message. It was a reply from the ad poster. He had a big smile on his face until he started reading the message. “I’m sorry but you aren’t what we’re looking for. Thank you for submitting.” Mark read the message again, to make sure he hadn’t misread it the first time.  
 
    How could he not be what they were looking for? He was a young man, which was the only description they gave. He had a great body thanks to many, many days spent at the gym. He’d been told that he had the face of a model. So how could he not be what they were looking for?  
 
    Mark decided to reply, this time attaching a new picture of himself at the beach, without a shirt on. He was flexing his muscles in the photo—maybe the guy just needed to see a picture of his impressive physique.  
 
    An hour later, he received another reply. “I’m sorry, but we aren’t looking for your type.” Mark was shocked and outraged. He tried to think of a reply, but his mind was blank. He couldn’t believe he’d been rejected. He’d never been rejected before. He stared blankly at the screen with parted lips until an idea finally came to him. 
 
    “What if you keep the money?” he asked. 
 
    And an hour later—and many, many e-mail client refreshes—he received a reply. “No.”  
 
    Maybe Tyler and Sheldon were right: maybe it was too good to be true. Maybe it was just some sort of stupid scam. Mark found some solace in this idea. That’s why the poster asked for pictures along with each submission—because he was looking for weak guys, guys who looked like they could easily be manipulated into giving out their credit card info. He probably wanted desperate, submissive guys, and Mark definitely didn’t look desperate or submissive. 
 
    So he deleted all the e-mails and he closed the classifieds page. “She’s not that not anyway,” he mumbled to himself, though the image of her mostly-tight naked body remained at the forefront of his mind for the rest of the night. He even had a dream in which he was down on his hands and knees with his face between her legs. He pressed his tongue deep into her slit while she closed her soft thighs against his head. Her skin was slightly oil from moisturizers and treatments, and she smelled like a rose bush. She reached down and pulled his head closer into her snatch, pressing his nose into her clit. She squirted on his face as she moaned. Mark liked the taste of her squirt. He started flicking his tongue harder and faster, making her squirt again. 
 
    And then he woke up with a diminishing erection laying in a small pool of warm cum. It was the first wet dream he’d had in five years—and it was the closest he was going to get to the beautiful milf from the mysterious classified posting. 
 
    Mark went to school the next morning hoping his friends wouldn’t bring the posting up. But it was the first thing they brought up when they got together between first and second period. “So did they approve your application?” Sheldon asked with a big grin.  
 
    Mark rolled his eyes. “No. You guys were right—I think it’s a scam.”  
 
    “Did they ask for your credit card information or something?” Tyler asked. 
 
    Mark shook his head. “No. They just said that I wasn’t their type, which, let’s be honest, is horseshit.” 
 
    “So what’s their type?” Sheldon asked. 
 
    And Mark shrugged his shoulders. “Someone who looks like they would fall for a stupid scam.”  
 
    It was during lunch when Mark found himself back in the library, searching through classified ads, hoping to find a new ‘fuck my wife’ ad. He figured if there was one, why couldn’t there be another? It was just a bout of hopeless optimism, until he actually found one with the same headline: “Young man wanted. Details within.” He clicked on the ad, and saw a similar post—so similar it was identical. It was posted by the same guy. 
 
    But the photo was different. It was the same woman, but now she was in a different pose, on all fours with her head turned away from the camera. Her tits had some stretch marks on them, as if she’d had a child or two, but they still looked firm and fresh. Mark groaned as he stared at the photo, remembering his wet dream, wishing he could have been the mysterious poster’s ‘type’, whatever that was. Mark closed the picture quickly as someone entered the library. But it was just Tyler.  
 
    “Looking for more cuckolds looking to whore out their wives?” Tyler asked with heavy sarcasm. Then he laughed. “Oh my God, that is what you’re doing, isn’t it?”  
 
    “They posted again. I guess they never found their guy,” Mark said, showing Tyler the new ad and the new photo. Tyler reached over and performed a back-search on the new image. But nothing came up. 
 
    “It’s not cropped this time,” he said, pointing to the corners of the picture. “You can see the lens vignette. So these photos must be from this guy’s personal collection.” 
 
    “Well maybe you should try applying. Maybe you’ll be their type.”  
 
    Tyler laughed and shook his head. “I’m not nearly desperate enough for that.”  
 
    Mark shrugged his shoulders. “Suit yourself.” He looked back at the photo and sighed at what could have been had he just been the right ‘type’.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It wasn’t long before Tyler found himself looking at that photo of the beautiful milf on her hands and knees once he was home from school.  
 
    It was Friday and his sister was out at a friend's house for a sleepover. Tyler was supposed to meet up with Sheldon down at the beach, but it started to rain after school, so those plans were cancelled. So Tyler had nothing to do but stare at that photo. 
 
    Again, he tried running it through various image searching programs. But the photo existed nowhere on the Internet, except for in that classified posting. It seemed like someone was whoring out their wife, or some woman they knew intimately, for the sake of some scam. But why? Or was it possible the posting was legitimate? There certainly were guys out there looking for strangers to fuck their wives. According to Tyler’s research, cuckolding was one of the most popular fetishes in the world.  
 
    But why offer five grand? Maybe there were strings attached… It would certainly be awkward fucking a woman with another man watching. And he was specifically looking for a young man… Maybe the poster figured a young man would come at a premium. Maybe he was just rich and he didn’t realize people would be willing to screw his wife for free. Hell, he was probably getting fewer replies because of the five thousand dollar offer than he would have gotten had he just posted, ‘Someone please fuck my wife’.  
 
    So Tyler found himself considering making a reply. He started writing out an e-mail, but then he became nervous. What if it was an intricate scam? What if they were collecting e-mail addresses for some sort of e-mail virus? So Tyler went to the basement and dug out one of his dad’s old laptops. It was covered in dust, but it still worked.  
 
    Tyler’s dad never threw away electronics, even if they were badly out-dated and he never intended on using them again. This particular laptop was so old that it needed to be wired directly into the router to connect to the Internet. The router was in the basement, so that’s where Tyler spent the better half of the next hour. He created a new e-mail account with a fake name, and then he replied to the ad, using the same fake name: Horatio Cummins. He took a fresh picture of himself that wasn’t anywhere on the Internet, and he made sure his face was mostly obscured in the photo, in case the photo ended up on some public shaming website. The photo was a bit blurry and a bit dark because the lighting in the basement was lousy.  
 
    He left the computer out and he went upstairs to fix himself a snack. While he was eating, he heard a ding coming from the basement. He rushed downstairs and saw there was a new e-mail in his new e-mail account’s inbox. He quickly opened it and read the message contained within. “Could you please send a clearer photo of your face, a photo of your body (naked), and your clothing sizes, including shoe size?” Tyler’s heart was pounding. He couldn’t believe he actually got a response—and the response appeared to be genuine. It didn’t look like the kind of response a bot would make, seeing as it acknowledged the fact his face was partially obscured in his original photo.  
 
    But just because a real human wrote the reply didn’t mean that it wasn’t a scam. Tyler knew better than to send a clear picture of his face and a clear picture of his naked body to some stranger on the Internet. So he closed the computer and put it back in the box where he found it. But his heart continued racing, still high on the excitement from receiving a reply. He wondered if Mark received a reply, or if he was just straight up rejected.  
 
    Tyler’s parents came home and they had dinner as a family. Tyler was quiet through dinner as he couldn’t stop thinking about that e-mail that was sitting in his alias’ e-mail inbox. It was around 9:00 PM when his parents left again. They had tickets to see a late-night movie. “We’ll be home late,” Tyler’s dad said before leaving Tyler home along for the night.  
 
    And then Tyler remembered that his sister had blue-coloured contacts in her bedroom, which she sometimes wore to school. Tyler figured he could put the contacts in and then he could mess up his hair, which he usually wore parted and pushed back. He wouldn’t look completely unrecognizable, but he would look different enough if the photo ended up on some humiliating website; people would think they were seeing someone who looked a lot like Tyler, and not Tyler himself.  
 
    So Tyler put the contacts in and ruffled up his hair, and then he took multiple pictures in the bathroom mirror. Once he had a face shot he was satisfied with, he took off all his clothes. He could almost see his heart pounding against his scrawny chest. As he held up his arm to take the photo, he started second-guessing himself. Why would anyone want to watch him fuck their wife? He was scrawny and short—his ribs showing and his chest flat. He looked like a young teenager more than he looked like a young man. Surely the poster was looking for some buff, handsome young fellow—though wasn’t that Mark? Mark was buff and handsome and charming, but he apparently wasn’t their type. So maybe they were looking for someone who looked more like Tyler. 
 
    Tyler was about to take the photo when he realized his cock was flaccid. Should he be hard for the photo? Would the poster want to see what he had to work with? 
 
    Tyler reached down and started to massage his cock. Maybe he wouldn’t make himself hard, but he could at least get some blood flowing into his member so it wouldn’t look so small…  
 
    He gave himself one rub too many, and then he found himself erect in front of the mirror. His cock was throbbing, partially from the rubbing and stroking, and partially from the taboo excitement of what he was doing: sending nudes to a complete stranger for the chance of fucking a beautiful woman who was old enough to be his mother.  
 
    He took the photo, making sure his eyes were cropped out in case the photo ended up circulating around the Internet. He sent the photos to his alias’ e-mail account and then he sent them off to the ad poster, along with his clothing sizes (all small) and his shoe size (a men’s 6). It was only fifteen minutes later when that old computer dinged with a reply from the ad poster.  
 
    “Perfect. Can you come over now? Our address is 22 Havenhurst Crescent. I have the money for you here, and my wife is already ready.” Now Tyler’s heart was seriously pounding. He didn’t actually think he would pass the test. He didn’t actually think they would look at his scrawny body and say, ‘That’s our guy!’ Now he was actually being invited to a stranger’s house, to fuck a woman he’d never met before, for the large sum of five thousand dollars. He couldn’t say no, but he couldn’t bring himself to move. His joints were suddenly rigid and his hands were trembling. A whole new set of anxieties filled his head— 
 
    What if he comes too quickly? What if he can’t come at all? What if he can’t even get it up because of the stress of the situation? What if the whole thing really is just a scam or a setup? What if there is someone waiting at 22 Havenhurst Crescent with a gun? Is it really worth the money and the free pussy?  
 
    Tyler took a deep breath and decided it was worth it. “I’m on my way in a ten minutes,” he replied. And then he ran up to his bedroom and dug out his best clothes: a black t-shirt and a grey hoodie. He would have worn a dress shirt and some slacks, but he only owned one dress shirt and it was in dire need of some ironing. His slacks weren’t much better off—so he went with jeans.  
 
    Havenhurst Crescent was only a couple of miles from Tyler’s house, so he didn’t bother taking the train or the bus; he just hopped on his bike and he was at the house fifteen minutes later. The windows were lit up but the blinds were all closed. There was a path of solar-powered garden lights leading up the sidewalk to the front door. Tyler looked around, realizing he still had one last chance to go back home and forget any of this ever happened. But he could practically smell the money and the wet pussy waiting for him inside. He left his bike on the front lawn and he walked up to the front door.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Tyler knocked on the door. He waited for a minute, which felt like an hour. His heart wouldn’t stop pounding. He had to consciously control his breathing so that he wouldn’t stop breathing altogether. He knocked again, and then he noticed the doorbell. So he pressed the doorbell, and then he became anxious that he rang the bell too quickly after knocking, making him look embarrassingly desperate.  
 
    Then he saw a figure moving through the fogged glass. He perked up and took a half step back, ready to run if whoever answered the door was a total creep. He took a deep breath and found himself clenching his hands into fists, as if he was prepared to fight. He took another half step back and then the door opened.  
 
    And then he became frozen and speechless as his gaze fell upon the woman in the doorway: the woman from the pictures, in her early forties, wearing nothing but a red lacy lingerie one-piece. She had long, smooth legs, and she had freckles on her shoulders and arms. She leaned against the doorframe. “Horatio?” she said with a grin that was far too confident for Tyler’s liking. 
 
    He cleared his throat. “That’s me,” he said, forcing a smile.  
 
    “Tina,” the beautiful woman said, and then she turned and walked casually into her own house, leaving the door open behind her. Tyler looked around to make sure no one was watching, and then he became nervous about the fact that no one was watching. He hadn’t told anyone where he was going. If he went missing, no one would ever find him. He’d even put that old laptop back into the box before leaving the house. Would the police find that old laptop in that old box and then consider searching it for clues?  
 
    “Are you coming?” Tina called out. Tyler took a deep breath and went in after her. The house was nice: two stories, fully furnished with antique furniture. The walls were all wainscoted and painted white, and the art on the walls appeared to all be original—or very impressive reproductions.  
 
    “Nice place,” Tyler said, his voice cracking slightly as he looked back at Tina. He couldn’t believe she was offering her body to him. He couldn’t believe that she would be spreading her legs for him, or even letting him touch her perfect body. She was radiant and confident. And her lingerie was sexy as hell. Tyler tried not to look at her exposed butt as she walked to the bar to pour herself a drink.  
 
    “Do you want a drink? Are you old enough?”  
 
    “I’m eighteen,” Tyler said.  
 
    “Well one drink won’t hurt you, but it’s up to you.”  
 
    “Okay,” Tyler said, still standing near the door, still ready to turn around and run away.  
 
    “Close that door. We don’t want the neighbours peeking in,” Tina said. So Tyler closed the door. As he turned to look back at Tina, he noticed a man sitting on a nearby couch. The man was staring at Tyler with a grin. Tyler jumped back and grabbed at his heart. Had that man been sitting there motionlessly this whole time?  
 
    “That’s my husband, who you were corresponding with over e-mail,” Tina said. She took a sip from her drink and then she walked a drink over to Tyler. “It’s strong but it will help you relax.” 
 
    Tyler smelled the drink. He couldn’t tell if it was whiskey or brandy or vodka or all three combined into one glass. He took a sip. Tina wasn’t lying—it was strong. But strong was exactly what he needed. He took a deep breath. “Hello,” he said to the man on the couch. But the man didn’t reply. 
 
    “Just pretend like he’s not there. He would prefer it that way,” Tina said. So Tyler tried not to look at the man on the couch as he sat creepily in the corner of his eye. “You’ll just be dealing with me tonight. I’ll help you get ready and then we’ll fuck in the bedroom. My husband will come in to watch, but just do your best to ignore him. He won’t try to touch you—don’t worry about that.” 
 
    “O—Okay,” Tyler said, forcing a smile. The whole thing was incredibly uncomfortable, until Tina pulled a wad of cash out from behind the bar.  
 
    “Five thousand—as promised. It’s all yours once we’re done here tonight.” She placed it down on the bar. Tyler casually meandered over to the wad of cash and he looked down at it. It was real—each bill crisp and ready to belong to Tyler.  
 
    “Thanks,” Tyler said, his voice cracking again.  
 
    Tina walked around Tyler and put her hands on his shoulders. She was wearing an expensive perfume that reminded Tyler of the lingerie store at the mall. She snuggled up close behind him, pressing her lace-clad breasts against his back. “We’re going to have fun tonight. Just relax.”  
 
    “Yeah. It should be fun,” Tyler said, forcing a smile while trying not to look over at the man on the couch.  
 
    “But first we need to get you ready. We left out a small detail in our posting—I hope you don’t mind. We didn’t want to scare people off. But it really isn’t so bad. Can you follow me? Bring your drink. We have all night. There’s no rush. We’re going to have fun tonight, Horatio.”  
 
    Tyler nodded his head and forced a big, awkward smile. What did she mean, there was a detail they left out? What detail? What strange thing were they expecting him to do for five thousand dollars?  
 
    Tina led Tyler down a long hallway towards a closed door. She opened the door and then flicked on a light, illuminating a large walk-in closet, stocked full of women’s clothing and shoes. “So tonight, you will be a woman. And in here, we’re going to find your identity.” She looked at Tyler with that big, confident, beautiful grin. And suddenly, Tyler wasn’t able to force that smile. He found himself rigid with locked joints, trying to remain calm while his brain was screaming at him to get the hell out of there.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Mark was becoming frustrated with Sheldon and Tyler. Neither of them was answering their text messages, leaving Mark home alone and bored on a Friday night. He paced his bedroom and then he sent another round of text messages, which he once again received no replies to. He went onto Facebook and saw that Sheldon was out with his friends from his hockey team. Mark hated Sheldon’s hockey team because they were always stealing Sheldon away from the best parties and the most boring Friday nights.  
 
    But what was Tyler’s excuse? Tyler wasn’t the kind of guy to go off on his own to any parties, and he didn’t have many other friends besides Mark and Sheldon. So why wasn’t he answering his text messages? Was he asleep? No, no—it was too early on a Friday night to be asleep. It would be a damned shame if he were asleep. 
 
    Tyler only lived a few blocks from Mark, so after another ten minutes of pacing around in complete boredom, Mark decided to wander over to Tyler’s place, to see why he wasn’t responding. He hopped on his bike and was at Tyler’s door five minutes later. All of the lights in Tyler’s house were off, but Mark rang the doorbell anyway. It wouldn’t be the first time he woke Tyler’s parents up. After a minute of silence, he rang the bell again. And there was still no answer—but Mark was determined not to let his Friday night go to waste. 
 
    The front door was unlocked so he let himself in. “Tyler! It’s me! Wake up! We’re going out!” he shouted, but there was no reply. He went to Tyler’s room and found it to be empty. “Son of a bitch,” he mumbled under his breath. He flicked on the light and marched over to Tyler’s laptop. Now Mark was feeling angry and deceived. He was certain Tyler had gone off to a party without him—without even telling him.  
 
    Mark checked Tyler’s Facebook page for recent chats, but there were none. He checked Tyler’s e-mail inbox, but there was nothing damning. Then he checked Tyler’s browsing history, and he found that familiar ad posting. It was the last thing he looked at, aside from his e-mail. But why would he look at his e-mail right after looking at the ad? Mark went back into Tyler’s e-mail and looked into his outgoing messages. There was nothing. 
 
    But Mark knew Tyler better than anyone. He knew that Tyler was a bit of a computer whiz who knew how to hide his tracks. “That little rat…” Mark said as he realized Tyler probably replied to the ad—and maybe he was out now fucking that beautiful milf.  
 
    So Mark thought hard, trying to put himself in Tyler’s shoes. He knew that Tyler would be too afraid to use his real name, which meant he would probably use another e-mail address. But knowing Tyler, he would probably use a different computer, to remove his identity completely from any communication. So Mark went to Tyler’s sister’s room and checked her laptop. And then he went downstairs to check the house computer. But none of them had been used that night.  
 
    And then Mark found himself in the basement, still determined to track down his friend who was out having fun behind his back. He noticed a box that had been pulled out slightly from one of the shelves. He looked in that box and noticed the laptop sitting on top—bingo. He pulled it out and opened it up. It took him five minutes to realize the computer was too old for Wi-Fi, so he walked it over to the router, and noticed the cord dangling off the desk, as if it had recently been used. Mark’s grin grew bigger—he knew he was on Tyler’s tail now. He opened up the Internet and found Tyler’s alias e-mail account in the browser history. And then he found the address and the naked picture of his friend. “Gross,” he said, quickly scrolling away from the picture of his naked buddy. He looked at that address again and couldn’t believe what he was seeing: Tyler actually got accepted. He was really out fucking a beautiful woman and making five grand on top of it.  
 
    Mark shook his head, disappointed and proud of his friend at the same time. But then he suddenly became worried—What if Tyler and Sheldon were right? What if it was just someone luring young men out to murder them? Mark punched the address into his phone and started towards 22 Havenhurst Crescent, which was only a few blocks away. When he saw Tyler’s bike sitting on the lawn, his heart started pounding. He dropped his bike on the next lawn over and then he ran up to the side of the house. He tried looking in the window, but the blinds were shut. He walked around the house and looked into the next window—but again, the blinds were closed. So he kept circling the house until he found a window with opened blinds.  
 
    He was looking down an empty hallway. There was an open door at the other end of the hallway and the light was on in the room. The floor was littered with satin and lace fabrics: lingerie and skimpy nightgowns. Was Tyler in that room fucking that thick milf? Mark tried to adjust his angle to give himself a better view into the room. He could see a dresser and on that dresser was a makeup mirror—but it was so far away, he couldn’t make much out. Though he could see figures moving in the room. He squinted and then he had the idea to pull out his phone to use his phone camera to zoom in on the mirror. 
 
    The view with the camera wasn’t much better, but it was at least an improvement. Squinting, Mark could see that there were two figures in that room: two women. They were both in lingerie. The taller woman was helping the shorter woman with her hair. With a bit more squinting, Mark could see that the taller woman was the older woman from the online pictures. He didn’t recognize the shorter woman, but she looked good in her little satin nightie. She was also wearing fishnet stockings and black satin gloves. She had a great ass. 
 
    Mark’s imagination started going wild. He thought Tyler was waiting in another room, about to be surprised with not one but two beautiful pussies. Maybe the younger woman was the milf’s stepdaughter. Maybe they were about to have some kinky taboo sex. Mark squirmed with jealousy. Tyler was the luckiest man alive—and why did he deserve it? He never worked out at the gym. He hardly ever worked on himself at all. He just sat at home all day, reading books and watching movies. Meanwhile, Mark would be out working his body to exhaustion, trying to perfect all of his muscles so he could hopefully get laid… It just wasn’t fair.  
 
    The two ladies stepped out from the room, into the hallway. Mark ducked down quickly. But he didn’t want to miss his chance to catch a glimpse of the sexy duo. He held his phone up with his camera pointing into the naughty house. He stared up at the screen and watched as the two girls came down the hall and walked directly past the camera. They went up the stairs. Luckily he was recording, so he could watch the pass by back. 
 
    But he didn’t have time to watch it back now. Now, he wanted to relocate the beautiful women, and maybe even catch a glimpse of Tyler. Mark stepped back from the house and looked up. One of the upstairs windows was now glowing. The window looked down into the backyard, which was made private by a tall fence and many tall trees. It didn’t look like the window was obscured by any blinds. But how could Mark get up there? He looked around and spotted a shed. He checked the shed door and it was unlocked. There was a ladder in the shed. “Bingo,” he mumbled under his breath and he dragged the ladder out from the shed. 
 
    He knew it wouldn’t be good if he were caught. He didn’t have a criminal record but he didn’t want one either. But he couldn’t miss the opportunity to watch two lingerie-clad beauties pleasuring his best friend. So he propped the ladder carefully against the wall and he climbed up, trying to soften each step so the ladder wouldn’t clank and rattle.  
 
    He carefully peeked up into the room. It was a large bedroom and the bed was at the far end of the room. It was a canopy bed with shiny purple velvet hanging overhead. The bedroom walls were a gold colour, matching all of the lamps and hardware in the room. Mark nearly fell off his ladder when he saw the older man sitting motionless on the chair in the corner of the room. It looked like he was looking right at Mark, but surely the man would have reacted if he saw a man staring in his upstairs window. And surely, with the room all lit up, he could only see his reflection looking at that window… Mark remained cautious regardless.  
 
    He thought he had the wrong room, so he started to slowly step back down. And then the two lingerie beauties entered the room. The younger one looked shy with her cheeks red as she was led into the room. The older man in the corner smiled, but no one acknowledged him. He just sat there and watched with a content smile on his face as the girls got down to business.  
 
    But where was Tyler? Why did Tyler have this address on his secret basement computer? Where did Tyler go if he wasn’t here? Why was his bike on the front lawn? 
 
    The older woman started by caressing the younger woman’s sides. The younger woman looked down nervously but the pretty milf tilted her head back up and looked into her eyes. Then they kissed. Mark had his camera recording the whole thing. He could feel the big radiating smile on his face. He bit his tongue to stop himself from praising the lord. And then he realized that the young woman was strangely familiar.  
 
    He stopped watching through his phone. He looked closely at the girl and tried to place her. Was she someone from school? Was she one of the girls who frequented Mark’s gym?  
 
    The beautiful milf caressed the young woman’s chest before slipping her fingers down and sliding them over the young woman’s pussy. She rubbed and the young woman perked up and bit her lip. Then the milf slipped her fingers under the little satin skirt of the young cutie’s lingerie. And a moment later, she pulled the young cutie’s cock out and started stroking and massaging it.  
 
    And Mark’s lips parted and his face became pale as he realized he was staring at Tyler.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Tyler felt ridiculous in the lingerie and the wig and the makeup. He was having a hard time remembering why he even agreed to put any of it on… Oh right, the five thousand dollars.  
 
    The whole situation was wildly uncomfortable—the feeling of his now-hairless legs, having some old man watching as his wife massaged Tyler’s cock, wearing women’s clothes and makeup, being in a stranger’s house… When Tina was doing his makeup, he realized that he was essentially a prostitute. Tyler was literally whoring himself out for money.  
 
    But at least Tina was still beautiful. At least he was still going to get laid. And at least he was still going to get paid… Though prostituted probably had the same justifications whenever they got down and dirty with a client. But Tyler just couldn’t say no to five thousand dollars. 
 
    He never told Tina that he was a virgin, though he had a suspicion that she knew, seeing as he was a scrawny, shy eighteen-year-old. Even dressed up in the ridiculous outfit, Tyler was still worried that he would come the second his cock touched her pussy. He could already imagine the old man in the corner laughing.  
 
    Tyler looked over at the window. The blinds were open, but he could only see his reflection on the glass. He wondered what that window looked out onto, and if it should be closed—not that it mattered. He already had an audience, so what difference did it make if a few neighbours were watching as well?  
 
    He looked down and saw Tina’s fingers caressing his throbbing erection. He was already rock-hard—did he get hard too fast? Was that why she was grinning? Her hand was soft and it felt especially fantastic when it was rubbing his tip. But he was worried she was going to make him come before it was even time to fuck.  
 
    “You can touch me too,” she said, staring into his eyes. He forced a smile and nodded, but he wasn’t sure how to respond. He gently placed his hands on her hips and moved them slowly up and down—almost robotically, but at least he was interacting with her now. Her skin was soft, though a bit loose, especially near her mid-section. He wrapped his hands around her back and felt all the straps of her lingerie one-piece. And then she took his hands and moved them onto her breasts. They were soft and big. They felt like a couple of water balloons. Tyler was afraid to push too hard, but Tina wasn’t afraid to take his hands and mash them against her chest.  
 
    Tyler felt his face turn a shade darker. His jaw trembled slightly as he felt his first set of tits. He gently pulled her top down, exposing her perky nipples. Then he looked into Tina’s eyes, looking for the go-ahead. She smiled and made a little nod. So he bent forward, closed his eyes, and started sucking her nipple. For a moment he forgot that he was all dolled up like a little slut. The reminder came when he opened his eyes and saw his own fishnet-clad legs. He had to admit: his legs looked pretty good in those fishnet stockings. In fact, his whole body looked pretty good in lingerie. His legs looked amazingly feminine with a shave, and with the padded bra Tina gave him, his curves were surprisingly girly.  
 
    Tina put her hands on his shoulders and started pushing down. Tyler dropped to his knees and found himself staring at the bulge of Tina’s camel toe. He reached a hand forward to rub it and noticed his hand was trembling. But he didn’t stop. He didn’t want to look like a coward. He pressed his fingers against the bulge and started rubbing.  
 
    Tina reached down and pulled the fabric of her one-piece aside, letting her flaccid cock fall out. And Tyler became frozen, his heart suddenly cold. His jaw trembled as he stared at the cock, which took a moment to uncurl completely. Tina’s ball sack fell down a moment later, as there was no longer anything holding her balls inside of her body. “Surprise,” Tina said with a big grin. “Go ahead and touch it.”  
 
    Tyler couldn’t decide if he was repulsed or not. He wanted to be repulsed, but he could only feel shock. He thought about getting up and running away, and then he remembered that stack of cash sitting on the bar downstairs. Now it made sense—now he understood why they were offering so much money. At first he thought it was the cross-dressing, but even then he thought five grand was steep. But this made much more sense. Now, five grand strangely seemed cheap. “What?” he managed to say. “Why do you have a… a cock?”  
 
    “Don’t you like it? It won’t bite you. You can play with it. Go ahead.” She reached down and slipped her fingers into Tyler’s false black hair. And Tyler found himself reaching forward, willing himself to continue, for the five thousand dollars. His heart was pounding as he was realizing he was about to lose his virginity to a tranny. And what would happen after he got her hard? Was she going to want to fuck him in the ass? He’d never had his ass penetrated before—not even by himself! The thought was terrifying. There was no way he could do it… 
 
    But still Tyler continued. He wrapped his fingers around the flaccid cock and began to massage it. It was soft and warm. He could feel the blood pumping into it as he pulled back her foreskin. He looked at it for a moment and then he looked away, his gut turning. He closed his eyes and tried to count down the seconds until the act was over. He just had to endure another thirty minutes—an hour at most. He opened his eyes and saw that the cock was bigger now, beginning to curve to one side, throbbing noticeably. He could fit more fingers around it now. Her tip was a shade of red.  
 
    “Suck it,” Tina said, still with that big grin. He looked up at her and then back down at the cock. And again, it suddenly looked bigger and more intimidating. Her cock was bigger than his. It was far bigger than he thought it would become. Tyler thought again about the money on the bar downstairs and then he took a deep breath. Touching it wasn’t as bad as he thought it would be, so maybe sucking it wouldn’t be so bad either. He leaned forward and opened his mouth. He aimed the cock at his tongue and then he leaned forward some more. Suddenly, he felt her girth pressing against his lips, and then he felt her warm tip on his tongue.  
 
    It didn’t taste like anything, but it was very warm—far warmer than he expected. He could feel it throbbing. He could feel her veins and the ridge of her tip, sliding deep into his mouth. He kept his mouth wide, afraid to close his lips around the penis, but he knew he had to do it eventually. So he took another deep breath and he started sucking.  
 
    Tina had both of her hands around Tyler’s head now as she gently thrust her cock into his mouth. It wasn’t so bad—again, not nearly as bad as Tyler had expected. It was just another part of her body—a warm, smooth, throbbing part of her body. She moaned slightly as she pushed her cock deep towards his throat. He gagged slightly but managed to keep his composure. “Have you done this before?” she asked. 
 
    He looked up at her with his eyes and tried his best to shake his head. She let out a cute giggle. 
 
    “Well, you’re very good at it,” she said. She took a deep breath in, smiling slightly with a euphoric look on her face. “Very good,” she reiterated.  
 
    Tyler kept sucking. At least as long as he was sucking, he wasn’t bringing himself closer to an embarrassing pre-mature ejaculation. Though maybe that would be for the best. Maybe getting things over with sooner than later would be the best possible outcome. So he had the idea to reach down and subtly rub the tip of his own cock, so that things would come to a quicker end once they began.  
 
    She was rock-hard in his mouth now, throbbing powerfully. He could taste something—something sweet and a bit tangy. He realized it was probably a squirt of pre-cum. Was that what her cum would taste like too? Tyler tried not to think about it. He closed his eyes again and tried to count down the seconds until the job was over.  
 
    Then Tina pulled her cock out from his mouth. She turned away and walked over to the bed. She climbed up onto the bed and then she crawled on her hands and knees, gently swaying her bum like a sassy kitten. Her ball sack was swollen and large now. She reached back with one hand and unclipped the little clasps holding her one-piece together at her crotch—her lingerie was specifically designed for easy fucking. “Shall we?” she said, spreading her butt cheeks and showing off her pretty hole.  
 
    Tyler’s heart skipped a beat. He stood up and nearly fell over. He had no idea how to properly walk in heels. He held his hands out at his sides as he carefully walked over to the bed. It didn’t help that his legs were trembling. He almost fell over as he climbed up onto the bed. He was about to mount the tranny milf goddess, and then she said, “Lick me first.” She spread her butt cheeks again, and Tyler knew she wanted him to lick her asshole.  
 
    He hesitated, and then again he remembered that five grand that was sitting downstairs on the bar. So he got down on his hands and knees and he pressed his face against her butt. He reluctantly stuck out his tongue and started to tease her rim. He was relieved when he realized it wasn’t so bad—she was clean, so it was just like licking any other part of her body. He was surprised by how rubbery her hole felt. And he was very surprised by how resilient it was. He tried to push his tongue into her asshole, but her anus just wouldn’t stretch. He had to use two of his fingers to pry her open slightly to get his tongue in. She didn’t mind—in fact, she liked it. She moaned gently as he squirmed his tongue inside of her butthole.  
 
    “You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?” Tina said, looking over her shoulder with her classic grin.  
 
    Tyler found himself blushing. “Yeah,” he said in his best girly voice. He was doing his best to give her what she wanted—and to give the man watching what he wanted. It was his money and his plan, after all.  
 
    “Good. Then fuck me good and make me come,” Tina said, looking forward again. So Tyler got up on his knees and he snuggled in close. His cock was already rock-hard—and it had been rock hard since the moment she had first reached down to massage it. It had even been hard while he was sucking her cock. Maybe he secretly liked it. Maybe he was discovering something about himself that he never knew before. 
 
    He pressed the tip of his cock against her tight hole.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Mark hadn’t moved. He wasn’t even sure if he’d breathed. Well he must have breathed because he’d been standing up on that ladder for nearly twenty minutes. His fingers were numb from the night’s chilly air, and his toes were starting to become numb too. But he hardly noticed. It was hard to notice anything other than his friend, dressed in lingerie, sucking a tranny’s cock.  
 
    Mark felt a wave of relief when that cock sprang free—he’d dodged a bullet. He couldn’t wait to endlessly mock Tyler. He couldn’t wait to tell Sheldon what he saw. But then he found himself mesmerized by Tyler and the sexy tranny. He couldn’t stop watching. And now he was watching as Tyler pressed his cock into her big butt and he thought: at least he’s getting laid, and at least she’s a hot tranny.  
 
    And she really was a hot tranny—even Mark couldn’t deny that. He’d spent the latter half of the week swooning over pictures of her, and he’d spent that whole evening staring at her and wishing he were in Tyler’s position—until that cock came out.  
 
    Mark still couldn’t figure out the cross-dressing. Maybe the perverted old man in the corner—the man who obviously made the classified posting—wanted to see his trap wife get fucked by another trap, and he just couldn’t find a trap to do the job, so he threw five grand at someone who could pretend for an hour. And now it made sense why they picked Tyler and not Mark; Tyler had a small, scrawny, feminine body. Mark was all man: tall, toned, muscular, and rigid. 
 
    Tyler was thrusting now, sliding his whole cock in and out of the older milf tranny’s tush. She had her head down against a pillow. Mark could just make out the sound of her moaning through the double-paned window.  
 
    Mark even had to admit that Tyler looked pretty good in lingerie. His makeup was on-point and the black-haired wig looked surprisingly realistic. And hell, his legs looked fantastic in fishnets. Mark couldn’t decide if Tyler’s surprising trap potential was something to mock or something to lie about. He figured it might seem suspicious if he were to tell Tyler that he looked like a babe—so he decided he would lie and say that Tyler looked ridiculous.  
 
    Now, Mark could only see Tyler’s backside—which wasn’t the worst angle, seeing as Tyler had a nice ass. Mark found himself hoping that in a few minutes the traps would switch positions, so Mark could watch Tyler get stuffed. But he pushed those thoughts away, reminding himself that Tyler was a man, and he was his friend. Why would anyone want to watch their male friend getting stuffed?  
 
    Mark didn’t get to see the reversal. Just a couple of minutes after penetrating the tranny milf, Tyler came. He pulled out and coated her back with his sticky white load. The milf squirmed as his huge load slicked her back. Then a neighbourhood dog started barking and Mark realized it was probably his cue to leave, before he was caught and hauled off to prison for voyeurism and breaking and entering.  
 
    He climbed down the ladder and then he collapsed the ladder and stuffed it back into the shed. As he emerged from the shed, she saw the lingerie-clad duo walk back down the stairs, headed back towards that dressing room at the end of the hall, probably to get changed back to normal. The milf still had strands of white cum streaming down her back. Mark took one last photo with his phone and then he took off, grabbing his bike off the neighbour’s lawn and then heading straight home.  
 
    Mark didn’t go to sleep until the early morning hours. He found himself staring at his phone in disbelief, staring at those photos and videos he’d taken of Tyler and the tranny milf. He couldn’t figure out how to wrap his head around what he’d witnessed. He felt like he wanted to tell someone, but he wasn’t sure who to tell. He couldn’t figure out how to tell anyone without admitting that he stuck around to watch. He didn’t want to tell Sheldon what he’d discovered because he didn’t want to admit that he’d been swooning over a tranny for two straight days. Tyler knew that Mark had been swooning over a tranny, but of course Tyler wasn’t going to tell anyone.  
 
    So when Mark finally did get around to going to sleep that night, it was right after he’d decided that he would keep what he saw a secret. He uploaded the photos and videos onto his computer and then he stashed them into a hidden folder before deleting them completely off of his phone. And that night, he dreamed that he was still standing on that ladder in front of that window, watching as Tyler and the mature lady made love. 
 
    In his dream, the milf got up and left the room, leaving Tyler alone on the bed with his erect cock throbbing against his abdomen. Tyler looks over at the window. Suddenly, he smiles and waves, as if Mark isn’t being hidden by the lamp-lit reflection inside. Mark becomes stiff, too afraid to smile and wave back, and too afraid to slide down the ladder and run away.  
 
    Tyler stands up and walks over to the window. He stops about ten feet back and then he reaches down and begins to stroke his cock. He grins and stares into Mark’s eyes, pulling back his foreskin and then pushing it over his tip, over and over. Mark can’t look away. He’s mesmerized, his gaze glued to that throbbing member. He watches as it begins to twitch and bloat, and then he watches as it sprays streams of cum into the air, nearly reaching the window. Then Mark looks down and sees that he’s got his hand down his pants. He’s stroking his own cock, and he’s rock hard. He squirms and twitches and then he unloads, giving into his newfound taboo fantasy. 
 
    When Mark woke up in the morning, he realized he’d had another wet dream.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    Tyler didn’t hear from Mark or Sheldon that weekend. He shot Mark a text message that next morning, but Mark never replied. Tyler was desperate for some sort of activity to get his mind off of what he’d done. He couldn’t stop thinking about it—and now, even with that large wad of cash that was sitting on his desk, he couldn’t figure out why he’d done it. Even if Tina had been a biological woman with a warm, wet pussy, he shouldn’t have done it. Even if they’d given him fifty thousand dollars, he shouldn’t have done it.  
 
    Because now he couldn’t stop mulling over it, and he had a feeling it would be in the back of his mind for the rest of his life. When he closed his eyes he could still smell her expensive perfume, and he could still feel her tight anal walls hugging his cock. So he tried not to close his eyes. 
 
    He took the old family dog out for a long walk, walking him ten blocks to the off-leash dog park. The dog had only been to that park three times in his ten-year life because it was so far away, but now that distance seemed like a blessing. Though even out for a walk, Tyler still struggled to get that image out of his head: the moment when Tina fished her cock out from her lacy lingerie one-piece. Tyler could still remember his heart stopping momentarily. Even thinking back on it, his heart would throb and clench.  
 
    He threw a ball for his dog, but his dog wasn’t terribly interested. After fifteen minutes at the park, the dog wanted to go home, but Tyler wanted to stay out, stay active, keep his mind from wandering. But the park ended up being the worst place as a group of girls showed up. One of them had long dark hair, and she was wearing fishnets under her ripped jeans. Tyler couldn’t help but feel like he looked a bit like her when he was all dolled up. The girl looked up and made eye contact with Tyler, and Tyler looked away quickly. She actually looked a lot like Tyler’s feminine alter ego—they could have been sisters.  
 
    Tyler remembered seeing himself in the mirror for the first time, once Tina was finished dolling him up. He remembered being shocked by how feminine he looked. In fact, at first, he thought he was looking at a video screen displaying an actual girl. And if he could look startlingly feminine, did that mean lots of guys could look startlingly feminine? Tina certainly looked feminine—the guys all thought she was a sexy milf staring at her photos, and Tyler had no idea otherwise until that cock was out. 
 
    Were there more ladyboys walking around? Was Tina just one of many? Was the girl with the ripped jeans over her fishnet stockings actually a guy in disguise? Were her friends guys too? And all of the girls Tyler had ever fawned over—were any of them secretly men wearing panties? Tyler tried not to think about it, worried it could be true. So he started heading home to his old dog’s delight.  
 
    His sister was home when he got in. She was in the kitchen fixing herself a snack. She looked over at Tyler and said, “What’s on your face?”  
 
    “Where?” Tyler asked, wiping the side of his mouth, assuming she was referring to some missed toothpaste. 
 
    “Around your eyes. It looks like eyeliner,” she said, and then she laughed.  
 
    Mark wiped his eye and then looked at his hand. There was a small black smudge—he must have missed a bit of eyeliner when he was cleaning his face the night before. He was tired and that changing room was dimly lit. “It’s just mud,” he said, his heart aflutter. “Mark tripped me at the park and I went face-first into a puddle.”  
 
    “Oh, that sucks,” Tyler’s sister said, and then she continued making her snack. “I’m going out again tonight. We got invited to this music festival out of town last night, so we’re going to go.” 
 
    “Who’s we?” Tyler asked as he casually walked over to the front hall mirror to make sure there was no more makeup on his face.  
 
    “A couple of my friends and me. It’s a couple hours away and we’re probably going to spend the night. Do me a favour and tell mom and dad that I’m just at Sandy’s for another sleepover.” She took her snack off to her room to get ready for her music festival.  
 
    Tyler went up to his room and tried calling Sheldon, but Sheldon didn’t pick up. Later, he would learn that Sheldon got hammered the night before and spent the entire weekend sick in bed.  
 
    So Tyler tried calling Mark again, but Mark didn’t pick up either, which was unlike Mark. Mark was always ready to go out, always ready to hang out, even if it was three in the morning and he had a bad flu. Tyler thought about walking over to Mark’s house, but he was afraid that Mark would be able to tell that Tyler had gotten up to something—and he was still afraid that there was makeup on his face, so he decided to take a shower. 
 
    But in the shower, those memories started coming back to him. He could picture Tina crawling on her hands and knees on that large king-sized bed. He could see her gently wiggling her bum, inviting him over, spreading her cheeks to show off her tight hole. Tyler looked down in the shower and saw that he was erect, but he refused to jerk himself off with Tina on his mind—or any tranny for that matter. Tyler had to stay strong, and he had to keep his mind pure. He tried to think of his sister’s friend Sandy—a little blonde with big perky tits. He often masturbated to the thought of Sandy stripping in front of him, and the thought of her bouncing on his cock. 
 
    Once he had Sandy firmly in his mind, he let himself reach down and he began to massage the length of his throbbing shaft. It felt nice. He started pumping faster and faster, still thinking of the petite blonde bouncing up and down, her tits flying in every direction. And then he started to imagine something else bouncing around in every direction: a cock. He even imagined a bit of blonde pubic hair. And then he imagined himself reaching forward and grabbing the cock, massaging it until it was hard. He imagined the well-hung Sandy standing up, off of his cock. She took his head and brought it close to her cock, and then she jerked herself off until she was painting his face with her white load.  
 
    And then Tyler came in the shower. He opened his eyes and watched as his ejaculate swirled down the drain. And he realized he’d given in to his taboo anxieties. He was worried he would never be able to look at a woman the same way again. He would never be able to fawn over a girl without wondering if she had a secret hiding between her thighs.  
 
    But was it so wrong? Was being attracted to chicks with dicks really a bad thing? Of course it was—because Tyler knew that they weren’t really chicks with dicks, but men with tits. They were men with tons of plastic surgery and makeup and wigs. Though Tina didn’t have a wig, and she didn’t look like she had plastic surgery, save for her breast implants, which were amazingly realistic. And when Tyler was all dolled up, he looked like a woman even though he didn’t have any surgeries. What was stopping him from growing his hair out and dying it dark, just like his wig? What was stopping him from taking hormones to change the pitch of his voice?  
 
    He pushed the meandering thoughts out from his head. They weren’t welcomed. Tyler was a man and he liked women—real women. And he couldn’t allow one confusing night to complicate that biological standard.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Mark struggled not to pick up the phone every time Tyler called. He was bored with nothing to do, but he still wasn’t ready to face Tyler. He needed some more time to mentally prepare for their next meeting, so it wouldn’t show on his face that he’d been there that night, watching through the window—even though he knew Tyler couldn’t possibly assume that Mark had been there watching through the window.  
 
    So Mark spent his whole weekend by the pool, too afraid to even go out to the mall, in case he were to run into Tyler. And it seemed likely that Tyler would go to the mall, seeing as he had five thousand dollars to burn through. Mark went for a dip and then he did some tanning in the sun and then he went for a dip again. And there were a few times when Mark had to excuse himself for the bathroom so he could rub one out to the thought of Tyler taking that pretty milf from behind—and occasionally he got off to the fantasy of Tyler taking it from behind, gripping the bed sheets tightly as his little asshole stretched wide.  
 
    As soon as Mark would get off, he would become filled with embarrassment and guilt. He didn’t like that he was fantasizing about his best friend in lingerie, but he couldn’t help it. No other thoughts were cutting it for him. He couldn’t think of anything sexier than Tyler with dark long hair and tight fishnet stockings around his smooth legs. It was Saturday night when Mark started to really think about it. He wondered if Tyler had enjoyed it—if Tyler was planning on doing it again. Did the milf invite him back? If not, was he going to seek out some sexy trap action on his own? Or was Mark just a pervert for thinking about it?  
 
    The sun was gone and the pool was cold, so Mark went back up to his room. He found himself repeating the previous night: pacing back and forth, trying to think of something to do. He wanted to know what Tyler had done with the money, but he was too afraid to ask and admit that he knew what happened. But he suddenly had the idea of going over to Tyler’s to see for himself—to spy like he’d done the previous night.  
 
    He took his bike over to Tyler’s house, and left it a few houses down, tied to a lamppost. He went down the alley and saw the upstairs lights on in Tyler’s house. Tyler’s room was dark, but the room next to it was bright. He tried to remember which room it was, and then he remembered it was Tyler’s sister’s room.  
 
    Mark crept up to the house, looking into the garage on the way. It was empty—Tyler’s parents’ car was gone. Maybe they were out. Mark knew he had to be cautious regardless.  
 
    Tyler’s house was easier to scale than the milf’s house. The back wall was decorated with a tall trellis, which was easy enough to climb (when they were younger, they would sneak out together during sleepovers to go to friends’ parties). Mark carefully climbed the trellis now.  
 
    And it wasn’t the first time he’d climbed it without Tyler’s knowledge. When Mark was sixteen, he had a huge crush on Tyler’s sister. One night, when Tyler’s sister was having a sleepover with her girlfriends, Mark came over and climbed that trellis to hopefully see some tits. He didn’t end up seeing any tits, but he did end up falling down and nearly breaking his back. He was sore for three weeks after the incident.  
 
    Now, he looked into Tyler’s sister’s lit up bedroom. There was no one inside, but the closet was open and there were a few outfits laid out on the bed. Mark looked around, trying to see if Tyler’s sister was sitting in a corner, just out of sight, but there was no one to be seen—until a shadow started approaching in the hallway. Mark sunk low, keeping his eyes above the windowsill so he could continue to watch.  
 
    Tyler walked into the room, naked save for a pair of pink panties. He had eyeliner and mascara on, and it looked like he had some eye shadow on as well. Mark grinned as his theory was confirmed: Tyler did enjoy his night with the milf, and he was continuing with his cross-dressing. Was this something he’d always done, or was this a new hobby? Mark had showed up at Tyler’s house unannounced dozens of times—maybe hundreds of times over the years—but he’d never caught Tyler cross-dressing until now. 
 
    Tyler went to the bed and picked up a dress. It was a slutty black dress, intentionally ripped in many spots to look ‘grungy’ and more revealing. The back was completely ripped open, exposing the entire back, and the skirt was ripped short, showing off the bottom cusp of Tyler’s bum. Tyler admired himself in the mirror for a moment before digging through the closet and pulling out a pair of black sheer stockings. He tugged them up his legs and pointed his toes straight in the air, now admiring his model-like legs.  
 
    He stood up and did a few more poses, looking surprisingly feminine without even a wig on his head. His makeup job wasn’t great, but Mark figured it was a first or second try. He watched as Tyler ruffled up his hair while pouting into the mirror like a slutty teen girl would do.  
 
    Then Tyler tried to fit into his sister’s shoes. It looked like a tight fit, but he managed to squish his feet into the tiny heels. He stood up awkwardly, throwing his hands out for balance. It took a moment before he started walking—slowly gaining his confidence. Mark was tempted to knock on the window, to scare the living hell out of his friend, but he resisted the urge, afraid to be caught. And then Mark had an idea— 
 
    Maybe this was the perfect opportunity to catch Tyler cross-dressing, so he could mock him without admitting that he saw Tyler at the milf’s house. Mark knew the code to the back door—he could simply pretend like he randomly swung by to say hello, which was something he did all of the time.  
 
    Mark grinned as he carefully climbed down the trellis.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    Tyler looked good. He wanted to think that he looked like a dude in drag, but he couldn’t help but look good. He even squeezed into the tightest dress he could find in his sister’s closet, hoping it would make his shoulders look broad and outrageous, but the dress just proved that Tyler had narrow, feminine shoulders. It also proved that he had wide feminine hips, a thin feminine waist, and a perky feminine tush.  
 
    He tried on a different outfit, hoping the tight dress was just creating an illusion. Maybe it was just the way the dress was cut… but no. Tyler looked good in everything. He even caught himself smiling at one point, because he looked so cute.  
 
    So he wasn’t just hallucinating at the trans milf’s house. It wasn’t just a stress-induced imagining—he really did look like a chick. And maybe that’s why they picked him for the deed. No, that’s definitely why they picked him for the deed. 
 
    Now, Tyler found himself buttoning up a plaid skirt that made him look a bit like a sexy waitress in an Irish pub. He’d always loved staring at the waitresses when he walked by the Irish pub that was between his house and the school. When they bent over to clean the tables, they showed off their asses and the small bulges in their panties. Now, with his cock tucked back, it kind of looked like Tyler had the same camel toe bulge when he belt over.  
 
    The skirt went great with a pair of thigh-high white stockings. No heels were needed. The stockings alone made his feet look incredibly cute. With the skirt he wore a tight black tank top, and then he found himself in front of the mirror, touching up his makeup. At first, he’d only put on makeup in an attempt to prove to himself that he didn’t really look like a chick. But now, he was trying to see how far he could push it—just how feminine he could look. And he impressed himself with the results. The pink lip-gloss made the biggest difference. He loved the way the lip-gloss felt on his lips.  
 
    He stood up and did a spin in front of the mirror. And then he stared at himself, half in a state of admiration and half in a state of confusion, trying to figure out what the hell he was doing. Why was he wearing his sister’s clothes? Why did he care if he could look like a girl or not? What difference did it make in the end if he wasn’t actually a girl? Tina wasn’t actually a girl and it made a difference for her… 
 
    Tyler noticed a small eyeliner smudge on the corner of his eye. He looked around for a cotton swab to correct the small error, but there were none in his room. But he knew there was a box in the bathroom, so he slipped out from his room and went to the bathroom. The lighting in the bathroom was much softer and brighter. He looked even prettier in the bathroom mirror, so naturally he caught himself once again in front of the mirror, admiring himself as the minutes passed by. Then he saw that smudge again and remembered the point of his bathroom excursion. He fixed the small eyeliner smudge and then he went back to his room. 
 
    And it took him a moment before he noticed Mark sitting on his bed, wearing a big, toothy grin. “Looking good,” he said, trying not to laugh. 
 
    Tyler suddenly felt sick. His legs felt weak and his eyes were suddenly blurry. He tried to take a breath in, but his lungs were suddenly too shallow. “It’s—It’s not what it looks like.”  
 
    “So you aren’t wearing your sister’s skirt and stockings? And I’m assuming then that you aren’t wearing her panties, too?” Mark asked, still with that big grin. He jumped up from the bed and started walking around Tyler. Tyler just wanted to run, but he didn’t know where to run, and he knew that running would be pointless. The damage was already done. Now he needed to figure out how to explain himself. Maybe he could say he was rehearsing for a play… But what play? Maybe he could say that his clothes were all dirty, and he was just using the makeup to cover up some pimples… Yeah, Mark would surely go for that… 
 
    “I’m not going to lie, Tyler. You look like a lady. Is this something you do a lot?” Mark asked. He stepped behind Tyler and looked at Tyler’s ass. Tyler was too afraid to look back, to look his friend in the eyes, so he wasn’t expecting the hard slap he got to the ass. “Ouch!” he yelped, jumping forward.  
 
    “I was just messing around,” Tyler said, his voice shaking. 
 
    “I’m disappointed in your voice, Ty. You pull this look off and then you sound like that? At least put a little bit of effort into the voice. Say it again—tell me you were just messing around again.” 
 
    Tyler stood silent, still trembling, still wanting to throw up.  
 
    “Say it, Tyler. Hm, I don’t like the name Tyler. It doesn’t suit you. How’s about Tiagra? Maybe just Tia—Tia has a nice ring to it. What do you think, Tia? Tell me again that you were just messing around, but use your best girly voice.”  
 
    Tyler took a deep breath. He didn’t know what was happening, but he had a feeling there was a tinge of blackmail behind Mark’s devilish grin. Mark had a lot of friends—and he would only have to tell one of them for the news to spread around the whole school. So Tyler knew that had to play along with Mark’s games. “I was just messing around,” he said with a feminine twang.  
 
    Mark’s face lit up. “Great. I love it. You sound so cute, you know that, Tia?” Mark walked back in front of Tyler and stood in front of him. He put his hands on Tyler’s hips and looked into Tyler’s eyes. “Look at those eyes. Where did you learn to do your makeup like that?” Mark asked.  
 
    Tyler felt cold and small and short of breath. He took another deep breath and then he shied away. “I told you I was just messing around.”  
 
    “When I mess around, I don’t put on my sister’s clothes,” Mark said. Tyler’s heart stuttered because he knew Mark was right. He knew his excuse was terrible and it was too late to go with another one—not that it would have made any difference. Mark knew Tyler better than anyone. Mark wasn’t the smartest guy, but he wasn’t dumb enough to fall for any excuses. The reality was right in front of him: Tyler was getting himself dolled up in his sister’s clothes and makeup.  
 
    “Please don’t tell anyone,” Tyler said. 
 
    “Ask me again in your girly voice,” Mark insisted. 
 
    “Please don’t tell anyone,” Tyler said, this time in his best girly voice.  
 
    “Now get on your knees and ask me. I want to hear you beg,” Mark said. 
 
    Tyler’s legs trembled and his gut turned. He couldn’t let the world find out about his cross-dressing curiosity. So he sunk to his knees and pressed his hands together. “Please, please, please don’t tell anyone about this.” 
 
    Mark’s lips curled into a big grin. “Now ask me with my cock in your mouth.”  
 
    Tyler froze. His lips parted and his jaw trembled slightly. He tried to respond, but he couldn’t muster up any words. His spine was cold.  
 
    “Girls can’t resist me. So if you want to be a proper girl, you won’t resist me either. So go ahead and take my cock out and suck it. If you can get me off, then I won’t tell anyone.  Scout’s honour.” He still had that grin on his face. Was he serious? Or was he just setting Tyler up? Why would he want to be sucked off by his male friend? Was Mark secretly gay? Or was he fooling around? Or did Tyler really look that good with a skirt and some makeup?  
 
    Tyler tried to think of something to say but his mind was blank. He felt like he was on the verge of throwing up. “What?” he finally managed to say. 
 
    “You heard me. Go on now. Or I’m calling up Sheldon. He’ll think this is so hilarious. And don’t bother telling anyone that I asked you to suck my dick. They’ll obviously never believe you.” And Mark was right—no one would believe that Mark asked Tyler to suck his dick. Everyone would assume that was just Tyler trying to deflect the humiliation.  
 
    Tyler looked down at the slight bulge in Mark’s jeans. Could he do it? Was it worth his secret remaining safe? He watched as his trembling hands reached forward and began to do away with Mark’s belt. He was actually doing it! But it didn’t seem like he was in control of his own body, as if some alien force had possessed him. He found himself watching as he gently pulled down Mark’s fly, and then he found himself watching as his fingers slipped through the slit. He may have been stuck watching like a prisoner trapped in his own mind, but he could still feel everything. He could feel the warm, throbbing girth of Mark’s cock. And he could feel Mark’s soft pubic hair.  
 
    He watched as Mark’s long cock flopped out from his jeans. Tyler looked up at Mark, who was still grinning. Mark’s cheeks were red. “Go ahead. Suck it,” Mark said. He really wasn’t kidding. He really wanted a blowjob from his best friend. So Tyler looked back down at the cock, which was throbbing and growing. He closed his eyes and leaned forward, parting his lips wide. He felt the warm tip press against his bottom lip and he knew there was no turning back.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XI 
 
    Mark’s heart was pounding but he kept his composure. His plan wasn’t to get Tia to suck his cock, but he couldn’t help himself once he was in the room with her. She was pretty. She didn’t look at all like a guy in a skirt. Besides, he knew Tia wasn’t going to tell anyone, so what was the harm?  
 
    She sucked like a professional cocksucker. Mark couldn’t help but wonder if his was the first cock she’d ever sucked. Judging by her dark red cheeks and trembling hands, it was—but every time she managed to sink his whole cock down her throat without gagging, he wondered. But it made no difference. It felt good and Tia looked hot, even from above.  
 
    Mark sat down slowly on the floor, making Tia sink lower. She went from her knees to her hands and knees. She curved her back low like a cat doing her morning stretch. And she managed to continue sucking that cock. Mark squirmed slightly. His anxieties began to shift: from, ‘Should I really be blackmailing my friend into sucking my cock?’ to, ‘What if I come too quickly in my friend’s mouth?’ Tia’s tongue felt good, the way it wrapped around his girth and tickled his tip. She managed to press her lips firmly around his meat, stimulating his tip amazingly.  
 
    Tia moaned slightly. Her skirt had slid up her back, revealing her whole butt. She was wearing a thong, but the thin piece of fabric was too thin to even cover her whole asshole, so Mark was able to watch it pucker and beg to be penetrated. And Mark found himself legitimately considering the possibility. “How badly do you want it?” Mark asked. 
 
    And for the first time since plunging his cock through her lips, Tia let his cock fall out from her mouth. “Badly,” she said with glowing eyes.  
 
    “Good. Don’t move,” Mark said. He hopped up to his feet and walked around his sexy kitten. She watched him with those shy, glowing eyes, her butt still perked up into the air. Mark sunk down his knees behind her, slapping his wet cock between her butt cheeks. Tia wiggled her bum gently, grinding her puckering hole against Mark’s throbbing shaft. “Fuck…” Mark muttered. His cock was so hard that it was actually a bit sore—he wasn’t sure if he’d ever been so hard in his life. A trickle of clear fluid ran down from the tip of his cock—it was either Tia’s saliva or his cock was drooling pre-cum.  
 
    “Please just fuck me already,” Tia begged. So Mark aimed the tip of his cock against her tight hole and he began to press in. He pushed hard but he couldn’t seem to penetrate her. He tried spreading her cheeks and spitting into her hole, but she was still too tight. 
 
    “It’s tight,” he said. 
 
    “Keep pushing,” Tia said, her voice strained. 
 
    He grunted slightly as he dug his fingertips into her hips. And then finally, he penetrated her. She let out a sharp whimper and his cock plunged two inches into her hole. He stopped for a moment while he waited for her to relax, and then he started sinking deeper. He wasn’t even inside of her completely before the euphoria started to set in and he realized he wasn’t going to last very long. He felt his cheeks turning red. She looked back at him with those glowing eyes, opened wider than ever as if she could feel that he was about to burst. He tried to hold back, but it was hopeless. She was too tight and too warm and too sexy. He tried to get a few quick pumps in, but that was all he could do before he was filling her tush with his hot load. She gasped and her body became tense. He held her firmly in place while she tried to squirm.  
 
    He stared down at her little butthole after he pulled out, and he watched as his cum shot dribbled out. “That was fast,” Tia said with a grin on her face.  
 
    Mark felt the colour drain from his cheeks. The only thing more embarrassing than fucking your best friend in drag is coming within seconds of penetration. Mark cleared his throat. “It’s—It’s been a while,” he said. “We can go again in a few minutes. Just give me a few minutes, okay?” 
 
    Tia giggled. She had a cute giggle, but it only made Mark more embarrassed. “It would be a shame if Sheldon found out about that, wouldn’t it?” she said. 
 
    “What are you talking about? He would never believe you,” Mark said, shaking his head. 
 
    “You don’t think so?” Tia held up her phone and then Mark heard the camera snap. He looked down to see his cock was still out, with a dribble of cum hanging halfway to the floor. Tia giggled. 
 
    “Give that to me,” he said, trying to snatch it from her. But she held it back.  
 
    “No,” she said.  
 
    “Delete that picture. Or I’ll tell everyone that you dressed up in your sister’s clothes,” Mark said.  
 
    “You wouldn’t dare,” she said. “Because I’ll tell everyone you came in less than ten seconds in my ass.”  
 
    Mark’s face was suddenly a shade of purple. “What do you want?” he asked. “What do I need to do for you to delete that picture?” 
 
    “Well,” Tia said with a big grin. “Maybe I need to get off. Why don’t you go over to the bed and bend over?”  
 
    “You’re kidding, right?” Mark said, his jaw trembling. He tried to force a grin in an attempt to keep his composure.  
 
    “I promise you’ll like it,” Tia said. “And I promise I’ll last longer than ten seconds.”  
 
    “Anything else,” Mark said, crossing his arms. 
 
    “Nope. That’s all I want. Haven’t you ever fantasized about being pegged by a beautiful woman, Mark?” Tia asked. She reached down and wiped the strand of cum off of Mark’s cock with the tip of her pointed finger. She brought it to her lips and licked it off, still with that arrogant grin.  
 
    “No,” Mark said. 
 
    “Liar,” Tia said. And he was lying. Sometimes at night, those thoughts would creep into his mind: fantasies where he was laying on his stomach while a girl was giving it to him from the top. Sometimes he would even slip a Sharpie into the bathroom with him when he went to masturbate, and he would stick the whole marker into his butt, to make his orgasm more intense.  
 
    Now, he found himself on Tia’s bed, laying on his stomach. His heart was pounding. Was this really happening? Was he really about to let his best friend stuff his ass from behind? Would it hurt? Tia slipped her cock out from her thong. It sprung upwards, already erect. And it was a lot bigger than a measly Sharpie marker.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XII 
 
    Tyler watched as Mark’s fingers tightly gripped the bed sheets. Mark was cute when he was nervous. Tyler couldn’t help but giggle.  
 
    He felt strangely free, but he wasn’t sure why. Once he realized that Mark really did find him attractive in that skirt, he felt his heart swelling in his chest, as if he’d received one of the greatest compliments of his life, even though he knew it shouldn’t have been taken as a compliment. No man should feel proud of how good they look in women’s clothing—at least that’s what Tyler had been raised to believe. 
 
    But what was so bad about it? Tyler tried to think of some con to being sexy in women’s clothing, but he could think of nothing. So far there had only been pros: he’d been given five thousand dollars, and now two different people had thrown themselves at him, lusting over him as if he was a fine commodity. He felt good, like he was finally being noticed and appreciated. There was finally a point to his petite, scrawny body. He finally felt happy—so why should he feel bad about himself? So what if some people think it’s weird to dress up like a girl? So what if society says a man shouldn’t put on women’s clothing? Tina put on women’s clothing and she had breast implants and she was probably taking hormones—and she was one of the happiest people Tyler had ever met. 
 
    So maybe he would try Tia out for a while. Maybe he would see if life would be better as Tia. Maybe being caught by Mark was the best thing that had ever happened to him—to her.  
 
    She slid the tip of her cock down the length of Mark’s butt crack. He squirmed slightly, his body still tense. But she knew he would relax as soon as he felt her long, throbbing member inside of his body. She needed something as lubricant. She thought about spitting, and then she felt the still-warm cum dribbling down her leg. She reached down and wiped it up and then she wiped it on her cock. She had no idea if it would work, but she was willing to try—to stick Mark’s own cum up his ass.  
 
    Shockingly, the cum made excellent lubricant. With the white warm goo slicked all over her cock, she slid in without much effort, even when he started to clench and groan. “Oh, just relax and admit that you like it, babe,” Tia said, as she gently squeezed Mark’s ass cheeks.  
 
    She started pumping him, sinking a little bit deeper with each penetration. His whole body was trembling. He was still stiff, refusing to relax. She put a hand on his back and whispered, “Shh, just relax. Surrender.” He remained tense for another moment, and then suddenly, she could hear him taking a deep breath. His body sunk down low and his asshole unclenched, though it was still very, very tight.  
 
    There was a mirror across the room. Instead of staring at her muscular date, Tia found herself staring into the mirror, watching herself as she pumped her friend from behind. She really did look good, even when she was mounting another man. The socks she had stuffed into her bra didn’t look terrible, though a nice pair of implants would have looked better. Tia found herself thinking about Tina—maybe she could ask Tina where she got her breasts done.  
 
    Mark was groaning and squirming. “Fuck, that feels good,” he moaned. He clutched the bed sheets tighter and he tried to kick with his limp legs. Tia didn’t budge. She kept her hands firmly down on Mark’s body and she continued to pump. She watched as her cock disappeared completely into Mark’s anus before emerging, still slicked with his gooey white cum. Then she watched as her cock disappeared again.  
 
    Then she caught Mark with his head to the side, staring at the mirror, admiring his feminine date as she stuffed his tush. “Harder,” he said, so she started fucking him harder. “Faster,” he said, so she started fucking him faster. He was groaning louder now, clutching those sheets harder. “Fuck, I want your cum inside of me so badly.”  
 
    As if on cue, she felt her orgasm approaching. It felt good and powerful. She clenched hard and started to moan as she held back. She looked in the mirror briefly and saw that her face was turning red. Then she looked back at her stiff rod, pumping Mark’s anus like the piston of some steam engine.  
 
    She came, groaning loudly. She had her whole cock pressed into Mark’s ass, her ball sack scrunched up against his body. Mark squirmed and groaned. There was a small puddle of drool next to his lips. Tia gave him a good slap on the ass once she was finished, before she stepped off of him so her creampie could ooze out from his body.  
 
    “So just to be clear, we’re not telling anyone anything, right?” Mark said. “You don’t tell anyone we fucked and I won’t tell anyone that I found you dressing up.”  
 
    Tia shrugged. “I won’t tell anyone that we fucked if you don’t want, but I don’t care if you tell people you caught me dressing up.”  
 
    Mark sat up swiftly with wide eyes. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    Tia shrugged her shoulders. “I think I’m going to give this a try for a while. I mean—you thought I was cute, right?” She did a cute little pose for him once her skirt was adjusted. There was still a streak of dried cum down the length of her leg.  
 
    “Um, yeah, I guess so,” Mark said. “So you’re going to be, like, a girl now?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah. Why not?” Tia said. She smiled.  
 
    “Oh. I don’t know. I guess that’s… fine.” He looked perplexed and confused. He sat there staring at Tia, looking like a new puppy.  
 
    “Maybe I’ll even start dating. I bet I could find a guy who wants some of this,” she said. 
 
    Mark perked up again, his cheeks turning red. “You’re going to see other guys? I mean—um… You want to see guys?” 
 
    Tia laughed. “Maybe,” she said.  
 
    “Well maybe… I don’t know... maybe we should be a thing, or something.” His face was dark red now. He clasped his hands on his lap and looked down at the floor like a shy toddler.  
 
    “Maybe,” Tia said. She stepped up to him and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “Though I still have a lot to figure out. I still don’t even own any of my own clothes. I don’t even know what my style is yet.” 
 
    “You look good in that skirt.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Tia said, holding her skirt out with both hands. “Maybe I’ll get a few more like it. Want to go to the mall with me tomorrow?”  
 
    Mark nodded his head. He smiled, his face still dark red. He looked excited but still nervous. They were both still nervous as they decided to embark into new territory, opening themselves up to a whole new barrage of judgement. But Tia knew they would survive. Besides, what was the worst someone could say? Words are just words at the end of the day—they are meaningless unless you let them have meaning.  
 
    “Want to stay the night?” Tia asked. 
 
    Mark nodded. 
 
    “You said you only needed a few minutes, right? Well it’s been a few minutes. Are you ready again or what?” 
 
    Mark’s smile grew big and he stood up straight. His cock was already starting to harden and throb. He was more than ready.  
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    TAKE IT OFF 
 
    Mel was given one task for Theo’s upcoming bachelor party: hire the stripper. He had over a month to get the job done and he still managed to forget until the morning of the party. Now, all of the strippers are booked up and Mel has no idea what he’s going to do. So he starts asking strangers on the street, begging and offering lots of money. And to his surprise, he finds a beautiful blonde who is up to the task.  
 
    Only Mel doesn’t realize that the beautiful blonde he just hired for his best friend’s bachelor party has an extra endowment dangling between her curvy thighs.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Mel was given one job for Theo’s bachelor party—just one small, easy job that would only take fifteen minutes at the very most. The other guys all had many jobs, but Mel only got one because the other guys knew Mel could only handle one. 
 
    Mel had a lousy memory, and he had lousy motivation. Back in school, he would fail everything. He eventually dropped out in grade eleven after failing an open book test; every student was allowed to bring their notes in to the test, but Mel had no notes because he’d been too lazy the night before to quickly write any down. He’d just failed another test the week before that should have been even easier. The teacher wrote all the questions down on the board the day before the test, and Mel was too lazy to write them down in his notebook.  
 
    But the guys couldn’t have asked Mel to do nothing. Mel was one of Theo’s best friends, so it only made sense that he participates a little bit in the bachelor party planning process. The guys only gave him one small task: hire the stripper. 
 
    “There’s a whole page at the back of the newspaper. Just call one of the numbers and ask for a blonde. As you know, Theo likes blondes,” said Kalvin, Theo’s best man. “We’ve got a four hundred dollar budget for the stripper, so pick a good one.”  
 
    Mel meant to hire the stripper that night, but when he got home he was feeling tired. He figured it could wait until the next day. The bachelor party wasn’t for another six weeks, so he knew he didn’t have to rush. 
 
    “Did you hire the stripper yet, Mel?” Kalvin called and asked one afternoon. 
 
    “Not yet, but I’m going to do that tonight,” Mel said. It was just three weeks before the party. 
 
    “A lot of girls are going to be booked up. You’d better not waste any more time.” 
 
    “I know, I know. I’ve just been so busy. But I’ll do it tonight,” Mel said. He pulled out the newspaper while he was on the phone with Kalvin. 
 
    “If you just want me to do it, say so and I’ll do it.” 
 
    “I’ll do it,” Mel said. He was going to do it as soon as he got off the phone with Kalvin, but then his favourite show came on the television and he figured hiring a stripper could wait an hour. But it turned out to be a marathon of his favourite show. It was almost midnight when he realized he’d forgotten to make the call. “It can wait until tomorrow,” he told himself. He went to sleep and in the morning, he’d forgotten that he had something important to do. And it was another week before he remembered. He only remembered because Kalvin called to ask if the job was done. 
 
    This time, Mel lied. “Yep, it’s all done,” he said. It was a lie, but it wouldn’t matter because he planned on hiring the stripper as soon as he hung up the phone with Kalvin. But he didn’t end up making that call because he couldn’t find the newspaper. He’d already tossed it for the day. So he figured he would wait until the next morning, when he got the new paper.  
 
    But of course he didn’t remember in the morning. It wasn’t until the day of the bachelor party that he finally remembered. Kalvin called and asked, “Are you all ready for the party?”  
 
    “Sure am,” Mel said. He was excited. They were all going out to play paintball before getting dinner at one of the best steak houses in the state. Then, they were going to drink in a private room of Theo’s favourite bar, which just happened to be Mel’s favourite bar as well.  
 
    “And the stripper knows the address and time?” Kalvin asked. 
 
    Mel’s heart sunk deep into his stomach. His lips became dry as they parted. He tried to reply but there was a lump the size of a tuna can in his throat.  
 
    “Mel? You there?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Mel said, clearing his throat. A cold sweat bathed the back of his neck. 
 
    “You did hire the stripper, right? Because you won’t find anyone now.” 
 
    “Yeah, I did that,” Mel said. Now that cold sweat was covering his body. He’d failed the one task that he’d been given. He was going to be the responsible one for ruining Theo’s bachelor party. They would all be sitting there, in that back room, waiting for a stripper to walk through the door—but no stripper would come. The night would end on a dull note—an anti-climax. And it was all Mel’s fault.  
 
    Mel grabbed the newspaper and he started calling all of the numbers on that back classified page. “Sorry, all of our girls are booked tonight. Good luck though,” he was told countless times. He called every single number on that page, but it was hopeless. A few strippers even laughed at him when he asked if they were free that night, which was apparently one of the busiest nights of the year for strippers. 
 
    Mel started trying to think of excuses. Maybe he could tell everyone that the stripper cancelled last second. Or he could just pretend to be waiting for the stripper with everyone else, and he could act surprised when no stripper showed up. But then he would still be letting Theo down, even if Theo thought he’d done his job.  
 
    He needed to think of something. He thought about calling up old friends. Maybe he could pay some girl to strip for the night. He called Marcy, his cousin’s ex-girlfriend. “Marcy, I have a huge favour to ask. And I’ll give you four hundred dollars. No, six hundred. I’ll throw in two hundred of my own.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Marcy asked. 
 
    “I need you to strip for my friend. I forgot to hire a stripper for his bachelor party.” 
 
    Marcy hung up the phone, and she didn’t pick up when Mel tried calling back. Mel’s stomach turned. It was time for him to start getting ready for paintball. Their booking started in forty-five minutes and the place was twenty minutes away. “Shit…” Mel muttered. He scrolled through his Facebook friends and tried to think if any of them would want six hundred dollars to strip for a private event. But no one was online and none of them would have done it anyway.  
 
    So Mel fell back into his sofa chair and he buried his face into his hands. And then he remembered that he was supposed to pick Kalvin up on his way to paintball, so he really had to get going. 
 
    He grabbed his car keys and his wallet and he took off, feeling frightened and guilty and hopeless. He was two blocks from Kalvin’s house when he noticed a tall, beautiful blonde walking down the street. She was wearing tall stilettos and a tiny skirt. She was dressed a bit like a prostitute but she was too pretty to be a prostitute. Mel’s hands suddenly started trembling. He took a deep breath and then he pulled his car up next to the woman. She looked over at him, batting her glorious eyelashes. “Excuse me,” Mel said, his voice cracking. Now he was pretty sure he was soliciting prostitution, probably from a cop. She had to be a cop—hookers aren’t that pretty. But Mel was desperate. 
 
    “Yeah?” the woman said.  
 
    “I’ve got the biggest favour in the world to ask you. And please don’t hate me for asking.” He made his proposition. The beautiful blonde just stood there silently, staring into his eyes. When Mel finished his pitch, he became tense, not sure if he was about to arrested, have his window smashed, or if he was about to get very, very lucky.  
 
    And thanks to some miracle, Mel turned out to be very, very lucky. “What time should I be there?” the beautiful blonde asked with a cute grin.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Kalvin knew there was something up with Mel, but he couldn’t figure out what. He was acting strange from the moment he picked Kalvin up at Kalvin’s apartment building. Kalvin was telling Mel about all of the plans for the night, and Mel was just sitting there grinning, lost in his own mind. “Are you listening?” Kalvin asked before they arrived at the paintball park. 
 
    “Huh?” Mel said, looking over with a dazed expression.  
 
    Kalvin didn’t bother repeating himself. Mel had something on his mind, and Kalvin was pretty sure he didn’t want to know what. He still wasn’t convinced that Mel actually remembered to hire the stripper. So just to be safe, Kalvin had made a few calls and he’d convinced a stripper to be on standby, just in case Mel didn’t come through. He gave her two hundred bucks as a holding fee, and he’d called numerous times to make sure she knew the correct time and address.  
 
    Unlike Mel, Kalvin was always prepared. Kalvin graduated high school with honours, and he was made the valedictorian. Whenever someone asked a favour of Kalvin, he always made sure to go above and beyond. One time an old high school friend called and asked Kalvin if he could pick him up from the airport. Kalvin tried to get his car detailed before picking his old friend up, but the detailing place was closed, so Kalvin decided to rent a luxury car instead, even though his car was perfectly fine. He made sure the car was stocked with cold water bottles and he even had a music playlist ready, based on the ‘favourite musical artists’ on his friend’s Facebook page.  
 
    Before they got out of the car at the paintball park, Kalvin asked one more time: “You did get the stripper for tonight, right?” 
 
    Mel smiled big and nodded his head. “Theo’s going to love her,” he said. Kalvin felt a wave of relief, but he still kept his own stripper on standby, just in case something happened with Mel’s girl. His standby girl was his go-to girl—he hired her for every bachelor party and other adult-themed events that called for strippers, including birthday parties and retirement parties. He even had her lined up for another bachelor party where Kalvin was also the best man, which was just a few days after Theo’s wedding.  
 
    During paintball, Kalvin kept a close eye on Mel, making sure he wasn’t slipping away to make any last second phone calls. Mel still seemed spacey, not paying any attention to his teammates as they formulated battle plans. He would just wander out into the field, and he didn’t even seem to notice when he was being shot at.  
 
    But they all had fun nonetheless. 
 
    At dinner, when the server came around to take everyone’s order, Mel was still spaced out. Theo had to give him a nudge to pull him from his mindless state. “Mel, what do you want to eat?” 
 
    Mel shook his head and then looked down at the menu. “Oh, uh, what’s good?”  
 
    The waiter made a recommendation. But Kalvin couldn’t help but think that Mel wasn’t even listening. His gaze went inward again while the waiter was talking, and then the table became silent again. Theo gave Mel another nudge. “Well?” Theo asked. 
 
    “Oh, uh, yeah, I’ll have that,” Mel said, forcing a smile. Once again, Kalvin decided to keep an eye on Mel, just in case he snuck away to try and hire a last second stripper for Theo’s bachelor party. But he didn’t. He just sat there, with his inward gaze. Kalvin started wondering if he was on drugs, or maybe he had a hangover from a night of drinking alone.  
 
    Kalvin was nervous when they settled into their private room at the bar. He found himself staring at the door, waiting for the stripper to arrive, still unsure of what to expect. He still had a hard time believing Mel actually managed to get a stripper—when he’d asked Mel a couple of weeks before, Mel still hadn’t hired anyone. And it was a Saturday in June, and it was apparently the busiest Saturday of the year for bachelor parties. Kalvin’s heart jumped every time the private room door opened. And then his heart would take a moment to settle as the waitress came in to take away empty glasses, and to bring more liquor.  
 
    “What’s up, buddy?” Theo asked Kalvin. “You seem stressed out.”  
 
    “Just nervous for your big day next weekend,” Kalvin said. He could feel that his cheeks were red.  
 
    “Don’t be nervous. I’m the one who’s supposed to be nervous,” Theo said with a chuckle.  
 
    And then the door opened and a tall blonde stepped into the room. She was holding a shot glass and wearing a white blouse and fitted black dress pants. She was dressed like a manager, but her face was too stunning to be in bar management. Her hair was too blonde and her eyes were too piercing. Kalvin knew that she was the stripper. 
 
    A few of the other guys looked up to check her out before turning their attention back to their drinks. Theo smiled at the woman before returning to a conversation he was having with another guy. And Mel was staring down at the table with red cheeks and a crooked smile. So he really came through—he really managed to get a cute, blonde stripper just a couple of weeks before the big party. Kalvin wanted to reach over and give him a pat on the back, but he didn’t want to give anything away, so he kept his hands to himself.  
 
    “Who here is getting married next weekend?” the pretty blonde asked. She had a deeper voice, which didn’t seem strange given her Amazonian stature.  
 
    Theo raised his hand with a smile. “Right here. Though if I have much more, someone’s going to have to carry me home.” The guys all chuckled. 
 
    The woman stepped up and placed the shot down in front of him. But before Theo could reach for the shot, the woman stepped one of her long legs over Theo’s lap so she was straddling him. His face instantly became red as he realized what was happening. The guys all started clapping and hollering. “Oh no, you guys didn’t…” Theo said.  
 
    “You can thank Mel,” Kalvin said, clapping along as the beautiful blonde started grinding Theo’s lap with her big perky ass.  
 
    “Feel free to touch all you want, if you think you can handle me,” she said. She started unbuttoning her top, showing off more and more cleavage. The woman had moves—a real professional. Kalvin found himself smiling, incredibly impressed. He looked over at Mel, who looked incredibly relieved. “Good job,” he whispered. Mel nodded with a smile.  
 
    The blonde beauty spun around and dropped her blouse on to Theo’s lap. She was wearing a black satin one-piece under her white blouse and dress pants. Now, she was shimmying her dress pants down to show off the spicy number. The lingerie was open down the middle, connected together by many little strings, like a backwards corset. Her cleavage was incredible: big and perky, though a bit stiff (most likely fake). Her skin was smooth and her tummy was flat. 
 
    Theo’s cheeks were dark red. He kept his hands at his sides, until there was enough peer pressure from his friends to touch her. “You aren’t married yet!” someone shouted. So he put his hands on her sides and then his face became even redder.  
 
    Kalvin couldn’t blame him. The woman was hot—one of the hottest girls he’d ever seen. Her long blonde hair was perfect and her curves were impressive. Kalvin was tempted a few times to reach over and feel the woman’s perfect body, but he willed his hands to himself, and he just watched with his eyes. 
 
    The beauty took Theo’s hands off of her sides and brought them around to her front. She cupped them against her perky tits. Now Theo’s face was dark, dark red. His hands were trembling. “Don’t be shy,” the beauty said. “Pull off my top for me.”  
 
    So Theo slowly raised his hands to her shoulders, where thin black straps were holding her whole outfit up. He gently pulled the straps over her shoulders and then he gently tugged the top of her one-piece down over her rack. The guys all hollered.  
 
    Then the girl stood up and started moving about the room. Kalvin hadn’t even noticed the music that was playing. When was it turned on and where was it coming from? He looked around and saw no boom box. It was coming through the bar’s speaker system. Was she just dancing to the house music? Was this not a prepared routine?  
 
    The blonde bent over, showing off that perfect ass. She touched the floor with the palms of her hands, without bending her knees. And then she shook her tush, twerking, making her soft bum ripple. It was a mesmerizing sight. All of the guys were staring. Theo had his legs crossed, probably trying to hide his erection. Kalvin tried not to laugh. He knew that if he was in Theo’s position, he would certainly be erect—especially after that perfect bare ass had been grinding on his lap.  
 
    Guys were pulling big bills out from the wallets and tossing them across the table. There was plenty of cheering and clapping, and the show was just getting started.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Mel felt like a million dollars. He’d successfully come through for his best friend. His stripper was the incredible icing on an already near-perfect cake. Theo couldn’t have asked for a better bachelor party—mostly thanks to Kalvin, but partially thanks to Mel as well. He found himself smirking with his arms crossed, revelling in the moment. There weren’t too many moments in Mel’s life where he was the hero—so he wouldn’t soon be forgetting tonight.  
 
    The beautiful blonde stripper let the top of her one-piece hang down, but she never took off her bottoms—as per state laws. Strippers were required to always have at least half an inch of fabric covering their twats at all times. But it was just as well. Her ass was still out and that ass was the star of the show. 
 
    She got up on the table, on her hands and knees, and she told Theo to bury his face between her butt cheeks. Every guy at that table was wishing they were Theo in that moment, and no one could understand Theo’s hesitation. But he did it. He scooched his chair forward and buried his nose between her butt. She wiggled her ass and then she started grinding it up and down. Everyone cheered. Then she did a few moves on the table before returning to Theo’s lap. 
 
    And once again, Theo’s face became a dark shade of red. The most perfect pair of fake tits was being rubbed in his face, and the most perfect ass was grinding on his lap. Lucky bastard. “Do you want to finish the show with me in the bathroom?” the blonde asked, staring into Theo’s eyes. Theo’s face lit up and then it flushed. His lips parted and the room became strangely silent. Was she offering more than just stripping services? Did Mel accidentally hire a full-blown prostitute?  
 
    “No, I don’t think I can do that,” Theo said, his voice cracking slightly.  
 
    “It would be fun,” the blonde beauty said. “You wouldn’t regret it.”  
 
    “I—I’m getting married. I’m engaged,” he said.  
 
    “She doesn’t have to know.” 
 
    The guys were all snickering now, nudging one another and whispering into each other’s ears. Everyone else at that table wanted the likely-prostitute to offer herself to them.  
 
    “I’m going to have to pass,” Theo said, his voice cracking slightly again. “Maybe one of my friends.” 
 
    Then the blonde beauty looked around the room and then her gaze landed on Mel. She smiled. “Do you want to finish the show with me in the bathroom?” Everyone looked at Mel and the room was silent.  
 
    Mel had never slept with a hooker before. He’d never even thought about it. And he wasn’t even sure if this blonde bombshell was ever technically a hooker, or if she was just a stripper going the extra mile.  
 
    Mel slowly stood up, hiding his trembling hands in his pockets. “Sure,” he said, trying his best to act cool. The stunning blonde walked up to him and gently took his hand. “Okay, let’s go,” she said, leading him to that private bathroom attached to that private back room. The guys all watched in silence, with jealousy on their faces. Mel’s heart was pounding as he was led away. 
 
    Once the bathroom door was closed, it was silent. Even the music wasn’t audible from within that apparently well-insulated bathroom. The blonde flicked the lock. “Are we going to have some fun?” she asked. 
 
    Mel nodded his head. “I—uh—I guess so,” he said.  
 
    “Just try to relax. There’s no need to be nervous. I promise it will feel good.” She raised her hands above her head and she started swaying as if there was music playing. She pressed her back up to Mel’s chest and swayed from side to side like an erotic belly dancer. Then she started to dance around Mel, rubbing her warm tush against his body. She smelled nice, like vanilla and flowers. Mel took a deep breath and then he placed his hands on her sides. He slowly slid those hands up to her breasts, and then he squeezed. Her nipples were rock hard. “Squeeze harder,” she said. So he squeezed harder. “Do you like my tits?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Mel said. She pressed her back up against his chest. She could probably feel his heart trying to pound out from his body.  
 
    “Do you want to suck my nipples?” she asked with her head tilted back, resting on his shoulder.  
 
    “Okay,” he said, his voice finally cracking, caving to the pressure.  
 
    She spun around and held up her perky tits with her hands. Mel sunk down slightly and cupped her rack. He looked at her perky nipples and then he leaned forward, allowing one into his mouth. She moaned gently as he sucked and squeezed. She ran her fingers through his hair as his pants became tighter and tighter. He moved from one nipple to the other, and then back again, keeping both erect and hard.  
 
    Then she gently pushed him back. He nearly stumbled and then he fell down onto the toilet, right onto the seat where she wanted him. She sunk down to her knees and immediately went for his fly. “Whoa,” he said, his head hot and his mind spinning.  
 
    “Just relax,” she said again. She reached into his pants and pulled out his throbbing erection. A strange guilt filled Mel’s body. He was about to get dirty with a prostitute he picked up off the street. He was technically breaking the law, but nothing about it seemed wrong. She was so sexy and she was so willing. He’d paid her for Theo’s lap dance, and this was just an extra, right? If you pay a girl to deliver you a pizza and she ends up sticking around to fuck—that’s not considered hiring a prostitute, is it? Even if you leave her a good tip?  
 
    The blonde didn’t hesitate; she bent forward and plunged Mel’s cock through her lips. She started sucking and bobbing, rubbing her warm lips up and down Mel’s length. It felt good—too good. Mel clenched and tried to think of other things—non-sexual things, so he wouldn’t come prematurely in her beautiful mouth. He cupped her head with his hands and gently nestled his fingers into her soft hair. And then he noticed her hair shift slightly.  
 
    “Mm—careful,” she said. “It’s just a wig.”  
 
    “Sorry,” Mel said. It was an impressive wig—made with real hair, no doubt. But why was she wearing a wig? She was wearing it out on the street. Was it just so family and friends wouldn’t recognize her when she was out working the streets?  
 
    Mel closed his eyes, trying to force non-sexual thoughts into his mind. But it was difficult to think of anything but the blonde beauty, and it was difficult to keep his eyes closed, knowing there was a gorgeous woman to look at, between his legs. So he opened his eyes and watched as her head bobbed up and down. He forced an awkward chuckle. “You know, if you aren’t careful, you’re going to make me come.”  
 
    She laughed. Her laugh was cute. “Isn’t that the idea?” 
 
    “I mean—yeah,” he said, his cheeks burning hot. “But, uh, don’t you want me to save some for, uh, you know.”  
 
    “You want to fuck me in the ass?” she asked, looking up at him with big, glowing eyes.  
 
    He felt the colour rush from his face. Did she just ask that? Did she just offer to let him into her asshole? He’d never fucked a girl in the ass before. He’d asked a few old girlfriends, but they always said no with certainty. But this chick was offering—how could he say no? “Um, okay,” he said. 
 
    She stood up and walked over to the sink counter. She looked over her shoulder and giggled, and then she reached down and pulled down the rest of her one-piece, showing off her whole impressive ass. She bent forward and spread her cheeks, revealing her puckering asshole. And then she widened her stance before placing her hands on the counter. And that’s when Mel noticed her swelling ball sack. 
 
    She was a man. He’d hired a tranny for Theo’s bachelor party.  
 
    Mel felt his heart swirl down into his gut before sizzling and dying. He tried not to cringe and then he tried not to squirm. Not only had he hired a man for Theo’s bachelor party, but also he’d allowed a man to suck his cock, nearly to completion.  
 
    “Well?” the blonde said, wiggling her bum in the air. 
 
    But it made no sense to Mel—he couldn’t wrap his mind around her. She looked like a woman and sounded like a woman and she smelled like a woman and felt like a woman too. But she had a cock and balls—how was it possible? He cleared his throat and stood up straight. He didn’t want to offend her. If he offended her, she might storm out of the bathroom and tell everyone that Mel wouldn’t sleep with her because she was a tranny. And Mel certainly didn’t want anyone knowing that he’d hired a tranny. So he had to be careful with his words and his actions.  
 
    “I—uh—do you really think this is a good idea? I mean—maybe we should, um, you know…”  
 
    She stared at him with a big grin and narrowed eyes. “What’s the matter? Never been with a shemale before?” she asked. 
 
    Mel became tense. He looked back at the door to make sure it was still closed and locked, and then he found himself praying that no one was listening with their ear at the door. He stepped up closer to the prostitute, so they could keep their voices low. “No, I haven’t, but that’s not why I’m, uh, saying we shouldn’t…” 
 
    “Then why?” she asked, still with that grin on her face. 
 
    “I just think it’s not a great idea. What if someone finds us? We could get in a lot of trouble. This is technically a public place, and I don’t want to have a record. You know they would put me on a sex offender registry if they caught us in here…”  
 
    “You knew I was a trap, right?” she asked. 
 
    “Um, yeah, of course,” Mel said, panicking. 
 
    She laughed and then she spun around bent forward. She kissed him on the lips, pressing her soft lips against his. His body melted and his mind started spinning again.  
 
    “I promise you’ll have fun,” she said. “Now go ahead and stick it in me while you’re still wet.” She spun back around and bent over the counter again. And Mel found himself looking down at her amazing body. And he found himself wondering: how could a man have such an amazing body? The tits were from surgery, but what about the rest of it? That ass was all hers, and it was incredible. And her waist was obviously her own. Mel found himself reaching down and feeling her sides again. Her skin was softer than any woman he’d ever been with. And then he found himself pressing his cock up between her butt cheeks, sliding his member up and down, teasing his tip against her tight butthole.  
 
    “Just don’t tell anyone we did this,” Mel said softly, his voice cracking. 
 
    “Your secret is safe with me, beautiful,” she said, and she swayed her bum from side to side, teasing him even more. He couldn’t say no to that ass, even if it did belong to a man. He still couldn’t believe that it did belong to a man—it just seemed impossible. There must have been some other explanation. His eyes must have been fooling him when he saw that swelling ball sack between her thighs. And his ears must have been deceiving him when she said that she was a shemale. Or maybe it was just a joke, right? Maybe that ball sack was just a toy that she was teasing him with… 
 
    Or maybe Mel was penetrating a shemale’s asshole. 
 
    His cock penetrated fairly easily, though she was tight. She gripped the edge of the counter firmly as he sunk in deeper and deeper. She let out a cute moan, which sounded incredibly feminine, giving Mel a bit of peace of mind. He reached down and gently caressed her butt cheeks with his hands. He spread them slightly so he could watch his cock disappearing into her asshole. 
 
    It felt different than he expected—much tighter, and much more rubbery. He had to spit onto his cock so he could travel deeper, as she was starting to feel dry as he pushed more than half his cock into her body. He couldn’t believe how well she was taking it, and then he remembered that she was a hooker and she probably took a few cocks every single day.  
 
    He held her tight and tried not to think of the fact she was a hooker, or the fact she was a biological male. He just tried to look at her, to remind himself that she was beautiful. And he kept it at that. He managed to get his whole cock inside of her. She was already moaning before he even started pumping.  
 
    He looked up to see her face in the bathroom mirror. And that’s when he saw her erection, bouncing up and down. She really was a man. She really was a shemale prostitute. Mel closed his eyes quickly, but they didn’t stay closed for long. It only took a few seconds before curiosity overwhelmed him. He opened his eyes and found himself staring at that throbbing cock, bouncing up and down, up and down. Her tip was moist with pre-cum. He looked up at her face. Her cheeks were red and she was smiling, staring into his eyes. “Harder, baby,” she said. So he started fucking her harder.  
 
    And he looked back down at that cock. He couldn’t look away from it—it was so hard and veiny and it was throbbing so hard. It was mesmerizing, but he couldn’t figure out why. But he knew he wanted to touch it. He wanted to feel it and stroke it. “You promise not to say anything, right?” he asked between heavy breaths. 
 
    “Promise,” she said. 
 
    So he reached around and slipped his fingers around her girth, satisfying one of the most powerful curiosities he’d ever had in his life. And he really did feel satisfied. The cock was warm and it fit perfectly into his grip. He gently stroked it and he could feel it throbbing harder suddenly. It was too good to be true. He tightened his grip and continued to stroke her dick. 
 
    “Just like that,” she said. “More on the tip.” So he moved his hand up and started stroking her tip. “Oh God, just like that.” It was even more satisfying hearing her groaning and moaning. He bent forward and pressed his chest against her back. Her body was warm, radiating heat and sexual energy. He loved the way she smelled. He started kissing her back, and then he started kissing her neck. She turned her head and then they were kissing on the lips. She slipped a bit of tongue into his mouth and he didn’t mind. He liked it. He didn’t want the moment to end. 
 
    She pulled her head back and said, “Oh fuck.” 
 
    Mel looked down and saw that she was coating the counter with her hot white load. She was coming. As he pulled up her cock to stroke it, he felt a warm blast shoot into his fingers. He pulled it back, spreading her cum down the length of her rod. She trembled in her tall stilettos. He took the cum on his hand and he wiped it on her busty chest. She liked it, pressing his cum-covered hand firmly against her tit. 
 
    And that was all he could take. The arousal became too intense and holding back became an impossibility. He came in her ass, bareback. He pushed in all the way and made sure every last drop was deposited deep inside of her body. Then he pulled out and stumbled back.  
 
    “You aren’t done. Get back here,” she said. 
 
    Mel hesitated, staring into her eyes, trying to figure out why she was smirking. He took a step forward.  
 
    “Get on your knees,” she said. So he dropped to his knees. “Open your mouth.” He opened his mouth. She stepped her butt back against his lips and then she started to push out his cum. It dribbled out onto his tongue. “Suck it out, horny boy,” she said. So he sucked and felt his own cum rushing into his mouth. He winced and squirmed, but he managed to swallow his own cum from out of the tranny prostitute’s asshole. She giggled as if it was funny. “That was fun,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah,” he agreed. He stumbled awkwardly, though he wasn’t drunk.  
 
    “I’ll give you my number and you can hire me for your next bachelor party,” she said. She pulled a card out from her little purse and she handed it to Mel. “I should be going.” She reset her one-piece and then she left, leaving Mel alone in the bathroom, with the taste of his own cum still on his lips. Mel looked at the card. Her name was Erin Jackson, and she worked for a company called Primal Fantasies.  
 
    He went to the sink and splashed some water on him face, trying to bring himself back down to reality. He stared into his own eyes. “Was that real?” he asked himself. “Did I really just do that?” He looked down at his outfit, to make sure there were cum stains anywhere. He was still erect—his cock still pushing against his pants. He looked back at himself and shook his head. He caught himself smirking like an idiot. 
 
    There was a knock at the door. “You alive in there?” Kalvin asked.  
 
    He perked up. He reached down and tucked his cock into the waistband of his underpants and he took a deep breath. “Yeah!” he called out. And then he emerged from the bathroom and joined his friends at the table. He received a few pats on the back. Everyone wanted to know the details. “What did you guys do?” Kalvin asked with glowing eyes. 
 
    “Just a lap dance,” Mel said. 
 
    Kalvin laughed and shook his head. “Yeah right, just a lap dance. Your cheeks are burning red. You guys did more than just a lap dance.”  
 
    Mel shrugged his shoulders. “I guess it was just a really good lap dance,” he said. His heart was still pounding. He was just happy that no one figured out that the blonde beauty was really a man with fake tits and some nice lingerie.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Mel drank a lot that night, after the blonde stripper left. After the guys finished giving him pats on the back, he became invisible, slouching into his seat and keeping his mouth shut unless the waitress was coming by to take drink orders. Kalvin watched him get up to use the bathroom and he nearly fell on his face after just a few steps. “You okay, buddy?” Kalvin asked. 
 
    Mel gave him a forced smile and a thumbs up. Kalvin couldn’t help but think that Mel was feeling guilty or embarrassed—but why? So he got a little bit extra from a beautiful stripper, big deal… Mel was a single guy and that stripper was an easy 10/10. Kalvin couldn’t think of one single man who would have turned down a private romp in the private bathroom.  
 
    Or maybe Mel was just embarrassed because he was in and out of that bathroom in less than ten minutes. He obviously didn’t last very long, but who could blame him. That was no reason to become a drunken recluse.  
 
    When Mel didn’t emerge from the bathroom after ten minutes, Kalvin became worried. The guys were all having fun and he didn’t want to worry anyone, so he quietly got up and moved over to the washroom. The door was unlocked. Kalvin waited until the door was closed behind him before calling for Mel. “You okay, buddy?” 
 
    A groan came from the single bathroom stall. Kalvin ducked down and could see Mel’s shrivelled body next to the toilet. There was barf on the edge of the seat. “Too much to drink?” Kalvin asked. And Mel groaned again. So Kalvin went and got a big glass of water and he brought it to Mel. “Drink this and then we’ll get you home.” Mel did his best to drink the water and then Kalvin helped him into a cab.  
 
    “Where’s he going?” the driver asked. 
 
    “What’s your address, Mel?” Kalvin asked. 
 
    But Mel was blacked out now and unable to respond. Kalvin tried giving him a shake, but it was no use. So Kalvin sighed. “Fine, we’ll go to my place. 480 Kingfisher Avenue.” Kalvin hopped into the cab with Mel. He shot Theo a text message. “Taking Mel back to my place. He’s wasted.”  
 
    “No worries. See you at the wedding,” Theo replied.  
 
    Kalvin made Theo a comfortable bed on the couch and then he made sure there was a grocery bag lined bucked within arm’s reach. Mel still hadn’t opened his eyes since the bar, so Kalvin just let him sleep. Before going to bed himself, Kalvin went to tidy up the mess Mel’s limp body made when Kalvin dragged him in—knocking over the shoe rack, displacing the front rug, and knocking over a few candles in the foyer. While Kalvin was cleaning, he noticed a card on the ground. He picked it up. 
 
    Erin Jackson, Primal Fantasies.  
 
    Kalvin knew it was the blonde stripper’s card. But he’d never heard of Primal Fantasies before, and he’d hired many strippers over the past few years (Kalvin was a popular guy; one year he was the best man in eight different weddings). He decided to hold onto the card for future bookings. No offense to his go-to girl, but the blonde beauty that Mel hired was way hotter. Instead of stealing the card, he scanned it and saved it to his computer. Then he slipped it back into Mel’s wallet.  
 
    * * * 
 
    Theo’s wedding went off without a hitch. His wife looked beautiful and the ceremony was quick and elegant. The reception was a lot of fun, though Mel was still acting unusually. Once everyone started dancing, he migrated to the back of the room and found himself in a chair with a glass of water in his hand. He wasn’t drinking. He was probably still feeling ill from Theo’s bachelor party. Apparently he had sixteen drinks on his bill that night—which was apparently how many drinks John Bonham had the day he died. But Mel was still alive, and still looking conflicted about his bathroom romp with Erin, the beautiful blonde stripper.  
 
    Kalvin decided to confront him in an attempt to cheer him up. “What happened that night? I promise I won’t tell anyone,” Kalvin said.  
 
    Mel had a glazed look in his eyes. “Nothing happened,” he said after a moment of hesitation.  
 
    “Something happened. You’ve been acting like a weirdo since that stripper took you into the bathroom.”  
 
    Mel stared down at the ground and his gaze turned inward. “We just fooled around and then she left.”  
 
    Kalvin nodded slowly as a realization occurred to him. “You wish she wasn’t a stripper, so that maybe the two of you could be a thing.” 
 
    Mel snapped his gaze onto Kalvin. “No,” he said swiftly.  
 
    Kalvin was taken aback by Mel’s sudden reaction. “Okay. Well, she was sexy, so I wouldn’t blame you if that were the case. There’s nothing to be ashamed of.” 
 
    “Really?” Mel said, suddenly looking strangely hopeful. 
 
    “Really what?” Kalvin asked. 
 
    “You think she was sexy?” 
 
    Kalvin was silent for a moment. “I mean—yeah. Everyone thought she was sexy. You found a great stripper, buddy. She was in a league of her own.”  
 
    Mel looked strangely relieved. Was that what this was all about? He was worried that he’d fooled around with some slag? Kalvin gave him a pat on the back. “You did good. Now go and dance. There are lots of pretty girls here who would love it if you danced with them.”  
 
    Mel stood up slowly, an awkward grin on his face. He scanned the room as if for the first time that night. And then he gave Kalvin a firm pat on the arm. “Thanks, Kalvin,” he said, and then he joined in the festivities, as if a heavy burden had been lifted from his shoulders. Kalvin didn’t understand what had just happened, but he wasn’t too worried about it—he was just happy that his friend was seemingly back to normal.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Erin felt a tremendous wave of relief as she handed her landlord that month’s lease payment. For weeks, she’d thought that would be her last month in business. She was behind on all of her bills and her store only brought in about fifty bucks per day—only about ten bucks of that was actual profit, and she still had her own bills at home to pay.  
 
    It seemed like a miracle when that guy came up to her in the street and asked if she wanted to be a stripper for a night. It wasn’t something she ever saw herself doing, but she was desperate. The six hundred she was offering just happened to be the exact amount her landlord was asking for—and the tips she ended up getting were more than enough to pay for her energy bill, as well as a few other expenses. And all she had to do was a lap dance—the romp with the guy who hired her was unexpected even for her.  
 
    She hadn’t planned on putting out. She’d never been that kind of girl. But as soon as everyone started cheering and hollering at her, she became like a different person: energized and confident. Stripping was fun, and whoring herself out was also kind of fun in a taboo way. 
 
    But Erin wasn’t a prostitute—she wasn’t even a stripper. She’d never performed a lap dance before, and she’d certainly never slept with a stranger. Erin was just a local business owner. She ran a little adult toy store near the edge of town.  
 
    Erin considered herself to be a spiritual girl—and how could you not be spiritual when you watch a series of events unfold before your own eyes, like the series of events that unfolded the day of that bachelor party? She left the house that morning wearing a nice black, ankle-length dress and her usual brunette wig. She’d spent an hour that morning getting her makeup done perfectly, as someone from the city was coming to her shop to take photos for an article.  
 
    She was just a five-minute walk from her shop when a car sped by, hugging the curb. The car hit a particularly muddy puddle, and Erin was left dripping with brown sludge. Her dress was ruined, and so was her wig and makeup—even her shoes were a mess that couldn’t be cleaned with soapy water and a rag. She didn’t have enough time to go home to change before the photographer showed up, so she worked with what she had in her shop. She sold lingerie and sexy outfits. Many of her clients were indeed prostitutes, so looking a bit like a prostitute was going to be unavoidable. She put on a black skirt, which didn’t quite cover her whole ass, and then she put on a black strappy top one-piece, which was technically crotchless lingerie, but with the skirt, it looked more like a sexy club-girl costume. It wasn’t ideal, but at least it wasn’t dripping with brown sludge.  
 
    The only shoes she sold in her shop were tall stilettos for strippers—so that’s what ended up on her feet. And the only makeup she sold in her shop was shiny and sparkly: stage makeup. But it was better than nothing. Because without makeup, her boyish looks were too obvious, and she couldn’t stand looking at pictures of herself when her boyish looks were showing. God forbid a picture of her without makeup ended up in the newspaper.  
 
    She looked a bit too sexy for a newspaper photo-shoot, but at least she didn’t look like a creature that just crawled out from a mud pit.  
 
    On her way home, that guy pulled up next to her, probably thinking she was a hooker. He was in desperate need of a stripper, and then he said that number: six hundred dollars—the exact amount her landlord was asking for. And in that moment, she felt a buzzing inside of her: it was a sign. So she agreed to the job, and she went straight home and started planning. To calm her nerves she had a few drinks. And maybe it was those drinks that pushed her into taking that guy into the bathroom.  
 
    When she woke up the next morning, she felt strangely good about herself and her situation. She knew she probably should have felt ashamed for whoring herself out for a few hundred dollars, but there was no shame. The universe led her to that bachelor party and she couldn’t possibly be ashamed of following the path set out by the universe. Though she could have been somewhat ashamed of sleeping with that guy—the universe didn’t tell her to do that.  
 
    Now, as she sat behind the desk of her little adult shop, Primal Fantasies, she wondered how she was going to make rent for the next month. It was already a week into the new month and she’d only had a few customers since the turn of the calendar. Bored, waiting for someone to come in and buy a vibrator or even just a DVD, she started crunching the numbers. She figured she could move out from her apartment and live in the back room of her shop—but even then, she was going to need more customers—at least a few customers per day.  
 
    One of her regulars came in that afternoon—a girl who called herself a dancer, who was always buying herself new slutty outfits. Erin was pretty sure she wasn’t a ‘dancer’ or even a stripper for that matter. She was almost definitely a prostitute—just based on how much lubricant she purchased on a regular basis. Erin was pretty sure strippers didn’t need lubricant for anything.  
 
    The regular meandered the store and ended up buying a pair of crotchless panties and a strap-on dildo. “This is just a gag gift,” she said with red cheeks as Erin rang her through.  
 
    “We have cheaper ones if it’s just a gag gift,” Erin said, pointing to the back wall where the strap-ons were kept.  
 
    “No, this is okay,” the likely prostitute said, and she took her bag and left. On her way out, Erin couldn’t help but notice her Louis Vuitton bag, the shimmering gold bracelet on her wrist, or the Chanel earrings dangling from her ears. She obviously made good money ‘dancing’. And maybe it wasn’t so bad—maybe it wasn’t the horrible, creepy experience that movies and TV shows made it out to be. Or maybe it was even creepier. She was buying a strap-on, after all. And having strap-on sex with a stranger has to be creepy—right?  
 
    No more customers came in that day. Once again, it cost Erin more to stay in business than she earned. While she was packing up, her phone rang.  
 
    “Is this Erin Jackson?” the man asked. 
 
    “Yes. Who’s this?” Erin asked. 
 
    “My name is Kalvin. You were the, uh, entertainment at my friend’s bachelor party a week ago.”  
 
    But Erin didn’t recognize his voice. He wasn’t the man who hired her. He must have been one of the men at the table. “Okay, how can I help you?” she asked. 
 
    “I’ve got another bachelor party this weekend and I was wondering if you’d be interested in… entertaining again.” 
 
    Erin’s heart fluttered. She hesitated before clearing her throat. “Sure, that sounds good.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Kalvin called his go-to stripper after getting off the phone with Erin. “I’m going to have to cancel on you this weekend,” he said. She sounded upset, but she didn’t put up a fight. Kalvin felt bad, but he couldn’t fight the big grin away from his face. He was excited to see Erin again. Erin was in a whole different league than the strippers he was used to seeing at bachelor parties.  
 
    But this was a much bigger bachelor party. At Theo’s party, there were eight guys in a private room. For this party, the groom had thirty-three guys invited, and they’d rented out an entire floor of a bar. Erin should be happy because there would be many, many more tips.  
 
    Erin was more expensive than his usual girl, but the extra cost was worth it. Kalvin couldn’t wait to see the look on the groom’s face when he saw the beautiful blonde step into that room.  
 
    Kalvin arranged for Erin to show up twenty minutes early. He snuck away from the party and met with her downstairs. She was just as beautiful as she was two weeks before. Now, she had her eyeliner drawn on dark and she wore plenty of eye shadow. Her face glowed with golden glitter, and so did her cleavage. She smelled amazing, leaving Kalvin short for words. “So it’s just like a small party?” Erin asked. She was strangely shy for a stripper. She kept tugging down her short skirt. When she wasn’t tugging down her skirt, she held her hands at her waist, clasped together like a young girl on her first day of school. 
 
    “Um, it’s a bit bigger than the last one,” Kalvin said. He was still disoriented from her amazing perfume.  
 
    “Oh. Okay,” Erin said. Her cheeks turned a bit redder. 
 
    “Don’t worry. They’ll love you. The groom is the guy with the green dress shirt. His name is Landon.”  
 
    “Okay,” Erin said coyly. She had a cute smile.  
 
    “I’ll go up first and then you come up a minute later,” Kalvin said. They stood by the back entrance of the bar, waiting for the right minute to go up. Kalvin kept an eye on his watch, as if it mattered what time the stripper showed up—but it did matter to Kalvin. Everything had to be on schedule. He had the whole thing timed out perfectly and there was no sense in letting his perfect timing fall apart now.  
 
    People who came out to smoke were looking at Kalvin with strange looks, as if they were watching him hire a prostitute. Kalvin awkwardly smiled at the smokers in the alleyway. Erin kept her gaze down. She only looked up when Kalvin was talking. And as soon as her gaze met with his, Kalvin forgot what he was saying. His words would become jumbled and his eyes would glaze over. She was beautiful—too beautiful to be a stripper.  
 
    Though Kalvin wasn’t entirely convinced that she was a professional stripper. Strippers were usually confident and carefree. They usually showed up late, already half-naked, usually drunk or on drugs. They usually flirted with Kalvin, hoping to get a good tip, and then they would spend the rest of the night flirting with the guys wearing the most expensive suits. But Erin was different. Erin was shy and quiet. She showed up early and, at least at Theo’s party, she left as soon as the job was done. She even left a few bills behind on the table—either too shy to pick them up or unaware that they even existed.  
 
    But professional or not, she was perfect. She knew how to turn on a crowd and she was gorgeous. “Okay, show time,” Kalvin said, as the second-hand on his watch passed the twelve. He opened the door and scurried back to his seat. His heart was pounding. The party had gone perfectly so far—now Erin just had to cap it all off with a bang.  
 
    When the door opened, Kalvin’s heart stopped beating momentarily. He tried not to stare at the door, so it wouldn’t be too obvious, but he couldn’t manage to focus on anything else. When he saw her heeled foot step into the room, his heart started pounding at a mile a minute. A few of the other guys turned to look. Then they became silent. Then more guys looked. And a few seconds later, the whole floor of the bar was silent, save for the music playing on the radio.  
 
    She stepped into the room. She wasn’t wearing a cheesy disguise—she was dressed to dance, not wasting anytime. She froze for a moment after stepping into the room. She stared at the crowd and her face flushed. Kalvin’s heart managed to beat even faster. He wanted to scream, ‘Start dancing! Do something! Don’t just stand there!’ but she was frozen—a deer in the headlights.  
 
    Then she started to sway. She closed her eyes and moved like a belly dancer, raising her hands up, into her hair. Her chest heaved as she took a deep breath. But at least she was moving. At least she was dancing. And at least she was drop-dead gorgeous, even when she was startled and pale.  
 
    Kalvin allowed himself to relax as Erin moved through the room. She wasn’t doing much but she had the whole room captivated. She slowly made her way to Landon, whose face was dark red. She looked into his eyes and smiled and his face turned even redder. “Pull your chair out,” she said softly. He followed her command like a hypnotised patient. He pulled his chair out and found himself sitting in the isle between two tables. Everyone gathered around to watch the beautiful stripper work her magic.  
 
    She danced around him, slowly removing her top and then her skirt. She was wearing white lace lingerie that looked a bit like bridal lingerie—and maybe it was. Erin lowered her bum onto Landon’s lap and then she reached back and grabbed his hands, moving them onto her sides. Landon’s whole face was an even shade of crimson now.  
 
    He gently moved his hands up and down her sides. It wasn’t until she moved them forward, onto her abdomen, that he started reaching for her tits. And she let him, to Kalvin’s surprise. Strippers never let men touch them—especially not their tits. But Erin was different. She didn’t have the same boundaries—she maybe didn’t have boundaries at all.  
 
    The men in the room finally broke free from their hypnotised daze; they all started cheering. Erin spun around and found herself straddling Landon. She reached around back and unclipped her bra, letting it fall onto Landon’s lap. Landon didn’t waste a second—he reached up and cupped her breasts with his hands. He squeezed firmly.  
 
    “Careful, Landon!” someone shouted. “Don’t forget you’re getting married tomorrow!” 
 
    “I’m not married now, am I?’ Landon said with a toothy grin. He continued to fondle her chest.  
 
    And then Kalvin suddenly felt awkward. There was a hot sensation burning in his chest, which he wasn’t familiar with. It took a moment to realize he was feeling jealous. Landon continued to fondle Erin’s body. He reached down between her legs and started to rub. “You like that, baby?” he asked with that same toothy grin. 
 
    “Do you?” Erin asked with a grin of her own.  
 
    “You know it,” Landon said.  
 
    Landon tried to pull down Erin’s panties, but she was able to move away from him before he could get a good grip. She waved a finger in the air and grinned. Landon was breathing heavily. One of his friends had to remind him again that he was getting married. Landon looked over and glared at his friend before looking back at Erin. 
 
    “How much to make it a private show?” he asked. 
 
    Erin shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t think your wife would like that too much,” she said as she continued to sway, still mesmerizing the crowd of men.  
 
    “She’s not my wife yet,” Landon said.  
 
    Kalvin didn’t like where the act was going. She’d done her fifteen minutes of erotic dancing and that’s what she was paid to do. Landon was drunk and he didn’t need to make the mistake of cheating on his fiancée the night before their wedding. So Kalvin stood up. “Everyone give it up for Erin,” he said, and everyone started clapping.  
 
    He walked over to the door and motioned for Erin to follow him. Men handed her bills as she walked away from Landon, who was left frowning with dark red cheeks—upset that he didn’t get laid.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Erin hadn’t counted her money yet, but she knew she had a lot in her hand. The wad was thick, almost too hard to hold with a single hand, and she couldn’t see any bill smaller than a twenty from a glance. And the money in her hand didn’t even include the six hundred she got paid by Kalvin.  
 
    She felt good, her heart racing, her nerves buzzing. She loved all the cheering and hollering. She’d never received so many compliments before in her life. She couldn’t stop smiling, even though she knew she looked goofy as she stood at the back entrance of the bar. “I’ve got another bachelor party in a few weeks if you’re interested,” Kalvin said. 
 
    She perked up, her heart swelling with warm energy. She’d already made enough money for the month—she couldn’t even imagine making more. She smiled. “I’m interested,” she said. 
 
    “But, uh, you need to maybe not let the party… touch you so much. I know that they like it, but Landon’s getting married tomorrow and if his wife finds out about this, there might not be a wedding.” Kalvin was looking down at his feet, too shy to look her in the eye. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. I understand. I’m, uh, kind of new to this whole thing,” she said.  
 
    “It’s okay. You did well. I mean—look at that wad of cash. I don’t think I’ve ever made that much money in fifteen minutes.” 
 
    Erin smiled, looking down at the wad again. She was still shocked that it was all hers.  
 
    “Do you, uh, want me to call you a cab?” Kalvin asked. 
 
    “Sure. That would be great.”  
 
    Kalvin had the cab company on speed dial. But the cab company was busy that night. “It will take at least fifteen minutes, is that okay?” the dispatcher said. 
 
    “Sure, I suppose that’s fine,” Kalvin said before hanging up. “I can wait with you,” he said to Erin. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. I’ll be okay. Thanks again.”  
 
    Kalvin smiled and nodded and went back inside. Erin looked around to make sure there were no shady characters watching before she looked down and started counting her money. In her hand she had nine hundred and fifty dollars. She counted it again with a big smile on her face. She had rent for the month, and she nearly had rent for the next month as well. After one more party, she wouldn’t even have to think about money until summer was over. 
 
    She stashed the money into her little purse and then she took a deep breath of the fresh night air. The universe really was looking out for her. Things were really starting to go her way. 
 
    Suddenly, Erin could hear yelling coming from inside of the bar. “That’s none of your goddamn business you fucking asshole! Let me worry about her myself—and for the last time, she’s not my wife! Doesn’t that mean anything to you?” She recognized the yeller—it was Landon. And he sounded furious. He continued to yell. “Maybe it was a mistake to make you my best man. Don’t tell me to calm down—and stop telling me that I’m drunk! I’m not that drunk!”  
 
    The back door opened and Kalvin stepped out. “Okay, I’m leaving!” he yelled into the bar. “Just know that you’ll thank me when you wake up tomorrow.”  
 
    “Bullshit!” Landon yelled back.  
 
    Kalvin turned around and his gaze met with Erin’s. His cheeks became rosy and he looked down at his feet. “Oh, hey,” he said. “No cab yet?”  
 
    Erin shook her head. “Not yet.” She smiled.  
 
    “I guess you probably heard some of that,” Kalvin said. 
 
    “Some of it, yeah,” she said. “Is all that about me?” 
 
    “Yeah. He’s, uh, a bit disappointed that we didn’t let him go further with you. I guess I should call another cab.”  
 
    “Where do you live? Can’t we just split one?” 
 
    “I like on Kingfisher,” Kalvin said. 
 
    “Perfect. I live on Haddon.” The cab pulled up.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    Erin opened the door and motioned for Kalvin to go in first. Kalvin hesitated. There was a group of smokers looking his way. It definitely looked like he was getting into a cab with a prostitute. But he knew it would be at least fifteen minutes before another cab came, and this one was going very close to where he lived. So he got in and he found himself sitting next to one of the prettiest, nicest smelling girls he’d ever met in his life.  
 
    His mind was suddenly foggy. He couldn’t think of anything to say. His body was tense and he felt super-conscious of every part of himself. He hadn’t felt like this since he was fifteen, in high school. Erin looked over at him with a cute smile and he became even tenser. “I really appreciate the business,” she said. 
 
    “Don’t mention it. You deserve it,” Kalvin said with a big smile. He looked back down at his lap, worried he would make her uncomfortable by looking at her for too long. He felt embarrassed thinking back to her show, when Landon reached down and copped a feel of her pussy. Landon should have known better, and now Kalvin felt guilty. He should have warned Erin that Landon could be a bit intense, and he should have told Erin to tell Landon to keep his hands to himself before even starting the show. But that was all in the past now—he knew better for next time, and Erin didn’t seem to be too upset—she was the opposite of upset. She was glowing and giddy, high on life.  
 
    But she didn’t smell like booze and she wasn’t acting like she was on drugs. She was just happy—maybe she really liked stripping. Maybe she really liked dancing for men. Or maybe she really liked Kalvin. Kalvin became even tenser, which he didn’t think was possible. He took a deep breath and said, “I’ll pay for the cab.” They were coming up on Erin’s street. 
 
    “Don’t be silly. I don’t mind,” she said, slipping a bill out from her purse. 
 
    “I insist,” Kalvin said. He reached into his pocket and felt nothing. He’d left his wallet at the bar. He felt the colour drain from his face as he realized he was about to ask a stripper for a handout.  
 
    But before he could say anything, she laughed and handed a twenty to the driver. “Keep the change,” she said. She looked at Kalvin. “Thanks so much again.” 
 
    “Let me walk you to your door at least. There are a lot of weirdoes out at this time of night.” He hopped out of the car with her, mainly because he didn’t have money to cover the few blocks from her house to his—but also because his heart pounded at the thought of spending another few minutes with her—so he could see her beautiful face and smell her amazing perfume. She let him walk her to her apartment.  
 
    “This is me,” she said, stopping in front of a building that Kalvin didn’t realize was an apartment building.  
 
    “I thought this place was condemned,” he said, and then he realized he’d said something potentially offensive. He cleared his throat and stood up straight. “I mean—it’s different. It’s very… industrial.” 
 
    “I know it’s not the nicest place. But it’s all I can afford.” She stuck her key in the door and gave it a heavy tug. The door was steel and it didn’t open easily. It creaked loudly as it came open. There was a creepy guy with a skinny neck and skinny arms standing in the apartment building’s lobby. He looked at Erin with a terrifying grin, and Kalvin decided it was probably best to walk Erin all the way to her apartment. So he slipped in with her. She didn’t mind.  
 
    “Don’t you make decent money, uh, stripping? I mean—there’s got to be close to a grand in that wad you had.” He kept his voice low so the creeps wouldn’t overhear. 
 
    “I made good money tonight, but I’m not a stripper,” she said. 
 
    “I mean dancing. Sorry,” he said. 
 
    She laughed. “I’m not a dancer or a stripper. I run a store. Your friend came up to me on the street and begged me to strip for your friend’s party. Tonight was the second party I’ve ever stripped for.” 
 
    Kalvin felt his expression drop. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry. I’m sorry about Mel—my friend. He’s a bit of an idiot, but he means well. He probably didn’t think you were a stripper. He was probably just desperate and asking everyone.”  
 
    “I didn’t mind. I needed the money anyway. Why else would I agree to do it?” She stuck her key into her apartment door and she opened it up. She walked in, still talking. “I almost lost my business, but thanks to you guys, I managed to pay my rent. And it’s my own fault—I went out dressed like a stripper that day. I’m sure your friend wasn’t the only person who thought I was a stripper that afternoon.” Kalvin followed her into her apartment. It was strangely cold and damp. He watched as she went to the sink to pour herself a glass of water. The sink took a second before water started spraying out of it.  
 
    Kalvin looked around and realized there was only one door in the space, which led to a small bathroom. There was no bedroom. There was an old couch with a blanket on it, and the apartment was otherwise empty. “Sorry it’s not clean,” Erin said. “I wasn’t expecting company.”  
 
    Kalvin tried to swallow the lump in his throat. “It’s, uh, fine. But I hope you don’t mind me asking—how the hell do you live here? You can’t live here. This is no place for a lady.”  
 
    “Like I said, it’s all I can afford.”  
 
    Kalvin took a seat on her couch bed. It was stiff and he could feel a spring poking into his butt cheek. “Your poor back,” he said. “I’m sorry, I’m not trying to shit on your livelihood—but you need a real bed.”  
 
    Erin shrugged her shoulders. “It’s not so bad once you get used to it.”  
 
    “No, it’s not okay. You’re going to sleep in my guest room tonight—and for the rest of the week, until you find a new place.” He stood up and took a deep breath. 
 
    “I really can’t afford a new place,” Erin said.  
 
    “Well then at least spend a few nights in my guest room, and get a break from this couch. And the air in here… it can’t be good to breathe this air. C’mon. Pack a small bag and let’s go. You’re going to sleep well tonight. I’m not taking no for an answer.”  
 
    Erin stared at him for a moment and then she laughed. “If you insist.”  
 
    “I insist.” He watched and felt bad as she dug through her pile of clothes on the floor, trying to figure out what was clean and what was dirty. “Just bring all of it. You can clean it at my place. And bring your bed sheets, too. We’ll get those nice and clean as well. In fact, I have some spare bedding that I don’t use. You can just have it—replace your old sheets.” 
 
    Erin did her best to stuff everything into her tattered suitcase. “Why are you being so nice to me?” she asked. 
 
    Kalvin felt his cheeks turn red and he tried to figure out the answer himself. Why was he being so nice to her? Why was he offering his guest room to a complete stranger? Why was he so adamant about making sure she was living properly, and not like some poor third immigrant? He looked into her eyes and found himself shying away again. He was helping her out because he liked her—he had a high-school crush on her. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Kalvin said, blushing. “Let’s just get you to my place so you can relax for a bit.” 
 
    Kalvin loved the look on her face when she saw his condo. It was a nice condo, which he owned, up on the thirtieth floor of a newer building. He had a great view of downtown and he had three bedrooms—one he used as an office and the other he used as a guest room, which had only been used twice since he bought the condo four years before.  
 
    He watched as Erin looked around the place with glowing eyes, as if she’d never staying in such a nice place before. And then he found himself thinking: maybe this is where she belongs. As she went into the bathroom to take a shower, he started wondering if it would be a good idea to ask her out, take her on a date, be her sugar daddy, and just treat her like a princess. She was a sweet girl—did she not deserve it? Did he not deserve to be with a beautiful blonde like her?  
 
    He made a pot of tea while she was in the shower, and he got the first round of her laundry into the machine. And then he got the guest bedroom nicely set up for his guest. Once that was done, he realized that he was coming off as obsessed. He didn’t want her to think that he was trying to romance her, so he knocked gently on the bathroom door and said, “I’m heading off to bed. Have a good night.”  
 
    “Good night,” Erin called back, and then Kalvin went off to bed.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Erin felt grateful. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d had a vacation—probably more than half a decade before. This was by far the closest thing to a vacation: a large, comfortable bed in a quiet room with a beautiful view of the downtown core. Sure, she still had to wake up and go into work in the morning, but she would be going to work rested and without the stress of her looming rent payments. She wouldn’t have to worry if customers came in and didn’t buy anything—as long as she had the odd stripping gig, she would be fine. And she owed it all to Kalvin, and that other guy—Mel.  
 
    As she lay down in her bed, she remembered Mel. She remembered how she snuck into the bathroom with him when she got carried away with her little performance. After seeing all of that money thrown onto the table, it was like she couldn’t help it—she felt like she needed to pay him back, and she didn’t have anything but her body to pay him back with.  
 
    As she remembered Mel, she suddenly felt guilty about Kalvin. She hadn’t done anything to pay him back, and he was potentially offering her a whole new career. If Kalvin could get her a few more bachelor party gigs, she would certainly be able to get her name out there so she could get even more gigs. She had to pay him back; and now she felt like she couldn’t sleep until she paid him back.  
 
    Erin got up and grabbed one of her bags. She dug into it until she found the lace lingerie that she wore at the bar that night. She quickly got changed. She wasn’t wearing any makeup now, or her blonde wig, but it was dark and she didn’t plan on turning on any lights. She did slip into a pair of stilettoes though, just because she knew they always drove men crazy, and they forced her butt to perk up, making it look bigger and more toned. 
 
    She quietly crept across the large condo and then she pushed Kalvin’s door open. He was asleep on his side. Erin carefully walked over and climbed up onto the bed with him. He rolled over onto his back, so Erin quickly straddled him. Then Kalvin opened his eyes. “I meant to repay you earlier,” she said. Her heart was racing. She didn’t know this Kalvin guy very well. She knew he was nice, but she had no idea if he was in a relationship or if he even liked traps. But she had no other way of thanking him, so she bent forward and kissed him on the lips. He kissed back, but he was tense. Of course he was tense—he was asleep five seconds ago and now his lips were locked with a stranger’s.  
 
    While they kissed, Erin shimmied down the blanket until she was able to squirm under it. Then she reached down and slipped her fingers under the waistband of Kalvin’s pyjama bottoms. She felt his warm girth and she slipped her fingers firmly around it and started to massage. He became even tenser, but he didn’t stop kissing.  
 
    So apparently he had no problem with traps, which Erin assumed to be true, but she couldn’t have known for sure. She let her shoulders relax and then she sunk down low, breaking away from the kiss to give Kalvin’s throbbing member some special attention. She tugged down his pyjama bottoms and then sunk his cock into her mouth. She sucked until he was rock hard and then she sucked for a few more minutes. “Oh shit,” he mumbled as his cock drooled a bout of pre-cum. Erin licked it up and swallowed it, and then she kept sucking. She reached a hand under his tush and pressed a finger into his butthole. He didn’t seem to mind, though his body remained tense, probably still unsure about the whole interaction.  
 
    “I like you,” he said. 
 
    Erin looked up at him with a smile. “I like you too,” she said.  
 
    “Really?” he asked. 
 
    “Am I not sucking your cock?”  
 
    His cheeks turned red enough that Erin could see the redness in that dark room. She watched as a strange look crossed his face. “Is your hair a different colour?”  
 
    “I’m not wearing my wig,” she said. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, but that strange look remained on his face. She continued sucking his cock. He was still solid and warm and throbbing. Another little bout of pre-cum drooled out of him. “I hope you aren’t just doing this because you feel like you owe me,” he said. 
 
    “No,” she said without taking her lips away from his warm girth.  
 
    “Okay, good,” he said. “Because I’d be happy to pleasure you, too. I don’t want you to think that this is just a one way street, you know?”  
 
    Erin smiled. “Really?” she said. 
 
    “Of course,” he said.  
 
    So Erin slipped his warm dick out from her mouth and she crawled back up. She stood up on her knees and shimmied forward, so her crotch was right at Kalvin’s face. Then she reached down and fished out her cock, and held it out towards Kalvin’s lips. But Kalvin didn’t open his lips. He didn’t move at all. Suddenly, he was frozen stiff with wide eyes and a jaw that trembled slightly.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Erin asked. 
 
    “Is—Is that a—a—a cock?” he asked. 
 
    Erin’s heart plunged into her stomach. Did he not know? Was it not obvious? He’d watched her show twice now, and she didn’t keep it hidden. That groom-to-be even rubbed his hands over her cock—surely he would have said something to his friends… or did he not notice? Could he not tell the difference between feeling a tucked back cock and feeling a pussy? Did everyone think they were watching an actual woman stripper?  
 
    Erin had assumed she’d been hired specially because of her extra endowment. Before she got fucked by Mel in that bar bathroom, he had said he knew she was a trap—was he lying? Did he not tell any of his friends? “I thought you knew,” Erin said. Even she found herself frozen with embarrassment. She was even too stiff to reached down and tuck her cock back into her lingerie. Kalvin continued to stare at it with horrified eyes, filling Erin with a strong, churning guilt.  
 
    Kalvin closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “It’s okay,” he said. And then he said it again, and again. “It’s okay, it’s okay, it’s okay.” He opened his eyes and looked at Erin. “It’s just a cock. It’s just another part of your body. Right?”  
 
    “I’m so sorry,” Erin said. And she finally snapped out of her frozen state of terror. She reached down and started to push her dick back into her lingerie. 
 
    “Wait,” Kalvin said. “Keep it out.” So she kept it out. Kalvin took another deep breath and then he slowly reached up for it. 
 
    “You don’t have to do this,” Erin said, realizing he was about to suck her cock just to keep her from being upset.  
 
    “I want to do it,” he said, but he didn’t sound too convincing. He gently slipped his trembling fingers around her girth and then he froze for a moment. “I want to do it,” he said again, as if he was trying to convince himself. He started to gently pump. It felt good, but it also felt incredibly awkward. Erin didn’t want him to do something he didn’t want to do. She already felt guilty enough. But now she didn’t know how to stop him as he massaged the blood into her shaft. She started getting harder. 
 
    He kept his eyes on her chest and her face, trying not to look down at the cock. Erin figured it would be a good idea to release her tits, to make him feel more comfortable with the situation—so he could lay his gaze upon something more familiar. So she slipped the straps of her lingerie over her shoulders and she gently tugged down her top. Her perky tits were out now. She cupped them with her hands and gently squeezed—men loved it when she squeezed her own tits and fondled her own nipples. Kalvin seemed to love it as well. He watched with a fixed gaze as she gently rolled her nipples between her thumbs and pointer fingers, making them perky and hard—plus it felt nice.  
 
    Kalvin’s gaze then slowly lowered down to Erin’s now-throbbing erection. He took another deep breath and then he leaned his head forward, parting his lips, sinking her cock into his mouth.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    He’d never sucked a cock. He’d never even seen an erection that wasn’t his own before, unless you count in pornography. He always thought they would be gross—but Erin’s certainly wasn’t gross. It wasn’t any grosser than any other part of her body, and her body certainly wasn’t gross—in fact it was beautiful. And he didn’t want to let her down, so sucking her cock was the least he could do.  
 
    He could feel it getting harder and bigger in his mouth, which was a strange feeling. He ran the tip of his tongue over the tip of her penis, feeling that small hole where cum would soon be shooting out of. He was terrified that she was going to blast off without warning, into his mouth—now that would have been gross. He probably wouldn’t have handled that so well. But he knew that if they were going to do it—have sex—then that cum would inevitably end up somewhere—either on his body, in his body, or on her body. Maybe he could lay her on her back and jerk her off until she came on her own abdomen. At least then her load wouldn’t touch him.  
 
    But now, she was on top of him and he was feeling strangely submissive—too afraid to flip her over and too afraid to ask her to move. He knew that she was in control of their romp, though he didn’t know why or even how. So he just continued to suck her cock. He put his hands on her thighs and gently rubbed up and down. Her skin was smooth and warm, just like a woman’s—at least she felt and looked like a woman. At least Kalvin wasn’t on his back sucking the cock of some muscly, hairy dude. Erin was gently and pretty—though she was taller than Kalvin, and probably thicker too—but she was curvy, not broad. Even though she was bigger, she certainly didn’t look more masculine.  
 
    He slipped her cock out from his mouth so he could get a breath of air. A strand of saliva connected her throbbing tip to his bottom lip. Erin was looking down at him with a big grin and red cheeks. He looked back up at her and smiled. “Not so bad, right?” she asked. 
 
    “Not at all,” he said, his heart pounding and his mind spinning. He looked back at the cock and was shocked by how big it was. It felt big in his mouth but it looked gigantic to his eyes. It bobbed slightly, but it stood up straight with a curve, like a dull scimitar. Her balls swelled—even they were huge. How did she keep her package hidden during her shows? How was she able to tuck such an impressive beast? Kalvin watched as a drop of his own saliva dripped off of her cock, onto his chest.  
 
    She walked herself back, back to the missionary position. As she lowered herself down, Kalvin could feel her warm, throbbing cock press up against his. She started kissing him again while gently thrusting, grinding her cock against his. It felt good, to Kalvin’s surprise. He even found himself gently grinding in response, mashing the tip of his penis against the tip of her penis.  
 
    He looked down and saw her cock mashed against his. She had a bigger member than him—he wasn’t sure how to feel about that. But he didn’t let it get to him. He looked back into her eyes and suddenly felt confused. She wasn’t wearing any makeup but she still looked beautiful. How could a biological man look so beautiful? How could such a pretty thing have such a massive cock? She reached her hand down and grabbed her cock. He felt her tip glide down his length, across his ball sack, and down to his butthole. His heart skipped a beat as he realized what she was doing. It was a simple matter of telling her he didn’t want to be penetrated, but he couldn’t will himself to say it aloud. He just bit down on his tongue and tried to gather the courage. But he just couldn’t say it. He couldn’t even squirm his body away to stop her. She was in control. He was the submissive and she was the dominant.  
 
    She started to push her dick against his butthole. He clenched hard but knew clenching wouldn’t stop the inevitable penetration. He tried to relax his body, especially the muscles in his ass so it wouldn’t hurt so bad, but it was nearly impossible to relax with the image of her giant cock on the forefront his mind, and in his peripheral vision.  
 
    His lips parted as the will to ask her to stop finally came to him, but the will quickly fluttered away and he found himself with parted lips and nothing to say. Her cock penetrated his ass. His body became tense, even though she only had a single inch inside of him. He clenched hard but she managed to travel deeper, pushing further and further in. Kalvin closed his eyes. He had been worried it would hurt but now the opposite was turning out to be true: it felt good—really good. He was afraid that he would start moaning in ecstasy. He didn’t want to like it, and he certainly didn’t want anyone—even Erin—knowing that he liked it. But once she had four of her nine inches inside of him, he began to realize that it was going to be impossible to resist the urge to squirm, moan, and come all over himself.  
 
    His cock was throbbing on his abdomen. His prostate was pulsing warm blasts of euphoria into his cock, and he was suddenly worried he wouldn’t last long. He put his hands on Erin’s sides, but her body felt too nice—he had to avoid feeling her and looking at her if he was going to last more than sixty seconds. He closed his eyes and took a series of deep breaths.  
 
    She started thrusting in and out. She only had half of her cock in him, but she was sinking deeper with each penetration. He could feel his anus stretching but it didn’t hurt. He liked it. He wanted it to stretch wider. He managed to unclench, allowing Erin to sink even deeper. And then he heard the words leave his lips: “More,” he said. And then his cheeks turned a shade of dark red as he realized he was begging for her cock.  
 
    She sunk deep slowly, and he could feel every inch—every centimetre—every millimetre. He could feel her veins pumping blood and he could feel every little twitch. And it wasn’t long before he could feel her ball sack pressed hard against his ass. She was inside of him completely—nearly nine inches of thick, warm dick inside of his body. He let out a long, loud moan, and then she started to pump him.  
 
    He let his head fall back. He grabbed her sides tightly, sinking his nails into her skin, but she didn’t seem to mind. His knees rose up and clamped hard around her soft body, but again she didn’t seem to mind. It took a moment for him to realize she had her fingers curled around his cock. She was pumping him quickly, trying to get him to come. He wanted the moment to last, but he also didn’t want to put an end to the incredible euphoria that was pulsing miraculously through his body. So he held on, bit hard on his tongue, and did everything he could to will his orgasm away—to extend that pleasure for just another couple of minutes, or even just a single minute if that was all he could muster. 
 
    “Oh fucking God!” he cried, and then he looked down just as his cock sprayed his torso with warm jizz. Erin was looking down and watching with glowing eyes. She liked what she was seeing.  
 
    She was pumping his ass harder than ever, ramming it quickly into her tush, making his squirm all over. She had to hold him tight, so that each penetration would mash into his prostate. And so far she was successful. It was only a few more hard pumps before she pulled out, held her cock tightly in her hand, and started spraying Kalvin’s whole body and face with her warm white load. He liked it. He liked the way it felt as it splashed against his skin. He even found himself smearing it all over his chest, still half in his state of euphoria even though his cock had drained and there was no more cock in his anus. 
 
    Erin stumbled back and then she managed to pull herself to her feet. Her skin glistened with sweat. “That was fun,” she said. “I hope you had fun, too.”  
 
    Kalvin nodded with an awkward smile. He never thought he would enjoy being fucked so much. He never thought he would enjoy being with a trap so much.  
 
    And even though he was realizing he liked Erin a whole lot more than he thought before, he knew that he could no longer hire her for bachelor parties. As soon as one of his friends found out that Erin was actually a tranny, shit would hit the fan. God forbid one of the grooms-to-be were to find out that Erin wasn’t all-female… 
 
    But even though he couldn’t hire her for parties anymore—he could still enjoy her for himself. He threw the blanket of his bed open and insisted she spend the night in his bed. She slipped up next to him, snuggling her warm bum into his crotch. He threw an arm over her soft body and proceeded to have one of the best sleeps of his life. And it all seemed perfect until the morning, when he woke up to a text message from Mel. “I need to come over and grab those tools I left at your place last week,” Mel’s message read. Kalvin’s heart started pounding. 
 
    He knew that Mel had gone into that bathroom with Erin—and presumably, they’d fooled around. But they weren’t in the bathroom for long before Erin left and Mel came out looking devastated. Surely Mel knew about Erin’s secret. And if Mel now saw Erin in Kalvin’s condo, she would know that Kalvin got down and dirty with a trap.  
 
    As the morning sunlight bled through Kalvin’s blinds, he looked at Erin, who was sleeping peacefully. He needed to think of a way to get her to leave, but he couldn’t think of anything that wouldn’t upset her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XI 
 
    Mel stood at the entrance to Kalvin’s apartment building. It was a cool morning and he’d forgotten to bring a sweater with him; so he held his arms tight to his body and tried his best not to shiver in front of the people on their way to work. He thought about slipping into the apartment building’s lobby as one man left the building, but he wanted to make sure Kalvin knew he was coming, so he pressed Kalvin’s buzzer again.  
 
    But Kalvin wasn’t answering—which was strange, because he’d answered his text message saying, “Come over whenever.”  
 
    Mel smiled at a couple as they walked by, and the temptation to sneak in as they went into the building was strong. But instead he just pressed the buzzer again. But still, there was no answer. So when the next person came through that door, Mel let himself in.  
 
    But without being buzzed in, he couldn’t get up to Kalvin’s floor. He didn’t have a key-card for the elevator, so he was stuck riding it up to the fifteenth floor with the next man who was on his way up to the fifteenth floor. From there, he was stuck taking the stairs. His legs were sore long before he reached his destination. But at least the stairwell was warm—though it was almost too warm. Now he had beads of sweat on the back on his neck as he walked up to Kalvin’s apartment door. He knocked.  
 
    And he heard someone moving around inside. He waited a minute before knocking again. He could still hear the faint footsteps of someone inside, as if Kalvin was in there, frantically trying to clean up. It wouldn’t have been unlike him, trying to make the condo perfectly tidy before letting any guests in. “I don’t care if it’s a mess, Kalvin!” Mel shouted. “I just want to grab those tools.” 
 
    Another thirty seconds passed and then the door finally opened. Kalvin stood with a big smile. “Sorry about the wait. I was just trying to find your tools.”  
 
    “I remember where I left them,” Mel said. He tried to take a step into the apartment but Kalvin didn’t move aside.  
 
    “Oh, I found them. They’re here,” Kalvin said, lifting up a bag. He handed it to Mel. Mel looked inside.  
 
    “I don’t see the sawzall. Did you see that anywhere?” 
 
    “What’s a sawzall?”  
 
    “I think I know where I left it. I can just grab it.” Mel took another step, but Kalvin didn’t move aside at first. He hesitated and then reluctantly held the door open. “What’s going on with you? You doing something illegal in here or something?”  
 
    Kalvin let out an uncomfortably fake laugh. “No,” he said. “I just don’t like people seeing the place when it’s messy.” 
 
    Mel looked around, put off by Kalvin’s statement because the condo was immaculate, as it always was. He couldn’t even spot a speck of dust in the whole space. “You need help, buddy.” He laughed and started walking towards the bedroom. He’d been helping Kalvin set up a bed frame, which had arrived in the wrong size and the company had refused to do a return. Luckily Mel was able to make the bed frame the same size with some simple carpentry skills and a plethora of tools. The night he’d helped Kalvin out with the project, they ended up going out for drinks afterwards and then Mel went home in a cab, leaving all of his tools at Kalvin’s house.  
 
    “Why would it be in there?” Kalvin asked, running up to block the bedroom door.  
 
    “Because we were working in there, dummy.”  
 
    Kalvin stepped in front of the door. “I can just grab it then. Where is it?”  
 
    Mel smiled, realizing what was happening: Kalvin had a girl over. He was trying to hide his nightly fling. He was probably embarrassed—maybe she was a one-night stand. Kalvin never had one-night stands and he was always mocking people who didn’t have the same reservations. So of course he would try to hide his romp now—that explained all of the delaying. Maybe she was passed out from a night of heavy drinking and he couldn’t get her up and out of his bed. “So how was the bachelor party last night?” Mel asked with a big smirk. 
 
    “It was fine. So where is the saw thing? I’ll grab it,” Kalvin said, his cheeks turning redder.  
 
    And then the bedroom door opened and Erin stepped out. She was wearing one of Kalvin’s shirts, which looked baggy on her even though she was bigger than him. She was only wearing panties on her legs. Her stilettos were scattered on the floor with some sexy white lace lingerie.  
 
    Mel’s heart plunged into his gut. He looked into Kalvin’s eyes and realized suddenly why Kalvin was being so sheepish: he’d slept with a tranny, and he knew that Mel knew she was a tranny.  
 
    He looked back at Erin, who was smiling in the doorway, looking cute and innocent as if she really didn’t understand the conflict that was unfolding before her.  
 
    Mel found himself wondering at a mile a minute if Kalvin knew that he’d slept with Erin in that bar bathroom. Did she tell him? Or did Kalvin assume that Mel saw her cock and then the romp ended then and there? Mel looked into Kalvin’s eyes briefly in an attempt to read his thoughts, but he could tell that Kalvin’s only thought was: how am I going to explain this to Mel?  
 
    “So Erin spent the night, huh?” Mel said after a long silence.  
 
    “Yeah,” Kalvin said, his cheeks still dark red.  
 
    “You guys… did it?” Mel asked. 
 
    Kalvin looked at Erin and Erin looked back at Kalvin. 
 
    “I’ll take that as a yes,” Mel said. “Well I guess I’ll just grab my saw and I’ll be going.” He shimmied past Erin, into the bedroom. He located his saw, which he’d left on top of the dresser in the closet, and then he started back towards the door. That’s when he saw Erin from behind. Her panties didn’t cover much of her perfect butt, and her long, thick legs were completely exposed. Mel remembered those legs from that bar bathroom as she belt over, her ball sack dangling between her juicy thighs. He remembered how amazing her asshole felt, clenching his cock. He remembered how quickly he came. He hadn’t forgotten that quick romp they’d had together. He thought about it every single night, and he was thinking about it now more fondly than ever. So he ended up blurting out, “Who was better? Him or me?”  
 
    Erin and Kalvin both turned to look at Mel. He felt awkward and exposed but he didn’t care. He felt like he had to know, but he wasn’t sure why.  
 
    “You were both good,” Erin said.  
 
    “But who was better?”  
 
    Erin was silent. “It’s impossible to compare. You were both different.”  
 
    “Go out with me,” Mel blurted out, and then he found himself surprised by his own words. Did he just ask her out? Did he just ask out a trap while he was standing in his best friend’s bedroom?  
 
    “I’d be happy to go out with you,” Erin said, and then she looked over at Kalvin, who looked devastated. “I mean—if that’s okay with you.” 
 
    “You can do whatever you’d like,” Kalvin said with a soft voice. Then he cleared his throat and stood up tall. “But I’d prefer it if you went out with me.”  
 
    Now Erin was looking over at Mel. “Can I not just go out with both of you?”  
 
    And Mel found himself thinking about that amazing sex again. He looked over at Kalvin. Kalvin didn’t say no, but he didn’t have to; the look on his face made it obvious that he wanted Erin all to himself, and Mel assumed he had that same look on his face.  
 
    Kalvin took a step towards Erin and he put his arm around her. “I’d like it if you stayed here, with me.”  
 
    Mel felt his heart skip a beat. He jumped forward and put his hand down on her tush. Now his heart was suddenly racing. “Remember how good it felt?” he asked. 
 
    Erin looked from one man to the other. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XII 
 
    Kalvin’s lips were the first to press against Erin’s. She was surprised when he went to kiss her because he’d been so passive up until that moment. But Mel was quick to respond. He was suddenly pressed against her with his fingers under her chin. He only waited a few seconds before he turned her face towards his and kissed her on the lips.  
 
    Erin had to admit: Mel’s dominance was appealing. If felt nice to be the submissive one every now and then. Though Kalvin was the nicer guy, and his emotions seemed more genuine. Erin didn’t know what to do. She felt a hand squeeze one of her breasts and then she felt another hand squeeze her ass, but she had no idea whose hand was whose. She just closed her eyes and let the men share her as they figured it out between themselves. 
 
    She opened her eyes briefly to see Mel sucking her nipple. She slipped a hand into his hair and pressed him firmly against her chest. Kalvin was now kissing her neck. Were the men trying to figure out who was the better lover? Were they fighting over her?   
 
    Kalvin was trying his best to be dominant, though it was obvious that he was forcing it. He slipped his hand around her throat and clenched gently, but not hard enough to obstruct her airway. He reached his hand down her panties and he gently began to massage her cock. He was looking her in the eyes. His eyes were glowing with excitement and fear. He was sweet, but he was going to have a hard time keeping up with Mel, who was somewhat of a selfish lover.  
 
    Mel was exploring her body with both of his hands, still sucking her nipple with firm lips. Erin had never made love to two men at once, and she wasn’t sure how exactly to do such a thing. She tried to give them both equal attention, but it was difficult to keep track of her time, especially when the lips of one man were pressed against her lips. She had her eyes closed and she had no idea who she was kissing. Whoever she wasn’t kissing was now on his knees, sucking her flaccid cock, getting it hard quickly.  
 
    She opened her eyes for a quick second to see that Kalvin was kissing her lips, which meant Mel was sucking her cock. She was surprised. Mel didn’t seem like the cock sucking type.  
 
    Kalvin sunk down to his knees, next to his friend. Erin looked down and felt the need to give both men equal attention. She pulled her cock out from Mel’s mouth and turned her body to face Kalvin, letting him suck for thirty seconds or so. Then she pulled out and gave Mel the cock again. The men took turns, feeling up her legs and her ass while they took turns sucking the pre-cum out of her shaft.  
 
    It was Mel who finally stood up and picked Erin’s whole body up off the floor. He walked her over to the bed and laid her down, on her back. He climbed up on top of her and he kissed her on the lips. Then Erin felt a set of fingers curl around her shaft, aiming it up at Mel’s asshole She had no idea whose hand it was, but it didn’t matter. She didn’t hesitate when it came to penetrating Mel’s butt. Though she did freeze up when she felt the dull tip of Kalvin’s cock press up against her asshole. She couldn’t see him very well past Mel’s body, but she knew he was right there, behind Mel, trying to penetrate her while she penetrated Mel. She took a deep breath and relaxed, and then she felt him slide in deep. “Oh God,” she moaned.  
 
    Mel started to slowly bounce on her dick, slipping the whole thing into his body and then rising up until the tip was teasing his rim before doing it all over again. It felt good—every part of the orgy felt good. She closed her eyes and allowed her head to relax. There were hands all over her, rubbing her legs, her tits, her sides. There was even a hand on her throat, holding her down firmly, and a thumb in her mouth, which she sucked with intensity.  
 
    She found herself reaching down, grabbing onto the erection that had been slapping her pelvis. She started jerking it off. She heard moaning but couldn’t tell who was making it. She felt swelling inside of her tush but she couldn’t even remember who was inside of her. One of the men was about to come—in fact, both men were about to come. She could feel the swelling in her hand. And she wasn’t too far off either.  
 
    “Come on my face,” she said. “Both of you.” She couldn’t believe she said it. She’d always been a promiscuous tranny, but she’d never been quite so much of a slut. But she liked being a slut. It was fun.  
 
    Mel was the first one to spring forward with his cock clenched in his hand. He groaned and squirmed and then he unloaded all over her beautiful face. Kalvin continued to pump her asshole until Mel was to the side. Then he pulled out and jumped forward, adding his load onto her precious face. But she wasn’t done being painted with white cum. Mel slipped his hands under her lower back and he raised her up onto her shoulder blades. Kalvin took her cock and began to beat it, aiming it right at her dripping-wet face. A minute later, she came all over her own face, all over Mel’s cum and all over Kalvin’s cum. She could hardly see once she was finished. She had to wipe the goo out from her eyes. 
 
    She got up and quickly rinsed off in the shower. When she emerged, Mel was standing by the door with his bag of tools. He looked at Erin and smiled. “You’re very beautiful, Erin,” he said. “And you’re great in the sack. I’ll probably be comparing every woman I ever sleep with to you. But I don’t think I’m the guy for you. I think that guy is Kalvin.” He smiled and nodded and then he left without saying another word. And in Erin’s heart she knew it was true. She knew that Kalvin truly loved her and worshipped her. Mel was fun and he certainly knew how to use his cock, but she knew that Kalvin would always be there when she needed him.  
 
    She looked at Kalvin now with a big smile. “So you won, huh?” she said. 
 
    “I guess so,” Kalvin said. 
 
    “What did you say to make him fold?”  
 
    “I might have told him that he could join in from time to time as long as you could be mine,” he said with a red-cheeked grin. Erin laughed. She didn’t mind—the three-way turned out to be a lot more fun than she’d expected. “I also invited him to a party I’ve got coming up, and we’re going to need some entertainment.” 
 
    “Count me in,” Erin said. She stepped forward and gave Kalvin a kiss on the lips.  
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    INITIATION 
 
    Jacob got roped into trying out for Kappa Delta Pi, the most revered fraternity on campus. Though it isn’t long before Jacob finds himself determined to make it into the frat, after learning that girls desperately want to get with Kappa boys.  
 
    But the fraternity initiation isn’t so easy: the Kappa seniors have given Jacob twelve hours to get lewd photos off of his stepsister’s phone. But Jacob’s stepsister is out of town and nowhere to be found, so Jacob is going to have to improvise, and he’s got a closet full of her clothes, shoes, and makeup to make it happen.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Jacob never really thought he could get into Kappa Delta Pi, and the only reason he tried was because his friend Louis was trying out and didn’t want to go through the initiation process alone.  
 
    Jacob was half-hoping that he would be eliminated on the first day, along with the other thirty hopeful students who would be eliminated on day one. Each year, one hundred students tried out for the famed fraternity, but they only accepted five applicants at the end of initiation week. But when that first day ended, and Jacob somehow managed to endure all of the stupid games, he found himself wondering if he could make the cut and become a member of the campus’ most sought-after group of young men.  
 
    It helped that the first day was mostly just drinking games, and Jacob had always been able to handle his liquor despite his small frame. At one party, he drank a whole six-pack, took four shots of whiskey, and then he finished off the night by downing half a bottle of vodka. He woke up the next morning with a mild headache and nothing else, earning him the nickname: Little Tank.  
 
    But Jacob knew that handling his booze wasn’t going to be enough to get him through initiation week. He still had to survive six days of what the Kappa Delta Pi seniors called “torture”.  
 
    Day two was a ‘Fear Factor’ style endurance contest. All of the Kappa hopefuls were assigned different tasks while the Kappa guys all had a barbecue. Jacob’s task was to barbecue the burgers while he stood in a tub full of snakes. But it was nothing for Jacob as he wasn’t afraid of snakes and he happened to know for a fact that the snakes in that tub were harmless—they sold them at the pet store by his house. He was just happy he wasn’t the young man who had to eat a burger full of live bugs—that guy didn’t advance to the third day. 
 
    As Jacob went to sleep on that second night, he couldn’t help but wonder if there was a point to any of the frat’s nonsense. How are these contests supposed to pick the best people? They’d already weaned out all of the particularly smart guys. Most of the serious athletes were out, too. Now, there were just twenty guys left, none of whom were particularly good at anything besides weird endurance games that they would never play again in their lives. So what was the point?  
 
    When Jacob left his dorm on that third morning, he found himself being congratulated by everyone—people who lived on his floor and people he’d never seen before in his life. He still had five days of initiation left and he was already a bit of a celebrity, like a contestant who made it through the initial audition of American Idol. He already had a little fan club—everyone wanted to live on the same floor as a Kappa Delta Pi member.  
 
    “If you get into Kappa, do you want to go out on a date?” a little blonde girl asked him as he sauntered over to the little café across the street for some late-morning breakfast. He’d never seen the little blonde in his life, but she was cute. She had big fake eyelashes that went well with her padded push-up bra.  
 
    Jacob shrugged his shoulders. He didn’t know the girl, so why would he date her—regardless of whether he was in a fraternity or not?  
 
    The girl followed him to the café and then she followed him back to his dorm room, talking his ear off the whole way. She mentioned something about how girls with Kappa boyfriends have a better chance of making it into the better sororities. “I’ll think about it,” Jacob said. “But I really don’t know you.” 
 
    She stared at him with sadness glowing in her eyes. “What if I give you a blowjob?” she said. 
 
    “A what?” Jacob said, taken aback.  
 
    “I’ll suck your dick if you consider me to be your girlfriend. Right now. You’re not busy, are you?”  
 
    “Um, no,” Jacob said, his heart stuttering.  
 
    The little blonde was a good-looking girl, and Jacob had never in his life been propositioned by a good-looking girl, or even an average looking girl for that matter. He’d slept with two girls in his life, and he had to work his ass off both times just to get them into the bedroom—and then there was a whole lot more work to get them to put out. But this girl was offering herself without any guarantees.  
 
    So Jacob let her into his dorm room and he closed the door. It was only a few seconds before she was on her knees, undoing his belt, unzipping his fly, and fishing out his cock. And it was only a few seconds more before his cock was in her mouth. She made a lot of noise while she sucked him off, like a starving person eating for the first time in two weeks. But somehow the little grunts and lip smacking made the act hotter. She had him erect in a matter of thirty seconds, at the very most.  
 
    He stumbled back and sat down on the edge of his bed. He couldn’t believe what was happening. Maybe trying out for this fraternity wasn’t such a bad idea after all. And what kind of treatment would he get if actually made it into the fraternity? There were twenty guys left and five would end up in the coveted group—so it wasn’t out of the question to think that he could make it in—a 25% chance, which would only go up every day he was still in the contest.  
 
    The little blonde was looking up into his eyes. Her eyes were wide and glowing. She had his entire erection shoved into her mouth. Dribbles of saliva ran down from the corner of her lips. She mumbled something that Jacob couldn’t understand. “What’s that?” he asked. 
 
    She leaned back, slipping his cock out from her mouth. Saliva dripped onto the floor. “I asked if you think I could be your girlfriend now—assuming you make Kappa,” she said.  
 
    Jacob shook his head. “I told you that I don’t really know. But I’ll happily get to know you and I’ll certainly consider the possibility.”  
 
    The girl looked devastated, as if she was just told that she wasn’t sucking his cock well enough. So she shoved it back into her mouth and she continued to suck, this time bobbing her head faster and pressing her lips firmer. Her grunts were louder and her slurping was wetter. Then she suddenly spat his cock out. “Fuck it,” she said. “Just fuck my pussy. You can even come in me if you want.”  
 
    She got up and threw her body onto his bed, stomach first. She held her arms out, frontwards, and waited for him to do the rest. He looked around the room, wondering if he should really go ahead with fucking her. He hardly knew her. As far as he knew, she was part of his initiation—some temptation sent to him to test him. Or maybe she really was just some crazy woman who really wanted to be connected to the famed fraternity.  
 
    Jacob didn’t really care if she was part of the initiation because he really didn’t care whether or not he ended up making it into the fraternity. So he stood up and pulled the pretty blonde’s panties down to her ankles. He flipped up her skirt and slapped her on her jiggly butt cheeks. She swayed her bum gently, teasing him and inviting him in. He spread her cheeks and took a good look at her tight butthole and her damp pussy. She looked back at him. “If you put it in my ass, that’s fine, but then we’re going out,” she said. 
 
    He took another look at her asshole. He’d never stuck his cock into an asshole before, but he’d always fantasized about plugging some hot chick’s butt. But he wasn’t sure he wanted to commit to the girl’s proposition. He still knew nothing about her—he didn’t even know her name. So he lined the tip of his cock up with her pussy and he pressed it into her. She became tense, letting out a sharp moan. She was tight but she was wet enough that there was almost no resistance. He started pumping her. “Please just don’t come in my hair,” she said, and then she started to moan. Jacob wasn’t sure if the moaning was real or just part of her proposition. He didn’t really care. 
 
    He pumped her hard and raw for five minutes and then he pulled out and came all over her tush. He wanted to come inside of her, like she offered, but he wasn’t sure if she was on birth control—and she seemed crazy enough to lie about it, so she could use a pregnancy to get a bit closer to that fraternity.  
 
    After she left his dorm that afternoon, Jacob never saw her again—which was probably for the best. He went and had a quick shower, which left him just enough time to get dressed for his third day of initiation. On his way out the door, he received a text message from his stepsister. “Mom and dad want you to come for dinner tonight. Will you be there or are you too busy with your stupid frat thing?” she asked.  
 
    “I’m probably too busy,” Jacob replied. Even if he were to be eliminated, he didn’t want to make the forty-five minutes drive, just so he could watch his parents bicker while his stepsister texted her friends.  
 
    “Then you tell them,” his stepsister replied. Jacob slipped his phone into his pocket and shook his head. He didn’t have time to deal with family drama—he was already running late for his third day of initiation. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    When Louis arrived at the Kappa Delta Pi house, he had no idea what to expect—but he knew it was going to be hell. He’d already been dragged through hell and back, so he wasn’t sure how they could make it any worse. He was just happy that he was still in the running, even with all of his cuts and bruises. He hadn’t slept at all that night—as he lay in bed, he was certain he could still feel the bugs crawling on his body. And he still had that throbbing headache from that day of heavy drinking, which was almost forty-eight hours ago now.  
 
    But he was determined to make it into the fraternity, no matter what they made him do. He needed that coveted title on his resume. His uncle once told him that many major companies will hire applicants just because of they had that Kappa Delta Pi line on their resumes.  
 
    Louis was the first to arrive at the Kappa house—a large white mansion on the edge of the campus. The monogram Greek letters were massive and painted the same white as the rest of the house—which made the whole place look like some sort of Ancient Greek castle. The gardener was out on the front lawn, pruning the mighty green bushes that had probably been there for at least seventy years. He’d done a fantastic job of cleaning up the giant mess made the day before: buckets of bugs and snakes and spiders being poured and thrown all over the place—not to mention all of the beer cans of the people who came to watch the humiliation unfold. Now, Louis wasn’t even sure if any of it had actually happened or not.  
 
    Roger, one of the senior frat members, stepped out from the house. He wasn’t wearing his shirt, even though it wasn’t terribly warm out—but he liked to show off his gym-toned muscles. He made a big stretch with both of his arms, as if he’d just gotten out of bed, and then he let out a long, satisfied sigh. He looked around with a big smile and then his gaze landed on Louis. “Good morning, pledge,” he said with that big grin. “Ready for another day of fun?” 
 
    Louis did his best not to squirm. He did his best to remain upright with good posture. He even did his best to keep his chest puffed out. He knew that he had to make the Kappa members like him. He could ace all of the challenges they threw at him, but at the end of the day, if they didn’t like him, he wouldn’t make the cut. The initiation was more of a traditional formality, and a way to wean out the people who weren’t serious about making it into the fraternity. “I can’t wait,” Louis said, forcing his more genuine smile. 
 
    “Good. It’s going to be a good one. We’ve been up all night getting ready for it.” He looked at Louis with a big grin. That grin terrified Louis, making his bones feel cold. There was more to that grin than just, ‘I can’t wait to torture you.’ That grin seemed to suggest that Roger knew all of Louis’s deepest, darkest secrets. Louis tried to swallow the lump in his throat without faltering.  
 
    More pledges showed up. They all got into a line on the front lawn, as they did every afternoon before the insanity started. Louis looked around, trying to see if Jacob was in the line. He wasn’t—not yet. He was late—always late. Louis tried not to let the thought of Jacob’s lateness get to him, but it was difficult. It wasn’t fair. Jacob only tried out as a joke and now he was one of the final twenty contenders. He was always showing up late and he made no effort to memorize the Kappa slogans or the history of the fraternity. Why were they not throwing him out? Everyone else in that line could shout the fraternity’s inception date on command. Jacob probably didn’t even know the inception decade—hell, he probably didn’t even know the correct century.  
 
    Louis looked at his watch. It was 1:00 PM—start time. But Jacob still wasn’t there. He found himself grinning, hoping three lates in a row would mean certain expulsion, meaning he would only have eighteen men as competition instead of nineteen. “Who are we missing?” Roger asked, looking up and down the line. Louis wanted to shout out Jacob’s name, but he didn’t want to seem like some desperate snitch. He kept his mouth shut.  
 
    “Sorry I’m late,” Jacob’s voice said. He dropped his bag on the sidewalk and walked up to the line. Louis carefully checked his watch again. Now it was 1:08 PM—eight minutes late. It was more than enough to end Jacob’s pledge status—but once again, the Kappa guys let it slide. 
 
    “No worries. Let’s get started. We have a special guest with us today,” Roger said, stepping aside from the large white doorway. A short Asian man stepped out. He looked tired, with bags under his eyes. He raised a hand as a small wave. “This is Randy,” Roger said. “He is one of the heads of the computer science department. He knows computers better than anyone on this campus. And he’s also part of the ethical hacking club—though I suppose what we had him do last night wouldn’t exactly qualify for ‘ethical’ hacking.”  
 
    Roger’s grin grew larger. He scanned the faces of the pledges. A small crowd was already starting to form on the sidewalk: students curious to see who would be advancing to the next day. They all had their favourites, as if the pledges were baseball teams. Louis took a deep breath and tried to remain focussed. His head was still throbbing, even though he drank twenty glasses of water the day before. He had a feeling he was going to be stuck with this hangover for the next week, at least.  
 
    “Randy hacked all of you—but don’t you think about suing him. You all gave him your consent when you signed that permission form on Day One. You all read that fifteen page legal document, right?” He laughed. “So now, we know all of your dirtiest secrets.” 
 
    Louis’s gut turned. He was tempted to look away when Roger’s gaze fell on him—but somehow he managed to continued looking at Roger, and somehow he managed not to stumble.  
 
    “You’re probably wondering what that means. Well, it’s quite simple. We read your e-mails and your Facebook chat histories. We looked through your browser history. We even looked through your private browsing history—apparently you can do that—who even knew? We got so much dirt on all of you. Hell, we even found some things that we considered taking to the police. There are some serious creeps in this line-up today.” His gaze fell back on Louis. This time Louis darted his eyes away—he couldn’t help it. A ringing started tormenting Louis’s ears. He strained to continue listening, but the stress from the week was starting to get to him. 
 
    “That’s not legal!” one of the pledges shouted. Everyone looked over at him as he stepped back. “Even if we signed a consent form—you don’t have the right to look through people’s private lives like that! My dad’s a lawyer and I’m going to get him to sue your ass!” His face was red and there was a vein pulsing on his forehead, which Louis could see from halfway across the large property.  
 
    “Tell your dad and we’ll tell everyone here what kind of sites you like to visit on your Tor browser,” Roger said, still with that big, calm grin.  
 
    The angry pledge suddenly became silent. His face became white as his lips slowly parted. His jaw trembled, but no words came out from his mouth. 
 
    “You’re out. Run along now,” Roger said, waving his hand.  
 
    He stumbled back and then he started running away, as if a motorcycle gang was chasing him. He never came back. Now there were only nineteen pledges remaining—four more to be eliminated today. Louis wasn’t going to be one of them, even though he was absolutely terrified of what Roger and the other Kappa members knew about him.  
 
    “You all will be receiving your daily duties in private today,” Roger said. “We’ll call you in one at a time, and you have until tonight at midnight to complete your tasks. Understood?”  
 
    Everyone nodded. Louis felt like he could hear everyone’s collective hearts pounding against their collective ribcages.  
 
    “Good. Terrance, we’ll start with you. Come on in. Everyone else, just keep standing in line.” Terrance was slow to go inside. His hands were trembling. He put them behind his back, hiding them from Roger, but not from the eighteen pledges standing in a line on that beautiful green lawn. Ten minutes passed before Terrance emerged from the frat house, his face pale. He ran off down the street to carry out his task. Someone in the sidewalk audience shouted, “What are they making you do?” But Terrance didn’t answer. He just kept running, as if he needed every second if he was going to complete his task on time.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    When Jacob looked down that line of anxious pledges, he was surprised. They all looked terrified. Their faces were white and their gazes were inward. One guy’s jaw was literally trembling, and another guy was literally dripping beads of sweat. What were they afraid of? Did they really have secrets that were so terrible?  
 
    Jacob didn’t feel worried at all. He tried to think of the worst thing he’d ever done. He snuck into the girl’s bathroom in high school and got suspended, but everyone already knew that. He had a thing for lesbian porn, but he didn’t really care if anyone knew it. It’s not like he was watching scat porn, or snuff films. And is that what these other guys were watching behind closed doors? Is that why they were so frightened?  
 
    And why was Louis so scared? What had he ever done that he was afraid of people knowing? Jacob shrugged his shoulders and looked away from his fellow pledges. He didn’t want to know what they’d been up to. Jacob liked to think that he still had most of his innocence intact, and he wanted to keep it that way.  
 
    He was called in fourth, after three terrified pledges. When he walked inside, all of the Kappa seniors were sitting on one side of a long table, as if they were recreating The Last Supper. They all looked at Jacob with big grins. Jacob looked around at the pictures on the walls. Most of the pictures were of guys dressed in football gear. Under each picture was a plaque with the athlete’s name. There were a few basketball players mixed into the collection, but it was a picture of a black guy with a big afro holding a table tennis paddle that caught Jacob’s attention. He looked extremely serious in the picture, which made Jacob chuckle. The plaque read ‘Jerold Jones, 1981’. 
 
    There was an empty, seat, which Jacob figured was for him. He took it. “You need to ask permission to sit,” one of the seniors said. 
 
    “Oh sorry,” Jacob said without getting up. “Mind if I sit?”  
 
    One of the seniors laughed. The others all looked at one another as if they weren’t sure what to make of Jacob—a guy who had made the top twenty without giving a damn.  
 
    “Our team spent almost three hours just on you last night, trying to find dirt on you,” Roger said. “Your passwords apparently were easy to crack, but there wasn’t much to find.”  
 
    “You’re either very good at hiding your tracks with VPNs and encryption, or you’ve got a squeaky clean record,” Randy said. He still looked exhausted, still waiting to be released for a nap. 
 
    “The latter,” Jacob said. “I don’t know piss about computers. I don’t even know what a VPN is.”  
 
    The guys all looked at one another again. “Well, we did discover one interesting fact about you. You’ve got a stepsister.”  
 
    “Is that interesting?” Jacob asked. 
 
    “You don’t just have a stepsister, you’ve got a 10/10 bombshell of a stepsister. In fact, we all agreed that she is so hot, we ended up spending another few hours last night trying to find sexy pictures of her,” said Roger. 
 
    “She definitely has sexy pictures—she sent one via SnapChat to a guy last week—we managed to hack his account,” Randy said. “But we weren’t able to hack your sister’s phone to see more for ourselves. Apple’s encryption is too strong, and your sister uses a thumb-print password—so it’s nearly impossible for us to hack her phone remotely.”  
 
    “I don’t really know what any of that means.”  
 
    “It means,” Roger said. “Your task for the day is to get onto your sister’s phone and get us her raciest photos—for our enjoyment only, of course. The photos won’t leave these holy walls. In fact, we will probably delete them as soon as we see them, just to be extra safe.”  
 
    “You want me to steal my stepsister’s phone?” Jacob asked. 
 
    “No. Just go onto your sister’s phone and send yourself her photos. And then you can send them to us.”  
 
    “My stepsister lives in a different city.”  
 
    “Your stepsister lives in Cassidy, with your parents. You’ve got ten hours, which should be plenty of time to get to her phone, no? Cassidy isn’t even a whole hour away, if I’m not mistaken.”  
 
    Jacob felt a cool breeze tickle his spine. He looked at the Kappa seniors and thought they looked like a bunch of pathetic losers: all sitting there, acting like royalty, as if getting into some stupid fraternity actually meant something. “Yeah, I’m not doing that,” Jacob said.  
 
    Jacob wasn’t necessarily morally opposed to the task. He wasn’t close to his stepsister, and he’d always been curious to see her naked. She had only moved in one year before Jacob moved out, a couple of years after Jacob’s biological parents split up. It even seemed weird to call her his stepsister, even though that’s what she always called herself. It was especially weird because he’d known her from high school before she moved in, so it was hard not to just see her as anything but a classmate.  
 
    “If you don’t do it, you won’t make it into Kappa Delta Pi,” Roger said, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “Okay,” Jacob said, looking down the line of pathetic losers.  
 
    “Well, you’ve got until midnight. The choice is yours. Now run along. Just know that this might be the last time you ever step foot in this frat house again.”  
 
    Jacob shrugged his shoulders and then he turned to leave. He wasn’t interested in playing their stupid game. There was nothing in it for him. He knew that it wasn’t true what Louis was always saying: being in Kappa wouldn’t help getting a job after school. No business would be stupid enough to hire employees based on which fraternities they went to.  
 
    So instead of heading to Cassidy, where his stepsister and parents lived, Jacob started towards his dorm. The crazy ride was over—he was no longer a pledge for Kappa Delta Pi. 
 
    As he approached his building’s main entrance, two young women hopped up next to him. One was a brunette and one was a blonde. The brunette was stunning, with glowing eyes and adorable freckles. The blonde wasn’t bad either, but it was hard not to stare at the brunette. “Aren’t you trying out for Kappa?” the brunette asked. 
 
    “Um, yeah,” Jacob said. 
 
    “Oh my God, that’s so hot. You’re, like, one of the finalists, right? Like, you might actually make it into the frat?” 
 
    Jacob shrugged his shoulders. “I guess so,” he said.  
 
    “Do you want to fuck?” the blonde asked. 
 
    Jacob’s heart skipped a beat. He’d already fucked a girl that morning, and now there were more girls throwing themselves at him? “Uh, what?” he said. 
 
    “It would be fun—a little three-way. And then maybe you could take us to a Kappa party—I mean, like, if you get in, or whatever,” said the brunette.  
 
    “You want to have a three-way with me so that I might take you to a party?”  
 
    The girls both smiled and nodded. And Jacob didn’t pass up the opportunity. Of course he didn’t tell them that he was dropping out of the race. He took them up to his dorm room and then he got them undressed. He watched them kiss one another for a few minutes, and then he got to take turns kissing them. The brunette had the softer lips, but her tits were much smaller. So Jacob kissed the brunette while he fondled the blonde’s rack.  
 
    The blonde took one of Jacob’s hands and brought it down between her legs. She pushed his hand down until he started rubbing her pussy. Then the brunette took his other hand and pressed it between her legs. She had a bit of pubic hair, which felt soft and nice against the palm of his hand. The brunette moaned—the gentle sound alone was enough to make Jacob rock hard.  
 
    Both girls saw his erection and the immediately sunk to their knees. They started taking turns sucking him off. The brunette was timid with the cock, but the blonde had no problem plunging the whole thing down her throat. She gagged a bit but it didn’t stop her from sucking him off.  
 
    Jacob waved the brunette over and then he motioned for her to sit on his face so he could eat her own. He gave her clit a few licks and then a wave of fluids splashed his face. She perked up. “I’m so sorry. That’s never happened before. Well, it happened once when I was playing with a toy… No wait, it happened twice. But still, I’m so sorry.” Jacob didn’t mind. He thought it was hot. He started licking her clit again, hoping she would squirt some more warm fluid on his face.  
 
    And then he felt the tight, wet pressure of a pussy sucking around his cock. He looked down to see the blonde mounting him, bareback. She sunk down low and then immediately started bouncing. Then the brunette sat down on his face again, so he continued to lick, blinded by her soft butt cheeks. And finally, she squirted again as she grinded her snatch against his lips.  
 
    He grunted when he was about to come. He warned the girls once the pussy was off of his face. Then they both scrambled down so their faces were in place and ready for his cumshot. He tried sitting up, but the brunette was sitting on his chest now, bent over to try and get more of his hot load than her blonde friend. He clenched and squirmed and then he felt himself unloading. It wasn’t until a minute later that he saw the damage: the faces of both girls were coated with white goo. “That was fun!” the brunette said with a big smile as she licked the cum off of her lips. The blonde licked the rest of the cum off of the brunette’s face while Jacob watched with glowing eyes. 
 
    And he realized that he had to be in Kappa Delta Pi. He still had four years left of college—and he couldn’t imagine letting those years slip by without this kind of sexual attention.  
 
    He looked at his watch. It was already 6:00 PM. He’d been fucking the girls for nearly four hours. He sprung up and started getting dressed. He only had six hours to get to his stepsister so he could get her photos and send them off to Roger and the other seniors.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Louis found himself sitting in his dorm room, staring blankly at the wall, wishing he had never signed up for the stupid fraternity. It wasn’t worth it. Even if he managed to make it past this round and the next four rounds after it, it still wouldn’t be worth it. The bugs were one thing, and the alcohol was one thing, but this newest task was a whole different thing entirely. Even if he didn’t go through with it, then he still had to live with the shame, knowing the most popular group of guys on campus knew his secret.  
 
    But now his secret was out. All of the guys knew it, and everyone who would win their spot in the Kappa Delta Pi fraternity would soon know it too. So there was no sense in not trying. He no longer had anything to lose—though his task seemed more or less impossible.  
 
    He had to go out and find a trans woman, have sex with her, and film it—and he only had six hours left to accomplish that goal. He had no idea where to start. He wasn’t even sure if he’d ever seen a trans woman outside of the Internet before—so even if he could find one, how was he going to convince her to sleep with him? And how was he going to convince her to let him film it? And what if he couldn’t go through with it? What if he saw her cock and froze up? 
 
    Louis had only ever been with one girl before, and even that was a stressful scenario. He couldn’t imaging being with a transgender, seeing a cock inches from his face. Even if he just flipped her over and stuck it in her ass—he would still know there was a cock dangling on the other side… What if he couldn’t come? It didn’t matter if he came or not—the task was to film sex. No one ever said anything about finishing… 
 
    He liked watching tranny porn—it was his go-to masturbation material. And it was a secret he’d kept hidden for many years, but it wasn’t entirely a secret anymore. He’d always gotten off to images of beautiful women with big, hard cocks. He especially loved videos where the trannies were on top, getting reach-arounds from their male dates. He never liked the videos where the guys were on top—they always made weird, uncomfortable faces. His favourite videos were when there were two trannies sucking each other off—but he’d always suspected the reality would be different. He’d always suspected touching a cock in real life would be much different than looking at one on a computer screen.  
 
    There were probably smells—manly smells that can’t be eliminated by hormones. Louis wasn’t sure how he would be able to look at a real life shemale and not imagine what she looked like before the surgeries and hormone replacement therapy. He liked his perfect porno fantasy and he didn’t want to ruin it with gross, smelly reality. But he had no choice; the clock was ticking and she still had no idea where to start. 
 
    He remembered the ads on the side of the pornography websites that said things like, ‘Want to fuck a real tranny? Join our site now and find the hottest local trannies!’ He always assumed they were just scams and click bait, but he was desperate. So he went and found one of those ads and clicked on it. He signed up for one of the websites, even paying the 10$ fee with his credit card. He quickly made a profile and then started scanning through local profiles. They all seemed fake, but he messaged a few of them anyway, paying 5$ per message. Within the next hour, he received a few responses. Louis got right to the point with the girls. 
 
    “I want to have sex tonight, and I want to film it. No one will see the footage—I promise.” But the trans girls he was talking to didn’t give him a straight response. They just wanted to continue talking, at 5$ per message. Louis realized he was being scammed, so he closed the website and tried not to think of the fact he’d just spent over fifty dollars messaging fake trannies.  
 
    But what else could he do? How was he supposed to accomplish his task? The only solution he could think of was to beg a gay male friend to dress up like a girl and go along with it—but then Louis would have to have gay sex with a guy dressed as a woman But how was that any different from having sex with a tranny? Was a tranny not just a gay man dressed as a woman?  
 
    Louis couldn’t bare the thought. He sunk back down onto his bed and stared up at the ceiling. He’d endured the liquor and the bugs and the humiliation for nothing. 
 
    He found himself on Facebook, looking through his friends’ feeds, mostly just so he could keep his mind off of the humiliating end to his initiation. And then he noticed an ad on the side of the screen—a new ad, based on his most recent search history (which was done without private browsing, seeing as private browsing was apparently useless). The ad was for a new gay bar down the street. “Come on down for karaoke night!” 
 
    Louis’s heart skipped a beat. In the picture was a group of three people with their arms over each other’s shoulders. Two of the people were obviously gay men, and the third person was a girl with the slight bulge of an Adam’s apple: a transgender. Louis perked up. Maybe he could go down to the new gay bar and find himself a transgender date for the night. But how would he convince her to let him film them fucking? That probably wouldn’t happen.  
 
    So Louis set up his webcam on his computer, and he set it to record. He had to delete half of the files on his computer, knowing the all-night recording would probably be a massive file. He started the recording before leaving the house. He dimmed the brightness of his screen so that it appeared black, so that his date wouldn’t see herself being recorded. And then he grabbed his coat and headed for the gay bar with nothing to lose and everything to gain.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Jacob’s trip to his parents’ house did not go smoothly. First, he forgot his wallet and didn’t realize until he was thirty minutes from his house. His car was out of gas and none of the customers at the gas station would give him a pity five bucks so he could loop back and grab his wallet, so he could fill up again closer to his house. So he had to leave his car at the gas station and hop on a bus. It was almost two hours before he returned to that gas station with his wallet. The sun had already gone down.  
 
    His trip kept getting worse. He knew he didn’t have long—he still wasn’t sure how he was going to get onto his stepsister’s phone. So he pressed his foot hard onto the gas pedal and ten minutes later, he found himself pulled over on the side of the highway with flashing red and blue lights behind him. The cop took nearly fifteen minutes just to get out of the car, and another fifteen minutes to give Jacob a stern talking to. “Yeah, yeah, just give me the ticket,” Jacob said, waving his hand at the cop, motioning for the ticket. 
 
    His hurried attitude did not impress the officer. “You know we can impound your car, because you were going more than forty kilometres per hour over the speed limit, right?”  
 
    “No you can’t,” Jacob said, calling the officer out on his bluff. And then Jacob found himself standing on the side of the road as a tow truck pulled up to haul off his car. He ended up hitchhiking the last fifty kilometres to Cassidy, but it took over an hour to get a ride, and the truck that picked him up ended up making two stops: once to the use the bathroom and once to buy a chocolate bar from a gas station. Each stop took nearly twenty minutes, though Jacob had no idea why. When he finally got to his parents house in Cassidy, it was 10:00 PM.  
 
    Jacob ran up to the front door. He didn’t bother ringing the doorbell. He knew his parents always kept the doors unlocked. The lights in the house were already off. Jacob went straight towards his sister’s bedroom, but his sister wasn’t in the room. The bed was nicely made. So Jacob ran to his parents’ room. He knew he was going to give them a scare when he ran into the room, but he was running low on time and didn’t have any other choice. He threw their bedroom door open and said, “Mom, where’s Michelle? Why isn’t she in her room?”  
 
    But his parents’ bedroom was empty too. No one was home. Jacob tried calling his sister, but she didn’t pick up. So he tried calling his parents. He got through to his mother. “Where is everyone?”  
 
    “Your father and I are spending the night in the city. We were going to put on dinner, but you were all too busy, so we decided to go into the city and have a date night. Do you want to talk to your stepfather?”  
 
    “No, mom. Where’s Michelle? Is she with you?”  
 
    “Michelle is out with friends tonight. She said she wouldn’t be home until the morning. Why do you sound so out of breath? What’s going on with you?”  
 
    “I can’t explain right now, mom. Good night.” Jacob hung up the phone and looked at his watch. Now it was 10:30 PM. He only had an hour and a half to get lewd photos off of his stepsister to send to Roger and the Kappa guys.  
 
    He tried messaging Michelle on Facebook, but he had no luck. He tried messaging a few of Michelle’s friends—the only few he knew. But none of them answered either, except for one who said, “I haven’t talked to Michelle in three years.” Jacob’s heart was pounding. He paced his parents’ house and tried to think of a plan. He found himself in Michelle’s room, hoping desperately to find something hidden in her drawers. Maybe she had an old phone with old pictures on it, or maybe she had some sexy Polaroid photos kicking around. Jacob did find an old phone, but it was dead. He spent another ten minutes tracking down the charger for it, but the charger wouldn’t bring it back to life. It had probably died by drowning in a nightclub toilet.  
 
    But Jacob did find a few particular items, which gave him a crazy idea. In her closet he found a wig—the wig Michelle wore for three months after she cut her hair short and immediately regretted it. It was long and dyed a strawberry blonde colour. He also found a drawer full of sexy lingerie: lots of lace and satin and frills and straps. There were fresh razors in the bathroom, and Jacob even found a spare pair of Michelle’s glasses—the same exact style she always wore, with big black frames.  
 
    Jacob didn’t have much time left, so he got started right away. He ran a tub full of warm water and got himself undressed. He only spent ten minutes getting his legs and crotch area shaved smooth. He felt like a complete dunce doing it, but he was desperate. He even used a fresh razor to get a close shave on his face, even though his facial hair was thin and blonde. In the bathroom he found a little jar of red nail polish—the same shade Michelle had always used to paint her nails. So he quickly did his fingers and he didn’t bother with his toes.  
 
    Then he started to squeeze his body into Michelle’s lingerie. Roger said that he wanted sexy photos—he didn’t say anything about nude photos. Michelle didn’t have much of a rack, so a couple of socks were enough to create a realistic bust. Jacob was able to use the wig to cover most of his face, but to be safe, he used a bit of Michelle’s makeup—some lip gloss, a bit of blush, and some eyeliner. He didn’t plan on getting his eyes in any of the shots, or even his lips for that matter, but he wanted to be safe.  
 
    He looked in the mirror and cracked a grin. He looked a bit like Michelle—almost like they could be biological siblings. He didn’t look like her twin by any means, but as long as he kept most of his face out of the shots, he knew he would be fine. He stared at himself for a few minutes, until he heard the living room clock chime—it was 11:30 PM. 
 
    So he migrated back to Michelle’s bedroom and he used her full-length mirror as his canvas. He posed his body and snapped dozens of shots. He only planned on using a couple, but he wanted to get as much material as possible to work with. It was 11:45 PM when he was satisfied with his selection of photos. He sent them off to Roger. His heart was pounding. After the photos were sent, he found himself staring closely at each one, trying to make sure there were no obvious signs that he was the one in the photos. The last thing he wanted was for there to be his face in some window reflection. But the photos seemed relatively safe. And they really did look like pictures of a chick posing in lingerie. Jacob smiled—at least that was one benefit of having a petite frame… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    It was 11:15 when Louis stumbled back into his dorm room with his date under his arm. He was drunk and so was she—but he wasn’t drunk enough that he would forget what he’d done in the morning.  
 
    The trans girl he picked up was convincing—at least she was convincing after a few shots, a couple glasses of champagne, and a few pints of beer. She had long hair and a thin body. From behind, Louis couldn’t tell the difference. Even from the front, she wasn’t bad when her head was tilted down to hide her large Adam’s apple. She had big eyes and dark eyelashes, which were probably fake—but Louis didn’t have time to be picky. He only had forty-five minutes to fuck her and get the footage sent off to Roger. He knew it would probably take ten or fifteen minutes just to save and export the footage once it was recorded, and another few minutes to travel across the Internet to Roger—so he really only had about twenty minutes to stuff his tranny date.  
 
    Thankfully, she was eager to start as soon as they were behind the closed door of Louis’s dorm room. She threw herself at him and started sucking on his lips. She wasn’t a gentle lover, but at least her lips were soft. She moaned softly as they kissed. She had a deeper moan than Louis would have liked. Her voice in general was deep, as if she wasn’t putting much effort into sounding feminine. She’d told Louis at the bar that she’d only been taking hormones for six weeks, and that her voice would only get more feminine as the weeks went by.  
 
    But with plenty of liquor in his system, Louis found her deeper voice to be strangely arousing. He wanted to hear it while they were making out. “Tell me how badly you want to suck my cock,” he said. 
 
    “I want to suck your cock so badly, baby,” she said. 
 
    “Say it like you mean it.”  
 
    “I want your fucking cock so badly,” she said. He smiled. He loved hearing that voice—it wasn’t overly masculine but it was obviously not feminine either.  
 
    Louis looked down and saw the bulge of her erection against her skirt. “Oops,” she said, reaching down under her skirt. “She popped loose.” She slipped her cock back into her little thong. Now the bulge was gone, but Louis knew it was still there.  
 
    His heart was pounding mercilessly. He tried to take a breath in, but his lungs were frozen stiff, so he was only able to breathe in shallow, short breaths. He looked back down at her skirt and found himself picturing her cock. He wondered if she shaved her pubic hair or if she had a bit of fuzz down there. When he looked back up, his trans date was staring him in the eyes. She had a big drunken smirk on her face. “Do you want to play with it?” she asked with that voice that made Louis so nervous and crazy at the same time. 
 
    “Really?” he said, his voice cracking. 
 
    “Go ahead,” she said. 
 
    Louis looked back down as she rose up her skirt, showing off the big bulge in her thong. There was plenty of flesh billowing out from that thin strip of fabric: the sides of her testicles and the edges of her long shaft. Louis reached down slowly, slipping his fingers over the whole package. It was warm and he could feel it throbbing. His heart skipped a beat and he let a strange sound out from his lips that was something like a whimper. He started to rub her package, rubbing harder and harder. Then he remembered that he was on a time limit. He looked over at the alarm clock at his bedside. It was 11:30 PM.  
 
    “Can I fuck you in the ass?” he said. 
 
    “Yeah darling, we’ll get there. Don’t worry.” 
 
    “No, I want to do it now. Get on my bed, on your stomach,” Louis said. His heart started pounding even harder, which he didn’t realize was possible. He stared his trans date in the eyes and watched as her smirk grew large.  
 
    “Okay,” she said. “You just can’t wait, huh?” 
 
    “No,” he said. But he was terrified. He wished he could wait and spend some extra time building up the courage he needed—though he knew that courage would probably never come. His hands were trembling and his legs were beginning to feel numb and weak. He kept looking over at the clock, wondering if he was going to have enough time. What if he couldn’t come right away? 
 
    He had an idea. While his date was getting comfortable on her stomach, he pulled out his phone. He quickly turned the volume off of his phone and then he dialled Roger via FaceTime. He flipped his camera around so it was recording out the back of his phone. He didn’t have time to save and export video files. He needed a faster solution.  
 
    Roger answered the FaceTime. Louis saw his lips moving but the volume was muted. So Louis just quickly pointed the camera at his laptop’s webcam, with its small glowing red light, and then he propped the phone up on his desk, so it was aimed at his date. Then, he went to join his date on the bed.  
 
    He undressed quickly. He was already erect. He felt terribly exposed and vulnerable, not sure how many Kappa members were huddled around Roger’s phone, watching. He climbed up onto the bed and he flipped up his mostly-feminine date’s skirt, exposing her round tush. Then he yanked down her little thong. He spread her perfect cheeks and he spat into her asshole, giving himself some lubricant. He didn’t have time earlier to pick any lubricant or even any condoms up from the store on his way to the gay bar. Spit would do just fine. 
 
    He started pushing his cock into his well-hung date. She was tight, but she didn’t clench. She knew how to remain relaxed while he penetrated her—this probably wasn’t her first stuffing. He sunk deeper and deeper and deeper. She started moaning louder and louder, still with that slightly deep moan.   
 
    It occurred to Louis that it wasn’t obvious that his date was a transgender, as she was laying on her stomach with her cock nestled into his bed sheets. So he gently rolled her onto her side without pulling his cock out from her ass. He tried not to look into that little lens that was watching his every move as he reached around and slipped his fingers around her cock, showing his audience that he was indeed accomplishing his task.   
 
    He looked over at the clock. It was 11:55 PM now. He’d finished his task just in time. No one said he had to climax before midnight—he just had to have sex with a trans chick, which was exactly what he was doing. So with a wave of relief washing over him, he started to pump his trans date with his long shaft. She grunted with each penetration. He could hear the big grin on her face as she began to moan. He watched closely as she reached down and started rubbing the tip of her cock as if it was her clit. “Oh yeah, baby. Make me come,” she said, her body bouncing to the rhythm of his thrusting.  
 
    Louis ran his fingers up and down his date’s smooth legs. She felt surprisingly feminine, and he found himself wondering if it was just because her hair was shaved off, or if it had something to do with the hormones she’d been taking for six weeks. Would six weeks of HRT have any noticeable effects? Was Louis just caressing a man with long hair and makeup? He tried not to think about it.  
 
    She caught his hand and brought it around to her cock. She curled his fingers around her girth and then she got him stroking. She let go and he continued the motions. He shut his eyes tight, knowing Roger at the other Kappa guys were currently watching as Louis stroked off a cock. Was it worth it? Would it be enough to get Louis through to the next round? 
 
    If everyone satisfied their tasks, then four people would still be eliminated—it would be up to the Kappa Delta Pi seniors to decide who was worthy of making the cut. So picking up a tranny at a gay bar and fucking her in the ass while jerking her off might not be enough to get Louis through to the fourth day of initiation. But again, he tried not to think about that. All he could do was remain positive and hope that this would all be worth it—not that fucking the well-hung shemale was torture. It was quite the opposite; for years, Louis had fantasized about nailing a beautiful trans girl. He’d always wanted to feel the inside of a T-girl’s anus, and he’d always wanted to stroke a tranny’s long cock. Now his fantasy wasn’t just a fantasy—it was a very real reality. 
 
    “Oh my God, you’re going to make me come. I think I’m going to come. Oh God, I’m coming,” his date said. She groaned and squirmed. “Don’t stop. Right there. Oh God, that feels good. I think I’m coming.”  
 
    Louis strained to look over her shoulder. He didn’t want to miss her epic finale. He watched her cock as it twitched and bloated, and then he watched as it spewed warm cum all over his bed sheets. He didn’t mind; he had a spare set under the bed. The sight was mesmerizing and incredibly arousing. Louis’s body shuddered and he clenched hard, but there was nothing he could do to stop his orgasm from overpowering his body. He groaned and unloaded deep inside of his transgender date. She gasped and clutched at the cum-soaked bed sheets. He made sure his whole cock was buried inside of her as he came. And then he pulled out and watched with glowing eyes as cum billowed out from her perfect tush.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    It was 1:00 AM when Jacob received a text message from Roger, letting him know that he made the cut—he would be advancing to the fourth day of the Kappa Delta Pi initiation process. Only fifteen competitors remained—at least that’s what Jacob though, until he showed up a the Kappa mansion the next day, and saw that there were only nine people standing in front of the house—ten once Jacob took his stand next to Louis. 
 
    “So you’re still in, huh?” Louis asked. 
 
    “Still in to fight another day,” Jacob said with a smirk. He tried to remain cool and calm, so he wouldn’t look suspicious. He knew that he’d cheated in order to advance through to the fourth round, but he didn’t need anyone to know that—even Louis, his best friend. Louis was so obsessed with making it into Kappa Delta Pi that he probably wouldn’t hesitate to toss Jacob under the bus if it meant only have to beat four more pledges instead of five.  
 
    Roger came out from the mansion wearing nothing but a white housecoat. He looked tired. He held a steaming mug of coffee in his hand. “We had a late night last night, getting ready for round four of your initiation,” he said. “Our third round turned out to be more difficult than we thought. Only ten of you were actually able to complete your assigned tasks. But we’ve still got four days left of initiation—four days to really see if you’re serious about becoming a Kappa Delta Pi member.” 
 
    Jacob found himself feeling nervous, his heart pounding as he awaited the day’s challenge. He tried to control his breathing and he tried to keep his hands hidden behind his back, so no one would see them trembling. He couldn’t believe it—he was actually anxious about the initiation. He was actually starting to care whether or not he got into the fraternity. And how could he not care, after all he’d been through? He still hadn’t gone to sleep since taking those photos. He had to hitchhike his way back into town and then he had to make it to the impound lot to retrieve his car, but not before going to the police station to pay his ticket. And then he needed to shower and get ready for the day. By the time he had a set of clean clothes on his body, it was 11:30 AM, and it was time to start meandering down to the Kappa Delta Pi house.  
 
    “Today, only two of you will be eliminated. But don’t think that’s an opportunity to slack off. It’s still not going to be easy.” 
 
    Everyone looked around at one another, eyeing up the competition.  
 
    “Today’s challenge will be a quick challenge—it shouldn’t take you very long at all. In one hour, the Bulldogs kick off against the Hornets. The stadium is probably already starting to fill out. As soon as that ball is kicked into the air, the race will begin. You have to complete a full lap—all of you—around the field, end to end. If you get tackled by security before you make the full lap, then you’re out. If none of you get tackled, then the last two across that end zone line are out. Oh, and you’ll all be butt-naked.” Roger grinned. “We’ve got a friend letting us in through the access gate at kick-off. So if you’re late, that’s your problem. We can’t sit around and wait.” He looked down and checked his watch. “I trust you all know how to get to the stadium, so I’ll see you all there in… fifty-six minutes.” Roger turned and went back into the mansion. 
 
    The pledges all breathed as a wave of relief washed over all of them—all of them but Jacob.  Jacob’s body was shaved smooth. His pubic hair was still shaved into a ridiculous little heart—he hadn’t had time to shave it off completely since leaving his parents’ house. Surely someone would notice—surely one of the Kappa seniors would recognize his smooth legs and perky tush… 
 
    He tried to think of a solution, but nothing came to mind. They had to be naked—did that mean he couldn’t cover his body with body paint? He couldn’t risk it… If all of the pledges crossed the line, then body paint might end up being what gets him eliminated. But what else could he do, besides hope no one notices his smooth legs or his mane of pubic hair shaved into a heart? That was all he could do… He didn’t even have time to run back to his dorm room to shave away that damned heart and make it to the stadium in time. The other pledges were already on their way to the stadium. So Jacob was just going to have to hope… 
 
    Jacob followed the others. It was a good thirty-minute walk to the stadium. When he got there, the Kappa seniors were already standing by that large access gate—the gate that was designed to let emergency vehicles onto the field and not naked pledges. Someone was making a speech on the field. The football fans all clapped when the speech was done—and it sounded like there were a lot of people in the stands, not that Jacob cared so much about the people in the stands, even though he probably knew at least a few of them. He’d ended up naked and drunk at parties before, so this wasn’t exactly new territory. It was the Kappa seniors he was worried about. 
 
    Some of the other pledges were already stripped down to the their underwear, ready to take the rest off so they could start their sprint. Someone on the field started singing the national anthem. A minute later, the crowd cheered. “Get to your seats everyone! There is just one minute ‘till kick off!” said the announcer. The pledges all slipped their underwear down to their ankles. Everyone was naked except for Jacob, who was trying to gain control of his trembling body.  
 
    He took a deep breath and pulled his shirt off. He’d shaved the tiny blonde hairs off of his chest the night before, but he didn’t expect anyone to notice that. He turned his back to the row of eager Kappa seniors before bending over to pull down his pants. He pulled them down slowly, biting down hard on his tongue. “You can do this,” he whispered to himself. He saw that damned heart of pubic hair. The crowd cheered and a loud horn honked. The ball had been kicked. Roger’s stadium connection threw the access door open wide and the pledges all started running—everyone except for Jacob, who still had his pants around his ankles.  
 
    “Socks too, pledge,” one of the seniors said. Everyone was getting a massive head start. Jacob bent over and awkwardly pulled his socks off of his feet. The naked pledges were already at the twenty-yard line when Jacob started running. As his bare feet touched the grass, he saw the group of security guards running onto the field. They were fast, trained to catch streakers. Jacob bit down harder on his tongue and ran as fast as he possibly could. He managed to get within ten yards of the rest of the group before they reached the first end zone—the halfway point.  
 
    The security guards fanned wide. The streakers split in different directions to avoid the guards, knowing the whole game was over if they got tackled. Jacob didn’t look back but he could hear one of the guards running closely behind him, his heavy boots stomping the football field grass. Jacob closed his eyes momentarily as he tried to will a bit more speed into his run. Somehow, he managed to get a small burst of speed out of nothing.  
 
    About eight yards ahead of him, one of the pledges was taken down hard to the grass. Two security guards piled onto the young man, holding him down. Jacob turned hard to stay clear of the dog pile, but there were still guards in every direction. The crowd was cheering and laughing, though Jacob wasn’t sure if they were cheering for the streakers or the security guards.  
 
    Jacob looked up at the Jumbotron, just as it showed a nice close-up of him. His cock was flapping from side to side, hitting his thighs. And that pubic hair heart was obvious to anyone looking. He reached down and covered his cock with his hand, throwing off some of his momentum. He was reaching the centre of the field now—three-quarters through his run. He was tired and short on breath, but he kept sprinting. He looked down from the Jumbotron and saw a security guard diving right towards him. He shut his eyes and winced his head away, in an attempt reduce the impact of the tackle. And then he jumped out of instinct, and when he opened his eyes he saw that he was jumping over the diving security guards. He felt the guard’s back graze the bottom of his foot before he landed and continued his sprint towards that open gate. 
 
    The other pledges were already running through the gate. In avoiding the security guards, Jacob had fallen far behind. He was the last one through the gate. “Fuck,” he muttered under his breath as Roger’s connection closed the gate behind him. Jacob fell to the ground and started panting for air. He wasn’t in bad shape, but he certainly wasn’t in good enough shape to do much more than a full sprint around an entire football field.  
 
    “I guess we’ll see you all tomorrow then,” Roger said.  
 
    Jacob looked up and looked around, realizing there were only eight young naked men panting for air behind that football stadium. He looked back at the Jumbotron, which was showing two of the pledges being hauled off by the security guards. Jacob had narrowly managed to advance.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
     Louis was starting to get used to feeling humiliated. Of course it was a picture of him on the front page of the sports section the next morning, with the headline: ‘Streakers Disrespect Military Support Day at Bulldogs Game.’ They censored his cock in the photo, but they didn’t bother censoring his face. Shortly after seeing the page in the paper, he received a call from his angry mother. “What the hell has gotten into you?” And after he hung up the phone on his mom, he received a few more calls from outraged family members. They didn’t understand when he told them it was for Kappa Delta Pi initiation.  
 
    But the awkward picture in the newspaper didn’t seem nearly as embarrassing as the live-streamed sex Louis had with the transgender from the gay bar.  
 
    The police came to his dorm room around 9:30 AM. They gave him a stern talking to and then they left him with a warning. “Do it again and it’ll go on your permanent record,” the officer told him. “You’ll be registered as a sex offender. Do you know what that means? You realize your face will be on every sex offender website, all over the country, right?” Louis was thankful for the warning.  
 
    But he wasn’t in the clear yet. There were still three initiation challenges left, and Louis had a feeling they were only going to get more and more intense. Though there were only eight contenders left, and five would make the cut, which meant that Louis had a better chance of making Kappa Delta Pi than he had of not making it, which made him smile. But he knew he wasn’t in the clear yet—there were still three eliminations left to be made.  
 
    But even if he didn’t make the cut, he already felt accomplished. He was already in the 8th percentile. Never in his life had he ever been beaten 92% of his competitors, so it was hard not to grin as he made his way from his dorm housing to the Kappa Delta Pi mansion. 
 
    He was surprised to see Jacob standing in front of the house. For once, Jacob wasn’t running late. It was as if he actually wanted to make the fraternity. “So it looks like we actually might make it, huh?” Louis said as he took his stand next to his friend. 
 
    “Maybe. Don’t get too cocky yet. If they throw another drinking game in, you’re toast,” said Jacob with a big confident grin. And Louis knew he was right—his head was still throbbing from that first day of drinking. The thought of drinking another sip of liquor made his stomach turn—and it was a fraternity tryout after all—there would likely be more booze filled challenges. 
 
    And there was, that afternoon. Thankfully, Louis ended up squeaking through with a lucky break, as one of the pledges was arrested in the middle of the keg stand competition. The police arrived and went straight up to him. “Duncan Fillmore?” the officer asked. 
 
    “Yeah?” said the pledge. 
 
    “You’re under arrest for indecent exposure.” They cuffed him and hauled him off. The rest of the pledges were let off with warnings, but apparently Duncan Fillmore had previous offenses and had used up all of his warnings. He had to spend the night in jail and then his face ended up on all of the sex offender websites. And Louis ended up getting hammered for nothing.  
 
    After Louis finished his keg stand, he noticed a familiar face watching from the crowd that had gathered on the sidewalk: the trans chick from the gay bar. She was wearing a white dress and white gladiator sandals. She waved and smiled at Louis, and Louis waved and smiled back. A few of the audience members stared at the trans girl and then at Louis, but Louis didn’t care. No humiliation could top what he’d already been through—so who cares if people knew he fancied traps? The liquor also helped his carefree attitude. 
 
    He took the trap back to his dorm again, and this time they made love properly, with plenty of foreplay and no cameras recording. Louis got his pretty trans admirer up against the wall and then he rammed her asshole until she made a white creamy mess of his dorm room wall. He pulled his cock out from her tight tush and he came all over her butt cheeks. Then he let her stay the night. It was around midnight when he found himself sinking under the covers to satisfy a new curiosity. He pulled down her little panties and he caught himself sucking her cock. He got her hard in his mouth and then he kept sucking, determined to get her off. It took twenty-five minutes, and the muscles of his mouth were exhausted by the end, but he managed to get her off. He swallowed her whole load and then cuddled back up against her body and went back to sleep.  
 
    When he woke up the next morning with a sober mind and a whole new throbbing headache, he realized he was just two challenges away from being part of Kappa Delta Pi. The excitement almost overpowered the nausea from another day of heavy drinking—almost. When he got out of bed, the nausea became so bad that he had to run to the bathroom to throw up. When he returned to his dorm room, his tranny date was standing naked in front of the mirror. She was running a brush through her hair. Her cock was dangling beautifully between her thighs. “Good morning,” she said with a smile. Her bra was on the ground, along with the pads that created the illusion of a bust. Without that bra, her chest was completely flat. Had it not been for her makeup, she probably would have looked like a smooth-shaven male. Louis wanted to be disturbed by this realization, but he couldn’t seem to muster the emotion. He was still attracted to her. He still checked his watch to see if he had enough time to pin her to the bed and make love to her one last time before he had to go resume the weeklong initiation process. 
 
    He did have enough time, so he got undressed and he threw her onto the bed, on her stomach. He spread her butt cheeks and he got his face in tight. He licked her puckering hole, sticking his tongue as deep into her body as he could. Then he flipped her over and sucked her cock for a few minutes before mounting her and plugging her little hole, which was still a bit stretched out from the day before. It didn’t take Louis long to come, even though he’d already came a few times in the past twenty-four hours.  
 
    He finished off his morning by dropping to his knees and demanding his lovely date jerk off on his face. She followed the command happily, getting every last shot onto his lips, nose, forehead, cheeks, and chin. He licked some of it up and he wiped the rest off. Then it was time to head down to find out what the second last challenge of the Kappa Delta Pi initiation would be.  
 
    Once again, Jacob was already standing in front of the mansion, ready to compete. It was crazy to think that it was very likely that one—if not both—of them would be making it into the coveted fraternity. It was even crazier to think that Louis had to drag Jacob into trying out, and now he was in the top seven.  
 
    “How are you feeling, buddy?” Jacob asked with a big grin.  
 
    “I’ve felt better,” Louis said. But surprisingly (considering how much liquor he’d consumed), Louis didn’t feel too bad. Maybe he was getting used to the heavy drinking, or maybe his excitement really was overpowering the hangover. “I’m just excited for this initiation to be done with.” 
 
    “You and me both,” Jacob said. “You and me both.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    When Jacob heard Roger announce the day’s challenge, he nearly had a heart attack. He’d come so far and gone through so much, and now it was looking like it was all going to come to an end because he never bothered to brush up on the fraternity’s history.  
 
    Inside the Kappa Delta Pi mansion, the Kappa seniors had set up an intricate Jeopardy-esque game show set. They were inviting people in off of the streets to come and watch in the stands they had built by a crew of professionals the evening before. Seven stands were set up on the far end of the mansion lobby, before a tall board with lots of light bulbs and cards adorned with the Kappa Delta Pi insignia. Behind those cards were the questions that would be Jacob’s downfall.  
 
    While they finished setting up, Jacob quickly looked up the Wikipedia page for the fraternity. But instead of finding a page, he found a whole Wiki website. There were hundreds of pages, if not thousands. Each page had thousands of words on it. A quick scroll down a single page revealed many apparently important names and many apparently important dates.  
 
    “Okay, let’s get started!” Roger said. He was holding a microphone and wearing a sparkly purple suit, which he’d probably had made just for that occasion. The crowd cheered and then quieted down as Roger began to explain the rules. Jacob tried to listen to the rules, but they were hard to pay attention to over the ringing in his ears. He ended up zoning out, his mind swirling with anxiety. He’d beaten ninety-three students to get to that podium—he couldn’t just let it all end because he didn’t know a few stupid dates.  
 
    “Jacob?” Roger said. Jacob shook his head and looked over at Roger. Everyone was staring at Jacob. Someone in the crowd snickered.  
 
    “Yeah?” Jacob said. 
 
    “I said, the first choice is yours,” Roger said, motioning towards the board.  
 
    Jacob looked slowly over at the board. There were categories at the top of every column. He scanned the columns, hoping to see a category that he might know. One of the categories was sports, so he picked that one. 
 
    “In 1979, this Kappa Delta Pi senior threw the winning touchdown for the State Quarter Finals,” Roger said. 
 
    Everyone looked at Jacob, who had absolutely no idea. “Who is Smith?” he said.  
 
    Roger grinned. “No, I’m sorry. Smith is not correct. Can anyone steal?”  
 
    One of the pledges quickly slammed the palm of his hand down on the buzzer button and then shouted, “Martin Williams!”  
 
    “That’s correct!” Roger said, pointing at the pledge. “That’s one point on the board for Amir Bussan. Now it’s your turn to pick the category, Amir.”  
 
    Jacob’s heart was pounding. He’d gone through far too much to let everything end with some stupid trivia game. Who cares who scored some winning touchdown almost forty years ago? And why did that Amir guy know the answer?  
 
    “The Kappa Delta Pi fraternity moved to its current location in which year?”  
 
    “1998,” Amir said confidently.  
 
    There was a short silence, and then Roger shook his head. “No, I’m sorry, that’s wrong. Can anybody steal?” The contestants were all silent. And then Jacob remembered the plaque in the backyard, where he usually stood to smoke cigarettes. He’d never read the information plaque, but he’d seen the date at the top of it. “2001!” Jacob yelled after slamming his buzzer. 
 
    “That is correct!” Roger said. “One point Jacob! Jacob, it’s your turn again!”  
 
    Jacob didn’t get the next question right, but Phil, the guy who tried to steal, got it wrong and lost a point, putting him into the negatives. Jacob suddenly felt strangely confident—maybe he wasn’t the only one who knew next to nothing about the history of the fraternity. As long as there was just one person who knew even less than Jacob, then he would be fine—or if there was even one person who made a few extra mistakes and lost a few extra points; Jacob knew he would be fine as long as he didn’t gamble by trying to steal.  
 
    Amir was cleaning up, getting almost every question correct. Louis managed to get a couple, and a few of the other guys stole a point here and there, but guys were getting questions wrong more than they were getting them right. Phil was had a -3 score when there were just five cards left on the large board. Jacob was still standing with his single point, so he knew that he would survive another day as long as Phil didn’t sweep the final five questions. 
 
    Unfortunately, Phil managed to sweep the next four questions, putting him even with Jacob. They went into the last question tied, and Phil had the advantage because he got to pick the category, and he wouldn’t lose a point if he got the question wrong. So Jacob had to get the question correct, otherwise the best he could do was tie—and a tie would just send them both home and initiation week would be over a day early for everyone.  
 
    “Sports,” Phil said with big, wide eyes. Jacob could almost see Phil’s heart pounding as he leaned over his little podium.  
 
    “Kappa Delta Pi member, Jerold Jones, played which sport?” Roger asked.  
 
    Phil’s face became pale. His jaw trembled as he took a deep breath in. “Basketball,” he said without much confidence.  
 
    “I’m sorry, that’s incorrect,” Roger said. 
 
    Jacob mashed his buzzer as quickly as possible. He had to get the question right or he would be going home.  
 
    “Jacob,” Roger said. Everyone was staring at Jacob with anxious anticipation. Jacob took a deep breath and he closed his eyes, and then he remembered the hilarious picture of the black man with the afro on the wall with all of the football players and basketball players. “Ping pong,” Jacob said. “He played Ping Pong!”  
 
    “That’s correct!” Roger said. 
 
    The crowd went wild. Jacob caught himself throwing his arms into the air, overwhelmed with excitement.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Phil, but you will not be joining the Kappa Delta Pi family,” Roger said. But it was hard to hear him over all the excitement. Jacob was moving ahead—he was just one challenge away from being one of the most popular and sought after men on the whole campus.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    As Louis stood on the front lawn of the Kappa Delta Pi mansion, he began to sway slightly. He was exhausted. After the trivia challenge there was a big party. Hundreds of students poured into the Kappa mansion with cases and cases of beer. Louis didn’t touch a drop of alcohol—he went home to get some rest before the final challenge. But he didn’t end up getting any rest. He was wired, his heart pounding, his hands trembling. He couldn’t believe that being a part of Kappa Delta Pi wasn’t just a possibility—it was now very likely. But there was still a very real chance that he wouldn’t make the cut, and that everything would have been for nothing.  
 
    He tried to clear his head, so he could just get a few hours of sleep, but sleep had no interest in Louis that night. He ended up laying in bed, awake, until the sun was up and he realized it just wasn’t going to happen. He just prayed that the final challenge wouldn’t be to see who could stay awake the longest.  
 
    When he came out of the shower, there were girls standing at his dorm room door. The girls didn’t know one another—they were all there on separate business, but they all wanted the same thing: Louis. They nudged one another when they realized they were all there for the same reason, and then they shouted over one another as they made their propositions. Louis had to tell them to go home until he was better rested. “I just can’t do this right now,” he said, trying to rub the sleep out from his eyes. The girls left and then one immediately came back. She let herself into Louis’s dorm room and said, “I’ll suck your cock every single day if you let me be a Kappa Girl.” Kappa Girl was what they called the Kappa Delta Pi members’ girlfriends.  
 
    “I’m not even in the fraternity yet,” Louis said. 
 
    “But you will be,” she said. “Just let me show you how good I am. I promise you’ll like it.”  
 
    “I’m sure I would like it, but I’m just very tired right now and I need to start getting ready to go.” 
 
    “Just feel my tits. I’ll come down to the Kappa house with you and then when you’re done, we’ll come back here and you can titty fuck me.” The girl did indeed have large breasts that would have been perfect for a good titty fucking. She even showed them to Louis, pulling down her top and lifting her supple tits up with both hands. She mashed them together with a big grin on her face. Louis watched in a half-trance as the large knockers jiggled. She climbed up on the bed and Louis caught himself fondling her chest with both of his hands. 
 
    And then he shook his head and removed his hands. “Just… I don’t know, come back when—if I get into the fraternity.” The girl left Louis’s dorm looking disappointed. Louis flicked the lock on his door once she was gone, so he could get ready without too many distractions. After the horny girl left, he still had an hour before he had to leave. He thought he could maybe squeeze in a nap, but once again, he wasn’t able to fall asleep. 
 
    Now, he was worried he would fall asleep in front of Roger, who was stepping out onto the front step of the mansion to announce the final challenge. Louis perked up and cleared his throat. He had to rub his eyes so they would stay open all the way.  
 
    “Six of you stand before me, and five of you will be part of the Kappa family. You should all pat yourselves on the back—you beat a lot of hungry contenders to make it here,” Roger said. He was already grinning, already revelling in the final day of his pledges’ torture. “Today, it’s going to be your job to figure out your own challenge. It’s going to be different for all of you. Each of you will go into your own room and you won’t be let out until you’ve accomplished your task.”  
 
    The remaining guys all looked over at one another with confused looks on their faces.  
 
    “And I should point out that it is possible we will have fewer than five new members this year. If, say, only three of you are able to figure out your final tasks, then only three of you will be joining the Kappa family. I hope that makes sense. So without further adieu, let’s get started. Everyone, come on into the house!”  
 
    The remaining pledges were slow to follow Roger, still confused about the task. What did he mean, they had to figure it out themselves? Was it going to be some sort of scavenger hunt, where the final clue was the actual task?  
 
    They all filtered into the grand lobby of the Kappa mansion. A group of Kappa seniors were standing in the lobby, ready to take each pledge away to their assigned rooms, so they could figure out their final task. 
 
    Louis was let into a large spare bedroom. There was a large king-sized bed against the wall and a camera set up on a tripod, aimed at the bed. The camera was turned on and it was recording. A long cable went from the camera to a small hole drilled into the wall.  
 
    As the Kappa senior shut and locked the door behind him, his heart skipped a beat. There were more doors in the room. He slowly walked around the space, opening the doors. They were all empty closets, except for one door, which led into another spare bedroom. And there was someone in the spare bedroom—a shadow moving across the wall. 
 
    “Hello?’ Louis said, and the shadow stopped moving. Louis became tense. And then some of that tension fluttered away when Jacob stepped out from a large walk-in closet. “Jacob?” 
 
    “Hey,” Jacob said. “How did you get in here?” 
 
    “There’s a door connecting our rooms.” 
 
    “Oh. Do you think they know about it?”  
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe not. Did you figure out your challenge?” Louis asked, looking around the room. He immediately noticed that there was no recording camera in Jacob’s room. “Are your closets empty, too?”  
 
    Jacob closed the closet door. “Um, no. The one is filled with clothes.” He had a wide-eyed sheepish look on his face.  
 
    “Oh. Mine are all empty.” 
 
    “Oh, weird,” Jacob said, still with that scared look. “Well, you should probably go back on your side, just in case you aren’t supposed to be over here.”  
 
    “Yeah, probably. Unless they wanted us to meet together like this,” Louis said. And then a chill crawled up his spine. “Mind if I just take a look in your closet quickly?”  
 
    “Um, I don’t see why you would want to,” Jacob said. 
 
    “Just to see,” Louis said, that chill in his spine becoming more intense. He stepped past Jacob and opened the closet door, revealing a large stockpile of women’s clothing—lingerie in particular.  
 
    Jacob let a nervous laugh slip. “Weird, right?” he said. “I wonder why all of this is here.”  
 
    Louis looked slowly into Jacob’s eyes and knew exactly what his challenge was.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XI 
 
    So they knew—Roger and the Kappa seniors knew those photos weren’t of Jacob’s stepsister. They knew they were of Jacob. Did they know right away or did they realize at the football stadium, when Jacob revealed his shaved legs? It didn’t matter—they knew, and now, that was all that mattered.  
 
    Now, they wanted him to get dressed up again—but for what? How would they even know if he did get dressed up? He had looked around the room and couldn’t find any hidden cameras. There was nothing to hide any cameras in, unless there was one behind the closet mirror—but Jacob was fairly certain it wasn’t a two-way mirror. He pressed his face against it and couldn’t see anything but himself.  
 
    “What’s your task? Did you figure it out?” Jacob nervously asked Louis.  
 
    “I think so,” he said. “But… I don’t think I can do it. I think this might be the end for me.” 
 
    “Why? What do they want you to do?” Jacob asked. His heart pounded. 
 
    “I—I’d rather not say. I just think it’s best that I call it quits. Maybe joining this frat was a bad idea to begin with.”  
 
    Jacob was shocked to hear the words come from Louis’s lips. Kappa Delta Pi was all Louis talked about—it was all he’d cared about for so many months. Even back when they were in high school, he would always talk about how badly he wanted to be in the coveted fraternity. “Bullshit,” Jacob said. “Just do your task. Who cares if it’s embarrassing or whatever. I’m pretty sure they want me to dress up like a girl, so how embarrassing could your task really be?”  
 
    Louis was silent for a moment, his face turning a shade of pink. “They want me to fuck you.”  
 
    Now Jacob was silent. There was suddenly a thick lump in his throat. He tried to swallow it, but failed. “W—What?” he said. 
 
    “They want you to dress up like a girl and they want me to fuck you. There’s a camera in my room—we’re supposed to do it on that bed.”  
 
    “How do you know?” Jacob asked, his heart now pounding faster than ever before. 
 
    “I just know. But at least we got this far. That’s something, right?”  
 
    Jacob’s mind was racing. He felt sick to his stomach. He was watching his friend’s dream being crushed right before his eyes. Louis looked devastated. His eyes were red and he was trying so hard to keep a smile on his face. “I mean—how bad can it be?” Jacob said, that lump growing in his throat again. “If you just do it quickly, then it won’t be so bad, right?”  
 
    “Do what quickly?” Louis asked, his face turning redder. 
 
    “I’ll close my eyes and bend over and you can just pretend I’m a girl for five minutes. Then it all doesn’t have to end here.”  
 
    “I couldn’t make you do that,” Louis said, his lips parting slightly. 
 
    “You aren’t making me. I’m volunteering. But then you’ll owe me—for the rest of your life. And you better not stick it all the way in. Now we should probably get moving, or we aren’t going to make it in time.”  
 
    Jacob’s heart was pounding so fast; he was worried he was going to have a heart attack. He tried to calm his breathing, but that didn’t seem to help. He turned and looked at the closet full of clothes. There was a wig hanging at the back of the closet, which looked just like the wig he wore in those sexy photos. “Just give me fifteen minutes to get dolled up—I’m pretty sure that’s what they want,” Jacob said. He stepped into the room and looked around. That chill in his spine was cooler than ever, but he knew he had to do it for his friend.  
 
    He started getting undressed. He had his eye on a lacy red two-piece. There was a makeup kit in the top drawer of a tall dresser. Jacob didn’t waste any time. He pulled the foundation out from the kit and started dolling himself up. He worked quickly, trying his best not to be too sloppy. He knew he wasn’t being judged on how good he was able to look, but he didn’t want to look bad for his ‘date’. The better he looked, the easier it would be for Louis.  
 
    It took about fifteen minutes before Jacob was satisfied with his look. There were details he would have liked to fix, but he knew he was in a race with four other desperate contestants. He squeezed his feet into a pair of heels and looked at himself in the mirror one last time. He smiled. He looked good—surprisingly good considering the fact he’d whipped the look up in just fifteen minutes. He was particularly taken aback by his eyes, which looked big and beautiful with a bit of mascara and a bit of eyeliner.  
 
    “Ready?” Louis said, standing nervously in the doorway. 
 
    “As ready as I’m going to be,” Jacob said, his heart aflutter. 
 
    They went together to that king-sized bed in the other room. Jacob felt his legs trembling as he stepped in front of the recording camera. He was too afraid to look into the lens, knowing there were people watching. “I guess I’ll just bend over and we can get this over with,” he said.  
 
    “You look good,” Louis said. 
 
    Jacob looked back at Louis. “What?” 
 
    “You look good. You’ve got a nice body, and a cute face,” he said, his cheeks a dark shade of red.  
 
    “Thanks, I think,” Jacob said. 
 
    “I mean it.”  
 
    Even Jacob found himself blushing, though he wasn’t sure why. He even cracked a smile, which he fought away. He took a deep breath. “Just be gentle,” he said, and then he bent over the bed, his legs trembling in his stiletto heels, which weren’t easy to stand in.  
 
    It was a few seconds before Louis was behind him. The room was silent for a minute while Louis pulled away his belt and unzipped his fly. He let his pants fall to the floor with a thud, and then he pulled down his underwear. Jacob was too afraid to look back, so he kept his gaze forward. He took another deep breath. “You can do this,” he whispered quietly to himself.  
 
    Jacob felt Louis hands grab his butt cheeks firmly. He squeezed and fondled and spread his cheeks. “What are you doing?” Jacob asked, his body becoming tense.  
 
    “I need to get myself hard,” Louis said. 
 
    “And this is doing it for you?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Louis said with a shaken exhale. He continued to fondle Jacob’s butt. He gently slipped a finger under the thin strip of lacy red fabric covering Jacob’s asshole, and then he pressed the tip of his finger into that very asshole. “Careful!” Jacob said, becoming tense again.  
 
    Louis didn’t reply. He just kept fondling. Jacob could hear him breathing louder and louder. The tension in the room was thick. Jacob tried closing his eyes and counting in an attempt to get his mind away from the fact he was about to be fucked by his best friend. And then he felt the thick warm erection sliding up between his butt cheeks—and reality sunk in: he really was about to be fucked in the ass by his best friend.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XII 
 
    There were no condoms in the room, but there was a small bottle of lubricant in the nightstand drawer. Louis squirted a healthy amount on his cock, and then he squirted some more between his friend’s butt cheeks. He felt awkward pressing the tip of his cock against his buddy’s tiny hole, but he was able to calm himself down by looking at Jacob on the bed. 
 
    Jacob really did look like a chick. In fact, he looked more feminine than the trans chick he’d been fucking all week. Jacob looked hot. He had the perfect figure and the best ass he’d ever seen. Even his face was amazingly impressive with a bit of eye makeup. How had Louis never noticed before?  
 
    “Ready?” Louis asked with his tip pressed against that lubed-up hole.  
 
    “I’m ready for it to be over with,” Jacob said. “Just do it.”  
 
    Louis began to press in. He couldn’t believe it was actually happening. Did Jacob really want to be in the fraternity this badly? Or was he just doing this for Louis? Jacob knew how badly Louis wanted to be in the coveted frat—was he really sacrificing everything so that Louis could realize his dream?  
 
    Louis penetrated Jacob’s asshole. Jacob clenched for a moment and then relaxed. Louis waited until his friend was ready before he sunk in any deeper. It only took a few seconds. Soon enough, Louis had half of his slick cock in his dolled up buddy’s asshole.  
 
    “You’re so tight,” Louis said. 
 
    “You’re so big,” Jacob said. It sounded like he was clenching, or trying not to moan.  
 
    “It feels good,” Louis said. He slowly started to pump his cock back and forth, in and out, feeling Jacob’s asshole stretching wider and wider. “Really good.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Jacob agreed, to Louis’s surprise. So Louis let his cock sink a little deeper. Jacob didn’t oppose, so he sunk his cock even deeper. Then, Jacob started to moan gently. He really was liking it. Louis reached down and stretched Jacob’s butt cheeks apart so he could watch his cock sliding in and out.  
 
    “Don’t stop,” Jacob moaned. He was clutching the bed sheets, his heeled legs bending as his feet reached back towards his bum.  
 
    Louis came down harder and harder, filling Jacob deeper and deeper until his pelvis was slapping against Jacob’s bum. Now Jacob was moaning loudly—groaning and squirming and clenching and trembling. He was in a state of ecstasy Louis had never witnessed before. And he found himself feeling a bit jealous.  
 
    “I think I’m going to come,” Louis said, his own voice strained.  
 
    “Come inside of me,” Jacob begged. He started pushing his butt back into Louis’s pelvis, making sure he was getting all of that cock inside of his body. “Harder. Fuck me harder.” So Louis held his friend tight and fucked him as hard as he could, pounding his ass, making his pelvis slap loudly against Jacob’s soft butt cheeks.  
 
    “This is it! I’m coming!” Louis groaned. Jacob screamed and then Louis unloaded in a series of euphoric blasts. It felt amazing. Louis trembled all over and then he stumbled back, keeping his gaze glued to Jacob’s butthole so he could watch the billowing creampie. “Holy shit,” he muttered under his breath.  
 
    The bedroom door swung open and Roger stood in the doorway with a pair of Kappa Delta Pi baseball caps. Behind him stood every member of the Kappa Delta Pi fraternity. “Congratulations to our two newest members!” Roger announced. The members all started cheering. They filtered into the room and gave Louis a firm pat on the back. One of them helped Jacob to his heeled feet. They gave him a pat on the back too. It was strange—as if they didn’t care that their newest members were naked and dripping with sweat and cum. Roger put a cap on Louis’s head and then he put a cap on Jacob’s head, over his wig. Jacob looked even cuter with the cap on.  
 
    “Tonight, we celebrate. But now, you guys need to get cleaned up. I have a feeling you’re going to have a lot of fun over the next few years. And hey, if you guys want to share a bedroom, that’s cool. How do you like this one? Is the bed okay? It’s only a king—we can have a California king put in, if you’d prefer.”  
 
    “I—I think this is fine,” Louis said. He looked over at Jacob, who was still smiling with rosy cheeks. Maybe they would share the room together. Maybe Jacob would dress up more often—or maybe he could just get dolled up all the time. Maybe he could be the first Kappa member who was also a Kappa Girl.  
 
    Louis took a quick shower and then he got dressed in the Kappa adorned suit that was laid out for him. Once he was dressed, the senior members came into his room and lifted him up. They carried him outside and announced him to the crowd of mostly women who came to see who the new Kappa members would be.  
 
    Jacob was carried out a minute later. He looked over at Louis with a big smile. “Maybe later you can help me pick out an outfit for tomorrow,” he said. “I’m thinking a skirt, but I really don’t know what would look best on me.”  
 
    Louis couldn’t stop the smile from crossing his face. 
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    BECOMING A TRAP 
 
    Ernie just lost his job and his car in the same week. Now, he doesn’t have any money to pay his rent, so it’s looking like he’ll be losing everything. And then he gets a mysterious package, offering him a few hundred bucks just to get dressed up like a girl in the comfort of his own house. He accepts the offer and gets dressed up in the clothes that came with the package.   
 
    A few days later, he gets another mysterious offer—this time the sender is offering more money for a slightly more difficult task. And the offers keep getting bigger and the tasks keep getting more difficult.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Ernie was realizing very quickly that he’d been given terrible advice. William, his co-worker, had told him, “If you go into the boss’ office and demand a raise, he has to give you one. It’s like a rule with HR.” Ernie was hesitant in believing William, but Ernie was also desperate for money. He was behind on rent and he still hadn’t finished paying off his mechanic—his car was still stuck at the shop and they refused to release it until he paid the full amount.  
 
    So Ernie walked into his boss’ office and demanded a raise, and an advance on his salary. And for an entire minute, his boss was completely silent, staring into Ernie’s eyes with a fiery vengeance. “I—Is that okay?” Ernie asked.  
 
    And it wasn’t okay. Ernie’s boss looked like he was about to blow a fuse. So Ernie took a step back. “I was told that, uh, if I asked, you had to give me a raise. William told me—he said it’s a rule with HR,” Ernie said. But his boss remained silent, making the horrible moment sting even more. “I don’t want a big raise—maybe just five grand a year. I work hard—you even told me the other day that I was a hard worker.” 
 
    “You’ve been here for five months,” his boss said, finally breaking his silence. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” said Ernie.  
 
    “And you think you deserve a raise? After five months? Most guys don’t get a raise until they’ve been here for over a year. And you think you deserve a raise after five months?”  
 
    Ernie felt beads of cold sweat teasing the back of his neck. “Yes, sir,” he said. 
 
    “Well you don’t, so you aren’t getting one,” said the boss. 
 
    Ernie figured that was his cue to leave the office—cut his losses. But a stubborn little part of him kept him standing in that room.  
 
    “Is there more?” the boss asked. 
 
    “Well, it’s apparently a rule with HR, that you have to give me a raise if I ask for one.” 
 
    “There’s no rule. You were lied to. Now get out of my office.” The boss’ face was beginning to turn a shade of pink. His lips were pressed thin and his hand was inching towards the phone, probably to call security.  
 
    “Are you sure about that? Because I’ve heard of rules like that with other companies, and William said—” 
 
    “—I don’t give a fuck what William said. Get out of here. You’re fired. I don’t want to see you here again. Go!” He started waving his hand, motioning Ernie towards the door. But Ernie was frozen stiff now, too afraid to move. Was his boss serious? Could he really fire him over this? 
 
    Apparently, his boss could fire him for whatever reason he wanted. Ernie hadn’t been with the company for long enough to get the same rights as other employees. After six months, employees earned three strikes, but before six months, they were technically on probation. Ernie learned all of this when he went from his boss’ office to the HR department, to find out if there really was a rule saying whoever asks for a raise gets a raise. “Of course there’s no rule like that. Then everyone would just constantly be asking for raises. Who told you that?” the HR manager asked.  
 
    “William,” said Ernie.  
 
    “Well why did you listen to William? Why didn’t you just come and ask us here?” 
 
    Now everyone in the HR department was staring at Ernie, waiting for his response. But Ernie had no response. He’d been duped. William was probably just playing a prank, which ended up getting Ernie fired.  
 
    So Ernie found himself shuffling out into the street with a box full of personal items in his hands. It was a long subway ride back to his neighbourhood, and then it was a long walk from the subway to his basement suite at the edge of town. Ernie didn’t waste any time. As soon as he was home, he started searching through job listings, hoping to find a quick replacement so he could pay his rent before being evicted. After an hour of searching, he found a job with decent pay as a delivery driver. But there was one problem: he needed a car. He called the manager of the delivery firm regardless. “You sound qualified—why don’t you come by in the morning for an interview?” the manager said.  
 
    So Ernie got a good night’s sleep and then he took the subway to the delivery headquarters. The interview went smoothly, until the manager said, “And of course you have your own vehicle, right?”  
 
    Ernie felt a lump growing in his throat. “Well, I do have my own car, but it’s stuck in a shop at the moment.”  
 
    “It’s broken?” the manager asked. 
 
    “No, it’s fixed, but I just can’t get it out until I pay the bill. And I’m kind of short on cash at the moment.” 
 
    “I see,” the manager said. “But you’ll have the car by Monday, right?” 
 
    Ernie was silent for a moment. “If I do have the car by Monday, do I have the job?” 
 
    “If you want the job, sure,” the manager said. 
 
    “Great. So, um, could I get a bit of an advance on my pay, just so I can get the car out of the shop?” 
 
    The manager was silent—a silence which Ernie was all too familiar with. “You’re kidding, right?” the delivery firm manager said. 
 
    Ernie forced a big smile.  
 
    “You know, I just remembered we have a few more guys coming in for interviews today. We’ll be in touch once we make a decision.”  
 
    “A decision—but you just said if I have the car by Monday that I can have the job,” Ernie said, his heart plunging into his gut.  
 
    “Right, but then I remembered we have other guys coming in. It was nice meeting you, though.” The manager motioned towards the door, and Ernie realized he wouldn’t be hearing back from this particular company.  
 
    Ernie stopped at the mechanic on his way home. He had no money but he was hoping he could make some sort of arrangement. He figured he could pull up to the delivery firm with his newly fixed car and convince the delivery firm manager to give him a job. But the mechanic refused to release the car. “I’ve made this mistake before,” the mechanic said. “There’s a guy out there who still owes me five hundred bucks—from two years ago. I’m not making that mistake again.”  
 
    “Please. I don’t have a job right now and I need the car to get a job. You’ve got me in a really tough position here.” 
 
    “I’ve got you in a tough position? You’re the one who took your car in to get fixed without having the money to fix it! You did this to yourself.” 
 
    “I’m begging you,” Ernie said. He was ready to drop to his knees, if that’s what it took. He was ready to kiss the mechanic’s oily shoes. He was ready to clean around the shop on the weekends if it meant getting his car back. But the mechanic wasn’t interested in giving Ernie a handout.  
 
    So Ernie was stuck walking back to the subway. He had to check his bank balance on his phone to make sure he even had enough for the subway fare. He did have enough, but barely. A few more subway rides and he would be officially broke.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Francis was stuck in traffic with a girl he wished he would have never asked on a date. She seemed nice in the bookstore, when he first talked to her, and she was incredibly polite and cheery on the phone, when he called her and asked when she was free. But as soon as he met up with her at that café, she was like a completely different person.  
 
    She only wanted to talk about herself. As soon as Francis started talking about himself, her face would become blank and it wasn’t long before she was pulling out her phone to text with her friends. The only time she seemed interested in Francis was when Francis was talking about his wealthy parents. As soon as she learned that his parents were still relatively young and healthy, her attention went back to her phone.  
 
    Francis ended the date early, by lying about being tired. His date was happy for the date to be over, but freedom didn’t come so easily. Francis started driving her home and then they immediately got stuck in traffic—cars were stopped while a late-night marathon ran through the neighbourhood.  
 
    They didn’t talk much while they sat in the car. Thirty minutes went by without a word spoken between them. Francis finally broke the silence by asking, “Is it this left or the next left?” 
 
    “It’s the next left,” his date said, and then they went back to being silent. They were on the highway when Francis’s car broke down. He was able to pull it over before it stopped completely and shut itself off. “What the hell is going on?” his date asked. “It sounds like your car is about to explode.” 
 
    “It’s been doing this since I had the exhaust fixed two years ago,” Francis said. He pressed his forehead against the steering wheel. 
 
    “Well? Aren’t you going to call someone?” the date asked. 
 
    “By the time someone gets here, it will be fine. It just takes twenty minutes to cool down.”  
 
    “We’re stuck here for twenty minutes? Are you kidding? I don’t even get data out here,” Francis’s date said. She stepped out from the car and tried holding her phone up to get data, so she could continue surfing Instagram. Francis stayed in the car, happy to be away from his torturous date.  
 
    She wasn’t the first bust of a date he’d gone on; in the past two months, Francis had gone out with nearly a dozen girls, and he’d found a legitimate reason to hate all of them. One girl was cute and nice, but she had an unusual obsession with cats, and she smelled like cat urine and Francis was too afraid to tell her. It didn’t help that Francis was terribly allergic to cats.  
 
    Francis felt relieved once his date was finally dropped off at her home. But once she disappeared into her house, he felt strangely depressed. It was starting to seem like he was never going to find himself a nice girlfriend. Maybe the girls he was dating weren’t all crazy—maybe he was the crazy one. Or maybe he just had ridiculously high standards that were unreasonable.  
 
    On his way home his car broke down again. While he was sitting on the side of the highway, he wondered if it was time to settle with the first girl who made herself available. So what if she likes to talk only about herself? So what if she wants to own sixteen cats? Who was Francis to judge?  
 
    While Francis was sitting on the side of the road, his phone rang. It was an unknown number. He answered. “This is Francis. Who’s calling?”  
 
    “Hey Francis, it’s Tim, the mechanic who fixed your car. I had a customer come in today who made me remember that you still owe me money. I’m still waiting on that cheque you said you would send.” 
 
    “I told you I wasn’t going to send any money—the car isn’t fixed. It’s worse now than ever. In fact, I’m sitting on the side of the highway now waiting for the exhaust to cool down so I can drive the damned thing home.” Francis was on his feet now, pacing back and forth, trying to calm himself down. It had been two years and this damned mechanic was still trying to extort him. “So you can either fix my car properly, or I’m not paying a dime.”  
 
    “I fixed your car. If there’s something wrong with it, then it’s something you did after picking the car up from me,” the mechanic said. 
 
    “Something I did within five minutes of picking the car up? You really think that?” Francis nearly crushed his phone in his hand. 
 
    “Maybe—why not? I’m going to get that money from you—and you’re going to regret stiffing me.” 
 
    “I’m hanging up,” Francis said, and he hung up. He still had another five or ten minutes to wait before his car was driveable—which gave him five or ten minutes to pace up and down the road, letting off a bit of steam.  
 
    Francis unfortunately didn’t have the money to fix the car properly, with a proper mechanic. He probably had enough in his savings account back when he first took the car in to get fixed, but he’d been losing money faster than he could make it since then—now he didn’t even have enough for the parts, never mind the labour.  
 
    But he didn’t mind taking the bus. He only ever used his car when he was going on dates. His job was conveniently located one block from the bus that picked him up one block from his house, and the grocery store was on the same bus route.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Ernie was at home when he heard his doorbell ring. By the time he got to the door, his visitor was gone, but there was a package on his doorstep. He brought the box inside and tried to remember if he’d ordered anything online. He couldn’t recall, though that was usually the case before opening a package.  
 
    He looked for the sender’s information but couldn’t find anything. He couldn’t even find his own address written on the box. Was the package hand delivered by the sender? Or was it sent by private courier? Before opening the box, Ernie went to the window to see if he could spot anyone walking down the street in the opposite direction. But there was no one there.  
 
    He returned to the box, now feeling a bit worried, though he wasn’t sure why he was feeling worried. He retrieved a knife from the kitchen and cut away the tape. Inside the box was a little beige dress, a pair of panties, a bra, a dark brown wig, a little pair of heels, and a small fabric bag full of makeup supplies. Ernie dug into the box to see if there was a note, but there was nothing. The box had obviously been delivered to the wrong address, but there was no return address anywhere to be found—no information at all about the sender.  
 
    Ernie checked the whole box again, hoping to find even a phone number so he could have the box returned to its rightful owner. But there was nothing. So he taped the box back up and put it in the front hall closet, so it would be close when the rightful owner came to pick it up.  
 
    It was the next day when Ernie found a letter in his mailbox, also with no information written on the envelope. He brought it to the kitchen and opened it up. It was addressed to him: 
 
    “Ernie, I’m sure you’re wondering why I sent you a box of women’s clothing. Well it’s really quite simple. I want you to wear it. Tonight, I want you to put the clothes on and step outside at exactly 11:00 PM. You don’t have to stay out for long—just walk to the sidewalk and back. If you check your e-mail inbox, you will see a pending e-transfer for the amount of $400.00. If you accept the money, then you accept your challenge. Oh, and please try to look your best. I’m looking forward to seeing you. Sincerely, M. Maker.”  
 
    Ernie had to read the letter a second time before he realized it was real. He pulled out his phone and checked his inbox. Sure enough, there was a pending e-transfer from an M. Maker for the amount of $400.00. But Ernie didn’t know anyone with the last name Maker. Who was this person and why did he want Ernie to put on the women’s clothing so badly?  
 
    Ernie was ready to throw the letter out along with the box of clothes, and then he remembered that his rent was due in two days, and he didn’t have the money. He’d tried reaching out to his wealthy parents, but they hadn’t picked up the phone, and they never leant him any money anyway. So he found himself staring at that box of clothes again. Out of curiosity, he pulled out the pair of shoes. He tried slipping one on his foot. The shoe fit perfectly—and the dress was in his size, too. How did this mysterious M. Maker get his shoe size and his dress size? Even Ernie didn’t know his own dress size—and why would he?  
 
    He shook his head, realizing he’d actually been considering the crazy proposition. He stuffed the dress and the shoes back into the box and he stuffed that box into the front hall closet. He needed money, but he wasn’t about to stoop to that level… 
 
    Though he found himself wondering if it would really be so bad. All he had to do was put on the dress and the wig and a bit of makeup and step outside for thirty seconds. He could be dressed and undressed within an hour—and four hundred bucks is a lot of money to make in a single hour—especially when you’re unemployed and behind on all of your bills.  
 
    Ernie found himself feeling frustrated. He had no way of reaching out to this M. Maker guy, to figure out why he was willing to pay so much for such a silly task. Maybe M. Maker would be hiding in the bushes with a camera. Maybe he would snap some photos and use them as blackmail. But who would want to blackmail Ernie? What had Ernie ever done to anyone?  
 
    Ernie immediately thought of his landlord. His landlord hated him. Whenever Ernie went to drop off a rent cheque, his landlord would remind him, “All of my other renters pay their rent on time.” But even if his landlord was frustrated with Ernie’s slow rent payments, why would he set up such an intricate and expensive blackmail? Four hundred dollars is a lot of money, and the clothes, wig, makeup, and shoes were probably worth a decent amount as well.  
 
    Then Ernie found himself thinking of his mechanic. He still owed his mechanic about four hundred… But why would his mechanic go through so much trouble? And how could his mechanic have gotten his shoe size? At least the landlord could have let himself into Ernie’s suite to find out Ernie’s shoe size… 
 
    And then there was William—the guy who set Ernie up to be fired. Though Ernie still wasn’t convinced that William had set him up. Ernie had heard rumours before that employees could demand raises and companies were obligated to give them. Besides, Ernie couldn’t think of anything he’d ever done to upset William—certainly not enough for William to go through so much trouble.  
 
    It was 10:00 PM when Ernie received an e-mail notifying him that his cell phone payment did not go through. “Please update your payment information or your service will be cancelled in four days,” the message read. Ernie felt sick to his stomach. He’d always wondered how people ended up homeless, living on the sidewalk, begging for small change. Now he was starting to understand. His heart started pounding as he looked back over at that front hall closet, where that box of clothes was hiding.  
 
    And he caved. He opened the box and he started getting himself ready. He slipped into his dress and then he got the wig onto his head. The wig had long bangs that hung over his eyes. It was a surprisingly realistic wig, maybe even made from real human hair. The dress was short, hardly covering his whole bum, but it wasn’t like he was wearing into town—he was just wearing it out to his sidewalk and back.  
 
    He thought the dress looked silly with his hairy legs, but he didn’t care enough to do anything about it. There was a pair of panties in the box, but he didn’t bother wearing them. He was able to scrunch his underwear up enough under the dress that they were invisible. For his makeup, he didn’t bother with half of the items in the bag. He just rolled a bit of mascara onto his eyelashes and then he did his best to draw thin lines around his eyes with the eyeliner. His work was sloppy, but he didn’t actually look too shabby. He actually looked kind of cute. 
 
    He did a few little poses in front the mirror before realizing it was 10:55 PM. He quickly went into his e-mail and accepted the money transfer. Then he found himself standing by his door, waiting for 11:00 PM exactly before emerging from his house and making the stupid walk. 
 
    His heart was pounding. He stared through his peephole to make sure there wasn’t a crowd of people watching. He couldn’t see anyone. The windows of the neighbourhood houses were all dark. He checked his phone’s clock. It was game time. He took a deep breath and then he threw the door open. He started walking down the sidewalk, moving quickly so it would be over and done with quickly. He stumbled slightly in his heels but he managed not to fall. He turned around as soon as he reached the street, and he started hustling back towards his front door. He wanted to look around to see if he could spot anyone watching from the bushes, but he was too afraid to look. He bit down on his tongue and tried to convince himself that there was no one watching.  
 
    He slammed the door firmly behind him and he quickly took a seat on the couch to catch his breath. He was strangely exhausted, his heart pounding at a mile a minute. He’d just walked outside dressed as a woman. He pulled out his phone and checked his bank balance. The money was all there—and there was no way for the sender to retract the payment. And so what if this M. Maker guy posted some video on the Internet in an attempt to humiliate Ernie? Ernie didn’t even look like himself with that wig and that makeup. No one would believe it was actually him. 
 
    He found himself in front of the mirror again, staring at his face, impressed by how good a little bit of makeup actually made him look. He ran his fingers down his cheekbones. He’d never noticed how prominent his cheekbones were before. And his eyes were so big and beautiful… 
 
    He shook his head and said, “Snap out of it, man.” He went to the bathroom and got himself cleaned up. He didn’t understand what he’d just done, but he didn’t need to understand. Now he had enough money to pay his phone bill and most of his rent—enough to keep him off the streets for another month, anyway.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Francis had just gotten home from work when there was a knock at his door. He wasn’t going to answer it, assuming it was just someone soliciting money for some political something or another, but the person at the door just kept knocking. So Francis caved and answered. “Is something wrong?” he asked. 
 
    Francis didn’t recognize the man standing on his doorstep. He was a younger guy with shaggy hair and a suit that was too big on him. “Hello Francis,” the man said. He sounded strangely nervous. “I’m here to invite you to a charity dinner, raising funds to help kids with cancer.”  
 
    “I’m sorry, but I don’t have any money to spare right now,” Francis said. He tried closing the door but the young man stepped a foot in the way. 
 
    “Please just listen, sir,” he said. “You don’t have to pay anything. The dinner is free and there is no donation required.”  
 
    “Then who is paying for the kids with cancer? And who’s paying for the dinner?” Francis asked. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I don’t know. But we would be very happy if you would come and support the cause.”  
 
    Francis was silent for a moment, trying to wrap his head around the presented offer. “I don’t get it. I think I’m going to pass,” he said. He tried closing the door again, but that foot remained the way.  
 
    “Please, sir—I think you should go. Your support would be tremendously appreciated. And there will be lots of singles there.” Francis finally clued in—his name must have ended up on some mailing list when he signed up for that online dating website. He knew he should have read through the website’s terms before agreeing to them. “It’s an event you won’t want to miss.” 
 
    “What do I have to say to you to leave me alone?” Francis asked, feeling increasingly frustrated. 
 
    “Tell me that you’ll go to the event. I’ll put your name on the list. There will be lots of food and many singles in attendance. Try to think of a better way to meet a partner,” the young man said, his voice sounding rehearsed.  
 
    “Do you work for the charity?” Francis asked. 
 
    The young man was silent. “I’m putting your name down. Here’s the information. We look forward to seeing you there.” The young man handed Francis a flyer and then he took off. He got into his crappy car and zipped away. Francis looked down at the flyer. The event wasn’t until Friday—five days away. Apparently a suit and tie were required for men, which meant Francis would have to get his suit pressed and cleaned. And the event was on the other side of town, which meant he would have to take his crappy broken car instead of the bus. It didn’t seem worth it, so Francis tossed the flyer into his recycling bin.  
 
    That night, Francis had a date with a girl he met on the dating website that had apparently given his address away to solicitors. She was cute in all of her profile pictures, and she was apparently interested in all of the same things as Francis.  
 
    But her photos turned out to be old—almost ten years old. Since the photos were taken, she’d put on nearly eighty pounds, and it turned out she wasn’t interested in any of the same things as Francis. Ten minutes into their dinner date, she said, “I have a confession to make. I changed my profile before messaging you, so our interests would be the same. I don’t actually know anything about jazz or horror movies. Oh gosh, I’m so glad that’s off of my mind. Now I can relax. You know what they say: honesty is the foundation of a good relationship!”  
 
    Francis found himself feeling horribly uncomfortable through the date. He ran out of things to talk about before the entrees arrived. And then his date insisted on ordering the baked desert, even though the waiter warned her that it would take twenty minute to bake. “We don’t mind. We’re having fun. We’re on a date—it’s our first date,” she said to the waiter. Francis sunk into his chair.  
 
    He gave the dating website another shot the next evening, going on a date with a girl he reached out to, who happened to be free and looking for something to do. “Want to see a concert with me?” the girl asked. “My friend bailed on me.”  
 
    So Francis went to meet up with her. In her pictures, she looked like a sweet little blonde with big blue eyes. But those photos were old and extremely misleading. Now, her hair was dyed black. Her fingernails were painted black and she had tattoos on her neck, one of which said ‘CUNT’. The concert was in a grungy bar, and it was a death metal band. Francis’s black-haired date threw herself into the middle of a mosh pit and started bouncing from person to person. When she finally emerged, her lip was bleeding and she had a bruise forming on her face. “What’s wrong? Don’t you want to dance?” she asked Francis. 
 
    Francis excused himself for the bathroom, and then he snuck out and ran home. As soon as he got home he deleted his online dating profile and started coming to terms with the fact he would probably never find love. And maybe that was for the best. Maybe he was better off alone, sleeping by himself in his bed, waking up staring at his blank wall. Maybe dying alone wouldn’t be so bad. 
 
    He went to take out the recycling when he noticed that flyer on the top of the bin—the flyer for the charity dinner, which he was apparently signed up to attend. There was supposedly going to be singles there—maybe giving it a go wasn’t such a bad idea. It was a free dinner, after all.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    It was two days after walking out to the street in a dress and a wig when Ernie received another box, once again unlabelled, and once again full of women’s clothing. This time there was a black pencil skirt, a grey sweater, black thigh-high stockings, and another pair of black strappy heels. There was no letter in the mailbox to accompany the box of clothes, but Ernie had a feeling that letter was coming. 
 
    He found himself sitting by his bedroom window, where he could see anyone coming up to his door. He ran to the mailbox after the mailman dropped the mail off, but there were no strange letters from unknown senders. So Ernie went back into his bedroom and he continued to keep an eye on his doorstep. But eventually he got tired and had to go to sleep. When he woke up, there was an unmarked letter in the mailbox, and he knew it was from M. Maker.  
 
    “Ernie, you did good the other night, but we both know that you can do a lot better. You didn’t even bother to shave your legs—and yes, I noticed. Your eyeliner was sloppy, so at the bottom of this letter is a list of makeup tutorials that I think you will find very helpful. Tonight I want you to go to the bar, have a drink, and then head home. You can pick the bar—but you need to up your game. I don’t want to see any leg hair and I would like it if you put more effort into walking like a lady. Elegance is important, you know. You can either wear the dress from last week or the clothes I dropped off yesterday—or you can mix and match—I’ll leave that up to you. And once again, accept the challenge by accepting the e-transfer in your e-mail inbox. Oh, and by the way, I could tell that you had your boxers bunched up under your dress. I put panties in the box for a reason—so wear them.”  
 
    Ernie’s heart throbbed and his gut turned. He couldn’t possibly go to the bar dressed as a woman. It was one thing to walk to the street and back, but it was another thing to walk eight blocks, order a drink, sit with a group of strangers, and then walk back home—and they would be strangers if he were lucky. It wasn’t unusual to bump into people he knew at the local bars, and Ernie wasn’t about to get on a bus, or risk taking his unreliable car across town.  
 
      He had no intentions of accepting the challenge until he saw that e-transfer in his e-mail inbox. This time he was being offered $900.00. That was a lot of money—more than enough to cover the rest of his rent, and to get his vehicle properly fixed. The job prospects weren’t looking great, so maybe it wouldn’t hurt to fill the gap with a quick jaunt down to the bar. M. Maker only said he had to order a drink—he didn’t say that drink couldn’t be a shot of whiskey. Ernie could be there and back in twenty minutes if he was efficient.  
 
    So he accepted the money transfer. As soon as that money went into his bank account, his heart started pounding. His hands trembled and he found himself trying to control his breathing. He was really going to do it. 
 
    He started having second thoughts later that afternoon. What if someone did recognize him? What if one of his neighbours saw him slipping out from his basement suite? What if he went to order a drink and he froze up, and everyone in the bar could tell that he wasn’t really a woman? Was the humiliation worth a measly $900.00? It was too late to backtrack. He had no way of returning the money to M. Maker, and he didn’t want to see what would happen if he didn’t follow through with the promise he’d made when he accepted the money.  
 
    So he started getting ready early. He slipped into the pencil skirt, which unsurprisingly fit perfectly. The sweater was tighter than he expected, but it looked good, especially with the bra underneath, once the bra was stuffed with a few wads of toilet paper.  
 
    He spent some extra time doing his makeup. He watched a few of the tutorials suggested by M. Maker, and he even got a few helpful tips from the tutorials. One of the tutorials showed him how to do some basic contouring, which helped in making him less recognizable.  
 
    It took nearly three hours before Ernie was satisfied with his look. Then he stood in front of the mirror and scrutinized every little detail. He looked cute, and strangely feminine. Did this M. Maker know that Ernie would look feminine or was it just a coincidence?  
 
    “Let’s get this over with,” Ernie said, and he started towards his front door. But he hesitated before leaving, realizing that he didn’t just need to look convincing if he was going out to the bar; he also needed to sound convincing. He hadn’t practiced his female voice at all. And even now, after feeding himself a few lines, he had no idea how he sounded. He used his phone to record himself talking. Then he cringed while listening to the playback. He sounded like a guy trying to sound like a girl—while doing a bad job of it.  
 
    It was getting late and Ernie was worried M. Maker was going to get frustrated soon. There were only a few hours left before the bars started closing, and Ernie knew it wouldn’t be enough time to really figure out his voice. He watched a few YouTube tutorials, and practised every different inflection he could muster. Finally, he was able to sound somewhat convincing—some loud music and drunken ears would help tremendously.  
 
    He looked at the time. It was already midnight. The bars were probably starting to empty out, and M. Maker was probably out in the bushes, watching and waiting anxiously. Ernie stepped outside, feeling the cool night breeze up his little pencil skirt. He could feel that breeze on his bum, which wasn’t well covered by the little pair of panties that he’d hesitantly put on. He tried tugging down the skirt, feeling like it was riding up and exposing his bum. But no amount of pulling made that vulnerable feeling go away. So he just started walking down towards the closest bar: a grungy place on the main highway.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Ernie managed to reach the bar without seeing a single person within fifty feet of him. But even when he was within fifty feet of another person, his heart still started to pound. He knew it was highly unlikely that he would come into contact with someone he knew, but he was still terrified nonetheless. When he reached the door of the bar, his heart rate reached new heights. He tried to take a deep breath, but it felt like his lungs were full of cold fluid. He looked down and saw his bare, shaved legs trembling.  
 
    The bar was strangely quiet from outside—though it was a late weekday night, so there was no reason it should have been bumping. Ernie couldn’t help but wonder if there was a group of his friends inside, ready to jump out and scream, ‘Surprise!’ before laughing their asses off. Ernie still had absolutely no idea why someone was giving him money to act like a woman—he hadn’t even really thought about it because he’d been too swept up in the absurdity of it all.  
 
    But was it really worth the money? Was he really so desperate that he was risking complete humiliation? No—he wasn’t risking complete humiliation, he was subjecting himself to complete humiliation. What else could this M. Maker possibly want?  
 
    Ernie was about to turn away when the front door of the bar swung open. Two drunken men staggered out. One looked up at Ernie and Ernie froze. The man was looking right into his eyes. Ernie was waiting for a smirk to adorn his face, for a finger to go up and to hear the words, ‘Why are you dressed like a lady?’ But instead, the man reached back and stopped the door from closing. He stepped aside and said, “Ma’am.” His friend stepped aside as well. Ernie looked over at the friend for a brief second—just long enough to see that the man was checking him out, taking a good look at Ernie’s backside.  
 
    Were the guys just screwing with Ernie? Were they going to burst into laughter as soon as Ernie was through those doors? Probably… But Ernie was committed now. There was no sense in turning back now and not receiving the money from M. Maker. So Ernie went inside and took a seat at the end of the bar. He didn’t hear the men laughing outside but he had a good feeling they were losing it. He tried not to think about it.  
 
    The bartender came up. Ernie tried to hide his face as much as he could without being questionable. He looked down and to the side at his phone, as if he was sending a friend a text message. “What can I get you, miss?” the bartender asked casually. 
 
    “Just a whiskey, neat,” Ernie said in his best possible feminine voice, which he was now doubting.  
 
    “Sure thing,” the bartender said. He turned away to get the drink, and Ernie looked up to see if he was snickering. He wasn’t—he was acting totally normal. Ernie took a sly look around the room and he caught a couple of guys staring his way. But they weren’t snickering either. No one was laughing—they really thought that Ernie was just a chick who had wandered in off the streets for a drink.  
 
    The bartender returned with Ernie’s drink. He looked right into her eyes and smiled. “Just getting off work late?” he asked. 
 
    Ernie stared into those eyes and realized that it was true: the bartender really couldn’t tell that Ernie wasn’t actually a woman—or he was just doing a phenomenal job of being polite. Ernie forced a smile. “Yeah,” he said softly.  
 
    “You’re awfully dolled up for a place like this on a night like tonight,” he said. “Not saying it’s a bad thing—just letting you know that you’re probably going to get some attention from some of the regulars—not sure if that’s what you’re looking for or not.”  
 
    Ernie forced a smile. He was still fixated on the bartender’s eyes, trying to figure out if he was truly this oblivious. “I’m just here for a quick drink, and then I’m gone. In fact, I’ll grab the bill now, if I could.”  
 
    “Sure thing,” the bartender said. Ernie felt the gazes of many men tickling his body as he rose up his glass and pounded back the whole drink. And then it dawned on him that one of the men in the bar was probably M. Maker. Ernie felt a cold tingle crawl down his spine as he looked back slowly. He scanned the faces in the bar—some looking his way, some pretending to be occupied with other things—and he tried to see if he recognized any of the men. Surely this M. Maker character was someone he knew—surely Ernie was chosen at random to wear skirts and dresses and makeup.  
 
    But Ernie didn’t recognize any of the men he could see. He took a fiver out from his wallet and placed it on the bar before the bartender even returned with the bill. It was more than enough to cover the single drink. Ernie got up and started his walk home, doing his best not to make eye contact with anyone on his way out of the dimly lit bar.  
 
    He’d satisfied his challenge. He earned his $900.00 and now he could relax for a few weeks before he was strapped for cash again. A few weeks was plenty of time to find new work—though Ernie felt like he’d already looked everywhere. Nowhere was hiring. But he had to keep looking, because he had a feeling this wasn’t the end of M. Maker and his strange requests.  
 
    And would Ernie do it again? If Ernie received another strange request with another large sum of money, would he do it? Could he subject himself to more humiliation for easy money? And was it even easy money? 
 
    When Ernie got home, he stuffed his feminine disguise into a bag and placed it in the back of his closet. He thought about throwing it out, but he wasn’t sure whether or not he would need it if M. Maker sent him another paid challenge.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Francis didn’t wear a suit often—he never had to wear a suit for work and he wasn’t invited to too many weddings. But apparently he had to wear a suit for the charity dinner, so he had his suit cleaned and pressed.  
 
    But even cleaned and pressed, he still felt uncomfortable in the thing. He’d had it custom tailored when he bought it years before, but it always felt baggy on him, as if he was a teenager wearing his father’s suit. He always had to Google ‘How to tie a tie’ whenever he wore the thing, and it always took him at least half an hour to find his dress shoes.  
 
    There were a few times while he was getting ready that the thought about skipping the dinner completely. He could call and say that he wasn’t feeling well—but who would he call? He wasn’t given any phone numbers or contact information of any kind. Though he knew he didn’t need to give anyone an excuse—it wasn’t like he was going to a work event or even something that he’d paid for. It was a charity dinner that he was signed up for—so what if he didn’t show up? Yet still, he found himself in his car, heading towards the hotel where the event was being held.  
 
    He was a bit late, so he was worried that he wouldn’t find decent parking—but the parking lot was almost empty. There were only six cars in the whole lot. Francis found himself worried that he’d been given the wrong date—or maybe there was no charity event at all. Maybe the guy that came to his door was just trying to lure him out from his house so he could rob the place. Francis felt his gut turn as he tried to remember if all of his doors and windows were locked. He usually left the back door unlocked. How much could someone steal in an hour?  
 
    Francis went into the hotel. He went up to the front desk and rang the little bell. It was a minute before anyone came to see him—and Francis found himself wondering how much more someone could steal with an extra minute.  
 
    “How can I help you?” the desk attendant asked.  
 
    “I was told there was a charity event here tonight. Am I mistaken?” 
 
    “You aren’t mistaken. It’s in Boardroom 6.” Boardroom? They didn’t even rent out a ballroom or even an event space—just a boardroom? Francis once again found himself looking back towards his car in the parking lot. It wasn’t too late to head back home and pretend like he never ventured out to that hotel. But he felt bad for the charity—even though he didn’t even know what the charity was for. Was he told what the charity was for, and he’d forgotten? Or did the young man at his door fail to mention what the charity was for?  
 
    Francis walked over to Boardroom 6. There was a sign in front of the door: ‘Melville Cancer Foundation Charity Matchmaking’. Francis felt his heart plunge into his stomach. It was a matchmaking event—how pathetic. Francis had always wondered what kind of desperate person goes to a matchmaking event. It seemed so sad—like walking through that door is admitting that you are lonely and desperate and hopeless when it comes to romance.  
 
    Francis looked back down the hall and considered leaving one last time. And then he remembered the six cars in the parking lot—maybe one of them belonged to a nice young woman. Maybe he was in the lonely, pathetic, and desperate category. So he bit down on the edge of his tongue and he went into the boardroom. 
 
    He was surprised to see that there were about a dozen people in the room, though no one was mingling. Everyone was quietly sipping drinks along the walls. One larger man was helping himself to the spread of cured meats and deli cheeses. A few people in the room made eye contact with Francis, but only for a few seconds before looking away.  
 
    There were only three girls in the room. One was larger and she was wearing a black dress that was far too tight on her round body. Her nose was pressed up as if she’d done too much breastfeeding as a child. The second woman in the room freaked Francis out; she had her hair trimmed to a buzz cut and dyed lime green. She wore baggy patchwork clothes, adorned with plenty of pins and badges. On her feet were heavy army boots, which she’d probably picked up at a thrift store. Her nails were obviously painted black, and her nail polish was chipping off on all of her fingers.  
 
    The third girl in the room was strangely normal. She had long dark hair and straight-cut bangs. She was wearing a soft-looking grey sweater and a little black skirt, and she had white stockings up to her thighs. She wore dark eyeliner around her eyes, and her lips glistened with a pink lip-gloss. She was cute—to cute to be at a lonely-hearts matchmaking function. Surely she was crazy—some sort of convicted criminal or something. Though she looked gentle and sweet. She looked up at Francis and smiled shyly before looking away. She had a cute smile.  
 
    Francis’s heart pounded. He took a deep breath and headed straight for the cooler next to the food table where all the drinks were being kept. He cracked himself a beer and took a long sip, hoping it would help to calm his nerves. He looked up at the clock on the wall and tried to decide how long he was supposed to stay there for. It was probably best to stay for at least an hour… Though what was he going to do in that silent room for an hour? What about forty minutes? Could he get away with just twenty minutes? He took another sip from his beer. Then he was nudged by the large man trying to get at the salami section of the spread.  
 
    “Sorry,” Francis said, stepping aside. 
 
    “The salami is the best. You should try it,” the man said to Francis. And Francis wondered if the food was the reason the man came—or if he was also a lonely single hoping to find love. If he was a lonely single, he’d forgotten as soon as she saw that large spread.  
 
    Francis tried the salami. It was nothing special. Then he found himself looking at the clock again, trying to figure out if any time had passed since he last looked up. Maybe a minute at most… 
 
    “Excuse me,” a feminine voice said. Francis turned around and saw the cute dark-haired woman standing behind him. She was looking into his eyes and smiling with that shy smile. “I’m Rebecca,” she said as she held her hand out. “What’s your name?”  
 
    Francis cleared his throat. “Francis. Nice to meet you, Rebecca.” He knew it was his cue to say more—to introduce himself properly, or to begin a proper conversation, but he wasn’t sure what to say. He found himself at a complete loss for words. His lips parted as if he had something to say, but nothing came out.  
 
    “I really like your suit,” Rebecca said.  
 
    “Thanks. It’s—uh—it looks new but it’s not. I don’t wear it very often,” Francis said.  
 
    “Well it looks good on you,” she said. She spoke quietly and softly, as if she wasn’t terribly confident with her own voice. She seemed to have a hard time maintaining eye contact. Francis wouldn’t figure out why she was so shy—how could such a cute young woman be so nervous? Surely she knew she was adorable, right? Surely she knew she could have any many she wanted—especially any man in that lonely boardroom.  
 
    “I like your hair. It really make your eyes pop,” Francis said, and then he felt stupid for saying it. He was surprised to see her cheeks turning a shade of rose. 
 
    “Thank you,” she said.  
 
    And once again, Francis’s lips parted as if he had more to say, but no words came out. He must have looked like a complete fool, standing there with his mouth open. How was this cute young woman not running in the other direction? Sure, the other options in the room weren’t much better—there was the large hungry man, and the man who was completely frozen in the corner of the room, pushing his spectacles up every thirty seconds or so like a pimply-faced teenager at his first school dance.  
 
    “So what do you do for a living?” she asked, breaking the long, awkward silence. 
 
    Francis explained his job and Rebecca listened with that cute smile on her face. Though she looked strangely nervous the whole time, constantly looking around the room. Francis started to become more and more sociable, finally relaxing his shoulders. Maybe it was the booze or maybe he just needed a few minutes to get used to the anxious energy in the room. 
 
    Though it hadn’t just been a few minutes. When Francis finally looked up at the clock again, he realized he’d been chatting with Rebecca for over an hour. A few more people had arrived for the little mixer, but Francis hardly even noticed. Even Rebecca was starting to relax, laughing at Francis’s jokes, gently touching his arm when she spoke. He wasn’t entirely sure, but he was fairly certain that she was trying to be flirty.  
 
    “I have to work tomorrow morning,” Francis said. “But I’d love it if I could get your number.” His heart was stammering. 
 
    Rebecca was silent for a moment. Her gaze turned inward and her lips parted slightly, as if she’d just remembered some terrible news. “Uh, sure, yeah,” she said. “Are you ready?” Francis pulled out his phone and he took down her number. But he felt weird about it. She seemed hesitant. Was their little conversation not going as well as Francis thought? Was the number she gave him even her real number?  
 
    Francis was nervous. His hands wanted to tremble but he didn’t let them. He hadn’t been this nervous with a girl since he was in high school. But he liked Rebecca—he liked her a lot. She was so normal but so unique at the same time. She didn’t seem like a psychopath and she didn’t smell like she owned dozens of cats. And her legs were out of this world! Francis couldn’t stop looking at them, though he was trying his best so Rebecca wouldn’t feel uncomfortable.  
 
    “Well it was a pleasure meeting you,” Francis said. He smiled at her and then he took off, wondering if he would ever see her again.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    Ernie’s stomach turned as he wiped the makeup off of his face. His heart hadn’t stopped pounding since the moment he’d left his basement suite. He still couldn’t believe he’d actually done it—he’d actually gone out, dressed as a woman, and managed to get a man to ask him out on a date. When he’d read the challenge from M. Maker, he assumed he wouldn’t be able to do it—that no man would actually find him truly convincing in conversation, never mind want to ask him on a date. But he had to try—for five grand, how could he not try?  
 
    Now, he had more money in his bank account than he’d ever had before in his life—five grand, and his rent and all his other bills were already paid up for the month. Not too shabby for a couple of hours in a hotel boardroom. Ernie was fairly sure that high-class prostitutes didn’t even get paid that kind of money for a few hours.  
 
    But now, he was terrified that the man from the hotel boardroom was actually going to call. What was Ernie supposed to say to the guy? ‘Sorry, I’m not actually a woman. I only chatted you up because some mysterious person offered me five grand to do so.’ What did M. Maker want Ernie to say to the guy? If Ernie told the guy to screw off, would affect M. Maker’s future proposals?  
 
    Ernie spent the next day casually searching through job listings. There was nothing new—just reposts of old listings, which Ernie had already applied for multiple times. He didn’t bother reapplying now. He obviously wasn’t what they were looking for, and he had more than enough money to survive frugally for a few months. Though he knew he couldn’t live off of M. Maker’s money forever. At some point he was going to need to find work. Each task from M. Maker had been exponentially more intense than the one before it: first it was just running to the street and back, then it was venturing out to the bar for a drink, then it was hitting on a man at a charity matchmaking event. What would be next? Going on an actual date with the guy? Sleeping with him? Maybe this M. Maker was just setting Ernie up for the ultimate humiliation—or worse. Maybe M. Maker was hoping to have Ernie beat up or killed. Some men—maybe even that Francis guy—would be very upset to find out they were romanced by a biological male.  
 
    But Ernie tried not to think about that. He didn’t have to accept any more of M. Maker’s requests if he didn’t want to. All he had to do was pass on the e-mail money transfer—was that so hard? He could just ignore the letters in the mail and ignore the money transfers and pretend like M. Maker never existed. But what if M. Maker started blackmailing him? What if he’d secretly been in the bushes snapping photos? Ernie certainly didn’t want his friends and family members seeing photos of him dolled up and flirting with strange men at strange boardroom charity matchmaking events…  
 
    It was 6:00 PM when Ernie’s phone rang. It was an unknown number. Ernie was too afraid to answer it, so he let it go to voicemail. He stared at his phone and wondered if the person was leaving a message. Was it Francis? Or was it just a telemarketer? A minute later, his phone buzzed: ‘You have one (1) new voicemail message.’  
 
    Ernie listened to the message. It was Francis, following up after last night. “I really thought we clicked, and I was hoping we could go on a proper date one of these days—even just a quick cup of coffee, if you’re up to it. If not, no worries—I mean, not that I don’t care. I’d really like for you to go out with me, but, uh, yeah—It’s up to you. I think I’m starting to ramble, so I’m going to hang up now. Bye.” Ernie found himself blushing while listening to the message, though he wasn’t sure why—there was nothing flattering about being mistaken for a woman, even if that was the goal. Men don’t want to look like women—they don’t even want to possibly look like women.  
 
    Ernie didn’t call Francis back. He deleted the message and did his best to pretend like he never got it. He felt strangely guilty about not returning the call, even though he probably would have felt even more guilty had he called Francis back and actually gone out on a date with him, fooling him even more.  
 
    A few days went by. Francis called again and left another message, following up on his previous message. It was a lot of the same flustered rambling. He apparently really wanted to go on a date with Rebecca—who wasn’t a real woman. And Ernie started to wonder if Francis maybe knew Rebecca wasn’t a real woman. Maybe he was into that—maybe it was like a fetish or something.  
 
    And that got Ernie wondering once again if he really did look like a woman in that wig and makeup. He went online and found the Melville Cancer Foundation’s Facebook page. There were photos from the matchmaking event on the page—there were even a few photos of Francis and ‘Rebecca’ chatting. Ernie looked closely at the photos, and Rebecca really did look like a chick. He even found himself looking at the photos a second time, wondering if he’d maybe looked at photos of someone else. But it really was him in those photos, with those dark bangs hanging over his brow. Was he really that convincing?  
 
    It was the next morning when Ernie found another unmarked envelope in his mailbox. His heart skipped a beat as he pulled it out and tore it open right there on his doorstep. He felt the cold chill of an invisible gaze, so he looked around. He stepped into his house before reading the note.  
 
    It was another offer: another five thousand dollars, this time for going on a proper date with Francis: dinner and bowling. Ernie’s gut turned at the thought of going bowling. He was a terrible bowler, and the last thing he wanted to do was bend over in front of a man in a little dress or skirt. “Please do your best to keep your male identity hidden. I’ll send you the perfect outfit as soon as you accept the money transfer.”  
 
    Ernie told himself he wouldn’t do it, but he knew he was just lying to himself—he knew he was going to accept the money and go on the date. Nowhere in M. Maker’s offer did it say that Francis couldn’t find out that Ernie was actually a man—it said ‘please do your best’, but if Ernie’s best wasn’t good enough, that wasn’t his problem. Once the money was in his bank account, it was in his bank account.  
 
    So he went into his e-mail inbox and he saw the e-mail money transfer sitting there, waiting for him. He hesitated before accepting it, his heart pounding and his stomach churning in constant cycles. Another five grand would go a long way—another few months of frugal living. He would have ten grand in his account—which was more than a year’s rent, plus most of his bills. He still needed to find a job, of course, but in the meantime, he couldn’t say no to the extra cash. He accepted the money transfer.  
 
    And that evening, he stepped outside and saw the box sitting on his front step. It was unmarked, like every box before it. He brought it inside, closed all the blinds, and he opened the box up. Inside the box was a black and white striped skirt, which was very short, a white blouse with a pattern of little anchors, a small black clutch, and a pair of silver heels. Also in the box was a little satin slip, which Ernie was pretty sure was lingerie.  
 
    He had to admit that the date outfit was pretty cute—and he was even a bit excited to try it on. He went and locked his door before taking the outfit to his bedroom. Then he dug out his wig and his little makeup kit and he got himself dolled up, even though he had nowhere to go and no challenges to satisfy. He tried out some new techniques with his makeup. He pulled off a pretty decent smoky-eye look, and then he even found himself shaping his eyebrows so they would look more feminine.  
 
    He stared at himself in the mirror for a while, feeling strangely excited as his heart continued to pound; getting dolled up was turning into a sort of adrenaline sport. He did a few little poses and then he grabbed his phone and called Francis back. Francis picked up after just a few rings. “Hey Francis, it’s Rebecca,” Ernie said, straining his voice to sound as feminine as possible. It was getting easier and easier every day.  
 
    “Hey Rebecca—I’m so glad you called. I didn’t think you were going to call back—I mean, not that I didn’t think you would, I just was starting to think that, uh, you know…” 
 
    Rebecca laughed. “Sorry it took so long,” she said. “I’ve just been so busy. But I think my busy week is behind me now. I’d love to meet up with you some time.” 
 
    “Sure. Maybe we can grab a coffee,” Francis said. 
 
    “I was thinking maybe dinner—and then we could, I don’t know, go bowling or something.”  
 
    “Bowling?” he said. Rebecca bit down on the edge of her tongue. She felt so stupid, suggesting bowling. It seemed so juvenile and lame. So she was surprised when Francis said, “That sounds like a lot of fun. I can reserve a lane for us—are you free tomorrow?”  
 
    “Sure am,” Rebecca said. Her heart was pounding faster than ever now. “I guess it’s a date.”  
 
    Francis went ahead and reserved a spot for dinner. He texted her the details and then asked if he could pick Rebecca up—but Rebecca insisted that she meet him at the restaurant. She didn’t want him seeing where she lived—she didn’t want him to be able to find her once he realized he’d been fawning over a biological male.  
 
    Once she was off the phone, she took a seat on her couch. She felt a strange mixture of anxiety, relief, excitement, and terror. She was actually going to go on a date with a man, for money. She was a essentially an escort—a transgender escort. It was not the job she envisioned when she started looking for work after she was canned.  
 
    Rebecca found herself watching a few episodes of a TV show before heading off to bed. She was too tired to wash her makeup off—and she didn’t want to ruin her perfect smoky-eye, so she decided to leave it, and sleep on her back. As she started to climb into bed, she remembered the satin slip that came with the date outfit. She went and retrieved it and tried it on out of curiosity. It was amazingly comfortable—so much softer than her usual pyjamas and ever her bed sheets. So she slept in the slip, even with her wig still on her head.  
 
    That night, she really was Rebecca.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Francis felt energized. After she didn’t pick up the first time, he assumed that Rebecca wasn’t interested—either she was screening his calls or she’d given him the wrong number entirely. When he called back the second time and still didn’t receive an answer, he’d given up hope completely—which wasn’t easy, seeing as Rebecca was the first girl he’d truly liked in longer than he could remember. So when she finally called back and accepted his offer to go out on a date, he had to fight back the urge to screech like a little girl at a Justin Bieber concert.  
 
    He was excited. He found himself buzzing around his house, counting down the minutes before he could see her again. He couldn’t wait. He loved her stunning eyes and her amazing legs. In fact, he loved every part of her. He found himself on the charity’s Facebook page, looking at the few photos that were taken of her that night. And then he found himself wondering why she’d picked him to talk to, of all the guys in that room. Maybe his luck was finally turning around. Maybe there was happiness on the horizon for Francis.  
 
    He didn’t know what to wear. He thought about wearing his suit—she’d complimented his suit the night of that mixer—but they were going bowling, and people don’t wear suits bowling. So he tried to assemble his most flattering casual outfit: a black t-shirt and a clean pair of jeans. He classed the outfit up a bit by putting on his dress shoes and slicking his hair back with a bit of wax. It had been a long time since he’d bothered to slick his hair back—he usually just wore it messy.  
 
    He was ready for his date, even though his date was still six hours away. He wasn’t sure what to do with his time. He had no work to finish and there were no little tasks around the house that needed done. He cleaned up for an hour, but then he ran out of things to clean. So he tried watching some television, but he couldn’t focus. He couldn’t stop thinking about Rebecca. What if things really work out with her? What if they go on a few dates and things start to get serious? What if she wants to move in? Was he ready for a serious relationship? 
 
    He shook his head and gave himself a little slap on the cheek. He was getting ahead of himself—way ahead of himself. He’d only just met the girl—they hadn’t even gone on a single date yet.  
 
    He decided to head down to the nearby florist to get a small bouquet of flowers—something to set a strong first impression. He ended up spending eighty dollars, buying one of their most expensive bouquets. But it had to be perfect—he couldn’t screw this opportunity up. He couldn’t let Rebecca slip away from him. He couldn’t live the rest of his life with the crazy cat woman.  
 
    He ended up arriving at the restaurant half an hour early. He was tempted to go to the bar for a couple of drinks, to help take the edge off, but he stopped himself. He didn’t want to get tipsy and make a fool of himself, and he definitely didn’t want to smell like booze. So he sat alone at his booth with his big bouquet of expensive flowers, and he tried to count down the seconds in his head while ignoring the strange looks from the other customers in the restaurant, who probably all thought that he’d been stood up.  
 
    He heard the restaurant door opening behind him and somehow he knew it was her. He turned around quickly and saw her walking in, wearing the cutest little black and white outfit. She was stunning—just as beautiful as he remembered. No, she was more beautiful. He stood up and turned towards her, holding up that bouquet of flowers. He opened his mouth to say hello to her, and then he found himself at a complete loss for words. So he just stood there silently with parted lips. He smiled awkwardly and mumbled something incoherent. And he realized his grand first impression was quickly swirling down the drain. 
 
    “Are these for me?” Rebecca asked, taking the flowers. She smelled them and smiled. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “I, uh, got them for you.” He felt even stupider. It was a miracle she wasn’t rolling her eyes and running away.  
 
    “They’re beautiful. Thank you. But you really didn’t have to.” 
 
    “I wanted to,” he said. “Take a seat—make yourself comfortable. We’ll get drinks. You drink, right? What do you like? Wine? Martinis? Or we can just drink beer. Do you like beer?”  
 
    She laughed and then she bit the corner of her bottom lip, making Francis’s heart swirl up into his throat. He was completely enamoured. She was everything he wanted in a woman. He could see himself growing old with her, sitting on the porch with her and watching every sunset between now and the very end. He could see himself spending long nights talking with her, until the sun started to rise again—but now, he couldn’t even think of a single word to say.  
 
    “So are you hungry?” she asked. 
 
    He shook his head, realizing he’d slipped into a bit of a daze. “I’m hungry, yeah, but not starving. But if you want to get an appetizer, go ahead. It’s on me, of course. But don’t worry about the cost—just ignore the prices. I want you to get whatever you want.” He made a big smile and felt his cheeks burning hot. He wanted to get control over himself, but he just kept rambling and ranting. He took a deep breath. “I hear the calamari is very good here,” he said. 
 
    “Then let’s get that,” she said.  
 
    It wasn’t long before his anxiety calmed down and he was able to hold a proper conversation. Though there were many moments where he would get lost staring into her eyes, forgetting entirely what they were talking about. She would laugh when his eyes would glaze over. “You’re cute,” she said. And then he felt his whole face burning red hot.  
 
    “Thank you. You’re very beautiful yourself,” he said. And then he watched as her face became red. He couldn’t believe that he was actually making her blush, as if she actually liked him. And maybe she did really like him. Maybe he really was the luckiest man alive. “I think I said this the other night, but your eyes are so stunning. I can’t stop looking at them.”  
 
    “You’re too sweet.” 
 
    “I mean it.”  
 
    Bowling turned out to be less embarrassing than Francis had anticipated. He’d always sucked at bowling and he was afraid of making a complete fool of himself, but they both ended up sucking, and their terribleness only made it more fun. Francis even helped Rebecca toss a few balls, even though he wasn’t one to be giving advice—it was just nice to wrap his arms around her and feel her petite, warm body for a few seconds. Her skin was soft and she smelled amazing—like cedar and lilies.  
 
    At the end of the night he offered to give her a ride back to her place. She declined the ride and insisted on taking the bus. Francis didn’t want to push the offer too hard, not wanting to make her feel uncomfortable. So he walked her to the bus stop. When the bus pulled up, he went to give her a kiss on the lips—a brave move which took all of his willpower and confidence. But she dodged the kiss and went in for a hug instead. “Good night,” she said, and then she turned and hopped onto the bus quickly, as if she was escaping the worst date she’d ever been on. 
 
    And Francis was left standing there, confused, wondering where it went wrong. It seemed like she was having such a great time. They hadn’t stopped laughing and smiling for hours—was it all fake? Was it not enough? Were the flowers not pretty enough? Did he make too much of a fool out of himself at the bowling alley?  
 
    He went home worried and confused with a glimmer of hope burning warm in his chest. He would give her a day or two before calling—maybe she was just a shy kisser. Maybe he’d done nothing wrong and everything right. Maybe she would end up being his girlfriend, or even more than that.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    Ernie took the longest shower he’d taken in years. He felt dirty, but he didn’t know why. His stomach wouldn’t stop turning because he felt guilty. Francis was a nice guy and Ernie was just setting him up for total disappointment and humiliation. And for what? What did Francis do to anyone?  
 
    Once he was out of the shower, Ernie looked at his bank balance and saw that large sum of money sitting there, all his. He didn’t need any more—there was more than enough there to last him many months while he searched for the perfect job. So why was he still accepting M. Maker’s offers? Was he afraid of what M. Maker might do if Ernie declined an offer? Or was he just obsessed with obtaining more and more money? When he saw those money transfers in his e-mail inbox, it was hard to decline. From time to time Ernie even found himself thinking he could give some of that money to Francis—maybe that would make the guilt go away.  
 
    It was only a day later when Ernie found another envelope in his mailbox. This time he was hesitant to even open it. He knew once he saw the money waiting for him in his e-mail inbox, he wouldn’t be able to say no. But deep inside he knew it was best to say no. He stared at the white enveloped for a minute before finally peeling it open to read the note inside. “Another date, another five grand. This time I want the two of you to go to the baseball game. Good job not kissing him, by the way. Now your first kiss will be much more special when it’s up on the Jumbotron! Call him and set up the date, before he makes other plans. The game is on Friday, and it started at 1:00 PM. See you there.”  
 
    And Ernie looked in his e-mail inbox and saw the five grand waiting for him. But something about the offer didn’t seem right. After kissing on the Jumbotron, Ernie’s eventual reveal would be even more humiliating to Francis. Francis didn’t deserve that—even if he never found out about Ernie’s real identity, he still didn’t deserve to be mocked by this M. Maker character. So Ernie crumpled up the note and tossed it into his recycling bin. He deleted the money transfer from his e-mail inbox and he felt strangely satisfied.  
 
    But the next day, there was a new envelope in his mailbox—unmarked like every one before it. “Ernie, what’s the big deal? Five grand not enough for you anymore? Why don’t we make it fifteen? I promise the seats are good.” In the envelope was a pair of tickets to the upcoming baseball game. Ernie checked his e-mail. Sure enough, there was a pending transfer for fifteen thousand dollars. Ernie’s eyes sparkled at the sight of the large sum of money. Fifteen grand is a lot of money to someone without a job. He hovered his mouse over the accept button as that familiar guilt churned in his gut. And then he clicked—he couldn’t help it. He had to see it through—even if it was embarrassing for him and Francis. He could always give Francis some money to soothe the humiliation—he had lots of money now. He had more money in his bank account that he would have made in a whole year had he not been fired. And all for what? For some master plan that was a mystery even to him?  
 
    There was a knock on Ernie’s door. Ernie was slow to answer it. He looked through the peephole and saw that there was nobody standing there. He opened the door and looked down. There was a box, and Ernie immediately knew what was inside: his outfit for his date.  
 
    The guilt churning in his gut should have become stronger, but instead it fluttered away, replaced by a strange excitement. Ernie pulled the box inside and opened it up quickly, without even bothering to close his blinds. The outfit was adorable: a tight black dress with a long slid down the side. Also in the box was a pair of knee-high heeled black leather boots and a lacy red bra. Ernie took everything to his bedroom and he tried it all on. Everything fit perfectly, and it all looked fantastic.  
 
    Ernie found himself excited for his date—excited to see Francis’s reaction to his ensemble, and excited for a whole crowd of people to see him all dolled up and beautiful. Ernie even did a little makeup test that night before calling Francis up and asking if he would like to join him at the baseball game.  
 
    “I’m so glad you called,” Francis said. She could hear him blushing in his voice.  
 
    “I’m so glad you picked up,” said Rebecca. 
 
    “Tomorrow should work. I just have to call and move one meeting—but it should be fine,” Francis said. “I’m really excited to see you again—it seems like it’s been forever. I just had so much fun on our last date. Sorry—am I rambling again? I’ll see you tomorrow. Can I pick you up?” 
 
    “No, I’ll meet you at the stadium,” Rebecca said. “See you tomorrow!” She hung up and felt a fluttering in her chest. It wasn’t guilt, but she knew it should have been guilt. Excitement was the last thing she should have been feeling—no straight man should be excited to go on a date with another man… But this whole experience had Ernie wondering if he was even straight. He’d had more fun with Francis than he’d ever had with any girl he’d dated. Maybe he was finding out that he was gay—No, no, he couldn’t be gay. The thought of him as a man with another man was an off-putting thought. But the thought of him as Rebecca with Francis was strangely exhilarating. So what did that mean? Did that mean he was bisexual or something completely different?  
 
    It didn’t matter. Ernie just knew that he was excited to be Rebecca for one last date, and he was excited to see Francis again.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XI 
 
    It was a warm day with a few clouds in the sky—the perfect day to take in a baseball game, even though Francis knew almost nothing about baseball. He’d never been a big fan. His father took him to a few games as a kid, but he’d always been more interested in the popcorn and hotdogs than the actual sport. He was surprised when he met up with Rebecca in the parking lot and she said that she also knew very little about baseball. “These are quite the tickets for a couple of people who know nothing about baseball,” Francis said, looking at the tickets and seeing that they were for the third row. The price was even printed on the tickets: $650 each.  
 
    “They were given to me by a friend who couldn’t make it,” Rebecca said. Apparently Rebecca had wealthy friends.  
 
    The seats were perfect, with a clear, close view of the whole field. Once they found their seats, Francis snuck away to buy some popcorn, hotdogs, and beers. The line was long but he decided to brave it anyway—it wouldn’t be a fun day without snacks and drinks, after all. He could hear the crowd singing the anthem as he stood in line, and then he heard the announcer introducing the players. There were still a dozen people ahead of him in the line. He found himself looking around, to see if any of the other lines were shorter or moving more quickly. And that’s when he recognized a familiar face standing a few people behind him: his mechanic. 
 
    He quickly looked away, hoping the mechanic wouldn’t notice or recognize him. That damned mechanic had been hunting Francis down for ages now, trying to get money that he didn’t deserve. The car was worse off after that mechanic was finished with it, so why should Francis pay him anything?  
 
    Francis looked back again, this time slowly, just to see if it really was his mechanic, and not just his eyes playing tricks on him. As he looked back, the mechanic looked right at him—and it really was him. Francis wanted to look away quickly but it was too late—he’d already been caught. So Francis forced a smile. And the mechanic grinned. Francis looked back towards the front of the line, and he waited for the mechanic to tap him on the shoulder, but the mechanic never came. After a minute, Francis looked back again, and the mechanic was gone.  
 
    A cold tingle crept down his spine. What was the deal with that smirk? Why didn’t the mechanic come up and try to shake Francis down for the money he was supposedly owed?  
 
    Francis returned to Rebecca. The first ball had already been thrown, but Francis didn’t mind—he wasn’t a super fan; so missing the first ball wasn’t the end of the world. They immediately started chatting, picking up where they left off during their previous date, as if that date had never ended. They ate their hotdogs and snacked on their popcorn and drank their beers until they needed new beers, and then Francis flagged down the beer guy and ordered a couple more. The weather was perfect and the game was fun. Everything was going perfectly, and Rebecca looked so adorable in her little black dress and her tall black boots.  
 
    Francis was laughing at the mascot’s silly antics. He looked over at Rebecca, but she wasn’t laughing. Her face was pale and she looked lost. “Everything okay?” Francis asked. 
 
    “I need to tell you something,” she said.  
 
    “Okay—what is it?” 
 
    “Maybe we should talk somewhere more private,” she said. She stood up, and Francis knew right away what she wanted to tell him: she wanted to split up. Francis was probably coming on too strong—but he couldn’t help it. He liked her so much and hated the idea of spending the rest of his life with anyone else.  
 
    She led him away from the game, into the concession area. And then she started looking around. “What is it?” Francis asked. 
 
    “Hold on,” she said, looking around, still seemingly unsatisfied with the choice of location. She led him further away—down the stairs and towards the mechanical room. Now there wasn’t another person in sight, but Rebecca was still looking around.  
 
    “What’s going on? Is everything alright?”  
 
    Rebecca looked into his eyes. She looked like she was about to cry. She gently bit her bottom lip as her jaw trembled slightly.  
 
    “What is it? If you don’t want to see me anymore, you can tell me. I can take it. I’m a big boy… Though I really hope that’s not what you want to tell me. I would really like to continue seeing you.” 
 
    “No, I want to keep seeing you. It’s just…” she stuttered and then she closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “I just really like you. And I didn’t think that I would really like you, but I do. And… I don’t want you to hate me.”  
 
    “Hate you? Why the hell would I hate you? I don’t hate you. I—I really like you. I’m obsessed you, if I’m going to be honest. It’s been really hard for me not to call you every fifteen minutes, just to hear your voice.”  
 
    Rebecca’s cheeks turned a deep red colour. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean to sound like a creep. I just like you is all… I guess I just can’t help the way I feel.”  
 
    “What if I told you that I’m not who you think I am? What if I told you that what you see right now isn’t the real me?” Rebecca said, her voice low. She looked around again, as if she was worried someone was eavesdropping. Francis looked around and couldn’t see anything but cement and pipes.  
 
    “I like you, Rebecca. I don’t care about what you did in your past.”  
 
    Rebecca stared into Francis’s eyes, and then she threw herself forward, into his arms, and kissed him firmly on the lips. He stumbled back slightly but then caught himself. He wrapped his arms around her and kissed back, his heart pounding. He thought for a moment that he was dreaming. His heart started pounding even harder when he realized he wasn’t dreaming—the girl of his dreams really was kissing him on the lips!  
 
    He hand his hands up and down her satin-clad sides, and then he ran his hands down her bare arms. Her skin was so smooth and warm, he had a hard time believing she was real. He pulled her closer and then he parted his lips slightly to let her tongue into his mouth. Everything about it felt so right. He’d kissed a few girls over the past few months, but with none of them had he felt this kind of draw and passion. He really was obsessed with her. He didn’t want to let her go. He wanted to squeeze her and hold her tightly forever. As he moved his hands up to caress her shoulders, he found himself pulling the strap of her dress over her left shoulder. Her light dress nearly fell to the floor—now it was just being held up by a single dainty strap.  
 
    Then Rebecca reached down and slipped her fingers over Francis’s crotch. She rubbed firmly before fighting her fingers down the front of his pants so she could feel him skin-to-skin. Francis perked up. “What if someone comes down here?” he said. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said. “Let’s just be quick then.”  
 
    She slipped her fingers around his thick girth and she started to massage him firmly. He let out a soft whimper and his legs trembled slightly. He tilted Rebecca’s head back and started to kiss and suck her neck. She let out an adorable moan. She liked it, so he kept sucking, giving her a big hickey that wouldn’t go unnoticed for the next few days.  
 
    “I want to fuck you so badly,” he said into her ear. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me so badly,” she said. “Oh God, what’s wrong with me?” she looked away, her face dark red. 
 
    “Don’t be embarrassed,” he said, turning her head back to face his. They continued to kiss. She continued to fondle his member, getting it harder and harder in his pants. He was throbbing, his legs and hands trembling. He wanted to spin her around and bend her over—he wanted to shove his cock into her damp pussy and fuck her until she made a mess all over that mechanical room floor. But he kept his composure. She was shy so he had to move slowly.  
 
    She managed to get his belt undone and his fly down. She tugged down his pants along with his boxers, making his cock spring outwards. She stared down at it with glowing eyes and a trembling jaw. She took a deep breath. “It’s not going to hurt you,” he said with a smile. She was so cute, the way she stared at his throbbing member with that combination of fear and excitement.  
 
    Slowly, she wrapped her fingers around it. She began to pump it and then she stepped forward and pressed it against her satin-clad abdomen. She rubbed her body against it, closing her eyes and taking another deep, euphoric breath in. “Shit,” she mumbled. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”  
 
    “We can always wait—I don’t mind. I mean—I really want to fuck you right here, but I’ll understand if you want to wait.”  
 
    “No, I want it now. I need it. I just… Just fucking give it to me already.” She spun around and immediately reached around her back to grab his cock again. She pulled him forward until his cock was pressed between her butt cheeks, under the skirt of her dress. She fumbled around a bit to get the cock under her panties. “Spit on it,” she said.  
 
    So he followed her command. He carefully spit on his cock and then she spread the saliva up and down the length of his hard shaft. Then she started mashing it against her tight hole. It took Francis a moment to realize it wasn’t her pussy at all—she was trying to put it into her ass. He became tense with excitement. He’d never fucked a chick in the ass before. But he wasn’t about to turn her down. If she wanted it in the tush, she was going to get it in the tush.  
 
    He reached down with both hands and felt her soft ass. He squeezed firmly and realized he had never felt happier in his whole life. She managed to get the tip of his cock into her butt. “Fuck me,” she said. “Quickly.”  
 
    So he started pushing in. She clenched hard, squeezing the tip of his dick, but she managed to relax for long enough that he was able to get in deep. He couldn’t believe how tight she was—it must have been her first time in the ass as well. He started to pump her slowly, waiting for her tension to subside before pumping faster and plunging down harder. Though he had a feeling he wasn’t going to last long. He could already feel that euphoric tingling at the tip of his cock—a warm load brewing and waiting to be released.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XII 
 
    It felt good—so good. 
 
    Rebecca could feel her face burning red with embarrassment. She was allowing a man to fuck her in the ass. She wasn’t just allowing it—she’d begged for it. And now that it was happening, she was loving every second of it. She didn’t want it to end. She could feel her cock beginning to harden and swell, tingling with excitement. She wanted to reach down and beat herself off, but she couldn’t let Francis know he was fucking a man—especially down in that lonely, noisy mechanical room. No one would be able to hear her scream down there.  
 
    She was moaning loudly now—so hopefully she was right about no one being able to hear her. She wanted to scream, but she was worried it would just incite paranoia in her date. So she bit down hard on her tongue and tried to keep her moaning to a low volume. Her legs were trembling in her tall, heeled boots. She looked down and admired the way her smooth legs looked in the tall leather boots. She loved the way her skirt fluttered from side to side as her butt was pounded by her stallion of a date.  
 
    “Don’t stop,” she said, over and over. She could feel that orgasm coming closer and closer, and she wasn’t even touching her cock. It was going to happen regardless. Francis had managed to find the sweet spot inside of her tush. She reached down carefully and slipped her cock out from her panties. She just needed to be aiming forward, so her eventual cumshot wouldn’t ruin her panties or her dress. She could coat the cement wall and hope that Francis wouldn’t notice. “Harder,” she said. Her cock was bloated and twitching now—ready to burst at any moment.  
 
    She could feel every inch of his long, veiny member—and it really was long. It must have been nearly ten inches. She could nearly feel it pressing into her chest—hell, at times it felt like it was approaching her throat. “Oh fuck,” she moaned. She thought she was going to come, but her cock didn’t erupt. She looked down at it and watched it bounce and she wondered why it wasn’t coming. She felt like she was coming—she was in an overwhelming state of pure bliss. She started screaming. The feeling wouldn’t go away and her cock just wouldn’t erupt. It needed an extra push—so she reached down and gently grazed the underside of her shaft. And that’s all it took. 
 
    Suddenly, her cock started blasting the wall. She could hear each shot splash against the cement. It felt so good that she forgot for a brief moment that she was hiding her cock from her date. So as soon as she was empty, she quickly tucked her cock back into her panties. But that euphoria continued. She was still having the walls of her anus massaged by that meaty cock. “Fucking come in me already,” she demanded. 
 
    And then, as if on cue, he came. He filled her tight tush with his hot load. He groaned loudly and he left dark red marks on her sides where he was holding her body tightly. Then he stumbled back and she felt her panties filling up with his dribbling cum shot. She didn’t mind—she was able to scoop most of it out during a quick trip to the bathroom, and she kind of liked the naughty excitement of sitting on the rest of it throughout the next few innings of the ball game. It was a fun reminder of the naughtiness they’d gotten up to.  
 
    He put his arm around her and pulled her close. The day was perfect—Rebecca couldn’t ask for a more perfect day.  
 
    And then the game halted briefly for a commercial break. And the kiss cam came on the Jumbotron. A cold shiver crawled under Rebecca’s skin as the camera went from couple to couple. Rebecca knew it was coming to her, but she didn’t know how she knew. And sure enough, it landed on her and Francis. Francis looked over at her with a big smile. He leaned in for a kiss. She kissed him on the lips, her heart pounding. She knew something wasn’t right.  
 
    Everyone started laughing. Rebecca opened her eyes and looked over at the Jumbotron. On the screen was the live feed of her and Francis, next to a picture of her as a man—as Ernie. Above the picture it said, “She’s a man!” Francis looked around at the laughing crowd and then he looked slowly over at the Jumbotron. Rebecca wanted to reach out and cover his eyes, but it was too late. His face turned white and he slowly looked over at her. She tried to force a smile. Her heart was pounding and she was on the verge of throwing up. Her secret was out—M. Maker’s humiliation was complete. Both Rebecca and Francis had been humiliated in front of thousands of people—some of whom they probably knew personally. It wouldn’t be long before the news got around town. Rebecca felt her phone vibrate in her clutch—probably a friend or family member at that very game. 
 
    Her image was off the screen now, but it was burned into the minds of thousands of baseball fans. Then the kiss cam ended and a logo appeared on the screen: ‘The Kiss Cam is brought to you by MM: Machine Makers, Your Automotive Experts. New Name, Same Great Service!’ Machine Makers: M. Maker. Rebecca had assumed M. Maker meant matchmaker, but now she was realizing she was the one who had been set up for humiliation. Not Francis. Francis had just been used to make her humiliation more extreme.  
 
    Her phone continued to buzz as friends and family members tried to reach her. She stood up, ready to run out of the stadium. Tears were forming in her eyes. She took one step and then a hand grabbed her by the wrist; it was Francis. “Wait,” he said. “Is it true?” 
 
    She was only able to nod. The lump in her throat prevented words from forming.  
 
    “Even if it’s true, I don’t care. I still like you,” he said. “I still want to be with you.”  
 
    Her heart fluttered. She took a deep breath in and waited for his words to register completely in her head. “Really?” she said. 
 
    “Yeah. I told you: I don’t care about your past. I like you regardless of whoever you used to be.”  
 
    A tear streamed down her cheek. He stood up and placed his hands on her hips. And then suddenly they were back on the Jumbotron as they went in for a kiss. People started clapping, and then they started cheering. M. Maker’s grand humiliation had backfired.  
 
    And suddenly, Rebecca could hear someone shouting. She looked over and saw the mechanic, standing a few rows back. He was screaming at the clapping fans. “No! Why are you all cheering? Don’t you see that she is really a guy? She was fooling him this whole time! He didn’t know!” But no one was paying attention to the mechanic, who had apparently orchestrated this whole thing in an attempt to humiliate Rebecca and Francis. “It wasn’t supposed to be like this!”  
 
    Maybe M. Maker didn’t stand for matchmaker, but that’s exactly what he was, even if he didn’t know it.  
 
    Rebecca checked her phone once they were sitting back down. There were many messages from friends and family members—but everyone was congratulating her. No one was scorning her or telling her she was making a big mistake. There were even a few messages that read, ‘You look so beautiful!’ Rebecca felt happy. She wasn’t sure she’d ever felt so happy in her life. She looked over at Francis, and once again they were on the Jumbotron, with ‘Sponsored by Machine Makers’ below their faces. They kissed again.  
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SISSY PUNISHMENT 
 
    After being unfairly targeted by the school principal, Ian decides to put on some dark clothes and egg the principal’s house, one week before Halloween. But he gets the wrong house. The house he hits with his many cartons of eggs actually belongs to Jenna, a housewife who throws the town’s biggest annual Halloween party.  
 
    When Ian’s mom finds out about the act, she decides that Ian will be punished by spending the week at Jenna’s house, helping her prepare for her big party. And Jenna’s got an idea to make the punishment especially humiliating, with a bit of help from her college-aged daughter’s closet.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was Tony’s idea to egg that house—not mine. Tony insisted that it was Principal Andersen’s house, but I’m pretty sure he just said that to convince me to tag along. Had I known whose house it really was, I wouldn’t have thrown a single egg.  
 
    For the past week, Principal Andersen had made a point of making my life a living hell. It all started after I gave his son a little shove during gym class—but I assure you that he deserved that shove; we were playing dodge ball and he kept diving in front of me to steal my balls, even though he was on my team—and he was doing it because he knew it pissed me off. Of course he tattled when I shoved him, and of course I got a detention. But the detention wasn’t the worst of it—it was the extra attention I got.  
 
    Principal Andersen was suddenly always there, wherever I went. Between classes he would stand in the hall with a view of my locker, and then I swear he would always follow me to my classes. And he was always watching whenever I slipped up. I was a single minute late for my math class… Detention. I was running down the hall to make it to class on time… Detention. I sneezed during class while Principal Andersen was standing in the doorway, and he was convinced that I’d insulted the teacher while pretending to sneeze… So I got another detention.  
 
    He would always be the one monitoring my detentions. He would sit there on his laptop, watching some movie on Netflix as he twirled his wedding ring between the tip of his thumb and the tip of his pointer finger. He dropped it on his desk constantly—and it made for a surprisingly irritating white noise.  
 
    And of course my mother wasn’t happy—four detentions in a single week. She didn’t believe me when I told her that I didn’t deserve any of them, especially because Principal Andersen made a point of calling her every single time I got into the slightest ounce of trouble. I was in his bad books, and he was starting to wriggle into my bad books. So when Tony presented me an opportunity to get a little bit of revenge, I didn’t hesitate.  
 
    Tony already had all of the eggs ready. So we hopped on our bikes and headed over to the house. We left our bikes down by the park and walked the extra block, worried someone might recognize our bikes. No one was going to recognize us—we were wearing black pants, black hoodies, and black bandanas around our faces.  
 
    The house looked strangely familiar to me, but I couldn’t figure out why. I had the strangest feeling that I’d been inside of it before, but I couldn’t figure out why I would have even been inside Principal Andersen’s house. I’d never been friends with Principal Andersen’s son—we’d never even spoken to one another until shortly before I gave him that shove. My first words to him were, “Quit stealing my balls you little shit!” And his first words to me were, “Shove it, faggot.” His last words to me were, “I’m telling my dad!”  
 
    It dawned on me as we approached the house that I was about to get a bit of revenge on that little shit, as well as his dad.  
 
    We nestled into a safe spot between two large rose bushes and then we got our eggs ready—cartons open. Tony counted to three and then we started painting the side of that house with raw egg. We threw four dozen eggs before lights started turning on. Tony even managed to peg one of their jack-o-lanterns dead on, tipping it over and making it tumble down the steps.  
 
    We ran away as fast as we could as soon as the porch light turned on and that front door swung open. We hopped on our bikes and made off as fast as we could.  
 
    In the morning, I decided to detour around the house, to see the damage. The house was still covered with dripping yolks. I stopped to take it in, feeling strangely satisfied with my work. I was so busy staring up at the house with a grin on my face, I didn’t even notice the front door opening. When I finally looked down, I saw a police officer stepping out from the house with a familiar woman. They both looked at me and then I panicked. I should have played it cool—maybe waved and smiled—but instead I became tense. I looked away quickly and then I had the urge to bike away. I shouldn’t have caved to that urge, but I did. They watched as I left the scene of the crime looking guiltier than a professional football player driving down the highway in a white Bronco.  
 
    The woman was not Principal Andersen’s wife. She was not Principal Andersen’s live-in nanny or the maid or a friend or even a distant relative—because the house we egged didn’t belong to Principal Andersen. The house belonged to Jenna Kerrigan—Jimmy’s mother.  
 
    Jimmy was a friend of mine back when we were in elementary school. When we hung out, we would play with little model figurines. The figurines belonged to Jimmy—he would spend all of his allowance on the little models and the expensive paints used to paint the little things. He would always beg me to go out and buy my own, but they were so expensive, so we just played with his. Once we were in junior high, his little figurine obsession started to become weird. I stopped having him over at my house because I always felt embarrassed when he wheeled his little carts up to my front door—carts filled with the little figurines. The neighbour kids would call me names like ‘geek’ and ‘nerd’ and ‘loser’. Sometimes Jimmy even brought the little models to school, and he would bring them out during lunch, in the middle of the cafeteria.  
 
    “Put them away, Jimmy,” I would say. But he didn’t care what anyone else thought—he just wanted to play with his little toys. During period breaks, he would sit alone in the break area with stacks of rulebooks, which explained the intricate rules of the complex miniature game. Going into high school, I knew I needed to distance myself from Jimmy and his miniature obsession, so I told him I didn’t want to be friends anymore. It felt harsh, but it needed to be done.  
 
    My heart was racing intermittently throughout that whole day as the image of that egg-splattered house remained at the forefront of my mind. I could still feel the gaze of that police officer burning into my psyche. They knew I did it—the moment I started biking away, it must have been so obvious. It was around lunch when I started thinking I should just come clean—fess up to reduce my sentence. Can a person go to jail for egging a house?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I saw Jimmy during my third period class. I found myself staring at him, trying to figure out if he even knew his house had been egged. And then I found myself trying to figure out why Tony would have wanted to egg Jimmy’s house. Tony was friends with Jimmy back in elementary school as well—he used to come over to my house and we would all play with those little models together. And like me, Tony stopped hanging out with Jimmy once puberty kicked in and we realized playing with little models wasn’t cool.  
 
    I saw Tony during my fourth period. I pulled him aside and I asked him, “Why did you tell me that was Principal Andersen’s house? And why the hell did you want to throw eggs at Jimmy’s house?”  
 
    He smirked. “Because I knew you wouldn’t come with me unless I told you it was Principal Andersen’s house.” 
 
    “But what did Jimmy do to you? All he does is sit there with his toys—so what gives?” I asked, keeping my voice low, still worried a police officer would be lingering over my shoulder at any moment.  
 
    “Tessa found out that we used to be friends,” Tony said. Tessa was one of the popular girls. She had long blonde hair and she always wore big sunglasses, even inside—until the teachers told her to take them off.  
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “She thought we were still friends, so I had to prove to her that we weren’t. And you proved it too—I did you a favour.”  
 
    I found out that Tony wasn’t lying—he really did egg the house to prove that he wasn’t friends with Jimmy. He even made a point of telling all of the popular girls, who told their friends, who told their friends. And by the end of the day, almost everyone in the school knew Tony and I had egged Jimmy’s house. It was ten minutes before the final bell when the intercom crackled. “Tony Wallace and Ian Peterson, please come to the principal’s office.” We were doomed. I stood up slowly. Everyone in my class was staring at me. They all knew I was doomed, too.  
 
    The walk to the principal’s office was long and excruciating. I was trying to think of an excuse in my head, but I couldn’t think of anything. What excuse could a person possibly have for egging another person’s house? I slipped and accidentally threw two dozen eggs! No one would believe that… 
 
    Tony was already in the office when I walked up to the receptionist’s desk. They weren’t giving us a chance to get our stories straight. I took a seat and sat for the next thirty minutes. In that time the school bell rang and all of the students left for the day. They all looked over at me as they filtered out through the main entrance. Some of them had looks of pity on their faces, and some of them were laughing.  
 
    I was finally called into the office. Tony was sitting in the corner, his head hung low. I could tell that he’d fessed up, so I knew there was no hope. And I was right: we both ended up suspended for a whole week. “You only get one suspension here,” Principal Andersen said. “After this, it’s expulsion. Understand? Now go home.”  
 
    We had to walk home because we’d missed our busses. Tony went his way and I went my way. We didn’t say anything to one another. But I couldn’t help but notice Tony’s smirk, as if he’d accomplished his goal of ensuring the girls knew he wasn’t friends with Jimmy. He didn’t seem to care that his parents were going to be livid. His dad was a fiery person—I’d been over at Tony’s house before when Tony got the belt to the ass. I was shocked that Tony could be smirking knowing what was coming.  
 
    My mom was home when I walked in the door. She was standing in the hallway with her hands on her hips, and she was staring at me with a big disappointed frown. She shook her head slowly, and I knew she’d already heard the news. “How could you?” she said softly, as if she was about to start crying. My heart clenched and ached in my chest.  
 
    “We thought it was Principal Andersen’s house,” I said, as if that made it better. And then I watched as my mom shook her head slowly again.  
 
    “Well don’t think that the next week will be a little vacation for you. I’m obviously taking away your computer and your video games. You won’t be able to watch TV or use your phone—we’re taking that away too.”  
 
    “So what am I supposed to do?” I said. I didn’t have any homework, and we weren’t quite two months into the school year, so there wasn’t even much to study. “Am I just supposed to sit and stare at the wall?”  
 
    “No. You’re going to help Mrs. Kerrigan set up for her Halloween party next week.” 
 
    “What?! No—I can’t go over there. She’ll kill me! Are you crazy?” My heart was suddenly racing. I didn’t want to go over to Jenna Kerrigan’s house—I didn’t want to look her in the eyes after I ruined the side of her house with raw eggs.  
 
    “Too bad. You’re going over there in the morning and you’re going to do whatever she wants you to do, and if you complain, then I’m taking your computer and your phone and your video games away for the rest of the year. And don’t you think that I’m bluffing, because I promise you that I’m not bluffing.” My mom’s face was a shade of red—she really wasn’t bluffing. She really was furious and disappointed with me. “And I told her to make sure it’s a good punishment—so don’t you think you’re getting off easy because she’s a nice lady. I made a point of telling her not to go easy on you.”  
 
    “Mom—are you serious? What if she makes me clean behind her toilets? Isn’t that child abuse?” 
 
    “First of all, you aren’t a child anymore. And second of all, I hope she does make you clean behind the toilets. You deserve to clean behind one thousand toilets after what you did to her house. Now go to your room and… and think about what you did!”  
 
    I shuffled up to my room and I fell down on my bed, defeated. I almost wished I was Tony—getting smacked on the ass with a folded belt. At least that punishment would only last a couple of minutes. At least Tony didn’t have to waste his whole week setting up for some stupid party.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Every year, Jenna Kerrigan threw a big Halloween party for all of the adults in the neighbourhood. She had the biggest property in our community, and she always made sure every inch of it was outfitted for Halloween. Every year, pictures of her party ended up in the November 1st newspaper—one time she even made the front page, and she was always getting pictures featured in magazines. 
 
    She was a stay-at-home mom—which I always thought was just code for ‘someone with too much time on their hands’. She was a perfectionist. Jimmy would always come to school with his lunchbox meticulously packed: crusts cut off his sandwich, exactly one cup of steaming homemade soup in a small thermos… He was the only kid I knew who ate homemade pudding at lunch, instead of pudding in a pre-packaged cup.  
 
    Back when we were in elementary school, he would always have a homemade Halloween costume. He never wore costumes from costume shops. Transformers were big when we were in the third grade. We all came to school in our store-bought Transformers costumes, and Jimmy came to school in his homemade costume—and his actually looked better, though we still made fun of it because his mom sewed ‘Jimmytron 5000’ on the front and back of it.  
 
    When I pulled up to Jenna’s house that first morning of my weeklong suspension, there was a crew of workers scrubbing egg off the siding. You could still see the streaks where dried egg had already been cleaned off—streaks that would be there until the side of the house received a fresh coat of paint. I had a feeling that I would be the one getting up on the ladder to paint the side of the house.   
 
    I walked up to the door slowly. I hadn’t been on that doorstep in nearly a decade. I took a deep breath and then I knocked. I was dreading the moment that door opened. I didn’t want to see Jenna’s betrayed face—I didn’t want her to look into my guilty eyes. I could hear her approaching the door in her heels—she always wore heels around the house—I’d forgotten about that. It never struck me as odd as a child, but now I couldn’t help but wonder if her feet were constantly sore, or if she just got used to always being in heels.  
 
    The door opened and I braced myself for the disappointed glare. But instead she smiled and her face lit up. “Ian! It’s been so long. Come on in. It’s cold out. Where’s your coat? Come in, come in.” Her big smile didn’t go away. She seemed cheery and excited, as if she had no idea I was the one who ruined the side of her house.  
 
    I took a step inside. “You know, I didn’t know this was your house,” I said. “I thought it was the principal’s house. I wouldn’t have thrown any eggs had I known this was your house.”  
 
    “Of course, dear. Do you want a cookie? They’re fresh out of the oven.” She walked a plate of freshly baked, still steaming, chocolate chip cookies over to me. She held the plate out. “Take one—or two. And if you’re really hungry, I still have a few scones leftover from breakfast.”  
 
    I took a cookie but I was hesitant to eat it. She was being nice to me—too nice. Something seemed fishy. Were the cookies poisoned? Was she trying to kill me because I ruined the face of her house one week before her annual Halloween bash? I took a bite. It was good and it didn’t taste like poison at all. “These are great,” I said. 
 
    “Thank you. It’s an old family recipe. I was thinking of making a batch with some green dye for the party. What do you think? We can call them Vomit Cookies—or is that too gross? I just though they would look like vomit, being green with the little black chunks… I might even put white chocolate chips in there as well, to make them even more fun. What do you think?” 
 
    “I, uh, think that’s a fine idea,” I said. I took another cookie and ate it. I wanted to take more, but I still wasn’t convinced I wasn’t being set up for some form of revenge. Even if she did believe that I didn’t mean to egg her house, she still had no reason to be nice to me—plus my mother specifically told her to be especially mean to me. So why wasn’t she being mean? Why was she stuffing my face with delicious cookies? And why was she so happy? “I really didn’t think this was your house. I completely forgot that you lived here—I really mean it,” I said. 
 
    And she laughed. “It’s fine, Ian. Really—it’s all good. The guys are going to get the siding all cleaned up and then I’m going to have you do a quick coat of paint. No worries at all.” I was relieved to hear she wanted me to paint her house—at least I could help make my wrongdoing a little bit better…  
 
    “What can I do now?” I asked. 
 
    She looked around the house. “Why don’t you help me carve some new jack-o-lanterns?” she said, looking over at her kitchen table. There were a dozen pumpkins waiting to be carved—a few to replace the ones Tony and I ruined, and then some more to spread out throughout her large property. So for the next three hours, we sat and carved pumpkins. It was actually kind of fun—she let me come up with my own designs, and then she showed me some techniques to carve more accurately. My jack-o-lanterns weren’t nearly as spectacular as hers. Every pumpkin she carved looked like he could have been in a magazine. She was a surprisingly great artist.  
 
    We brought the lot of jack-o-lanterns to her basement. She closed the blinds and then we tested them all with cheap tea candles. They looked great. “Wonderful. We’ll probably carve some more tomorrow to put in the back yard,” she said. And I found myself actually looking forward to returning to Jenna’s house for more party planning.  
 
    Maybe Jenna really did believe that I didn’t mean to egg her house, and maybe she didn’t have it in her to truly punish me. Maybe I was better off at her house than at my own house, where I couldn’t even leave my small jail cell of a bedroom.  
 
    “What’s next?” I asked.  
 
    “Are the workers gone yet?” She looked out the window. “No, they’re still there. Okay, then I’m going to have you pick eggshells out of the rose bushes. You’ll need gloves because the prickles can really hurt. Oh, but before you go out there, I want you to put something on for me. Follow me.” She started up the stairs, so I followed. It had been a long time since I’d been up those stairs—but I remembered that they led to the bedrooms. All four bedrooms were upstairs: Jimmy’s bedroom, Jenna’s bedroom, Jimmy’s older sister’s bedroom—what was her name again? Linda? And then there was the spare bedroom.  
 
    We went into Linda’s bedroom. The walls were painted lavender and the room was immaculate, just like every other room in the house. “Don’t worry,” Jenna said. “Linda is away at her first year of college.” I thought it was a strange thing to say to me—why would I care if Linda were away at college? Why would I be worried about anything?  
 
    Jenna started digging through Linda’s closet. “It’s in here somewhere…” she said. “Ah-ha!” She pulled a little white dress out from the closet. “I bought it for Linda’s prom last year, but she didn’t end up wearing it. See? The tag is still on it.”  
 
    She handed me the dress. My heart stuttered and skipped a beat. “What do you want me to do with this?” I asked as I stared down at the thing. 
 
    “Wear it. And it’s cold out, so you’ll probably want these, too,” she said, handing me a pair of thigh-high white stockings. “And then you’ll need this, and this…” She pulled out a bra and a pair of panties.  
 
    I stood frozen—even my heart was hesitant to continue beating. I finally was able to take a deep breath. “You want me to wear your daughter’s clothes?” 
 
    Jenna smiled. “Yes. And her makeup, and I’ve got a wig for you in the other room.” 
 
    “But why?” I asked. I could feel the colour draining from my face.  
 
    “Because it’s not much of a punishment if I just have you outside picking up eggshells, is it? I mean—I bet you’d rather be cleaning up my yard than at school, and I need to make it a punishment somehow. Now go ahead and get dressed.” 
 
    I felt sick. I was worried I was going to throw up on Linda’s bedroom floor, and then I would have to clean it up dressed like a French maid or something. I looked down at the dress again. “But people will see me—and they’ll recognize me. Everyone will make fun of me.” 
 
    “Well if you do a good enough job with your makeup, no one will recognize you. I’ll even help you out—today, anyway. But for the rest of the week you’ll probably be on your own. I’m only going to get busier and busier as the big party gets closer!” She started towards the door. “I just remembered that I made some pads for you—they fit perfectly in the bra. I’ll go grab them. Go ahead and get dressed!”  
 
    My legs trembled slightly. My head was light and spinning. Now I was sure I was going to throw up—I wanted to throw up. I even gagged slightly after she left the room, but no vomit followed.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I felt stupid in the dress—and I felt even stupider in the panties. They were hardly wide enough to hold my cock and balls in place, and they were uncomfortably tight. Jenna kept insisting that I would get used to them, but I had a hard time believing that. Jenna had me stand in front of the mirror while she got the wig snug on my head. It looked okay, but I still felt ridiculous. At least with the wig I didn’t look terribly familiar.  
 
    We went into the bathroom to get my makeup done. She sat me down in a seat, which she pulled in from another room, and then she told me to pay close attention. “You’ll be doing this yourself tomorrow morning.”  
 
    “Do I really have to do this? Can’t you punish me in some other way?” I asked, my heart still aching.  
 
    “This is the best I could come up with. The punishment needs to be good—and clearly this is uncomfortably for you. Now we’re going to start with foundation.” She rubbed a flesh-coloured cream all over my face. And then she pulled out a tube of mascara. She kept reminding me to pay close attention. I did my best, but it was hard to focus on anything with my mind racing and dreading the moment I had to step outside in the disguise. “What about when Jimmy comes home? Is he going to see me like this?”  
 
    “He’s going to be out late tonight—he’s got chess club and then he’d got his karate class after that. But tomorrow he might see you—he doesn’t know you’re here helping me though, so maybe he won’t recognize you. It depends on how good of a job you do with your makeup.”  
 
    “But if he recognizes me, then the whole school will find out about this. Everyone will come to the house after school to see me like this. You’re going to ruin my whole reputation!” I said. I was already considering dropping to my knees and begging her to think of a different punishment. I would even accept a daily whipping if that’s what she wanted.  
 
    “Then you’d better pay close attention, so no one recognizes you,” she said. “Now where were we? Oh right, the eye shadow. I always do eye shadow before eyeliner—that way I don’t smear my eyeliner with my brushes. Now I want to do something dark—maybe with a hint of purple. What do you think?” 
 
    I was too nauseous to respond. Now, all of my willpower was set on not throwing up all over her pristine bathroom. I took a series of deep breaths and I watched as my face transformed. She tried to explain contouring to me, but my ears were ringing and I couldn’t hear more than five words in a row before zoning out completely. Though I did hear when she said, “This will probably make you the most unrecognizable.” So I tried to watch as she brushed dark shadows under my cheekbones and on the sides of my nose.  
 
    And when she was done, I really was unrecognizable. Though when I looked closely at the mirror, I could still recognize myself. So I just had to pray that no one would look too closely at me.  
 
    She went and found me a pair of sandals, which surprisingly fit. Jenna was extremely excited to discover that I was the same shoe size as her daughter. “That makes this all so much easier,” she said, and I wasn’t sure what she was talking about. “Now you can go out and pick up all those egg shells. The garbage bags are under the sink. Have fun!”  
 
    I got a garbage bag and then I found myself standing at her front door, looking out the small peephole, watching as cars drove by. A young woman was strolling past with a stroller, and about ten paces behind her was a man on his cellphone. Then I looked at the rose bushes—there were a dozen in total. It wasn’t going to be a quick job. People were going to see me out there. 
 
    I took a deep breath and stepped out. I tried not to make eye contact with any of the pedestrians or the workers up on the ladders. I went straight towards the first rose bush and I started picking up little bits of shell. A light breeze picked up the skirt of my dress. I dropped my garbage bag and reached down with both hands, stopping my dress from flying up like Marilyn Monroe standing on a subway grate. The dress was so light and dainty—why couldn’t she have given me a more conservative dress—something ankle length—something that would hide my bum from all of these strangers?  
 
    I looked up and saw that one of the workers was looking down at me. I didn’t look for long enough to decide if he was about to laugh at me or if he pitied me. I went back to picking up eggshell bits and I just assumed he was having a good laugh. When the next breeze came, I was ready for it. I threw one hand down between my legs—though my one hand wasn’t enough to stop my skirt from lifting in the back. I’m not sure how much of my bum became visible to the public in that moment—I could only hope it wasn’t the whole thing.  
 
    Getting the eggshells that were under the bushes was tricky. I had to get down on my hands and knees and I had to carefully crawl under each bush—and then I couldn’t make any sudden movements, or I would risk getting scratched by the sharp thorns.  
 
    Jenna came out and brought me a glass of iced tea. A perfect lemon circle sat on the meticulously salted rim. “It looks like you’re doing a good job, Chelsea,” she said. Apparently she’d decided that my name was Chelsea. Where she got the name from, I have no idea. It wasn’t the worse name—I didn’t mind the name Chelsea. In junior high school, there was a girl I liked named Chelsea—I wonder what happened to that girl…  
 
    I was bent down, underneath one of the bushes at the front of the lot, when a man whistled from across the street. I looked back and saw that he was looking at me—right at my ass. A breeze had flipped my skirt up onto my back, exposing my whole tush to anyone who wanted to see it. I looked away from the man quickly and I fixed my skirt. My heart was somewhere in the pit of my stomach. This really was torture. Everyone was mocking me—and I still had six more days to endure.  
 
    I went inside with my bag of eggshells. I’d accumulated a surprisingly large amount of the shell bits. Jenna was in the kitchen, getting dinner started. She looked over at me. “All done?” she asked. 
 
    “I think so,” I said. 
 
    “Tomorrow I’m going to make you talk like a girl too—so maybe tonight you can practise your voice. I’ll be having some friends over for tea. Some of them are mothers of kids at your school, so getting your voice down would probably be in your best interest.” I didn’t think that my stomach could sink any lower into my gut. “But for today, I think you’re done. You did a good job—I really appreciate all the help, Chelsea—I really do. It kills me to have to punish you like this, but I told your mom I would do it.” A smile crossed her face. “Oh—I think I have an idea of how I can make it up to you. Here—follow me. This way.” 
 
    She headed back up the stairs. This time she went into her bedroom. She told me to take a seat on the bed. I took a seat and found myself facing a full-length mirror. I stared at myself for a moment. I kind of did look like a chick. Seeing myself in that dress and wig made me wish I had broader shoulders and maybe some muscle on my arms. I never really realized until that moment that I was thin like a girl—I always knew that I was thin, but I always just thought that I was boy-thin… whatever that means.  
 
    “Flip up your skirt,” Jenna said. So I flipped up my skirt. Then she sunk down to her knees and reached towards my crotch. I became tense and frozen as she slipped her fingers under my panties and grabbed my cock. She pulled it out.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked sharply. I reached down to cover up but she wouldn’t let go. I didn’t want to jump back suddenly and injure my private bits.  
 
    “Consider it a thank you for the help today. Do me a favour—reach into the nightstand and grab the little purple bottle in there. Yep—that’s the one.” I handed her the bottle. She popped it open and then squirted a large glob of lubricant onto my cock. Then she started stroking. I was still tense and upright like a slab of wood. Was this really happening? Was Jimmy’s mom really giving me a handjob?  
 
    I looked down. The skin on her hand was loose and adorned with faint wrinkles that were moisturized twice daily. She had light sunspots on her hands and up her arms. And she held my cock with the perfect grip. She twisted slightly as she pulled up my cock, and then she pulled back slowly, making sure to pull my foreskin back completely. She had me rock hard in a matter of thirty seconds. “How does that feel?” she asked with a big smile.  
 
    I nodded my head, unable to think of any words. My lips were parted but I couldn’t close them. I wasn’t sure if I was breathing properly or not. Finally I was able to take a deep, sharp breath in. She squirted more lubricant onto my cock. Now her hand was making a squishing noise as it stroked the length of my rod.  
 
    “Just let me know when you’re going to come—okay, sweetie?” she said. That’s when I noticed she already had a wad of tissue paper in her other hand, ready to catch my load.  
 
    “I think I’m going to come soon,” I said. I could feel my face turning red. I wasn’t lasting long. I tried to clench to hold my orgasm back, worried she would think I was a premature ejaculator—which is exactly what I was. I bit down hard on my tongue, but nothing could hold that orgasm back. She was too good with her hands—she knew exactly where to rub and she knew just how much pressure to put in. She held the wad of tissues over the tip of my dick and then I erupted. Once I started coming, she started rubbing just my tip with just her thumb and pointer finger. She pulled upwards firmly, getting every last drop out of me, and then she discarded the tissues into the waist basket next to the bed. She grabbed another wad of tissues and used them to wipe the excess lubricant off of my cock.  
 
    “You can go home now, darling,” she said. “I’ll see you in the morning—bright and early. My friends will be here at eleven, so you should probably come around eight so we can get everything ready.”  
 
    She left me alone in that room with my cock still upright and throbbing. I looked forward at my own reflection, which now looked especially ridiculous: a dolled up young woman with a large throbbing erection. It wasn’t something I ever thought I would see in a mirror.  
 
    I stood up and quickly got undressed. The makeup wasn’t so easy to get off. I spent ten minutes in the bathroom scrubbing my face with face wash and hot water, and still there was a bit of mascara in my eyelashes.  
 
    As soon as I had my proper clothes back on, I got out of that house as soon as I could, making no eye contact with any of the workers on my way out. I couldn’t hear them snickering up on their ladders, but I knew it was happening. I didn’t bother looking back to confirm my suspicions.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Day two of my sissy punishment started out rough—before I even got out of bed I was feeling like crap. I’d only gotten maybe a single hour of sleep—I’d finally drifted off when the sun was coming up, and then my alarm went off. Maybe I didn’t even get twenty minutes—it felt like I’d gotten nothing. I had forty minutes before I needed to be at Jenna’s house but I wasn’t even sure I was going to be able to pull myself out of bed.  
 
    I started wondering what would happen if I bailed. My mother would probably ground me for the rest of the year, but I was wondering now if I would be better off grounded for the rest of the year, instead of getting dolled up and paraded around for the rest of the week. I still couldn’t believe Jenna came up with such a cruel punishment—she was such a nice lady, so where did she get such an extreme idea?  
 
    I finally peeled myself out from my bed around 7:30 AM. My parents had already left for work. I brushed my teeth and I rolled some deodorant onto my pits, and then I shuffled down to the kitchen to make myself some breakfast. But by the time I got a bowl and a box of cereal out, I realized I had to go—Jenna’s house was a fifteen minute bike ride away, and it was now 7:45. So I left the bowl on the counter along with the box of cereal, and I took off. I arrived right on time, but I was hesitant to go into the house. I knew she was in there, waiting for me, with an outfit already picked up. I knew I had to do my own makeup, and then I was going to have to serve a group of women—the mothers of my friends at school. One little slip and my friends would surely find out and my reputation would surely be ruined. I hadn’t practiced my feminine voice at all like I was told to—my parents had been home all evening and I didn’t want them to hear me repeating lines with a girly voice. I didn’t want my parents to know that my old friend’s mother was dolling me up. 
 
    I walked up to the door slowly and then I checked my watch. I was late now, but I wasn’t too worried about it. Jenna didn’t seem like the type to crack down on small mistakes—not like Principal Andersen. But as I stood on that doorstep, I wished I was spending my week with Principal Andersen—he would have just made me do endless amounts of homework and studying. Homework and studying at least weren’t humiliating.  
 
    I didn’t ring the doorbell, but the door opened regardless. Jenna was standing in the doorway with a big housewife smile on her face. Her hair was done up into an immaculate up-do, her dress was freshly ironed and perfectly tailored, and her toes were newly painted and slipped into a pair of open-toed heels. “Ian! So nice of you to make it this morning,” she said, as if I’d been given the choice. “Come on in, come on in! You’ve got a lot to do this morning before our guests arrive. You need to get started right away. But first, you look hungry. Did you eat? I’ve made some fresh breakfast melts. They’re for our tea in a few hours, but I made a few extra. I had a feeling you would come hungry. Have one. They just came out of the oven.”  
 
    I hadn’t even taken three steps into Jenna’s house and there was a plate of fresh breakfast melt’s being thrust towards me: ham, egg, and melted cheddar inside of a steaming English muffin. I ate one, and then I ate a second one. And then I looked up and there was a plate of warm cookies being held out in front of me. “They’re peanut butter. You aren’t allergic, are you?” So I ate a few peanut butter cookies, and then I was stuffed.  
 
    Jenna showed me up to Linda’s bedroom. She had it all set up for me: the dresser was covered in makeup supplies, there was an outfit laid out on the bed and a pair of heels on the floor below it. The wig was on a mannequin head, and it looked like it had been brushed, and possibly styled as well. “Go ahead and get started. I’m going to be very busy in the kitchen, so you’re on your own. I hope you were paying close attention yesterday.” She left me alone with the whole ensemble. 
 
    So I did my best to imitate what she’d done the day before. I got into the little white and red striped dress she had laid out for me, and then I slipped out from my boxers and I pulled the fresh pair of panties up my legs. I got into my wig and then I looked in the mirror while trying to remember which step came next. I looked down at the dresser, at all of the different makeup options. Was it he concealer that she started with? The powder? No—it was the foundation. I grabbed the foundation and I started rubbing it all over my face. The cucumber-esque scent of the foundation made me remember the day before with more clarity. Jenna had done my eyes next, so that’s where I went. I grabbed the mascara and gently rolled it onto my eyelashes. I could already see the transformation happening in the mirror.  
 
    I didn’t do the best job—not nearly as perfect as what she’d done on me the day before—but I was satisfied with how I looked. I was especially satisfied with how unrecognizable I was. I started repeating a few lines over and over, trying to get used to a feminine voice. I had no idea how I sounded. I didn’t even have my phone to record myself, so I was stuck trusting my own ears. While I was repeating lines over and over, I looked down and noticed the hair on my legs. It had to go—if the visiting mothers were going to think I was a real woman, then I was going to need smooth legs.  
 
    So I found myself in Jenna’s upstairs bathroom. I found a razor in the medicine cabinet, and I found some shaving cream in the vanity drawer. I ran the tub and hiked up my dress and then, after taking a deep breath, I shaved away my hair. I was October and the weather was getting colder. By the time it was warm again, my hair would be grown back—so I wasn’t too worried.  
 
    Jenna knocked on the bathroom door. “Are you almost done? I need some help setting up. My friends are going to be here soon.” I wasn’t wearing my watch, so I had to ask for the time. “It’s 10:30,” she said. My heart skipped a beat. 10:30!? I’d been getting ready for over two hours?  
 
    “I—I’ll be right out,” I said. My legs were suddenly trembling. I’m not sure how I managed to stay up in my little heels. Her friends were going to be showing up in just thirty minutes. The fact that I would be facing my friends’ mothers suddenly seemed very real—and very terrifying. I took a series of deep breaths, but somehow that only made me feel sicker. I looked in the mirror. At least I actually looked like a girl… Though I wasn’t sure that was any consolation… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Jenna had managed to turn the kitchen into an immaculate space in those two hours that I was upstairs getting dolled up. Her entire kitchen island, which was at least twelve feet long, was covered in plates of snacks: breakfast foods, desserts, cured meats, cheeses, and baked goods. She had a jug of homemade iced tea cooling in the fridge, and there were candles burning throughout the room. 
 
    Jenna looked up at me as I stepped towards the kitchen. Her face lit up with a big smile. “You look lovely,” she said.  
 
    Once again, the dress felt incredibly short. I wasn’t convinced my ass wasn’t hanging out. I wasn’t used to my legs being so exposed. Even when I wore shorts, they extended down to my knees. I wasn’t sure if my thighs had ever seen sunlight—but they were seeing sunlight now, through Jenna’s large picture windows. I tried tugging down the skirt of my little dress so it would cover more, but I almost ended up pulling the dress off of my body. I had to be careful—the little outfit was only being held up by two dainty straps on my shoulders. If the dress came off, then everyone would see my padded bra, my cock bulge, and my boyish body. 
 
    “Why don’t you salt the rims of the glasses? You’ll have to set up a salting station—the decorative salt is in that cupboard there and the little bowls are in that cupboard there.” I could feel my curled hair bouncing with each step that I took. It was a strangely satisfying feeling, though I wasn’t sure why. Even the pads in my bra bounced slightly, as if they were real tits. I’m not sure what Jenna used to make the pads, but they even felt sort of real to squeeze, as if there was a latex or silicone inside of them… Knowing Jenna, I’m sure she used something expensive and authentic.  
 
    I was still getting used to the heels. I wobbled slightly as I reached up for the decorative salt, and then I wobbled slightly again as I bent over to grab a small bowl to pour the salt into, so I could rim the glasses. I was walking back to my little open station on the counter when I noticed Jenna was staring at me. “You need to work on that, dear,” she said. 
 
    “Work on what?” I asked. 
 
    “Your walk. You look so—I hope you don’t mind my saying this—brutish. A woman should look elegant when she walks. Try stepping one foot in front of the other—like this. See? Keep your back straight and lead yourself with your hips. Good, just like that!” I felt silly, as if I was pretending to be a model on a catwalk, but I welcomed the advice. I didn’t want to give any of the visiting ladies any excuse to think that I was actually a man under that dress and that wig and that makeup.  
 
    There was a knock at the door. A cool shock ran up my spine and I became tense. I turned slowly to the door and could see the up-do of the first guest through the small crescent window at the top of the door. “There’s our first guest. Why don’t you answer it, Chelsea?” Jenna said.  
 
    My stomach turned and my legs were suddenly trembling—almost buckling at the knees. I held onto the edge of the counter. I couldn’t let anyone see me like this—I would never be able to forget the humiliation. As I stood there terrified, I couldn’t even think of anything more humiliating. It would have been less humiliating to answer the door completely naked, jerking myself off with some questionable porn playing in the background. Pretending to be a lady was a whole new low that I couldn’t even begin to wrap my head around.  
 
    “Well? Don’t leave her waiting out there. A good host takes no longer than fifteen seconds to answer the door,” Jenna said. 
 
    I found myself walking towards the door, but I’m not sure where I managed to find the confidence. I reached my arm out and grabbed the door handle. I was still stiff as I pulled the door open, and I’m sure my face was pale. I opened my mouth to speak, but no words came out. I was staring at a woman I knew: Tony’s mother.  
 
    She was staring at me with a big smile. “Hello,” she said. “Is Jenna home?”  
 
    I opened my mouth wider to reply, but I was too terrified to speak. I still hadn’t tried my voice out on anyone—not even Jenna. I could feel my jaw trembling. I must have looked so foolish standing there, looking like one of the possessed humans from Invasion of the Body Snatchers. “She—She’s inside,” I finally managed to say. My eyes were dry—I’m pretty sure I hadn’t blinked since opening the door. “C—Come on in,” I said. I stepped aside. 
 
    Tony’s mom looked at me strangely, still with that smile on her face, and then she walked into the house. “Thank you,” she said. But she still hadn’t figured out who I was—I knew that for sure. If she had recognized me, she would have surely reacted, right? I was fairly sure that my identity was still safe.  
 
    As Tony’s mother entered the home, another car pulled up on the street. I recognized the woman who emerged from the vehicle: it was the mother of another friend of mine. And the next mother to show up was also the mother of a friend. I was starting to worry my own mother was going to show up for the tea party.  
 
    I greeted everyone at the door. I had to fight myself to stare into their eyes. I was terrified they would see into my eyes and recognize me, but I was more terrified that I would shyly look away and immediately look suspicious.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    The ladies were over for three hours total. I served appies through the room while everyone mingled, and then I cleaned dishes as guests finished with them. Throughout the first hour, I probably yanked down on my skirt one hundred times, trying to make sure my ass wasn’t out for all the party guests to see. And then I started getting used to the little outfit. By the third hour, I wasn’t pulling down on my skirt at all. In fact, I would find myself stopping whenever I passed a mirror, just to check myself out. I looked good. And my reflection served as a nice reminder that I wasn’t recognizable—I could relax knowing that no one would recognize me as long as I didn’t have a wardrobe malfunction or a voice slip.  
 
    When the ladies left, I started the long process of cleaning up. I must have washed two hundred dishes. And then I swept the floors, and then I mopped. I had the house all to myself, as Jenna was out back, hanging decorations for her upcoming Halloween party.  
 
    I ended up finishing the cleaning process sooner than expected. The house was shining as if Jenna had cleaned it herself. So I slipped into the backyard to ask what I could do next. I was shocked by how much the yard had transformed in just a matter of a few hours. There were little ghosts hanging from every branch, jack-o-lanterns along the fence and along the many paths through the large yard, and she’d even managed to set up a speaker system, which would play Halloween classics like Thriller and Monster Mash during the party. 
 
    “It looks great out here,” I said. And then I realized I was still using my girly voice, even though all the tea party guests had already left. But maybe it was for the best—maybe I was better off getting used to the feminine voice, in case Jenna threw any more parties with all of my friends’ moms.  
 
    “Thanks, sweetie,” Jenna said. “How’s it going inside?” 
 
    “I think I’m all done,” I said.  
 
    “That’s great. You’ve still got a couple hours before I can send you home. Why don’t you go and tidy up the upstairs bedrooms?” 
 
    She continued to set up the exterior, and I went up to the bedrooms to get them nice and clean. They were already clean—I couldn’t even find any dust, but I figured I would give them a safety vacuum and a mopping, just for the sake of something to do more than anything.  
 
    I got down on my hands and knees to get into the corners of her wainscoting. I was getting around her bed when I noticed a small box hidden behind her nightstand. I slipped it out and then I looked around before opening it. Inside was a number of small sex toys, and one not-so-small sex toy. I lifted it out. It was a flesh-coloured dildo with a suction-cup base. It was slightly floppy and surprisingly heavy. I wondered if Jenna fucked her pussy with it—of course she did; why else would she own it?  
 
    I looked into her closet mirror and saw myself holding the large dildo. I looked shockingly sexy with the thing in my hand, as if I was on the poster of some kinky porno. I lowered the dildo to my crotch and I rubbed it between my legs, pretending to be promiscuous. But the sight was surprisingly erotic. I ended up getting hard watching myself. And that’s when I got the idea to slip into the bathroom with the toy and the little purple bottle of lubricant, which I knew was in the nightstand drawer.  
 
    My heart was pounding as I wet the suction-cup base so I could stick it to her bathroom’s tile floor. I looked down at the cock, which was standing straight up, wobbling slightly. I wondered if I could actually do it—if I could insert it into my asshole.  
 
    I’d never fucked myself in the asshole before, and I’d never even wondered if I would be able to do it—or even if I wanted to do it. But seeing myself in that skimpy little dress, I found myself with a head full of thoughts that didn’t seem to belong to me. I was feeling risky and kinky and strangely horny. I slipped my panties down to my feet and then I stepped out of them. I lowered myself down, squatting over the dildo, and my heart started pounding even more. I poured some lubricant on the toy. Now my heart was out of control. I was starting to worry I was going to have heart failure right there, and my body would be found in a dress next to a suction-cup dildo. Thankfully I didn’t have a heart attack as I lowered myself down further. 
 
    I felt the tip of the dildo press against my tight anus. It felt big and dull—too big to fit into my ass, surely. But I still wanted to try—though I still had no idea why I wanted to try. I hated myself for being in that bathroom, squatting over that thick fake cock. I hated myself for agreeing to dress up like a little slut. I was quickly running out of reasons to like myself. 
 
    I took a deep breath and I let gravity bring my body down lower. I thought the dildo would just bend under my weight and that would be that—but it ended up penetrating me, and it quickly sunk deep with some help from all of the lubricant I coated it with. I nearly screamed. It didn’t hurt but it sure felt strange—like my body was suddenly full—like someone’s entire arm had penetrated my butthole.  
 
    I covered my mouth and I forced myself to sink lower, just to see how much of the artificial cock I could take. I sunk lower and lower, doing my best to control my breathing every inch of the way. And then suddenly my butt cheeks were pressed against the heated tile floor. I had the whole giant dildo pressed up my ass. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to be disappointed with myself or impressed.  
 
    But it still didn’t feel good—it just felt like my ass was suddenly occupied with a very large object. I wasn’t sure why gays loved taking it in the butt so much, but I was still willing to give it a shot. So I started to bounce up and down slowly, feeling the false veins rubbing against my anal walls. It felt weird, but I kept going. I was enjoying it—not because it felt good, but because I looked so sexy. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of the mirror in front of me: my own beautiful reflection staring back at me while she pumped her ass with a long suctioned dildo. I reached up and grabbed my tit so that I could watch her grab her tit. Fuck, she was hot—I was hot. I really made a sexy woman.  
 
    I bounced faster, pressing my bum against that warm tile floor harder. I started moaning slightly and then I covered my lips again. My legs were trebling. I couldn’t believe that I was doing it in high-heels. “Fuck, that feels good,” I heard myself mumble in my girly voice. I was starting to like my girly voice—it was sexy. It was fun being sexy. It was satisfying knowing that I looked so good.  
 
    I started moaning louder, so I pressed my palm against my lips harder. It was starting to feel good inside of my ass—really good. My legs were shaking now. I had to plant a hand down on the floor to keep myself from falling over. I looked down and saw a puddle forming on the ground, just in front of the dildo. It was a white puddle and the thick fluid was pouring out from my flaccid cock: I was coming. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing—I hadn’t even touched myself, and there I was, unloading all over the bathroom floor. And my God, did it ever feel good.  
 
    There was a knock at the door. “Chelsea, are you in there?” Jenna’s voice said. 
 
    I froze. My cock was still drooling cum. “Uh, yeah—I’m in here. Just using the potty,” I said. 
 
    “I just wanted to let you know that you’re done for the day—you can go home now!”  
 
    “O—Okay. I’ll start getting changed then.” I stood up, slipping the cock out from my ass. Suddenly I felt emptier than ever before. I quickly cleaned up my cum puddle using a wad of tissues, which I flushed down the toilet, and then I stepped out from the bathroom, to retrieve my clothes from Linda’s bedroom. And as I stepped out, I found myself face to face with Jimmy, who had just come home from school.  
 
    “Hi,” he said, looking into my eyes. His gaze slowly drifted down my dress, to my legs, to my feet, and then back up again. He looked back into my eyes and his cheeks turned a shade of red. I was waiting for him to point at me and scream, ‘Ian! Why are you dressed like a girl in my house?!’ But instead he said, “Who are you?”  
 
    There was a lump in my throat the size of my fist. I tried to swallow it, but it wouldn’t go down. So I forced myself to speak through it. “I’m Chelsea. I’m helping your mom with her party coming up.”  
 
    Jimmy nodded slowly. “How do you know my mom? Do you go to my school?”  
 
    I shook my head. “I, uh, know your mom from the Internet. We met on the Internet. She was looking for, uh, someone to plan interior designs with.” I knew I sounded ridiculous. I knew I sounded like a complete knob—but I couldn’t think of anything else. I was sure he was about to recognize me at any moment. He was looking right into my eyes, and my eyes were still my eyes. I wasn’t wearing coloured contacts and I hadn’t modified the shape of my eyelids. But still, he seemed oblivious.  
 
    “Well you look familiar. Maybe I’ve seen you around the house before, I guess,” he said, and then he continued on towards his bedroom. And it wasn’t until the door closed behind him that I realized I was holding the suction-cup dildo behind my back. Thank God he didn’t see it… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    My third day at Jenna’s house wasn’t so bad. She only had one guest pop over, and it was a woman I’d never seen before in my life. They had tea together while I pruned the rose bushes out front. I was actually a big fan of my outfit for the day: a green plaid skirt and a black blouse. Jenna let me help myself to her costume jewellery, so I grabbed a few faux-gold bracelets and a cute black choker, which helped to hide the slight bulge of my Adam’s apple.  
 
    I got a few catcalls from people on the street. A car drove by and honked at me, and a young man leaned out the back window and yelled, “Hey beautiful! Want to grab a drink with me sometime?”  
 
    I blushed and continued working. Then he yelled, “Playing hard to get, huh? I’m a nice guy—you’re beautiful and I’m nice. It’s the perfect match, don’t you think?”  
 
    “I don’t think you could handle me,” I called back, and his friends all laughed. They drove off, leaving me feeling flustered and glowing.  
 
    Another group of young men whistled at me before I went into the house for lunch. One of the men asked me to flash my tits—which I didn’t, of course, seeing as I had no tits to flash. But I did turn around and lift up my skirt, showing him my tush. That got a good rise out of him, and the group of young men left satisfied.  
 
    Jenna made me a sandwich for lunch. It was turkey, bacon, Havarti, lettuce, tomato, and ranch dressing on fresh whole wheat bread. She also gave me a mug of warm barley soup to go with the meal, and a glass of her homemade iced tea with the salted rim. It was delicious—one of the best lunches I’d ever eaten in my entire life. I had the biggest smile on my face until she said, “I know what you were doing in the bathroom yesterday. That was very naughty of you.”  
 
    I felt all of the colour drain from my face as I looked over at her slowly. She wasn’t kidding around—she really knew that I’d taken her dildo and fucked myself with it. “I hope you know that I have to punish you now—a young lady shouldn’t go through someone’s private things.”  
 
    “I—I’m sorry,” I said. My lips suddenly felt dry.  
 
    “Follow me upstairs so we can get this punishment over with, so we can put this whole thing behind us.” She started ascending the stairs. I was slow to follow, my heart still pounding ferociously. I was feeling a whole new level of humiliation—beyond what I thought possible. My friend’s mom knew that I’d stolen her dildo and stuck it up my ass. I had no idea how she knew, but I wasn’t surprised that she knew. Her house was so perfect and so meticulously organized—she probably saw that her little sex toy box was one inch out of place.  
 
    I followed her into her bedroom. She pulled that box out from behind the nightstand and then she pulled out a little purple egg-shaped device with a long wire sticking out of it. “Get up on the bed, on your hands and knees like a kitty cat,” she said. 
 
    I was too terrified to argue with her—too terrified to even plead for my life. So I climbed up on the bed. I got up onto all fours and then she walked around behind me. She flipped up my skirt and then she tugged down my panties. I looked back and saw her squirting lubricant on the egg device, and I knew where it was going. “I’m really sorry. I was just… I was just curious,” I said. “I cleaned everything—and I was only playing with it for five minutes—maybe less.”  
 
    “I still have to punish you. Now take a deep breath.” I felt her press the egg up to my butt. I took a deep breath. I was clenching, but I couldn’t unclench. She started by sticking her pointer finger into my asshole. She pushed it deep and then she pulled it out until the tip of her finger was teasing my rim—and then she pushed it in again. She was trying to get me to unclench. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I managed to unclench for a few seconds, which was apparently long enough for her to press the egg into my asshole.  
 
    I perked up and all of the muscles in my body became tense. The whole egg was in my ass. How was she going to get it out? I clenched and tried to push it out, but it wouldn’t budge. “Calm down,” she said. “It’s not going to hurt you. It’s a new toy I got a few weeks ago—I didn’t realize it was for boys when I got it, so I haven’t had any reason to use it until now. Now prepare yourself—the vibration is pretty intense.” She pressed a button on the end of her long wire, and then I felt the inside of my ass vibrating. I became tense again, clutching the bed sheets with both hands.  
 
    I squirmed but she held me in place. “It should only take a minute,” she said. “Just stay on your hands and knees. Warm me if it’s about to happen.” I didn’t know what she was talking about. But I could feel something happening: a warm euphoria growing between my legs. The vibrating felt good, and it was pressed right against my sweet spot. My legs trembled. Jenna gently rubbed my bare ass with her frequently moisturized mature hands. “Does it feel good?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded. “It feels good,” I said. I let a moan slip. I felt so humiliated, and that humiliation was only growing stronger with every passing minute that I was being harvested like a prized bull. Jenna gently reached between my legs and ran her gentle fingers up my shaft. It felt so damned good. I let out another long, loud moan. I looked over and saw myself in the reflection. I liked the way I looked—I looked especially cute with my dark red cheeks. “Oh God, it feels so good. I think it’s happening—something’s happening.” There was a hot sensation filling my cock. I felt like I had to pee, and I was worried I was about to pee all over Jenna’s bed. But instead, I started coming, and Jenna was ready for it. 
 
    She held out the palm of her hand and caught every blast. A small pool filled the palm of her hand after thirty seconds. Then she carefully brought the palm of her hand up to my face and said, “Now for your punishment. Swallow all of it,” she said.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. I looked down at the little puddle—which was a surprisingly large amount of cum. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then I leaned forward and sucked up the cum. It didn’t taste as bad as I was expecting—just warm and salty. That saltiness lingered in my mouth. I swallowed all of it in one big gulp. Then she gave me a nice pat on the ass. “That’s a good girl. A proper lady always swallows—remember that,” she said. And then she headed back downstairs to continue preparing for her big upcoming party, as if nothing had happened. 
 
    I reached around and tugged on that wire. I had to pull hard to get the egg out from my asshole. It was still vibrating as it hit the bed. And once again, I found myself feeling emptier than ever before.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Day four went by shockingly fast. I did a bit of gardening, and then it was suddenly lunch. Then I did a bit of decorating, and it was suddenly time to go home. Jimmy came home and I waved at him as he went up towards his bedroom. He blushed and waved back, and then I found myself laughing—he really thought that I was a chick. He really had no idea who I was.  
 
    Day five went by too fast. I knew that I only had one day left before the party, and I knew that my time as a pretty girl was coming to an end. Soon it would be back to normal—going to school as myself: jeans, t-shirts, hoodies, and nothing more than that. There would be no more skirts, no more dresses, no more lacy panties, no more stockings, no more heels, no more bracelets, and no more chokers. There would only be one was to style my hair, and makeup would once again be off limits. So I tried to revel in the final couple days of my sissification.  
 
    I spent extra time in the morning doing my hair and makeup. And then I spent some extra time admiring myself in the mirror. And as the hours passed, I found myself feeling sad—knowing that I was one hour closer to being Ian—my regular old self. But I knew it was for the best. I knew I wasn’t supposed to be enjoying myself. It was supposed to be torture—I was there as punishment, after all.  
 
    I only had an hour left of my fifth day when there was a knock at the door. “He’s early,” Jenna said. “Do you mind answering that for me?” So I went to the door, though I didn’t know we were expecting any company. I didn’t look through the peephole before opening the door, seeing as I didn’t know too many of Jenna’s friends anyway. But I knew the man at the door. 
 
    It was Principal Andersen. My heart stopped as I looked into his eyes. “Hello there,” he said. But I didn’t respond. I was petrified. I didn’t know what to say or what to do. Was this the man Jenna was expecting?  
 
    “Principal Andersen! Come on in! Can I get you a tea or a coffee?”  
 
    “A tea would be great,” he said. He looked at me again before entering the house. I still hadn’t uttered a word. He left me standing in the doorway, confused and terrified.  
 
    “That’s Chelsea. She’s helping me prepare for the party this weekend,” Jenna said. Principal Andersen looked back at me again, and I became a petrified statue all over again.  
 
    “Shouldn’t she be in school? She looks awfully young to be a graduate.”  
 
    “She graduated last year, isn’t that right, Chelsea?” Jenna said. She winked at me. I managed to force a smile and a nod. But I still wasn’t able to speak.  
 
    Principal Andersen looked around the house. “Well it looks like the two of you have done a tremendous job so far. I can’t wait to see it finished.”  
 
    “I can’t wait for you to see it finished. So were you able to get the smoke machine?”  
 
    “It’s in the trunk. I’ll need a hand getting it into the house—it’s awfully heavy.” 
 
    “Thanks so much for bringing it,” Jenna said. 
 
    “It’s no worries. The thing’s been sitting in the gym storage for eight years. I almost couldn’t find it; it was lost under an inch of dust.”  
 
    “Well thanks for going through the trouble of dragging it all the way over here. Chelsea, why don’t you give Principal Andersen a hand with the smoke machine?”  
 
    I tried to say ‘okay’ but I was still at a complete loss for words. Principal Andersen walked by me, out towards his car. I was slow to follow. I looked back at Jenna who was motioning for me to go—so I went. Principal Andersen popped his trunk, revealing a large black box with thick tubes sticking out of it. “So just take an end. It’s heavy.” He looked up at me. “Did you graduate from Dover?” he asked. 
 
    “No. I, uh, went to a school in Surrey,” I said, lying. 
 
    “Oh. Which one?”  
 
    “Madison High,” I said. I didn’t know any schools in Surrey, so I just made one up. I watched as Principal Andersen’s brow lowered.  
 
    “I don’t know it,” he said. 
 
    “It’s a small school.”  
 
    He stared at me for another long moment, directly into my eyes. “You look so familiar,” he said. I looked away quickly.  
 
    “I get that a lot,” I said. I grabbed one end of the heavy fog machine—and it truly was heavy. I had to yank with all of my strength just to get it out from the trunk, and then it nearly fell on my toes. Thankfully Principal Andersen was able to get his arms around it before it toppled over. I grabbed my handle again, but not before noticing the tan line around his ring finger. He wasn’t wearing his ring—had he lost it? Or had he taken it off before showing up at Jenna’s house?  
 
    We hauled the heavy fog machine into the house. “Where should we put this?” Principal Andersen asked.  
 
    “Just in the back yard. You’ll see an extension cord running along the fence—just put it at the end of that cord.” I watched as Principal Andersen’s gaze quickly explored Jenna’s body. He had a crush on her. Of course he did—why else would he be doing her a favour? He didn’t do anyone any favours, ever. He was a selfish little man. 
 
    We hauled the fog machine out into the backyard. We put it down while we looked around for the extension cord. I spotted it running along the eastern fence. And it ran all the way down her entire property, which was over an acre. We had to pull the heavy thing down her winding stone path and across the little bridge that went over her little pond. I was worried the combined weight of Principal Andersen, the fog machine, and me would be enough to make the bridge collapse, but somehow it remained intact. We finally plopped it down in the back corner of the large lot.  
 
    Principal Andersen looked around as he caught his breath. “You guys really are doing a phenomenal job out here,” he said, admiring the little ghosts hanging from the branches.  
 
    “Jenna’s done most of the work,” I said.  
 
    “She’s really good at this kind of stuff, huh?” he said.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. I looked around the yard at all of Jenna’s hard work, and then I looked back at Principal Andersen. I couldn’t help but notice he was staring down at my body, checking out my tush. He looked up quickly once my gaze was back on him, but not quickly enough. His cheeks turned a shade of pink. “You really do look familiar,” he said—and I didn’t believe him anymore. Now I was fairly sure that he was just making up an excuse to stare at me. He kept looking down at my body, as if my body would spark his memory.  
 
    Principal Andersen was a secret pervert. And out of nowhere, I had the urge to tease him. “You know you’ve got some white stuff on your pants,” I said. He looked down and saw the white stuff I was referring to—some residue from the fog machine. He reached down to wipe it off, but I beat him to it. “Let me get it,” I said. I started wiping his thighs, and I moved north with every wipe. He became tense as my fingers brushed over his crotch. I could feel his bulge. I brushed again. “This one is tougher to get out. It might need a really good rub,” I said. So I sunk down to my knees and I started rubbing his crotch, even though the white powdery residue was now gone. He didn’t protest. I stopped and looked up at him with big eyes. “What is that in your pocket? It’s so big. Is that your phone?” I said, wrapping my fingers around that bulge. I could feel it pulsing now. 
 
    He laughed nervously. “Are—Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” he said.  
 
    “That depends on what you’re thinking,” I said. I slyly slipped one of my bracelets off and I left it on the ground as I stood up. Then I looked down and said, “Oops, my bracelet fell off.” I turned away from him and then I bent over to pick up the bracelet, keeping my legs straight and showing off my whole tush. I took a few extra seconds than necessary to pick up the bracelet, which was just enough time for his hands to find my bare ass cheeks. He caressed them and then he squeezed.  
 
    “You’re so young and tight,” he said, his voice low and shaken.  
 
    “You really think so?” I said, remaining bent over. I was smirking, trying not to laugh. I wasn’t sure why I was getting such a kick out of teasing Principal Andersen—but I really was getting a kick out of it. I stood up straight. His hands remained on my ass for a moment before sliding up my sides. He cupped my breasts.  
 
    “And your breasts are so perky,” he said. He squeezed. I let my head rest back against his collarbone. I turned my head and looked into his eyes. I could feel his cock becoming erect against my tush.  
 
    “What is that against my bum? It’s so hard,” I said. “And it’s so big.”  
 
    “Give me your hand and I’ll show you,” he said. So I gave him my hand and it began to press it down the front of his pants. I could feel his soft pubic hair, and then I could feel his warm, hard cock. I wrapped my fingers around it.  
 
    “Is this your penis?” I said. 
 
    I could hear him smirking. “Do you like it?” 
 
    “I’ve never touched a penis before. Are they all this big?”  
 
    I felt his nose nestle into my hair and I felt his warm breath teasing my scalp. “No—this one’s special, baby. Just stroke it up and down—yeah, just like that. Oh, that feels good.” He was taking deep breaths.  
 
    “We should probably stop before Jenna finds us out here,” I said. I firmed my grip around his cock and I pumped harder and faster. 
 
    “I just need a minute—just one minute. Keep stroking. Fuck, that feels good,” he said, right into my ear. 
 
    “Like this?” I asked, directing my attention towards his tip. I could feel his throbbing getting more and more intense. His cock was as hard as a marble statue.  
 
    “Just like that. Don’t stop. Just give me thirty seconds. I’m already close, baby. You’re so good at that. Don’t stop.”  
 
    And he really was close—I could feel his cock beginning to bloat up. I could feel the wet tinge of his pre-cum oozing out from his tip. “A few more seconds,” he said through clenched teeth. And then I pulled my hand out from his pants. 
 
    “We should go inside and see Jenna. C’mon,” I said. I caught myself smirking—I couldn’t help it. I’d left him with the bluest balls possible. He was standing there groaning and squirming—probably wondering if he should just finish himself off or try to convince me to finish him off. I’m not sure if he stayed out in the yard and jerked off into Jenna’s bushes, but it was a minute before he came inside to say goodbye to Jenna. I tried not to laugh as he left.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    On my second last day as Jenna’s sissy assistant, we spent most of our time in the kitchen, baking cookies and preparing food for the party. She had me do a final clean around the house, which didn’t take long because the house was already immaculate, as always. Jimmy was upstairs in his room. It was Saturday—the day before Halloween. Jimmy was spending the day painting a small squad of miniatures.  
 
    The outfit Jenna had set out for me was my favourite of the week: a whitish pink frilly dress, that almost looked like something a ballerina might wear. I wore the knee-high white stockings again, and a pair of black heels. Jenna taught me how to do my hair into a loose up-do. It was the first time that week that I’d really pulled the hair off of my face—and I was surprised to see that I was actually prettier when my whole face was visible instead of hidden behind long dark hair.  
 
    “So tomorrow,” I said, “am I coming in the morning and then leaving at the same time? Or do I have the day off tomorrow?” I said it as if I was hoping for the day off—but in reality, I was hoping I would get to spend one more day as a woman. I wasn’t ready for the fun to end. I wasn’t ready to go back to my normal life—I wanted to keep feeling sexy, just for a little bit longer.  
 
    “You can come over again tomorrow,” she said. My heart leapt up into my chest, but I did my best to pretend to be disappointed. “And then I want you to stay for the party. You can serve drinks and clean up, so that dishes don’t start piling up and getting in the way.” My heart suddenly sunk into my gut. I couldn’t stay for the party—all of my friends from school would be at the party. Tony would be there—my own parents would be there! I couldn’t let them see me as a girl. 
 
    “You mean as myself, right? Not as Chelsea…” I said. 
 
    “No—as Chelsea. I even have your costume picked out and everything.”  
 
    “But—But my parents will be here,” I said, my voice shaking. 
 
    “It’s going to be dark and foggy—I doubt they’ll recognize you,” she said casually as she pulled a tray of fresh cookies out from the oven.  
 
    “But what if they do? What if someone recognizes me? Then I’m doomed! Please—I’ll serve drinks and do whatever for your party, but don’t make me dress up like a girl.”  
 
    “Sorry, Chelsea, but your punishment isn’t over yet. I promised your mom that I wouldn’t make it easy on you. Now do me a favour and move these cookies onto a clean plate.” She placed the cookie tray down on the counter. They smelled amazing and I’d been looking forward to eating them since Jenna started making the cookie dough—but I suddenly had no appetite.  
 
    The rest of that day dragged by slowly. I looked through Jenna’s medicine cabinet for something to quell my nausea, but I couldn’t find anything. I was no longer looking forward to being sexy for another day—now that was the very last thing I wanted. I didn’t want to wear whatever costume Jenna had picked out for me. I didn’t want to parade myself around in front of all of my classmates and friends and family members. Even if my parents didn’t recognize me in whatever costume Jenna stuck me in, they would still wonder where I was—and they would know that I was at that party, where I was living out the last of my punishment.  
 
    “You can go home for today now,” Jenna said. “I’ll see you here around ten tomorrow morning—that should be lots of time to get everything ready.”  
 
    So I got changed and I went home with a stomach full of dread. I looked briefly on Facebook and saw that most of my friends were planning on swinging by Jenna’s house before heading out to more rowdy house parties. I tried messaging Tony, “Why even go to the party at Jimmy’s house? Why not just go straight to a better party. Jimmy’s house is going to be lame probably anyway.” But Tony seemed to disagree. “There will be tons of free booze there—and I kind of want to see what she’s done with the yard this year.” I didn’t try to talk him out of it anymore, worried that I would end up looking suspicious.  
 
    I suffered through another sleepless night—only half nodding off once the sun was already up. It was Halloween—a day most young people should be excited for, but excitement wasn’t one of the emotions I was feeling. I got up slowly. My mom was making breakfast, but I passed. I had no appetite. “I’m supposed to be at Jenna’s house in half an hour,” I said. 
 
    “Can I drive you? It’s nippy out this morning,” my mom said. 
 
    “No—I’ll just ride my bike over,” I said.  
 
    “Okay. We’ll see you at the party then?” she asked. 
 
    “I doubt it,” I said. “I’ll probably be in the kitchen washing dishes all night.”  
 
    “Well then we’ll stop by the kitchen to say hello,” she said.  
 
    “I can’t promise I’ll be there. I might even be out running errands—picking up ice, that kind of thing.” 
 
    “I’m sure we’ll see you at some point. What’s wrong with you? It’s Halloween—why are you acting so mopey?”  
 
    I left without answering. I was on track to be early for the morning, but I was going to need all the time I could get if I was going to make myself truly unrecognizable. I left my bike against the side of Jenna’s house and then I went straight to her door and rang the doorbell. And then, as I waited for Jenna to let me in, I started wondering what costume she had picked out for me. I was hoping it would be something relatively conservative—maybe I could be dressed like a mummy—or anything with a mask. But another part of me hoped that it would be something sexy—though I knew sexy was the last thing I really wanted.  
 
    The door opened and I took a step forward, ready to let myself in. And then I looked up and saw Jimmy standing in the doorway. I’d forgotten that it was Sunday and Jimmy had no school. My heart swirled down into my gut. “Can I help you?” he asked. 
 
    My lips parted but no words came out. I tried clearing my throat, but that didn’t help either. How could I get passed Jimmy?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XI 
 
    I spat out the first words that eventually came to my mind. “I just came to pick something up for my mom—something your mom borrowed a few weeks ago.” 
 
    Jimmy stared at me. I could see that he was holding his hands away from his body, as there was wet paint on his fingers. “I’ll go get her then,” he said. He certainly wasn’t excited to see me—I was part of the reason he didn’t have any friends. After I stopped hanging out with him, my other friends stopped hanging out with him too. I was the one who deemed his model-painting hobby as lame and stupid. And he had to put up with years of ridicule because of me.  
 
    I felt strangely bad about it—Jimmy wasn’t a bad guy. He’d never done anything mean to anybody, but we still all made fun of him for so many years, and he hadn’t picked up any new friends since. He probably didn’t want new friends. He probably didn’t want to go through the same thing again: having his only friends turn on him because they didn’t think his hobbies were cool enough.  
 
    Jimmy didn’t come back to the door with his mother. Instead, he went straight back to his bedroom. Jenna let me into the house. She led me up to Linda’s bedroom where my costume was waiting for me. 
 
    It was a black witch costume, and it was designed to be sexy. The top was small, like a bikini top. And to cover my tush was a black skirt, which didn’t do a ton to keep me covered. I had to shave again before getting into the skimpy little outfit. Jenna went to the basement and found a pair of thigh-high black leather boots, which went great with the costume. And then she dug around in her lingerie drawer and found me a pair of fishnet sleeves, which extended from my shoulders to my elbows.  
 
    I felt the same way that I felt on my first day as a girl in Jenna’s house: exposed and vulnerable. I kept tugging down the skirt as if was riding up and showing off my whole tush—though I don’t think it was. Every time I looked in the mirror, it was positioned perfectly under the edge of my butt cheeks.  
 
    I spent most of that day in the bathroom doing my makeup. I spent close to an hour on each eye, making sure every little detail was perfect. I went thick with the eyeliner and heavy with the eye shadow. I found a black lipstick that complimented the costume, and made me look even more unrecognizable. When I finally went downstairs to see Jenna, it was only a couple of hours before the start of the party.  
 
    She was folding laundry. She’d cleaned all of the bed sheets in the house as well as the curtains and all of the clothes in her closet—just so her closet would smell fresh… as if anyone was going to be looking in her closet (or even her bedroom, for that matter). She asked me to go and put the sheets on the beds, so I started going room to room like a hotel maid. When I was done, I still had a set of sheets. “Are these spares?” I asked. 
 
    “No, those are Jimmy’s sheets. I did his bed, too,” she said. A cool shiver crept down my spine. I made my way slowly to Jimmy’s bedroom. He was inside—I could hear him humming as he painted his miniatures. I took a deep breath and then I knocked quietly. “I—uh—have some sheets to put on your bed,” I said.  
 
    “Come in,” he said back. 
 
    So I let myself in. He was sitting at his desk with his back to me—which was a relief. “I’ll be quick,” I said. I hurried over to his bed and I started getting it dressed. I looked up and saw his back. His attention was still on his miniatures. And then as I looked back towards the bed, I noticed the mirror on the wall, and then I saw that he was looking at me through it. He looked away quickly, his face turning red. I pretended not to notice and I continued making up his bed.  
 
     The silence in the room was awkward. I looked up quickly again, and I caught him looking my way again. He looked away shyly. Was he checking me out, or was he trying to figure out who I was? “So, um, what are you painting?” I asked. 
 
    “Warhammer models,” he said with a quiet voice. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “It’s for a game. You get these plastic models and you have to build them and paint them.” 
 
    “That sounds cool,” I said. 
 
    He shrugged.  
 
    “Can I see them?” I asked. I walked over to his desk. He hesitated, but then he ended up handing me one without looking at me. It was surprisingly impressive. The detail was intricate. He’d managed to shade the little model’s armour. He’d even managed to get little pupils in the model’s eyes. His skill had improved dramatically since we used to play with the models together. “That’s amazing,” I said. 
 
    He reached out, motioning for me to give the model back. So I handed it to him.  
 
    “That really is impressive,” I said.  
 
    “Thanks,” he said softly, without looking back at me. His cheeks were still red.  
 
    “So do you have a girlfriend?” I asked. He didn’t look back, but his face got redder.  
 
    “No,” he said.  
 
    “Why not? You’re a handsome guy. And you’re very talented.”  
 
    “Girls don’t really like me,” he said. “I’m not really popular.” Somehow I felt guilty, as if I was responsible for his social anxiety—and maybe I was. Maybe my ditching him all those years ago had left him socially traumatized.  
 
    “I’m sure that’s not true,” I said. “You seem like a really nice guy.”  
 
    He just shrugged his shoulders.  
 
    “I should be getting back to your mom—the party is going to start soon. What are you dressing up as?” I asked as I moved towards his bedroom door. 
 
    “I’m just going to stay up here,” he said.  
 
    “You should come down—even just for one drink,” I said. 
 
    “I’d rather not. Thanks though.”  
 
    So I left the room feeling nervous and guilty. Now I really wasn’t looking forward to this party. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XII 
 
    The first few party guests were strangers to me. One of them was a single father who kept inadvertently looking at my ass, but I didn’t mind. I took it more as a compliment than anything. Ten minutes later an older couple showed up. The husband kept looking at my ass, and it wasn’t long before he got a sharp elbow from his wife. 
 
    Then some of my friends’ parents started showing up, and my heart started pounding. I kept the brim of my witch’s hat low, in an attempt to cover my face—but I could only keep it so low while I was walking around with a tray of drinks.  
 
    It was an hour into the party when my classmates started showing up. Danny, the guy who sat directly next to me during math, looked right into my eyes as I opened the door for him. He stared for a moment too long, and I found myself looking away quickly, hoping he wasn’t recognizing me. “Are you Jimmy’s sister? I didn’t know Jimmy had such a babe of a sister,” he said, smirking confidently, despite his face full of pimples. I found myself smirking—he didn’t recognize me, and he thought that I was a babe.  
 
    I got a few curious looks throughout the night, and a few guys came up to tell me that I looked familiar. My heart stuttered every time, but no one ever caught on—especially once all of the guests had a few drinks in them.  
 
    There must have been three hundred people at that party—maybe more. It was impossible to keep count, as people were showing up faster than I could count them. Some of the costumes were great—and some were less than impressive. Danny’s mom showed up dressed like a nurse—even though she worked as a nurse. Philip came dressed as a soccer player, even though he was on the school soccer team.  
 
    Tony’s disguise was a real relief. He came as Clark Kent, wearing his dad’s glasses, which had a strong prescription. I overheard him complaining that he couldn’t see very well—which was obviously for the best.  
 
    As conversations became louder, Jenna turned up the music, and then conversations had to come louder to compensate. Soon enough, the party could be heard from blocks away. People were having a blast. Jenna’s snacks were a hit, and everyone spent at least a few minutes gawking at the intricate decorations.  
 
    Jenna came up to me around 10:00 PM and said, “You’re doing a great job. Everything is going so perfectly!”  
 
    “Thanks,” I said. And I was having a blast. I loved strutting through the room and turning heads. I’d never felt so confident in my whole life. I was sure that no one recognized me. Even my own parents had no idea who I was as they took drinks off of my tray. Though it was a relief when they went home early for the night, and it was a relief when my classmates took off for rowdier parties.  
 
    But even without my classmates, the party was still going strong. Jenna came up to me and told me I could take a break. She had a few other friends show up to help pass around drinks. “You can probably even take off for the night. I guess your punishment is done,” she said. 
 
    I felt a wave of relief, and then I felt a wave of disappointment. Once I took off that sexy witch costume, that would be the end of my feminized days. I would never get to truly feel sexy again. I wouldn’t ever get to admire myself in the mirror, or spend hours perfecting my makeup. I wouldn’t get to feel my perfectly smooth legs after a few days, and I wouldn’t get to feel the fresh air all the way up to my tush when I was out in public.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said. I didn’t want to look disappointed, so I forced a smile. I couldn’t let her know that I’d actually enjoyed my punishment.  
 
    I went inside where the party was mostly desolate. I had a drink—my first of the night. And then I found myself in the living room, in front of the big fancy wall mirror. I took off my hat and placed it down on the table. I fixed my hair and felt a sadness filling up in my chest. It was the last time I would see myself looking so pretty, so I wanted to take it all in. I wanted to enjoy the moment—I didn’t want to feel sadness, but I couldn’t help it. 
 
    I made my way upstairs slowly. As I walked up to Linda’s bedroom where my male clothes were stashed, I noticed the light glowing under Jimmy’s door. I hesitated a moment and then I walked over to Jimmy’s room. I knocked gently and waited. “Who’s there?” he called out. 
 
    “It’s me,” I said. “Chelsea.”  
 
    There was another silence. “Come in,” he said. So I let myself in. He was on his bed, reading one of his miniature books. He looked over the book at me and then he looked back down at his book quickly. “What’s up?” he asked. 
 
    “I just wanted to come say hi before I took off. You really should have come down to the party. It was a lot of fun.” 
 
    “I didn’t really want to see anybody,” he said.  
 
    “Well you should have come to see me.” I hopped up on his bed and took a seat next to him. Our shoulders were touching. His face quickly became a shade of red, and I wondered if he’d ever been that close to a woman before. “You really shouldn’t be shy,” I said. “You seem like a really nice guy—and you’re really good at painting your Warhammer guys.”  
 
    “Thanks,” he said, his voice cracking slightly.  
 
    “And you’re cute,” I said, smiling. 
 
    He looked at me slowly. His cheeks couldn’t have been redder. “Thanks,” he said. I leaned over and gave him a kiss on the lips. He remained frozen and he didn’t kiss back. Even after I leaned back, he continued to remain still, his gaze fixed on nothing in particular.  
 
    “W—Why did you do that?” he asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. I wasn’t even sure why I’d done it. I thought I’d done it out of guilt—as a way to repay him for hurting him all those years ago. But as I stared into his eyes, I realized that there was more than that. So I kissed him again. This time he kissed back. His lips were soft and he was a gentle kisser.  
 
    I rolled on top of him and we continued to kiss. He was slow to wrap his hands around me. He had gentle hands. They moved slowly up and down my back. I felt him becoming tense. I opened my eyes and leaned my head back. He was staring at me with a frightened look. “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
    “Why do you like me?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. You seem sweet,” I said.  
 
    “It’s just… Girls don’t really like me.”  
 
    “I’m willing to bet that’s not true, Jimmy.”  
 
    “How do you know my name?”  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. “Your mom told me,” I said.  
 
    “Oh,” he said. There was an awkward silence, which I ended by leaning in again for another kiss. He accepted the kiss, and he even let me stick my tongue into his mouth. His hands continued to caress my sides, carefully exploring my body. They wrapped around me slowly and he slipped his fingers onto my ass. I could feel his heart beginning to surge, pounding against my chest as I laid on top of him.  
 
    “Are you a virgin?” I asked. 
 
    His face became that shade of red again, but he didn’t answer—he didn’t have to. So I sunk down and I began to undo his belt. He was nervous: tense and breathing heavily. I knew he would relax soon.  
 
    I reached into his pants and then I fished out his cock. And then I saw it and I became the frozen one. His cock was huge: almost nine inches long, and it was still mostly flaccid. I lifted it up—it was heavy, too. And it was starting to pulse. I was not expecting such an impressive member to be hiding in those pants. “Is everything okay?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded my head slowly. “Yeah—you’re just… you’re really big,” I said. I wasn’t sure whether or not I’d blinked.  
 
    “Is that okay?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said. “It’s more than okay.” There was something so mesmerizing about his massive cock. I just wanted to touch it—I wanted to stroke it and suck it. I wanted to see it hard and I wanted to feel it inside of me. I wanted to watch cum explode out from his bulbous tip. I wanted to fuck him. But first, I had to get him hard, so I started massaging his length. I leaned my head in and I sucked his tip while I worked his shaft. I could feel him getting harder. I could hear him breathing heavily. He was enjoying it, which had me feeling strangely satisfied.  
 
    Once he was hard, I couldn’t even believe his cock was real. It was so big—at least twelve inches long, and curved slightly to one side. It was heavy, like another leg. I couldn’t even begin to fit the whole thing in my mouth, so I just sucked what I could while pumping with both of my hands. “That feels good,” he said. 
 
    “Good,” I said. “I don’t know how you can be shy with a cock like this.” 
 
    “I don’t want to scare anyone,” he said. And it was a good point—it was scary. I was terrified of sticking it into my body. I wasn’t even sure if it was going to fit or not—but I had to try. I reached down and moved my panties aside under my skirt. Then I climbed up and lined the huge cock up with my asshole. I just hoped there was enough saliva along his slick shaft so that it would go in. I took a deep breath.  
 
    “I’ve never done this before,” he said. 
 
    “I know,” I said. “Me neither.”  
 
    “No—I mean, I’ve never been with a guy before,” he said. And then my heart stopped momentarily.  
 
    “What did you say?” I said. My ears were suddenly ringing and that nausea had finally made its return to my gut.  
 
    “Sorry, I shouldn’t say a guy. I’ve never been with a trans girl before.” He stared into my eyes, as if I should have known that he knew. “I mean—I know who you are. Don’t get me wrong—you look good.” 
 
    “You know who I am?” I asked, my voice shaking. I could still feel his warm throbbing tip pressed up against my tush hole.  
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “I don’t mind though. Like I said—you look good.”  
 
    My heart was racing. My identity had been compromised. Would Jimmy tell anyone? Was he the only one who could tell? Why didn’t he say anything? Why didn’t anyone say anything? “Do you still want to do it?” he asked. 
 
    “Um, yeah,” I said. Though I wasn’t sure what I wanted. I couldn’t even remember how I’d ended up in his bedroom, straddling his giant, saliva-covered cock. I looked down and found myself taken aback by how big it was all over again. I closed my eyes and tried to push away all of my anxieties. He wasn’t going to tell anyone—and so what if he did tell anyone? Could they make fun of me? They’d spent the whole night checking out my ass and asking for my phone number—how could they turn around and pretend like I should be ashamed of myself?  
 
    Maybe there was nothing to be ashamed of. Maybe I was better off dressing like a girl. Everyone seemed to like me when I was a girl—and I had more fun wearing makeup and skirts and dresses and panties. So what was really the big deal? So a few kids at school might make fun of me—but they would get over it. Kids were always making fun of one another and then getting over it. In fact, there was a trans girl in one of my classes—no one ever made fun of her—so what was I so worried about?  
 
    I started sinking down, feeling his cock sliding up into my asshole. It was a tight squeeze, but somehow he fit. He sunk deeper and deeper. I clenched hard but that didn’t stop gravity from pulling me down. I could feel his cock up in my throat—at least it felt like it was in my throat. I couldn’t believe I was actually able to accommodate his massive length.  
 
    “Does it hurt?” he asked. 
 
    “No, it feels amazing,” I said. And it was true—it felt beyond incredible. My ass was pulsing with warm euphoria. I could feel my cock twitching with that same ecstasy. I wanted more of him inside of me, so I sunk down even further, until my butt was pressed against his lap. And then I started to bounce. It felt so much better than the suction-cup dildo, and so much better than the vibrating egg. This was a whole new feeling: warm and real. I could feel his skin pulling up and down his shaft. I could feel his veins pumping blood. He was really inside of me—a part of his body was inside of my body!  
 
    I kept bouncing. His hands held my hips and guided me up and down his long shaft. “Shit,” I muttered. I could see a slight bulge in my stomach every time I came down: the tip of his cock pushing against my gut. Maybe it was a concerning sight, but I just thought it was erotic. I felt my cock getting harder. And I kept bouncing—I kept massaging my anal walls with his long curved dick.  
 
    “Can I stroke you?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes. Stroke me,” I said. “Please stroke me.” He curled his fingers around my cock and he began to stroke my length. My cock looked tiny compared to his, but I didn’t mind. He was the man, after all—and I was the woman. Women don’t need to have giant cocks.  
 
    “You’re going to make me come,” I said. He was aiming my cock right at his chest while he pumped. He didn’t seem to mind the idea of getting coated in my jizz. “Any second now,” I said, giving him a second warning, but he didn’t react. I clenched and tried to hold back, but I couldn’t hold on for long. I ended up spraying his chest with warm cum. He let out a loud elated sigh. “I want you to come inside of me,” I said.  
 
    “Okay,” he said. His face was dark red and I could tell that he was close. I kept bouncing, up and down, massaging his shaft with my tight anus. I could feel him bloating up and getting ready to burst—and second… 
 
    He grunted, and then I felt it: a hot burst deep inside of my body. He squirmed and groaned and I’d never felt fuller in my entire life. And then he pulled out and suddenly I felt empty. I flopped over next to him, and we both lay on our backs as we caught our breath.  “That was amazing,” he said between breaths. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “We should do it again sometime.”  
 
    “I would like that,” he said.  
 
    I looked over at him and smiled. I stared into his eyes and then I asked him what he thought of me coming to school as a girl. He liked the idea. He had no problem with people seeing him and me together in the halls, holding hands. He even seemed to think people would embrace him. And then I asked if I could borrow some of his sister’s clothes until I got my own.  
 
    “I don’t mind,” he said with a big smile. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d seen him smile—it had been many years. It was a nice sight to see, and it was a nice way of letting me know that I was making the right choice. My sissy punishment had turned out to be the best thing that ever happened to me.  
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    MAKE HIM MY GIRL 
 
    When Dave sneaks into the women’s bathroom at the mall, because the line for the men’s bathroom is too long, he doesn’t expect to spot one of his male classmates getting dolled up in a blonde wig and makeup. And he certainly doesn’t expect to find himself so attracted to her, once he sees her perusing the mall with her tall heels and her short dress.  
 
    He’s always wanted to be with a girl just like her, with a little extra between the thighs—so he begins to hatch a plan to make his cross-dressing male classmate his girl. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It wasn’t my proudest moment, but I really had to go. I’d been holding it for hours, hoping I would be able to get home to use my own bathroom—but I ended up getting stuck at that mall with my buddies for far longer than I’d anticipated. I realized while we were in the food court that I would piss my pants if I had to hold it for another five minutes.  
 
    And I sure as hell wasn’t going to wait in that line, squirming with my hands between my legs like a three-year-old who still had no idea how to control his bladder. According to the man in front of me in line, two of the stalls were broken and all of the urinals were broken, leaving just a single toilet for the entire male population in that mall to fight over. I attempted to stand in the line, but after two minutes of standing still, I caved. There was no line for the women’s bathroom. Everyone in the line kept talking about slipping into the girls’ bathroom quickly, but no one was brave enough to do it—no one but me. 
 
    Though I’m not sure ‘brave’ is the correct word. I wasn’t brave. It was either piss in the women’s bathroom or piss in my pants, and maybe I didn’t think I was brave enough to piss in my pants in a crowded shopping mall.  
 
    The women’s bathroom was nice—painted a muted pink colour, and it smelled like flowers. The floors were impressively clean and the counters were shining with lemon Pledge. I ran into an open stall and I threw up the toilet seat. I nearly pissed standing up when I remembered I was in the girls’ bathroom—if a woman saw my front-facing feet, she would know they’d been infiltrated. So I sat down and went about my business in a ladylike sort of way. And I’d never felt more satisfied in my life. 
 
    I felt another large wave of relief when I saw another man enter the stall next to me—apparently I wasn’t the only one dying to use the toilet. I didn’t know for sure that it was a man next to me, but those were men’s sneakers (white sneakers with three neon green stripes on the side), and what looked like a pair of men’s jeans.  
 
    I couldn’t help but notice when he slipped out from those shoes. I saw him reach down and pull off his socks. He stuffed his socks into his empty shoes, and then his pants slid down to his ankles. His belt hit the floor with a clunk, and then he stepped out from the pants. And that’s when I saw that his ankles were hairless—so I assumed the rest of his legs were hairless. And then I began to wonder if it was actually a man beside me.  
 
    So I remained still on the toilet seat, even though I was finished my business. I didn’t want to sneak out until I knew the bathroom was empty. I checked my phone for new messages and then I looked back down at the feet of the stranger next to me. Now she was slipping a skirt up her legs. It was a black skirt, and I only saw it for a couple of seconds. Next she slid on a pair of white stockings, and then she slipped her feet into a pair of black heels with deep red soles. Her sneakers and jeans and her thick black hoodie were now stuffed into a bag, which I could also see, leaning against the stall door. I figured she would be done at any second.  
 
    My phone buzzed. I checked it again. I had a message from my buddy. “Where the hell did you go?” 
 
    “I’m stuck in the bathroom,” I replied. “I’m waiting for this chick to leave before I sneak out.” I looked back down and saw that the girl was now digging makeup supplies out from her bag. I watched as she picked up a small makeup mirror, and then I realized she was going to be a while—and I could probably sneak out without her noticing. So I flushed and then I took a deep breath before bolting for the door.  
 
    I met up with my friends back in the food court. They were already finished their lunches, and I hadn’t even bought mine. They weren’t keen to wait for me, so I told them that I would meet up with them. I went and bought a couple slices of pizza, and then I started to wander the mall while eating, in search of my friends. 
 
    I peeked into a few stores where I thought they might be. Terry was always lingering in the video game store, and Riley was always wanting to look at hats in the cap shop. But they weren’t in either store.  
 
    Sometimes Riley would go into women’s clothing stores and pretend to be shopping for his non-existent sister’s birthday present—it was an excuse to hit on girls. He would say things like, “You’re actually her exact size by the looks of it. Do you mind trying this on for me?” He would get girls to try on the skimpiest outfits, and then he would compliment them and offer to buy them the outfits. It was a surprisingly effective strategy—women seemed to love it… So I found myself looking in women’s clothing stores, trying to locate my friends. 
 
    I was peeking in a lingerie store when I saw a familiar sight: a pair of black heels with red soles. The woman with the shoes was a tall blonde—her hair was so blonde, it was almost white. She was wearing a black skirt—the same one I saw the girl in the bathroom slip up her legs, and she was carrying a backpack—the same one I saw propped against the bathroom stall door. She was admiring a sheer white slip with pink embellishments. Her lips were shining pink with gloss, and her eyes were large and stunning. I was certain it was the girl from the women’s bathroom.  
 
    She looked strangely familiar—perhaps I’d seen her around the mall before, maybe even before she changed out from her sneakers and jeans and her black hoodie… But why was she ever wearing such a boyish outfit? She was a beautiful blonde—why would a beautiful blonde put on a pair of baggy jeans and a baggy black hoodie? I’m sure she had her reasons. I was surprised Riley wasn’t in the store, trying to get her to try the slip on for his imaginary sister.  
 
    She looked over at me and smiled. My heart skipped a beat and I found myself looking away quickly, like a shy child. It was a strange sensation—one I hadn’t felt in years, since I was a little virgin who was completely terrified of women. When I finally gathered the courage to look back at the pretty blonde, she was gone—she’d slipped into a change room to try on the white and pink slip. So I carried on, and eventually found my buddies in the bookstore. They weren’t looking at books though—they were looking at the girls reading the books. Riley had a theory that bookworm girls were the easiest girls to pick up, because they weren’t used to being complimented. I’d always thought it was a stretch of a theory, but that afternoon he proved me wrong by getting a pretty girl’s phone number in a matter of minutes.  
 
    “You’re just lucky because you’re six-five and you look like a goddamned quarterback,” I said. Riley had impeccable genes. He never stepped foot in a gym, yet he was still built like a professional athlete. He was tall and he was naturally handsome, even though he rarely showered and never bothered to style his hair.  
 
    “It’s all about confidence. It had nothing to do with the way you look. You can get any girl in the world if you’re confident, even if you look like The Hunchback of Notre Dame,” he said. I didn’t believe him—it was easy for him to say because he certainly didn’t look anything like The Hunchback of Notre Dame. He could have been a model; in fact, he’d been approached numerous times by modelling agents on the streets. He didn’t know what it was like being short and skinny, with an average face and a long torso that made most shirts look unflattering. 
 
    “Yeah, sure,” I said.  
 
    “That girl there. I want you to go get her number,” he said to me. He was pointing at a short brunette with long bangs. She was cute, sitting with a warm smile on her face as she read a book about politics.  
 
    “She’s out of my league,” I said. 
 
    “There are no leagues. Just go talk to her. Tell her she looks beautiful and then ask for her number—don’t say anything else. Just don’t stutter. Be confident, and it will work—I promise.”  
 
    “She’ll probably give me a fake number,” I said. 
 
    “Call it in front of her—you’ll hear her phone ring. I promise.”  
 
    So I dragged my feet over to the girl. My heart was racing. I knew I was about to be rejected—and a part of me was hoping to be rejected, just so I could prove Riley wrong. But another part of me was hoping Riley was right, that I would land a date with a gorgeous brunette who was way out of my league. I stopped in front of her and she looked up at me. And then I froze. I forgot what I was supposed to say, and now I was standing in front of a beautiful woman with parted lips and tense shoulders. 
 
    “Can I help you?” she asked. 
 
    “Uh,” I said. It took a minute before I remembered my lines. “You look beautiful,” I said, sounding like a robot. “I would, uh, really like it if I could get your number.”  
 
    She looked horrified, as if my teeth were falling out while I was talking. She stared up at me and then stood up slowly. “I’m sorry, I have to go. It was nice talking to you,” she said. And then she was gone. I could hear Riley laughing behind me.  
 
    “What the hell was that?” he said. My heart was still pounding and my lips were still stuck parted.  
 
    “I did what you said,” I said. 
 
    “You call that confidence? That was hard to watch. I thought you were about to piss your pants in front of her.”  
 
    “It’s a catch-22, isn’t it? I have to be confident to get her number, but how can I be confident if I’ve never gotten a girl’s number? It’s like the Peter Pan fantasy land—you can only get there if you believe in it, but how the hell are you supposed to believe in it if you’ve never seen it?”  
 
    “Well it helped that the kids saw Peter Pan flying about, didn’t it?” Riley said with a laugh. “I’m your Peter Pan, Dave. You’ve seen me do it.”  
 
    “Again, you’re six-five and look a bit like Brad Pitt. I’m five-five and I look more like Steve Buscemi.”  
 
    “I bet Steve Buscemi gets laid like crazy,” Riley said. 
 
    “Yeah, because he’s rich and famous.”  
 
    “There’s always going to be an excuse, Dave. We’ll try again later. Let’s go find Terry. I’m not sure where he wandered off to, but I’m going to bet we’ll find him buying video games.” So we wandered off towards the video game store. My heart took a few minutes to relax and accept the rejection. As we approached the video game store, I spotted that pretty blonde again. She was walking towards the food court with a small lingerie store bag at her side. I wondered if she bought the white and pink slip that would have looked so cute on her. I wondered if she planned on wearing it for someone, or if it was just something she planned on enjoying alone.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I had an embarrassing moment at school the next day. I was at my locker when a girl came up to me and said, “I heard you asked out my friend, Madison yesterday. I heard you were practically drooling while hitting on her.” I’d never talked to the girl standing before me, but I’d seen her around the halls. Of course, with my luck, the brunette I’d hit on was someone my classmates knew well.  
 
    “I was dared to ask her out,” I said. “It’s not a big deal.”  
 
    “She’s way out of your league. No offense,” said the girl. She had a big smirk. But she was nothing special herself—probably in my league, which wasn’t exactly a compliment.  
 
    “None taken,” I said, and I was happy when she walked away. After my next period, another girl came up to me to rub my blunder in my face. “I’ve never seen Madison look more disturbed,” she said. 
 
    “Well you can tell her I’m sorry—I only talked to her because Riley dared me to. I couldn’t actually care less,” I said. Though my cheeks still burned warm with embarrassment.  
 
    As I walked into the cafeteria during lunch, a whole group of girls looked over at me and started to snicker. My heart fizzled down into my gut, so I turned around and went the other way. I ended up buying my lunch at the 7-11 across the street, and then I ate it in the parking lot with the other kids who were too embarrassed to eat in the cafeteria.  
 
    My food wasn’t fantastic. It was a ‘pizza sub’, which I’m pretty sure had been sitting on the shelf for a couple weeks too long. It was very saucy on one side and then completely bare on the other side. I still ate it because I didn’t have any other options. While I was taking my last bite, I noticed the young man sitting across from me in the parking lot, eating an equally disappointing sandwich. He had short scruffy hair. But what caught my attention was his sneakers: white with three neon green stripes. They weren’t terribly unusual sneakers, but he was wearing a black hoodie and baggy blue jeans—the same outfit I saw in that women’s bathroom.  
 
    I just thought it was a strange coincidence more than anything, until I saw the young man reach back and stuff the rest of his sandwich into his backpack—which was the same backpack I saw that pretty blonde carrying around at the mall. Now I was beginning to think there was more than just coincidence at play. So I followed the young man once he got up to leave. I kept my distance, so he wouldn’t become suspicious. I followed him all the way to his locker, and then I cautiously hid around the corner, where I had a decent view into his locker once it was open.  
 
    I saw him put his bag down. He unzipped if briefly to slip out his chemistry workbook, and that’s when I saw a glimmer of blonde hair—what looked like a wig from my vantage point. And now the coincidence was just too great, because it wasn’t a coincidence. The young man was the beautiful blonde at the mall.  
 
    I didn’t follow him any further. I’d seen all I needed to see. I felt like I had to tell someone, but I didn’t know who to tell. I didn’t even know the young man’s name. And I wasn’t sure that I wanted anyone to know what I knew: that one of our classmates was living a double life as a beautiful blonde woman.  
 
    I didn’t realize until later that afternoon that I had a class with the young man. He sat in the far back corner of the class and he never raised his hand. He remained quiet and invisible—and he did a good job of it. We were almost halfway through the semester and I’d never noticed him before. When the bell rang, he managed to slip into the stream of exiting students, and then he managed to disappear. I lost track of him until I found him back at his locker. He grabbed his bag and then he left the school through the back door. And once again, I found myself following him.  
 
    He cut across the field and then he navigated through the wooded area between our school and the mall. I used to hang out with Terry and Riley in those woods after school—when we first started smoking cigarettes. I kept my distance from the hoodie-clad young man. I occasionally lost sight of him and then caught up again. He was headed for the mall. I lost sight of him as I climbed over a ledge. Then I saw him sitting in the distance, pulling his feminine outfit out from his bag. I stopped and crouched down to watch.  
 
    He got undressed in the woods—completely nude—before slipping into a pair of black lace panties. His legs were shaved smooth. I could see his soft skin glistening from a quarter mile away. He then bent over and slipped into a cute skirt: made with pink tulle. It looked like something a ballerina might wear. Then he slipped a padded bra onto his chest. The bra had flesh-coloured pads built into it, which jiggled slightly, like real tits. He put a fitted black sweater on over the bra, and then took a moment to adjust straps and whatnot so that everything looked proper. Then he got his wig on, and then he started doing his makeup.  
 
    He worked surprisingly quickly—as if he’d done it many, many times before. It was an impressive sight, and an impressive transformation. I even found myself wondering if I was truly staring at the same person at the end of his dress-up, even though I’d watched the whole thing from afar. He finished his transformation with a few sprays of perfume, which I could just smell once I started pursuing him again, as he continued towards the mall.  
 
    Once we were in the mall, I cut my distance in half. I even got within ten feet of him at one point, when he meandered into the bookstore. I wanted to get a closer look, to see if I could tell that he was truly a man from up close. I knew that it was true, but I still had a hard time believing his transformation could have been so impressive. But I couldn’t see any signs of manliness on his face or on his body. His Adam’s apple was non-existent, and his shoulders were narrow. He had wide hips and a narrow waist, and he had nice thick thighs that looked perfect beneath his tulle skirt. He really was gorgeous—she really was gorgeous. And I really wanted to suck her cock.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I’ve always had a secret fantasy to be with a beautiful, well-hung woman. In my fantasy, the girl has big perky tits, but I wasn’t about to be picky. The only problem was, the beautiful blonde was way out of my league. She was an easy ten out of ten. While I followed her around the mall, I witnessed three men hitting on her—one man even asked her for her phone number, but she didn’t give it up. Of course she didn’t give it up—because she probably didn’t own a phone just for her feminine persona.  
 
    So how was I supposed to get with her? How could I convince her to go out with me, over all of the other guys flinging themselves at her? I could have told her that I knew her real identity, but I didn’t want to make her feel uncomfortable. I didn’t want to scare her away—and I definitely didn’t want her to stop dressing up.  
 
    Over the next week, watching her transform into a woman became my secret favourite pastime. I would follow her out into those woods and then I would excitedly watch as she slipped into her outfit. My own personal favourite was a green dress with a long V cut down the chest. She had a special strapless bra for the dress, also with fleshy built-in cups, like her other bras. The dress was short, and the right breeze would expose just a bit of her bum—enough to get my heart pounding. I’d always dreamed of getting with a girl like her, but I’d never actually seen a girl like her in real life—at least I’d never seen one that I knew was the real deal.  
 
    I don’t know why I was so obsessed with my trap fantasy. I don’t know where it came from or when it started. I didn’t like cock—at least not male cock. I hated the thought of a cock dangling between two muscular thighs. I hated the image of hairy legs, and I hated the thought of a muscular jawline. Whenever I watched porn, I always looked away when there was a close-up of the guy’s cock. But if there was a close-up of the girl’s cock—then my gaze was fixed to that screen and my fingers were curled around my own throbbing erection. And then I would think: One day, I want to suck one of those.  
 
    And now I felt like I had my chance, though I wasn’t even sure where or how to start. How could I approach her without revealing that I’d been stalking her for days? How could I compliment her without making her feel horribly uncomfortable? Was she even interested in getting with a man? And if so, wouldn’t she be more interested in getting with a guy like Riley, and not a short, scrawny guy like me?  
 
    I found myself sitting closer to the young man in my last period class. By the end of the week, I was sitting just two desks away from him. I still hadn’t talked to him—I didn’t even know what his name was, until the next Monday, when the teacher called on him to read a paragraph of a book out loud. He stood up, as instructed, and read quietly from the book. The teacher asked him to speak up. “A little bit louder, Mathew,” she said. And he hardly raised his voice at all. His voice wasn’t particularly feminine—not until he was dolled up. I overheard him that afternoon talking to a cashier at the mall, in his girly voice. His girly voice was convincing—beyond genuine. It was obviously something he’d practised rigorously—along with his posture and his body language. When he was dolled up, he was a completely different person. He really did become a woman. 
 
    It was that Monday afternoon, while I was watching her from across the food court, when I noticed Riley was sitting and eating some fries and gravy. He had his head up and his gaze locked on the blonde trap. He watched her as she moved from store to store, and then he got up to pursue her.  
 
    My body became tense. He was walking with that confidence he loved to brag about—and he was determined. He stopped outside of the bookstore, which she was inside of, and he took a deep breath. My heart was pounding. I didn’t want him to ask her out. What if she said yes? What if they actually started dating? What if Riley stole her away from me? I suddenly found myself regretting my hesitation. I should have just asked her out as soon as I found out who she was. I should have just tried—at least thrown my hat into the ring while she was still available—if she even was available. At least then I would have had a chance. But now, with Riley as my competition, I had no chance.  
 
    I didn’t want to intervene, but my body wouldn’t allow me not to. I ran over to Riley and I caught him right before he tapped on her shoulder. “Hey,” I said, panting and suddenly out of breath. “What are you doing here?”  
 
    He looked at me with a strange grin. “Hey,” he said. “I thought you said you had to go home to do homework.” 
 
    “I finished early.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you call me?” he asked. 
 
    “I, uh—I tried to. But you didn’t pick up.” He looked at his phone and shook his head.  
 
    “I’ve got nothing,” he said. 
 
    “Anyway, do you want to go see a movie or something?” I looked over and saw the beautiful blonde at the counter. She was buying a book, and about to take off for the next shop. Riley saw me looking at her and then his grin grew bigger. “Do you like her?” he asked.  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Who?” 
 
    “You know who,” he said. “So I’ll take that as a yes. Why don’t you go and ask her out?”  
 
    “She’s out of my league,” I said—and I said it instinctively, as if I was painfully used to saying it. 
 
    “Let’s not have this conversation again,” he said. “If you’re confident, you can have any girl you want. I know you don’t believe me when I say it, but it’s true.” 
 
    The thing was, I did believe him. I knew he was right because I’d seen some weird-looking guys with some beautiful women before, but I just couldn’t figure out where that confidence could possibly come from. I was still a student. I wasn’t a great looking macho man. I didn’t have a job. I hardly had enough money for lunch, never mind a nice date. So what did I have to be confident about?  
 
    “Go and ask her—c’mon. What do you have to lose?” he asked. But I had a lot to lose—I had my whole first impression to lose. And this wasn’t a case of ‘there’s plenty more fish in the sea!’ Because there weren’t too many well-hung beautiful blonde fish in the sea that I was aware of. Riley gave me a shove, but I became tense. “If you don’t ask her out, I will. You’ve got thirty seconds to walk over there.” 
 
    I was suddenly regretting my decision to intervene. I should have just let Riley make his move. She probably would have rejected him. I’d watched her reject many dudes over the past week—many of whom were perfectly confident. But now I felt like I had no choice—I had to make a move and it had to be a good one, otherwise I would lose my chance to suck her perfect feminine cock. 
 
    He gave me another little shove towards her. I started walking but my legs were shaking. My heart was pounding. I brought my hands up to straighten my shirt and then I noticed my hands were trembling. I was a mess—far from confident. I tried to control my breathing and then I found it hard to control my strides. It seemed like I could only pick one or the other. I went with breathing, and found myself stumbling constantly. She stopped walking as I stepped up behind her, and I nearly barrelled right into her. Luckily I managed to stop myself. I cleared my throat, accidentally grabbing her attention. She turned around to face me, and my heart stopped beating. My lips parted and I felt like a complete fool—like I was wasting the one and only opportunity I would ever get.  
 
    “Hi,” she said with a smile that melted my heart. 
 
    “Hi,” I managed to reply. I took a deep breath. “Just wanted to say that I really like your dress.” I was thrilled that the words managed to manifest in my mouth without any stutters. She smiled and her cheeks turned a shade of pink. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said.  
 
    “I really mean it. And I like your hair, too. It’s really nice. It looks soft.” I realized I was starting to sound creepy, but at least I was speaking. At least she didn’t look at me like I was some sort of deranged animal.  
 
    “Thanks,” she said again. “I really appreciate it.”  
 
    “Have a nice day,” I said. She smiled and nodded and went off towards another shop. I didn’t ask her out like I was supposed to, but I’d made a reasonable impression. I didn’t make myself look like a complete fool—at least I was fairly certain that I didn’t look like a complete fool. So I turned around and I went back to Riley, who was eagerly awaiting the tale of my rejection. “So—where’s her number?” he said. 
 
    “I didn’t get it,” I said. 
 
    “Because you aren’t being confident enough. You need to be more confident.” 
 
    “If you say the word confident one more time I’m going to kick you so hard in the junk.” 
 
    “Okay—fine. So you got rejected—it’s not a big deal. You’ll bounce back and it will only get easier. I promise. So do you mind if I go and ask her out?” He had his gaze locked on her—down on her butt. He was watching with a hypnotic glare as her skirt danced from side to side, occasionally teasing a hint of her rump. Even I found myself staring.  
 
    “If you ask her out, I’ll never talk to you again,” I said. And it was the first time—maybe in my life—that I spoke with absolute confidence. Riley looked at me with a big smile. He nodded his head.  
 
    “I like it. That’s the con—that’s the energy I’m looking for. Talk to her like that and you’re golden—I promise,” he said. That big smile only became bigger. And I felt strangely empowered, with the image of her cock still dangling in my mind’s eye. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I was as stiff as a board when I took a seat next to Mathew in my final class of the day, the next day. I had no idea what he knew—but surely he remembered me as the guy who hit on him at the mall the day before. I wondered if he’d told anyone—if he even had any friends to tell. I’d looked around for him throughout the day, but I hadn’t spotted him, not even out in the parking lot at lunch. He was shockingly good at remaining hidden, blending in with crowds, and slipping out when no one was looking. It wasn’t uncommon for me to lose sight of him when I was following him from the school to the mall. Thankfully I knew where he liked to get changed, out in those woods.  
 
    As we sat in class, I looked over at him. He didn’t look up from his desk, but I’m sure he noticed my head turning in his direction. I tried to get a read on him. Was he tense? Was he relaxed? What was on his mind? And then I started trying to see that beautiful blonde. It was hard to believe I was looking at the same person, but I could see the similarities. He had big eyes, which looked even bigger when he was wearing eye shadow and eyeliner and mascara. He had soft features and a cute nose. His skin looked soft—he probably moisturized regularly.  
 
    He looked up at me, staring into my eyes. It took a second before I looked away. I’d zoned out while staring at him. In my peripheral vision I noticed him looking back down at his desk quickly. Had I given myself away?  
 
    With five minutes of class still left, I noticed him slyly packing his bag, getting ready to bolt out of the classroom as soon as that bell rang. I tried to subtly do the same, but I wasn’t quite as stealthy or as quick as him—he must have had tons of practise slipping away. So when the bell rang, I wasn’t quite ready. I looked down at my bag for two seconds, and when I looked back up, he was gone—nowhere to be seen. I hurried out and zigzagged around the crowds of students towards his locker, but he wasn’t there. I’d lost him. But I knew where he was going—the same place he was always going. So I started out into those woods. But he wasn’t there—his little nook was empty. “Shit,” I muttered.  
 
    I really had set off his alarms—he really must did suspect that I knew his secret. And had I ruined everything? Would I never be able to find her again? Would he start being more cautious? Would he find a new mall and a new place to get changed?  
 
    “Hey,” a voice said behind me. I turned and looked back with a jump. My heart rate soared. He was standing behind me, holding his bag close to his body—as if his backpack would double as body armour in case I started swinging. “So you were just mocking me yesterday, right? You and your friend were just having a good laugh—is that it?”  
 
    I took a step back. Everything was ruined. “No—I—I really was complimenting you.” 
 
    “Bullshit. Then how do you know about this place? You’ve obviously followed me here before.”  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “I mean—I was just curious. I saw you changing in the bathroom the other day, and then I recognized you at school. What’s the big deal?”  
 
    “So why would you follow me?” he asked.  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said.  
 
    “What do you mean, you don’t know?” he asked. He looked like he was ready to bolt, like a tense rabbit with his eye on a hungry hound.  
 
    “I don’t know. I guess I like you, or whatever. I mean—not you. I like you when you’re… you know—a chick.”  
 
    “You like me?” he asked, and then the woods became silent. I slowly shrugged my shoulders. I felt horribly embarrassed, though I wasn’t sure why—I had no more reason than him to be embarrassed. Although I had been caught stalking my male classmate, so he probably knew that I’d seen him getting changed before, which meant he knew I’d seen him naked. The silence lasted at least a minute—it felt like an hour. “Is this just another joke? Is your friend hiding in the bushes taping all of this or something?” he asked, looking around. 
 
    “No—it’s no joke. There never was a joke. My friend thinks you’re actually a chick. And I—I don’t know. I guess I have a crush on you, or whatever.”  
 
    There was another long, painful silence. “On me?” he said. 
 
    “I mean—on her—whatever her name is,” I said. 
 
    And there was yet another terribly long silence. “Georgia,” he said.  
 
    I smiled. “I like that name.”  
 
    “Me too.” He stared at me, finally letting himself relax, but only a little bit. “And you don’t care that she has—or I should say, doesn’t have—real lady parts?”  
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t care,” I said.  
 
    He stared at me for a moment longer, as if he was trying to spot my bluff. “So do you—I don’t know—want to come to the mall with me or something?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe we can see a movie,” I said.  
 
    He smiled. “That could be fun. Just give me fifteen minutes to get ready.” I watched as he went over to his spot and started to get undressed. I looked away this time, giving him some privacy. I went over to a fallen tree and I took a seat while I checked my Facebook and my e-mails. My heart was still racing. I was about to go on a date with a beautiful woman—but I was also about to go on a date with a boy from one of my classes. I knew I was playing with fire—I knew a story like this was high in demand in the gossip scene. Riley would have loved to rip me apart for going on a date with a trap. The other kids at school would have loved to mock me to hell and back. And what would my parents think? My father would probably drag me by the ear to church every Sunday for the rest of my life—or maybe every day. He would probably never look me in the eyes again— 
 
    “Ready?” she said behind me. I turned around. She was beautiful, dressed in a blue floral dress, which barely extended down past her rear end, just like most of her other dresses. She had her blonde hair nicely curled and her face was expertly dolled up.  
 
    “Wow,” I said. I was taken aback. She got ready quickly, and she looked amazing. I could hardly see the boy beneath the makeup—but I knew it was there. And for our whole date, I couldn’t stop reminding myself that there was a shy boy under that floral dress and padded bra. And I wouldn’t stop reminding myself that there was a cock stuffed into those little panties. At one point I knelt down to tie my shoe, and I could see up, between her legs. I could see her red panties, and I could see the slight bulge, which could have easily been mistaken for a puffy camel toe. But I knew better—I knew it was a cock, and I still wanted to suck it. 
 
    But now I was afraid. Now it was a potential reality: I might actually end up sucking that cock. And I’d never sucked a cock before—I didn’t even know if I would be able to do it! It was one thing to see a feminine cock on a computer screen, but what about in real life? What if I couldn’t stop picturing the boy while it was there in front of me?  
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked, as we stood in line to get our movie tickets. 
 
    I forced a smile. My heart was still pounding mercilessly. “I’m good,” I said. “Just nervous—I’m a bit of a wuss with horror movies.” 
 
    “You can’t be,” she said. “I’m a wuss with horror movies. One of us has to be the brave one.”  
 
    “I’ll do my best then, I guess,” I said. But I wasn’t worried about the horror movie. I knew that I wouldn’t be paying attention to a single second of the movie. I knew I wouldn’t be able to think of anything but her beautiful feminine erection for the whole duration of the flick.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    The theatre was empty until we arrived. We took seats in the far back corner, just as the film was beginning. We’d missed the ads, but the movie was already old so the ads weren’t worth catching anyway—not that I would have been able to focus during the ads. As soon as we were sitting down, my attention was locked on her.  
 
    She crossed her legs, making her dress ride up, teasing a sliver of her red panties. I tried not to look, worried I would look like a creep. I didn’t want her to think that I was gay and just using her to satisfy some weird gay fantasy—even though I suppose that’s exactly what I was doing. I really did like her—I really did think that she was beautiful. But I also really wanted to suck her cock, even though the thought of sucking it made my body tense and my heart insane.  
 
    “Hey look,” she said. “The arm rest goes up.” She pushed it up, taking away the only thing between us. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen that before.” 
 
    I forced a smile. I knew she was inviting me to come in closer, to throw my arm over her. She wasn’t shy once she was in her feminine disguise—she really did become a whole new person: glowing, confident, and beautiful. As a girl, there was no way she could slip out of a classroom without being noticed. There was no way she could have blended in with a crowd of students. She was stunning and warm and soft. I had my arm around her. 
 
    She snuggled in close. I couldn’t believe how quickly she’d accepted me, even though I’d been caught stalking her like a crazy person. Though she maybe didn’t know just how many times I’d followed her out into those woods, and she probably didn’t know how many times I’d walked behind her at the mall, dreaming about having her along in a dark movie theatre. And now I had her—and now I was too afraid to actually act on my fantasies.  
 
    I looked down at her crotch. There was only a thin layer of satin and a thinner layer of lace between my eyes and her cock. I’d seen it before, from far away, when she would get changed in the woods—though I’d never been close enough to know if it was big or small, and of course I’d never seen it erect. She looked over at me now, and I darted my gaze away swiftly. She giggled. 
 
    I looked back slowly with warm cheeks. “What’s up?” I said.  
 
    “Give me your hand,” she said. 
 
    I slowly gave her my hand. She took it and brought it down to her lap. “W—What are you doing?” I asked, my heart suddenly stuttering. She pushed my hand down between her legs, under the skirt of her dress. 
 
    “You need to just get it out of your system,” she said. I could feel her bulge. She made my hand rub the bulge. I could feel it moving. I could feel the edges of her panties. All I had to do was slip my fingers beneath those edges and I would be touching her bare cock. I looked over at her. She was grinning and staring into my eyes—she wasn’t shy. If anything, she thought it was funny. I couldn’t understand it. As a boy, she was so shy and timid. But as soon as she was in that wig and makeup, she was boisterous and shameless.  
 
    I slipped my fingertips under her panties and I curled my fingers around her cock.  I wanted to stroke her, but I froze. I was touching a cock—a real cock. This wasn’t just a nighttime fantasy—this was real life. It was warm and soft and I could feel blood slowly pumping into it, and I completely blanked out. I had no idea what to do next.  
 
    “Okay, you had your fun,” she said, pulling my hand out from beneath the skirt of her dress. She placed my hand on her thigh and then she fixed her skirt and turned her attention back to the movie. She still had that smile on her face. I felt relieved and teased at the same time. And then I started thinking that it was strange that she would want me to feel her cock—as if she wanted to remind me that she wasn’t actually a woman. And why would she want to remind me that? Unless she knew that I was just some pervert trying to live out a crazy fetish… 
 
    I wanted to kiss her, but every time I would gather the courage to lean over and do it, I would remember the face of the young man behind the makeup. I would remind myself that I was straight, and then I would find myself in an internal struggle, trying to figure out if it was gay to kiss Georgia. And once I would decide that it wasn’t gay, then my courage was gone and I needed to gather it all over again, restarting the tense cycle. I didn’t end up kissing her. 
 
    The movie went by slowly, until it was over, then it felt like it was over suddenly. The lights came on and Georgia stood up. “Well I should be heading home,” she said. I walked her to the parking lot and then I waved her goodbye as I stood with so much regret. I didn’t end up kissing her, but I wished that I had kissed her. Had I kissed her, one thing would have led to another, and I would have finally gotten to taste the cock I’d been dreaming of tasting for so long. But instead I was left with nothing but a terrible fear that my classmates would soon find out about our little date. Because if I could find out that she wasn’t really a woman, then anyone could find out that she wasn’t really a woman. And surely I wasn’t the only one who knew. Surely there was someone else in that school of five thousand students who knew Mathew’s little kinky secret.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    It was late that night when I received a text message. It was from an unknown number. “Hey Dave. Do I have the right number?” I stared at the message for a moment before replying. I figured it was someone from my biology class, seeing as we’d recently been put into groups for an assignment.  
 
    “This is Dave. Who’s this?” I replied. 
 
    And then, a minute later, my phone buzzed. The person had sent a picture—it was Georgia. And she was on her bed in a dimly lit bedroom. The photo was a bit fuzzy as her auto-exposure tried to compensate for the low light. She was in a white and pink slip—the one she had been admiring at the lingerie store—and she had her legs spread wide. She wasn’t wearing panties under the slip, and her cock was semi-erect, curved to one side.  
 
    “Looking good,” I replied.  
 
    “I thinking about you,” she said.  
 
    “What about?” I asked. My heart was racing and I couldn’t take my eyes off of the picture she’d sent—and then she sent another picture. Now her cock was fully erect and standing tall. It was just a still photo, but I felt like I could see her cock throbbing. It looked thick—too thick to fit into any pair of panties. I couldn’t believe how big she grew. “Your lips,” she said.  
 
    “I wish I was there with you,” I said.  
 
    “Me too,” she replied. “What would you do if you were here?”  
 
    “I’d suck you off,” I wrote. “And then I would fuck your little asshole.” 
 
    “This little asshole?” she said, and then she sent another picture: her on her back with her bum in the air. There was a plug pressed into her tight hole.  
 
    “That one,” I said. “And I would come inside of you.”  
 
    There was a silence, and then she sent another picture. It was of her cock, slumped on her abdomen. Her chest and abdomen were covered in streaks of cum, and there was a drop of cum drooling out from the tip of her dick. She’d finished. She sent a little winky face and then said, “If you really like me, you’ll delete the pictures.”  
 
    Of course I didn’t delete the pictures. Those pictures would be dear to me for the rest of my life. I saved them to a hidden folder on my computer and then I deleted the photos off of my phone. “Good night,” she wrote before she stopped texting for the night. And I took my computer into the bathroom and I came faster than I’d ever come before. My bathroom floor was a mess, which I cleaned up with wads of tissue paper.  
 
    And I couldn’t wait to see her again. My heart was already racing during my second last class of the day. I struggled to pay attention to my biology teacher, even though he was going over notes for an upcoming test. I made my way quickly to my final period class, so I could get a seat close to Mathew. He wasn’t there when I showed up, but I took the seat next to the seat he normally took. And then I waited, pretending to act casual. I pulled out my phone and pretended to check my e-mails. And then the class started—but he still wasn’t there. I looked around and then spotted him on the other side of the room. For the first time ever, he was sitting in a different seat, on the opposite side of the classroom. He didn’t even look over at me when I tried to get his attention. It was as if he woke up and regretted everything. It kind of seemed like he was ashamed of me.  
 
    During that class, the teacher went over how to properly format a letter. It seemed like elementary school stuff, but a shocking number of students in our class had no idea how to format a letter. So for the entire class, we wrote mock letters, using small squares of construction paper as stamps. We learned to write an address properly, and we learned to write a return address properly. At the end of the class, we put our envelopes on our teacher’s desk to be graded. 
 
    Mathew knew that I was going to try to follow him, so he got up with five minutes left in class and asked if he could use the bathroom. The teacher allowed it, and he never came back. By the time the bell rang, he was gone. I tried looking for him in those woods, but he wasn’t there. I went to the mall and looked around, but he wasn’t there either. So I sent him a text message. “Did I do something wrong?” I asked. 
 
    And she replied quickly. “Wrong? What do you mean? I’m at the park near Westmount. Why don’t you come and walk with me?” I had to take a bus to get there—using the last of the money in my wallet for bus fare. I got off the bus and scanned the park, and then I saw her long blonde hair sitting at a bench. She was watching the city skyline with her beautiful legs crossed. “Hey,” I said behind her. She turned around with a big smile on her face, as if she was excited to see me. And I just stood there, deeply confused about everything. Why was she acting so weird? Why was she so determined to avoid me during school?  
 
    “So I guess you probably just don’t want people to know about us, right?” I asked.  
 
    She looked at me strangely, as if she didn’t know what I was talking about. Then I started to wonder if she suffered from some form of split personality disorder. Maybe she really was a whole different person when she was dolled up, with a whole new mind. “I don’t mind if people know about us,” she said. “We’re just friends—there’s no harm in being friends, is there?”  
 
    “No—I mean… At school, you didn’t sit next to me,” I said. And I realized how desperate I sounded as I said it. 
 
    She didn’t say anything. She just looked back at the city, and then she changed the subject. “Don’t we just live in the prettiest city?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s pretty nice, I guess,” I said, taking the seat next to her. “Have you ever thought of just coming to school as a girl?” I asked. “People do that now, you know. There’s a girl in my English class who used to be a guy—no one cares. It’s like… normal, I guess.”  
 
    “I know,” she said with a smile. “It’s just better this way.”  
 
    “People really wouldn’t care—it would maybe be awkward for a day or two, but that’s it,” I said. 
 
    “I know,” she said, almost snapping. She wanted me to drop it, so I dropped it. And maybe it was best that she didn’t come out to the whole school—because if she came out, then I wouldn’t be able to see her anymore. Now when I saw her, I didn’t have to worry about my friends catching us together. If Riley saw us, he would think that she was a girl, and he wouldn’t make fun of me for being with a trap because he would be oblivious. And I wouldn’t want to have to see her in secret—we lived in a relatively small town. Seeing her in secret meant seeing her in the dark of the night, in private, as if she was a prostitute and I was a criminal.  
 
    But I liked sitting next to her at the park, watching the shimmering skyline, not worrying that someone behind me would recognize her or me and then leak the gossip around the school. 
 
    “What do you want to do?” I asked. 
 
    “What’s wrong with this?” she asked with a grin. 
 
    “This is fine—there’s nothing wrong with this,” I said. “I just thought that maybe we could go do something.”  
 
    “Like fuck?” she said. My heart bounced up into my throat.  
 
    “Um, I was thinking more like bowling. But if you want to, uh, do that—that’s fine, too,” I said.  
 
    She started laughing. “I’m kidding, Dave,” she said.  
 
    “Oh,” I said. I felt my cheeks burning warm. I looked forward at the city. I could hear my heart pounding. I hoped that she couldn’t hear it—I was already embarrassed enough. When I looked back over at her, she was looking at me with a big smirk. “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “If you want, I can suck your cock. I know a private spot.”  
 
    I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “Really?” I said. “Or are you kidding again?” 
 
    “I’m not kidding.” 
 
    “Can, uh, can I suck yours too?” I asked. 
 
    Her smile grew larger and then she stood up. She reached out her hand to help me to my feet. I was shocked by how small and dainty her hand was—as if it really belonged to a woman. Georgia really was born to be a woman; it was a shame she didn’t want to commit fully. It almost seemed like a waste, like every minute she was Mathew was a wasted minute.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Georgia took me to a corner of the park that I didn’t know existed. We had to scale down a steep treed hill, and then we had to climb over a series of fallen trees—but the spot was private. “Me first,” she said, sinking to her knees. He nestled up close and immediately started undoing my belt. I’d expected some foreplay first: some kissing, maybe some fondling, and then some slow undressing. My Georgia wanted to go straight at it—she really wanted to suck my cock. And I suppose she was a male under that dress and under that padded bra. Men don’t generally care for foreplay, so why would a trap care?  
 
    She tugged down my jeans and then she tugged down my boxers. I was already hard, which I was embarrassed about. She giggled, which made the embarrassment burn a little more. She looked up at me with glowing eyes and said, “Don’t be shy. I’ll be gentle.” She slowly wrapped her fingers around my cock and then she started to gently pump her hand up and down. It felt nice: her warm hand wrapped around my private parts. She was leaning her head in closer and closer, and finally, she stuck out the tip of her tongue and teased the tip of my cock. My legs trembled slightly. She looked up at me again. “This is the first cock I’ve ever touched, by the way,” she said. “I mean—the first cock that isn’t my own.” She laughed. “You’re my first—I hope that doesn’t weird you out.”  
 
    “No,” I said, but I wasn’t sure I believed it. She was too good—she moved her hand too elegantly and she was too relaxed. The way she drew the tip of her tongue in circles—how could this have been her first time? If it really was her first time, then she was a natural.  
 
    She plunged her head down, sliding her lips down the length of my shaft. She pressed her nose into my pelvic bone as my tip pushed into her throat. But she didn’t gag. She managed to keep her throat open impressively. It felt good. Her mouth was warm and wet and she knew just how to move her tongue to make me squirm.  
 
    She pulled her head back and plunged down with an elegant rhythm. Her lips slid along the whole length of my haft without stopping. She moved quickly and gracefully, and she managed to suck consistently. Whenever her lips crossed over my throbbing tip, I worried I was going to burst. It felt so good, the way she would quickly wrap her tongue around my tip before exploring the rest of my shaft again before making yet another trip back up.  
 
    “That feels good,” I said. I reached down and slipped my fingers into her hair, and I could feel the base of her wig rubbing slightly on the top of her head. And I remembered that a boy was sucking my cock—she wasn’t actually a beautiful blonde woman, not in the biological sense, anyway. I found myself looking around, suddenly worried someone would see us.  
 
    I could only see the top of Georgia’s head, and her bare thighs. Her thighs looked feminine, but the top of her head looked like a wig: a constant reminder that she was actually a male. But even with my eyes closed, I knew she was a male—it was the whole reason I was there with her. Had she been a regular woman with a damp pussy and a pair of perky tits, then I wouldn’t have been in those woods. I would have never followed her after class or obsessed over her for a week like a crazy person. I would have never asked her out—and I definitely wouldn’t have stopped Riley from asking her out.  
 
    “Take out your cock,” I said. She looked up at me and stared for a moment before grinning.  
 
    “Like this?” she asked. She reached down, hiked up her dress, and fished her cock out.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. My heart was a pounding mess. “And now stroke it.”  
 
    She started stroking it before turning her attention back to my cock. She stroked herself slowly with her off-hand while sucking and stroking my cock. It was an amazing sight. I couldn’t look away. I didn’t even want to blink and miss a millisecond of the beautiful sight before me. “Don’t stop,” I said. I watched her cock as it became harder and harder. She stroked herself in a curious way, twisting her wrist slightly and squeezing hard as she came upon her tip. When she reached down, she would reach past her ball sack, and then she would pull her sack up her shaft, stretching it until it fell down and she was back at her tip again.  
 
    My lips parted as I watched. I was hypnotized. I was starting to forget that my cock was being sucked at the same time. I reached down and gently pulled her head off of my cock. Then I sunk down to my hands and knees and I crawled up to her with a pounding heart. She held her cock out to me, offering it to me, teasing me. I opened my mouth and crawled forward a little bit more. She pressed her tip to my bottom lip. I licked her tip as I looked up into her eyes. She was smiling, standing upright on her knees. I looked back down at her shaft, which was long and curved and throbbing and beautiful. I took a deep breath and then I allowed it into my mouth.  
 
    I was sucking a trap’s cock, and I liked it. It wasn’t gross. I didn’t gag and I didn’t hesitate. In fact, I couldn’t stop myself. I needed to have that cock in my mouth, and I needed to feel her climax and taste her cum. Though I wasn’t nearly as elegant as she was. 
 
    I sucked quickly and sporadically, moving my head up and down. My arms and legs were trembling with fear, so I stumbled a few times while trying to remain upright. I tried to press her tip into my throat, but then I gagged. I wasn’t nearly as natural as she was. But she seemed to like it. Her cock was rock-hard and she was moaning gently. So I kept sucking. I reached a hand up and fondled her ball sack while I sucked. She liked that a lot. She even reached down and pressed my hand more firmly against her ball sack. I could feel her testicles swelling. I looked up at her again and saw that her face was red and she was clenching. “I think I’m close,” she said. 
 
    “I want you to come in my mouth,” I said.  
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. I started sucking harder and bobbing my head faster. I wanted her cum more than I’d ever wanted anything in my entire life— 
 
    And then she came, and after three blasts, I panicked. There was so much of it, and I didn’t know what to do, so I ended up spitting it out and coughing. I felt bad, like I was being offensive—and I probably was. But I panicked and I couldn’t recover properly. When I finally looked up at her, she was laughing. “Did you not like that?” she asked. 
 
    “No, I did—I just—I panicked,” I said. I looked down and saw a long strand of thick white cum hanging from her cock, about to fall to the ground. I stopped it with the tip of my finger. I brought it to my tongue and I licked it up. Then she reached down and took the little drop of cum lingering on her tip and smeared it on my bottom lip. Then she leaned in and kissed me, licking her own cum off of my lips. I felt my body become tense. She was overwhelmingly sexy—everything I’d ever dreamed of and more, and she was all mine, at least in that moment. She reached down and grabbed my cock. She started to massage it, getting it nice and hard again. She worked the tip mostly, using her spit for lubricant. It wasn’t long before I was trembling and throbbing. I looked into her eyes and I wanted to kiss her lips. But she knew I was about to come and she didn’t want to miss the fireworks.  
 
    She sunk down and aimed my tip into her open mouth, moments before I burst, even though I’d given her no warning. She took every shot and then swallowed the whole load. Then she looked at me with a big grin, as if to say, ‘That’s how to do it.’ I felt embarrassed but amazingly aroused.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I got another picture text message from her that night. It was a picture of a very large black dildo, sitting on her bed. The dildo had a thick base, so that the toy wouldn’t become lost in the user’s body. There was no text accompanying the photo. “What are you going to do with that?” I replied. It was ten minutes later before I received a reply: another photo. In this photo, she was bent over in front of a mirror, in that cute pink and white slip, and the base of that big black dildo was sticking out of her ass—but the rest of the dildo was buried deep inside of her. My cock became rock-hard in an instant.  
 
    Then she sent another picture message: a pool of cum on her bathroom floor with her dripping erection in the foreground. This time there was text with the picture. “I didn’t even touch myself, I swear.”  
 
    “Wow,” I replied. “That’s hot.”  
 
    “If you were here, I would make you lick it up,” she wrote.  
 
    “Well I wish I was there,” I said.  
 
    “Now send me a picture of you taking it in the bum,” she said, adding a little smiley face to her message. 
 
    My heart froze and then it hiccupped and stuttered. “What do you mean? I don’t have anything,” I wrote back. 
 
    “Find something. I bet you can find something in your fridge. Just pretend like it’s me,” she wrote.  
 
    With my heart pounding, I went down to the kitchen. I felt lightheaded. I’d never put anything in my ass before—not even a finger. I’d never even fantasized about taking it from behind before—in my trap fantasies, I was always the one giving it.  
 
    I looked in the fridge and found a few options—the least scary of which was a cucumber. It was long, but it wasn’t very thick—more narrow than my own cock. It was covered in little bumps, but the end was nicely dull and round, so there was nothing to cut me. I snuck the cucumber awkwardly back up to my bedroom and I closed the door quietly, so I wouldn’t alert anyone else in my house. I brought the long vegetable up to my bed and I looked down at it. I knew Georgia was waiting for me to come through, but I wasn’t sure I could actually do it—but I had to try. 
 
    I got undressed and then I laid on my back, bringing my knees up to my chest. I took the cucumber and tried pressing it up to my butthole. It wouldn’t go it—I needed some lubricant. So I spat onto the end of the cucumber and then I rubbed the warm spit on my tight rim. Then I started to push again, and I felt it starting to push in. I was actually penetrating myself! 
 
    I stopped suddenly, with only an inch of cucumber in my asshole. Was I really going to do this? What if it hurts? What if I damage something? I closed my eyes and tried to calm my nerves. I tried to think of something to relax my mind, and then the image of Georgia’s long curved cock came into my head. I imagined her coming up to me on that bed, holding my knees down to my chest as she pressed her tip up to my anus. And then I imagined her pushing in. And I pushed the cucumber in further. I clenched for a moment and then I relaxed, allowing it to sink deeper and deeper. It didn’t hurt, but it felt strange. I could feel every little lump on the cucumber, and every little curve and bulge. I tried angling it in different directions. It took a minute before I found one particular angle which felt nice. 
 
    I started to pump the cucumber in that specific direction, pressing it into that perfect sweet spot. Each penetration felt a little bit nicer than the one before it. I felt a tingle shooting through my body. My legs suddenly felt warm, and my cock suddenly felt strange—as if I was about to pee. I clenched tight on the cucumber and then that feeling only become more intense. I grabbed a towel off of my floor, just in case I did end up making myself pee. I figured I was poking myself in the bladder—but I was wrong.  
 
    I looked down and noticed half the cucumber was in my ass, which was about three inches more than I thought I would be able to handle—and I still felt like I could handle a few inches more. I took a deep breath and watched as I sunk that cucumber in further. Soon, there was only enough exposed cucumber left for my fist to grip it. “Fuck,” I muttered under my breath. I wasn’t sure if I should have been impressed with myself, or disappointed. I was enjoying being veggie-fucked in the ass. What straight man likes to be stuffed? My heart stuttered and then I closed my eyes and let my anxieties wash away as images of Georgia filled my head. If it was her in that room with me, with her cock in my ass—would that be gay? Of course not, because she wasn’t a man, even though she had a cock—she was a woman. She was the most beautiful woman I’d ever see in my life. 
 
    And I bet her cock felt amazing. I bet I would be able to feel it curving inside of me, and rubbing in all the right spots. And I bet I could feel it throbbing—her veins pumping blood into her shaft, making her harder and harder, and bigger and bigger.  
 
    My legs were trembling. And then I remembered I was supposed to take a picture. As I raised up my phone, I noticed my hands were trembling. It was hard to get a clear photo with my trembling hands, but I managed to get one. It wasn’t the sexiest photo: a man on his back with a cucumber in his tush—but it was what she wanted.  
 
    She replied a minute later. “Now close your eyes and think of me. And then send me a picture of your cum.” It didn’t take long. Once I had a clear image of her in my head, ramming me from behind, my climax was well on its way. I pumped that vegetable in and out of my ass until my cock was rock hard and twitching. Then I hardly touched it and it began to spew warm jizz all over my chest. I groaned and squirmed and tried my best not to scream so I wouldn’t wake my whole family. Then I looked down and saw the mess I made: multiple streaks of glistening white cum, reaching all the way up to my chin.  
 
    I took a photo and sent it. “Now lick it up and imagine you’re licking my cum,” she said. I felt so naughty and so desperate, but I did it. I wiped the cum up with my fingers and then I brought it to my lips. I licked it up and swallowed it with my eyes closed, and I imagined I was licking her cum off of her fingers. This time I didn’t gag. I was getting used to being with a trap—even though I was just by myself. I was getting more and more comfortable with the idea. 
 
    And I couldn’t wait to spend another day with her. I couldn’t wait to run off into some private space so we could fool around, and then maybe I could taste he cum again, this time without spitting it out in a panic. Maybe she would let me suck the nipples on her flat, feminine chest. Maybe she would let me pierce her asshole with my tongue. Maybe she would fuck me in the ass and make me cum all over myself.  
 
    “I can’t wait for tomorrow,” I wrote to her. 
 
    She replied with a little winky face, implying all of my fantasies in just two little keyboard characters.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    I was less surprised the next day when Mathew didn’t sit next to me during class, or when he didn’t look at me once, or when he snuck away before class ended and disappeared before I could find him. I stuck around the school and sent him a text message, asking where he was, but he didn’t reply for a whole hour. And then finally my phone buzzed. “I’m thinking we’ll go bowling. I’m near Paradise Lanes. Come meet me,” she wrote. I knew that she had waited to get changed and into character before messaging me—but I couldn’t help but wonder if she was messaging me in character… Was Georgia just a character? Was it not really who she was? Was I maybe just a convenient accessory to her female persona—and not someone she actually cared about?  
 
    My anxieties disappeared as soon as I saw her and her adorable, beaming smile. She waved me over at the bowling alley—she already had a lane for us and a drink in her hand. She was wearing a tiny skirt that did nothing to cover her ass once she was even slightly bent over—a terrible costume choice for bowling, though I couldn’t have asked for anything else. I got to stare at her perfect ass and her cute panties all afternoon. The guys in the other lanes would all stop to watch her throws. A few guys even whistled, and then they all got jealous when I went up behind her to give her a few pointers. I led her through the motions, bending her over and showing her how to toss the ball. Her skirt rode up and her base ass was pushing against my crotch. We had a bit of an audience, so I did my best not to get an erection.  
 
    But my heart was pounding. From the moment I saw her, I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to suck her cock and I wanted her to stick that cock into my asshole. And she knew it. Every time we sat down for break, she would reach out under the table and caress my crotch. She always managed to find the tip of my cock in my pants, and then she would get me hard in a matter of seconds and then she would say, “Okay, it’s your turn to throw.” Luckily everyone was always staring at her, so no one ever noticed my erect bulge in my jeans.  
 
    After bowling, I wanted to take her back to my place, but she wanted to go to Main Street and walk around the busy night market—it was a night market in a not-so-nice part of town, not too far from where all of the prostitutes hung out. When we pulled up, there was literally a drug deal happening just a few feet away from us. 
 
    Once we were at the market, she held my hand, but she didn’t just slip her fingers in between mine—she kept gently tickling the palm of my hand with the tips of her fingers. She knew she was turning me on and teasing me and making me crazy. She would run up ahead of me when she saw something she liked and then she would bend over with straight legs, showing off her long smooth legs and that perfect bum. And once again, she would attract an audience of bright-eyed men. And my God, I wanted to bend her over right there in the middle of that busy market and stick my cock so deep into her asshole.  
 
    I couldn’t take any more while we were walking around inside. She found a table selling choker necklaces, and she bought one. It was lace and black and it made her look like the cutest slut. She knew it drove me nuts. So I grabbed her by the hand and I pulled her into the closest bathroom—it was a scuzzy place, but I didn’t care. I’m pretty sure a few people saw us slip in, but I didn’t care. I locked the door and then I dropped to my knees and tugged down her panties, revealing that beautiful curved cock that I loved so much. I couldn’t get it into my mouth quickly enough. I sucked and slurped without grace. She giggled. Once she was hard, I stood up and pushed her down onto her knees. I got my cock out as quickly as I could. My hands were trembling. She was still giggling. 
 
    “Suck it,” I said, holding it out towards her. 
 
    She took my cock slowly. She didn’t stick it in her mouth. She was grinning and looking up at me as she slowly pulled back my foreskin. “What’s the magic word?” she asked. 
 
    “Please. Please suck my cock,” I said. 
 
    She leaned forward very slowly, parting her lips and sticking out her tongue. She gently licked my tip and then giggled again. I was already rock hard. “I’m not going to suck it, but I bet you someone will,” she said. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I asked.  
 
    Then she motioned to a hole in the bathroom wall. There was an arrow drawn with a marker, and someone had written: ‘Glory hole! Get your dick sucked!’ “You’re nuts,” I said. 
 
    “I dare you to stick your cock in it,” she said. “I won’t go any further with you until you stick your cock in that hole.”  
 
    My heart trembled, but I was so desperate for her touch—so I stood up and I awkwardly stuck my erection through that hole, praying no one was on the other side with a pair of scissors. Then Georgia said, “No, silly. You have to pay first.” I stepped back and she slipped a twenty-dollar bill through. Then she motioned for me to stick my cock back through the hole again. I stood there silently as a cool draft tickled my cock. I had no idea what was on the other side, though I assumed it was the girl’s bathroom.  
 
    “Nothing’s happening,” I said.  
 
    “Just stand there,” she said. She came up behind me and ran her hands gently down my sides. Then she tugged down my pants and my boxers and firmly squeezed my butt cheeks. A moment later, I felt the tip of her wet cock press up to my asshole. “Anything yet?” she asked. 
 
    And just as she said it, I felt someone grab my cock gently. I perked up and took a deep breath in. Georgia laughed. “Just relax,” she said. I felt the stranger’s fingers caressing the length of my shaft. And then I felt a warm, wet tongue slip up underneath my cock. I was getting a blowjob from a complete stranger through a hole in a bathroom wall. And behind me was a gorgeous trap, pressing her dick into my asshole. I closed my eyes for a moment and tried to control my breathing. I tried to calm my heart rate, but it was out of control and unstoppable. Georgia managed to penetrate me.  
 
    She sunk in deeper and deeper as I curled my fingers against the wall. I clenched hard and then she whispered in my ear. “Relax if you want me to fuck you.” So I took another deep breath and then I relaxed. The person on the other side of the wall was starting to go to town: sucking and bobbing their head, covering my whole shaft in warm saliva. It felt nice.  
 
    “Deeper,” I said. So Georgia sunk her cock deeper. “Deeper,” I said again. She went deeper again. “More,” I said, and then she laughed.  
 
    “You’re going to need a bigger girlfriend, darling,” she said. “This is all I’ve got.” I felt embarrassed. I don’t even think I actually wanted her to go any deeper—I was already struggling to handle what was in my rear end. I clenched and relaxed and took a series of deep breaths, and then she slowly started pumping me. It wasn’t long before euphoria overwhelmed me completely.  
 
    On the other side of the wall, my blowjob prostitute had my cock in a firm grip. She was pumping me hard and fast, trying to get me to come—and it was working. I knew I wasn’t far off, but I didn’t want the euphoria to end, so I clenched and tried to will my orgasm away. It was working for the time being. “Faster,” I said. Georgia started pumping my ass faster. I was pressed against that dirty bathroom wall, my chest against the cold drywall. I could feel my prostitute’s tongue slithering around my shaft, and I could feel Georgia’s veins pumping inside of me. The euphoria was becoming more intense.  
 
    “Let’s trade,” I said.  
 
    I could feel Georgia grinning behind me. “Okay,” she said. She pulled her cock out, leaving me feeling empty. I gently pulled my cock back and then Georgia stepped forward. I watched as she stuck her cock through the hole and then I watched as she perked up with a big smile. “Oh my,” she said. “She’s energetic.”  
 
    I didn’t waste any time. I got my cock pressed up to Georgia’s hole and then I started pressing in. She didn’t clench. She took my cock like a seasoned veteran, so I didn’t bother starting slow. I just started pumping her tush with everything I had. I could feel that impending orgasm coming back at a mile a minute, so I had to make the most of the time I had left. I held Georgia’s hips firmly and I thrust with everything I had. My pelvis slapped loudly against her ass. She was moaning, her hands exploring that cold, dirty wall. “Shit. You’re going to make me come,” she said. So I pumped her harder and she moaned louder. Then she screamed. “Fucking come in me,” she said, mid-orgasm. 
 
    And it was perfect timing. I couldn’t hold on any longer. I came, deep in her ass, with my pelvis pressed against her tush. I filled her up. I unloaded blast after blast. I couldn’t believe how much cum I’d had inside of me. I watched it billow out after I took a step back. It ran down her leg and splattered on the floor. She stepped back and turned to me with a smile on her face. “That was fun,” she said. 
 
    I nodded my head. I was too exhausted to reply properly—but she was right. It was fun. It was the most fun I’d ever had in a single night. I wished that night didn’t have to end, but we had school in the morning. I wanted to go to her house and sleep with her in her bed, but she wouldn’t let me. “You can never come to my house,” she said with the first frown I’d ever seen on her beautiful face.  
 
    “Maybe after graduation—we can get a place together,” I said. 
 
    “No—I’m sorry,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “I have to go,” she said. She forced a smile and then took off towards her house. My house was in the other direction. I wanted to chase after her and find out what she was talking about, but by the time my brain had processed her swift exit, she was already gone.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    I was even less surprised when Mathew completely ignored me the next day. I even ended up passing him in the halls—I smiled and nodded, and he just looked away. I felt strangely hurt and disappointed.  
 
    He didn’t want me the way that I wanted him, and I knew I just needed to accept that—but it was hard. We had fun together, when we were actually together. When Mathew was Georgia, he was happy and excited and full of life. When he was Mathew, he seemed distant and uninterested in life.  
 
    I excused myself for the bathroom shortly after he did, during our final period. I managed to catch up to him as he was sneaking out the school’s back door. It wasn’t until he was halfway across the field that I called out to him. He looked back at me. He had a confused look on his face, as if he didn’t know who I was. “I think we should talk,” I said. 
 
    “About what?” he said, as if he legitimately didn’t know what we had to talk about. 
 
    “About us,” I said. “Let’s face it—you’re happier as Georgia. You should just drop… this. This isn’t you.” 
 
    “You don’t know me,” he said. He kept his hands buried in his hoodie pouch. “You don’t know what makes me happy.” 
 
    “I’ve seen you as Georgia and I’ve seen you as Mathew, and I know that you’re happier as Georgia. It’s just obvious.” 
 
    “No—you’ve seen me at school and you’ve seen me outside of school. It’s just a coincidence that you’ve only seen me outside of school as Georgia. Now if you don’t mind, I really don’t want to be talking about this here.” 
 
    “Why? Why do you want to keep your identity such a secret?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t care if it’s a secret,” he said. “I just don’t care about what these people think. It’s high school, Dave. High school kids just don’t get it. And I thought you got it, but clearly you don’t get it either.”  
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    He shook his head—and maybe I really didn’t get it, because as I stood there staring at him, I was terribly confused. Was I not right? Was he not happier as Georgia? Was he not more comfortable as Georgia? He started walking away, towards the woods. 
 
    “Are you going to get dolled up?” I asked before he was too far away. 
 
    “Not today. Maybe tomorrow—we’ll see if I’m in the mood,” he said. And then he was gone. My confusion only became more intense as I tried to process everything. The school bell rang and kids started pouring out from all the doors. They headed off in every direction. And I found myself heading back into the school. I knew Mathew was likely headed home. I didn’t know where he lived, but I knew where I could find his address. 
 
    I snuck into our last period class, which was empty. On our teacher’s desk was the stack of envelopes from our letter-writing assignment. I dug through the pile until I found Mathew’s. Then I snapped a picture of his return address and I punched that address into my phone.  
 
    It took half an hour to walk to Mathew’s house. His house backed onto a small wooded area. I slipped around into those woods and found myself staring up at his bedroom window. I knew it was his bedroom from the pictures he’d sent me on his phone. I could see him moving around up there. I wondered if he was getting dolled up. And then he stood right at the window and I saw that he was just dressed normally, in his male clothes. Then I saw another figure moving up there: a man. I was feeling strangely jealous until I saw a third person: another man. I kept watching. They disappeared for a moment, and then they all emerged from the back door. One of the guys lit up a smoke. 
 
    I sunk back, hiding behind a bush, out of sight. I kept watching.  
 
    Mathew was chatting with one of the guys. They started laughing. Mathew put on some music and they all cracked fresh beers before pulling up chairs. They looked like they were having a good time. 
 
    I didn’t recognize the guys—they weren’t from our school. They looked to be a few years older—maybe in college. But the Mathew I was seeing wasn’t the Mathew from school. He wasn’t the shy, quiet kid who sat in the back corner. He looked comfortable—he seemed in his element. And that’s when it clicked—he wasn’t unhappy as Mathew. He really was just not interested in being at school, and uninterested in being friends with high school kids. Because high school kids are mean and judging and cruel. But once high school is over, people tend to grow up, and people stop caring about gossip.  
 
    I snuck closer to the little gathering, so I could hear what they were saying. Mathew was talking about Georgia—and he was talking about me. He told them about how we went bowling, and how embarrassed he was after throwing the ball into the gutter five times in a row. His buddies laughed, but they weren’t laughing at him. They were just enjoying the conversation. They didn’t seem to care one way or the other that Mathew lived a second life as a girl.  
 
    And it wasn’t really a second life—it was just the other part of his life. Sometimes he liked being a guy and sometimes he liked being a girl. And as far as he was concerned, there was nothing wrong with that, as long as he didn’t surround himself with people who thought there might be something wrong with that—people like me.  
 
    He went out with me because he thought I didn’t care. He thought I wasn’t worried that people would see us together. He was wrong—I was worried. I wasn’t terrified that people would see us together, but I was terrified that people would see us and know that he wasn’t actually a woman. But maybe I had nothing to be terrified of. If people had an issue with it, maybe I could just distance myself from those people, the way Mathew did.  
 
    He looked happy. He was happy. And if I was going to be with Georgia, then I needed to remove myself from anyone who had an issue with that.  
 
    I snuck around the woods and around the block, until I was at his front door. I rang the bell and I waited. I wasn’t sure if he would be able to hear the bell outside. But I still waited a minute before ringing it a second time. Finally, the door opened, and there stood Mathew. He stared at me in silence for a moment before saying, “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “I just wanted to say sorry, for being weird at school. I think I get it now,” I said.  
 
    He stared at me for a moment longer. “I don’t know if you do—I feel like you’re just saying that.”  
 
    “Then let me prove it,” I said. 
 
    “Prove it how?”  
 
    “Let me hang out with you.” 
 
    “I’m with some friends right now,” he said. 
 
    “You don’t think they’ll like me?” I said. 
 
    “They’re going to wonder who you are,” he said. 
 
    “Just tell them I’m dating Georgia,” I said.  
 
    And then I watched a big smile cross his face—and that smile was exactly what I was looking for. I got it—I really got it, and that smile was the validation. He went around back and Mathew introduced me to his friends. When they asked how I knew Mathew, Mathew looked at me, as if to test me, to see if I really did understand what he meant. “I’m Georgia’s boyfriend,” I said.  
 
    The guys all shook my hand and they accepted me as if I was an old friend. One of the guys handed me a beer. I still wasn’t sure what Mathew was—if he was gay or trans or bisexual or what—but I had a feeling that Mathew didn’t even know. He was just himself, and he was what he wanted to be whenever he wanted to be it. Some days he wanted to be Mathew, some days he wanted to be Georgia. That was a Mathew day—but once the guys all left for the evening, it became a Georgia night. He slipped upstairs and got himself quickly dolled up. When she came out from her room, she was wearing her white and pink slip.  
 
    She invited me into her room with a big smile. “Do you want to start on the top or the bottom?” she asked. 
 
    “I wish I could say both,” I said. And then we kissed. Her tongue penetrated my lips and her hands explored my body—and I realized I was the happiest I would ever be in my entire life. 
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    THE FRIEND 
 
    Andy hasn’t seen his friend, Samuel, since elementary school. They were best friends twenty years ago, and then Sam moved away to another city. Andy never heard from Sam in those twenty years—until one day, when Sam reached out via e-mail, asking if he could stay for a few weeks while visiting his old hometown.  
 
    Andy is excited for the visit—unlike his roommate Grant, who gets stuck preparing the guest room and running errands for Andy’s incoming guest. Grant wouldn’t be so grouchy had he been asked before Andy told his friend he could stay for three weeks. But that grouchiness fades away quickly when a beautiful woman shows up on the doorstep, ready for her three-week visit.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Grant wasn’t looking forward to the arrival of his roommate’s friend, who was apparently going to be staying in the spare room for the next three weeks. It didn’t help that Andy, Grant’s roommate, had somehow convinced Grant to go out and run errands for the soon-to-arrive visitor.  
 
    “How did I get roped into this?” Grant asked himself as he pulled up to the specialty grocery store on the other end of town. But Grant knew how he’d gotten roped into it: he was always offering his help to everyone. He got it from his mother, who got it from her mother. When Andy said, “Man, I really wish I had orange blossom syrup for the muffins,” Grant was quick to offer the use of his truck and himself—though he didn’t realize the only store that sold orange blossom syrup was forty-five minutes away.  
 
    And it really didn’t help that Grant had just gotten finished making up the spare room as a guest suite—he’d gone to the store to buy new sheets, he’d spent a few hours fixing the old wooden bed frame, and he’d hung curtains. Just before Grant left for the specialty grocery store, Andy had said, “Wouldn’t it be nice if the ceiling got a fresh coat of paint? The last tenant’s shoddy paint job has always bugged me.” So Grant had stopped at the hardware store on his way to the specialty grocery store to get a can of white ceiling paint—he didn’t even know that ceilings needed special paint, and he really didn’t know that special ceiling paint was almost twice as expensive as regular paint. 
 
    And why was Grant doing all of this? He didn’t even know Sam, Andy’s old friend from elementary school. By the sounds of it, Andy hardly knew him either. Apparently they hadn’t spoken since the sixth grade—which was two decades ago. They only started talking recently via e-mail. “What’s he doing in Calgary for three weeks?” Grant asked, and Andy didn’t even know the answer.  
 
    Grant wandered the very large specialty grocery store for nearly twenty minutes before he caved and asked an employee where they kept the orange blossom syrup. The employee’s eyes glazed over and he said, “What’s that for?” 
 
    “I don’t know—muffins I think,” Grant said. Grant wasn’t too upset about the errand. Whenever Andy baked, Grant at least got to eat the baked goods—so he couldn’t really complain. If the errand made the food better, then perhaps it was worth it.  
 
    The employee was no help, so Grant continued his search on his own. He ended up finding a small bottle of the syrup hidden in an obscure isle—though to be fair, there were only obscure isles in that store (mostly filled with fake meats for vegetarians). The small bottle cost him almost twenty dollars, and he bought it even though he knew Andy wouldn’t be paying him back—he never paid him back. And later, Grant would feel resentment towards Andy, even though he volunteered himself to go out and buy the obscure ingredient.  
 
    When Grant returned home, Andy hadn’t gotten much done. The floors still needed mopped and the carpets still needed vacuumed. The sink was still filled with dirty dishes and somehow the guest bed had become ruffled, as if Andy had taken a quick nap in it. Grant called out for Andy. “I’m up here!” Andy shouted back. Grant went up to Andy’s bedroom and found him playing video games.  
 
    “How long have you been playing?” Grant asked. 
 
    “Since you left,” Andy said casually. Grant found himself curling his fingers into a fist, trying not to shout at his roommate. But all he could really do was hope that Andy’s old friend wasn’t nearly as useless as Andy—hopefully this Sam character would clean up after himself, and maybe even help out with some of the chores. He wasn’t going to be paying rent, after all.  
 
    “So what time is your friend coming?” Grant asked. 
 
    “Tonight—I think he said around seven.” 
 
    Grant checked his watch. It was already five and there were still plenty of chores that needed done around the house. Had Grant had more of a backbone, he would have ripped the cable of Andy’s PlayStation out from the wall and demanded Andy finish the remaining chores. But instead, Grant slipped out from Andy’s bedroom and he swept, vacuumed, mopped, remade the guest bed, wiped the counters, cleaned the dishes, and then he even answered the door when the doorbell rang, because Andy was apparently in the middle of a game that couldn’t be paused. 
 
    “You don’t think it would be a good idea to answer the door for your old friend?” Grant shouted up the stairs. 
 
    “Sorry—it’s just bad timing. I’ll be down in five minutes—ten at the most,” Andy said. Grant squirmed at the thought of having to entertain a complete stranger for ten minutes, which actually meant fifteen minutes in Andy time.  
 
    Grant opened the door and was ready to step aside for Andy’s friend—but it wasn’t Andy’s friend at the door. It was a short, slender woman with long brown hair and a nice perky bust. She was wearing a cute skirt, which hardly covered much of her long, smooth legs. Her lips were pink with gloss and her eyes were dark with eyeliner. She smiled at the sight of Grant. “Andy?” she said, and it looked like she was ready to thrust herself forward for a hug. 
 
    Grant was ready to jump back, in case the girl really did lunge at him. He held the doorknob firmly and took a whole step backwards. “No,” he said. “I’m Grant. Andy’s, uh, busy at the moment. Can I help you?” Grant did his best not to look down at the young woman’s body, worried he would accidentally make her feel uncomfortable. Her blouse was buttoned down, showing off her perky cleavage (and it looked like she wasn’t wearing a bra), and her skirt was so short, Grant could nearly see her panties. She was too pretty to be a prostitute, but she was dressed down like one.  
 
    “I’m here to see Andy. You must be his roommate,” she said. And then Grant found himself wondering if Sam was actually a girl. Had Andy mentioned Sam’s gender? Had Grant just assumed Sam was a boy because it was Andy’s friend, and Andy didn’t have any female friends?  
 
    “Are you Sam?” Grant asked hesitantly.  
 
    She smiled. “Sarah,” she said.  
 
    “Oh, sorry,” Grant said. And then Grant realized Andy had probably invited other people over—maybe other old friends from elementary school—to see Sam when he arrived. That would have been nice to know… Had Grant known there was going to be a little party, he would have put more effort into getting everything tidy and ready. He would have gone out and bought some snacks so that people would have some nibbles to eat. Was it too late to order some food to the house? “Well you can come in. Andy’s just finishing something upstairs,” Grant said, stepping aside. Then the girl turned around and grabbed a suitcase that had been hidden behind her. She pulled it up the stairs with a grunt and rolled it into the house.  
 
    Grant’s heart sunk into his stomach. Was Sam not the only guest that would be living with them? Had Andy gone ahead and invited all his old elementary school friends to live with them? “So, uh, you’re going to be staying with us?” Grant asked. He tried to force a smile to be polite, but what he really wanted to do was storm upstairs and grab Andy by the collar. They only had the one spare bedroom, and Grant worked from home—he couldn’t have a whole flock of strangers bumming around while he was trying to work.  
 
    “A few weeks—Andy said that it was fine,” Sarah said with a concerned, glowing eyes. 
 
    “Oh yeah, totally fine,” Grant said, forcing another smile. Then he faked a laugh, which he thought was probably going too far. 
 
    At least the girl was pretty. She was petite and tight and smooth and her face was gorgeous. She would be nice to look at over the next few weeks—until she started bringing guys home from the bars. Grant was going to have to man up and make some house rules for the guests—however many there were: no parties, no strangers, and no fooling around.  
 
    “Where should I put my suitcase?” Sarah asked. 
 
    Grant didn’t know what to tell her. The guest room had been made up for Sam. There was an air mattress in the boiler room, but Grant couldn’t possibly send Sarah down to sleep in a boiler room for three weeks. “Well, uh, I’m not sure where Andy had in mind,” Grant said, looking around. He looked at the couch and found himself feeling bad about that, too—he couldn’t let a pretty, young woman sleep on the stiff old couch… Maybe Grant could give Sarah his room, and he could sleep on the couch. That would be the gentlemanly thing to do… 
 
    “No worries,” Sarah said. She started looking around the house—checking out pictures and knickknacks. She laughed at an old picture of Andy. In the picture, Andy was stumbling down the street, drunk. “Is that Andy?” she said. 
 
    “Yeah—he was really wasted that night,” Grant said. “That was a couple of years ago, before he started growing that terrible moustache.”  
 
    “He had a moustache?” Sarah asked with a big smile. 
 
    “Had? He still has it,” Grant said. Sarah laughed. 
 
    “Oh man, it’s been so long,” she said. And then she went back to admiring photos along the mantle.  
 
    Grant watched her closely. He looked up the stairs towards Andy’s bedroom. He could still hear Andy mashing away at his controller. His game wasn’t nearly about to be finished, so Grant was stuck entertaining. “So how do you know Andy?” Grant asked. 
 
    “We went to school together—many years ago. We were close friends and then I moved away before junior high. There wasn’t Facebook or anything like that back then—well, I guess there was MySpace and that other one… but I never really got into any of that, and I doubt Andy was ever into that kind of thing. So we never really kept touch, until recently.”  
 
    “And you were friends with Sam then, too?” Grant asked. 
 
    Sarah’s lip curled into a smile. She was about to respond when Andy yelled, “Fuck!” up in his bedroom. Grant turned and looked at the closed door. Sarah’s attention was stolen as well. A moment later, the door opened and Andy emerged. “Sorry—I’m done. Sorry that took so long,” he said as he rushed down the stairs. He was still in his pyjama pants, which he’d been in all day. “Hi,” he said to Sarah, once he noticed her—but it wasn’t the ‘hi’ that Grant was expecting. It even sounded like Andy had no idea who the woman was standing in the middle of his living room. 
 
    She didn’t reply. She just raised her arms up and smiled, as if to say, ‘Don’t you remember me?’ And now Grant found himself feeling very confused. What was happening? Was Sarah not invited?  
 
    “I just remembered that there’s some laundry that needs folded,” Grant said before turning towards the basement stairs. He looked back at Sarah and smiled. “Nice to meet you, Sarah.” Grant got out of there before things got too much more awkward.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Walking up to that house wasn’t easy for Sarah—ringing the doorbell wasn’t easy, either. She kept assuring herself that it would be fine, and it seemed like it was going to be fine, until she saw Andy, her old friend from elementary school.  
 
    When his expression dropped, after the roommate went downstairs to fold laundry, she knew that he knew she used to be Sam. She had wanted to say something in one of her e-mails—when Andy kept calling her Sam, she knew she should have said something, but she was afraid he would end correspondence as soon as he realized she was a transgender. There were still lots of people—especially in the conservative city of Calgary, Alberta—who weren’t down with the whole transgender movement. 
 
    She remembered Andy’s family. They were regular churchgoers. Sam always avoided Andy’s house on Sundays, because Andy’s parents would always drag Sam along to church with them. Even a sleepover wasn’t a good enough excuse to get out of mass.  
 
    Andy would be the first person from her old life that she would come out to. After she moved away from Calgary, she slowly started her transition. She came out properly when she turned eighteen, which was a surprise to all of her friends. Some of them were supportive, some stopped talking to her. Her own family condemned her decision to become a woman, and told her she wasn’t welcome home until she reversed what she’d already done—her parents didn’t know that she’d been taking hormone pills for years (she had to get them illegally, using all of the money she made at her crappy shoe store job).  
 
    But now that she was almost fully transitioned, she’d decided that she didn’t want to simply leave the first decade of her life behind, as if it had never happened. She didn’t want to avoid the city of her birth, just because she was slightly less likely to be accepted than if she stayed in Toronto, or if she moved to Vancouver. Plus, she’d been offered a job at a tech company downtown Calgary, and if she decided to take the job, then it was only inevitable that she would eventually run into people from her past life. So it seemed like a good idea to get the shock out of the way, so she didn’t have to go to sleep every night with a heavy weight on her shoulders.  
 
    But it was harder than she expected. As soon as Andy’s gaze fell upon her, she wanted to run. Even with his moustache and his shaggy hair, he still looked like little Andy from elementary school, and Sarah couldn’t help but think that meant she would still look like little Sam to Andy. And she was right—though it took Andy a moment. And now that he’d made the connection, he was speechless. His eyes were wide and his lips were parted, but he wasn’t saying anything and he wasn’t moving. “Andy?” Sarah said gently, worried she was about to be thrown out.  
 
    She would be fine if he threw her out—though a bit disappointed. She had enough money in her bank account for a few months in a hotel—though bumming on a friend’s couch would have been ideal. She knew there would be a chance that Andy wouldn’t be down for letting a tranny sleep on his couch.  
 
    “I, uh—I just—um,” Andy said. His jaw appeared to be trembling slightly. Now Sarah just felt guilty, as if she was putting Andy on the spot. That wasn’t her intention. She didn’t want him to feel uncomfortable. She would have been fine if Andy wanted to call her Sam and treat her like an old male buddy—if that’s what he wanted, as long as he was comfortable.  
 
    “I’m sorry if this is a shock,” Sarah said. 
 
    “No—It’s not shock. I mean, it is a surprise, but—I just didn’t realize… Why didn’t you say anything?” Andy asked. 
 
    “I didn’t want to freak you out. I thought it would be less jarring if I just showed up… Though now that I’m thinking about it, maybe that wasn’t the best judgement call.”  
 
    Andy’s lips curled into an uncomfortable-looking smile. “I’m just glad to see you,” he said, but Sarah knew that he wasn’t telling the truth.  
 
    “I’m glad to see you. Should we hug?” she asked, taking a step forward. Andy opened his arms and they hugged, though his body felt stiff and cold. She couldn’t blame him—it was the same reaction she got from her mother, who tried to be supportive, but ultimately failed.  
 
    “You look good,” Andy said. But he was clearly trying his best not to look down at Sarah’s body.  
 
    “Thanks. I like your moustache,” Sarah said. She reached out and felt it, but regretted doing so as soon as Andy’s body became tense and clenched.  
 
    “Thanks,” Andy said with another stiff smile. “So I guess I’ll show you to your room.” He turned around slowly and started walking towards the stairs. Sarah grabbed her suitcase and followed Andy towards the guest room. She was impressed—it was made up nicely, and it smelled like fresh paint—a lot of work to put into a guest room for an old friend. “I hope this is okay,” he said. “I know it’s kind of small.” 
 
    “It’s perfect,” Sarah said, falling onto the bed. It had been a long trip. She’d driven from Toronto, and she’d done it in just two days: about sixteen hours each day on the road, without much stopping. It felt nice to finally be grounded, knowing that she wouldn’t have to move again for at least a few weeks—unless she had to move to her backup plan hotel.  
 
    “Well you’re welcome to stay as long as you want,” Andy said. He was already back in the doorway, ready to run back into the house—probably to hide and regret letting Sarah come to visit.  
 
    “Thanks, Andy,” she said with a smile. She did a good job of hiding her guilt. She was already trying to figure out how much money she could give Andy for his troubles. At least if she gave him some money, it would be less awkward—as if she was renting the room, instead of just bumming it. It was more than she expected and she was clearly more than Andy had expected.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    When Grant finally emerged from the basement, he expected to see a group of old friends chatting in the living room—laughing and drinking and catching up. Instead, he found a desolate space. The house was silent and everyone had gone to bed, even though it wasn’t very late.  
 
    Had Sam shown up yet? And Sarah—was she given the guest room? Someone was in there now—was Sam in there with Sarah? Were they a couple? Had they arrived in separate vehicles? Grant knew he wasn’t going to know any of the answers until the morning. He thought about knocking on Andy’s bedroom door for an update, but Andy’s bedroom light was off, as if he was sleeping (even though he usually didn’t go to sleep until very late).  
 
    So Grant watched some television in the living room for a couple of hours, just in case Sam ended up showing up—someone had to greet the guy, after all. But there were no visitors. Now it was midnight and Grant had to work in the morning. So he shut everything down and went to sleep, feeling somewhat frustrated that he didn’t understand what was going on.  
 
    For the past week, Andy had been raving about Sam—talking about all the different things he wanted to do while Sam was in town. He’d never mentioned Sarah.  
 
    When Grant woke up the next morning, the house was still silent. Andy’s car was still parked out front and so was Sarah’s—but there were no other cars that Grant didn’t recognize. So maybe Sam didn’t show up. Maybe he cancelled his trip and Sarah took his place. Grant wasn’t about to complain. Sarah was gorgeous. Sarah had a killer body and legs to die for. And if she was going to be there for a few weeks—that was more than enough time for Grant to make a move.  
 
    He smiled on his way down to his home’s basement office as he thought about her: her big eyes and her pink-glossed lips. She really was beautiful. How had Andy kept a friend like Sarah hidden for so long? Maybe he kept her hidden on purpose, so that Grant wouldn’t try to ask her out. Maybe Andy wanted her for himself. And was that why she was visiting now? Had Andy made a move, or was he planning on making a move?  
 
    It was around 9:00 AM when Grant heard someone walking around upstairs. He assumed it was Andy, and he really wanted to talk to Andy about Sarah—but he knew there was a small chance it was Sarah, and he didn’t want to seem desperate by suddenly showing up the moment she woke up. So he remained down in his basement office, though now he wasn’t getting much work done. Instead, he was staring at his screen and thinking about Sarah. He felt somewhat like a teenaged boy, eager to impress a classmate, but terrified of actually talking to her, face-to-face. He found himself daydreaming about her: sitting next to her on the couch with his arm over her shoulders. He couldn’t help but think about her in his bed, naked—her warm body pressed up against his. He was already imagining his hands against her perky tits, and his cock pressing into her tight pussy. 
 
    He navigated away from his work and found himself on Facebook. He searched for Sarah, but found tens of thousands of people named Sarah, just in his province. And he wasn’t even sure if Sarah was from his province. He tried searching Andy’s friends, but she wasn’t there. And then he even tried logging into Andy’s Facebook account, to see if her page was just hidden from people who weren’t her friends (Andy used the same password for everything: his last name with a 1 at the end). But Sarah’s page still wasn’t there. 
 
    And once again, Grant found himself daydreaming about holding Sarah’s naked body. He closed his eyes and leaned back in his chair. He reached down for the fly of his jeans when he noticed a figure standing in his office doorway. He sprung up and nearly screamed like a little girl. It was Sarah.  
 
    She smiled. “Am I interrupting?” she said.  
 
    Grant felt his face turning red. “No—not at all. I was just, uh, resting my eyes. I’ve been working for a few hours already,” he said. He cleared his throat and adjusted his shirt. He took a quick look down to make sure his erection wasn’t too noticeable under his jeans. “How did you sleep?” he said. 
 
    “Great. That bed in there is super comfortable,” she said. “So this is where you work?”  
 
    “Yeah, this is it,” Grant said, looking around at the plain walls in the windowless cube.  
 
    “Do you just work on your laptop?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Why don’t you work outside on your laptop? It’s a beautiful day.”  
 
    Grant smiled. “I would, but I work best with as few distractions as possible. Blank walls and no windows is perfect for me. If I can focus for five straight hours, then that’s all I need in a day. If I go outside, every car that goes by will steal my attention. I think I have ADHD, but I’ve never been tested.”  
 
    “Whatever works, I suppose,” she said, still with that cute smile on her face. She remained in the doorway, looking at Grant. Grant suddenly felt tense, as if he was forgetting something. He wanted to say something—maybe a compliment—but he was still in a half state of shock from nearly being caught. Had Sarah walked into his office one minute later, she would have caught him with his cock in his hand—and that would have been truly devastating. And she probably would have guessed that she was the one on his mind. But thankfully, she caught him a moment before—it probably just looked like he was stretching, or maybe reaching into his pocket at most. “So, uh, what are you getting up to today?” Grant asked.  
 
    “I was thinking of checking out downtown. I haven’t been in years,” she said.  
 
    “Where are you from?” Grant asked. 
 
    “Well I’m from here originally, but I’ve been in Toronto for almost twenty years,” she said.  
 
    Grant nodded, his head still murky from Sarah’s sudden appearance in his doorway.  
 
    “Anyway—I’ll stop bugging you. I should probably start my day. I still need my morning coffee,” she said, turning away. Grant continued to nod, still slowly processing everything she was saying. His mind was still stuck on the last thing she’d said, about living in Toronto for nearly twenty years. Was that not the same story with Sam? Did Sam not live in Calgary until the end of the sixth grade before moving to Toronto? So were Sam and Sarah related, or was that just a big coincidence? Before Grant could think to ask, Sarah was already gone. He could hear her upstairs by the front door, probably putting her shoes on, getting ready to leave.  
 
    So Grant went back to work, though he was far less efficient than usual. He had to struggle to keep his mind on his daily duties, and there were a few moments where he found himself back on Facebook, searching through pages of people names Sarah from Toronto. It was 4:00 PM when Grant finally threw in the towel for the day. It was much later than he usually worked, and the quality of the work he was getting done was low. So he went upstairs and he got dinner started.  
 
    The house was still silent. Sarah was out exploring downtown—but where was Andy? He was usually watching television or playing video games in the living room. Grant walked up to Andy’s bedroom door and gently pressed his ear to the door. He could hear Andy inside, playing video games with the volume turned low. Grant carefully opened the door and poked his head inside. Andy looked over quickly and jumped at the sight of Grant, even though it wasn’t unusual for Grant to poke his head in like that.  
 
    “You scared me,” Andy said. 
 
    “I saw that. What’s going on? Where’s your friend Sam?” Grant asked.  
 
    Andy seemed to squirm in an uncomfortable way. “He never showed up,” he said after a strange moment of silence.  
 
    “Who’s this Sarah chick? Someone from your past?” Grant asked. 
 
    Andy’s face was strangely pale, as if he hadn’t gotten much sleep. “Yeah—just an old classmate,” he said. 
 
    “You never mentioned her.”  
 
    “Didn’t I?” Andy said after a bit of hesitation. 
 
    “Never.” 
 
    “Oh, well, she’s going to be staying her for a while, instead of Sam. You don’t mind, do you?”  
 
    “Not at all,” Grant said. His heart skipped a beat before he asked his next question. “So, is she, like, single?”  
 
    Andy was silent. His eyes seemed to be glazed over. His lips parted but it took a moment for words to come forth. “I don’t know. I guess you’ll have to ask her,” he said, and then he forced that strange uncomfortable smile that seemed so out of character. He turned his attention back to his screen and continued playing his video game. Grant slipped out of Andy’s room and he returned to the kitchen to check on his dinner. But now he was more confused than ever. There was something weird going on, but Grant couldn’t seem to wrap his head around what. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Andy was killed rather quickly in his video game—so he started another match, and then he was killed again. He was off his game. He couldn’t focus the way he usually focussed. His teammates were shouting at him through his headset. “What the hell are you doing out there? You’re going to ruin our ranks!” one teammate yelled. So Andy figured it was probably best to hang up the controller for the evening. But he was too afraid to leave his bedroom, too afraid to be down in the living room when Sarah came back from her trip into town.  
 
    He didn’t know why he was so keen on avoiding her—he couldn’t possibly hide in his bedroom for the next three weeks. He would have to come out eventually—not to mention, if he hid throughout the whole duration of her visit, then she likely wouldn’t feel so welcome.  
 
    He heard her return to the house around 7:00 PM. The sound of her heels on the floor downstairs made his heart quiver. That was his old friend—his old best friend. They were inseparable in elementary school. They would hang out together every day after school, and on weekends they would alternate houses to sleepover at. Andy always preferred the sleepovers at Sam’s house, because Sam had a big basement and Sam’s parents never dragged Andy to church. But even at church, they still had fun. They would sneak away after mass and they would always find strange rooms to explore.  
 
    And then one day, Sam just left, and Andy never heard from him again. It was a few years later, after Facebook became a popular thing, when Andy finally tried reaching out—but Sam didn’t have a profile—at least not one that Andy could find. He tried a few more times to find Sam over the years, but after a while, he just gave up. His best friend was gone and that was just something he had to deal with.  
 
    But now his best friend was back—or was he? Was Sarah really the same person? Sure, she remembered all of those afterschool hangouts and all of the sleepovers, but did that mean she was really the same person? She was a girl now—and a strangely convincing girl. It probably wouldn’t have been so weird if she weren’t so convincing. But she was hardly recognizable—except for those eyes. Those were still Sam’s eyes.  
 
    Andy heard her down in the kitchen now. It sounded like she was talking to Grant. How long would it take for Grant to realize that Sarah was a transgender? He’d asked if she was single—so he obviously hadn’t figured it out yet. But when he did figure it out, what would he think? Would he mock her? Would he come upstairs and mock Andy? Or would he instantly become embarrassed when he remembered that he asked Andy if she was single?  
 
    Or was Andy just allowing himself to become irrationally paranoid? That girl downstairs was still his old best friend, whether he liked it or not. It was still that same friend from all those afternoon hangouts and weekend sleepovers. Andy had still spent half of a summer with that girl at her family’s cabin, in the fifth grade. So he knew it was only right to go downstairs and treat her like a proper guest. But Andy just couldn’t seem to will himself to open his bedroom door, to let himself out.  
 
    He took a deep breath. “Just calm down,” he mumbled to himself. “Just act normal.” He looked down at the doorknob and took another deep breath. He couldn’t figure out why he was so stressed out. He closed his eyes and turned the knob.  
 
    When he opened his eyes, he could see the stairs that would lead him to the kitchen, where Sarah was currently chatting casually with Grant. He took a few steps and could already feel his body becoming stiff.  
 
    He’d convinced himself that his eyes had lied to him the night before—that Sarah wasn’t really terribly convincing or beautiful. When he first saw her, before he realized she was Sam, he thought she was gorgeous, with her big eyes and her long brown hair. But he was tired—he’d been up early that morning for a work interview, and he’d spent the rest of the day playing video games—and video games can be terribly draining, staring at a flashing screen all day. Surely she wasn’t actually beautiful, and surely she wasn’t actually that convincing; she was Sam, after all, and Sam was your quintessential boy. He was lanky with short hair, and he would always wear long shorts and black t-shirts and shoes made especially for skateboarders…  
 
    Andy turned the corner and saw her back. She was standing and watching Grant as he prepared food. She was wearing another short skirt that didn’t do much to cover her bum. And her blouse was open in the back, showing off almost her whole bare back. Her skin looked smooth and tight and unquestionably feminine—even though Andy knew better. Her legs seemed to lack the muscle definition that most men had—was that from the hormones she was taking? And what about that ass? Her ass was perky and round—hormones can’t do that, can they?  
 
    She turned around slowly and her gaze met with Andy’s, and Andy became terribly stiff. He tried to force a smile before rigidity took over his whole body, but his smile didn’t feel convincing. “How was your day out?” he said in a tone that was louder than anticipated.  
 
    She smiled. “It was fun,” she said. She turned around, showing off her stunning front side. Her blouse was buttoned down once again, showing off that impressive cleavage, which had been created by lots of hormones and likely an expensive surgery.  
 
    She wasn’t wearing a bra. As she turned back to the table to pick up her drink, Andy could see under her shirt. He caught a very quick glimpse of her nipple as she spun back. His heart skipped a beat. Then he stuttered. “So, uh, where did you go?” he asked, feeling blood rushing into his cheeks.  
 
    Sarah started to explain where she’d spent her day. Andy struggled to pay attention—especially when Sarah turned and was looking away. It was almost impossible for Andy not to sneak a peek of her body. He still couldn’t believe that it was real—even if there were surgeries involved, it was still impressive. And she really was convincing—even her voice was amazingly convincing. But how was it possible? Was it just a fake voice that she’d gotten extremely used to using, or was that from the hormones too?  
 
    And if she was a girl now, did that mean she was into men? And what was between her legs: a pussy or a cock? It wouldn’t be hard to find out for sure—her skirt was so short, all Andy would have to do was bend over and look up, but he was too afraid to do it. He wasn’t sure he really wanted to know what was under that skirt. It’s not like he had any interest in being anything more than friend with her. Even then, he wasn’t sure he wanted to be friends with her. What would people think? What would his parents think?  
 
    “Andy?” she said. He snapped out from his daze and forced a smile. 
 
    “Yes?” he said. 
 
    “I asked you what you got up to today,” she said with a small chuckle. Grant chuckled as well. Oh God—did Grant think that Andy was interested in Sarah romantically? Andy’s heart plunged into his stomach. He took a deep breath. 
 
    “I, uh, just took a day off. I played some games, tidied up a little bit—that kind of thing. And you? I mean—I know what you did, you just told me.” He laughed nervously. “Sorry, I guess I didn’t get the best sleep last night. I think I have a cold. I woke up in the middle of the night with a runny nose and it just wouldn’t go away. Isn’t that the worst when that happens? So what do you have on deck for tomorrow?” He bit down on his tongue and felt more blood rush into his cheeks. 
 
    He was flustered. She was beautiful and he just couldn’t deny it, no matter how hard he tried. She didn’t just look like a woman—she looked like the kind of woman that Andy would have asked out on a date. She was the kind of woman Andy fantasized about. And now, Grant was looking at Andy with a big grin. Grant knew Andy’s type, so he surely knew that Sarah was his type: petite and brunette, with big gentle eyes and a cute smile. Hell, she was every guy’s type. What guy doesn’t want a petite brunette with big beautiful eyes and long smooth legs? Maybe a guy who doesn’t want to be with a biological man… 
 
    “Andy?” Grant said.  
 
    And Andy snapped out of yet another daze. “Yeah?” he said, refocusing his vision onto his friend. 
 
    “She asked you what you’re doing for the rest of the night tonight,” he said.  
 
    “Me?”  
 
    “Both of us—I said nothing. But I don’t know what you’re doing.”  
 
    “I, uh, have nothing planned,” he said. He wanted to come up with a lie so he could get away from her—so he didn’t have to torment himself with the strange conflict that was brewing in his head. But he couldn’t think of anything, especially after he’d just told them that he’d taken the day off, and Grant knew that he didn’t work.  
 
    “Well there’s this bar that I’ve been told to check out. Maybe you guys can come with me,” Sarah said with that big, cute smile. She walked past Andy on her way to the living room. He caught a whiff of her and his heart melted a little bit in his chest. She smelled like a flowery meadow, and she was radiating a peculiar warmth.  
 
    “Okay,” Andy said. It took him a moment to even realize he’d said it. He really was flustered like a teenaged boy—even though he knew Sarah’s true identity.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Grant had a tremendous night bowling with Andy and Sarah—though it would have been even better had Andy not been there. It only took Grant about thirty minutes to realize that Andy had a bit of a crush on Sarah.  
 
    Grant made the realization when he was emerging from the bathroom. Sarah was up at the top of the lane, lining up her throw. Andy was watching with glowing eyes. His gaze slowly travelled down Sarah’s body and ended on her bum. His body became tense as she bent over—she threw her ball with both hands, with her legs spread into a wide stance. Grant had never seen Andy stare at a girl like that before—and Grant wasn’t thrilled to have the competition, especially because Andy had the obvious advantage of actually knowing Sarah.  
 
    They were old friends with lots to talk about—though they weren’t talking much. When Sarah went to sit with Andy at the score table, Andy became tense and silent. Grant never thought Andy was a shy guy, but as he thought about it more, he realized he’d never seen Andy around a crush before. Maybe this was just the way he got around girls he liked.  
 
    When Grant got up to get some nachos and another beer, he looked back and saw Andy staring at Sarah’s tush again—it looked like he was trying to get a peek up her skirt. Grant laughed. And then he wondered if he should give Sarah to Andy. All night, he’d been chatting Sarah up, complimenting her, trying to figure out what makes her tick so he could have a shot of getting into her panties. But she was Andy’s friend and she was there because of Andy—so maybe Andy should be the one to get her.  
 
    But after three games, Andy was still silent and tense. His face was a constant shade of red, and he would force big, awkward smiles every time Sarah looked his way. He looked scared and uncomfortable—lost in a fantasy involving his old childhood friend. But when Grant was talking with Sarah, he didn’t feel uncomfortable at all. In fact, he felt more comfortable than ever. All of Sarah’s stories were strangely relatable, and she wasn’t like the other girls Grant had met in his life. She was different—she was easy going and funny and she knew how to have fun. In a weird way, it was like hanging out with a guy. Except she was a gorgeous girl, so it was so much better.  
 
    “Should I try throwing the ball the way you throw it?” Sarah asked Grant. And she was referring to the proper way of throwing the ball—with one hand and an approach.  
 
    Grant laughed. “Yeah, you probably should. Once you get used to it, it’s much easier and it’s actually legal.” 
 
    “What do you mean, legal?” Sarah asked. 
 
    “Well, if this was a bowling tournament—not that I’ve ever bowled in a bowling tournament—you would be penalized for throwing with both hands. I mean—it’s fine for this. I don’t care and I don’t think Andy cares. But you should probably give the proper way a try.” Grant found himself rambling a bit, feeling strangely flustered, which wasn’t like him. He took a deep breath and gathered his composure, and then he watched as Sarah attempted to throw the bowling ball properly. It went straight into the gutter. “Here, do you mind if I show you?” he said, standing up. 
 
    He went up behind her and reached around her, showing her how to properly hold the ball. Then he slowly swung her through the motions. He could feel Andy’s gaze burning against his back. Would Andy be angry? Would he be jealous? As Sarah practiced the motions, Grant could feel her soft tush pushing against his crotch. He bit down on his tongue in an attempt to suppress the erection that wanted to grow inside of his pants. He took a step back to ensure that erection didn’t happen—it was his throw next after all, and he didn’t want to step up to that lane with a big bulge in his pants. “Give that a try,” he said, moving back to his seat quickly. 
 
    Sarah threw the ball—it wasn’t the greatest bowling throw ever, but she knocked down four pins, which got her excited. “I did it!” she said with a small cheer. 
 
    “That was great,” Grant said. He looked over at Andy. “Wasn’t that great?” 
 
    Andy’s face was still red. His gaze was lost inwards. He looked like he hadn’t even heard Grant’s question. Was he feeling betrayed? Grant looked away quickly, feeling strangely guilty. He took a deep breath and then thought to himself: if Andy wants her, he can have her—but he has to make some sort of move first to prove it. Until Andy made some sort of move, Grant was going to continue his pursuit.  
 
    “I’m going to get another pitcher of beer for us,” Grant said. As he stood up, he noticed Andy’s glass was still full—he hadn’t taken a sip. He was lost deep in his mind. Maybe he wasn’t feeling well. “You okay, bud?” Grant asked. 
 
    Andy looked up slowly, and then his gaze finally returned to the real world. He forced a smile. “I’m great,” he said. “I guess I’m just not very good at bowling.” And he really wasn’t. Most of his throws ended up in the gutter, but he didn’t seem to care. He was more interested in staring at Sarah when no one was looking—Grant caught him again when he was returning with a new pitcher of beer.  
 
    Sarah was handling her liquor surprisingly well for a petite woman. Grant couldn’t help but notice that she’d poured herself five glasses throughout that night—and each glass was about twenty ounces. Her cheeks had turned a darker shade of red (which only made her look cuter) and she wobbled slightly whenever she stood up, but otherwise there were no signs that she was drunk. Grant, on the other hand, could hardly walk in a straight line. In the final game of the night, he ended up throwing half of his balls into the gutter. Sarah came up behind him and tried to show him how to properly throw the ball—imitating him from earlier. They had a good laugh, and then, for a brief moment, they looked into each other’s eyes and they were silent.  
 
    “We should probably get a cab home,” Grant said. The three of them went outside and hailed the first cab that went by. Fifteen minutes later, they were home. Andy went straight to his bedroom without saying more than “Goodnight!” Grant still couldn’t decide if he was feeling sick or if he was feeling betrayed. But in that moment, Grant was too drunk to care. Now he had Sarah alone, and Sarah was staring into his eyes with that adorable smile on her face. “Want to see my bedroom?” he asked her.  
 
    “Sure,” she said.  
 
    He reached out his hand and she took it gently. He led her up the stairs and into his bedroom. He closed the door carefully behind them, so that Andy wouldn’t hear what happened next.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Sarah was shocked when Grant went in for the kiss. She became still, but she kissed back. How could she not kiss back? Grant was a handsome guy. He was funny and nice, and he didn’t seem to care that Sarah used to be a man. Though Sarah couldn’t help but wonder if Grant thought she’d transitioned completely. Maybe he thought there was a pussy between her legs, and not a long throbbing cock… 
 
    He slipped his hands around her sides and he pulled her close. Her hands ended up under his shirt, on his chest. She felt his pecs and then she heard herself whimpering slightly. He was stronger than she’d expected. His body was warm and comforting. She took another step closer, pressing her chest against his body. Now his arms were around her completely. She had to stand up on her toes to keep her lips pressed against his.  
 
    Her heart was pounding. She’d never had sex before. Most guys ran away as soon as she told them she used to be a guy. The ones who didn’t run away were always creeps—fetishists looking to satisfy some trans fantasy. But Grant didn’t seem like a trans-fetishist. He was a nice, funny, normal guy. He was handsome and strong and he had a big cock—Sarah was feeling it now, with her hand down between his legs. She let out another little whimper.  
 
    But why would a handsome, strong, normal guy want to be with a trans chick? Sarah tried to think of a reason, and then she thought: maybe he doesn’t actually know. Maybe Andy never told him. Maybe Andy and Grant weren’t as close as she assumed—or maybe Andy was too embarrassed to tell him. Sarah’s heart sunk into her gut and she stopped kissing. “Is everything okay?” Grant asked. 
 
    She looked into his eyes. Maybe she wasn’t about to lose her virginity. Maybe she wasn’t about to finally get with a guy… “I’m fine,” she said, forcing a smile. She could feel warmth rushing into her cheeks. She took a deep breath as Grant slipped a hand gently around her head. He smiled—he really was handsome. He pulled her head in closer and then he kissed her again. And then Sarah thought: maybe he does know. Maybe there’s nothing to worry about. Or maybe he just won’t care—he seems nice and understanding.  
 
    “You’re tense—just relax,” Grant said. 
 
    Sarah took another deep breath and forced another big smile. Grant unbuttoned her top and gently pulled it off of her body. Her tits were exposed now. He sunk down and cupped her supple breasts. He squeezed and then he leaned forward to suck her nipples. It felt nice—really nice. She took another deep breath and leaned her head back. Another whimper slipped out from her lips. She pressed Grant’s head firmly into her chest. “Shit, that feels good,” she muttered. He circled her nipples with the tip of his tongue, and he sucked hard, making her nipples big and erect. But now there was a tingling between her legs—she was getting hard. Soon her panties wouldn’t be able to contain her and there would be a huge bulge pushing her skirt out. And she still had no idea if Grant would be okay with that.  
 
    So she acted on impulse and sunk down to her knees. Grant hesitated and then he smiled, and it took Sarah a moment to realize that she’d just signed up to suck his cock. Her heart stuttered. She’d never sucked a cock before. She’d never even seen an erection before that wasn’t her own. She looked down at the crotch of his jeans. There was a big bulge—he was already erect and ready. So she reached forward and gently undid his belt. Then she toyed with his fly until it was undone. She looked back up at him. He was smiling with red cheeks, excited to be sucked. She had no choice. She had to do it—and she had to get him off. If he didn’t get off, then he would want to go further, and she wasn’t sure she had what he wanted.  
 
    She tugged down his pants, along with his boxers. His curved, throbbing erection sprung free, nearly slapping against his abdomen. It truly was large—extending up beyond his bellybutton. She carefully slipped her fingers around it and began to pull back his foreskin. His tip was red. The veins were visibly pulsing. Sarah’s jaw trembled slightly. It was so warm and so hard—like holding a metal pipe that had been left too close to a fire. She continued to stroke him.  
 
    “How does that feel?” she asked, looking up at him. His cheeks were somehow a shade redder.  
 
    “Good,” he said. “Really good.”  
 
    She tightened her grip and began to pump faster. “And this?” 
 
    He nodded his head, biting the corner of his lip. She kept pumping, feeling every inch of his long shaft. But she knew he wanted more—and she knew that she wanted more. She wanted to taste him. She wanted to make him come—and she wanted to try swallowing his cum. She’d always fantasized about sucking a man off and swallowing his cum—now was her chance. 
 
    But she was terrified. She’d never sucked a cock and she had no idea what she was supposed to do with her tongue or her lips. But she knew she wasn’t going to figure it out by staring at his erection. So she leaned forward and parted her lips. She had to part her lips wide to fit his whole tip into her mouth. But she managed to get him inside. He groaned and slipped his fingers into her hair. He pulled her head tight against his crotch, sinking his cock deeper into her mouth, pressing his tip against the back of her throat. She managed not to gag, but it was a close call.  
 
    What she couldn’t fit into her mouth she continued to pump, keeping her grip tight, stroking quickly. In her mouth, she used her tongue to explore the length of his shaft. She could feel all of his veins and hard ridges. It was only a minute later when she could taste something sweet, which she assumed was a drop of pre-cum. She liked it, so she kept sucking and she kept pumping.  
 
    Grant laughed nervously. “If you aren’t careful, you’re going to make me come,” he said, his body becoming tense. 
 
    She looked up at him with her eyes, without slipping that beautiful cock out from her mouth. She smiled, letting him know that that’s exactly what she wanted. Now his whole face was a shade of crimson. She closed her eyes and kept sucking. She managed to plunge more of his length into her throat without gagging. Now she had her hand on his ball sack. She massaged it sensually while sucking with her lips and bobbing with her head. It was surprisingly difficult to keep all the differently motions in sync—but she thought she was doing a good job. 
 
    She could feel his cock bloating. His fingertips pressed firmly against her scalp and pulled her head in closer. Now she gagged, nearly throwing up—but she managed not to pull back. Tears suddenly formed in her eyes and rolled down her cheeks. She could hardly breathe, but she knew she was close—she only needed another minute at the very most— 
 
    He came with a loud groan. Cum splattered against the back of her throat and she gagged again. He continued to hold her head close, pressing her nose into his neatly trimmed pubic hair. And his cock didn’t want to stop unloading—shot after shot after shot. Where was it all coming from? There must have been five ounces of cum in her mouth already!  
 
    She finally managed to pull her head back. She coughed and spat cum out all over her chin, but she managed to keep most of it in. She closed her eyes firmly and tilted her head back. It took all of her might to swallow that massive cumshot, but she managed to get it down. When she opened her eyes, she saw that Grant was looking at her with big, glowing eyes. “Wow,” he said. “That was hot.”  
 
    “Really?” Sarah asked. She could feel cum dripping off her chin. 
 
    Grant nodded slowly. “Yeah—that was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.” Sarah didn’t know what he was referring to exactly—her swallowing or her gagging and choking on his cum? 
 
    Sarah stood up and kissed Grant on the lips. When she pulled back, a strand of his cum connected their chins together. Grant didn’t seem to mind. Sarah used her shoulder to wipe her chin.  
 
    “Do you want to sleep here tonight?” he asked.  
 
    “I’d better sleep in my room,” Sarah said. “But I’ll be thinking about you.” She winked and then she turned to leave. Her heart was pounding. She maybe didn’t lose her virginity, but she’s certainly had an unforgettable experience. She wanted to stay the night with Grant, but she still had no idea if he knew her real identity. And if he didn’t—she didn’t want to be there when he found out that a biological male had sucked his cock.  
 
    So Sarah went to her own bed and she locked her bedroom door. She lay down and found herself staring up at the ceiling, reliving those precious few minutes of cock sucking. She could still taste his sweet cum on her smiling lips.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Andy was afraid to leave his bedroom the next morning—but this time because he was afraid to face Grant. He heard Grant and Sarah slip into Grant’s bedroom, so surely Grant learned about Sarah’s truth… How could he not have?  
 
    And what happened after Grant learned about Sarah’s truth? It was only ten minutes after they went into the bedroom that Sarah came out. Did he angrily send her back to her own room? Or did they go through with it? Ten minutes was more that enough time for a quick fuck—but was it enough time to get through foreplay?  
 
    Andy could hear Grant emerging from his bedroom around 8:30 AM. He listened as Grant went down to the kitchen, and then he listened as Grant rifled through the cupboards for a pan to cook breakfast. It was only a few minutes later when Andy heard Sarah emerge from her room. Her soft bare footsteps went to join Grant in the kitchen. Andy carefully opened his door so he could hear their conversation.  
 
    “Good morning,” Grant said with a smile in his voice. 
 
    “Good morning,” Sarah said. Her voice was smooth and flirty—no signs of fighting or animosity at all.  
 
    They started chatting. “Last night was fun,” Grant said. “I think you’re a natural bowler.”  
 
    “You really think so?”  
 
    Andy couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Either they never actually fucked, or Grant was totally okay with her reality. And maybe there was no reason not to be okay with her reality. It was 2018, after all—they say that 1% of the population is trans. Andy had no idea if that was the truth or not, but even if it was only a tenth of that, then that’s still a lot of people. And should those people not be treated the way they want to be treated? Should a perfectly convincing trans woman not be treated like any other woman?  
 
    Andy smiled, but his smile was short lived. If Grant was okay with her reality, then that meant Grant and Sarah were now an item—whether it was official or not. They’d been intimate together and now they were chatting amiably like boyfriend and girlfriend. Which meant that Andy missed his chance with Sarah.  
 
    He was liking Sarah more and more every day. The fact that she used to be Sam seemed less and less relevant—just an interesting part of her backstory more than anything. She was beautiful and she was fun to hang out with. All of the guys at the bowling alley were checking her out—had Andy been there with her alone, all of those guys would have been jealous of Andy. Andy wasn’t sure if anyone had ever been jealous of him before.  
 
    He went down to the kitchen to see Sarah again, with fresh morning eyes. And without surprise, she was still stunning. She was wearing a pair of pink cotton booty shorts and a tight white t-shirt with a pink cat design. She looked at Andy with a big, warm smile and said, “Good morning, Andy.” Andy’s heart melted a little bit, and then his gut turned with a bout of jealousy. Was she officially off the table, or did Andy still have a chance with her?  
 
    “Hi,” Andy said. “You look lovely this morning.”  
 
    “Thanks,” she said.  
 
    Grant turned and looked at Andy. “Feeling better?” he asked, holding a spatula as bacon sizzled in his pan. He was cooking for everyone.  
 
    “Yeah. I think I was just a bit… spaced out last night,” Andy said. But in reality, he’d just been suffering from a sort of existential crisis all night: could he get past Sarah’s male past? Could he be in a relationship with his old male friend without constantly remembering Sam? The answer came to him late in the night: yes. He couldn’t even seem to remember what Sam looked like. Whenever he tried to think about Sam, he could only muster up the image of Sarah, and it wasn’t long before that mental image was stripping for him and teasing his cock with the tip of her tongue.  
 
    “Well you look better today,” Grant said, and then he turned back to his breakfast.  
 
    Andy found himself looking at Sarah, who was now sitting at the breakfast table, staring out the window into the backyard. She looked peaceful and happy. Her hair was ruffled and she was glowing—probably still revelling in the sex she’d had the night before… But Andy knew he could get past that. He knew that Sarah would fall for him once she got to know him—Grant was just a fling. Lots of girls slept with Grant. He was handsome and tall and muscular. But Andy was the real boyfriend material. He was funny and nice and caring—and he was a good listener. Girls were always telling him that he was a good listener.  
 
    Andy took a seat next to Sarah. “So what are your plans for the day?” he asked. 
 
    “I was hoping to make a trip out to the mall. I really need to get a new pair of jeans if it’s going to start getting colder soon.”  
 
    “The mall, huh?” Andy said. “I actually need a few things from the mall myself. Mind if I tag along?” 
 
    “Sure—that would be great,” Sarah said with that big, cute, warm smile. “It will be like old times.”  
 
    Andy managed to hold his smile, but Sarah’s last sentence finally brought that image of Sam back into his mind. He could now see the young man with the short hair. They used to go to the mall together and hang out around the video game store. The mall was only a few blocks from Sam’s house, and Sam’s parents would always give them twenty bucks to buy whatever they wanted. Usually they would save their twenties over a few weeks so they could buy a new video game. But sometimes they would hit up the candy store and fill giant bags full of sour keys and peach rings and gummy frogs.  
 
    Grant placed a plate down in front of Sarah, and then another one in front of Andy. “I have to work today, but we should all do something tonight,” Grant said.  
 
    Sarah looked up at him with a smile. “Yeah, totally,” she said. Andy’s gut turned as that jealousy returned. He tried to will away that jealousy—he knew it was just temporary. He knew that soon Grant would be the jealous one. But first, Andy needed to get that old image of Sam out from his mind.  
 
    Sarah got ready quickly after breakfast. She only took ten minutes to do her makeup. She tied her hair into a cute ponytail and she slipped into a simple black dress and a pair of black heels. She looked nice—Andy couldn’t wait for the jealousy to burn inside of every man at the mall. “Ready to go?” Sarah said. 
 
    “Ready,” Andy said. They took Sarah’s car, seeing as Andy’s hadn’t been cleaned in a few years (the passenger seat was covered in old McDonald’s bags). Sarah took the back roads to the mall—which surprised Andy. After nearly twenty years, how was she still able to remember all of the shortcuts? When her parents drove us from Andy’s house to her house, they would always take those same back roads. Once again, the image of Sam crept into Andy’s mind. He pushed it away and tried to remind himself that Sam didn’t exist anymore. Now there was only Sarah, and Sarah was a woman.  
 
    Sarah even parked in the same hidden nook in the parking lot where her parents would park when Andy and Sam were young. “Still a secret, huh?” she said. Andy wanted to tell her to stop reminding him about her past, but he knew it was just something he would have to become numb to. And he would eventually become numb to it, right?  
 
    They started their mall journey by hitting up a few women’s clothing stores. Sarah tried on a few different pairs of jeans before she found a pair that she liked. And then she started to admire a pair of faux-leather leggings. “You should try them on,” Andy insisted.  
 
    “I don’t know if they would look right on me,” Sarah said. She was blushing. Andy had seen girls wearing similar leggings at clubs before, and he’d always thought that they looked sexy. So he kept pushing until she caved and tried a pair on. From inside the changing stall, Sarah said, “Yeah—I don’t think these will work.”  
 
    “Show me,” Andy said.  
 
    There was a moment of silent hesitation, and then Sarah emerged from the changing stall. She looked good in the tight faux-leather leggings. Her legs looked so long and perfect—and her ass was killer. But as she turned to the side, he noticed the slight bulge between her legs. That bulge was probably the reason she thought the leggings didn’t work. That bulge made Andy’s heart stutter. He suddenly had a lump in his throat. Sarah reached her hand down the front of her pants and pushed her cock firmly between her legs, hiding as much of the bulge as she could. “What do you think?” she said. 
 
    “I think they look good,” Andy said. “But maybe they aren’t your style.” His heart was still stammering. She slipped back into the changing stall and got back into her little black dress. That bulge was invisible in that little black dress—but now Andy knew it was there, and he couldn’t stop thinking about it.  
 
    For some reason he’d assumed that she’d undergone a full transformation. He thought she would have a pussy, though he wasn’t sure why he thought that. Had she just not gotten around to getting the operation? Could she not afford it? Or was she happy with her cock? Andy tried not to think of it, but his efforts were futile—it was all he could think about for the rest of the afternoon. Every time Sarah tried something on, his gaze would drift down and he would find himself trying to spot it. He knew it was there.  
 
    In one store, Sarah tried on a very short skirt, which wasn’t even short enough to cover her whole bum. She stepped out from the changing room and did a full spin. And while she was spinning, the short skirt lifted up into the air and Andy caught a brief view of her panties—and he was positive that he could see a tinge of flesh poking out the side of her panties: a little bit of cock, or maybe a bit of testicle. But he knew for sure that he wasn’t seeing a bit of pussy.  
 
    “What did you need to get?” she asked as she stood in that terribly short skirt. At least her legs were long and smooth and feminine. At least her ass was perky and firm. At least her feet were petite and cute in her little heels. “I totally forgot that you said you needed to get some things.” 
 
    Andy was suddenly drawing a blank. He tried to think of something—the first thing that came into his mind. “Shirts,” he said with a monotone voice. “I need to buy some new shirts.”  
 
    So the next shop they went into was a men’s clothing store. Andy located a few cheap blank t-shirts and he bought them. As he reached his credit card to the cashier, he noticed his hand was trembling. How long had it been trembling for? Sarah was standing next to him. He could smell her amazing perfume and he could feel that incredible warmth radiating off of her body. But in his head he could still see that image of Sam.  
 
    That image would only go away with time—he was sure of it. He looked over into her eyes and smiled. She smiled back. “It’s only three—is there anything else you want to do while we’re out?” Andy asked. 
 
    “We could see a movie—like old times,” she said. And there was that term again: like old times. Andy tried not to squirm—but he liked the idea of seeing a movie with her. He liked the idea of sitting next to her, smelling that beautiful perfume for a couple hours. He was already fantasizing about putting his arm over her, holding her close—maybe they would see a horror movie. Maybe she would cower into him. Maybe they would kiss. Maybe the theatre would be empty and they would do more than just kiss… And what could they do, exactly?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    Sarah was surprised when Andy ordered two tickets to Death Man—a horror movie that had been in theatres for a few months already. Andy didn’t seem like the horror type, and there were so many new movies out that were probably better than Death Man. 
 
    Though it was nice that the theatre was completely empty. They were able to chat as the movie started, without feeling like they were ruining the movie for anyone.  
 
    The movie started with a tense scene. Andy and Sarah both became quiet at they turned their attention to the movie. The main character was walking down a hall after hearing a noise. A shadow moved across the wall behind her. “I don’t do so good with scary movies,” Sarah said. 
 
    Something zipped past the camera, making Sarah jump. She reached over and grabbed tightly onto Andy’s hand. Then she looked over at his hand and then up into his eyes. “Sorry,” she said, letting go quickly. 
 
    “It’s okay. I don’t mind,” he said, offering his hand. She hesitated, looked back at the screen and realized there was still ninety minutes of horror left, and then she took the hand. She squeezed tightly. Then there was another jump scare. This time she cowered her face into Andy’s chest. “Tell me when the scene’s over,” she said.  
 
    Andy was wearing a nice cologne—or maybe it was just a smooth deodorant. Either way, he smelled nice. And he was surprisingly fit. Her face wasn’t pushing into softness—his chest was hard, though not quite as stacked as Grant’s chest. But Andy was still comforting, especially once he had his arm around her, holding her close, keeping her safe from the scariness on the movie screen.  
 
    “Is it over yet?” she asked, looking up at him. 
 
    He looked down into her eyes. “Not yet,” he said. But he didn’t look back at the screen. Now his eyes were locked with hers. Sarah’s heart skipped a beat. Was Andy into her? Did he have a crush on her, even though he knew that she was actually a biological male? Her lips parted slightly, but there was a lump in her throat preventing her from speaking.  
 
    “You’re cute,” he said with red cheeks. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said.  
 
    “I mean it,” he said.  
 
    “Really?”  
 
    There was a silence. A monster jumped out on the screen but Sarah hardly noticed. Andy started leaning in, so Sarah closed her eyes. A moment later, their lips were pressed together. They kissed. His lips were warm and soft. He held her gently. The kiss lasted a few minutes, but those few minutes went by quickly. Sarah’s mind was spinning. She was kissing Andy—her old best friend. She couldn’t figure out how to wrap her head around it. 
 
    “Y—You know I’m trans, right?” she said once they broke away from one another. 
 
    Andy shrugged his shoulders. “Of course I know that,” he said. 
 
    “And you don’t care?” she said. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders again. “I guess not,” he said. And they kissed again. This time Sarah pushed her tongue through Andy’s lips. She wrapped her tongue around his and then she wrapped her arms around his body. Thankfully the armrest between their seats pushed up easily, so there was nothing between them. She slipped over and found herself on his lap, straddling him. She looked down into his eyes. “Are we really doing this?” she asked. 
 
    “I guess so,” he said with dark red cheeks. His hands slowly moved up and cupped her breasts. She let out a soft sigh as he squeezed.  
 
    “They’re nice,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said.  
 
    He pulled the straps of her dress off of her shoulders. She found herself looking around, double-checking to make sure they really were alone in that small theatre. She couldn’t see anyone so she turned her attention back to Andy. She could feel his bulge growing in his pants. So she reached down and undid his fly. She didn’t bother undoing his belt or pulling down his pants. She was able to fit his erection through his fly, and that was enough. Once it was through, she started stroking it. He was tense for a moment but he quickly relaxed.  
 
    His hands explored her body—everywhere but between her legs. He became tense every time his fingers came close to her cock, which was erect and throbbing. She understood—it wasn’t an easy pill to swallow. She was just happy that he was accepting her in the moment.  
 
    She spat into her hand and then she rubbed her spit all over his shaft. Then she pulled her panties aside and got her butthole lined up with his cock. “Ready?” she asked. 
 
    Andy nodded. His face was dark red, but she had a feeling that wasn’t going to chance. So she took a deep breath and she started to lower herself down. She had some anal experience with dildos and vibrators—some that were bigger than Andy’s cock. But still, she found herself clenching hard, squirming slightly, and feeling a bit of pain as she sunk down low. Maybe it was just nerves. But Andy was patient. He placed his hands on her hips and he waited for her to sink down fully before he started thrusting upwards. Occasionally he would look down, but his gaze would quickly dart back up, as if he was put off by the sight of her erection bouncing around under her skirt. Again, she didn’t blame him.  
 
    It felt nice after a couple of minutes: his cock sliding up and down, massaging the walls of her anus. She could feel his veins pulsing deep inside of her body. She placed her hands on his shoulders and gripped tightly so that she wouldn’t wobble. She looked down and watched as his cock disappeared and reappeared every couple of seconds. It was a strangely sensual sight: the sight of her losing her anal virginity.  
 
    She clenched hard as the euphoria started to swirl inside of her. She could feel a tingling in the tip of her cock and she stated to worry that she was going to come. If she came in her dress, she had no change of clothes—the fabric was so thin, the jizz would surely soak through.  
 
    So she reached down and clenched her cock tightly, as if that would stop her from coming. But it only made the tingling more intense. She was relieved when Andy groaned, “I think I’m going to come.” But she was slightly disappointed when he didn’t come, teasing her further, bringing her closer and closer to orgasm. “Shit,” she muttered. She squeezed her cock tightly, but it didn’t stop anything. She ended up coming. But her skirt was hiked up, and she didn’t notice until it was too late. She ended up coating Andy’s shirt with her hot load. His eyes were closed and he didn’t seem to notice—not until after he’d climaxed in her tush.  
 
    He looked down as he caught his breath and he noticed the white cum that was all over him. His lips parted but he didn’t say anything—he was too polite to say anything. Sarah forced a smile as she tried to find something to clean it up. There was some paper in one of her shopping bags. She managed to wipe up most of it, but the stain was still there. When the movie ended, Andy turned his shirt inside out so that people wouldn’t see that his chest was covered in cum. No one seemed to notice the dry cum stains running down Sarah’s legs.  
 
    They left the theatre holding hands, with smiles on their faces.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Grant was sitting in his bedroom when he heard the car door slam shut. He peeked out his window and saw Andy approaching the house with Sarah next to him. They were holding hands.  
 
    Grant wanted to be proud of his buddy—Sarah was Andy’s friend, after all, so it was only fair that he got claim to her—but Grant couldn’t muster up any pride. He was jealous and a little bit heartbroken. He’d thought he had something going with Sarah. She laughed at all of his jokes and she stared into his eyes as if she really liked him—and here she was now holding Andy’s hand.  
 
    He told himself that there were plenty more fish in the sea—and he was content with this reassurance until he went downstairs to say hello. Then he saw Sarah’s face again for the first time in about six hours, and he remembered how beautiful she was. He remembered how sweet her voice was, and he remembered how bright her eyes were. So his heart sunk back into his gut. Andy and Sarah weren’t holding hands now—now they were acting as if nothing had every happened, but Grant had already seen enough through his bedroom window. He knew that they were flirting with a relationship.  
 
    “How was the mall?” Grant asked casually, pretending to be oblivious.  
 
    “Great,” Andy said with a big, goofy smile—the kind of smile he only had after spending a night with a woman. Had Andy and Sarah gotten up to more than just perusing the mall? Did they kiss? Did they do more than just kiss? They were gone for a while—almost six hours. There weren’t nearly enough shops at the mall to fill a six-hour window, so surely they’d gotten up to more than just shopping.  
 
    “I made dinner—it’s in the oven. It might need heated up,” Grant said. 
 
    “Thanks so much,” Sarah said with her classic big smile. Grant’s heart stuttered. He was falling in love with that smile. He couldn’t just let Andy have it, just because Andy knew her longer. Grant was the one putting in all the work—he was cooking the dinners, he’d prepared the guest room, he was cleaning up, and he was paying the bills. And what was Andy doing? Spending the money he supposedly didn’t have for rent on clothes at the mall… Maybe Andy wasn’t entitled to Sarah. Maybe Grant wouldn’t step down so easily. “You look lovely in that dress, Sarah,” Grant said.  
 
    “Thanks,” she replied, her cheeks turning a shade of red.  
 
    Out of the corner of his eye, he caught a dirty glare from Andy. But Andy was going to have to make a really strong case for Grant to stand down.  
 
    “I was thinking of renting a movie on the Apple TV,” Grant said. “You should watch with me.” 
 
    “That sounds nice,” Sarah said with her big smile.  
 
    And there was another dirty glare from Andy—but Grant ignored it. “Which movie?” Andy asked. 
 
    “That new Terminator movie.” 
 
    “I’ve already seen it,” Andy said. 
 
    “Have you seen it?” Grant asked Sarah. 
 
    “No,” she said. 
 
    “Great, then it’s a date.” Grant smiled. He tried to avoid eye contact with Andy as he went up to his room to get changed into nicer clothes. He also freshened up his deodorant and gave himself a squirt of cologne. Before leaving his bedroom, he fished his lucky socks out from his sock drawer and he put them on his feet. He was taking this ‘date’ very seriously.  
 
    Grant and Sarah sat on the big couch facing the television. Grant had a blanket ready (and he’d turned off the heat, hoping they would end up sharing it), and he had a giant bowl of popcorn popped. Every time he would lean forward for a handful of popcorn, he would subtly inch closer to Sarah. He was almost close enough to get his arm over her shoulders when Andy came into the room and took a seat on the other side of her. Grant’s heart skipped a beat and his gut turned. “I thought you said you’ve seen this movie,” Grant said—and Grant knew it was a fact; just a few weeks before, he’d seen Andy watching it up in his bedroom.  
 
    “I forgot how good it was. You guys don’t mind if I watch too, do you?” he asked. He had a sly smile on his face.  
 
    Sarah shook her head. “I don’t mind,” she said. “It’s just like old times.” Then Grant watched as Andy’s face became strangely pale. His gaze turned inward for a moment before he forced an awkward smile. And Grant wondered: what was that all about?  
 
    Andy’s presence didn’t stop Grant. He kept inching closer and closer, one little scooch at a time. It took a good fifteen minutes before he was right up next to Sarah. His plan to throw his arm over her shoulders was thwarted by Andy, who beat him to the punch. His hand was dangling uncomfortably close to Grant’s face, but it wasn’t enough to deter him. So Grant grabbed the blanket. “It’s kind of cold in here, isn’t it?” he said to Sarah.  
 
    “Great idea,” Sarah said, looking at the blanket. Grant tossed it over them—and then Andy tugged it his way, so it would cover all three of them. But Grant remained diligent. After a couple of minutes, he slipped his hand over, onto Sarah’s bare thigh. Her skin was soft and warm. She didn’t reject his hand—she didn’t even squirm of flinch. She looked over at Grant, right into his eyes, and she smiled. So Grant inched that hand further up her leg. His heart was racing—he was winning. A hand on the thigh beats an arm over the shoulders, as far as he was concerned. And he wasn’t too far from her crotch now, as he slowly inched higher and higher.  
 
    He was only a few centimeters away when Sarah slipped her hand over his, stopping him from going any further. He had his hand under her dress, and he had the tips of his fingers on the edge of her panties. She didn’t push him away—she just held his hand in place. Grant casually looked over at her and noticed that she was tense, sitting upright with a pale look on her face. Had he crossed a line? Was she uncomfortable with his advances while sitting next to her childhood friend?  
 
    Grant bit down on his tongue. He couldn’t let Andy win the game. He had to keep up his momentum. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. If he was going to win this battle, he needed to be more outgoing, more confident, and he needed to take more risks. The first risk he needed to take was getting that hand between her legs, so he could show her what he could do with his fingers.  
 
    Grant opened his eyes. He could see that Andy was looking down at Sarah’s lap—he could probably see the movement of Grant’s hand beneath the blanket. He was tense, his lips pressed thin—he was probably trying to think of his next move. And then he suddenly blurted out, “She’s a man!” And the room fell strangely quiet.  
 
    Sarah’s face became white. Her lips parted slightly and her body became strangely stiff. Grant shook his head and laughed. “What are you on about?” he said. 
 
    “Sarah’s a transgender. She used to be Sam,” he said with conviction. “Sorry—I had to say it.”  
 
    Sarah’s face turned whiter. She wasn’t denying his claim—but why not? Why was she not standing up for herself? Why was she letting Andy get away with saying mean things about her? Or was it true?  
 
    Grant thought about it for a moment. His gut started to turn. It answered a lot of unanswered questions. Grant had never figured out why Sam never showed up, or why Sarah suddenly showed up, even though Andy had never mentioned anyone named Sarah.  
 
    But it couldn’t be true. Sarah was beautiful. She was sweet and gentle and petite… but none of those qualities meant she was necessarily a biological female.  
 
    “Andy…” Sarah said, her voice sounding strangely broken.  
 
    “I’m sorry, but he should know,” Andy said.  
 
    “But why like this?” Sarah said, still pale and tense. She kept her gaze forward, away from both men.  
 
    “Because… Because he’ll care, but I don’t care. You should be with me.”  
 
    Sarah looked over slowly at Andy. “What do you mean, you don’t care?” she asked. 
 
    “I mean—I don’t care that you used to be a guy. I want you to be mine. I like you. He only likes you because he thinks you’ve got a pussy.” 
 
    “That’s not true,” Grant said, but he had to think for a moment to decide if it was true or not. If it was true—and it was sounding like it was true—was that a deterrent? Could he be with a woman who used to be a man? He looked over at Sarah and tried to find some sort of evidence on her face. There was a slight bulge on her throat, but lots of girls have bulges on their throats—that didn’t mean she had an Adam’s apple.  
 
    Regardless of whether she used to be a man or not, she was beautiful—there was no denying that. Regardless of whether or not she was a man at some point in her life, she was still fun to be around, and she was still great at sucking cock. Maybe Grant could be with a trans girl. Maybe that wasn’t such a crazy proposition. “I like you too,” he said, his voice cracking slightly.  
 
    “Well we can’t both have her. Sarah—you have choose. Me or him,” Andy said.  
 
    Sarah looked at Grant and then she looked at Andy. Her cheeks were rosy and her eyes were wet. “I don’t want to choose,” she said. She looked over at Grant. “How can I know that you really don’t care about my past?” she asked.  
 
    “Let me prove it,” he said. 
 
    “How?” she asked. 
 
    His heart stuttered. He only had one idea in mind, and it terrified him. His hand was still on her thigh, just an inch away from whatever was hiding between her thighs. All he had to do was reach out and take it—stroke it and suck it and prove that he really meant it. But could he do it?  
 
    Sarah looked over at Andy. “And how can I know that you really like me—and you aren’t just trying to keep me away from your friend?” she asked. 
 
    “Let me prove it,” Andy said. Then the room became silent.  
 
    Grant bit down on his tongue. If he was going to win the battle, he needed to act—he needed to prove that he didn’t care. So he reached his hand further and he felt the bulge in her panties. She really wasn’t lying: she really wasn’t fully female. He began to massage that bulge, feeling its whole length, exploring her entire package. 
 
    Andy didn’t just sit back and watch. He slipped his fingers under her chin and he turned her head towards his. He kissed her. Grant’s heart skipped another beat. He had to go further. So he slipped his fingers under her panties, onto her bare penis. It was already throbbing, getting bigger and harder. And if he was truly going to prove himself, he needed to go further. He pulled away the blanket and he lowered himself down. He closed her legs together and then he gave her panties a tug, pulling them down to her knees, revealing her long, curved cock. He gently picked it up and started stroking it again. Now, his lips were inching closer and closer to her throbbing tip. He was ready to suck her off—ready to do whatever it took.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    Sarah had hands all over her body, but she didn’t know whose were whose. She had a hand stroking her cock, a hand squeezing her ass, a hand caressing her face, and a hand fondling her tits. There were moments where it felt like there were more hands. She had Andy’s tongue in her mouth and Grant’s tongue gently circling the tip of her erection. She felt terribly vulnerable and strangely free at the same time.  
 
    One of the men lowered her down onto her back. Andy continued kissing her and Grant continued sucking her. It felt nice. Her heart was racing. Both men really did like her—they really didn’t care about her male reality. And both men wanted to pleasure her, and they were doing a good job so far. She was already rock hard. She reached around blindly until she found a crotch. Then she started toying at the belt—whose belt, she wasn’t sure.  
 
    It was only a few seconds later when she had a cock in her hand. It was long and thick and warm. She gently pulled it back and could feel it throbbing and growing. When she opened her eyes, she could only see Andy’s face—so the owner of the cock was a mystery, though she was fairly certain it belonged to Andy. She gently stroked.  
 
    She could feel Grant’s lips pushing down her whole length, his tongue squirming all over her shaft, getting her wet. Someone now had a finger teasing her anus, pushing up, penetrating her. She didn’t mind. It felt nice—one more little piece of stimulation. That finger pushed further and further until she could feel the hand’s knuckle. Then the finger pulled back and it came back again with a partner: two fingers pushing up into her asshole, stretching her wide, getting her ready.  
 
    Her heart was pounding, and she could feel Andy’s heart pounding as he lay on top of her. Her head was spinning—she still hadn’t processed everything yet. She still couldn’t figure out how she ended up with two well-endowed men making love to her body. It was especially crazy seeing as she had woken up a virgin that morning.  
 
    But she embraced it. She held both men close to her and she let them kiss her, suck her, fondle her, and squeeze her. She found herself in a sort of pretzel, with legs over her and under her, and a cock in each hand. Grant’s cock was now close to her face, and his face was still down between her legs. He was deep-throating her erection expertly and without hesitation. Now Andy was lower, sucking her nipples, with his bare erection pressed against her side. He was naked—and so was Grant—and so was Sarah. Somehow, all of their clothes had ended up on the floor.  
 
    “I want you inside of me,” she said, but she wasn’t sure who she was saying it to—maybe to both of them. She was scared but excited. She was nervous but she couldn’t imagine not getting fucked. She’d already been fucked once that day, but she knew this was going to be more intense. She knew she wouldn’t last long once a throbbing member was deep in her body. And she couldn’t wait to feel warm cum all over her body.  
 
    Someone spread her legs and held them up high. Someone else straddled her chest and pressed her tits together. She had her eyes closed and she was too afraid to open them, though she wasn’t sure why. She felt a cock sliding in-between her breasts, and then she felt a cock press up to her tight hole. A moment later, she was penetrated. She clenched but she was still stretched wide from earlier, in the movie theater—clenching didn’t stop the thick cock from travelling deeper. 
 
    She knew the cock in her asshole belonged to Grant—it felt different than Andy’s. It was longer and thicker, and the veins throbbed harder. It was curved slightly, pushing to the left, which felt strangely amazing. She tried to squirm as euphoria began to overwhelm her, but the two men had her pinned. Grant held her legs firmly in the air as he sunk his cock in deep, while Andy thrusted his cock between her breasts. It all felt so good—she didn’t want it to end. But she knew she wouldn’t last long, so she knew the men probably wouldn’t last long either.  
 
    “She’s so tight,” Grant said.  
 
    “I want you to come inside of me,” Sarah said—and she couldn’t believe she’d actually said it aloud. “I want you both to come inside of me.”  
 
    It was a second later when Andy got up and stepped off of the couch. Grant stayed where he was, gently thrusting, getting her warmed up for the real fucking. “Hold her up,” Andy’s voice said, and then she felt Grant’s hands slip underneath her. He lifted her as if she was a blow-up sex doll, and Andy squirmed underneath her. Grant then put her down on Andy’s chest.  
 
    She opened her eyes and looked down. Grant was reaching down—he grabbed Andy’s erection and lined it up with Sarah’s butthole. Once he had his first inch inside of her, he let go. Andy continued to push in. Then, Grant took his own cock and pressed it up to the same tight hole, which was already stuffed—the men were going to try and get both cocks inside of her at the same time. Was it even possible? How badly would it hurt? Would her asshole ever look the same afterwards?  
 
    She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. “Do it,” she said. She was scared. She knew it would hurt—at least at first. But she somehow knew it would be worth it. Grant started to push in. It took a moment of pushing before he penetrated. 
 
    Sarah screamed, and then she covered her mouth. She bit down on her fingers and looked down again. She watched as Grant slowly pushed his cock in, on top of Andy’s cock. It did hurt—she could feel her skin stretching, like it was about to tear, but she remained strong and brave. She watched as that cock sunk deeper and deeper, and then she let her head fall back. Andy reached around and cupped her tits. Grant reached down and held her hips. A moment later, both men were gently thrusting.  
 
    And with each thrust, that pain was going away. Her asshole felt less and less like it was going to tear. She reached down and grabbed her cock firmly and began to stroke it. Euphoria began to fill her body. Her legs started trembling and her chest started heaving. It felt good—too good. She didn’t know pleasure like this was possible. She bit down on her tongue in an attempt to stop herself from moaning, but it was a futile attempt. She started moaning like a wild animal. She could feel both cocks inside of her ass, sliding in and pulling out.  
 
    “I think I’m going to come,” she said.  
 
    “Me too,” Andy said. 
 
    “Me three,” Grant said. No one was lasting long—it was impossible to last long with so much stimulation. It was amazing Sarah managed to last as long as she did, with two thick cocks pressing into her prostate.  
 
    Sarah groaned. She strained to look down, just as her cock spewed white streams across her chest. A couple shots hit the backs of Andy’s hands. The rest, Andy wiped upwards, onto her tits. Then Sarah felt the warmth blasting inside of her—one of the men was coming—or maybe it was both of the men. She could feel blast after blast after blast. She felt so full, like she was going to burst. Both men were groaning—so surely she was feeling a double creampie filling her up deep.  
 
    Both men pulled out at the same time. She tried to clench her anus shut, but she was too stretched out, so all of the cum came pouring out, down her butt cheeks and onto the couch. Sarah was exhausted. Her arms and legs were trembling and she couldn’t move. She had the biggest smile stuck on her face. Andy and Grant were slow to get up to their feet. Grant stumbled back as he tried to catch his breath.  
 
    Both men had proved that they really did want her—but Sarah still wasn’t sure who should get her. But they were looking at her, waiting for her verdict. So what could she say? How could she make them both happy while making herself happy too?  
 
    “Now what?” Andy asked. He looked down at his legs, which were covered in cum—some of which probably wasn’t his own, but it all came out from Sarah’s butt.  
 
    “Now, I guess Sarah decides who she wants,” Grant said. Both men looked back at her.  
 
    “I don’t want to choose,” Sarah said. 
 
    “You have to,” Andy said. 
 
    “Then I want Grant,” she said. And she was shocked to hear herself say it so suddenly and so confidently. But it was true—Grant liked her more. Grant had put in all the work. Andy was a good friend, but Sarah could tell that Andy was struggling with her trans identity. “Andy—we used to be great friends, and I still want to be friends. But I think Grant really cares about me.”  
 
    “I understand,” Andy said. He looked disappointed, but he truly looked like he understood. Sarah couldn’t help but feel that Andy was only interested because he didn’t want Grant to take away the precious memories of his childhood. But Andy needed to learn to grow up. He needed to accept that things change—people change—and that doesn’t change a person’s memories. Whenever Sarah mentioned their childhood, Andy’s face would turn white and his mind would drift away. Whenever she looked into his eyes, she could see hesitation. He just wasn’t ready.  
 
    Sarah slept in Grant’s room that night. She woke up in his arms, warm and relaxed and happy and excited for the life that lay ahead of her. She was happy to see Andy in the kitchen after she got up. He was cooking breakfast, for her and Grant as well as himself. He had the strangest smile on his face, and he was whistling like a man with a new lease on life. “What’s up with you?” Sarah asked.  
 
    “I just had a chance to think about things last night, and I’m glad the way everything turned out,” he said. And then he turned back to the stove and continued smiling and whistling. Sarah wasn’t sure what kind of revelation he’d had, but she was happy he’d had it. That afternoon he applied for jobs, and the next morning, he went in for an interview with a big company. He got the job. That same week he cleaned up his bedroom and packed up his video games. And then he went up to Sarah and said, “Thank you.” She had a good idea why he was thanking her.  
 
    She moved out at the end of the month, and Grant went with her. They got a nice two-bedroom apartment near downtown, not too far from Andy’s place. And everything seemed strangely perfect—because everything was perfect.  
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    PICTURE DAY 
 
    John, an amateur photographer, is desperate for work after being short on rent for the third month in a row. He decides to advertise his photography services on a local job board, and he’s surprised when he gets a call so quickly. 
 
    A school is in desperate need of a photographer for picture day. The pay is good, so John doesn’t hesitate. And the day goes smoothly enough, until one final student comes in at the end of the day. She’s stunningly beautiful and amazingly photogenic. And she’s got a special request for John: a private weekend photo shoot. John has his reservations but he accepts the gig. But his reservations only grow when he finds out the beautiful young woman isn’t listed as a student at the school.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was picture day—the day of the week when I posted a new photo to Instagram. It was a Tuesday, to be more specific.  
 
     All of the greatest Instagram photographers only posted one photo every week, and I wanted to be one of the greats. Larry Fischer, Toby Ronson, Gayle Meeker—they were all killer and no filler: hundreds of posts without a single stinker. I wanted to be just like them. I wanted to be in a class of my own, with each photo getting a week’s worth of proper attention. I didn’t want to be another aspiring photographer posting twenty photos a day, getting my likes through sheer quantity. I had to be one of the greats if I was going to be a photographer at all. 
 
    That Tuesday, my new photo got six likes—six measly likes. I sat on my couch and stared at my phone in a state of disbelief, though I wasn’t surprised. It was actually an improvement over my last photo, which only received six likes after an entire week. At first I thought there was something wrong with my phone, and then I started to wonder if there was something wrong with my Instagram settings. I must have spent three hours searching through settings, trying to find some hidden adjustment so that the world could see my photos. I even made a second Instagram account, just so I could search for my own photos, to make sure they were actually visible to the public. And they were visible to the public—the problem wasn’t my phone or Instagram.  
 
    I’d been at it for four months. I almost had twenty photos posted, with hardly one hundred likes across all of them. I had eight followers, and a total of two comments: one thumbs-up emoji and one advertisement for discount sneakers. I squirmed looking at my pathetic numbers, and the thought that I’d spent thousands of dollars on my equipment—never mind the two years I spent at photography school.  
 
    I’d spent quite a bit of time in denial, trying to convince myself that I wasn’t the problem—it was my audience. Surely they just didn’t know what a good picture was. Surely they were just tasteless pigs, just looking for pictures of naked girls and cute puppies. And then I found myself back on the pages of Larry Fischer, Toby Ronson, Gayle Meeker, and my other heroes. Their photos were stunning, and their likes and comments reflected that. When I compared my profile to theirs, it became obvious that I was the problem. My photos really weren’t that good. Most of them were pretentious—stupid shots of buildings taken at strange angles. There was something clearly missing, but I couldn’t put my finger on what.  
 
    I was staring at my phone, trying to convince myself that my photos weren’t so bad, when there was a knock at my door. I put my phone down and answered the door. It was my landlord. “Rent,” he said, reaching his hand out.  
 
    I checked the date on my watch. It was the first of December—rent really was due. I’d lost track of the date. I’d been unemployed for three weeks. When you’re unemployed, you tend not to keep track of the time or the date, seeing as it’s mostly irrelevant… until rent is due. “I’ll go get it,” I said. I went to the cupboard where I kept the cash for my rent. My landlord had stopped taking cheques from me, because so many of them had bounced. I returned with the white envelope I had set aside. “Here you go.” 
 
    He counted it in front of me, which I thought was rude, but I didn’t say anything. “You’re short,” he said. “There’s only six-hundred here.” 
 
    I grabbed the cash from him and counted myself. I didn’t fully trust him. He had the eyes of a snake and he was always snooping around. But he was right—I was short one hundred dollars. So I fetched my wallet, thinking I had some cash in there. But there was only forty bucks in my wallet. “I’ll get the other sixty today—I just need to run to an ATM,” I said. 
 
    “No later than the end of the day,” he said before turning around and walking away. He didn’t say goodbye. He hadn’t said goodbye or hello to me since my first rent cheque had bounced, which was only two months after I’d moved in.  
 
    Before leaving for the ATM, I checked my phone, to see if a deluge of likes had suddenly appeared on my new photo. But there were now only five likes—someone had gone back and un-liked my photo. My gut turned but I didn’t get too worked up, seeing as it wasn’t the first time. I’d heard of bot accounts that go through and like photos and then un-like them an hour later—something to do with growing followers.  
 
    I wasn’t into all of those tricks. I didn’t even like to use hashtags—they seemed so gimmicky and cheap. I wanted my photos to stand on their own. I didn’t want to go and follow thousands of people I didn’t care about, and I didn’t want to go through Instagram liking photos that I didn’t actually like. My Instagram philosophy was simple: post a photo and let it take off on its own… Though apparently simple wasn’t working for me yet.  
 
    I hit up the ATM three blocks from my house. It was in a small convenience store and sometimes the storeowner would give me a free little bag of chips. I think he thought that I was homeless, but I never corrected him. I stuck my card into the ATM, punched in my code, and then I asked the machine for $40.00. I waited a moment, and then I saw the message: ‘insufficient funds. Please enter a different amount.’ My heart plunged into my stomach and burned in my stomach acid. I tried again, thinking there was some mistake—maybe I’d asked for $400.00 instead of $40.00. But I got the message again. So I asked for $20.00, and then I got the message once again. 
 
    Surely it was the machine, I thought. So I went for a longer walk down to my bank. I stood in like for the teller, and then I told her about the crazy ATM machine. She took one look at her computer screen and said, “I’m afraid the machine wasn’t wrong.” She couldn’t even look me in the eyes, as if I was too pathetic to look at. “I’m sorry,” she said. 
 
    “Where did my money go?”  
 
    She looked at the screen again. She looked hesitant. “Well…” she said. “You had one hundred and five dollars this time last month. It looks like you put forty dollars into your account three weeks ago. Then you bought something at a place called Zimmer Cameras for sixty-five dollars, leaving you at eighty dollars. You made a payment to your phone provider, for fifty dollars, leaving you around thirty dollars. Then you spent twenty-two dollars at a place called Tassels.” I felt my face turn red—Tassels was a well-known strip-club. I’d gone in with a friend for lunch—he insisted on the location. 
 
    Now there were people staring at me, silently judging me, waiting for me to get out of line so they could do their own banking. I took my bankcard and backed away from the counter. I don’t know why, but I thought I had more money. I didn’t realize how quickly I’d pissed away what I had left. It was only four months before when I had over ten thousand dollars in that account. Where did that money go? What did I have to show for it?  
 
    Camera gear. I had an obsession with camera gear. Back when I was employed, I would spend nearly every dollar I earned down at Zimmer Cameras. I would buy new lenses, new bodies, lights, backdrops, stands, reflectors, tripods, remotes, light boxes—whatever they had, I wanted it. And now I was broke. 
 
    So for the first time in almost a year, I found myself walking up to my parents’ house. I rang the doorbell. They had a giant front door that always made me feel small and powerless. The main answered the door. “How can I help you?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m Terry’s son. Is he home?” I asked. 
 
    “Terry!” the main shouted. “It’s your son!”  
 
    I knew my dad was going to send me down guilt lane. I knew he was going to scold me for my photography hobby, and then he would try to convince me to come and work for his paper company. And I wasn’t wrong—not even ten seconds into our conversation, he managed to cover all my expectations. “Let me guess—you’re out of money and you need a hand-out. We only see you when you need a handout. And let me guess—you spent all your money on some new camera that’s probably no different from the last one you bought, or the one before it, or the one that your mother and I bought you ten years ago. Are you working? Of course you’re not working—look at your face. You clearly haven’t shaved in weeks. Shave your face and come and work for my company. There’s a desk with your name on it.” 
 
    “I just need forty bucks to cover rent,” I said. 
 
    “I’ll give it to you, but I’m calling it an advance on your pay. I can have you start tomorrow. You know the address—be there at nine,” he said, reaching into his wallet and fishing out two crisp twenties.  
 
    “I’m not coming to work for you, dad. I’ll pay back the forty bucks.” 
 
    “With what money?” he said, putting his hands on his hips and leaning to one side like a one-legged owl.  
 
    “The money from my job,” I said. My gut turned and my chest fluttered. I knew my face was turning red—I just hoped he couldn’t tell that I was lying.  
 
    “What job?” 
 
    “I got a job as a, uh, photographer,” I said. “With a company. But I haven’t been paid yet—so I just need a few bucks to cover my rent.” 
 
    “Oh,” my dad said. He nodded his head slowly. “Well you should shave. That patchy fuzz all over your face looks unprofessional. You want to be taken seriously, right? Then shave. Here’s sixty bucks—don’t worry about paying it back. Just come over on Sunday for dinner—your mother’s cooking a roast.” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. I tried not to squirm as I thought about spending an evening with my parents—a whole evening of hearing how I was doing everything wrong.  
 
    At least I had the money for my rent, and the sun was still up.  
 
    On the way home from my parents’ house, I passed Zimmer Cameras. I stopped outside and looked in the window. There was a series of coloured lens filters in the window that I’d never seen before. I went inside and asked what they were. “They’re new polarizing filters. They’re intense. I saw a video of a guy using them to take a picture through a tinted limousine window.” 
 
    “Wow,” I said. “How much are they?”  
 
    “They’re twenty bucks each.” I bought one using the spare twenty my dad gave to me. I was halfway home when I realized I had no money for food. I thought about turning around and returning my new lens filter. But then I remembered there was a can of beans in the back of my pantry—I could make it last a couple of days. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was Thursday when I finally received a seventh like on my photo. It was officially my most popular photo, though that wasn’t saying much. Seven likes certainly weren’t about to pay my rent or pay my phone bill or carry out my Christmas shopping. I needed a job. I was already getting dirty looks from my landlord whenever I left my apartment. It was like he could tell that I was unemployed… I suppose he was seeing me at all hours of the day, meandering around the building in my pyjamas.  
 
    I went for a walk around the block, hoping to find a little shop with a hiring sign in the window. Nowhere was hiring, and then I had the idea of going down to Zimmer Cameras, to ask if they were hiring. The staff there knew me and they knew that I knew cameras. But they weren’t hiring. In fact, the guy behind the counter told me that they were going to be downsizing soon because business hadn’t been great lately. “But if you need work, you should check the job board,” he said. 
 
    I’d walked by the job board countless times before, but I’d never looked at it. I hated the idea of being a ‘photographer’, as strange as that sounds. I wanted to be one of the greats—and the greats didn’t take pictures of people’s dogs for Christmas cards. The greats didn’t photograph weddings on the side, and the greats didn’t occasionally shoot corporate headshots. Then again, the greats didn’t work for minimum wage at coffee shops either, but that was now looking like my only option.  
 
    The job board wasn’t much help. There was only one job posting, and all the phone numbers had already been ripped off by other starving photographers. I was about to leave the store when the guy behind the counter said, “You could put up a post advertising your services.” I looked back at the board. There were a few business cards tacked to the board, and someone had posted a picture of themselves with their phone number written underneath. The photo was lousy—not about to get them any work. But I had some nice photos that could catch the eye of someone looking for a freelance photographer.  
 
    I went home and grabbed one of my prints. Using a marker, I wrote my name and phone number on the print, along with a note: “Looking for any work. Flexible rate.” I went back to Zimmer Cameras and I stuck the print to the board. I stood there for a moment, admiring it, and then I left, and as soon as I was home I found myself staring at my phone once again, this time waiting for it to ring.  
 
    But it didn’t ring. I went to sleep, and when I woke up, I quickly checked my phone. But there were no missed calls. I felt defeated. I found myself on my computer, looking up job listings in my area. There wasn’t much: a few openings at the local McDonalds and a position as a janitor at a nearby office building. Strangely, the janitor position required a diploma.  
 
    The image of my old childhood bedroom came into my head. That bedroom was still at my parents’ house, still with my old bed and my old dressed and that old Halo poster on the wall. It was waiting for me. Nightly dinners with my parents were waiting for me. My five-year stint as an independent person was coming to an end. I had until the end of the month, and then I would surely be evicted for not paying my rent.  
 
    And then my phone rang. I picked it up before it could finish ringing a single time. “This is John, how can I be of service to you today?” I said, trying to force a big smile into my voice.  
 
    The phone was silent for a moment, and then I heard someone clearing their throat. “Hi, um, is this John Peters, the photographer?”  
 
    “That’s me,” I said. My heart was racing with warm optimism.  
 
    “This is Principal Anderson, from Churchill High School. I’m in a bit of a pinch at the moment. Today was picture day at school. But we had a bit of an incident. Our photographer sort of burnt down our gymnasium… He left his lights on when he took off for his lunch break, and one of them caught on fire. All of his gear got destroyed, and long story short, we basically need to start all over again. Photos are supposed to go out next week—do you think that’s something you could do?”  
 
    “You want me for picture day?” I asked. My heart fizzled. For some reason, I was hoping for an exciting job—taking pictures of wild animals out in the wilderness, or photographing mountains from a helicopter. I wasn’t exactly excited to take photos of high school students.” 
 
    “Yes, that’s correct. But we would need the photos taken tomorrow, and it would have to be in your own studio, seeing as half of our school is now closed while we repair the fire damage. We’ve already informed the parents that the students will have to travel off of the property, and most of them seem to be okay with that. You do have a studio, right?”  
 
    “Um,” I said. I didn’t have a studio, but I needed the work. I tried to think of a place I could borrow—a friend’s garage or an abandoned warehouse that no one would notice me using.  
 
    “We can pay three thousand, by the way—no more. We’re already over-budget for the year. I hope you understand.” My heart sprung up into my throat. Three thousand dollars? That was more money than I’d ever made in a month, never mind in a single day!  
 
    “I’ve got a studio, yeah,” I said. “That shouldn’t be a problem.”  
 
    “And of course, we would have you handle all of the orders and the prints—the usual protocol.”  
 
    “Yeah, that all sounds fine,” I said. I had no idea how the hell I was going to pull the gig off, but I couldn’t say no to three grand.   
 
    “Okay, great. Just e-mail me your address. We’ll have students arriving at your studio at 9:00 AM tomorrow. Don’t worry about scheduling—we’ll handle that. Just make sure you have everything set up by 9:00 AM, and make sure you send every student home with an order form, for prints. We’ll have the filled out order forms sent back to you by Monday. And then hopefully we can get the prints no later than Friday.” Principal Anderson laughed. “Oh my, this is such a relief. I was really worried that we weren’t going to find someone, but it sounds like the students are in good hands with you.” 
 
    “Just out of curiosity, how many students are we talking about here?”  
 
    “About seven-hundred,” he said. “But they will be quick. No more than a minute per student. Do you have a pen? I’ll give you my e-mail address. You’re really saving our asses here, Mr. Peters. You’re a real life saver.”  
 
    “It’s my pleasure. I’ve got a pen ready. Oh—can you pay cash, by any chance? Cash would be best for me?” 
 
    “We’ll pay you with a cheque,” Principal Anderson said. 
 
    “Of course. A cheque is fine. A cheque is great. Now what’s that e-mail address, so I can send you my studio details. Oh, and will there be a teacher present, or just the students?” 
 
    “Just the students—they will come one at a time. You may end up with a bit of a line out your door, but that’s okay, right?”  
 
    “No problem,” I said. I picked up a pen and noticed my hand was trembling. I was signing myself up for a job that I was not qualified for—but I needed the money.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I quickly called every photographer I knew and asked if they had a studio I could borrow for the day. But none of them had any leads, except for my friend, Lewis, but his suggestion was of no help. The rental rate for the studio he had in mind was eight hundred bucks per day, and I wasn’t about to lose almost a third of my payout to a studio rental… Plus they needed the money up front—I asked.  
 
    I considered giving Principal Anderson the address of an abandoned warehouse. I knew a few—I’d photographed inside of some especially grungy ones before. But if there was going to be a line of students out the door, it wouldn’t work—I would surely attract the attention of the police, and I would end up being charged with trespassing.  
 
    So I gave Principal Anderson my own address and buzzer number. Then I spent the rest of that night clearing out my living room. I dragged my couch and my television and my coffee table and all of my artwork into my bedroom. Then I set up my white backdrop and a few lights. I didn’t have one of those cheesy blue cloudy backdrops that school photographers tend to use, so the students would have to live with white.  
 
    I set the camera up next to my apartment buzzer, so that I could reach over and buzz students up while I took photos. I was already dreading saying, ‘Come on up to the seventh floor, the door is open,’ seven hundred times.  
 
    I did a few test shots using my camera’s timer and myself. The shots looked half decent—good enough for a small wallet photo that would end up on grandma’s refrigerator. I tweaked a few lights and then I turned everything off and got my batteries charging. It was going to be a long day—seven hundred students. Even if I could shoot a student every minute, I was still looking at a nearly twelve-hour day. 
 
    I didn’t get much sleep that night. I was strangely nervous, and strangely excited. It was my first photography gig, even though I’d always thought that I never wanted to work a photography gig. It was a lot of money and a lot of pressure.  
 
    I’d only been sleeping an hour when my alarm went off. The sun was already up and there was only an hour before hoards of students started showing up at my door. I fired all of my equipment up and I waited nervously, sipping coffee, praying none of the students went back to school and said, ‘That studio was just inside the creep’s apartment.’ My heart started pounding the more I thought about it. What if they thought I was some sort of paedophile, luring kids into my apartment to take their photos? What if one of my neighbours calls up my landlord? What if he shuts me down?  
 
    My buzzer rang and I jumped. It was only 8:40 AM—they were early. “Hello?” I said. My voice was strangely shaky.  
 
    “I’m here for picture day,” a young voice said. 
 
    “Okay, come on up,” I said. My voice was even shakier. The voice was very young—so young I couldn’t tell if it was a boy or a girl. And they were alone? A young child was coming up to my apartment alone? Where were this child’s parents? Why were they allowing this? Oh, probably because they thought their child was going to a proper studio with a proper photographer. My gut turned and my legs began to tremble.  
 
    The student couldn’t have been older than fourteen. He had scruffy hair and a pale face, and big beady eyes. He stood in my doorway and looked around. He hesitated before walking in. “Is this picture day?” he asked. 
 
    “Sure is,” I said, forcing a smile. My gut turned again. “Just take a seat on the stood and we’ll get started.” The young boy cautiously walked towards the stood (which I’d found the night before in the alleyway). He took a seat on it. I heard the old wooden legs creak, and I was worried it was about to snap. My body was tense. The boy looked at me with terrified eyes, as if he was being kidnapped. I walked over to the camera and I said, “Smile.” I snapped a shot.  
 
    The child didn’t smile, but I was too overwhelmed to notice. “Okay, you’re done. Good job. Have a nice day.” I rushed the young boy out. My stomach was filled with regret. I shouldn’t have taken this job. I was out of my element. I took artsy photos—pictures of landscapes, buildings, sometimes models, and sometimes boudoir—but never kids.  
 
    It was ten minutes of gruelling silence before the buzzer rang again. I told the child to come upstairs. Thankfully, this child came with a friend. I didn’t feel so creepy this time. I snapped their photos and sent them on their way. The buzzer rang again while they were on their way out, so I buzzed the next few kids up. And then I remembered I was supposed to be sending the kids home with forms—and I didn’t even have any forms. I quickly scrambled, grabbing a stack of recycled paper from my office nook. I quickly wrote a price sheet out: $10.00 per print, $15.00 for a sheet of wallet-sized photos, $10.00 for skin correction. I had no idea what photographers charged. Then I put the stack of recycled paper under the little sign, which I taped to the wall with masking tape.  
 
    As soon as the next couple of students walked into my apartment, I pointed to the sign. “Grab a piece of paper and write down the rates,” I said. “And tell your parents to write how many prints they want on the bottom of the page.” None of the students questioned my laziness. They just did as they were told, as if I was one of their teachers. I used a notebook to keep track of the students’ names and what order they came in, so I would know who was who when the orders started coming in. I still had no idea how I was going to handle the orders, but I could figure that out later. Now, I just needed to get through the photographing process. 
 
    Strangely, no one questioned my sketchy setup at all—until the afternoon rolled around and the twelfth graders started showing up for their senior-year photos.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I felt like less of a creep once I was finished with the eleventh graders. More than half of the twelfth graders were eighteen, so they were technically adults. I was only seven years older than them, so it seemed less weird when one of the girls was wearing a top that showed off a bit too much cleavage (one of the tenth graders showed up with her tits almost billowing out of a small tube dress, which was extremely uncomfortable to photograph). 
 
    Almost all of the twelfth graders looked around my apartment and scoffed. “Is this for real?” I heard one student say. A few of them stuck around after I took their photos, hanging out in my kitchenette, leaning against my cupboards. Another student lit up a cigarette in the hallway. I was terrified my landlord would smell it and come shut my whole operation down. Luckily, my landlord didn’t come around that day.  
 
    “Are you a real photographer?” one of the female students asked. 
 
    “Yes—I just don’t have a studio available at the moment, and your school was in a bind,” I said.   
 
    “Is that a bed sheet?” she asked, pointing at my white backdrop. 
 
    “No, it’s a proper backdrop. It’s just white—they shoot models on white backdrops.”  
 
    “Do you shoot models?” she asked. 
 
    “Sometimes,” I said.  
 
    “Are you single?” she asked. The question made my stomach turn. I was fairly certain this particular student was not eighteen. It wouldn’t have been so uncomfortable had she not been the only one who asked me about my relationship status. A few girls came in and asked if I was single, and then they asked if I would consider dating a high-school student. One girl asked for my Instagram, and then she looked it up in front of me. She was disappointed to see that I didn’t have pictures of models. “Can I be your first?” she asked. “Can you shoot me like a model once you’re done with the school pictures?”  
 
    “I’m just focussing on this right now,” I said. The last thing I needed was for Principal Anderson to find out that I took a few girls aside for a private photo shoot. I didn’t even want him to know that his students were asking—I just wanted students to come in, get their picture taken, and then leave.  
 
    One of the male students got into my fridge, and I didn’t notice until I heard him cracking one of my few remaining beers. “Hey—put that down!” I shouted from my post behind the camera.  
 
    “Chill, bro,” he said. “You’re cool, right?”  
 
    Now my heart was pounding. I certainly wouldn’t get paid if Principal Anderson found out the students were drinking in my flat. I had to abandon my place behind the camera to snatch the beer out of his hand.  
 
    I was relieved when the buzzer finally stopped going off, and students finally stopped funnelling into my apartment. I took a deep breath and then I walked over to the corner of the room. I sat down on the floor with that beer in my hand—there was no sense in letting it go to waste.  
 
    I’d survived picture day. I had almost two thousand pictures of high school students on my camera, waiting to be processed—which would probably take me fifty hours, at least (certainly my entire weekend). But I’d done it. I was officially a professional photographer, which brought a smile to my face, even though it wasn’t the type of photographer I wanted to be. I took a long sip from my beer, and then my buzzer rang again. I looked at my watch. It was 5:20 PM—there should have been no more students. 
 
    I put the beer down on the counter and I answered the buzzer. “Who is it?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m here for picture day,” a female voice said. “Sorry I’m late.”  
 
    “Oh, okay—uh, come on up,” I said. I quickly turned my lights back on and I fired up my camera. I retrieved my notebook with the students’ names on it and I got ready behind the camera—ready to get this girl in and out as quickly as possible.  
 
    There was a knock at my door. I’d forgotten that I’d closed it. “Come on in!” I called out. My heart skipped a beat. I was strangely nervous all over again, as if I hadn’t already done this a few hundred times. The door opened. I looked back with a smile, and then my smile disappeared as soon as I saw my final subject for the day.  
 
    She was a short, stunning blonde with big eyes and full lips. Her hair extended down past her black belly shirt, and her legs were neatly clad with tight pleather plants. Her ass was stunning, though she didn’t have much of a chest. She pushed her hair back. “Where do you want me?” she asked. Her voice was gentle and soft. I almost had to strain to hear her speaking because she spoke so quietly.  
 
    “Just on the stool is fine,” I said. I was trying my best not to check her out, even though I desperately wanted to. She was gorgeous—she had the looks of a top-ten model, and I wouldn’t have been surprised to find out she was a model when she wasn’t in school. She took a seat on the stool, pointing her back straight. Her belly shirt rode up, almost to her sternum. She looked into my eyes and my heart fluttered. “We’ll just get a couple shots and then you can be on your way. Oh, I almost forgot. What’s your name?” 
 
    She smiled. “Kat,” she said with that delectably soft voice.  
 
    “Kat—What’s your last name, Kat?” I asked, with my notebook in my hand.  
 
    “Stevens,” she said with a grin.  
 
    “Your name is Kat Stevens? Isn’t that a musician?”  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so,” she said. And she still had that smirk on her face, as if she was trying not to laugh. She looked cute with that smirk. 
 
    “Okay, Kat. Just so you know, if your name is wrong here, I won’t be able to deliver your photos when your parents place an order.”  
 
    “That’s okay,” she said, still with that smirk.  
 
    “And that makes this kind of… pointless,” I said, forcing a smile.  
 
    “I’ll place my own order. Don’t worry. Now how do you want me to sit?” She straightened her back again, curving her spine in the most beautiful way. She crossed her legs, leaving her heeled foot dangling at the edge of my frame. She had her toes painted a teal colour.  
 
    “Just like that is fine. We can, uh, do a few different shots, if you want.” I felt colour rushing into my cheeks. I bit my tongue in an attempt to gather my composure. She was pretty—stunning even—but as far as I knew, she wasn’t a legal adult, and I wasn’t interested in having anything to do with a minor.  
 
    I snapped a shot, and then she changed her pose naturally, like a trained model. “Okay, good,” I said. I snapped another shot, and she changed her pose again. We ended up taking twenty different shots, including a couple of standing shots.  
 
    I looked through the pictures. She was a natural—beautiful in every single photo. “Great shot,” I said. “But I, uh, can’t send these to you. They don’t really look like school photos—your parents would get the wrong idea. But if you place an order, I’ll use that first shot we got. That one should be fine.” I forced a big smile. I could still feel my cheeks burning warmer. Why was I so flustered? Why was I so obsessed with this young woman? I bit down on my tongue again. 
 
    “Oh, my parents won’t see them. Like I said, they would be for me. I would order them separately, if that’s okay. Just one of each. Could I get a deal if I order one of each? Maybe 50$ for all of them? I don’t have much money.”  
 
    “Um, okay, sure. I guess we can do that. As long as your parents know these aren’t school photos—they aren’t meant for your yearbook or anything like that,” I said. 
 
    She laughed. She had a cute laugh that made my head spin. “You’re cute,” she said. “Don’t worry. They’re just for me. Thanks, sweetie.” She took off without saying anything else. While she was going, I caved to my desires and I took a look at her perfect bum as she walked out of my apartment. And then I noticed the open beer sitting on the counter and my heart trembled. I hoped she didn’t see it—it wasn’t the most professional sight in photography history.  
 
    I unloaded the pictures to my computer that night. It took almost an hour just to get all of the photos from my SD card onto my hard drive. There were so many photos, and I would have to process all of them. And what was I going to do when everyone ordered prints? Where could I go to get potentially thousands of prints made, seeing as I hadn’t even been paid yet? My heart stammered. I kept telling myself that I would figure it out once the orders were placed. I’d figured my shooting set up in just twelve hours—if I could do that, I could do anything. I was sure I could find a small printer willing to print on a deferral.  
 
    Before shutting my system down for the night, I found myself looking at the picture of the girl who called herself Kat Stevens. I couldn’t believe how beautiful she was. I couldn’t believe how natural she was in front of the camera. And I couldn’t believe how enamoured I was with her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    The orders came back to me by courier on Monday evening. They were all packed into a medium-sized moving box. I didn’t know what to expect until I opened the box, and then I felt sick as soon as I looked inside. The box was over-flowing with paper. The orders really were being put through with my lazy recycled paper system. Some of the pages were crumpled; some were covered in student doodling. Some had notes from the parents: ‘My son wore his white shirt to picture day. Had I known the backdrop was going to be white, I would have sent him in his blue shirt. Please change the colour of his shirt before sending me my twenty-six prints. Thank you.’  
 
    I had a daunting task ahead of me, but I was determined to see the job through. The box was also filled with cash and cheques—so how could I say no?  
 
    I dragged the box over to my computer and I got started right away, picking up the first order and referencing it to my little notebook. It took me a few minutes to sift through the pictures to find the correct student. Then it took me another few minutes to make the photo look nice and proper, and then it took me another few minutes to export and correctly label the photo so I could find it again once I went to order prints. Then I put the order page to the side, starting a new pile. I looked at the clock and realized I’d just spent nearly twenty minutes on a single student and I had hundreds to get through.   
 
    I stayed up late that night, until 4:00 AM, and my finished pile was hardly half an inch tall—and I still had about six inches of orders left. I went to sleep and woke up early the next morning. I made a pot of coffee and I got right to work. I sat at my computer for sixteen hours, but I was only half done, so I did the same the next day. And it was midway through the next day when I came across an order from ‘Kat Stevens’. She wanted one of ‘every good photo’. There was a fifty-dollar bill attached to the order, as promised.  
 
    So I opened up her pictures, which I had in a separate folder, because I didn’t want them lumped in with the school pictures, in case someone from the school came around asking for the whole folder. I went through the photos and picked out my five favourites. I’d already done some minor colour correcting with the photos, and Kat’s skin was perfect—so there was no need to do any tweaks in Photoshop. I saved the photos, and then I found myself staring again at Kat. And that’s when I realized she looked familiar. There was something about her face—something I’d seen before. It was suddenly bugging me. 
 
    I started processing more student photos, but that nagging image of Kat remained in my mind. Why was she so familiar all of a sudden? Why didn’t she seem familiar before? Or was I just exhausted from sitting at a computer for multiple days in a row?  
 
    I didn’t finish the photos until noon the next day—about thirty-two hours before the prints were due at the school. I grabbed all of the money from the box, swung around the bank to get the money into my account, and then I started going from print house to print house with my hard drive. “You want how many prints by tomorrow morning?” just about every print shop asked me. 
 
    “Roughly twenty-two hundred,” I said. “Each file is labelled with how many prints I need.” 
 
    Of course I was turned down more times than I could count. But I eventually found a small shop that was willing to take the job. The owner’s eyes lit up when he saw the order. “I’ll have to charge you rush order pricing,” he said. 
 
    “That’s fine.”  
 
    It was almost two thousand dollars for the prints, but there was almost four thousand in the box, so I still came out with a profit. I walked that box of prints into the school the next morning, ten minutes before the bell rang and classes started. With a big smile on my face, I placed the box down on the administrator’s desk. “Here are all of the prints from picture day,” I said. I couldn’t stop smiling. I was the school’s hero—and I was officially a professional photographer. I deserved that smile that was stuck on my face, and I deserved all of that money that was now in my bank account. I was already starting to think of where else I could post an ad, so I could get more work. Maybe I could go from school to school, advertising my picture day services. Maybe I could use some of my new money to invest in a proper backdrop—maybe the classic cloudy sky backdrop that schools seem to love.  
 
    But my picture day job wasn’t technically over yet. I still had a small bundle of photos left to deliver: the photos of Kat Stevens. I decided not to leave them with the rest, in case one of the teachers decided to look inside the manila envelopes. But I had no idea where to deliver them. I didn’t even know Kat’s real name.  
 
    So I slipped the one appropriate picture day photo of Kat out from my folder and I asked the school administrator, “Do you know who this student is?”  
 
    She stared at me with narrowed eyes, only looking at the photo very briefly. “Why?” she asked accusingly.  
 
    “She asked for her pictures to be delivered to her home, but she didn’t give me an address,” I said. 
 
    The administrator continued to stare me down. I wondered if she thought I was a predator or a paedophile. She slowly looked down at the photo. “I’m not allowed to give out the students’ addresses. But even if I was allowed, I wouldn’t be able to because I have no idea who that is. She does look familiar though. Why don’t you leave the photos here with the rest and we’ll see to getting them sorted.”  
 
    “Um, no, that’s okay,” I said. I found myself taking a step back. “I’ll, uh, hold onto them for now. But if you hear anything about a student missing some photos, be sure to let me know.”  
 
    I found myself rushing out of the school, as if I’d been caught—though I knew that I hadn’t been caught. And even if I had been caught, I had nothing to hide. It’s not like the photos were illegal. Kat wasn’t naked in the shots, though she did look as sexy as hell. I brought the photos home and I tried to think of a way to track Kat down, so I could deliver the photos to her home address.  
 
    I spent most of that day, trying to look Kat up on Facebook. Like a total weirdo, I found myself searching her classmates and finding students with profiles that weren’t hidden with privacy features. I went into their friend lists and searched through thousands of profiles, hoping to find Kat. I thought that if I could find her profile, then I could message her to let her know that her photos were ready. I could ask for an address. But I couldn’t find any profile that looked like her. I was scrolling through another student’s friend list when my buzzer rang, making me jump. It took a moment to bring myself up to my feet. “Hello?” I said into the two-way system.  
 
    “Hey, it’s me,” a feminine voice said. The speaker was tinny and crackly, but I knew I was speaking to Kat.  
 
    “Oh, uh, hey. I’ve got your pictures here. I’ll bring them down,” I said. 
 
    “Mind if I come up?” she said.  
 
    My heart bounced and bobbed. I knew the correct answer was ‘no’, but under the stress of the moment, I blurted out, “Sure, come on up,” and I pressed the button to unlock the front door.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I buzzed through my apartment, cleaning up as much as I could in the tiny amount of time that I had. My counter was covered in dishes and my desk was covered in boxes of takeout. I hadn’t had time to clean over the past week, trying to get all of the prints ready for order. I opened all of my windows—I couldn’t smell anything off, but that didn’t mean that my apartment didn’t smell off. It couldn’t have possibly smelled very good, seeing as I’d been sitting in front of a computer screen for five consecutive days.  
 
    There was a knock at my door. I looked around, still dissatisfied with how my apartment looked. My living room was still barren, everything still stuffed into my bedroom. I hadn’t had a chance to get everything back to normal after I moved it all for picture day. “One sec,” I said. I wanted to light a candle and I wanted to spray some Febreeze, but I had no time. I knew I needed to answer the door—so I did.  
 
    And there stood Kat, in a cute floral sundress and glossy white heels. Her long blonde hair was down, some strands were straight and some were wavy. Her big eyes were shining and burning into my better sensibilities. “Hey,” I said with an awkward smile.  
 
    “Hi there,” she said with an adorable smile that made my heart hurt. I tried to mentally remind myself that she was possibly only seventeen. I cleared my throat and I corrected my posture. 
 
    “I, uh, have your pictures,” I said. “I’ll grab them.”  
 
    “Mind if I come in for a second?” she asked. But she didn’t wait for an answer. She simply let herself into my apartment. She looked around, still with that smile on her face. I hurried to the kitchen and grabbed that folder of photos. I passed it to her. “Here you are,” I said. I just wanted her gone as quickly as possible. I didn’t want her to stay long enough to smell the musk in my apartment that I couldn’t smell.  
 
    But instead of leaving, she started opening the envelope. She quickly pulled out the photos and then I watched as her face lit up. “Oh my God,” she said. “These photos are amazing.” She slowly flipped through all of them, her eyes glowing at the sight of each. “I look so… pretty.”  
 
    “Well you are very pretty, so it wasn’t hard,” I said, and then I immediately regretted saying it. She was just a kid—at least she was possibly a kid. There was a good chance that she was an adult, though. There was a good chance that I had nothing to worry about… But there was also a good chance that I was flirting with some serious danger. “I guess that’s that then,” I said. “You’d better be getting home.”  
 
    “Wait,” she said. “Did you have to Photoshop these pictures at all?”  
 
    “What do you mean? No—not at all.”  
 
    “So this is really how I look?” she asked. She seemed flabbergasted, as if she’d never seen a picture of herself before.  
 
    “That’s you—that’s the girl I’m looking at,” I said.  
 
    “Let’s do it,” she said. My heart started pounding and fluttering around in my chest, swirling down into my gut. My legs began to tremble and my knees nearly buckled.  
 
    “Excuse me?” I said, my voice suddenly cracking. 
 
    “I said let’s do it—let’s do another photo shoot.”  
 
    “I—uh—I don’t think that’s a great idea, Kat,” I said. “But I’m glad you like the photos. It’s always nice to see a satisfied customer.” 
 
    “I’ll pay you. I don’t have much—I get my allowance tomorrow. Fifty dollars and we’ll do another shoot. I know that’s probably not a lot to you, but it’s all I’ve got.” 
 
    “Kat—you’re just a kid, and I don’t think it would be appropriate,” I said. 
 
    “I’m eighteen,” she said. And I’d never found so much relief in two words before. I tried not to exhale a relieved breath of air in front of her.  
 
    “Well, I still don’t think it’s right. You’re still in high-school,” I said. My heart was still fluttering about inside of my gut. I bit down on the edge of my tongue and I tried my best to maintain my composure.  
 
    “I promise it would be fun,” she said. And then my heart skipped a beat. How could she promise such a thing? What was she insinuating?  
 
    “I’m sure it would be fun, it’s just… I don’t know.”  
 
    “Great. Tomorrow—I’ll be here in the morning with my makeup done. I’ll bring a few different outfits. I was thinking we could shoot downtown—there’s a really cool alleyway with lots of colourful graffiti. We can get some cool urban shots.” Her excitement was childish, making me wonder if she was telling the truth about her age. I was tempted to ask for ID, but I didn’t know how to do so comfortably. All I could do was smile and nod and hope that my legs didn’t give out while she was looking.  
 
    “Okay,” I heard myself say.  
 
    “Thanks, John!” She looked at her photos again while she slowly turned and headed towards my building elevator.  
 
    My heart was still stuttering, and I was still trying to think of a way out of the photo shoot—but it was fifty bucks, and fifty dollars goes a long way when you’re nearly broke. Even with my big payout from the school, I still wasn’t rich. I still had bills to pay and equipment to buy (if I was going to get more gigs).  
 
    So I went inside and I got my camera and LED light batteries charging. I prepped my camera bag with a few lenses that I figured would be best for the shoot, and then I found myself cleaning everything, worried Kat was going to show up again and see my dirty apartment.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    It was 7:30 AM and the sun wasn’t even up yet when my buzzer rang. I was awake, so I wasn’t taken off guard, though I was surprised that an eighteen year old was up so early. And she had her makeup and hair all done up, which meant she’d probably been awake at 5:00 AM on a Saturday morning. But she was excited, and it’s hard to sleep when you’re excited—I know because I was awake at 5:00 AM, making sure my batteries were properly charged and all of the correct equipment was packed into my camera bag.  
 
    As soon as I opened the door for Kat, she asked, “How do I look?” She did a little spin, making her dress lift up into the air. She looked phenomenal. She was wearing a little black dress with the tiniest little skirt. She had black stockings up her perfect legs, and a black choker necklace around her throat. “I have a few other outfits,” she said, motioning to the bag in her hand, “if you think this one is too Goth.”  
 
    “I think you look great,” I said. The outfit was a bit Gothic, but it was undeniably sexy. A part of me was excited to be seen out on the street with Kat, looking so sexy. Maybe people would think that we were an item—that I was dating a beautiful younger woman. But I was also terrified to be seen out with her, worried people would think that she was too young to be getting sexy photos taken. I still only had her word to go on.  
 
    We walked together to the alley she had in mind. I’d walked by it before and had always thought it would make a great spot for a photo shoot. I put my camera bag down against a wall and I started setting up my gear. Kat pulled a tube of red lipstick out from her bag and she went over to an old rusted car to apply it, using the cracked side view mirror as a makeup mirror. She bent over with her legs straight and she puckered her lips. She looked adorable. I snapped a couple quick shots—sometimes candid shots are the best.  
 
    Then we got right to it. I didn’t know what she was looking for, so I just said, “Change up your pose every few shots or so. You can hear the shutter, right?”  
 
    “Yup!” she said with a little, childish bounce. I held up my camera and she struck her first pose, putting one hand on her head and the other on her hip. I snapped a few shots and then she put both of her hands into her hair. She’d been practising. She knew exactly what she wanted. So I just focussed on getting the best compositions. I didn’t even have to tell her to tilt her head up—she naturally held her head up, as if she’d been watching posing tutorials online—and I’m sure that’s exactly what she’d been doing.  
 
    I snapped almost three hundred shots before she said, “Maybe I should change into another look.”  
 
    “Sure,” I said.  
 
    There was nowhere for her to change, so she just took her bag behind a tall green dumpster, and I turned and looked the other way. While I waited for her to change, I looked through my photos. I had so many great shots—it was going to be hard to choose just a few to send to her.  
 
    When I turned around again, Kat was ready to shoot, and now she was dressed in something a little more racy—maybe too racy to be wearing out in public. She was clad in a red lace halter-top and a black skirt, that didn’t even fully cover her tush. On her legs she had tall thigh-high leather heeled boots. She had a big smile on her face, and her cheeks were red. I found myself looking around, making sure no one was looking. It was still early on a Saturday morning—hopefully most people were still asleep.  
 
    “Is this okay?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s, uh, yeah—it’s a bit…” I didn’t know what I was trying to say. I could feel my cheeks becoming redder and redder. I bit my tongue and then gave up on saying anything at all. I held up my camera and I started snapping photos. She started posing—and she had a whole new set of poses ready, without hesitating. Maybe she’d done this before. Maybe this wasn’t her first modelling gig.  
 
    “That’s great,” I said. I could feel my pants tightening once she turned her back to me and she started posing over her shoulder. When she bent over slightly, I could almost see her entire tush. I could see her tight red panties and the slight bulge of her camel toe.  
 
    I switched my lens to change it up—switching to something wider. So I walked closer to her and started taking more shots. Now I could smell her perfume. At times I could feel the warmth radiating off of her body. She truly was a treat to photograph. I shot another three hundred photos of her in her sexy lingerie. “Do you have another outfit?” I asked. It was getting later into the morning, and soon people would be out on the streets, looking down the alley at my model, who looked a bit like a prostitute.  
 
    “I have one more, but…” Her cheeks became a shade of dark red.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked. My heart fluttered.  
 
    “It’s maybe too sexy for public. Do you still have that backdrop? Maybe we can shoot the last outfit at your place.”  
 
    My heart was pounding. Too sexy for public? How could her outfit get any sexier than what she was wearing now? My heart soared up into my throat, preventing me from speaking. So all I could do was smile and nod my head slowly, probably looking like a complete idiot. It was a minute later when I was able to say, “Okay, sounds good.” The sensible side of me was screaming in my ear, telling me to say ‘no’. If Kat’s school found out about this shoot, they would surely have something to say—I would never get another picture day gig—that’s for sure.  
 
    My heart was pounding out of control as we stepped out of the alleyway, onto the street. It must have looked like I’d just picked up a prostitute. I was terrified of walking into my building with her, with her short skirt only covering half of her perky ass. What if one of my neighbours saw me? What if my landlord saw me? My landlord already hated my guts—I didn’t need to give him another reason to want me out.  
 
    Thankfully the apartment lobby was clear, and the elevator was desolate. The building was still asleep, thanks to some miracle. I rushed Kat into my apartment and a wave of relief washed over me once the door was closed. “I just need a few minutes to set up the backdrop and a few lights. So take your time getting changed.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said with that cute smile.  
 
    I felt weird—terribly nervous and strangely excited. I had a beautiful young woman alone in my apartment, and I was about to take sexy photos of her—apparently sexier than the sexy photos I’d already taken.  
 
    I pulled out my backdrop and I got it all set up. Then I dragged out a few lights. Kat was in my bathroom the whole time, getting changed and getting her makeup touched up. Once I had the lights all set up, she was still in the bathroom. “I’m ready when you are,” I called out.  
 
    “Just a minute,” she said. So I waited a minute, and then I waited two minutes, and then I waited five minutes. 
 
    “Everything okay?” I asked. 
 
    There was a short silence, and then she said, “I’m just a little bit nervous,” she said.  
 
    “Don’t be nervous,” I said. “If you want, we can stop with what we’ve got—we have tons of great shots already.”  
 
    And then the bathroom door creaked open and she stepped out.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    Kat was wearing very little—almost nothing at all. She had a band of fabric around her chest, covering her small tits (which now almost looked non-existent), and she had a thong covering her pussy. Otherwise, she was all smooth skin. I stared at her for a moment and then I looked away, worried I would make her feel uncomfortable. I cleared my throat. “And you are eighteen, right?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said. 
 
    “Um, would it be possible to see some ID?”  
 
    She laughed. “I don’t have it here,” she said. Though I didn’t believe her. She was hiding her ID from me, and probably for a good reason—probably because she wasn’t actually a legal age. Though technically, as long as her nipples and her slit was covered, there was nothing illegal about taking some photos. In fact, there was nothing illegal about it, even if she was exposed, because she told me she was eighteen—at least that’s what I kept telling myself. 
 
    I had her stand in front of the white sheet, and then I started snapping photos. She went straight to posing, but her cheeks were still red and her body was stiff. She was a confident young woman, but even she had a line. “So, uh, what are you planning on doing with these pictures?” I asked. 
 
    “They’re just for me—so I can remember how I looked when I’m older.”  
 
    “Right,” I said. I snapped a few more shots. I kept my distance, keeping a long lens on my camera so I wouldn’t have to get too close. I could still smell her sweet perfume from my distance, and I could still feel her comforting warmth.  
 
    “I really am eighteen,” she said. “I can’t show you my ID though.”  
 
    “Why not?” I asked. My heart just wouldn’t calm down.  
 
    “Because it’s embarrassing.” 
 
    “Why?”  
 
    “I don’t want to say why,” she said, her cheeks turning redder. Her red cheeks worked for the photos. She looked even cuter when she was shy. I found myself looking through the photos while she had a sip of water, and I could feel my pants tightening. I was worried she would see the bulge of my erection, even though my undies were tight and my jeans were firm.  
 
    “We’re getting some great photos—we probably have more than enough,” I said.  
 
    “I want to get a few more,” she said. “Does your camera have a timer?”  
 
    “It does. Why?” 
 
    “Maybe you can be in the shots,” she said.  
 
    “Me?” I asked. I felt that familiar trembling in my legs. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”  
 
    “Please,” she said. 
 
    So I went and grabbed my tripod and then I set my camera to snap a photo every five seconds. My head was spinning too fast for me to figure out what was happening—I had no idea why she wanted me in front of the camera, and I had no idea why I was going along with it. Yet there I was, standing stiff in front of the camera, right next to her. She turned me to face her and she looked into my eyes. She smiled, so I smiled. Then she sunk down slowly to her knees and began to fiddle with my belt.  
 
    “W—What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m paying you—fifty dollars isn’t enough for all this work.”  
 
    “I can’t let you do this,” I said.  
 
    “Sure you can.” She pulled down my jeans with a tug, revealing the bulge of my erection in my undies. Her eyes lit up and she let a little giggle slip.  
 
    “W—Why do you want me to shoot this? You don’t actually think I’m going to send you these photos, do you?” 
 
    “The photos are for you—part of your payment,” she said, looking up at me with a big smile.  
 
    I was too paralyzed to stop her from moving forward. She shimmied down my boxers, so I covered my cock with my hands. Then she pulled my hands away from my crotch and stared with glowing eyes at my throbbing erection. “It’s so big,” she said, curling her fingers around it. She gently pulled back and stared at my bulbous tip. Her fingers felt nice, and her grip was perfectly firm. I didn’t stop her. Now I couldn’t stop her. My body was surging with dopamine. I was excited, nervous, and a bit nauseous.  
 
    “That feels nice,” I said softly.  
 
    “It feels really nice,” she said, letting a little breath out. She watched my cock as she stroked it, and then she leaned forward, parting her lips and allowing my cock into her mouth. I heard my camera snap a shot. It had been snapping shots every five seconds, but I only noticed for the first time in that moment. I was still as stiff as a board, still trembling, trying not to fall to the ground in a nervous puddle of my own excitement. She sucked the tip of my cock while she stroked the length of my shaft. Her mouth was warm and wet. And I just found myself praying that she truly was eighteen.  
 
    She bobbed her head slowly at first, and every move was elegant. She twisted her hand while she stroked, making sure to cover every inch of my throbbing member. With her free hand she played with my ball sack, and she even teased my butthole with the tips of her fingers. I was worried she was going to penetrate my butt, but she was only teasing, only keeping me on edge—and I truly was on edge.  
 
    She looked up at me with her eyes. She looked so harmless and so gentle. Even with a cock in her mouth, she looked like an angel—like a precious creature that couldn’t possibly have a single dirty thought in her head. But looks can be deceiving. “I want you to hold me against a wall and fuck my face.”  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t deny her request. I turned the camera towards the nearest wall and then I brought Kat over to the point of focus. She stayed on her knees and rested the back of her head against the wall. Then I slipped my cock back into her mouth—and now I was in charge of commanding the flow of the act. I spread my legs with and I began to thrust, gently at first. I went a tiny bit deeper with each thrust, making sure I wasn’t gagging her. I hesitated briefly when I felt the back of her throat with the tip of my cock. But she didn’t gag, so I kept going. I pushed my cock right down that throat, and she only gagged a little, but she told me to keep going, so I did. 
 
    I had to plant my hands against the wall for stability while I fucked her face. She gargled and gagged but she had a smile on her face. Saliva ran down her cheeks and dripped onto her smooth torso. But she held her ground and continued to grin with excitement.  
 
    And then I felt the warm tingling. I was approaching my orgasm. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue. “I think I’m about to come. No, I’m definitely about to come,” I said. A groaned and squirmed and clenched. I thrust harder. 
 
    And then I pulled out and grabbed my cock firmly, milliseconds before it erupted. I coated her face with my white load. She closed her eyes a second before a blast coated her eyelid. She held her mouth open, but I only got a few shots through her lips. The rest streamed down her face and dripped down onto her body. But she was still smiling. She wiped her eyelid and opened her eyes. “That was fun,” she said.  
 
    I could still hear my camera snapping photos. The whole act was caught on camera, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that—though I was excited to see the pictures. “I’ll have all your photos done in a few days,” I said.  
 
    “Take your time. I’ll be back on Wednesday,” she said. “And if the photos are good, maybe we can shoot again next Saturday.” She winked and my heart skipped a beat. I forced a smile and nodded my head, and then I watched as she slipped into my bathroom to get changed back into her little black dress—the only outfit she had that was appropriate enough to wear out on the streets. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    It was that night, while I was looking at the photos, that I was struck by that sense of familiarity again, as if I knew Kat from somewhere. I found myself staring into her eyes as I looked at her photographs. I knew those eyes—but how did I know those eyes?  
 
    Then I found myself looking at the blowjob photos. There were lots—a couple hundred shots, one taken every five seconds. But it was one of the shots against the wall that caught my attention. Kat had one of her legs up and the pussy bulge between her legs was especially apparent. I zoomed in on the photo and stared at that bulge. It didn’t look quite right—it was too cylindrical to be a pussy.  
 
    Was it a cock? I felt a cold dread filling my gut. No—it couldn’t be. Kat was a woman, right? She looked and sounded like a woman… but maybe she wasn’t. I’d never seen a woman with a bulge like that before.  
 
    And that’s when I found myself looking through the picture day pictures, one student at a time. I looked into the eyes of all the twelfth graders, and after ten minutes of searching, I found her eyes—but they were on the eyes on a young man with his hair tied up into a bun on the back of his head. I pulled the picture up and compared it to the clear pictures I had of Kat’s face (if which I had many). And it wasn’t just the eyes—it was her lips and her nose and even her ears. Kat was the young man. 
 
    Now my heart was sizzling in my stomach acid. I wanted to throw up. I’d gotten a blowjob from a man? How was it possible?  
 
    Even as a man, he had a feminine look to him. He had big eyes and a small nose and soft features. But who was he? I referenced my little notebook and managed to find his name: Karl Stanley. I’d face-fucked a young man named Karl Stanley.  
 
    Now I really felt sick. I even found myself on my knees in my bathroom, thinking I was going to lose my stomach contents. I gagged a bit, but I didn’t throw up. I wasn’t happy. I felt betrayed. No wonder she didn’t want me to see her ID—because she didn’t want me to see the capital M next to the word ‘gender’.  
 
    I closed my computer down and I threw myself into my bed. I stuffed my face into my pillow and I tried to convince myself that what I’d done wasn’t so bad—so I’d gotten a blowjob from a male—so what? At least he looked and sounded like a female? At least his body was waxed smooth and his hair was long and soft. At least he didn’t have big muscles and rugged features, like some football player or a bodybuilder. At least Karl was feminine.  
 
    I didn’t get much done the next day. I wanted to make ads to post around on various job-posting boards, but I wasn’t able to focus. The image of Kat kept returning to my mind, and the image of Karl was never too slow to follow. I was already thinking of how I was going to dodge Kat when she showed up on Wednesday. Perhaps I could get away with pretending to not be home. I could fail to answer my buzzer when it rang, and I could hide my face for the next few weeks every time I left my apartment. I was even trying to think of ways to return her fifty dollars. 
 
    But I knew the best solution was to simply finish her photos and deliver them to her, and then refuse to do another photo shoot. So I figured I would pick the ten best photos from the lot, process them quickly, and be done with them. She never said she wanted prints, so I could just toss them onto a cheap thumb drive and there would be no more Kat Stevens or Karl Stanley in my life.  
 
    So that’s what I set out to do. My plan was to be quick, but my plan quickly fell apart as soon as I started looking at her photos. I started with the photos in the alley, which I had over five hundred of. I went through each, deleting the ones that weren’t in focus, and deleting the ones where she was blinking or yawning. But even with those deleted, I still had hundreds. So I started making my favourites, and then I went through my favourites and marked my absolute favourites. And I found myself staring at Kat in the photos, unable to convince myself that she wasn’t beautiful.  
 
    She truly was beautiful—even though I knew she was really a man. Her eyes were stunning in every photo, and her body was sexy. The shots of her backside when she was wearing the black skirt made my cock hard in my jeans, and then shots of her in the thong made pre-cum ooze out the tip of my dick. I couldn’t force myself to be repulsed to her—the damage was already done. I found myself closing my eyes and remembering the amazing blowjob she gave me. I remembered her face dripping with cum. And then I remembered that I had photos, so I pulled them up. I had one fantastically clear shot of her face coated with my warm load. She had the cutest smile in the photo, and her tongue was out, licking up the cum around her lips.  
 
    My heart was pounding as I shut the blinds of my apartment. And it was pounding the whole time I stroked my cock while staring at the photos. It wasn’t long before I came. I didn’t have a cloth or any tissues ready, so I just aimed my cock at my abdomen and I coated myself. I cleaned up quickly and got back to work, finishing the set of photos for Kat. Instead of ten, I ended up with sixty-five.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    I had no idea what time she was arriving on Wednesday, so I found myself lingering in my apartment, pacing back and forth, waiting for that buzzer to sound. She didn’t have my phone number or e-mail address, so she had no way of letting me know when she was planning to show up—so all I could do was wait. I knew she had school, so I figured she would swing by sometime after that—and throw in enough time to get dolled up, even though that wasn’t necessary now that I knew her true identity—though she still didn’t know that. 
 
    It was around 4:00 PM when my buzzer finally went off. I’d already been up for nearly twelve hours, and my eyes were already starting to feel heavy from my restless day. I cautiously approached the two-way communication system and I pressed the button. “Hello?” I said. 
 
    “Hey, it’s me. Let me up,” she said. And a shiver ran through my body. I’d spent the whole day mentally preparing for this meeting—hell, I’d spent the past three days mentally preparing for this meeting. But I wasn’t anywhere near being mentally prepared. I held my finger over the button to unlock the front door, but I was too afraid to press it. I had to close my eyes and just lunge my finger forward—and even that took all of my willpower. 
 
    I started pacing again. I still hadn’t decided if I was going to confront her, or if I was just going to ignore her—get her out of my apartment as quickly as possible so that I could start the process of forgetting about her and the amazing blowjob she gave me. But I knew that sending her away wouldn’t necessarily make her stop coming around, unless I explicitly told her to stop coming around. The girl had a will of her own, and it was a strong one.  
 
    But I couldn’t just not say anything—I couldn’t just accept that she was actually a boy under those clothes and that makeup. I couldn’t just allow myself to photograph her again and again. I had to have some morals—I needed to draw a line somewhere.  
 
    She knocked at my door, making my heart skip a beat. And then a moment later, my door opened and she skipped into my apartment. My heart skipped another beat and my legs trembled. Was she really so comfortable with me that she had no qualms letting herself into my apartment? It was as if she had declared herself as my girlfriend—but even every girlfriend I’d ever had would wait for some form of approval before letting themselves in.  
 
    “Hey there,” she said with excitement in her voice. “How’d the photos turn out?” 
 
    It took me a moment to break free from my rigidity. I managed to force a smile. “Good,” I said. I watched her as she let herself into my kitchen, to pour herself a glass of water. I realized I was looking at her for the first time as a man—at least I was trying to. I looked closely at her throat. She was wearing a choker necklace, making it hard to spot an Adam’s apple. But her shoulders didn’t appear to be too broad, and she had hips to die for—and men don’t generally have wide hips. Her ass was perky and round, but I suppose that didn’t mean anything. Any slender man with a gym membership can have an ass like that. 
 
    But then there was her chest—her almost non-existent chest. And her feet did appear to be slightly bigger than they should have been for her size… Or maybe that was just me trying to see something that wasn’t there. Maybe I had her all wrong—maybe she wasn’t actually Karl Stanley. Maybe Karl was her cousin, hence the similarities. Or maybe the similarities were all just in my head.  
 
    I walked over to her and handed her the thumb drive filled with her pictures. “Here you go. It was a pleasure doing business with you,” I said. 
 
    She shook her head and laughed. “You aren’t going to show me the photos?” she asked. 
 
    “You can look at them whenever,” I said. 
 
    “I want to see them now. You’ve got a computer, right?”  
 
    I slowly nodded and forced another smile. Even standing a few feet away from her, I still couldn’t see the boy behind the makeup. I could still only see Kat and her stunning eyes and cute nose and soft features. And it didn’t help that I could now smell her intoxicating perfume. “Um, okay, sure. Follow me.” I brought her over to my office and I booted up my computer. I sat down in my office chain, and then she leaned over behind me, resting her chest right near my head on the back of my seat.  
 
    “I can’t wait,” she said, leaning her head in close. I could feel the heat radiating off of her body.  
 
    “I hope you like them,” I said. My heart was pounding. I was worried my computer would turn on and all of those blowjob photos would be on the screen—I’d looked at them earlier in the day, but I was fairly sure that I’d closed them all before closing my computer. Thankfully, they weren’t on the screen, but I had to navigate around them to bring up the selection of photos I’d picked for Kat. She leaned over my chair with glowing eyes.  
 
    “That’s me?” she said with a glimmer of a smile.  
 
    “That’s you,” I said as I flicked through the photos. Every single one excited her. And I have to admit, it was nice seeing someone so excited about my work. She was hardly blinking and her lips were parted with awe. I had an impressed client on my hand, but there was still a gigantic elephant in the room—there was still a biological male leaning over my body.  
 
    “And that’s it,” I said, closing everything down. 
 
    “Wait—what about those other shots?” she said. 
 
    “Other shots?” I asked. 
 
    “You know the ones,” she said with a slight grin. 
 
    My heart surged around in my chest. “Oh—those aren’t for you,” I said, forcing a smile. I still wasn’t 100% certain if I was being sucked by a male or a female in those photos.  
 
    “I get it—keeping the good ones for yourself. Well I can’t wait to shoot again on Saturday,” she said. 
 
    “Oh, Saturday,” I said. I tried to think of a quick excuse. Why hadn’t I thought of an excuse before? I had all day to think of an excuse! “I’m, uh, busy on Saturday. So that won’t work for me.” 
 
    “Okay, then Sunday,” she said. 
 
    “Weekends don’t quite work for me.” I looked back at her and saw the disappointment seeping into her face as she realized that she was being rejected. 
 
    “Evenings?” she asked without much hope in her voice.  
 
    But I couldn’t do it—I couldn’t see her broken like that. Even if she was a male, I couldn’t stand to see her so disappointed. “Actually, my thing doesn’t start until the afternoon on Saturday, if you wanted to come by in the morning.” And then I watched as life returned to her face. She stood up straight and smiled and her eyes glistened. 
 
    “Saturday morning is perfect for me,” she said.  
 
    “Anything in particular you want to add to your portfolio?” I asked. 
 
    And then I watched as her cheeks turned a shade of red. “Well, I was thinking that maybe we could do a bit of boudoir.”  
 
    I felt my own cheeks turning a shade of red. “Um, okay, sure,” I said. I’d done boudoir shoots a couple of times before, but never with a beautiful woman—and never with a woman who was very likely actually a man. I managed to force one last smile, which was enough to see her to my apartment door. “I’ll see you on Saturday, Kat,” I said. 
 
    “See you, Johnny Boy!” She skipped down the hall towards the elevator, leaving me with a pounding heart and a churning stomach.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XI 
 
    My crisis only worsened as Saturday approached. I found myself looking at those photos again, and looking at Karl’s Facebook profile. I was sure that it was her—I could see her in every single one of his photos. But I didn’t want it to be true. I wanted to think that I’d received a blowjob from a biological woman—and I wanted to think that I had a massive crush on a biological woman. But the photos weren’t lying to me: Karl was Kat. Karl even had a few photos where his hair wasn’t lied up in a bun—and those photos were truly damning.  
 
    It was Friday evening when I got a call from someone who found one of my ads around town. They ran a professional photographer hiring website, and they wanted to invite me to create a profile. It was a nice distraction from my pestering thoughts of Kat, so I spent most of that evening creating my profile (once I was finished setting my bedroom up as a boudoir photography space). But the distraction was short lived—as soon as the website asked me to upload ten of my best photos, I could only think of my photos of Kat. 
 
    I ended up using three different photos of Kat for my portfolio. I felt nervous as I went to press submit—scared some client would see the photos and know that she was actually a man (and see what I apparently couldn’t see). But the fact of the matter was: they were some of the best photos I’d ever taken in my life. Kat was a joy to shoot. I felt so free with the camera when she was with me.  
 
    I hardly slept at all on Friday night. I managed to squeeze a couple of hours in before Kat buzzed my apartment. I unlocked the front door and then I went to the kitchen to make a pot of coffee. I was going to need lots of coffee to get through a whole morning with Kat—the ten minutes she spent in my apartment a few days before were hard enough.  
 
    She showed up wearing a sweater and a pair of sweatpants, which surprised me. She was always wearing tiny, tight outfits—but not today. She had a bag with her, which I assumed was her boudoir outfit—probably too racy to be worn out on the streets. “How’s it going?” I asked. 
 
    It took her a moment to smile, but her smile didn’t seem genuine. Her face was strangely pale and her eyes were heavy, as if she hadn’t slept much. “Good,” she said without any enthusiasm at all. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
    And it took a moment for her to shake her head. “Nothing’s wrong,” she said, forcing an awkward smile. But something was obviously wrong. 
 
    “If you’re too tired, we can do this shoot another day,” I said. 
 
    “No, I want to do the shoot. Though would it be possible if I paid you another day? I don’t really have the money I told you I would have,” she said. 
 
    “Um, yeah, sure,” I said. I’d spent the past few days trying to convince myself to see through her makeup, to finally see her for the man that she was, so I could cast her away from my thoughts and move on with my life. I wanted to hate her—I wanted to be repulsed by her. But now, as she stood in front of me looking broken and sad, I only wanted to help her. I wanted to hold her and protect her from whatever had hurt her. And I couldn’t bring myself to care that there was a man under that makeup and that sweater and those sweatpants.  
 
    I brought her to the bedroom and showed her the set up. I already had lights and reflectors set up, and my camera was assembled and ready on the dresser. “We can get started whenever you’re ready.”  
 
    She smiled and then she went towards the bathroom without saying anything. I took a seat on the edge of my bed and waited. My heart was aching. I felt miserable and helpless, knowing there was something wrong, but I couldn’t do anything about it. “How’s it going in there?” I called out. 
 
    “Almost done,” she said. She usually didn’t take this long. She usually got changed with speed and excitement. But now she was moving slowly and without enthusiasm. She emerged from the bathroom slowly, with an arm across her chest to hide her flat chest—as if she suddenly cared. She was wearing a nude one-piece romper. It was semi-transparent in many spots, but not the one spot that mattered: between her legs. I could see the bulge, but the bulge wasn’t enough to make a decision. It could have just been a big pussy. She looked beautiful, even with her sulking demeanour.  
 
    I told her to get up on the bed. I was surprised when she didn’t immediately strike a pose. She got up onto her knees and asked, “What would you like me to do?”  
 
    “Just be yourself,” I said.  
 
    But she didn’t move. She just stared at me, as if that wasn’t enough direction. 
 
    “Why don’t we try putting both hands behind your head—and push your chest out.” She followed the command, but her pose was still lacking interest. She looked stiff and she didn’t have that cute smile. Her eyes were lost. Something was terribly wrong, and I just couldn’t take it any longer. “What’s wrong?” I asked again. 
 
    “Nothing,” she said. 
 
    “Bullshit,” I said. “Something’s wrong, and I’m not going to take a single photo until you tell me.” I put my camera down. My heart was pounding. I felt so angry, but it took me a moment to figure out whom I was angry at: a complete stranger—someone who possibly didn’t even exist. I was angry with the person who had hurt my sweet Kat, but as far as I knew, there was no person.  
 
    “I don’t know what to say,” she said. 
 
    “Look—I know that your real name isn’t Kat. I know who you are,” I said. 
 
    I watched her face become increasingly pale. Her eyes filled with fear. “You’re wrong,” she said. 
 
    “No I’m not—Your name is Karl Stanley. You came in to get your picture two hours before you came in as Kat. And I don’t care—I just want to know what’s wrong. What happened to you?”  
 
    Kat suddenly looked small and scared. She recoiled slightly and looked away, unable to look me in the eyes. “I got kicked out,” she said finally, after a long silence. 
 
    “Kicked out of what? Of school?” 
 
    “I got kicked out of the house. My dad found the pictures you took. I had them under my mattress. I should have known he would look under there.”  
 
    My gut turned. So I was right—Kat really was Karl. I really had gotten a blowjob from a man. But why did I not care? Why was I suddenly not able to bring myself to feel disgusted or betrayed? Why did I still feel so bad for her, even though I knew she wasn’t really a girl? And why did I still think of her as a girl, even though I knew better? I just wanted to help her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XII 
 
    I took a deep breath and looked into her eyes. I bit down on the edge of my tongue, and then I said, “You can stay here.” 
 
    She stared at me with wide eyes, in a complete state of disbelief. She was silent for a moment. “I couldn’t do that to you,” she said, looking back down at her bed. 
 
    “Do what to me? The bed’s comfortable, and so is the pull-out in the living room.”  
 
    “I lied to you,” she said.  
 
    “So what? I don’t blame you. The world is filled with people like your dad—people who just don’t get it. And to be honest, I’m not sure I really get it, but I’ve seen you enough to know that you aren’t just some guy in disguise. You aren’t just playing a character for fun. You seem so free and lively when you’re dolled up. I don’t know you as Karl—I only met Karl briefly the other day, and I don’t even remember that meeting—but I remember meeting Kat. I remember how much fun you had shooting out in the alley. I remember how excited you were to see pictures of yourself.”  
 
    Finally, she looked up at me. Her eyes were wet and glowing. “What are you saying?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t know what I’m saying, to be honest. When I found out that you were actually a guy, I was put off—I’m not going to lie. But when you’re here, as Kat—as yourself—it seems preposterous to me to think of you as anything but a woman. You’re a woman. So you’ve got something different between your legs—so what? That’s no one’s business but your own, and the people you choose to be with intimately. People like your dad exist—maybe they will come around eventually, or maybe they won’t. All you can do is be yourself and live your life the way you want to live it, and I guess just hope for the best.”  
 
    She smiled, and I couldn’t believe that the words had actually come out from my mouth. Where did they come from? Did I just project my own thoughts out into the real world? It took me a moment to gather my composure and relax my pounding heart. “Just do your thing, and I think most people will come around.” 
 
    Her smile was big now—the smile I was familiar with. She raised her hands up and slipped them behind her head. She stood up straight on her knees and said, “Well aren’t you going to snap some photos?”  
 
    I lifted up my camera, my heart pounding with excitement. I felt like a heavy weight had been lifted from my shoulders. I felt free and relaxed and strangely happy, even though I knew that I was snapping photos of a boy in drag. It didn’t seem to matter. I had Kat—I didn’t have Karl or any other guy. I just had Kat, and Kat was beautiful—she was my dream girl.  
 
    We snapped photos for the next few hours, changing outfits every couple hundred shots. She had a whole bag full of lingerie. And each outfit was a bit more scandalous than the one before it. It was the pair of red panties with the hole in the crotch that finally made me put down my camera. The hole was pushed back and lined up perfectly with her tight asshole. I got up onto the bed and I pushed her down onto her back. I lifted up her legs and spread them out to her sides. And then I looked down and could see the bulge of her package. She was erect, being tediously held in by that thin strip of red lace. I reached down and pulled that strip aside, enough for her erection to spring out and slap against her abdomen. She was surprisingly big—considering she was able to keep herself concealed for so long. I slipped my fingers around her girth and I gently stroked her length.  
 
    She was smiling with crimson cheeks. She bit her bottom lip and moaned slightly as I pulled her foreskin back to expose her bulbous tip. She liked the feeling of my fingers exploring her shaft. I quickly undressed myself, revealing my own throbbing erection. As soon as she saw it, she had to suck it. We traded places as I let my head sink into my pillow as her tongue explored my shaft. Somehow I managed to get harder inside of her mouth. She sucked with a smile on her face.  
 
    “That feels good,” I moaned.  
 
    She puckered her lips around my tip and circled the tip of her tongue around the hole on the tip of my cock. It felt amazing. I was worried for a moment that I would cum prematurely. I could feel a warm tingling growing in my cock. But I wanted to save my climax for her pretty butthole. So I pulled back and I rolled over. I pushed her down onto my bed, on her stomach, and then I mounted her. I pressed my cock into her asshole. She was tight but I slid in easily—she probably had lots of dildo practise before me. I sunk in deep and I started pumping her tush without restraint.  
 
    She moaned and groaned and clutched the bed sheets tightly. I could feel her clenching but I didn’t stop. I was filled with sexual energy that needed to be released. I wanted to ravage her tiny butthole. I wanted to make her squeal—and she squealed.  
 
    I gripped her hips tightly and then I remembered that long beautiful cock between her legs. So I reached around and slipped my hand between her and my bed. I found that cock and I slipped my fingers around it. I started jerking her off while I slammed my pelvis into her ass. And she liked it. She clenched harder and groaned louder, and it wasn’t even a minute before I could feel the warm wetness of her cum pooling around my hand. She was climaxing.  
 
    Her butt clenched and relaxed over and over as she screamed out loud, and that was enough to bring me to my own orgasm. I filled her supple tush with cum. And then I fell down next to her and I tried to catch my breath. I looked over into her eyes and saw that she was still smiling. A tear rolled down her cheek. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ve never been better,” she said, and that smile grew larger, and I knew she wasn’t lying to me. 
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    TEMPORARILY FEMALE 
 
    Dan got a lucky break: no prison as long as he ratted out the leader of the crime organization he worked for. So instead of being locked up, he’s sent across the country to live in a small town as part of the witness protection program.  
 
    But Dan is a special case—there are powerful people who want him dead, so he needs an extra safe identity for his new life. He’s sent to live with Cassandra, who just happens to have a knack for feminizing men. And Dan needs to play along if he wants to survive.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I didn’t mind the new town, all the way on the other side of the country, and I didn’t mind the coloured contacts they insisted that I wear. I didn’t even mind the crappy little house they stuck me in, which was about a thousand square feet smaller than my house back home. But I did mind the panties that were apparently crucial to my disguise.  
 
    I didn’t understand why I couldn’t just wear my boxers under my skirt—why panties? Who was looking up my skirt? And even if someone did look up my skirt, and they did see boxer shorts instead of panties—what difference did it make? Would that really give me away?  
 
    “Better safe than sorry,” Cassandra said. And I’d heard her say it fifteen times already, and I’d only known her for a few hours. Cassandra was the one who picked out my outfit, and I wasn’t impressed. When they told me that I would be safest dressed up like a girl, I thought I would just be wearing a wig and some makeup. No one said anything about short skirts, halter-tops, lacy bras, or high heels. Could I not be a convincing woman in a pair of flats?  
 
    “Better safe than sorry,” Cassandra said as I stumbled while trying to stand in the high heels. 
 
    “I feel like an idiot. If anything, now I stick out like a sore thumb,” I said, looking at myself in the mirror. And it was true: I looked more noticeable than ever before. Wasn’t the idea to blend in?  
 
    “You just aren’t ready yet. Don’t worry, you won’t be going out for a couple of days still—not until we’ve perfected your voice and your mannerisms.”  
 
    It was bad enough that I had to shave all of the hair off of my legs. I hadn’t even thought about doing a female voice. I didn’t know how to do a female voice. I was shit with accents, so how was I supposed to pull off a voice that would convince every stranger I met from now until they caught Steve Anderson? And maybe a better question was: was Steve Anderson really out to get me? Shouldn’t he be more focussed on trying to remain hidden himself?  
 
    I ratted Steve out—among other people. It was part of my plea deal: no charges would be pressed against me as long as I testified against Steve and three other guys in our gang—the gang which Steve was the leader of. I took the plea deal. I was small and slender—too small and too slender for prison. I’ve heard stories of what they do to small, slender guys behind bars, and my butthole just wasn’t prepared for that. I wasn’t the only one who squealed. Three of us told the cops that Steve was the one behind the death of Rupert Andrews—at least that’s what the cops told me. Maybe I was the only one who admitted it. Maybe I was the only squealer. And maybe Steve really did want me dead for that.  
 
    Steve was a scary guy—tall and thick and covered in tattoos. He had notches tattooed on his arm—and there was another notch that appeared shortly after Rupert went missing, not even a couple of days after I watched Steve pull that trigger. So I wasn’t surprised when the cops told me they were going to put me into the witness protection program. I thought that just meant getting a new passport and maybe a haircut. I had no idea they had such a radical vision.  
 
    “Do you do this to everyone in the witness protection program?” I asked Cassandra, who I met a few days after I made my plea deal with the police.  
 
    “I have no idea. You’re my first,” Cassandra said with a big smile. She had me sitting on a stool now, facing a mirror. She kept insisting that I watch as she applied my makeup but I couldn’t see through her, so I had no real idea of what she was doing. She kept insisting that I would be on my own in a few days. But how hard could it be? Rub some skin-coloured cream on my face and then draw some dark lines around my eyes; that’s all girls do anyway, right?  
 
    I felt my legs rub together—they felt so strange, all smooth. She even had me shave my crotch. I tried not to, assuming she wouldn’t actually check—but she checked. She didn’t even ask—she walked up to me and tugged down my boxers. “Shave all of it,” she said. “If you want to leave a little heart or a strip, that’s fine, too.” I shaved all of it. It felt weird, but at least my cock looked bigger.  
 
    “It won’t be for long,” Cassandra said as she finished up my makeup. “They’ll catch that guy in no time.” 
 
    “That’s what you think,” I said. Steve Anderson knew how to stay hidden. If he didn’t want to be caught, then he wasn’t going to be caught. He was a powerful guy, with more friends than there were cops in New York City. If he had to live underground, then he would live underground. And if he wanted someone dead, then that person would end up dead.  
 
    The cops told me that Steve wouldn’t find out that I squealed on him, but I knew the cops were wrong. Maybe they thought they were right, but there were cops at that very station who were moles for the organization. Within hours of my testimony, Steve found out—I’m sure of it.  
 
    “Now try your voice,” Cassandra said as she stepped back from the mirror. I stared at myself. The first thing I noticed was my eyebrows: she’d plucked most of them away. Now they were just thin strips of hair. And my eyelashes looked big—were they fake? I reached up and felt them. They didn’t feel fake, but they sure looked bigger and darker than I remembered them being. And my lips looked fuller, but I was positive she didn’t inject me with anything.  
 
    I kind of looked like a chick—though I could still see myself. And if Steve saw me, he probably would have been able to see right through that makeup as well. “Your voice, Kylie,” Cassandra said.  
 
    I tried not to cringe at the sound of my new name: Kylie. It sounded so immature and… girly. But I guess that was the point. The more feminine the better if I was going to pass as a girl. 
 
    “How does this sound?” I said, making my voice as high as I could. 
 
    “Like Mickey Mouse,” Cassandra said with a laugh. “Make it softer, and you don’t need to go high. Your natural voice isn’t any lower than the average female voice.”  
 
    So I tried again, and once again, it wasn’t good enough. She gave me more direction. And I couldn’t help but wonder: what the hell does she know? She wasn’t a police officer, and she didn’t even work for the witness protection program. She was just the daughter of one of the police officers who was handling my case. She was just my new roommate. And I suppose she was also a girl—so maybe she did know a thing or two about being a girl. 
 
    It turns out, the witness protection program isn’t some massive underground program. There aren’t hundreds of employees and undercover agents in every town. They basically just give you a new ID, a new credit card (with a strict limit, of course), and they say “Good luck!” Sure, there are a few undercovers who supposedly come around to check on things from time to time. I was told that I wouldn’t even notice them—and I was half-convinced that was because they didn’t actually exist; they just wanted me to feel more comfortable while a murderer hunted me down.  
 
    “That’s better,” Cassandra said after my tenth attempt at the voice. “It still needs work though.”  
 
    I forced a smile. I was already trying to think of ways I could get away from Cassandra and her little house and the stupid little town that I was supposed to live in until Steve was out of the picture.  
 
    And even if they took Steve out of the picture, he still had droves of loyal henchmen happy to do his bidding. If he decided he wanted me dead from behind bars, then he could have me dead. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    My first day in my new town was exhausting. Cassandra wouldn’t let up, even once I fell back on the small bed that would be mine for the foreseeable future. She just stood over me and looked down into my eyes and said, “Get up—there’s still so much to do.” 
 
    “I can’t do anymore,” I said. My feet were killing me from walking up and down the hallway in those damned heels. I was sure I would wake up with blisters, and Cassandra’s voice still ringing in my ears: ‘One foot in front of the other. Keep your legs close together. Back straight, chest out.’ My back was so sore from me constantly pushing my chest out—or maybe it was sore from the padded bra, which was surprisingly heavy on my chest after six hours of exhausting training.   
 
    “You need to do more, or you’ll stick out. And I don’t think you want to stick out,” she said to me with a big smile on her face, as if it was a game to her.  
 
    “How much more?” 
 
    “One more hour, and then you can go to sleep,” she said. It was already 2:00 AM where I was from—only 10:00 PM where we were now, but I still hadn’t adjusted yet. Adjusting would take a few more days—though I had a feeling I was never going to adjust to being a woman.  
 
    Cassandra had me doing more laps through the house: walking the hallway, sitting in chairs, crossing my legs, practising my voice… She even had me doing hand gestures while I was talking, which felt ridiculous, but she insisted they were helping the overall look. We ended the night in the living room. She let me choose a nail polish colour, and then she sat next to me while I painted my toenails and fingernails. She painted her own as well, and I couldn’t help but think that she was just happy to have a new girlfriend.  
 
    I slept well that night, even knowing there was a dangerous man on the loose who wanted me dead—and even though the small bed I was stuck in was as stiff as a plank of wood and less than half the size of my bed back home. I probably would have slept for fifteen straight hours had Cassandra not woken me up, holding a little bathing suit up in the air. It was a red one-piece and it looked far too small for my body. “It’s time to practise,” she said. 
 
    I groaned and rolled over, and then she threatened to tell her dad that I wasn’t cooperating. So I pulled my tired ass out of bed and I snatched the red bathing suit out of her hand. “What do you want me to do with this?” 
 
    “Put it on—and your wig, and then I’ll help you with your makeup.” And just like that, it was right back to work—except I didn’t get paid for this work.  
 
    Work—that was something I was going to need. They told me that I needed to pay off the credit card they gave me. “With what money?” I asked, and that’s when they told me I was going to need to get a job. I’d always imagined people in the witness protection program won the lottery, never having to work. But apparently that wasn’t the case. I only had about a month before I started getting credit card bills in the mail, so I only had about a month before I absolutely needed a job. And I would have to get that job as a woman… Not ideal. And what job could I get? I hadn’t worked a proper job since I was sixteen, working at a Subway Restaurant. When I was seventeen I got recruited into the organization. I only had to run drugs a couple of times a day, and drive the occasional high ranking member around town. It was an easy gig, and it paid amazingly after just a few years. I was making six-figures. I had a big house with a pool and a giant comfortable bed—and I wasn’t paying taxes on anything. I got paid in cash.  
 
    But that money was gone now, along with the house and the pool and the big bed. Well, it wasn’t gone—it was probably auctioned off to some rich guy who also got all of his money through illegal means. Some fat, rich loser was probably floating naked in my pool, enjoying the fruits of my labour.  
 
    But it didn’t matter. I dodged jail, and that’s all that mattered. They could have dinged me with a fifteen-year sentence. Hell—they probably could have dinged me with a bigger sentence than that, so I truly was lucky to get away with nothing. Though I wouldn’t call being forced to dress like a girl nothing. And would I have to dress like a girl for the rest of my life? No—once Steve was caught, my witness protection program ended. Sure, there would still be goons out looking for me, but I could avoid them in my own way—as a man. Maybe I would grow a moustache or move to Canada… I’ve always liked snow.  
 
    For now, I was stuck in California, a couple hours south of Los Angeles. And it probably would have been a bit of a vacation if I wasn’t stuck in a woman’s bathing suit.  
 
    Cassandra wouldn’t let me go into the pool. “Girls only swim when they need to cool off,” she said. “And it’s not hot out.”  
 
    “So why did you put me in this thing?” I asked. She made me repeat myself in my girly voice, which was still a work-in-progress.  
 
    “So you can sit by the pool,” she said. And then she demonstrated. She took a seat by the pool, closed her eyes, and tilted her head towards the sun so her face would tan evenly. And I thought she was kidding, until she demanded I take a seat. I felt stupid at first, and then I thought about it and realized that she wasn’t wrong: women really do just sit by the pool, doing nothing but tanning or occasionally reading a book. I’d never been a big fan of books, but a book would have been less boring than turning my head towards the sun like a sunflower.  
 
    In the afternoon, Cassandra brought me to the bathroom and showed me how to properly curl my hair. It all seemed so frivolous—like her father sent me to her just so she would have something to do. Why did I need to curl my hair? Could I not just wear it down and straight, the way the wig was designed? Cassandra even showed me her arsenal of products. “This conditioner here—you leave it in over night and it keeps your hair soft.” 
 
    “You know this is a wig, right? It’s not real,” I said. 
 
    “It’s a wig now—but in a couple of months, we can probably style your natural hair. And in a year, if you’re still here, your hair will be almost as long as the wig.” My heart stuttered at the thought of being stuck as a woman for over a year. But it was a reality: they may never catch Steve, and I might remain in Cassandra’s care for the rest of my life, or until they transferred me to the supervision of someone else. So I learned how to curl my hair, and then I learned how to make my hair wavy, and then I learned how to braid my hair, and then I learned how to French braid my hair, and then my arms were tired. “You’re doing great,” she said. And it was the first compliment I’d heard since arriving in that small California suburb.  
 
    But my day wasn’t over. She had me clean my room and she criticized my posture the entire time. Apparently there’s a feminine way to bend over, and a feminine way to reach up to dust a top shelf, and apparently there’s a feminine way to sneeze, and a feminine way to look at the back of your hand. It was all so much to take in. I tried processing all of it, knowing that if I didn’t process it, I would just have to run through Cassandra’s training program a second or even a third time. But it’s not like I was eager to get out into the real world. It’s not like I wanted to hit up the streets in a dress and actually have men looking at me. 
 
    I still wasn’t convinced that I looked enough like a woman to trick anyone—especially people who knew me. While Cassandra was out running a few errands, I found myself in front of the mirror, trying to see a woman, and trying to see myself. Sometimes I could see both, sometimes I could only see myself—and very rarely were the times when I could see only a woman—and those times scared the living hell out of me. I calmed myself down by reminding myself that there really wasn’t much difference between a man and a woman: breasts, a pussy instead of a cock, and the lack of an Adam’s apple. Otherwise it was just makeup and posture and clothes—nothing a man couldn’t play along with. 
 
    Though I’d seen trannies standing out on the streets at night, and they never looked convincing. They were always stuffed into their dresses like sausages, and their five o’clock shadow was always showing. So there were more differences than I thought originally—yet there I was, looking frighteningly convincing. But I still looked enough like a man that I knew I couldn’t go outside—and that thought filled me with a wave of relief.  
 
    I looked out the window at the pool. Cassandra was still out, so I snuck outside and jumped into the pool. The water was cold, but refreshing. It was nice to feel free for a few minutes, even though I’d only been arrested a week before. It’s amazing how quickly you come to appreciate freedom.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Day three was more of the same: more getting dolled up, more voice lessons, more tedious laps around Cassandra’s small house. Cassandra came home from the grocery store and caught me watching Die Hard, which was playing on AMC. She snatched the remote and found Sex and the City on Netflix, and then she told me to make a point of memorizing the characters’ names. It was torture at first, but after a couple of episodes I started realizing the show wasn’t really as bad as I thought.  
 
    On day four, Cassandra had me putting on my own makeup. She left the room for half an hour and then she came back to give me a critique. “Not bad for your first real attempt,” she said. I was just trying to imitate what she’d done on the days before—though I was tempted to try out a look I saw while watching TV. “I’m proud of you. Now wash it all off and do it again.” I did my makeup four times that day. My arms were once again exhausted from being held up for hours. She let me end the day on the couch, in front of the TV. We watched Sleepless in Seattle, which was a surprisingly good movie. 
 
    When I first found out that I was going to be a female while they hunted down Steve Anderson, I figured I would just stay in the house all day: sleep, watch TV, lounge around the pool, and so on. But by day five with Cassandra, I was determined to get out. I was starting to feel claustrophobic, starting to worry that I was losing my mind. It didn’t help that the Internet was heavily censored. I’m not sure how they did it, but I wasn’t able to access Facebook or Twitter or even YouTube. I felt cut off from the world. I knew it was for my own safety, but I was starting to wonder if I really cared that much about my own safety.  
 
    Cassandra took off for a few hours to meet up with friends. She told me to stay inside the house while she was gone, but I was already planning to sneak out. I waited for her car to disappear into the distance, and then I got myself ready. I was going to go out as myself—as a man. I didn’t plan on going anywhere that there would be lots of people—just to a park or maybe a hiking trail outside of the city. I got myself out of my dress and my heels and my makeup, and I found the most masculine outfit in the house—which wasn’t terribly masculine: a tight t-shirt and a tighter pair of jeans. The look was a bit effeminate (especially considering it was technically a woman’s t-shirt and a woman’s jeans), but I figured it would be fine for a quick stroll. 
 
    I rushed down to the front door and I reached for the handle, but I wasn’t able to turn it. I was suddenly overwhelmed with fear. The image of Steve pulling that trigger filled my mind. I could vividly see Rupert’s bloody corpse, and then I could picture my own face on Rupert’s face. Steve had men all over the country, and he had men in the police force. There was a good chance that he knew I was in California, and there were probably people looking out for me.  
 
    I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t bring myself to open that door. My legs and hands started trembling and a nausea filled my gut. I had to step back from the door. I was having a panic attack. I thought about putting on a pair of sunglasses and a baseball cap—but even then, I felt like they would recognize me.  
 
    So I found myself staring at my wardrobe of women’s clothing. Maybe it wasn’t such a bad idea. Maybe being a woman really was my best bet until everything blew over with Steve.  
 
    “What an improvement,” Cassandra said to me the next day, after watching me do my own makeup. I even picked out my own clothes, and I did my own hair. “Even your voice sounds better. Were you practising a lot while I was out yesterday?”  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “A little bit,” I said. I’d been doing some extra practising. There was a recording program on the laptop they gave me, which I used to record my voice over and over while I worked out all the little masculine kinks. I stayed up late, until I felt like I had something I could work with—something that wouldn’t raise eyebrows out in public. I even went to sleep in one of the little satin slips that were in my closet. It actually felt quite nice, being clad in satin while I slept. All of the female clothes felt nice, as if everything was made with higher quality fabrics than whatever they used for male clothing.  
 
    On the morning of day six, Cassandra had a present for me: a box wrapped in pink gift-wrap. She watched me with a big smile while I opened the little gift box, and then she started laughing when I saw what was inside. My face must have turned a shade of white. She’d gifted me a series of dildos: a floppy dildo, a suction-cup dildo, and a hard vibrating dildo. There was also a little bottle of lubricant in the box. “Surprise!” she said, and then she started laughing again. 
 
    “What the hell is this for?” I asked. I was worried it was going to be part of my preparation. I was already dreading the moment when she would tell me to bend over and stick one of the fake cocks into my ass. And would she blackmail me? Would she threaten to tell her dad that I wasn’t participating if I didn’t humiliate myself with her selection of sex toys? 
 
    “They’re just for you to do whatever you want with,” she said. “Every girl owns at least a vibrator.”  
 
    “I don’t want them,” I said. 
 
    “Just take them. Stick them under your bed. You’ve got porn on that computer, you know,” she said.  
 
    I felt my cheeks turning red. I hadn’t even thought about porn or jerking off since being arrested. But now that she mentioned it, I realized I hadn’t gotten off in almost two weeks. That must have been some sort of record. And now that she mentioned it, I was suddenly looking forward to having some time alone.  
 
    I got my alone time that night, when Cassandra went out with a few friends. I went onto my computer and I searched for porn on the Internet—but all of the websites were blocked. I must have tried fifty different websites before I gave up. It was a lie—the computer couldn’t access porn.  
 
    Just as I was about to give up, I remembered Cassandra’s wording: ‘You’ve got porn on that computer,’ she had said. Maybe I couldn’t access porn—maybe it was already on the hard drive. So I started looking in folders. It only took a few minutes before I found a folder that was literally labelled ‘Porn’. There were twenty videos in the folder. I opened the first video, and was disappointed to see that it was some mushy porno from the 90s. They hardly showed the girl’s twat at all—but they showed plenty of the guy’s big oily dick.  
 
    I tried another video, but I ran into the same problem: they were all pornos for chicks. They were all 90% story and 10% sex. And sometimes the sex wasn’t anything more than two people lying together and kissing while gently thrusting their hips together. Boring. I was better off using my imagination. So I closed my computer and then I closed my eyes. I reached my hand down between my legs and I started stroking. 
 
    And before I was even hard, I started imagining myself as a woman. Even when I was picturing myself with a beautiful woman—there I was in a skirt and a pair of heels. I tried hard to get those images out from my head, but they wouldn’t go away. Feminine thoughts were all I was allowed to have for almost a whole week, and now feminine thoughts were all that I was able to muster up. I couldn’t finish. I sighed and fell back on my bed and I stared up at the ceiling.  
 
    “Well, I’d better get ready for bed then,” I said to myself. I brushed my teeth and then I went to the closet to find another satin slip to wear to bed. And that’s when I found some sexy lingerie: a strappy lace one-piece with a garter belt. I found a pair of fishnet stockings nearby, and then I became overwhelmed with curiosity. Cassandra was still out, so I decided to try on the sexy outfit.  
 
    It felt nice—like everything else. It was tight, but strangely comforting. My legs looked amazing in the fishnet stockings, and my butt looked fantastically perky once I slipped into a sleek pair of black heels. I did a few poses in front of the mirror, and then something happened: I started getting hard.  
 
    I wasn’t attracted to myself, but for some reason the sight of myself in lingerie was arousing. I continued posing, and it wasn’t long before I was rock hard. I had to slip my cock out from my bottoms, as it was just too tight otherwise. And then I remembered that box of dildos and my heart started pounding. I didn’t want to penetrate myself, but the thought of messing around with the sex toys was making my heart throb at a mile a minute.  
 
    I didn’t end up touching the toys, but I did end up stroking off my cock. I stood in front of the mirror with eyes wide open. I reached up with my free hand and cupped my breast, which was just a pad slipped into the cup of the lingerie. I said a few dirty things to myself, and then I coated the mirror with my white substance. I had to get a wad of toilet paper to wipe it all up. And once I was finished, I had a cold realization: I was starting to become a little bit too comfortable with this whole cross-dressing thing. And maybe that was a good thing for the sake of my safety—but it certainly wasn’t a good thing for the sake of my manliness.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I had terrible nightmares on my sixth night in Cassandra’s California bungalow—the kind of nightmares that just don’t seem to end, that you can’t wake yourself up from even once you’ve realized you’re having a nightmare.  
 
    Or maybe I shouldn’t call them nightmares; they were more like flashbacks, to that night with Steve Anderson. It was rare that I got to spend time with Steve. He travelled a lot, and usually when he was in New York City, he liked to hang out with higher ups in the organization. But that night he pointed at me and said, “You—come along with me tonight. I need some help finding a guy.” I was excited for the opportunity to hang out with one of the most infamous modern American gangsters—and a man who had the power to make me very, very rich.  
 
    He asked me to drive, because he had some business on his phone. Mikey and Jer also came along for the ride—and they were almost just as excited as me to be with Steve in that car. I asked Steve where we were going, and he told me just to drive around Queens. So we drove around Queens aimlessly, wasting gas while Steve thumbed away on his phone. No one objected to the seemingly massive waste of time. And no one bothered Steve while he was on his phone.  
 
    Finally, after half an hour of aimless driving, Steve blurted out an address. It took me a moment to realize he was blurting the address out at me, as if I was a cab driver. I looked over at Mikey, who quickly punched the address into his phone’s GPS. It was only a few minutes away. We pulled up to an office building, which was lit up despite the late hour. 
 
    “Come in with me. One of you stay at the door. One of you watch my back.” As we were getting out of the car, I saw Steve tuck a handgun into the waistband of his jeans. My heart stuttered and I knew the gun was going to be used. I’d never actually seen a gun in use before—I’d never even been to a shooting range. Sure, lots of guys in the organization carried guns around with them, but no one ever came close to using them.  
 
    I was hesitant to follow Steve into the building. Jer noticed the gun and his face turned pale. “I’ll watch the door,” he said. I could tell that he was going to run away as soon as we were out of sight. I’d never seen so much fear on a man’s face—though I was about to see even more in just a few minutes. 
 
    We went up the stairs, ignoring the elevator. Mikey stayed in the back. He had a gun, too, but I knew for a fact that Mikey had no idea how to use it. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to be doing. I wondered if Steve thought that I was armed—I wasn’t. I didn’t own a gun and I never even thought about owning a gun.  
 
    We reached the eighth floor and then quietly slipped into the hallway. There was an open door at the end of the hallway. Steve looked over at me and whispered, “This is what happens to rats.” He walked up to the door. I stopped and started slowly backing up, back towards the stairs. Steve kicked in the door and then I saw Rupert. He looked up and his face was white with terror. Steve raised the gun and fired many times, emptying his whole clip. It was loud—so loud. My ears were ringing for hours afterwards.  
 
    And the image of Rupert in that pool of blood stayed in my mind for days—hell, it was still stuck in my mind.  
 
    And in one of my many nightmares that night, I was the one in that office looking down the barrel of Steve’s large handgun.  
 
    Cassandra shook me awake after I’d relived that moment for the tenth time that night. It was bright in my little bedroom. “You’re all sweaty,” she said. “You feeling okay?”  
 
    I forced a smile. “I’m fine,” I said. I sat up and noticed my hands were trembling. Maybe I wasn’t all right. Maybe I had that PTSD that so many organization members were always complaining about.  
 
    “We’re going out today. You’ve officially graduated lady school,” she said to me. So my heart only had a few seconds to relax before being sent into another throbbing panic. Was I ready to go out? Did I even want to go out and take the risk? Would anyone recognize me? These were just some of the many anxieties that came surging through my head. “I’ll let you pick out your own clothes and do your own makeup. You’re in charge of your own style now,” she said before leaving me alone to wallow in my stress.  
 
    At first, I started picking clothes that would cover me up the most: a sweater and a pair of jeans, with a pair of black boots. But it was a warm day, and covering myself up would only draw attention to myself. If I was truly going to blend in, I needed to dress down. So for my second attempt, I picked a short white floral dress, a pair of white thigh-high socks, and a cute pair of black flats. I curled my hair the way Cassandra taught me.  
 
    I wasn’t quick to get ready. I wasn’t quick to do anything that morning. I spent extra time with each little step. It probably took me twenty-five minutes just to get my eyeliner right—but it had to be just right. Girls don’t leave the house with shoddy makeup, so I couldn’t leave the house with shoddy makeup either. I tried to be quick with my eye shadow, but the image of Steve found its way into my head, so I took a breath and I slowed myself down. Cassandra came knocking on my door a number of times. “Are you ready yet or what?” she would ask. 
 
    “Almost,” I would say, and then I would find ten more little details to perfect.  
 
    Once I was done, I took a step back and I looked at the finished product for a good five minutes, scrutinizing every detail. I wasn’t recognizable—I hardly recognized myself. Cassandra was right—the look was more than just the clothes and the hair and the makeup. I was especially unrecognizable when I was holding myself like a woman—posture and mannerisms are so important.  
 
    When I emerged from my room, Cassandra’s face lit up. She made a big smile and said, “We’re going to have a lot of fun today.”  
 
    My heart was throbbing as I stepped out the front door for the first time in a week. My legs were trembling and I was worried my knees were about to cave in on themselves. But the panic quickly started to fade when we started passing people on the street. People either didn’t notice me, or they looked at me with warm smiles. No one looked at me with confused glares. They really thought that I was a woman. Cassandra really had turned me into a girl.  
 
    Cassandra leaned in close to me after just five minutes out in the real world. “You’re doing great, Kylie.” And until that moment, I’d forgotten that my female name was Kylie. But hearing it now, it suddenly didn’t sound so bad. Kylie. It had a nice ring to it. It seemed strangely suiting. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said, unable to fight the smile from my face. I pushed that smile away after a few seconds. It was a strange dilemma to have: I didn’t want to smile and make Cassandra think that I was actually enjoying myself, but I didn’t want to look miserable and risk compromising my identity. So I did my best to look slightly uncomfortable whenever Cassandra was looking—and at times I truly did feel uncomfortable, especially when there was a slight breeze that would lift up the skirt of my dress. But after just twenty minutes of seeing the warm smiles of strangers on the streets, I felt strangely comfortable for the most part. And I even felt excited at times, but I did my best to hide that excitement. “So where are we going?” I asked. 
 
    “We’re going shopping, so you can pick some clothes out for yourself.” It hadn’t occurred to me that I’d been wearing Cassandra’s clothes. The witness protection program’s budget must have been truly tiny.   
 
    It was a weekend and I could see from three blocks away that the mall was busy. The parking lot was nearly full and there were constant streams of people filtering in and out of the packed place. My heart stuttered. I knew I had to be careful or risk humiliating myself in front of hundreds of people. But it wasn’t the humiliation I was worried about—it was Steve Anderson that I was worried about.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I think Cassandra was trying to embarrass me. She was trying to push me to my limit, to see what she could get away with. And I think she was having a bit of fun at my expense. We weren’t in the mall for ten minutes before Cassandra said, “We need to get you some of your own lingerie. Every girl owns lingerie.” So she dragged me over to the lingerie store and she started pulling options off of the rack for me. “You would look good in this, and this—oh, and this—you need to try this on!” It wasn’t long before she had a large pile of lingerie in her arms.  
 
    My heart pounded every time I interacted with someone—and it didn’t help that the first person I interacted with was one of the lingerie store employees. She took the pile of lingerie from Cassandra and then looked at me. She looked right down at my body. She was silent. Could she tell that I was actually a man? She slowly looked back up at my face. “What size is your bust?” she asked. And my heart skipped a beat.  
 
    “A three or a four,” I said, taking a blind stab into the dark. 
 
    She gave me a strange look, as if I’d just responded in Mandarin. Thankfully Cassandra stepped up and came to my rescue (after leaving me out to dry for a good ten seconds, probably for her entertainment). “She’s a 32 C,” Cassandra said. I had no idea what that even meant.  
 
    “If you want to take off your top, we can size you here. You look more like a 32 double-D to me,” the woman said, staring at my chest.  
 
    I didn’t know what to say. They may as well have been speaking Mandarin with one another. “I think we’ll just try this and see how it goes,” Cassandra said, and then the woman finally let me into the change room.  
 
    I felt silly in the change room, which had a little pot of flowers in the corner, and free perfume samples on a small ledge. Strangely, I was tempted to try one of the samples, but I didn’t want Cassandra to smell me all perfumed up. I stared at the pile of clothes and wondered what she wanted me to do. Did she want me to try them all on? And then what? Did she want me to come out to show her how I looked?  
 
    “How’s it going in there?” Cassandra asked, but I hadn’t even gotten undressed yet. 
 
    “Fine,” I said.  
 
    “Did we get the right sizes?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. But I still hadn’t even taken my shoes off.  
 
    “You have to come out and show me,” she said. I squirmed and wished I would have just gone to prison. Then I slowly started getting undressed. I thought about resisting—telling her that I wasn’t going to let her make a joke out of me. I couldn’t sacrifice my pride for the sake of her amusement. But I also couldn’t let her go to her father and tell him that I wasn’t participating. 
 
    I’d forgotten how strangely feminine my body looked all shaved and hairless. I found myself looking at my naked figure for a moment before slipping into the piece of lingerie on the top of the pile. It was a tight lacy number that did nothing to cover my ass—and hardly anything to cover my cock. It took a minute to shuffle my package around to actually fit in the little outfit. It had little straps dangling down, which I didn’t realize until later were for holding up stockings. I had to slip the pads from my bra into the outfit, so there weren’t just two deflated pouches on my chest.  
 
    “Any day now…” Cassandra said from the other side of the changing room door. 
 
    I took a deep breath and slipped out. I held my hands down between my legs—one wrong step and my cock would easily flop out into plain sight. Cassandra’s face lit up at the sight of me. I could see her biting down on her tongue, trying not to laugh. “That looks surprisingly great on you,” she said. And the sad part was that it was true: it really did look surprisingly great on me. It fit perfectly and it made my ass look amazing. My legs looked long and model-esque, and the thin straps made my shoulders look less defined—like the shoulders of an actual woman.  
 
    “Try on another one,” Cassandra said with bright red cheeks.  
 
    So I tried on another one: a white two piece. The bottoms did a much better job of hiding my cock, so I was less embarrassed stepping out to show off to Cassandra. It was another hit, making Cassandra’s face light up. It turned out, there wasn’t much that didn’t look surprisingly good on me—and it truly was a surprise every time. “You need to buy all of this—it would be a travesty if you didn’t own all of it,” she said to me. 
 
    “What am I going to do with it?” I asked. It’s not like I could wear it out, and it’s not like I planned on having guys over to show it off to—so what was the point?  
 
    But she insisted that I buy some—so I bought a couple items: the white two-piece and a red one-piece. The red one-piece looked especially stunning on me. I had to wait a moment to step out from the changing room in the outfit because the feeling of the tight lace against my cock gave me a raging erection.  
 
    As we left the store, Cassandra was still trying her best not to laugh. She was having too much fun, and her day of torment wasn’t over. She dragged me through the makeup store and made me sit down and have a makeup artist draw on my face. Then she dragged me through a dress shop and she made me buy a slutty cocktail dress. “You need it for formal events,” she said, as if I was going to be going to any formal events while I was stuck in the witness protection program. But I ended up buying the dress (partly because it looked so good on me, I couldn’t say no to it), and then I ended up buying about four hundred bucks worth of clothes at various other stores.  
 
    While we were leaving the mall, Cassandra started giggling. “What’s so funny?” I asked. 
 
    “You’re going to need a job soon,” she said, “if you keep spending your money like that.”  
 
    I didn’t realize until she showed me my credit card balance that I’d spent nearly a grand that afternoon. “Why did you let me buy all of this stuff?” I asked. 
 
    She laughed. “Part of being a woman is learning self control at the mall. But maxing out your credit card is a sort of right of passage as a woman,” she said. I caught her giggling again a couple of blocks later. I didn’t ask her why she was giggling this time—I just assumed it was at my expense. But I was already starting to think of a way to get back at her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Cassandra liked to dress me up in lingerie and tiny skirts and short dresses, but she never dressed quite so scandalous herself. In the week that I’d been living with her, the most scandalous outfit she’d put on was a knee-length dress with a slight slit up the side, showing off a bit of her hip. Even the pyjamas she wore to bed were full-length: sleeves and legs and socks.  
 
    When we got home, Cassandra said, “I’m going to take a shower.”  
 
    But I stopped her. “Wait,” I said. “I want you to try on some of the stuff I bought. I want to see how it looks on you.” I watched as her cheeks turned red and the rest of her face turned a shade of pale. She smiled and then she looked at her feet.  
 
    “That’s not really my style,” she said.  
 
    “C’mon. Just entertain me,” I said. Back when I was with the organization, some of the guys had a way of getting revenge on the girlfriends who cheated on them. When they started a relationship with someone, they would take what they called ‘insurance photos’: usually nude photos of girls that they could use later as blackmail or humiliation photos, in the case that they had a falling out with their girls.  
 
    The phone I had may not have been able to access most websites, but it had a camera. So I started Cassandra with the little cocktail dress I bought. She took it into her room and then there was a long silence. “What’s taking so long?” I asked.  
 
    “It’s just a bit short,” she said.  
 
    “Let me be the judge,” I said. 
 
    She came out a few seconds later—and she was right: it was short. But short was good. For the first time ever, I saw Cassandra’s thighs. She tried holding the skirt down while she did a little spin, but it wasn’t enough to cover her big tush—her bum was much bigger than mine. Her face was dark red. “Not great,” she said. 
 
    “I think it looks amazing,” I said. I lifted my phone and snapped a photo.  
 
    “Did you just take a photo?” she asked. Her face turned even redder.  
 
    “Yeah—so you can see yourself,” I said. “Mirrors aren’t always honest.” I showed her the photo and I watched as she let a smile slip. She liked the shot. She bit her bottom lip.  
 
    “I guess it doesn’t look so bad,” she said. 
 
    “No—it looks great. You’ve got a great ass.”  
 
    She looked at me with an unimpressed look. “Girls don’t say stuff like that,” she said. 
 
    “Sure they do—I hear them say stuff like that all the time.” 
 
    “But they don’t say it the way you just said it.” Her cheeks were still that dark shade of crimson.  
 
    Next, I had her try on the white two-piece that she made me try on in the lingerie store. She resisted a bit at first, but I could tell that she was slightly curious to see how she would look with the high-waisted lace bottoms. And to be honest, I was curious to see how she would look. I still couldn’t believe that bum that she kept covered up—it was a shame that she kept it covered, along with those perfect legs. If I were her, I would have done nothing but flaunt my body around. I wouldn’t wear jeans and sweaters all the time, and I wouldn’t sleep in full-length pyjamas.  
 
    “Ready?” she asked from the other side of her bedroom door. 
 
    “I’ve never been more ready,” I said. 
 
    The door opened slowly, and then she stepped out. And damn, did she look good. My plan was originally to embarrass her, to get back at her for toting me around the mall like her toy doll. But now, I couldn’t see any reason for her to be embarrassed. She looked good in the lingerie. I was now trying to convince myself not to throw myself at her. I wanted to feel her body. She was so amazingly curvy. Her breasts looked so soft (they were a bit too big for the white lace top) and her ass was so damned juicy. “What do you think?” she asked. 
 
    “Is it true that girls make out with each other at slumber parties?” I asked. 
 
    She laughed. “None that I’d ever been to,” she said. “And again, girls don’t say things like that to each other—and they definitely don’t look at each other the way you’re looking at me now.”  
 
    “I can’t help it. You’re sexy,” I said. 
 
    Her whole face was that dark shade of crimson. “You aren’t being very ladylike,” she said.  
 
    “Maybe I’m a lesbian,” I said.  
 
    “Well knock it off. You’re making me uncomfortable.”  
 
    “Spin around and show me your backside,” I said. She followed the command. Then I snapped a few photos. 
 
    “Hey!” she said. She came towards me with her hand out in an attempt to snatch the phone away. “You’d better delete those photos.”  
 
    “Try to make me,” I said. She tried for a while to grab the phone from me, but she was just too slow. With a quick move, I managed to slip the phone under my skirt and into my panties. Then I raised my hands in the air. “It’s all yours if you want to grab it,” I said. 
 
    “You’re a pervert,” she said. 
 
    “I can’t help it. You’re hot,” I said. I watched as she tried not to smile. She bit her bottom lip and squirmed slightly. She liked the compliments, and I could tell that she wasn’t used to them. The guys she hung out with must have been beta-males—too afraid to compliment her. I wasn’t afraid. The girl was a fox and foxes need to be complimented.  
 
    She stared into my eyes for a moment and then she said, “Don’t think I won’t.” 
 
    “Won’t what?” 
 
    “Reach and grab that phone.” 
 
    “I really don’t think you will,” I said. 
 
    She was silent for a moment. I could almost hear her heart pounding. Then she looked down and she pulled up my skirt with one hand. With the other hand she reached down, into my panties, and she went for the phone. But she didn’t quite make it before her fingers were on my cock. She stopped. Her eyes lit up for a moment and her whole body seemed to be frozen. Then she looked into my eyes again. “Are you hard?” she asked. 
 
    “Can you blame me? Look at yourself in the mirror.”  
 
    “You’re a criminal,” she said, as if she was trying to give herself a reason to let go of my cock. 
 
    “They dropped the charges, so technically I’m not a criminal.”  
 
    “But you’re… you’re in a gang,” she said.  
 
    “Not anymore.”  
 
    “Your cock is really big.”  
 
    “You haven’t even felt the whole thing,” I said.  
 
    Then, after a moment of silence, I felt her fingers curl around my girth. She pulled her hand down to my tip and then she stroked it back to my pelvis. The phone fell out of my panties, onto the floor, but she didn’t seem to notice. “It’s so big,” she said again.  
 
    “I think it should fit,” I said. 
 
    “Fit where?” 
 
    “In your pussy.”  
 
    Her face was pale now and her lips were parted. She looked scared, as if she was about to tell me that she was a virgin. She didn’t end up saying whether or not she’d ever had sex before, but I had a hunch that I was about to be her first. I reached around her and I grabbed two handfuls of that big, perfect ass. I felt a wave of relief wash over me. I wasn’t sure I could go another minute without feeling that soft bum. I squeezed and she let a little moan slip, as if she was already halfway towards her orgasm.  
 
    “I’m not a slut,” she said. 
 
    “I know—but I am,” I said. And then we kissed. Her lips were soft—every part of her was soft. I started exploring her body with my hands: feeling her sides, her thighs, her arms, and her tits. I squeezed her tits hard and then I played with her perky nipples. She moaned some more, so I bent down and sucked one of her nipples. When I finally reached down between her legs, she was already wet, already soaking through the white lacy bottoms. As soon as I touched her clit, she moaned, “Oh God.”  
 
    I lifted her up and I ran her into her bedroom. She giggled and held on tight. Her face was still dark red. As soon as she was on her bed, she reached out again and grabbed onto my cock, as if she couldn’t help herself. She needed to be holding it and feeling it and stroking it. I pushed her onto her back and then I made her suck it—and she liked it. She sucked and bobbed and salivated all over my long shaft. I gently thrust my hips, pushing my rod into the back of her throat. She gagged, but she wanted it. When I stopped thrusting, she pushed her head forward so that she could feel my tip in her throat again.  
 
    “Have you ever been fucked by a girl before?” I asked with a grin. 
 
    She shook her head. Her eyes were shining: scared and excited.  
 
    I held up her legs and I looked down at her glistening pussy. A dribble of clear fluid was running from her slit to the bed below. I pressed my cock against her tight hole. She gasped sharply and I wasn’t even inside of her yet. I ran the tip of my cock in circles around her tight hole, teasing her. She was already squirming, trying not to scream. I started pushing myself in. And for a moment, I was worried that she was too tight for my cock. Even with my cock slicked with her saliva, and her pussy dripping with warm natural lubricant, I had a hard time penetrating. But after about fifteen seconds of pushing, she suddenly opened wide and I slipped in. She groaned loudly, letting her head fall back onto her pillow—and I went straight to work.  
 
    I started thrusting quickly, putting all my force into each push. I was only able to get half of my cock into her before she looked uncomfortable, so for the first few minutes I only pleasured her with half of my cock. But I could feel her loosening up, and I could tell that she was starting to relax—so I slipped another inch into her. And then another inch, and then another. And soon enough, my pelvis was slapping her big tush. She was groaned and screaming and squirming and clutching at the bed sheets.  
 
    I slapped her gently on the face, which she liked, so I slapped her harder. “More,” she said. So I wrapped my fingers around her throat and I clenched. She smiled big—she liked it rough. So I grabbed her by the hips and flipped her over without restraint. I slapped her on the ass and then I started to press my cock into her asshole. She clenched at first, but she didn’t stop me. She wanted it in the ass and she wanted it hard. I slapped her ass again and then I aggressively spread her cheeks, widening her hole. I pressed my cock in. She clenched on it hard. I reached down and slipped a few fingers into her wet pussy and I fingered her while I rammed her asshole.  
 
    It was only a few seconds later before she squirted a gallon of fluid and ruined her clean bed sheets. I made her taste her squirt off of my fingers—and then I choked her again, after a few more hard spanks. “I’m going to come in your mouth,” I said. 
 
    “Please come in my mouth,” she begged.  
 
    I pulled out, flipped her over, and I shimmied forward. I grabbed her face, forcing her mouth open, and then I stuck my cock in. I made her taste her own asshole before filling her mouth with my hot load. I wiped the final drop of my cum on her chin, and then I stood up and looked down at her. Her throat was red from being choked, and her tits were red from being squeezed. When she stood up, I saw that her ass was dark red from being slapped, and her hair was a frizzy mess from being thrown around. She was probably in a bit of pain from being penetrated so aggressively—but that smile never left her face.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    It was late that night when she snuck into my bedroom and woke me up. “W—What’s going on?” I asked.  
 
    I didn’t know that I was using my male voice until she said, “Talk to me like a girl.” So I cleared my throat and I asked her again. “I’m horny,” she said. “I need you to fuck me.”  
 
    I looked over at the clock. “We just fucked like, six hours ago,” I said.  
 
    “So what?” she said. She didn’t wait for me to give her the green light. She slipped under the covers and she reached her hand up the skirt of my nightie. Then she started to massage my flaccid cock. My first assumption was that I was dreaming. I wasn’t used to hot young women sneaking into my bedroom to have sex with me—but I wasn’t about to complain. I kissed her for a few seconds, but she was more interested in my cock. She sunk down under the covers and started sucking me off. It felt nice. I slipped my hands behind my head and I relaxed. It wasn’t long before I was rock-hard.  
 
    “Talk to me,” she said. 
 
    “What should I say?” 
 
    “Just say anything with your girl voice,” she said.  
 
    “You’re really good at sucking cock,” I said. 
 
    “No—talk to me like you’re a girl.” 
 
    It took me a moment to realize what she was asking. “You’re really good at eating pussy,” I said. And that did the trick. My words seemed to energize her. She sucked harder and bobbed her head faster. She even started moaning slightly. And then she moved her attention downwards, to my asshole. She started eating out my asshole.  
 
    I’d never had a girl’s tongue down there, but it actually felt kind of nice, so I didn’t stop her. Though it started feeling weird when she started pushing a finger up my asshole. “Your pussy’s so tight,” she said.  
 
    “Keep eating me out,” I said, playing along. It felt nice, but something about the act seemed off. I wasn’t sure if Cassandra was a lesbian, or if she was just into some weird kinks. She got a second finger into my asshole, and then she started pumping my butt quickly. I tensed up and clenched on her fingers, but she didn’t stop. She got her head in and she tickled the rim of my asshole as if it was my clit. I took a deep breath—once again, it took a minute or two before it started feeling nice.  
 
    And then I noticed the long black thing on the bed. My heart skipped a beat—I thought it was a snake at first. They have snakes in California, right? I nearly gasped. She must have heard my reaction, because she surfaced. “What’s wrong?” she asked. Then she saw me staring at the still creature. She grabbed it and held it up, in the ambient moonlight. It was a double-sided dildo. “This?” 
 
    “What are you going to do with that?” I asked. 
 
    “I thought we could have some fun,” she said with a big grin. She quickly pulled off her panties and then she pulled back the covers of my bed. The skirt of my nightie was pulled up, exposing my wet asshole and my throbbing erection. She got positioned in front of me, so her pussy was only a few inches away from my asshole. Then she penetrated herself with one end of the dildo. I knew right away where the other end was going to go.  
 
    “Are you sure about this?” I asked. The dildo was big: thick and long and ribbed. I’d never been penetrated before—unless you count her two slender fingers, which only went up to her knuckles.  
 
    “It’ll be fun,” she said. And then she started trying to push the fake cock into my ass. I clenched hard, my heart suddenly pounding. “Relax,” she said as she twisted and pushed on the dildo. I didn’t think it would go in, but somehow it started to enter my body. I clenched again, and then she looked at me. “I said relax.” She had a seriousness in her tone. So I took a deep breath and I relaxed. Then she pushed the dildo in further.  
 
    I closed my eyes and tried to control my breathing. I could feel my anus stretching wide—wider than ever before. It hurt a little bit—but I was more concerned with the fact that it felt good. There was a euphoria swelling inside of me—getting stronger and stronger. And that pain was starting to fade away. But I didn’t want Cassandra to see me enjoying the pegging. I didn’t want her to think that I was gay, or that I liked taking cock in the ass. But my God—it felt so good!  
 
    She finally let go of the cock. She used her own body to push it in further. Finally, our butts were pressed together. We were sharing long black dildo—and there was no dildo to be seen; it was completely inside of us. She started thrusting herself back and forth. I could feel the dildo moving around inside of me, rubbing its ribs against my anal walls. I tried not to squirm and I tried not to moan. I forced a smile and then I closed my eyes in an attempt to keep my composure.  
 
    “It feels so fucking good,” she moaned. I loved hearing her talking dirty. Suddenly the fake cock was feeling better than ever. I let a little moan slip, and then I covered my mouth. Cassandra started thrusting herself faster. Now I couldn’t control my moaning. All I could do was keep my mouth covered so she wouldn’t hear me. I took in long, deep breaths of air. And she kept thrusting herself. 
 
    And then I started thrusting myself, pushing my body towards her and then pulling back when she pulled back. She reached out and grabbed my throbbing cock. She started to pump it. “Fuck—you’re so hard, you little lesbian whore,” she said. Her eyes were glowing.  
 
    “Fuck my little pussy,” I said. And then I watched as her face lit up with excitement. “Fuck my pussy hard,” I said again. And her smile was huge. She clenched my cock harder and beat it faster. And between her stroking and the anal stimulation, I didn’t last long. I groaned and then I watched as my cock erupted, shooting tall strands of white into the dark bedroom air. The first few shots of cum landed on my chest and abdomen. The next few billowed out, rolling down her fingers. She let go of my hand and then she rubbed my cum all over her chest—saving a little bit for her tongue. I could feel a wetness around my bum. I looked down and saw the big puddle: she’d squirted all over my bed.  
 
    She stopped thrusting suddenly and she fell back to catch her breath. I could hear her smile in her breathing. I reached down and pulled the dildo out from my ass, and then I pulled it out from her pussy, allowing another bout of fluid out, onto my bed. Her pussy hole was gaping and content. I had the strange urge to bend over and lick it—so that’s what I did. She closed her thighs on my head and then said, “Clean me up, slut.” So I licked her wet hole for the next ten minutes or so while she squirmed and moaned and kept my head locked between her thighs.  
 
    Then after her second climax (and a good squirt on my face), she got up and went back to her bedroom without saying anything—as if she’d been sleepwalking or in some sort of strange trance the whole time. I went back to sleep, which wasn’t easy seeing as my bed was soaking wet all over from her constant squirting.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    It wasn’t until my tenth day in the witness protection program that I was finally allowed to do whatever I wanted to do. Though there were still some restrictions—my Internet still couldn’t connect to most websites, and I still knew no one in town except for Cassandra. And I was still terrified that people would see me and know that I was really a man under the clothes and makeup—though that fear was dwindling by the day.  
 
    I went out with Cassandra a few more times. We were at the mall food court one afternoon when a man came up to our table and asked me for my phone number. I wasn’t going to give it to him—but Cassandra ended up doing it for me. “I’ll call you this weekend,” the man said. I forced a smile. He was handsome enough—an athletic build with short hair and a nice stubble beard. But I wasn’t interested in men, so of course I had no interest in going out on a date with a man.  
 
    “All girls like men—even the lesbians secretly like men,” she said. And I believed her because I was convinced that she was a lesbian. Though at the end of the day, I wasn’t really a woman. And the thought of even kissing a man made my stomach hurt.  
 
    It was the next day when another man came up to us while we were walking down the street. But this man came for Cassandra’s number—Cassandra told me later that no stranger had ever asked for her number before. But now she was wearing a short dress that I made her buy, and she was turning heads around every corner. She gave the guy her number, and I found myself feeling strangely jealous. I did my best not to say anything, or show any signs that I cared—but it was difficult. I found myself making fun of the guy for the rest of the day, even though he seemed like a nice, normal guy. “He was kind of short. And his hair was a mess,” I said.  
 
    “He was kind of cute,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t know—maybe. If you’re into that kind of thing, then go for it.”  
 
    Cassandra laughed. I think she could tell that I was feeling a bit jealous. She ended up reaching down and grabbing my hand: a bit of a consolation prize. But it was nice, so I took it.  
 
    “I’m going camping with some friends this weekend,” she told me. And I thought that she was about to invite me, so I was disappointed when she said, “So you’ll be on your own all weekend. Think you’ll be alright without me?”  
 
    I forced a smile. The thought of being alone was scary, but I knew that I would probably just end up lounging around the house all weekend, avoiding the outdoors and people in general. “That’s fine,” I said with my big, fake smile. And for the rest of that week, I hoped that I would end up being invited along on the camping trip—but she never invited me. Maybe she was worried that her friends would be able to tell that I was really a man, and then they would mock her for hanging out with some weird criminal tranny… 
 
    She left on Friday morning. She was on her way out the door when I got out of bed. “Leaving already?” I asked. 
 
    She smiled. “See you on Sunday night.” And then I watched her run out to meet up with her friends—and I realized I really did have the weekend all to myself. I could do anything. I could go to the mall on my own, walk around the park, or even the busy city streets. Or I could head down to the bus depot and get the hell out of town. All of the charges against me had been dropped. The police could track me down if they wanted to, but legally they couldn’t force me to return to Cassandra’s house.  
 
    I was technically only there for my own safety—based on the strong recommendation of the American police force. And maybe that was for the best. Maybe running away wasn’t the best idea. Maybe staying in California as a woman was the best place for me while Steve and his gang was still out looking for me.  
 
    I spent that whole Friday in the house, sitting around, counting down the minutes until Sunday evening. It was a warm day outside and people were out in droves. It was a long weekend and most people had the day off. I went out to the pool and I sat around for a bit. I went for a quick dip, but while I was swimming I realized that I much preferred simply sitting by the edge of the pool, evening out my tan.  
 
    I tried reading a book, but Cassandra had nothing that interested me. Then I looked up the nearest bookstore. There was one just a couple of miles away—a twenty minute walk at most. I thought about making the walk, but my heart stuttered at the thought of passing all of those people in the streets. So I stayed inside, meandering around the house, counting down the minutes.  
 
    It was noon on Saturday when I finally caved. I couldn’t just sit around the house all weekend. I needed to get out or I was going to lose my mind. So I got myself dolled up and then I took off for that bookstore, to get myself a book that I could actually force myself to read. I stopped at an Internet café along the way. I paid five bucks to use the computer for an hour, and then I spent that hour looking at all of the websites that were blocked at my house. I looked up Steve Anderson’s name, to see if there was any update. Apparently he was still at large.  
 
    I almost logged into my Facebook, but then I hesitated. What if they could track where I logged in from? What if Steve had a team of computer geniuses trying to track me down, so he could murder me the way he murdered Rupert Andrews?  
 
    So I closed down the computer and I carried on towards the bookstore. I got a few looks from guys in the streets: smiles and nods and even a wink from an older man. I found myself blushing and smirking like a little girl. I felt much better about being out alone once I finally reached the bookstore.  
 
    I wandered the bookstore isles. I didn’t know what kind of book I was looking for. I went down the fiction isle and that’s when I saw a familiar face: it was Mikey, my old friend and fellow organization member. He looked over at me before I could turn around. He looked into my eyes and he smiled. I froze, my heart pounding and my stomach turning. “Am I in your way?” he asked. 
 
    I slowly shook my head. Could he not recognize me? He was looking straight into my eyes—did he not recognize my eyes? “I’m okay,” I said slowly in my feminine voice. Then I turned slowly and started to walk away. 
 
    “Wait,” he said. And then I froze again. I turned around slowly, forcing the biggest smile I could. 
 
    “Yeah?” I said. 
 
    “Do I know you?” he asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “You look so familiar.” 
 
    “I get that a lot,” I said. My stomach twisted and gargled.  
 
    “Well you look awfully familiar. And I’m not just hitting on you,” he said with a big grin. “Anyway—have a nice day.”  
 
    I turned around and I left the store without buying anything. I didn’t spend any more time out that weekend. I went straight home and that’s where I stayed until Cassandra was back from her camping trip.  
 
    What was Mikey doing in California? Was he on the run from Steve too? Or was he sent by Steve to find me? I had a bad feeling it was the latter.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Cassandra asked me to join her at the mall the next day, but I declined the offer. I told her that I was too tired to go out—which wasn’t technically a lie. I hadn’t slept at all that night. How could I sleep after being spotted by the gang that was trying to kill me? At least I assumed they were out trying to kill me—though maybe Mikey would spare me if he truly recognized me. Maybe he wouldn’t go and tell Steve that he saw me if he even knew it was me under the wig and makeup. But I wasn’t about to take my chances, just so I could peruse a shopping mall… 
 
    I spent the whole night trying to decide whether it was a coincidence or if Mikey was in my little Californian suburb for me. It was around 3:00 AM when I came to the conclusion that it was no coincidence. No one randomly decides to go on vacation to random small towns—unless Mikey was on the run from Steve himself.  
 
    The next day Cassandra begged me to go out with her again. “Bailey bailed on me,” she said. Bailey was her friend. “I can’t get my nails done alone.” I continued to resist, and then she started to become suspicious. “What happened while I was gone?” she asked, staring into my eyes.  
 
    My hands started trembling. I took a deep breath. “Nothing,” I said. “I just really don’t feel like going out.” 
 
    “Well too bad. I’m making you come with me. You can’t just sit around the house all day.” So she dragged me out of the house and we went to get our nails done. I made sure to grab the biggest pair of sunglasses I could find on my way out the door. And then I found myself flinching at every little sound. Whenever someone looked my way, my heart would start pounding.  
 
    It wasn’t just Steve I was worried about—and it wasn’t Mikey or Jeremy either. The organization had more members than I knew, and if Steve really wanted me dead, then there could have been fifty people searching the town looking for me—maybe even people I’d never seen before in my life.  
 
    Even the woman working at the nail salon had to tell me to relax. “You’re all tense. Try to enjoy yourself,” she said. But I was less tense in the nail salon. I didn’t feel too worried that someone from the organization was going to look there—or maybe they would look there, thinking I would be hiding in the least obvious place.  
 
    My heart continued to throb throughout the day. I found myself thinking: if Steve found out which town I was in, then he probably found out a whole lot more than that. Maybe he knew who I was living with. Maybe he knew that they would be dressing me up like a woman. Maybe he was already back at the house waiting for me.  
 
    So when Cassandra said, “Do you want to go see a movie, or should we just go home?” I quickly said, “A movie sounds good.” But the movie was a terrible experience. With every passing minute, my anxiety only became worse and worse. I tried closing my eyes and controlling my breath, but my heart refused to slow itself down.  
 
    When we finally returned to the house, I caught myself flinching as I passed through every door. A part of me expected a hit man with a knife or a gun or one of those cords that they use to cut throats in the movies (including the movie we’d just gone to see). Cassandra laughed at me. “Why are you so jumpy?”  
 
    “Am I jumpy?” I said, faking a big smile. “I don’t think I’m being jumpy.” 
 
    “You’re jumping all over the place.”  
 
    I slept very little that night, even with my bedroom door locked and my curtains drawn shut. Every little sound brought me into a fully upright and awake position. Whenever the floodlight outside went off, I found myself peeking out those curtains, just to see a branch swaying in the breeze, or a squirrel jotting across the grass.  
 
    The next few days were just as tough. Cassandra insisted on dragging me out of the house. Sometimes I tried to resist, and sometimes I was successful at resisting—but my constant resistance was starting to make her suspicious. And I didn’t want her to get too suspicious, so I occasionally went out with her.  
 
    The mall was by far the scariest place. There were hundreds of people, and many of them looked like they could be part of the organization. We were in a little clothing store and there was a man in a black coat staring at me the whole time. I tried my best not to look his way. But I caved a few times. I looked over at him once while he was slipping a phone out from his pocket. I wanted to rush him. I wanted to slap that phone out of his hand and strangle him to death. I wanted to bash his head into the wall before he had a chance to tell Steve where I was, and what I looked like. 
 
    He came up to me with a dull expression on his face. He reached down and slipped his phone into his pocket, and he started to pull something out. I braced myself, ready to dodge a stabbing or a shooting. How quickly could I move if he was really going to kill me?  
 
    He pulled out a piece of paper with a picture of a women’s jacket on it. “Hi. Sorry, but do you guys still carry this jacket?”  
 
    I stared into the man’s eyes, my heart pounding. “What?” I managed to say. 
 
    “This jacket—do you carry it?” 
 
    “I don’t work here,” I said. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, looking down at my body. “My apologies.” He walked away. And then I realized I was wearing the same colours as the store employees. He wasn’t trying to kill me. In fact, no one tried to kill me that week. And I found myself starting to wonder if I really had seen Mikey in that bookstore, or just a guy who looked strangely similar to Mikey. Maybe my identity and location still was a secret. Maybe I had nothing to worry about.  
 
    Or maybe they were just waiting for me to put my guard down.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    It was Friday when Cassandra told me that she was going out to a party on the other side of town. “You should come with me—it’s going to be a lot of fun. There will be tons of cute guys there.” I had to admit that I wanted to check the party out. I had lots of cute little outfits that would have been perfect for a good house party—but I still wasn’t sure if there were violent gang members out looking for me, so I passed on the opportunity. “Your loss,” Cassandra said.  
 
    So I spent the evening at home by myself, watching reruns on TV, wondering how much fun I would be having if I was at that party with Cassandra. I got bored of the TV after a few hours, so I found myself in the bathroom, experimenting with different makeup techniques. I ended up creating a really pretty formal look, which I decided to complete by putting on my formal dress. I loved the way I looked, but I still wasn’t satisfied.  
 
    I went into Cassandra’s room and I found a pair of sparkly white heels, which matched the ensemble perfectly. Then I found some costume jewellery. I must have stood in front of the mirror for twenty-five minutes, just admiring myself: spinning around, smiling, posing, and wishing I had a reason to wear a dress like that out in the real world.  
 
    Then I heard the door close downstairs, and a series of footsteps entered into the house. My heart skipped a beat before pounding with merciless aggression. And then I heard Cassandra’s voice: “And this is my place. It’s not much, but it’s mine. Well, and my roommate’s, I suppose. Speaking of—where is my roommate?”  
 
    I felt stupid in the formal dress, but I didn’t have time to get changed completely. But I did have enough time to slip out from the heels before Cassandra brought the tour up the stairs. “Here she is,” she said. “And look at you—where have you been, dressed up like that?”  
 
    I felt my cheeks turn red. “I’ve just been messing around,” I said. 
 
    She grinned. “Well you look good. You would have been a hit at the party,” she said. “I want you to meet my new friends.” She leaned in close and put her lips close to my ear. “They’re really cute, and there’s two of them.” I would have declined Cassandra’ invitation, but before I could process what was happening, I saw her new friends, ascending the stairs to catch up with Cassandra. “Oh, here they are. Mikey, Steve, this is my roommate, Kylie. Kylie, this is Mikey and Steve.”  
 
    My heart plunged down into my stomach. I was standing in front of one of the most dangerous men in the country, and he was looking me in the eye. Without a doubt, he had come to kill me—and apparently he wanted me for himself. He could have sent a carful of thugs, or just ordered a drive-by shooting. But no—he had to come by himself, to watch the life drain from my face with his own eyes.  
 
    I managed to clear my throat, but I couldn’t muster up any words.  
 
    Steve raised a hand into the air, making me flinch. “Hi there,” he said with a smile.  
 
    Cassandra gave me a nudge. “Sorry—she’s shy,” Cassandra said. 
 
    I managed to force a smile. “Hi,” was all I was able to say.  
 
    “It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Steve said. “Your friend told me that you were pretty, but she didn’t say you were this pretty.”  
 
    It took all of my willpower to remain upright. I don’t know how I was able to keep the smile on my face. “Thank you,” I said.  
 
    Then Mikey’s eyes narrowed. “Wait—didn’t we meet? At the bookstore the other day—right?” he said. 
 
    I nodded my head slowly. “That’s right,” I said. 
 
    “She’s not usually this shy,” Cassandra said. She turned to me. “Come downstairs and have a drink or two with us.” 
 
    “I’m really tired,” I said. I still wasn’t sure if my heart had resumed beating or not.  
 
    “Too bad. You’re having a drink with us whether you like it or not.” She turned around and headed downstairs. Steve took one last, long look at me before turning to go downstairs himself. And I had no choice. I had to follow them.  
 
    I found myself staring at my feet, trying to avoid eye contact with both of the men in my house. “Steve and Mikey are from out of town,” Cassandra said to me. 
 
    “Oh really?” I said, forcing a quick smile before turning my attention back to the ground.  
 
    “They work for the same company.” 
 
    And all I could do was smile and nod. I looked up and saw that Steve was looking at me. I cleared my throat and tried to will some colour back into my face. “What kind of work do you do?” I asked.  
 
    “Construction,” Steve said quickly, as if he was used to lying. “And what about you—what kind of work do you do?” He stared right into my eyes—and surely he recognized those eyes. Surely he came to that small Californian town to find those eyes and murder them.  
 
    “Kylie just moved here from New York,” Cassandra said. “She’s just living with me until she finds a job.” I wanted to reach over and strangle Cassandra. If the guys didn’t recognize me, surely Cassandra’s little hint would change that. But no one seemed to react. 
 
    “New York—that’s where we’re from too,” Steve said. He took a long sip from his beer. “We’re just here on vacation. Trying to track down an old friend.”  
 
    “What’s your friend’s name? Maybe I know him,” Cassandra said.  
 
    “I doubt it,” Steve said. “I don’t think he’s been here long enough to know anyone.” Thankfully Cassandra didn’t pry any further. She started talking about what she did for a living. The guys looked at her while she was talking, giving me an opportunity to look at the guys, to figure out if they were catching on or if they truly were oblivious. And by the looks of it, they really were oblivious. They really had no idea that they were sitting five feet away from the man they travelled across the country to kill.  
 
    Throughout the night, I noticed Mikey inching closer towards Cassandra. And it wasn’t long before I noticed Steve moving closer towards me. Every time he got up to get a new beer, or if he got up to use bathroom—when he came back, he would sit just a little bit closer. And it wasn’t even midnight when he was close enough to put his arm over my shoulders. I became tense, but I still managed to force a smile. I took a series of deep breaths as his fingers gently caressed my bare arm. And the way he was feeling my arm was sensual—it was suggestive, and not at all the way I would expect to be touched by a man who wanted me dead. So maybe Steve really didn’t recognize me. Maybe I really was safe as long as I was dolled up as Kylie.  
 
    He started chatting me up—splitting off into our own private conversation while Cassandra and Mikey had their little personal conversation. Steve kept asking me questions about myself, and I kept having to lie. I told him that I was from Buffalo, and then I panicked when he told me that he had lived in Buffalo for five years. He started asking me where I went to school and what my favourite restaurants were. I managed to lie convincingly—or maybe he was just too drunk to notice my inaccuracies.  
 
    It took me a minute to realize that Cassandra and Mikey had disappeared up to Cassandra’s bedroom. I could hear them giggling as they rolled around on Cassandra’s bed. Steve had somehow gotten even closer to me. His hard chest was now pressed up against my side. “I really should be getting to sleep. I think I’m coming down with the flu,” I said.  
 
    “You should show me your bed,” Steve said with a big grin. Escaping Steve wasn’t going to be so easy.  
 
    “I don’t know if that’s such a good idea,” I said.  
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t want to get you sick.”  
 
    “I don’t get sick. I haven’t been sick a day in my life.” He leaned in closer, as if he was getting ready to plant a kiss on my lips. My heart was throbbing mercilessly. I travelled across the entire country to get as far away from Steve as I could, and now I was closer to him than I’d ever been in my entire life.  
 
    My heart stuttered. I wanted to ask him to leave, but I didn’t want to make him mad. I knew what he was capable of. I’d seen him commit unspeakable acts of violence—and I’d heard about him getting violent over much less than rejection. But what else could I do? I couldn’t sleep with him—I didn’t have the hole he wanted. And he would surely put the pieces together as soon as he realized my breasts were just pads inside an empty bra. 
 
    He kissed me. I couldn’t react fast enough to dodge it. His lips pressed against mine, and I froze. I knew I had to do something, but my brain just shut off. I didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t even will my eyes closed, so I was stuck staring at his face, at all of the little scars he’d collected from making examples out of people like me. And I knew if I didn’t do something soon, I would be floating at the bottom of the river, just like so many other missing organization members.  
 
    So I kissed back. It was the only option my brain could consider. I puckered my lips and I slipped my hands around his body. And I had to admit: he was a good kisser. He may have been an evil person, but he knew how to work his lips, and his tongue for that matter. He gently penetrated my lips with his tongue and then he wrapped his tongue around mine. He snuggled his nose right up against mine, and his hands started to explore my body. He moved slowly and sensually, making my heart jump every time his fingers travelled within a few inches of my cock. If he found my cock, I would surely be dead—even if he didn’t figure out who I was. Steve would not allow any man to fool him, so I knew I was playing with fire—and it was a hot fire.  
 
    I could feel his stubble rubbing against my face. And I liked it in a strange way. His hard, muscular arms were strangely comforting, wrapped around me. And his soft lips were strangely mesmerizing. I found myself playfully biting his bottom lip, pulling it back and then pushing my tongue into his mouth. He had his hand up the back of my skirt, on my bare ass. He squeezed and toyed his fingertips close to my asshole.  His other hand was busy squeezing one of my breasts. He was too drunk or just plain oblivious to realize that he was squeezing a foam pad.  
 
    He brought me down to my back and he lay on top of me. He looked into my eyes. And then his eyes narrowed. He became silent. My heart stopped beating momentarily. “What’s wrong?” I said before the lump in my throat was too big.  
 
    “I know you,” he said softly.  
 
    I managed to force a smile. “Do you?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah—must know you. You look so familiar. We must have lived in Buffalo at the same time,” he said.  
 
    “Maybe,” I said. “That’s probably it.”  
 
    He started kissing me again. A wave of relief washed over me. But I wasn’t in the clear yet—I was still far from it. I still had a notorious criminal on top of me, and I could feel his knife holster rubbing against my thigh. I thought about reaching down and grabbing his knife from him—and using it to quickly cut his throat. But I knew that wasn’t a proper solution. I knew his people would still come after me, especially if I killed him. He had dozens of people waiting to take him place as leader of the organization, and none of them would the person who killed one of their leaders to carry on living.  
 
    Another wave of relief washed over me when he took that holster off and tossed it onto the floor. And then I realized he took it off so that he could get his pants off. We weren’t just making out anymore. Now we were getting down to business.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XI 
 
    He left his boxers on at first—they were made of cotton, but the cotton wasn’t thick enough. I could feel his whole semi-erect member rubbing against my thigh. I could feel it throbbing and becoming harder and harder. He was big—bigger than me. I was just happy that my own cock wasn’t starting to throb and harden. It helped that he hadn’t reached down to rub it yet. Flaccid and tucked between my legs, he would have assumed it was just a puffy pussy. But erect—I would be dead.  
 
    His hand was getting closer. He kept reaching down to feel my thigh, and those fingers were getting closer and closer. He managed to get the straps of my dress off of my shoulders, and then he managed to get my dress down to my hips. He squeezed the cups of my bra, and I found myself frozen on the couch, waiting for him to realize he wasn’t squeezing real breast tissue. But he didn’t realize—not even after he pulled my padded bra off of my chest. He sunk down and began to suck on my nipples. He must have just assumed that I was a flat-chested girl.  
 
    But I still needed a solution. I still needed to think of a way to end our little romp without setting off his notorious temper. “Why don’t we just kiss?” I said.  
 
    “Just relax, baby. I promise you’ll be able to handle it,” he said. His cock was erect now, and strangely I had my fingers around it. I was stroking it and massaging his tip, as if some feminine entity had possessed my body.  
 
    “I just—I’m on my period. It’s kind of sore down there.”  
 
    “It’ll be fine, babe. Don’t stress it,” he said. He was determined to get what he wanted. He was determined to get that big cock into my non-existent pussy.  
 
    “Why don’t you stay the night, and then we can do it in the morning?” I said as he continued to suck my nipple. I was now starting to get hard from the feeling of his tongue circling around my nipple. I reached down and tucked my throbbing cock between my legs.  
 
    “We can do it in the morning, too,” he said. And I knew that he really wasn’t going to give up. I needed to think of a different strategy. And I didn’t have long. 
 
    So I acted on impulse. I flipped him over onto his back and I found myself on top of him. Then I started sinking down, pulling down his boxers and revealing his long, curved erection. I pulled back his foreskin gently and then I lifted his member up. It was warm and pulsing. He took a deep, loud breath in. And then I bent forward and licked his tip.  
 
    My heart was pounding and my gut was churning, but at least I had a plan—though it was a long shot. I just had to get him off quickly before he wanted into my panties. I had to suck him off like my life depended on it, because my life did depend on it. So I did my best impression of a porn star while I sucked the tip of his cock, stroking the rest of his shaft with a clenched fist.  
 
    It wasn’t as gross as I expected. In fact, it wasn’t gross at all. It was kind of satisfying in a strange way, the way his cock sat perfectly cradled on my tongue, the way it throbbed against the inside of my cheek. I liked it. I’d been worried that I would gag through the whole thing—but there was no gagging, just sucking.  
 
    And he let me suck him for at least ten minutes while he held my head in place. It wasn’t until I could taste his pre-cum that I remembered I was wearing a wig. He gripped a handful of my hair as he groaned, and my heart jumped up in my chest. I reached my free hand up and gently pulled his hand away, slipping his fingers between mine. There was something weird about holding his hand—it seemed far more uncomfortable than sucking his cock, but I wanted to live, so I held his hand tightly.  
 
    “Enough already, or you’ll make me come before I even get it in you,” he said, as if that was a bad thing.  
 
    “You can always fuck me in the morning,” I said with a smile. “Just relax and come in my mouth.” My plan was to sneak out in the night, to run away, as far as I could—maybe even live in the woods for a few weeks or a few months. All I needed were some matches and a bag of rice and I could live for at least three months in the Californian woods. But first I had to survive my night with Steve.  
 
    “Fuck that,” Steve said. “I want to fuck your tight pussy tonight. I know you’re scared of my big dick, but I promise you’ll like it.”  
 
    My heart plunged down into my gut again. There was no winning. Steve was bound to find me out, so maybe it was just time to face the music. 
 
    But I had one last idea: my asshole. If I could get his big cock into my asshole without him taking a look under the skirt of my dress, then maybe I had a chance. Maybe he wouldn’t even know he was in an asshole—he was pretty drunk, after all. So I crawled back over him and I straddled his crotch. I reached down and gently pulled my panties aside. He tried to pull my skirt up so that he could see, but I managed to pin his hand to his side before he could see too much. My cock was erect and out of my panties—I couldn’t let him see it.  
 
    “It’s not often girls want to be on top,” he said. 
 
    “I love being on top,” I said. I pressed his big tip up to my tight hole—and it felt thick—thicker than Cassandra’s double-sided black dildo. But I had no choice. I had to take it. I took a deep breath and I started to let gravity do its job. I sat downwards and felt the immense pressure of his cock trying to penetrate my tiny hole. I clenched and squirmed, and then I took a deep breath and managed to relax for just one second—and one second was all I needed for him to slip inside of me: he finally penetrated my little asshole.  
 
    I gasped. He grabbed my hips firmly. I could feel him throbbing inside of me, pushing up towards my lungs—and his cock was almost tall enough to reach. I clenched, and then I used all of my willpower to unclench. I went through this cycle about fifteen times before his entire rod was deep inside of my body, throbbing against my anal walls. “Oh God,” I heard myself mutter.  
 
    I was frozen with his cock in my ass. But I had to power through. I had to pleasure him so he wouldn’t take matters into his own hands. So I started bouncing, slowly at first—as much as I could handle—and then the pain started going away. Each bounce hurt less than the one before it. And it wasn’t long before each bounce started to feel better than the one before it—more euphoric, more intense. The tip of his dick was pressing right up against my sweet spot, making my body tingle, making my own cock feel hot.  
 
    I was being fucked by a man—by the man who was out to kill me.  
 
    I could feel his cock bloating and throbbing. Steve was groaning, gripping my hips tightly. He wasn’t far away from coming—I just needed to keep him going for a couple more minutes at the most. “You’re so fucking tight,” he groaned, looking up into my eyes.  
 
    “You’re so fucking big,” I said. I bit my bottom lip and caught myself smiling. Was I actually enjoying this? Did I actually like getting stuffed by big, hard cocks?  
 
    I bounced faster, slapping my bum against his hard abdomen. I closed my eyes and tried not to scream as the euphoria swelling between my legs became stronger and stronger. The tip of my cock was hot, as if I was just barely holding my piss back. I clenched hard—I didn’t want to piss on Steve of all people. But I couldn’t hold it for long. I finally caved to the amazing orgasm—and it wasn’t piss that was waiting to be released; it was cum.  
 
    I sprayed the inside of my skirt, and then I felt a warmth blasting inside of my body. I looked down at Steve, who was squirming and moaning—he was coming, unprotected, deep inside of my asshole. And my God, did it feel good. I slouched over him and I gripped his body tightly. My own cock was still oozing cum, all over his pelvis. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he groaned.  
 
    I reached down and used my skirt to wipe the cum off of his abdomen, so he wouldn’t become suspicious. Then I used the same hand to tuck my cock back into my panties. I managed to force a smile. “That was fun,” I said. 
 
    His face was dark red. “That was incredible,” he said. “I can’t wait to fuck you again in the morning.” And then I remembered that I still had to escape. I managed to survive the night, but Steve was still on the loose. And I knew I wouldn’t survive another romp in the morning, with the sunlight coming into the house and the booze no longer in Steve’s system.  
 
    A loud thud stole both of our attentions. A full-geared-out police officer stormed into the house with a rifle drawn. Two more cops followed him, and then two more followed them. “On the ground! On the ground!” they yelled. I was quick to roll off the couch, onto the ground. I slapped my hands behind my head. And then I looked up just in time to see Steve bolting towards the back door. He didn’t make it. The back door flew open and two cops came bursting in through there, too. One of them grabbed Steve and wrestled him to the ground.  
 
    And then I heard Mikey struggling. Two cops were pulling him down the stairs. Cassandra walked out a moment later. She didn’t appear terrified or even phased. “What the hell is going on?” Mikey asked while he squirmed.  
 
    “What does it look like, idiot? You’re being arrested,” Cassandra said. Within seconds, the cops had the men out of the house and in the back of a cruiser, hands cuffed behind their backs.  
 
    Cassandra reached a hand down to help me up. She pulled me to my feet. “You did great,” she said. “I’m proud of you.” 
 
    My heart was racing and my head was spinning. I couldn’t process what was happening. I tried to speak, but nothing comprehendible came out. She gave me a pat on the back. “It’s all over. They arrested twelve more of them at the party—and my dad says they arrested over fifty of them back in New York City—all high-ranking members. It shouldn’t be long before they nab everyone.”  
 
    I felt a warmth growing in my chest. Was it true? Was I really free from Steve and the organization? Was I really free to live my own life?  
 
    “You’re welcome to stay here until you get your life back together,” she said.  
 
    “Thank you,” I finally managed to say. My heart was still racing, and I still wasn’t entirely sure what had just happened.  
 
    It took a few days for everything to sink in. A police officer came by with a truck full of boxes. He brought them into the house and then left without saying anything. I looked in the boxes and saw that they were full of my old stuff: my old computer, my old books, and my old clothes. I could be myself again—I could be a man again.  
 
    But as I held up one of my old t-shirts, a cool tingle ran down my spine. I didn’t want to put it on. I didn’t like it. I didn’t like any of the stuff in the box. It seemed like years since I’d seen it, though it hadn’t even been a whole month. It seemed so strange to me that I would have ever worn any of the clothes. It just wasn’t me. The closet full of female clothes—those seemed more like my style. The makeup that sat on the dresser—that was me.  
 
    I finally knew who I was.  
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    TINDER GIRL 
 
    Darren hasn’t had much luck with the ladies, so he joins Tinder. But even on Tinder, he’s not getting much attention. He wants to know what it would be like to be popular with women, so he creates a fake profile named Duke and uses pictures of some stud he finds on the Internet.  
 
    As he’s swiping right on every pretty girl he sees, he comes across a familiar face: Lexi, his crush from the office. He swipes right, and sure enough, they match. And it’s not long before Lexi tells Duke her big, hard secret. And now Darren knows more than he should.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Lexi Pupinski was beautiful. She had long dark brown hair and stunning fair skin. She always wore a deep red lipstick, which perfectly matched the bottoms of her shoes. And the dresses she would wear into work—Darren wasn’t the only guy who found himself staring at her with drool trickling down his chin.  
 
    But Darren was the only guy who was too afraid to talk to her. Everyone else made their moves on a semi-regular basis. The break room was usually empty, unless Lexi was in there—then suddenly eight different guys would decided to take their break. Sometimes Darren was one of them, but he was always too afraid to say anything to her.  
 
    Though he always thought that he would be able to talk to her. He would see her from across the office and his heart would start pounding with confidence. The pep talk he gave himself the night before would come rushing back to him and he would stand up tall and ready and proud of himself. And then he would walk up to her and she would look at him with those eyes, and everything would fall apart; his confidence would disappear in an instant. He would look away quickly, and he would suddenly feel small and weak. He was obsessed with that smile, but it was too good for him—too far out of his league.  
 
    “Hi Darren,” she would say as she passed his desk. His lips would part in an attempt to say hello back, but no hello would come out. Sometimes a noise would come out—a sort of whimper accompanied by a red-cheeked smile—but that was the best he could do. Then he would watch as she got settled into her own desk a few cubicles down, and then he would watch as the guys in her neighbouring cubicles tried again. “Looking good today, Lexi. Get a haircut? New dress?”  
 
    And as soon as 5:00 PM hit, Darren would go home alone, eat dinner alone, and stare at his computer screen alone. He liked to read motivational blogs, and they usually worked; they usually got him psyching himself up, convincing himself that he wasn’t worthless and he was in Lexi’s league. “Tomorrow I’ll talk to her,” he would tell himself. And the cycle would start all over again.  
 
    But even when he was all psyched up, he still knew deep down inside that Lexi and him would never be an item. She belonged with a man like George Clooney or Brad Pitt—not Darren Yuckers from Red Deer, Alberta. So Darren was smart enough to have a backup: an online dating profile—a few online dating profiles, in fact. He had a profile on every popular dating website, including Christian Mingle, even though he wasn’t Christian, and J-Date, even though he wasn’t Jewish. He was open to the idea of converting if the right girl came along—or if any girl came along for that matter.  
 
    Darren also used Tinder, the dating app. He always felt awkward logging into the app, knowing it was designed for horny young college students, but he wanted to make sure he was covering all the bases. He’s been using the app for a month already, and he’d only been matched with robot accounts. He fell for the first robot account—he said, “Why is such a beautiful girl interested in me?” and she replied, “50% off sunglasses, today only!” It still took Darren a few messages to realize she wasn’t a real person.  
 
    Darren swiped right on most girls. He never thought of himself as much of a catch, so he figured it would be best not to be too picky. He only swiped left on the girls that scared him: girls with face tattoos and piercings all over their bodies. But he got very few matches—and the matches he did get didn’t last long—usually not more than five minutes of conversation.  
 
    But Darren wasn’t too upset about his online dating failings. He didn’t mind living alone. He didn’t mind sitting at his dinner table alone each night. And he could live with having a queen-sized bed all to himself. He’d recently started getting into meditation, and it was easy to meditate without anyone around… So that was a silver lining.  
 
    And then he would go into work and he would see Lexi Pupinski at her desk, and he would suddenly feel terrible about his lonely dinner table and his empty bed. If he could have a girl like Lexi, his life would be a dream—better than a dream, in fact. Because even in Darren’s best dreams, he didn’t get with girls like Lexi.  
 
    It was around lunchtime when a large basket of flowers was delivered to Lexi’s desk at work. She looked so happy as she read the card and smelled the flowers. Apparently she was in a relationship now. And Darren couldn’t help but smile—at least she was happy. At least she was with a guy who knew how to make her smile. Though Darren’s smile was also filled with sad jealousy. He could have been the one buying those flowers—and maybe he would have been the one, had he ever had the balls to talk to her.  
 
    Maybe she would have found Darren to be incredibly interesting. Maybe he was exactly her type… Darren saw terribly average guys with stunning women on the streets all the time. Maybe Darren could be one of those lucky terribly average guys. Or maybe he was just doomed to a lifetime of watching other men buzz around Lexi like hungry wasps.  
 
    Darren saw Lexi’s new boyfriend that afternoon. He came into the office to pick Lexi up. And Darren was hardly surprised. He was a tall, buff man with a chiselled jawline and a sandpaper stubble beard. He was wearing an expensive Rolex and around his neck he wore a shining gold chain. He was everything Darren wished he could be—and he was everything Darren wasn’t.  
 
    At least Darren had his solitude…  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was that night, after seeing Lexi’s new boyfriend, that Darren became terribly curious. He found himself looking through male profiles on Tinder, wondering what it would be like to be so handsome and so lucky. He wondered if all the jock accounts were getting lots of hits from the ladies. Surely they must be—surely someone must be getting all the hits, seeing as Darren was getting none.  
 
    And Darren had the idea to create a fake profile using some pictures he found on Google Images. He just wanted to see how much of an advantage buff, handsome guys really got—or if they had the same struggles as Darren.  
 
    Darren spent a few hours tinkering with the photos in Photoshop, slightly changing facial features so that the girls couldn’t search the images to see that they were lifted from the Internet. Once he was done tinkering, he started crafting a profile. At first he listed a bunch of fake interests and hobbies and even a fake job as an investment banker. But before pressing publish, he realized that fake hobbies and a fake job would defeat the purpose of his experiment. So he copied and pasted the information from his real profile, only changing the name from Darren to Duke.  
 
    Then he hit publish. He swiped right on a number of profiles and then he waited. And it didn’t take long before his inbox was dinging with matches. His heart plunged into his stomach—it was exactly what he set out to see, but he hated seeing it. Apparently his looks really were holding him back—and he wasn’t even an ugly guy. He was just average—just painfully average.  
 
    He sent messages to his matches, and they replied quickly. He conversed with them the way he would converse had he been on his real profile. And strangely, the girls didn’t run away. They kept the conversation going. Darren stayed up all night chatting with a girl named Melissa. She was a dog groomer from Darren’s hometown. She was recently out of a relationship. It was around 2:00 AM when she finally admitted that she was just looking for a guy to fuck, to get back at her ex. “Do you want to come over and fuck me?” she asked. “I’ll only send the photos to my ex—and I’ll try not to get your face in any shots.”  
 
    “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Darren said. His heart was racing. He’d never been invited over for a booty call before. And technically, he wasn’t being invited now—Duke was. The man in those photos was being invited over for a booty call.  
 
    There was a long silence from Melissa, and then a photo appeared in Duke’s inbox. It was of Melissa’s bare crotch, her legs spread. Her pussy was slightly agape and glistening with moisture. “I’ve already been touching myself,” she said. She sent another photo a minute later, with her fingers deep in her snatch.  
 
    Darren’s heart stuttered. “I have to work in the morning,” he said.  
 
    “At least send me a photo of your erect cock, on top of this picture,” she said, and then she sent a full nude mirror shot, featuring her perky tits and all. Darren’s heart was a stuttering mess now. Getting an erection wasn’t difficult. Getting her picture onto his iPad and taking a photo of his cock and the iPad together wasn’t hard either. But pressing send—that was hard. Darren had never sent a dick-pic before. There were no nude pictures of him anywhere on the Internet. How did he know that this Melissa girl was real? What if she was just a scam, collecting dick-pics for some pornographic website?  
 
    Darren sent the photo. It was the most exciting moment of his week—maybe the most exciting moment of his year. It was two minutes later when Melissa replied. “I wish that cock was inside of me,” she said. And Darren’s heart skipped a beat. The photo of his cock wasn’t lifted from the Internet—it was a photo of his own, real cock. And she liked it. She wanted more—she was literally now asking for more photos. So Darren sent a couple more from a couple different angles. “I just came so hard,” Melissa wrote. And then she sent a photo of her dripping pussy, with an image of Darren’s cock on her iPad. She wasn’t kidding.  
 
    “Now send me a photo of your beautiful face,” she wrote. Darren’s gut turned.  
 
    “I think I need to get some sleep,” he wrote. 
 
    “Just one photo.”  
 
    Darren found himself on the Internet, trying to find another photo of the guy he originally used. But he couldn’t find anything. “You there, Duke?” Melissa asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Darren replied. “I just need to go for tonight. Good night!” He closed down his Tinder and then he turned off his phone. It was too much excitement for one night. His heart wouldn’t stop pounding and he couldn’t get the image of Melissa’s bare pussy out from his head. So of course he didn’t get any sleep that night.  
 
    He was tired at work, struggling to keep his eyes open. He would get a small burst of energy every time he checked his phone and saw that there was another Tinder message waiting for him. He didn’t check his messages there at work, but he was looking forward to checking them when he got home, even though they weren’t technically messages for him—they were messages for Duke—messages for some poor guy who made the mistake of publically posting his pictures on the Internet. 
 
    But even though Darren knew the compliments awaiting him weren’t technically for him, he couldn’t help but bask in the moment. He couldn’t help but think that some of the compliments had to do with the information on his profile: his hobbies and interests, and not just his pictures. But deep down he knew that wasn’t true. Deep down, he knew he was just hijacking another person’s life for the sake of some silly experiment.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Darren didn’t delete the profile. Even after a week, he decided to keep it. It became part of his nightly routine: chatting with girls on Tinder as Duke. He knew it was wrong but he couldn’t help it. It was nice getting a bit of attention for once in his life, and it was nice talking to girls through the safety of anonymity.  
 
    He kept telling himself that he would delete the profile and return to his real profile—and he even tried a couple of weeks later—but his real profile just wasn’t the same. He got almost not hits, no matter how many times he swiped right. No one cared about Darren—everyone wanted Duke. He ended up matching up with the same girl on both his Darren profile and his Duke profile. He tried chatting the girl up as Darren, and it only took a few messages before she said, “Sorry, Darren. I didn’t mean to swipe right on you, but you seem like a nice guy. But you’re just not my type.” And it was only a few minutes after that when he received a message from her on his Duke account. “What are you doing tonight? How badly do you want to fuck my little pussy?” Darren didn’t message her back. 
 
    But he knew the other girls he was messaging back were no different—none of them were swiping right on Darren, and if they were, it was probably by accident.  
 
    It was a Wednesday night when Darren was mindlessly swiping right on profiles as Duke, hoping to start a conversation or two, when he came across a familiar profile: the profile of Lexi Pupinski. Darren froze as he stared at her picture. He took a few seconds to look closely at her image, to see if it really was her, or just a doppelgänger who happened to be named Lexi. But it was her—Lexi was on Tinder.  
 
    Darren read through her profile and saw that she was looking for something long term—no games. “I’m ready to settle down with the right guy. Maybe that guy is you,” her profile said. Darren’s heart throbbed and then he swiped right—as Duke.  
 
    Then he put his phone down as his heart rate increased. He had to take a deep breath to regain his composure. He felt a warmth burning in his chest. The biggest crush he’d ever had was back on the market. If there was ever a time to chat her up at the office, that time was now. Maybe she would reject him, but there was no harm in trying. If he didn’t try, then he definitely would never end up with her.  
 
    So the next day at the office, he found himself keeping a close eye on Lexi. She was dressed to kill—wearing a short red dress and her long hair down. She had an amazing glow about her, and Darren wasn’t the only one who noticed. Matt came up to his desk a few minutes before lunch. “Did you see Lexi today? Isn’t she a babe?” he said. 
 
    Darren smiled and his hands trembled. “I guess so,” he said. 
 
    “You guess so? Look at her—she’s a ten out of ten. Too bad she’s dating that rich guy,” he said. Matt had no idea that Lexi was no longer dating that rich guy—or she was sneaking around on Tinder behind his back… But that didn’t seem like Lexi. Lexi was sweet and happy. She wouldn’t cheat on her boyfriend—at least that’s what Darren liked to think. But he knew that he didn’t know anything about her. He’d literally never talked to her before, unless you count the incomprehensible mutterings he made when she said hello in passing.  
 
    Lunch came. Darren watched as Lexi got up and left the office. She was going out for lunch. But Darren had a whole speech planned—he was finally going to talk to her, so he couldn’t just let her leave. He had to catch up to her and chat her up before someone else beat him to her. So he followed her down the stairs and down the street. He kept his distance, trying his best not to come off as a creep.  
 
    He watched as she turned and went into a little café. Then he went inside too. He found himself behind her in line. He could smell her amazing perfume and he could feel her warmth radiating off of her body. He wanted to reach out and feel her soft skin. He wanted to spin her around and tell her that he was madly in love with her. But instead, he just remained silent and terrified that she would turn around and think that he was following her—which was exactly what he was doing. 
 
    And his nightmare came true: she turned around and looked right into his eyes. His heart plunged down into his gut and fizzled away in his stomach acid. She stared for a moment before smiling. “Hey,” she said. 
 
    Darren’s lips parted and he nodded his head. A sound came out that closely resembled “Hello.”  
 
    “I thought I was the only one in the office who knew about this place,” she said. “Have you tried the turkey sandwich? It’s my favourite.”  
 
    Darren shook his head. “No,” he said. “But maybe I’ll try it today.” And his heart started racing—he was talking to her. He’d said his first words to her—at least his first words that were actually real words. “I like turkey,” he said. He felt his cheeks turning red.  
 
    Lexi laughed. “It’s my favourite. But all their sandwiches are good. I think I’m going to get the pastrami today.”  
 
    “Pastrami is good,” Darren said, and then he watched as Lexi went up to the counter to order her sandwich. 
 
    And Darren was happy with his small accomplishment, though he wasn’t sure where to go from here. He went up and ordered his sandwich, and then he found himself standing next to Lexi with a few other people, waiting for his order to come out. He looked over at Lexi and she smiled. His mind was completely blank. He couldn’t think of anything to say. He started to panic—every silent second was eating away at him. So he went to the bathroom, and he hid there for a few minutes, staring at himself in the mirror, trying to calm down his racing heart. 
 
    When he emerged, Lexi was already at her own table by the window, with her sandwich. And Darren’s sandwich was waiting for him on the counter. So he grabbed it and started towards the door. And then he saw Lexi waving at him. “I got a table,” she said, “if you want.” 
 
    Darren’s whole body became tense. He managed to force a smile and then he managed to take the seat across from Lexi at the small table.  
 
    “It’s almost impossible to get a table here—no one ever gives them up,” she said. And then she looked over at a guy on his laptop. “People come in here in the mornings with their laptops and they don’t leave until the place closes. And I’m willing to be they’re all aspiring screenwriters.” She laughed. Darren tried to force himself to laugh, but even he could tell that it didn’t sound genuine. But his mind was still blank. He couldn’t think of anything to say. He strained to bring something into his mind—any possible topic of conversation, but he couldn’t muster anything. But he did think of a compliment—he wanted to tell her that he liked her hair. But he couldn’t say it—he was afraid that complimenting her hair would make him look shallow. But he didn’t know enough about her personality to compliment anything but her appearance.  
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    Darren nodded and forced that big, fake smile. “Great,” he said.  
 
    “I’m Lexi by the way—I don’t think I ever got your name,” she said.  
 
    It stung, hearing that Lexi didn’t know Darren’s name, even though they’d been working together for almost two whole years. “Darren,” he said. At least they were talking now. At least she was learning his name now, rather than never learning it at all.  
 
    She reached her hand across the table. Darren was slow to realize she wanted to shake his hand, but once the realization set in, he gave her his hand. And for the first time, he felt her warm, soft skin. “Nice to meet you, Darren,” she said.  
 
    And then the silence returned to the table. Darren’s mind was blank again, and he found himself trying to decide whether or not to compliment her hair. What if she didn’t like her hair? What if she was planning on getting it changed soon? A few minutes of complete silence went by, and then Darren couldn’t take any more. He got up and said, “I’ve got a file I need to finish. See you at the office.”  
 
    “Bye, Darren,” she said, only half done her sandwich.  
 
    Darren didn’t actually have a file he needed to get done. He just needed to get away from Lexi before he made a complete blundering fool out of himself.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Darren was buzzing for the rest of that afternoon, until his phone buzzed and he saw that he had a new message on Tinder. He opened the app up and saw that Duke had received a message from Lexi. “Hey there,” she said simply.  
 
    Darren felt strangely defeated, as if he’d lost his chance—as if he’s lost a battle with himself. Duke and Lexi had matched in Tinder twenty-four hours before, but Lexi had waited to send Duke a message. Maybe she was waiting for Duke to send the first message—or maybe she was waiting to see if anything happened in real life. And something did happen: Darren talked to Lexi and had lunch with her. But Darren didn’t have the balls to turn that conversation into anything, so now Lexi was resorting to the buff, handsome, and non-existent Duke.  
 
    “How was your day today?” Darren asked, as Duke.  
 
    Lexi didn’t reply right away. So Darren went ahead and made himself some dinner, and then he watched an especially riveting episode of Law and Order. And then his phone buzzed again. “My day was okay. It started out rough but it got better,” Lexi said.  
 
    “Why did it start out rough?” Darren asked.  
 
    “I’m going through a breakup. I guess I’m just not used to waking up alone.”  
 
    “Sorry to hear that,” Darren said.  
 
    “It’s okay—sorry to throw that on you. I’m not trying to complain.”  
 
    “It’s okay.” 
 
    “Have you ever been through a bad breakup?” Lexi asked. And then Darren found himself staring awkwardly at his phone, wondering if he should lie. He’d never been through a bad breakup—the only breakup he’d ever been through was in high school, and they’d only been dating for a week, if you can even call it dating. “Not lately,” Darren decided to say—it was more of a stretch of the truth than a lie.  
 
    “Anyway, let’s not talk about that,” Lexi said. 
 
    “Why don’t you tell me about yourself,” Darren said, and then he was shocked when Lexi really did start telling him about herself. She told him about where she was from—which wasn’t too far away from where Darren was from. She told him about how she wanted to be an artist, but she couldn’t afford it. She told him about how she dreamed of visiting Paris and London one day—but the furthest she’d ever been from home was Winnipeg.  
 
    And then Darren told Lexi about himself—about growing up in Red Deer, and about all the places he wanted to visit one day. And then Lexi asked Darren where he worked. And now he had to lie. “Some investment banking firm downtown,” he said.  
 
    “Which one? That’s what my brother does, too.”  
 
    So Darren looked up a few online and picked one at random. “No way, that’s where my brother works. I bet you know him—his name is Lewis.”  
 
    “I think I know Lewis—he works on a different floor though,” Darren said. And he squirmed as he realized he was no longer having an honest conversation with the girl of his dreams. Now he was just lying, pretending to be someone he wasn’t, just so he could chat for a few minutes with the girl he’d been obsessed with for two whole years.  
 
    “I should be getting to bed,” Lexi said. “We should talk more tomorrow.”  
 
    “I’d really like that,” Darren said.  
 
    Darren went to sleep with dreams of Lexi, and then he woke up with a big smile on his face. Maybe it wasn’t the way he’d always dreamed he would have his first real, deep conversation with Lexi—but at least he’d had a real, deep conversation with Lexi.  
 
    He perked up when she came into the office. He smiled at her and she smiled back. “Hi,” Darren said, and then he couldn’t believe that he’d said it first.  
 
    “Hi Darren,” Lexi said. She actually remembered his name. His heart pounded into his ribcage—she’s actually remembered his name.  
 
    She took a seat at her desk with a smile on her face. She was really glowing today—more than most days. She looked happy, and Darren couldn’t help but feel partially responsible. Was she thinking about Duke? If she was, then in a way she was really thinking about Darren—and no beautiful woman had ever thought about Darren with a smile on her face before.  
 
    Darren went to that sandwich shop again for lunch. Lexi was there when he walked in, already at a little table in the corner. He smiled at her as he walked in, and she smiled back. The seat across from her was empty, and Darren was sure that he was going to take it, and then he was going to talk to her openly and confidently—the way he talked to her as Duke. But as soon as he got his sandwich, his stomach started to turn and his heart started to flutter. He couldn’t do it—he was just too anxious. So he slipped out of the café without even making eye contact with Lexi, and he ate at his office desk.  
 
    But when he was home from work, he didn’t hesitate: he opened up Tinder and he sent Lexi a message. “I hope you had a good day today,” he wrote. And she wrote back within minutes.  
 
    “Much better than yesterday,” she wrote. “In fact, it wasn’t even until this afternoon that I remembered my ex.”  
 
    And the conversation picked up from there. They talked about favourite food, favourite movies, and favourite music. It was midnight when Lexi finally said, “Oh my God, it’s so late. I really need to get to sleep.”  
 
    “Well I can’t wait to talk to you tomorrow,” Darren wrote. 
 
    And then Lexi sent a message that made Darren’s heart skip a beat. “There’s something I need to tell you. I always hate telling people this, but you should know before we talk any more.”  
 
    “What is it?” Darren asked. He had his eyes glued to his phone. He didn’t even want to blink.  
 
    There was a long delay. The messenger told Darren that she was writing a message, but no message was appearing. She was either hesitating or writing an exceptionally long message. But when the message came, it wasn’t long at all—just one simple, bone-chilling sentence.  
 
    “I used to be a man,” she said.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    That single message kept Darren up late. He didn’t reply to it right away—he didn’t know how to reply to it. He tried wrapping his head around the message. Was it a joke? Was she testing him? Or was it real? And if so—how was it possible? How could one of the most beautiful women on the planet actually be a man? She was too petite to be a man—too soft and smooth. And her voice sounded feminine—not at all like a man’s voice. Surely it was just a joke—or a test, to see how serious Darren really was about her. So it was a couple of hours later when Darren finally sent his response. “That’s cool,” he wrote. 
 
    And then he felt stupid for writing it, but he couldn’t take it back. He tried to think of some sort of follow up, so he didn’t sound so foolish, but he wasn’t able to think of anything. So he put his phone away and he tried to get some sleep, but he only managed to squeeze in a couple of hours before his alarm went off. The first thing he did was check his Tinder messages. And he was excited to see a message from Lexi. “You really don’t mind?” she asked. 
 
     He caught himself smiling, but he wasn’t sure why. If it was true, he couldn’t possibly continue to be interested in her. He couldn’t date a man—not that he was going to be dating Lexi anyway. He wasn’t even talking to her as himself, so why did he think he had any sort of chance? If anything, he was ruining his chances by making Lexi think there was some handsome hunk that wanted to be with her, regardless of whether or not she had a long cock between her soft, smooth thighs.  
 
    “I don’t mind,” he wrote back. 
 
    He arrived at work twenty minutes later. Lexi came in just two minutes after him, with a big smile on her face. Her cheeks were red, as if she’d spent the night with the real Duke, having multiple orgasms while somehow also getting the best sleep of her life. Darren smiled at her as she went by. She smiled back, but her mind was clearly elsewhere. Her eyes were glazed over. Even Matt came up to Darren and said, “Think she got laid last night or what?”  
 
    Darren shrugged his shoulders. He couldn’t help but notice that Matt wasn’t the only guy staring at her—which wasn’t out of the ordinary. But now that Darren knew her secret, he couldn’t believe her popularity. All of these men were obsessing over another man!  
 
    But was she really a man? Was there any evidence? Darren found himself staring at her, trying to spot an Adam’s apple. She had a bit of a lump on her throat, but some of the other girls in the office had slight lumps as well. And Lexi’s tits did seem slightly stiffer than normal tits, but maybe she just had an especially firm bra. The dress she was wearing was tight, but Darren couldn’t spot any bulges. She seemed to be anatomically correct for a female—but that didn’t necessarily mean anything.  
 
    There was only one way to know for sure, and that was to see her naked. So that night, Darren started the process of trying to get Lexi to send a nude photo. He was careful and he didn’t move too quickly. He started with a few compliments and then he started telling her about how long it had been since he’d been with a woman. He was surprised when Lexi said, “I assure you that it’s been longer for me.” 
 
    “But you were dating that guy for so long,” Darren wrote, as Duke  
 
    “How do you know how long I was dating Craig for?” she asked, and then Darren realized she hadn’t said anything about her ex.  
 
    “I just assumed,” Darren wrote back with a stammering heart.  
 
    “Well you’re right. We were together for almost two months, but he never put out. I don’t think he was comfortable with what I had going on downstairs, if you know what I mean.”  
 
    “That’s a shame,” Darren said. And it was the first mention of her apparent masculinity since her first message, the night before. Darren was still determined to obtain some proof.  
 
    “I wish you were here with me, right now,” he wrote. It was a risky move, but it was an important step towards getting a photo.  
 
    “I wish I was there with you, too.”  
 
    “Any chance I can get a picture of you, to keep me company?” Darren wrote. Now his heart was racing, pounding so hard that he was worried it was going to pound right out of his chest.  
 
    “There are lots of pictures on my profile,” she wrote with a little smiley face.  
 
    “I was thinking something more… private,” Darren said.  
 
    Then there was a long silence. Darren regretted sending the message. He started pacing around his living room. He tried to think of a way to take the message back—maybe by saying he was just kidding. But he knew she wouldn’t believe him. And if she deleted the message stream and blocked him, then what? What were the chances of him finding her again with a new fake profile? And what were the chances of him matching with her again? Maybe it was for the best—maybe taking Duke out of the picture was the best thing for Darren. Then there wouldn’t be some big handsome hunk in the mix. Then Darren could make a move—and now he knew so much about her. He could relate to her so much easier now that he knew they had so much in common.  
 
    Darren’s phone buzzed. There was a picture. He opened the picture as his heart skipped another beat. She had her dress pulled down to her waist. The skirt of her dress was still covering her downstairs, but her tits were out, and they were perfect: adorable C-cups with perky nipples. It wasn’t the proof that Darren was looking for, but it was more than enough to put a big, crooked smile on his face. “You’re so beautiful,” he wrote to her.  
 
    “You really think so?” she asked. 
 
    “I know so,” he wrote. And he stared at that photo for the rest of the night. He wanted to make it his background photo. He wanted to print it out and put it on his wall. He wanted to have it tattooed on his body—but he managed to simply keep it saved to a private folder on his phone. He stared at that photo as he went to sleep that night, and then he stared at it in the morning, before going into the shower. He thought about that photo while he jerked himself off in the shower, and then he thought about that photo when Lexi walked into the office that morning, beaming even brighter than usual.  
 
    “Hi Lexi,” Darren said. 
 
    She smiled and nodded at Darren, and then she went to her desk and started daydreaming—probably about Duke. Was it Darren’s dream scenario? No. But at least he got to be personal with Lexi—personal and private and intimate—even though it wasn’t in person, and it wasn’t genuine. Lexi thought she was talking to someone else—someone with a different name and a different body.  
 
    Darren knew he was a catfish. He knew he was a creep and probably a pervert too. He knew he had to find a way to come clean for the sake of his own conscious, even if it meant losing any possible chance at a relationship with Lexi. He had to do the right thing.  
 
    And he kept telling himself that he was going to do the right thing, after another day or two of enjoying his online relationship with her. He was already looking forward to getting home so he could continue their conversation.  
 
     Darren went to the café again for lunch, and again he saw Lexi sitting at a table by herself. “Mind if I sit?” he asked once he had his sandwich.  
 
    “Go ahead,” she said with a big smile.  
 
    Darren took a seat. He was painfully nervous, but he was proud of himself for taking a baby step. He looked into Lexi’s eyes and said, “You’re glowing.”  
 
    “I’m what?” she said. 
 
    “The last few days, you’ve been glowing,” he said. “You just look—happy. Not that you aren’t usually happy. But now you’re unusually happy.”  
 
    She laughed and her cheeks turned red. “Well I guess I’ve been happier than usual lately.”  
 
    “That’s good,” Darren said. But he didn’t want to ask why—because he didn’t want to hear the truth coming out from her lips. “The turkey sandwich here really is good,” he said. And then he noticed her attention was down at her phone, which she held under the table.  
 
    Darren’s pocket buzzed a moment before Lexi looked up. “What’s that, sorry?”  
 
    “The turkey really is good here,” he said. He looked at his phone under the table. He had a Tinder message. He opened it up slyly and saw that it was from Lexi. “I’m thinking about you,” she wrote. Darren’s gut turned. He felt strangely hurt, even though Lexi had just zoned out from his conversation to talk to him in another conversation. “I just remembered I’ve got a file I need to finish before lunch is over,” Darren said. He stood up and wrapped his sandwich back up. “I’ll see you back at the office.” 
 
    Lexi smiled and nodded, and then Darren left, still with that fluttering in his gut.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Friday came along, and it was a special Friday: it was the staff Christmas party. Every year, something hilarious happened at the staff Christmas party that people never forgot. One year, one of floor managers got completely naked and ran around the block. He tried to do a full lap, but the cops nabbed him. Another year, two of the interns were caught having sex under the boss’ desk. And another year, the CEO got so drunk that he bought every employee a new big-screen television. He stumbled into the electronics store across the street—which was just about to close—and he bought every television they had in stock. Darren got a nice 52-inch screen, which was probably worth $1,800 at least.  
 
    But this year, Darren didn’t plan on getting drunk or partaking in any of the drunken shenanigans—all he wanted to do was get closer with Lexi, wiggle his way into her life, and slowly start the process of replacing Duke with Darren.  
 
    Work started late for everyone that day: 11:00 AM instead of the usual 9:00 AM—this was because the party didn’t start until 7:00 PM, and if there was a two hour gap between work and the party, most people would probably end up going home and lots of them wouldn’t come back.  
 
    Darren waited until he saw Lexi wrapping up her work before he wrapped up his. He waited until she went into the boardroom where lots of the staff had already started drinking before he went into the boardroom. He didn’t want to be creepy, so he kept his distance at first. He let other guys approach her and chat her up while she sipped away at her first drink. He even went into another room with some other guys for a bit—just so he wouldn’t seem too desperate.  
 
    He was also waiting for the liquor to kick into his system. He knew that with a couple beers and a couple shots of tequila, he would be more outgoing. And he knew that once Lexi had a couple of drinks in her, she would be more forgiving—and less aware of any embarrassing blunders he made while chatting with her.  
 
    He peeked in on her every ten minutes or so—looking in through the glass quickly, just to make sure she was still there. It was around 9:00 PM when he started feeling a bit more confident, and she started looking a bit more receptive. But he wasn’t ready yet—he still wanted to give her another twenty minutes of space. He was chatting with a few of the accounting guys when his phone buzzed: a new message on Tinder.  
 
    He slipped away to his cubicle to check the message. It was from Lexi. “I’m at this party right now and it’s a lot of fun. You should come down,” she said. Lexi wanted to meet Duke in person—but of course that was impossible, as Duke didn’t exist.  
 
    “I wish I could. I’m stuck at this office Christmas party,” Darren wrote.  
 
    “No way—this is my office’s Christmas party too,” Lexi wrote. “You should try to sneak away. I really want to meet you in person.”  
 
    “I really wish I could sneak away,” Darren wrote. He peeked over his cubicle wall and saw that Lexi was in her cubicle, staring at her phone’s screen. She was alone and a little bit drunk: the perfect opportunity for Darren. So he finally made his move. 
 
    He walked over casually and he stopped behind her. His original plan was to pretend to be surprised to see her, but that plan failed when she didn’t notice him standing behind her. And then a few seconds of silence passed and he realized he’d missed his opportunity to act surprised. When she finally turned around, he felt like a creepy stalker, lingering quietly over her shoulder. She even jumped, as if he’d scared her. “Darren—what are you doing there?” she asked with a hand on her chest.  
 
    “Sorry—I was just walking by and I saw you at your desk. You aren’t working, are you?” Darren asked. 
 
    She laughed and her cheeks turned a slight shade of red. “No—I was just checking my messages.”  
 
    “Oh yeah?” Darren said with a smile. “Boyfriend wants you to come home?”  
 
    She laughed and her cheeks turned dark red. “He’s messaging me, but he’s stuck at an office party, too,” she said. Darren’s heart clenched. Did she just refer to Duke as her boyfriend? She was calling a non-existent person her boyfriend? What had Darren done? He was stringing this poor girl along, wasting her time, and setting her up for humiliation and heartbreak.  
 
    “Well I should get back to the party,” Darren said. “Are you going to come back?” 
 
    “I’ll probably come for another drink,” she said. And she joined Darren back to the boardroom where all of the liquor was set up. They had a drink together. Darren told Lexi a few jokes and Lexi laughed, and then Lexi asked, “Do you have a girlfriend, Darren?”  
 
    Darren felt a hotness rushing into his cheeks. “A girlfriend? No—not right now I don’t,” he said. 
 
    “Why not?” Lexi asked. She was staring right into his eyes.  
 
    Darren shrugged his shoulders. “There’s a question I wish I could answer.”  
 
    “Well you’re a great guy. You should try Tinder. I’m sure you could find yourself a cute girl on there.”  
 
    Darren forced an awkward smile. “Maybe I will,” he said.  
 
    She stared into his eyes for a few seconds—which felt like a few minutes, or even a few hours. She was beautiful. Her eyes were stunning. How could she actually be a man? How was it possible? Where was her Adam’s apple? Was that slight lump her Adam’s apple? And her shoulders weren’t broad at all—they were narrower than the other girls in the office… But what did that prove? “You know, you really remind me of the guy I’m seeing,” she said. “I hope that doesn’t sound creepy.”  
 
    “Not at all,” Darren said.  
 
    She stared into his eyes for a moment longer, and then she seemed to snap out of her daze. “I just need to use the washroom,” she said. 
 
    “Sure thing,” Darren said. He watched as she walked gracefully in her cute heels towards the bathroom. Darren’s heart was stammering. He felt closer to Lexi than ever before. She was beautiful and she laughed at all of his jokes and she seemed legitimately interested in him. Maybe he could have her with a bit of work. Maybe he could figure out a way to transition her from Duke to Darren. Maybe she would understand if he admitted everything—maybe she would even be flattered.  
 
    Darren’s phone buzzed. He stepped away to check it—another Tinder message from Lexi. “I can’t stop thinking about you,” it read. 
 
    “I can’t stop thinking about you,” Darren replied.  
 
    “Do you really not care that I used to be a man?” she asked.  
 
    Darren had to think about it for a minute. He wasn’t sure if he knew the answer just yet—but he knew what he had to say. “I don’t care,” he wrote.  
 
    And then a moment later, he received a picture from Lexi: standing in front of the mirror with the skirt of her dress hiked up, exposing her long, thick erection. “I had to walk away from the party because I got hard thinking about you,” she wrote.  
 
    Darren’s gut turned and his head started spinning. So it was true: Lexi truly was a man under the makeup and the dress.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Darren had to slip into the bathroom himself, just to get away from all of his co-workers. He made a point of going to the bathroom that was on the other end of the floor, where no one would find him. He locked the bathroom door, just to be safe. He found himself looking at the picture—zooming in to make sure it was real. That cock wasn’t just real—it was huge. It was a still image, but Darren could practically see it throbbing.  
 
    “Looking good,” Darren wrote, because he couldn’t think of anything else to write.  
 
    She sent another photo. Now she was in a bathroom stall and she had her dress off. Her bra was on the floor. But she had tits—the bust on her chest wasn’t just a stuffed bra. Whether they were real from hormone therapy or implants, it was impossible to tell from the photo—but at least she had tits. At least she wasn’t just a man dressed up as a woman… Or was there any difference? Her erection was still tall and thick in the photo. Darren’s heart continued to throb.  
 
    “More,” Darren wrote. His heart skipped a beat. He took a deep breath in, filling his hot body with cool air. His hands were trembling slightly. He felt so naughty, but so strangely excited. Lexi sent another photo, this time with her fingers curled around her erection. She was pulling the foreskin up over her tip.  
 
    “Do you want me to come for you?” Lexi asked.  
 
    “Please,” Darren wrote. He found himself staring at the photo with eyes that wouldn’t blink. Why was it so mesmerizing? Why was a photo of an erect penis not repulsive?  
 
    Lexi sent another photo, this time of her rear end. She had something black pressed into her asshole. “Sometimes I carry a vibrator in my purse,” she wrote. Darren forced a sharp breath in; he was worried that he would pass out if he didn’t force himself to breathe. The woman he’d been obsessed with for years was currently just a few rooms over, stroking her big erection with a vibrator shoved up her ass. And she was sending the photos to Darren of all people…  
 
    Darren found himself taking off his pants. He looked at the door to make sure it was properly locked. And then he pulled out his erection, which was already rock-hard and throbbing. With his trembling hand he did his best to snap a photo. He took a deep breath before sending it to Lexi. “I don’t think I’ve ever been this hard,” he wrote.  
 
    “I wish you were here so you could come in my mouth,” Lexi wrote. She sent a picture of her parted red lips. Darren squirmed. He wished he could have been in that bathroom with Lexi. He wished he could have had his cock between those beautiful plump lips. He would have done anything. He would have dropped to his knees and sucked her long, beautiful cock if that’s what she wanted.  
 
    “Show me your cock again,” Darren wrote.  
 
    She sent another photo of her cock. Her tip was now a shade of red. She wasn’t far from her climax. Darren hardly even noticed that he had his fingers curled around his member and he was beating himself off. He wasn’t far from an orgasm of his own.  
 
    He stared at that photo while the tingling between his legs became more and more intense. He bit down on his tongue hard. She sent another photo: of her cock, mid-orgasm. She was coming into the palm of her hand: a beautiful white pool of warm jizz. It was twenty seconds later when she sent another photo: her in front of the mirror, sucking the cum out from her hand. Then she sent another photo, of her tongue with the cum being cradled perfectly. Then one last photo: her tongue with nothing on it, because that cum was now inside her belly.  
 
    And that was enough for Darren. He ended up coming all over the bathroom counter—shooting as far as the mirror. He squirmed and groaned and then he cleaned it all up with wads of tissue paper—but not before sending Lexi a photo. “Good boy,” she wrote. “But you made me ruin my dress. How am I going to explain this?” She sent a photo of her dress, which had a small white cum stain on it. 
 
    “Say you spilt some piña colada,” Darren suggested. 
 
    “Too bad you couldn’t be here with me.”  
 
    “Agreed.”  
 
    Darren got himself straightened up and then he went back out to re-join the party. It was only a minute later when Lexi emerged from the bathroom. She scanned around and then her gaze stopped on Darren. She smiled and waved and then walked towards him. “Hey—sorry about that,” she said.  
 
    “No worries,” Darren said. He couldn’t help but look down at that stain, knowing it came from her perfect throbbing cock.  
 
    She laughed nervously. “I accidentally spilled some piña colada on myself,” she said.  
 
    “It happens,” Darren said. His heart was pounding. He wanted to tell her that he knew her secret. He wanted to tell her that he was really Duke, and that he was sorry for lying, and that he wanted to be with her… But he couldn’t bring any of those topics out into the open.  
 
    “I should probably be going,” Lexi said. “Last year I had the worst hangover of my life—I don’t want that again. I’ll see you at work on Monday.”  
 
    “See you,” Darren said with a smile. His heart fluttered and his lips parted as he tried one last time to come clean. He knew that he was only making things worse the longer he waited. But he just couldn’t bring himself to say it. He didn’t want to ruin the fun little thing he currently had going with her.  
 
    So he went home too, and found himself sitting alone on his bed, looking again through those saved photos on his phone, in that hidden folder. He still had a hard time believing they were real, and he had a harder time trying to figure out why he was so turned on by them. He’d never been attracted to cocks or trannies before—so why now? Why could he not stop staring at that series of photos, of Lexi jerking off and slurping up her own cum?  
 
    He found himself on his Tinder app, with his chat window open with Lexi. He wrote out a message. “Lexi, I need to come clean. There is no Duke. This is Darren, from the office. I made this fake account as an experiment and then I came across your profile. I didn’t mean to deceive you, and I hope I’m not breaking your heart.” He hovered his thumb over the send button, but he just couldn’t press it. His body froze up whenever he came close, and then he started to tremble.  
 
    There had to be another way… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    Darren didn’t get around to sending that message that weekend. How could he? He had Lexi—the girl of his dreams—sending him photos the next morning of her laying in bed. “Wish you were here with me.” She had the covers barely covering her tits and barely covering her cock. “Why don’t you come over?”  
 
    “I’d love to but I’ve got a splitting headache,” Darren said. And then Lexi sent another photo of her on her back with her knees up to her chest. The camera was at the perfect angle to catch her erection and her puckering butthole.  
 
    “If that headache goes away, this is all yours,” she wrote. And Darren couldn’t help but picture himself on that bed with Lexi, holding her knees against her chest while he burrowed his cock into that tight asshole.   
 
    “I’ve heard that cum can cure the worst hangover,” Lexi said. And then she sent a close-up photo of her hot member. And Darren squirmed. He hated that he wasn’t in that room. All he wanted to do was stroke that cock and suck the cum out from her tip. But he knew that would never happen. He knew that there was no way to transition from his current position to being Lexi’s boyfriend.  
 
    And maybe he could have been Lexi’s boyfriend, had he not gone ahead and created Duke. Even if he killed Duke off, he couldn’t compete with his own creation. If he took Duke out of the picture and then asked Lexi out on a date as Darren, he knew there wouldn’t be the same sexual energy or excitement. He knew Lexi would constantly be thinking of what could have been. Duke was essentially the perfect man. The man probably spent eight hours a day in the gym—he was practically a Greek god. Darren was one hundred and sixty pounds on a good day, and most of that wasn’t muscle.  
 
    That Saturday, Darren went to the gym for the first time in his life. He brought his phone with him, so he could search online to see how to use the gym equipment. He was only there for twenty minutes before he was completely exhausted. He couldn’t figure out how men spent hours lifting weights. After just twenty minutes, his poor arms could hardly lift themselves.  
 
    That Sunday he woke up to another sexy photo from Lexi. His arms were throbbing with pain as he held his phone up to stare at the photo. She was in bed, on her side, blowing a kiss at the camera. Her beautiful tits were teasing the edge of the frame. “God, you’re so beautiful,” he wrote. And then she sent blushing emojis back.  
 
    And he regretted all the compliments. He regretted all of the jokes and all of the deep conversations. It was all just setting her up for disappointment and heartbreak. And it was making the real him seem less and less attractive… even though it was him.  
 
    The conversations were real. The jokes were his own. The compliments were genuine. Hell, even the dick-pics were actually pictures of his cock. The only falsities were the profile photos—and the name. It was Sunday afternoon when Darren finally gathered the courage to fix the mess he’d made. “Hey Lexi, I need to tell you something,” he wrote. He didn’t wait for her to reply before he said what he needed to say. He had momentum and he didn’t want to lose it. “My name isn’t actually Duke.”  
 
    It was a minute before she replied. “So what’s your real name?” she asked.  
 
    “I can’t tell you yet,” he said. “I wish I could say why, but I just can’t right now.”  
 
    She sent a laughing emoji. “I thought you were going to tell me that you didn’t want to chat with me anymore,” she said. “I don’t care if your name isn’t Duke. But I need to call you something…”  
 
    “Just call me D,” Darren said.  
 
    “Okay, D. It doesn’t have the same ring to it, but I’ll get used to it.”  
 
    Darren felt a massive wave of relief. He was a small step closer to coming clean with Lexi. It was a small victory, but he still didn’t know how he was going to break the news to he that all of the profile pictures were false—or that he was actually Darren from her office.  
 
    * * *  
 
    A new guy was slated to start work at the office on Monday. They cleared out one of the cubicles between Darren and Lexi to make room for him. Everyone spent the morning gossiping about rumours they’d heard: where the new guy came from and what happened the guy who held that desk before. Apparently he’d been fired for trying to sleep with the CEO’s daughter at the Christmas party. Darren didn’t even know the CEO or the CEO’s daughter were at the Christmas party.  
 
    It was around 10:00 AM when Darren’s phone buzzed with another Tinder message from Lexi. “Thinking of you,” she wrote. “We really need to meet soon. No more excuses.”  
 
    “Soon,” Darren said.  
 
    “How soon?” she asked.  
 
    “Hopefully very soon,” Darren said.  
 
    Lexi sent Darren a cute photo from her desk. And then she sent a second photo of her cock under her skirt. She wasn’t wearing any panties. Darren found himself casually and cautiously leaning back in his chain, trying to see Lexi from his desk. She was wearing a short skirt—it was a brave choice not to wear any panties.  
 
    “So sexy,” Darren wrote. 
 
    And then Lexi sent another photo, this time with her knees up. She had that black vibrator in her ass. “How long will it take me to come?” she asked. 
 
    “Your naughty,” Darren wrote. And then he looked over again at Lexi, who was still sitting inconspicuously at her desk. One of the bosses walked up to her and asked her about a file. She casually answered. But Darren could see that her cheeks were a shade of red. There was a vibrator buzzing in her ass, stimulating her prostate, bringing her closer and closer to an amazing climax.  
 
    Once the boss walked away, Darren’s phone buzzed again. “Oh my God, I’m getting close,” she said. She sent another photo. Now she had a condom on her cock, to stop herself from ruining her skirt and her chair and the underside of her work desk. 
 
    “I wish I was there,” Darren said.  
 
    And then Darren was suddenly feeling particularly cheeky. He got up casually and wandered over to her desk. “Hey Lexi,” he said. She turned around with wide eyes. Her knees were pressed tightly together. She forced a smile. 
 
    “Hey Darren,” she said.  
 
    “Just wanted to check in on you—to make sure your hangover wasn’t too bad on Saturday,” he said. 
 
    She shook her head. “Nope. All good,” she said. She was still forcing a big smile. She squirmed and mashed her thighs together slowly.  
 
    “You okay?” Darren asked. He had to bite his tongue so that he wouldn’t smile. He knew she was seconds away from filling a condom full of hot jizz.  
 
    “Mhm,” she said, nodding.  
 
    “I also wanted to say that, uh, your dress was really pretty at the party. I thought it looked really good on you. I hope you don’t mind me saying…”  
 
    “Not at all. Thanks, Darren,” she said. She was looking into Darren’s eyes now. Her brow lowered and she let a little whimper slip—she was coming while staring right into Darren’s eyes. 
 
    “Maybe I’ll see you at lunch,” Darren said, turning away slowly.  
 
    “See you,” she said softly. It was only a few minutes later when Darren received a picture of her cum-slicked cock next to a filled condom. He saved the photo to his secret folder and then he went back to work with a big grin on his face. He felt like he’d taken another step closer to getting Lexi for himself—and getting her away from Duke.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Darren sat with Lexi during lunch, and they chatted through most of their lunch break—for almost twenty-five minutes straight. And then Darren lost Lexi to Duke again; she slipped out her phone and sent Duke a message, making Darren’s pocket buzz. But this time, Lexi heard the buzzing. “I think you just got a message,” Lexi said. 
 
    Darren’s heart fluttered. He stood up quickly. “It’s probably Carol,” he said—Carol was their manager. “I told her I would be back from lunch early—I completely forgot. Enjoy the rest of your lunch.” Darren checked his phone on his way back from the sandwich café.  
 
    “I really want to meet you. I’m starting to think that you aren’t real,” Lexi said to Duke.  
 
    “I just need some more time,” Darren wrote back. 
 
    “How much longer?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Darren said. 
 
    “I don’t know if I can wait much longer.”  
 
    Darren’s gut turned. Now he was feeling the crunch—she was giving him a time limit, but her limit was vague. It probably wouldn’t be long before she started messaging other guys on Tinder, and Darren knew it wouldn’t be long before she found a guy willing to sprint across the city to be with her and her beautiful cock. Darren had to think of a way to make Lexi his—he had to think of a way to kill of Duke without breaking Lexi’s heart—and the only way he could think to do that was to come clean—no lies, no sugar-coating. If she rejected him, then so be it.  
 
    But the thought of having that conversation made Darren feel ill. He continued convincing himself that there must be another way.  
 
    As Darren settled back into his desk at work, he noticed a brown coat flung over his cubicle wall. He stood up to see a man on the other side of the cubicle: the new guy. He looked up at Darren and smiled. And Darren’s heart sunk into his stomach.  
 
    It wasn’t the guy from Duke’s profile pictures, but he was damn close. He was tall and thick with muscles. His face had a perfectly even stubble beard from ear to ear—he looked like a magazine model. Darren looked at his hands and saw that he was wearing no rings. Darren looked at his desk and saw that he had no pictures of kids or of women. His computer’s background picture was of a motorcycle—probably his own. The man was obviously single, and like every single man before him, he would undoubtedly be taking a shine to Lexi.  
 
    As if on cue, Lexi came back from her lunch break. She started walking down the isle of cubicles, and the new guy noticed her instantly. He looked past Darren and stared at her, his eyes glowing with a newfound determination. Lexi looked at the man and hesitated. She probably stopped to wonder if the man was Duke—even she saw the similarities. She smiled and her cheeks turned a shade of pink. The new guy nodded with a charming smile, and then he looked up at Darren. “What’s her name?” he asked. 
 
    “Her? Who?” Darren said, playing dumb. 
 
    “The brunette with the legs,” he said.  
 
    “Oh, she’s—uh, what’s her name again? Lexi—I think,” Darren said. He wanted to fall to the floor and curl up and lay there forever. He couldn’t compete with this new guy. His arms were thicker than Darren’s legs.  
 
    Darren caught Lexi staring at the new guy a few times throughout the day—and he couldn’t blame her. He found himself staring at the new guy a few times, mostly out of jealousy. The man could have had any girl he wanted. He could use his own photos on his Tinder profile and probably get more hits than Darren got using photos he lifted from the Internet.  
 
    It was about an hour before the end of the day when the new guy got up to chat with Lexi. He asked her to come over to his desk to help him with one of the computer programs. Darren had to suffer through the torture of sitting there and listening to Lexi as she leaned over the new guy’s shoulders and guided him through the program. The new guy was pretending to be especially oblivious so that Lexi would hang around for longer. “I really love your perfume, by the way. Who makes that?” the new guy asked. 
 
    And Darren could practically hear Lexi blushing. “It’s called Nirvana, by Elizabeth and James.”  
 
    “It’s amazing,” he said. “Sorry—I didn’t mean to be a creep. I just had to point that out.”  
 
    “No worries,” Lexi said. Darren squirmed. Then he got the idea to send Lexi a message on Tinder, to pull her away from the new guy.  
 
    “Send me a photo of your beautiful face,” Darren wrote. And then he heard Lexi’s phone buzzing on her desk. 
 
    “Do you have to answer that?” the new guy asked. 
 
    “It’s just a message—nothing urgent,” she said. Darren’s heart sunk into his gut. He was losing her—even as Duke. The new guy had a big advantage: he was actually real. She could actually see him with her own eyes and feel him with her hands.  
 
    “We didn’t use any of these programs at my old job. The workflow here is so much different than what I’m used to,” said the new guy. 
 
    “Well I don’t mind showing you through everything,” Lexi said. 
 
    “Maybe after work we can grab a drink and you can tell me how things are done around here.” 
 
    “I’d be happy to. But I need to get a bit more work done here. Just wave me over if you need a hand!” Lexi said. Darren looked over and saw that Lexi’s eyes were beaming as she turned back towards her desk. She was flattered and flustered. And maybe it was for the best. Maybe she was better off with the new guy—he could make her happy and he didn’t have to lie to her.  
 
    Darren’s phone buzzed a minute later. It was Lexi, on Tinder. “Hey, sorry. I’m just at work right now and I can’t really send photos,” she said. “It’s super busy here today.”  
 
    Darren sunk into his seat. It was the beginning of the end. Darren was hopeless and so was Duke. It was back to watching other guys have what Darren never would… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    Lexi didn’t send many messages that night. In fact, she didn’t send any until Darren started messaging her, asking her if everything was alright. “Yeah, why?” Lexi asked. She sent no sexy photos and no flirty messages. When Darren asked how her day was, she said, “Just another day at the office.” 
 
    “Anything interesting happen?” 
 
    “Only if you think filing documents is interesting,” she replied.  
 
    Darren felt defeated. The past couple of weeks had been the best of his life—which was sad, seeing as he had spent the better half of the past couple of weeks pretending to be someone he wasn’t. It was the closest he would ever come to Lexi, and it was probably the closest he would ever come to being with a beautiful woman.  
 
    On Monday, Lexi and the new guy were chatting a lot. Every break, they were in the break room, telling stories, telling jokes. Darren hated to see a man sweep her off her feet with so much ease. He was so confident—and of course he was. He had every reason in the world to be confident. It took Darren two years to build up the confidence to properly say hello in passing. He simply couldn’t compete with the new guy. 
 
    But he found himself wondering if the new guy was possibly a blessing. Maybe the new guy could help Lexi forget about Duke, and then Darren could figure out a way to get the new guy out of the picture, leaving only Darren. It seemed like a good plan—Lexi was already starting to drop Duke. She asked Duke again that Monday if he could meet up finally, and Darren had to say, “I just can’t right now.” 
 
    “Are you married? Am I just some online affair you’re having?” Lexi asked. 
 
    “No, I’m single,” Darren said. And he said no more. He wanted Lexi to lose interest. And it was working.  
 
    Though it hurt his heart when she wrote: “I like our conversations. I wish we could have them in real life.” 
 
    “What if I was disfigured—and the photos on my profile were from before my accident?” Darren asked. 
 
    “Accident? Are you okay?”  
 
    “It’s a hypothetical question.”  
 
    “I don’t know how to answer it. I want to say that I wouldn’t care, but who knows how I would really feel in person. That’s the most honest answer I can give you. I really hope you weren’t in an accident.”  
 
    “There was no accident,” Darren said. “There were lots of mistakes, but no accidents.”  
 
    “I just want to meet you.” 
 
    “Soon,” Darren said.  
 
    Lexi and the new guy went out for drinks again the next day. Darren’s heart stammered down into his gut. They were becoming closer and closer—though Darren was still the one that she had lunch with. In fact, the new guy asked her if she wanted to go out for lunch, and Darren overheard her saying, “I’m actually getting lunch with Darren.”  
 
    “Okay, no problem,” the new guy said. 
 
    Darren’s heart pounded with excitement. He hadn’t even asked her out for lunch—their little lunch date was just assumed after a couple weeks of getting lunch together. But it wasn’t much of a lunch date. Darren knew he had fallen into the friend zone. At the café that day, Lexi even told Darren about Duke. “I’ve been talking to this guy online, but he doesn’t want to meet with me.”  
 
    “Maybe he’s not who he says he is,” Darren said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    Darren shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe his pictures are ten years old. Or maybe he’s using someone else’s photos.”  
 
    “You think he’s a catfish?”  
 
    “Would that make you hate him?” Darren asked. And Lexi stared into Darren’s eyes with a curious look. She took a moment before shrugging her shoulders. “I have no idea,” she said.  
 
    “I mean—if you met him, and he was a different guy, but he said all the same things and made all the same jokes, and you had all the same conversations—would you care?”  
 
    “Of course I would care—then he would have lied to me.”  
 
    “Would you care enough to drop him?”  
 
    And Lexi didn’t have an answer, which gave Darren a warm glimmer of hope. But that glimmer was short-lived. As soon as they were back at the office, Lexi had her eyes set on the hunk of a new guy. He was wearing nothing but a tight white tank top—all of the girls in the office were staring at him. Darren overheard him saying that he spilled some of his lunch on his shirt and he didn’t have a spare with him. But Darren was pretty sure he was just looking for an excuse to show his muscles off around the office.  
 
    That night, Darren received a Tinder message from Lexi. “Your pictures—are they really of you?” she asked. Apparently their conversation at lunch had resonated with her.  
 
    Darren was slow to respond. His immediate instinct was to lie and say yes, to protect their little fantasy relationship. But he knew if there was ever a chance of a real relationship, he had to be honest. But he couldn’t force himself to do it—he couldn’t will himself to send the word ‘no’ to her phone. So he lied. “Of course they are,” he said. “Why?”  
 
    “I don’t know. I guess I’m just paranoid,” Lexi said.  
 
    “Are your photos actually of you?” Darren asked. 
 
    She sent back a laughing emoji. “I send you photos of me all the time—if it wasn’t me, where could I have gotten so many photos of one person?”  
 
    Darren squirmed. He hated lying to her. It made him feel sick and uncomfortable.  
 
    “Now that I think of it, you’ve never sent me a photo of yourself—above the waist, I mean,” she wrote. “Maybe you could send one now, to put my mind at ease.”  
 
    Now Darren was really squirming. He wanted to throw his phone against the wall and never think about it again. He wanted to go back in time and kill Duke. Duke was the biggest mistake he’d ever made. “The camera on my phone broke last night. I dropped it down the stairs,” Darren wrote.  
 
    “That’s a shame,” Lexi said after a long silence. Darren could tell that she wasn’t buying the story. He put his phone away for the night and he found himself staring at his bedroom ceiling. He was starting to face reality: his fling with Lexi was coming to an end.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XI 
 
    Darren woke up the next morning with a clear head: he knew what he had to do if he was going to have a shot at Lexi—though he wasn’t proud of the plan. It involved breaking her heart, but he knew that she was a strong girl and she would recover.  
 
    First, he had to delete Duke from existence. It wasn’t easy pressing that ‘delete account’ button that morning. Once the account was gone, he would have no way of conversing deeply with Lexi—and it would be the end of the sexy photos. But it had to be done. Duke wasn’t real so he needed to be removed from the picture. Darren bit down hard on his tongue as he willed himself to press that button. 
 
    And he really pressed it. The account was gone. All of the messages were gone. Soon, Lexi would log onto her Tinder app and see that she wasn’t able to chat with Duke anymore.  
 
    Darren found himself regretting his decision after just a few minutes, but the damage had been done and the Tinder account couldn’t be reactivated. Darren started thinking about creating a new account for Duke, flicking through thousands and thousands of profiles, just to find Lexi again. He could tell her that a friend took his phone and deleted the account as a joke. They could laugh it off and carry on their conversations as if they’d never ended.  
 
    But Darren knew that would take hours—maybe even days or weeks. There were millions of people using Tinder—the chances of him finding her were slim. And deep down inside, he knew that deleting Duke was for the best if he was going to have a shot at Lexi.  
 
    The second part of his plan was harder than the first. He needed to get the new guy away from Lexi, and he needed to keep her away from Lexi. He knew just how to do it, but he knew it was cruel. Still, the next day at work, he found himself looking over at the new guy’s desk, waiting for him to get up to grab a coffee from the break room. Darren just needed to get him while he was alone—just a few minutes.  
 
    But the new guy only seemed to get up when he wanted to talk to Lexi. He was timing his breaks with Lexi’s breaks, and he even followed her off to lunch. Darren watched them during lunch, from across the café. The new guy had his arm over Lexi’s shoulder and he was talking quietly to her. She looked sad—and it kind of looked like he was consoling her. Was she upset about Duke’s suddenly vanishing?  
 
    Darren decided to wait a few days—but he knew he couldn’t wait long. He knew that if he gave the new guy long enough, he would become too attached to Lexi, and there would be no splitting them apart. But he needed to give Lexi enough time to get over Duke, so that Darren wouldn’t just be a rebound.  
 
    So it was a few days before Darren finally got up and cornered the new guy while he was pouring himself a coffee. “Hey,” Darren said, startling the new guy. He nearly spilled hot coffee on his hands. 
 
    “Hey, sorry—I didn’t see you there,” the new guy said.  
 
    “I just wanted to tell you that I think you’re a really good person,” Darren said. 
 
    The new guy smiled. “Oh, thank you. I mean—I do my best, I guess.”  
 
    “Yeah, well I’m impressed. I don’t think I could get involved with someone like that… Not that I discriminate. But I guess it’s just a matter of preference,” Darren said. His heart was pounding. He hadn’t even broken the news yet and his gut was already churning with regret.  
 
    “What do you mean?” asked the new guy. 
 
    “Lexi—you guys are a thing, right?”  
 
    He laughed and his cheeks turned red. “I don’t know if we’re a thing. We’re just friends, though I’m thinking of taking it further. You guys are friends, right? Got any tips for me?”  
 
    “I should be the one asking for tips from you. I wish I could see past that.” 
 
    “See past what?” asked the new guy. 
 
    “Her being a man and all,” Darren said. And then he pretended to be shocked by the new guy’s suddenly pale face. “Wait—did you not know? Oh, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said anything. I assumed she told you. Oh God, now I feel horrible. I’m sorry—that was none of my business. Please don’t tell her that I told you. She should be the one to tell you. I just thought you knew.”  
 
    “You’re fucking with me, right?” he asked. 
 
    “Like I said, it’s none of my business.” Darren turned around to leave, but the new guy grabbed his arm to stop him. 
 
    “What do you mean, she’s a man?” 
 
    “Sorry—that’s not politically correct. She used to be a man. But like I said—none of my business. Please pretend like I didn’t tell you that. I really feel awful. Poor girl—it’s probably so hard for her to tell people.”  
 
    The new guy was speechless now, and that’s the way Darren left him. But Darren didn’t feel happy or even hopeful, even though another part of his plan had successfully been carried out. He didn’t want to get Lexi like this. He didn’t want to manipulate his way into her life. If she was happy with the new guy, who was he to put an end to their relationship? It really wasn’t his business, but still, he stood there and delivered the news without hesitating.  
 
    Darren slouched into his office chair and found himself staring blankly at the screen. His heart hurt. He tried to convince himself that he wasn’t such a bad person, but it wasn’t easy. Though he did find some consolation in the thought that Duke was never real and should have been deleted a long time ago—and the new guy was going to find out that Lexi had a cock sooner or later. Why not now? Wasn’t Darren doing her a favour by telling him before he got too involved?  
 
    Even with this justification, Darren still felt sick to his stomach. He looked over at Lexi, who was looking sad at her desk, and he decided that he was going to leave her alone from now on.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XII 
 
    It was that night that Darren found himself on Tinder, on his own profile. He was going through profiles, swiping left and right. He had a new strategy for finding a partner. This strategy involved blocking the person’s image with a piece of paper, and only swiping left or right based on the person’s profile.  
 
    Surprisingly, this strategy worked. After an hour of going through profile after profile, Darren had a few matches, and a few messages. He was pleasantly surprised to see that the girls messaging him were cute and they seemed nice enough. They didn’t log off after Darren sent a single message. Some of them really wanted to chat with him, and they seemed happy to be chatting.  
 
    Maybe Darren wasn’t so hopeless after all. Maybe he had learned a thing or two during his time as Duke.  
 
    One of the girls wanted to meet up with Darren for a date that night, so Darren went along. He felt strangely calm as he walked up to their meeting place: a hip bar in the industrial part of town. He even felt calm as he approached Cindy, his date. Her face lit up when she saw him. “Are you Darren?” she asked. 
 
    “That’s me. You must be Cindy.” 
 
    “You’re so much more handsome than in your photos. My God, man—you really need new photos!”  
 
    Darren found himself blushing. He had been putting in a bit more effort into his appearance. He’d gone to the gym a few times, and he certainly felt a bit healthier. He was happy to hear that it was showing.  
 
    Cindy was a nice enough girl—though her interests were not in line with Darren’s. She was into craft beer and electronic music. She worked as a nurse, and she didn’t have many topics of conversation that weren’t hospital-related.  
 
    At the end of the night, they parted ways without a kiss—but they were mutually happy. No one said it aloud, but there was an agreement to just be friends. The next evening, Darren found himself back on Tinder, swiping through profiles, still with the images covered.  
 
    After about twenty minutes, he came across a profile that stuck out to him in a big way. She sounded perfect—she liked all the same things as Darren. And the way her biography was worded, she sounded so gentle and so kind. Darren couldn’t swipe right fast enough.  
 
    It was only a minute later when his phone buzzed with a match. His heart leapt up near his throat as he hoped it was the girl with the sweet biography—and it was her, and she’d sent him a message. 
 
    So he peeled the paper off of his screen, so he could see what this mystery girl looked like. And then his heart fizzled down into his gut when he saw that he’d matched with Lexi.  
 
    “What are you doing on here?” she asked.  
 
    It took Darren a minute to gather the courage to respond. “The real question is, what are you doing on here?”  
 
    “Looking for love in all the wrong places,” she said.  
 
    “I hear that,” Darren said. He had to sit down. His heart was pounding too fast and his legs were trembling too hard.  
 
    “You wouldn’t believe how many dick pics I get in an hour,” she said, with a little laughing emoji.  
 
    “Well don’t worry, you won’t get one from me,” Darren said. He felt warmth rush into his cheeks. They started chatting, as if they were together at that sandwich café. “So why are you on here and not with that charming new guy from the office?” Darren asked as his heart skipped a beat.  
 
    “He got weird on me yesterday. I don’t know what happened. But he wasn’t really my type anyway. He was way too obsessed with the gym and his ‘bros’.”  
 
    And then Darren wrote, “I have to confess something to you… Actually, a few things.”  
 
    “Go for it,” she wrote. 
 
    And Darren told her everything. He told her about Duke and then he told her about what he told the new guy. “If I could go back in time and take it all back, I would. I’m really sorry.”  
 
    He didn’t get a reply back. He thought about sending her a message, asking if she’d gotten the big confession, but he knew that she’d gotten it—and he wasn’t sure he wanted to know how she felt. 
 
    But unfortunately, they only worked a few cubicles apart.  
 
    Naturally, Darren didn’t get much sleep that night. He found himself tossing and turning and regretting everything. He knew he was a bad person, and now he was going to be treated like a bad person. He was responsible for breaking the sweetest girl’s heart. He was a menace to society.  
 
    He got up early the next morning and found himself looking through job postings. He knew work was going to be torture, sitting a few dozen feet from the girl he’d deceived and stalked and tormented. So the sooner he could get a new job, the better.  
 
    He got into work early and he made sure to slouch into his office chair, so no one would see him over the short cubicle walls. When people started arriving for work, he sunk lower and he kept his gaze on his computer screen.  
 
    He recognized the sound of Lexi’s heels as she entered the office. He sunk down as low as he possibly could. He even closed his eyes and prayed for the moment to pass as quickly as possible. Her clicking heels stopped behind him, and his heart stopped with them. He took a deep breath, ready for the confrontation—ready to be reamed out in front of the whole office.  
 
    She tapped on his shoulder. He peeled his eyes open and turned around slowly. She was staring at him. “Aren’t you going to say hi?” she said. 
 
    “Hi,” he said with a turning in his gut.  
 
    “You say hi to me every morning,” she said.  
 
    Darren forced a smile. “I said hi this morning,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah, after I made you,” she said. She was grinning. She walked over to her desk and took a seat. And Darren wasn’t entirely sure what had just happened. Was she teasing him? Was she mad at him? It certainly seemed like she was being playful—but why would she be playful with him after everything he did?  
 
    Darren didn’t get much work done that morning. He was relieved when lunch came around, because he could finally slip away and get forty-five minutes away from Lexi. But the relief was short-lived. It was only ten minutes into Darren’s lunch break when his phone buzzed. He had a Tinder message from Lexi, on his real Tinder account (the only one he had left). “Where are you?” she asked.  
 
    “Where am I?” Darren asked back, not sure what to say. He didn’t want to admit that he was eating lunch in an empty boardroom on a different floor. 
 
    “Why aren’t you having a sandwich with me?” she asked. 
 
    Darren wasn’t sure what to do. Lexi was acting strangely nice, and she was strangely calm about the whole ordeal. Was she setting Darren up for some sort of public humiliation?  
 
    He slowly made his way down to the sandwich shop. His hands were trembling and the back of his neck was sweaty. If it was a public humiliation, then he knew he deserved it. And maybe being humiliated would make him feel better about what he’d done to her.  
 
    She had a table by the window. She waved him over as soon as he entered. She had a smile on her face. “Enough—I can’t take this anymore,” Darren said before he even sat down. People around were all staring at him now. Lexi’s eyes were wide. “Just get it over with,” he said. “Tell me how much you hate me. Tell me how horrible I am. Tell everyone. I can take it. I already know it.”  
 
    But Lexi was silent. She even cracked a grin. “What are you on about?” she asked. 
 
    “I lied to you, and I’m sorry about that—I don’t know how to say it so you’ll believe me.”  
 
    She started laughing. “You think I’m mad at you?” 
 
    “Aren’t you?” he asked. 
 
    “No—I’ve never been happier,” she said. Darren looked around awkwardly and then took a seat at the table.  
 
    “Why?” he said. 
 
    “Because now I have you, and you really want me,” she said, blushing slightly. “I’m not mad—I’m flattered. You did so much just to be with me. You really don’t care about who I used to be—and that makes me so happy. I’ve never had that before. Every guy before you has either run away or gotten weird when they found out about my… secret. Some guys become creepily obsessed, and some guys go through weird existential crises. But you—you wanted me before and you want me now. And you’re real.” She was smiling big now.  
 
    “So you don’t care that I lied to you?” Darren asked. 
 
    “Care? Sure—But am I mad? No. I had some time to think about it. I want to give this a try. I want to be with you.”  
 
    She leaned over the small table and kissed him on the lips. He had to pinch his arm to make sure he wasn’t dreaming—and he wasn’t. This was really happening. Lexi really wanted to be with him. 
 
    The rest of the workday went by in an instant. Darren didn’t get much work done, and neither did Lexi. They spent the whole rest of the day staring at one another with stars glowing in their eyes. As soon as five o’clock hit, they were gone—skipping the bar, skipping the restaurants. They were going to spend the night together—just the two of them.  
 
    They ordered Chinese food to Lexi’s apartment, and then they watched a couple movies on Netflix. Darren was nervous; he knew where the night was going. He knew sex was on the dessert menu, and he hadn’t forgotten about her big cock. He was nervous, but strangely excited. It was uncharted territory that he was looking forward to exploring.  
 
    They were halfway through the third movie of the night when Lexi’s hand slipped down the front of Darren’s pants. She massaged his cock for a few seconds, and then they kissed. All of Darren’s anxieties fluttered away in an instant. He let her stick her tongue into his mouth, and then he started exploring her soft, curvy, and a little bit boyish body with his hands. He squeezed her small tits and then he squeezed her firm ass. His heart rate increased as his fingers travelled closer and closer to her cock.  
 
    “Don’t be shy,” she said. 
 
    “I’m not shy—just excited,” he said. And it was true. He didn’t feel shy or nervous. He wanted to grab that cock and stroke it. He wanted to suck it and rub it against his body until she unloaded cum all over him. He couldn’t get to it quickly enough.  
 
    When his fingers finally slipped up her skirt and wrapped around her cock, his heart rate soared. It felt so good—so warm and so satisfying. He clenched it tightly an stroked it slowly. She moaned, making his heart skip a beat. He looked into her eyes and knew that she was perfect—everything he ever wanted, cock included.  
 
    “I’m a virgin,” she whispered.  
 
    “I’ll be gentle,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t be gentle,” she said. “I want it hard.”  
 
    Darren couldn’t help but smile. He lifted up her skirt and he pulled her panties down quickly. Then he pressed the tip of his cock up to her tight hole— 
 
    Then he watched as her eyes widened as he sunk deep into her tush. Her smile grew bigger and bigger—he was a lot bigger than her little black vibrator.  
 
    “Holy shit,” she muttered. “Fuck me—please fuck me,” she said.  
 
    And she didn’t have to ask twice. He started pounding her little tush, and she started moaning. And Darren knew that as long as he had Lexi, he would be happy.  
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    OPEN WIDE 
 
    Frank is an emergency room nurse at a busy hospital. It’s a good gig: he gets to treat lots of beautiful women on a regular basis. Though sadly, the women are always more interested in the doctors than in Frank. 
 
    But one evening, a stunning brunette named Erin comes into the hospital. She’s flirty, cute, and funny—and she’s got her sights set on Frank. And Frank isn’t about to miss his chance to get a taste of what the doctors get on a regular basis—except Erin’s got something between her legs that the other girls don’t have.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    The ladies love doctors. Sometimes Frank wondered if girls got themselves injured on purpose, just so they could visit the hospital and meet a doctor—and there was no question that it was true for some women.  
 
    During Frank’s first week on the job, a young woman came in with heart attack symptoms. Her blood pressure and heart rate all seemed fine, so no one was worried—until she started having strange convulsions just as the doctor was about to leave the room. The doctor ran over to her and tried to figure out what was happening—he’d never seen anything like it before.  
 
    Everyone scrambled, worried she was having a deadly seizure—though it didn’t look like a seizure to Frank. If anything, she looked like she was suddenly possessed, like she belonged in The Exorcist.  
 
     The doctor pulled down her apron, exposing her large fake tits. He felt her chest, feeling for her heart. It was hard for Frank not to stare at the woman’s firm bolt-on tits. They look absurd, but they were still somehow terribly mesmerizing.  
 
    The doctor sent Frank to prepare an IV while he continued his attempt to calm the woman down. By the time Frank was back with everything he needed for the drip, the woman was fine. She had a big smile on her face with heavy lethargic eyes. “Thank you so much, doctor. I don’t know what I would have done without you,” she said, staring into his eyes. Her tits were still out. Frank hopped in to cover her up.   
 
    “Does that kind of thing happen a lot?” the doctor asked.  
 
    “No, it’s never happened. Are you sure I’m not having a heart attack?” she asked. There was something off about the way she spoke, as if she was auditioning for a role on a soap opera.  
 
    “Everything is fine. But I think we should probably keep you here overnight, to keep an eye on you. We’ll check up on you every couple of hours.”  
 
    “Will you be here to check on me?” she asked. 
 
    “No, but Frank or one of the other nurses will be,” the doctor said. “And if anything happens, Doctor Cindy Chung will be here to help you. She’s one of the best. But I’m done for the night. It was nice meeting you.”  
 
    The woman with the fake tits looked devastated as the handsome doctor left the room. She looked over at Frank with a pale look. She looked him up and down, as if she was trying to decide whether or not her was worth her time. Frank realized he was missing a piece of the IV drip he’d been ordered to administer. He went to get it, and when he came back, the woman was gone. She decided not to stay the night at the hospital.  
 
    And later that night, Frank overheard the senior nurses talking about the strange patient. “She was just another doctor poacher,” one nurse said. 
 
    “What’s that?”  Frank asked. 
 
    “Oh, you’ll see,” the senior nurse said.  
 
    And Frank did see. It seemed like there was a new woman being administered every week who was more interested in meeting the doctor than having her problems solved. Sometimes women would come in with injuries that seemed strangely self-inflicted. Were women hurting themselves just so they could meet doctors?  
 
    Frank had been working at the hospital for two years when he witnessed his first successful doctor poacher. She came in complaining about a pain in her stomach. The doctor ordered a few tests, so Frank administered the tests. And while he was taking her blood, he couldn’t help but notice how stunning the woman was. She looked like a model—and she was a model. While Frank was on his break, he noticed a magazine in the hospital waiting room with her picture on the cover.  
 
    The tests all came back normal, but the woman continued to complain. So the doctor had a close look at her. Frank saw that the woman was staring into the doctor’s eyes, and he was staring into her eyes. “Nurse, do you mind checking on the other patients?” So Frank went to check on his other patients. When he came back, the door was locked. He put his ear to the door and heard thumping—the doctor was giving it to the beautiful patient, and he was giving it to her hard.  
 
    And Frank knew that they were fucking because he was the one who had to clean up after the girl left for the night. There was cum on the bed sheet, as well as a large wet spot—probably her squirting. When Frank saw the doctor again that night, he couldn’t help but wonder what the appeal of doctors was to women. This particular doctor wasn’t amazingly handsome. He wasn’t very fit and his hairline was receding. Sure, he made more money than Frank—but was that it? Were these women just gold-diggers? And if the model was a gold-digger, why did Frank never see or hear from her again? Why did she leave as soon as she got a good fucking? Were doctors secretly amazing in bed?  
 
    Beautiful patients occasionally came into the hospital, but they were never interested in Frank. There was one particularly stunning blonde with short bangs and a cute ski-jump nose who came in one evening. She thought she broke her ankle, but it was just a bad sprain. Frank couldn’t help but notice her oaky perfume as he was wrapping her ankle. He looked up at her and she looked down at him. For a moment they made eye contact, and for a moment it seemed like Frank had a chance. Maybe this would be Frank’s future wife. Maybe he was seeing the love of his life for the first time… 
 
    Doctor Hudgins came into the room and stole the beautiful patient’s attention. She looked at him with glowing eyes and parted lips, as if he was a movie star. He only stuck around for a minute, but the beautiful blonde continued to stare at the doorway as soon as he was gone, as if she was waiting for him to come back. “You’re all done,” Frank said. “You can go home.”  
 
    And the beauty didn’t say much as she got up and hobbled out of the hospital.  
 
    It was clear to Frank: women don’t want nurses—they want doctors. And any doctor is better than any nurse—even the old, chubby, short doctors with thinning hair.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was a cool December evening—only a few days before Christmas Eve—when an ambulance brought a young woman to the hospital. She was assigned to Frank’s wing, though Frank was on his break when she was admitted. He came up to her room after they’d already stripped her down and gotten her into a baby blue gown.  
 
    One nurse was in the process of applying stitches to a gash on her arm. Another nurse was getting the IV drip ready. The young woman had bruising around her eye, and she was either asleep or unconscious. “What happened?” Frank asked. 
 
    “Before she nodded off, she said she fell down the stairs—but I’ve never seen stairs cut a person like this,” said the doctor who was looking over her chart. “That was done by a knife, if you ask me. I think she was beaten up.”  
 
    “Is she stable?” Frank asked.  
 
    “Yeah—just roughed up,” said the doctor. “She’s out from the pain meds—she might be out for the night. Once she’s stitched up, she’s all yours. When she wakes up, try to convince her to talk to the cops.” He put the chart down and then left, disappearing off to wherever doctors disappear off to for hours at a time.  
 
    The other two emergency nurses finished their duties and Frank found himself alone in the small room with that young bruised up woman. He stood over her and looked down at her body. She looked so peaceful in her drug-induced slumber—yet so sad at the same time. Someone had really done a number on her. Maybe she had fallen down the stairs, after she was beaten up and slashed by some lunatic.  
 
    Frank pulled a blanket over her body and then he went to check on the few other patients he had for the night.  
 
    The hospital was relatively empty that night. It was a Thursday night—notoriously the slowest nights. No one goes to the hospital on a Thursday unless they think they’re dying. It was only 10:00 PM and all of Frank’s patients were asleep, so Frank decided to get half an hour of sleep himself. He slipped into one of the empty rooms and he drifted off with an alarm set on his phone. But his alarm didn’t go off—or if it did, it didn’t wake him up. And no one came to wake him up. When he finally woke up, it was 2:30 AM. As soon as he saw the time on his phone, he sprung up. He’d taken sneaky little naps before, but never for more than half an hour—never mind four and a half hours. 
 
    He hurried back towards his post, which was desolate. The other nurses must have been taking their breaks. So he went to check on his patients, and thankfully they were all still asleep—except for one. The young battered woman was gone from her bed. Frank’s heart started pounding as he looked around. He zipped over to the bathroom, but the bathroom was empty. He anxiously walked around trying to locate her, but she appeared to be gone.  
 
    Frank found himself back in her room, looking at her chart. She hadn’t been discharged. No one had even checked on her since 10:00 PM—and why would anyone check on her? That was Frank’s job.  
 
    When Frank’s supervisor returned from her break, she asked, “How are your patients?”  
 
    And Frank panicked. He didn’t want his supervisor to know that he’d spent half of his shift asleep. So he faked a smile and nodded his head. “Good—they’re all fine.”  
 
    His supervisor stared at him for a moment with a peculiar look on her face. Then she looked down at her computer screen and nodded her head. “That’s good. Slow night tonight.”  
 
    “Very slow,” Frank said.  
 
    The IV stand was missing from the young woman’s room, which made Frank think that she was still in the hospital—or she’d escaped with the IV stand. So Frank was on the lookout for either a young woman with a black eye, or an abandoned IV stand. He found neither. “Shit,” he muttered.  
 
    In a couple of hours the sun would be up and the doctor would be making his rounds. Frank could survive a stern talking to from his supervisor, but he wasn’t looking forward to facing the doctor.  
 
    Frank’s heart started pounding as he continued his search. What if the girl was kidnapped? What if the guy who beat her up came back for her? What if he wanted her dead before she woke up and talked to the police?  
 
    Frank made his way to the hospital basement, where the cafeteria was. He ran in with the last of his hope, hoping to see her sitting at one of the lonely tables. But she wasn’t there. So Frank took a seat and he pressed his face against the cold, cheap hospital table. “Shit,” he muttered again. It was official: he’d lost a high-risk patient. He would probably be seeing her face on the news in a few hours: young woman found dead after nurse takes extra-long nap. Maybe her body was somewhere in that hospital, stuffed into some custodian closet. Maybe the IV stand was in there with her—maybe that’s what the guy used to kill her.  
 
    Someone tapped on Frank’s shoulder. “Everything alright?” a female voice asked.  
 
    “Just having one of those nights,” Frank said. He turned and looked back and then he felt his heart soar high up in his chest, pounding against his ribcage. It was her—the battered woman was standing behind him, holding her IV stand at her side.  
 
    “You and me both,” she said.  
 
    “Where have you been?” Frank asked, springing to his feet.  
 
    “Me?” she asked. “I’ve been exploring. Why?”  
 
    “You’re supposed to be in bed, resting and recovering. You got beat up pretty good,” Frank said.  
 
    And then he watched as the young woman’s cheeks turned red. “I fell down the stairs,” she said with a strangely defensive tone. 
 
    “Right, well you should be in bed regardless. You’ve got a series of nasty fractures and abrasions and bruises and swelling. It’s only going to take longer to heal if you’re up and walking around.”  
 
    “But I woke up and there was nothing to do. It’s so boring here,” she said, tilting her head back in an adolescent sort of way.  
 
    “It’s not supposed to be fun here. You’re here to heal. And the sooner you heal, the sooner you can go home and have fun,” Frank said. And then the woman—as if she hadn’t heard a word Frank had just said—took the seat across from Frank. She smiled and looked into Frank’s eyes.  
 
    “Are you a doctor or a nurse?” she asked.  
 
    Frank looked around. The cafeteria still wasn’t open for the night and there was no one around. He thought about lying and saying that he was a doctor, just so he could experience that special attention doctors seemed to get from beautiful young women. But he couldn’t bring himself to do it. “I’m a nurse,” he said.  
 
    “Do you like being a nurse?” she asked. “Or was your dream to be a doctor?”  
 
    “I like being a nurse just fine,” Frank said. 
 
    “You didn’t answer the question.”  
 
    “I did answer it. You asked if I liked being a nurse.”  
 
    “I asked if your dream was to be a doctor.”  
 
    Frank forced a smile. He shook his head. “I like being a nurse. If I wanted to be a doctor, I would have gone to medical school and I would have become a doctor. Now let’s get you back to your room. My supervisor will kill me if she sees us down here.”  
 
    “Are you not allowed dating your patients?” the woman asked with a smirk. 
 
    Now it was Frank’s cheeks turning a dark shade of warm crimson. He forced a smile. “I’m not allowed to let patients wander around the hospital while they’re recovering with serious injuries.”  
 
    “My injuries aren’t that serious, are they?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I haven’t looked at your chart,” Frank said. “Now c’mon—let’s get you back to your room.”  
 
    Frank walked around the table and helped the young woman up to her feet. She had large bruises on her legs and she still had heavy pain medication surging through her system, so standing up probably wasn’t the easiest task. “What’s your name?” she asked. 
 
    “Frank.” 
 
    “I’m Erin.” 
 
    “Hi Erin,” Frank said. 
 
    “You’re very strong, Frank.” She put her hand on his bicep and then she felt up and down his arm. 
 
    “I think we might have put too much morphine into your drip,” Frank said. “C’mon.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Erin fell asleep within minutes of being placed back on her hospital bed. Thankfully, Frank’s supervisor wasn’t around when Frank led Erin back to her room. Frank had dodged a massive bullet. He wouldn’t be taking long naps at work anymore.  
 
    It was 5:00 AM when Frank came in to check on Erin again. She was still asleep, looking peaceful despite her black eye and bruised arms. Frank looked down at her for a moment, noticing for the first time how pretty she was. Her skin was perfectly smooth and youthful. Her hair was long and it looked soft. She had thick, full lips—possibly with some help from fillers. But her eyelashes were her best feature: they were long and dark and real.  
 
    She stirred while Frank was leaning over her, making Frank jump back. His heart skipped a beat. But she wasn’t awake, just repositioning herself.  
 
    She was cute—definitely Frank’s type, but definitely out of Frank’s league. She would probably end up falling for one of the doctors in the morning, and Frank would become the invisible nurse he was so used to being.  
 
    Before leaving her room he decided to check her chart. He wanted to see how old she was—and he wasn’t surprised to see that she was only twenty-one. Though he was surprised to see that the nurse who originally filled out the chart had checked the box next to ‘male’ instead of ‘female’. So Frank scribbled out the originally checkmark and he made the correction. “Erin Brooks,” he said quietly to himself. He liked the sound of the name. He could picture himself saying the name to his parents one day. ‘My girlfriend’s name is Erin—Erin Brooks.’ The name sounded a little bit professional and a little bit cute.  
 
    Frank put the chart back. He emerged from Erin’s room to see the nurse who would be taking over for the day. Frank’s shift was coming to an end. “How did everything go to night?” the morning nurse asked.  
 
    “Everything went fine,” Frank said. He had never been a good liar. His body would always become tense and his voice would raise a few semi-tones.  
 
    The other nurse nodded with a smile. “Good,” she said. “Anything I should be aware of?”  
 
    “Nope,” Frank said. “The patient in this room here says she fell down the stairs, but the doctor thinks she was beaten up—but I wouldn’t press her too hard.”  
 
    “She’s probably defending some scummy boyfriend,” the nurse said—and Frank hadn’t even considered the possibility until that moment. That was probably exactly what she was doing. She was probably dating some stud who roughed her up a bit after she was caught looking at another guy. That was probably her type: assholes. Beautiful women are always attracted to major assholes, for whatever reason.  
 
    “Yeah, that’s probably it,” Frank said, feeling strangely jealous and unfortunately disappointed.  
 
    So Frank went home, though he wasn’t as tired as he usually was after a long twelve-hour shift—probably because he’d already slept nearly five hours that night. So instead of going to sleep, he found himself on his computer, looking up all of the different Erin Brooks in his city. It was only ten minutes of searching before he found the girl from the hospital.  
 
    Her profile was set to be mostly private, only showing her main profile picture and a bit of information concerning where she was born, where she grew up, and where she went to school. Frank could see that she only had a few dozen friends, which seemed strange for a girl of twenty-one. Usually young people (women especially) had hundreds, if not thousands of friends on Facebook. He tried searching for her on Twitter and Instagram, but she didn’t seem to have either—or if she did, she wasn’t using her real name.  
 
    After forty minutes of searching around on the Internet, Frank pulled himself away. He knew he was being a creep. He had no business looking her up. Not to mention it was pointless. Like the other nurse said: she was probably in a relationship with some abusive loser. If Frank wasn’t careful, he was going to get her beaten up all over again. That was the last thing he wanted.  
 
    But it was hard to get the image of Erin out from his head. Even with her black eye, she was surprisingly cute. Was she the hottest girl who had ever come through the hospital? Maybe not. Was she in the top ten? Probably… But there was something appealing about her—something that wasn’t just her looks. She seemed kind and spunky. She seemed like she would be a lot of fun to hang out with. And it helped that she was beautiful. It helped that she had big stunning eyes and amazingly long, dark eyelashes.  
 
    Frank found himself wondering what would have happened had he told Erin that he was a doctor. Would she have gotten that glow in her eyes that girls seemed to get when doctors walked into the room? Could Frank have gotten into her panties? With Frank’s luck, she probably would have found out he was lying and reported him to the hospital administrator.  
 
    Even Frank’s dreams weren’t safe from Erin. He ended up dreaming that she was in the bed with him—still hooked up to her IV, still with her black eye—but she was naked. In his dream, Frank sunk down and sucked on her nipples while she fingered herself. She ended up squirting and making a mess of his bed, but he didn’t mind. She begged to suck his cock, so he let her, and in his dream she got him off quickly: bobbing her head, sucking, and slurping with her tongue. She knew her way around a cock as if she had a cock of her own.  
 
    And when Frank woke up, he was shocked to see that he’d had a wet dream: the first wet dream he’d had in almost fifteen years. In fact, he was pretty sure that Erin was the first sexy dream he’d had since he started working at the hospital.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    The hospital was busy, which wasn’t unusual for a Friday evening. Frank scrubbed up quickly and then he went to his supervisor to find out where she needed him. “Same wing as last night,” she said. “But first, I need you down in emergency. They’re overwhelmed down there.”  
 
    So Frank made his way down to emergency and found himself dealing with the usual nonsense: paranoid people who thought their colds were cancer, old people who thought their coughs were pneumonia, young kids with broken wrists, and men who swore that they accidentally sat on the cucumbers that were now stuck in their assholes.  
 
    Frank performed at least three anal extractions every week—it was his least favourite part of the job. He once pulled a broken pool cue out of a man’s anus—nearly an entire foot of pool cue. It took over an hour just to pull all the little splinters out. He had nightmares about it for weeks.  
 
    That night, he was pleasantly surprised to find out his anal extraction was a woman. She’d lost her dildo up her ass. Apparently her dog barked and startled her while she was fooling around. “Don’t worry. We’ll get it out,” Frank said.  
 
    They prepared the room for the extraction. Frank placed the woman’s legs into the stirrups and then he raised her bed up. “This is so embarrassing,” the woman said.  
 
    “It’s not embarrassing,” Frank said. “It happens all the time.” Though he didn’t say that it was almost always men and not women.  
 
    One of the nurses spread her butt cheeks wide while Frank got the unfortunate duty of reaching in to pull the dildo out. He had to get his fingers two inches in before he could feel it and get a grip on it. He was shocked when he felt that it was vibrating. “Um, is there a way to turn this off before I pull it out?” he asked. 
 
    The woman’s face was dark red. “No,” she said. “It’s pressure activated.”  
 
    “I see,” Frank said. There were many red faces in the room. The woman was petite and cute—she didn’t seem at all like the type to be sticking dildos into her asshole. She had a childish kind of face and lots of freckles. “I think I’ve got it. I’m going to slowly pull it out.”  
 
    Frank was shocked by how thick the vibrator was. It was nearly two inches in diameter—not exactly the most gentle toy he’d ever extracted from an anus before. He started pulling it out. He had to move slowly, as the dildo was ribbed and her anus was already red and irritated. It didn’t help that the dildo was ribbed. He had to pull it out in increments, and it seemed like her butthole was trying to suck it back in, as if she didn’t actually want it out.  
 
    Frank didn’t even have half of the dildo out when he noticed a slight moan slip out from his patient. “Is everything okay?” he asked. 
 
    “Mhm,” she said with her lips pressed thin and her eyes closed. 
 
    Frank kept pulling. She moaned again. Her legs trembled and then she let out a long whimper. “Oh God,” she said. And while Frank was pulling the dildo out, the woman squirted a bout of warm fluid out from her pussy, onto Frank’s fingers. Frank pretended not to notice, but it was hard when the woman moaned, “Fucking hell!” and squirted again.  
 
    Frank finally pulled the toy out and he placed it down on a metal tray. He took a look into her gaping asshole, to make sure there was no damage that needed attention. Aside from some redness, she looked fine. “Are you okay?” Frank asked. 
 
    The woman nodded. “I’m so sorry,” she said. Her face was as red as a face can get. “Did I squirt on you?”  
 
    “A little bit,” Frank said.  
 
    “I’m so embarrassed,” she said. 
 
    “Don’t be. It happens more than you would think,” Frank said. But it had never happened before—he was just being nice.  
 
    Frank took a few minutes to wash his hands, and then he found himself seeing another peculiar patient: a prostitute who was experiencing an intense burning sensation in her pussy. She claimed she wasn’t a prostitute, but she came in wearing fishnets, a leather skirt, and a lime green crop top (and no bra). Frank stood next to the doctor while he spread her pussy lips and took a look inside. “We’ll have to swab to check for infections,” he said. Frank was given the task of swabbing.  
 
    Frank was very careful not to touch any part of her with anything but the tips of his rubber-clad fingers and the cotton swap. Her pussy seemed clean, but it was slightly agape, as if she’d recently had sex. Shockingly, the swab came back clean. She had no infections—not even common herpes. “It still burns,” she said to the doctor.  
 
    So the doctor ordered a vaginal cleaning, in case there was something dangerous stuck inside. And of course Frank was stuck with the cleaning duty. A special device was used to hold her snatch open, and then Frank went in with the special swab on the end of two fingers. He rubbed the inside of her pussy, and for the second time in one night, he made a woman moan. Her thighs closed in on Frank’s body. “Do I need to get the stirrups?” Frank asked. 
 
    “No—I’m sorry. It just—it just feels really good, whatever you’re doing.”  
 
    “I’m just scrubbing to make sure there are no foreign bodies in your—uh—vagina,” he said. He kept scrubbing and she kept squirming. And for the second time that night, a woman squirted on Frank. Frank was shocked an hour later when a man came into the hospital looking for her. Apparently he was her husband, and apparently she really wasn’t a prostitute. She just had a questionable fashion sense. It was shortly after she left that one of her tests came back—there was residue from a latex condom in her pussy. She was apparently allergic to latex, which she didn’t know because she supposedly very rarely had sex.  
 
    When Frank returned to his supervisor to find out his next task, he shouldn’t have been surprised when it was another anal extraction. This time a woman had lost a Sharpie up her ass. And it wasn’t quite as easy to get out as the vibrator. It was an especially awkward job as the woman’s husband was standing next to Frank the whole time, watching Frank carefully as if he didn’t trust him. It took quite a bit of digging and squirming to find the Sharpie, but luckily Frank didn’t get squirted on this time.  
 
    “I’ve had my fingers up enough assholes today,” Frank said to his supervisor before receiving his fourth task of the night.  
 
    “In that case, I want you at your wing, watching the overnight patients. You may have to drain a few catheters and change a few bedpans.”  
 
    “As long as my fingers don’t have to go up any more assholes,” Frank said. He went up to his wing, which was pleasantly quiet compared to the emergency room, even though there was an old Asian woman moaning in one of the rooms with what was apparently just constipation.  
 
    Frank started by going room to room, introducing himself to the nightly patients. There were only four: a woman with a fractured hip, a very gay man who swallowed a used condom (they wanted to keep him under supervision until the condom passed through the other end), a man recovering from a small heart attack, and Erin.  
 
    Frank was shocked to see that Erin was still there. Her face lit up when she saw Frank standing in the doorway. “It’s my favourite nurse,” she said with a big smile.  
 
    “Why are you still here?” he asked.  
 
    “Apparently there’s some internal damage or something, and now I have to stay for at least a few nights—that’s what they said. I’m probably dying and they just don’t want to tell me.”  
 
    Frank picked up her chart and looked at the updates since he’d last looked. Apparently they were about to discharge her and then she coughed up some blood. They ran a few tests and saw that there was some damage to one of her lungs, and some damage to a few other organs. “Those stairs really messed you up, huh?” Frank said. 
 
    And her cheeks became rosy. “Yeah, I guess they did,” she said. “And they could apparently tell that I’d been out of bed. I got an earful this morning from the doctor. I don’t think he likes me.”  
 
    “He just wants you to get better,” Frank said. He put the chart back and found himself staring at the beautiful brunette. He was happy to see her, and happy that he was going to be seeing her for the next few days—even though he knew he had no chance with her. Sometimes it was nice to have a fantasy. Sometimes a little fantasy was enough to make the days less tedious.  
 
    “I’m not even allowed to get up to use the bathroom,” she said. 
 
    “I saw that on your chart. So get comfortable. If you’ve got an iPad or a laptop at home, ask a friend to bring it for you.”  
 
    “Oh my God, I would kill to have my iPad. But I don’t really have any friends,” she said. 
 
    “What about family members?” Frank asked. 
 
    “No one in town,” she said.  
 
    Frank was tempted to ask about the few dozen friends she had on her Facebook account, but he resisted the urge; the last thing he wanted to do was reveal that he’d been creeping her online from his house. “You don’t know anyone who can bring you your iPad?”  
 
    “I don’t live far away—just five blocks. Maybe I can go get it and no one will notice,” she said, trying to sit up. Frank leapt in and put his hand on her collarbone, stopping her from raising any further. There was already a doctor who probably had a grudge with Frank for letting her wander around the previous night. He couldn’t let her go off again.  
 
    “I’m on my break in ten minutes. Where do you live? Maybe I can grab it for you.”  
 
    “Oh no, I couldn’t ask you to do that,” she said.  
 
    “I’d sooner grab it then have you sneak off to grab it. Seriously—I don’t mind.”  
 
    She hesitated but then she gave him her address and told her to reach into her shorts pocket to grab her house key. Her shorts were in her bag with the rest of the clothes she came into the hospital wearing, the previous night. As Frank reached for the shorts, his hand brushed a tinge of red lace: her panties. They were tiny panties—more like a thong. His heart skipped a beat and he found himself imagining her in the tiny red panties. “Find them?” Erin asked. 
 
    “Yeah, they’re here,” Frank said, pulling the keys out. He had the address written down on a little piece of paper. “I’ll grab your iPad. Anything else?” he asked.  
 
    “A charging cable. Everything should be in my bedroom.”  
 
    So for Frank’s dinner break, he found himself walking down the street towards Erin’s house. He was breaking so many hospital rules, but he knew it was for the best. He knew that Erin would try to sneak away when he wasn’t looking, and she would end up doing more damage to her already battered body. He couldn’t let that happen—so what was the harm in running over to her house to grab an iPad?  
 
    Her place was small and rundown. The front lawn was overgrown and the door looked like it was about to fall off. Frank was careful opening it. He didn’t want to be the one to make it fall off. He tried three keys before he found the one that worked, and then he found himself inside of Erin’s house.  
 
    There were only a few rooms in the house, so finding her bedroom wasn’t hard at all. It was a bit of a mess—clothes on the floor and an unmade bed—but Frank had seen worse. At least it didn’t smell, and there wasn’t any old food lying around. Frank searched around for the iPad. It wasn’t so easy to find. He checked on the dresser and on the nightstand, and then he checked under the bed. He found the charger plugged into the wall, but the charger was pointless without the iPad.  
 
    While he was searching through drawers, he found a picture of a guy: probably the boyfriend. He was a short, thin guy with a gentle face. He didn’t look like the kind of guy to put a woman in the hospital. Maybe he was the guy she was seeing behind the abusive boyfriend’s back—or maybe he was her brother. He looked very similar upon closer inspection.  
 
    In fact, Frank couldn’t find any evidence of any boyfriend in the house. He found himself looking in other rooms for the iPad, and to see if she was single. There were no photos of any guys, except for the one of her maybe-brother in the dresser. There were no flowers and no love notes. Frank found some photos, but they were all of scenery or selfies of Erin. She looked cute in the selfies.  
 
    In Erin’s closet, Frank found some sexy lingerie. There was a black satin slip hanging with a white cotton tail, and under it was a pair of bunny ears: a Playboy model costume. Frank’s heart leapt at the sight of the sexy outfit, and he couldn’t help but imagine the sexy brunette in the little outfit. He also found a red lace one-piece in the closet, which teased his imagination.  
 
    But he wasn’t there to obsess over a pretty patient. He was there to find an iPad—and he managed to find the iPad a few minutes later, under the covers of her bed. Before he left her house, he decided to look around in the iPad. He went straight to photos and found tons of selfies—taken wearing different outfits. Apparently Erin was a bit of a fashionista. There were thousands of photos, and she looked amazingly cute in all of them. And Frank didn’t have to scroll far before he found the photos of Erin in the Playboy bunny outfit.  
 
    She looked good, with dark red lipstick and her big shining eyes. She stood with her hip out to the side and her head tilted with sass. Her tits looked perky and perfect. The image was enough to get Frank hard. 
 
    He flicked through more photos, desperately hoping for nudes. He felt like a complete creep, but he couldn’t help himself. She would never find out and this was his only chance. He found a single topless photo. Erin’s breasts were big and perky—almost appearing fake. Her nipples were erect and she had a big shy grin on her face, even though she appeared to be alone in her bedroom. But if she was taking topless shots, surely she was sending them to someone. Surely she wasn’t just taking them for her own enjoyment… But who were the photos for?  
 
    Frank felt even more uncomfortable with himself as he checked Erin’s messages. There were no messages sent to any boys recently, and there were no messages that sounded even remotely romantic. After he finished snooping her messages, he saw her Tinder app. It was currently open, which meant she must have been using it recently. It wasn’t hidden in any folder—it was out in the open. If she were in a relationship, why would she have the Tinder app? Maybe she was single. Maybe she was available. Maybe Frank did have a chance with her… 
 
    He stuck the iPad into a plastic bag, along with the charger. And then he made sure everything was how he left it before heading back towards the hospital. He couldn’t fight the smile from his face. Seeing Erin’s natural habitat gave him a strange sense of hope—it made her seem like a real woman, and not just an impossibly beautiful model that happened to be stuck in a hospital bed.  
 
    “It took a few minutes to find,” Frank said, handing the iPad to Erin.  
 
    “Sorry—my house is a mess. It’s usually much cleaner, but I’ve been so sick the past few weeks. I only started feeling better yesterday.”  
 
    “Sick? How so?” Frank asked.  
 
    Then her skin turned strangely pale, as if she hadn’t meant to admit that she’d been sick. “Just a cold,” she said, but Frank could tell that there was more to that story. His first instinct was that she’d gotten some sort of STD from some guy on Tinder. But he tried to push that possibility out of his head. He had a nice image of Erin in his mind and he didn’t want to ruin it.  
 
    “Well, if you need anything else, just let me know. I’ll be making rounds all night,” Frank said. He started towards the door. 
 
    “Wait,” she said. He looked back at her. Her face was dark red. She bit her bottom lip. “I, uh, don’t want to make you do this, but if I really can’t get up, then…” She stared down at her lap.  
 
    “What is it?” Frank asked.  
 
    “I need my bedpan changed. I peed while you were gone. I tried to hold it, but I just couldn’t hold it anymore. I’d been holding it for twelve hours already—and they told me to drink lots of water.”  
 
    Frank laughed. “I don’t mind. I’ve changed thousands of bedpans before—don’t worry.” He walked over. Her face was white like a bed sheet. She stared into his eyes, and then she looked away. It wasn’t unusual for people—women especially—to be embarrassed about their bedpans. She’d probably gone poop—women hate admitting that they went poop.  
 
    Frank lifted up her hospital gown and saw what she was so embarrassed over: it wasn’t anything that had come out from her body—it was her big, thick cock. Frank paused a moment. So the chart wasn’t wrong—she really was a male biologically.  
 
    Frank took the bedpan and he changed it out, without saying anything. He didn’t know what to say. His head was spinning. He’d spent the past twelve hours fawning over a biological male—not just fawning, but also snooping around her house, admiring her lingerie, looking at sexy private photos on her iPad. He had no idea he’d been looking at a man the whole time.  
 
    He picked up her chart. “What are you doing?” she asked, breaking her own silence. 
 
    “Just marking the time of the bedpan change,” he said. He marked the time and then he saw that scribbled out checkmark next to ‘male’. He looked at Erin and then back at the chart. And then he scribbled out the checkmark next to ‘female’ and put a new one next to male. He casually slipped the chart back into its slot and then he smiled at Erin and left to check on his other patients. Erin didn’t say anything else as Frank slipped away—she was probably too embarrassed.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    For the rest of that night, Frank tried to minimize his contact with Erin, because whenever he was around her, he found himself clamming up and feeling terribly awkward. It wouldn’t have been so bad had he not snooped around her house or gotten a massive erection while looking at her topless photo on her iPad. And it wouldn’t have been so awkward if the image of Erin in the Playboy bunny outfit weren’t still lingering in the front of his mind.  
 
    It was around midnight when he was asked to get a new set of blood samples from Erin. She was sleeping when he went into her room. He had to wake her up. “Sorry,” he said when she looked into his eyes. 
 
    “It’s fine. Just get it over with,” she said. 
 
    So he pulled up the sleeve of her hospital gown and then he cleaned the surface of her arm where he would extract the blood. Her skin was soft, like a woman’s—which seemed unusual. He’d taken thousands of blood samples before, and he’d felt the skin of thousands of people. He’d even taken blood from a few transgenders in his two years working at the hospital. But even the transgenders never had skin as soft as Erin’s. And the other transgenders certainly weren’t anywhere near as convincing as Erin. In fact, Frank found himself staring at Erin while she was looking away from the needle. 
 
    He was trying to see if she had a noticeable Adam’s apple, or if there was some five o’clock shadow starting to sprout after thirty hours stuck in a hospital. But her face was just as smooth as the underside of her arm. She’d probably been taking hormones for quite some time—maybe she’d even had procedures done to remove body hair completely… 
 
    “Get what you need?” she asked. 
 
    “I just need one more vial,” Frank said. He looked down at her body. She was so small and fragile-looking. She looked so harmless and so feminine. She was more feminine than the girl with the vibrator stuck in her asshole—even she had broad shoulders for her size. But Erin didn’t have broad shoulders, which was more impressive than her lack of an Adam’s apple.  
 
    “Why are you staring at me?” Erin asked. 
 
    And then Frank looked away swiftly. “I was just making sure you were okay,” he said.  
 
    “I’ve had blood taken before,” she said.  
 
    “Right.” Frank felt warmth burning in his cheeks. He forced a smile and he stepped away from Erin. He quickly labelled his vials and he got out of her room before the awkwardness became too overwhelming.  
 
    When he returned an hour later to check on her, she was asleep.  
 
    The guy who swallowed the condom had successfully passed the condom, so he’d been sent home. The man who’d had the small heart attack had been sent home with a prescription for his blood pressure. And the girl with the fractured hip had been transferred to another floor. So Erin was now Frank’s only patient.  
 
    Frank went and sat out behind his supervisor’s desk. He put his legs up on a free chair and he took a deep breath. It had been a hectic night, but it was almost over. All Frank wanted to do was get home and take a long shower—soap his hands a dozen times until he could forget about all of the asshole’s he’d been inside that day.  
 
    He felt a wave of relief when his supervisor returned from her break and sent him home early. He hurried home and went straight into the shower. He let the hot water stream down his body for nearly forty minutes. He nearly fell asleep standing up a few times, but he didn’t want to get out of the shower until he was as clean as humanly possible. And maybe it wasn’t the assholes he was trying to wash away—maybe it was Erin’s secret manhood. Maybe he felt dirty because he’d snuck around a tranny’s house and admired her lingerie and he’d touched her red lacy panties. 
 
    But that image refused to leave his mind: the image he saw on her iPad, and the image he’d created in his mind. He could see her perfectly: her smooth, soft naked body with her long, curved erection. Why did that image refuse to leave his mind? And why was that image so arousing?  
 
    Frank was certain that he wasn’t gay. He’d never felt anything for any man ever. In fact, sometimes when he had to deal with a male patient, he struggled. Performing anal extractions on females wasn’t so bad—but when he had to stick his rubber-clad fingers into a guy’s butthole… The thought alone was enough to make Frank gag.  
 
    But now, as he stood in the warm shower, surrounded by plumes of steam, he couldn’t shake that image from his mind, and he couldn’t stop his own cock from becoming erect. It stood tall and throbbed, as if it was calling out to him. He resisted at first, but his resistance didn’t last long. He caved and reached down to jerk himself off. At first he tried to think of other girls: old high school crushes, nurses that worked at the hospital with him, actresses he knew from TV… But it was the image of Erin that insisted on plaguing his mind—and she brought her big, hard cock with her.  
 
    It didn’t take Frank long to get off. He sprayed his shower wall with heavy globs of white cum. His legs trembled and he let out a long, elated groan. He wasn’t proud of himself, but at least the confusing feels left his body along with that warm white load. At least he was now free from the transgendered images in his mind—though that freedom wouldn’t last long. They came back to him in his dreams.  
 
    He had one particularly vivid dream in which his supervisor ordered him to jerk Erin off. He told his supervisor that he wouldn’t do it, and then she told him that his job was on the line, so he found himself on his knees before Erin’s hospital bed. He reached under her hospital gown and he wrapped his fingers around her girth. And after a minute of stroking, he stuck his head under that gown and he started sucking. Her strong thighs closed in on his head and he was stuck there when she started to unload her cum. Frank gagged but he liked it—he liked the warm feeling and he liked the taste. He even swallowed. He slipped out from under her hospital gown and then he crawled on top of her. They kissed. She tasted her own cum off of his lips. Frank knew he was kissing a biological male, but he didn’t seem to care—and he couldn’t seem to stop himself.  
 
    And then he woke up, springing up in his bed, glad that it was all just a dream, but terrified that it didn’t seem more like a nightmare.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Frank was dreading work that Saturday. Not only were Saturdays terribly busy—mostly with people who didn’t have real emergencies, just minor problems that they didn’t have time to have checked out during the week—but Frank knew he would have to see Erin again.  
 
    But thankfully she wasn’t there when he arrived for work. A glimmer of warm hope filled his body when he considered the possibility that she’d been released early or transferred to someone else’s wing. But he also felt strangely sad, as if he was missing out on something that he’d been looking forward to—even though he’d been dreading their confrontation. It was probably just a residual emotion from when he still thought that she was a woman—he’d gotten himself very excited while he was in her home, snooping around through her things.  
 
    Frank was tempted to ask his supervisor if Erin had been released, but he wasn’t sure how to ask without making her think that he was interested in Erin; that was the last thing he wanted. It took him a few minutes before he figured out the right way to ask. “Any returning patients today?” he asked casually. 
 
    “Just one,” his supervisor said. 
 
    And once again, he was too afraid to prod any further and raise suspicion. But he didn’t need to prod any further. He was called to another floor to help with a CT scan. So he made his way to the elevator and he pushed past a crowd of patients to get onto the first one. At least three different people coughed on him as he went by—but that was something he was used to. In the two years he’d been working at the hospital, he’d developed a powerful immune system—no amount of coughing could get him sick.  
 
    It was a stuffed elevator. There were very few people in that elevator that actually needed to be at the hospital. Saturdays notoriously attracted hypochondriacs—people who had a scratchy throat and they assumed that meant throat cancer. The Saturday crowd was also especially timid. Whenever someone so much as cleared their throat, they would all jump and cower, as if that person had the power to spread the AIDS virus by coughing.  
 
    Frank made his way towards the CT scan room. He walked in and then he froze two steps into the doorway when he saw Erin, in her hospital gown, getting ready to be sent through the CT scan machine. She looked at him for a brief second and then looked away quickly.  
 
    But Frank couldn’t figure out why Erin was so embarrassed around Frank. Was it the way he reacted when he discovered her cock? Or was she like that around everyone who knew her secret? If so, then what was her plan when she decided to become a transgender? Did she just hope that no one would ever find out?  
 
    “The machine’s motor is broken,” the CT scan operator said. “So I’m going to need you to push her in slowly for me while I watch the screen in the other room.”  
 
    That damned CT scan had been broken for months. Frank had wasted many hours in that small room, pushing patients through that small donut-shaped hole. It wouldn’t have been so bad if each patient didn’t take so long. One patient had to be pushed through a dozen times (and each time takes a good ten minutes) because she wouldn’t stop squirming; she was claustrophobic, and the donut hole was literally her worst nightmare.  
 
    “Just say when,” Frank said.  
 
    So the operator went into his little operator’s room and then his voice came through a speaker on the ceiling. “Okay, Ms. Brooks. You can move your eyes and you can speak, but you can’t move anything else, okay? Otherwise we’ll have to restart the whole scan.”  
 
    She nodded her head. “Got it,” she said. She looked at Frank for a moment, and now Frank was the one to look away quickly. He became suddenly flustered—as if she could tell that he’d masturbated to the thought of her just twelve hours before. But of course she couldn’t tell that—such a proposition was preposterous.  
 
    “Okay, Frank. Go ahead and start pushing her,” said the operator. He didn’t need to tell Frank how quickly to push because he’d already told him a dozen times over the past couple of months. Frank started to slowly push Erin through the machine. It was a heavy machine; he had to lean over Erin in order to make it move. It was almost impossible not to look at Erin—and the longer he avoided eye contact, the more awkward he was making the rest of his night. So he finally caved and looked down at her.  
 
    She was looking up at him, still too embarrassed to speak.  
 
    “So,” Frank said awkwardly. “Get a good sleep last night?” 
 
    “It was okay,” Erin said.  
 
    “Okay, stop there for a moment,” the operator said through the speaker in the ceiling. So Frank stopped pushing. But he kept his hands on the rolling bed’s handles.  
 
    “Yeah, those hospital beds aren’t the most comfortable beds in the world,” Frank said. 
 
    “I survived. Just a few more days—hopefully less than that,” Erin said. 
 
    And then the awkward silence returned. Erin looked away from Frank and Frank looked away from Erin. Frank couldn’t help but notice that Erin’s crotch was currently under the CT scan’s scanners. The operator was probably staring at a detailed image of her long member.  
 
    “I wish they would let me move around. I was told this morning that I wasn’t even allowed to flip myself over—apparently I need help if I want to roll onto my side,” Erin said, her eyes pointed at a random spot on the ceiling. 
 
    “It’s for the best,” Frank said. His eyes were on the floor.  
 
    “Okay, push her a little bit further. I’ll tell you when to stop. Okay, keep going, keep going… And stop,” said the operator. Now the operator was looking at her abdomen, where some of the internal damage apparently was. Now, Erin was looking at Frank again. “Do you hate me?” she asked. 
 
    “Hate you? Why would I hate you?” Frank asked. He looked into her eyes and saw that she really wasn’t kidding.  
 
    She stared at him with a blank look on her face. “I don’t know. You just got weird on me.”  
 
    “I didn’t get weird,” Frank said.  
 
    “You’re being weird right now.” 
 
    “I’m not being weird right now.” 
 
    “Yes you are,” she said. And then a silence took over the room. Frank knew that she was right—he did become awkward when he found out she had a cock. But why did she want him to admit it so badly? Why did she want him to acknowledge that she had a dick instead of a pussy? And why did he have to be okay with that? Was he not free to feel however he wanted to feel? “Just admit that you think I’m a weirdo,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t think you’re a weirdo. I just…” He didn’t finish that thought because he had no idea where that thought was going. But he certainly regretted starting that thought. 
 
    “You just what?” she asked, staring directly into his eyes.  
 
    His heart stammered. “I don’t know what I was going to say,” he said. 
 
    “Yes you do,” she said.  
 
    “I really don’t.” 
 
    “You just think it’s weird that I’ve got a dick and not a pussy,” she said.  
 
    Frank felt a rush of warmth fill his face. He tried not to squirm as he held the handles of the CT machine. The last thing he wanted was to have to restart the entire test because he accidentally nudged the machine a touch. “I don’t think that’s weird,” Frank said.  
 
    “Why not? It is weird—it’s obviously weird.”  
 
    “Okay, so maybe it’s a bit weird. So what?” Frank said.  
 
    “Okay, push the bed a little bit further. I’ll tell you when to stop. Keep going… Okay, stop,” said the CT scan operator.  
 
    There was another silence in the room. “I just wanted to make sure that I knew why you were being weird,” she said, and then that silence remained in the room for the rest of the CT scan. Luckily, they didn’t have to restart. The operator got everything he needed after fifteen minutes, and Frank was sent back to his wing, to meet his new patients for the night.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Frank went from room to room, introducing himself to his nightly patients. He was happy to see that almost every room was occupied, so he wouldn’t have to awkwardly linger around Erin’s room all night. He would always have an excuse to leave her room as quickly as possible.  
 
    It was the young woman in room four who caught his attention. She was a petite blonde with long braids and tits that were way too big for her small body. She looked like she belonged stuffed into a dirndl, holding two large glass mugs full of frothy beer.  
 
    “My name’s Linda Lou—You can call me Lindy,” she said, before Frank had a chance to say anything. “I’m from Tennessee—not too far from Dolly Parton’s house, in case you’re interested.” It was hard for Frank to get a word in. The girl loved to talk—she probably loved hearing her own voice. Frank was surprised to see on her chart that she was being monitored after a complicated breast reduction surgery. He looked over the chart at her large rack. These were smaller? How big were they before?  
 
    “I’m Frank. I’ll be your nurse for the night,” Frank said. And before he could say anymore, Linda Lou started telling him about a cookie recipe that she’d been meaning to try out. And it wasn’t long after that when she started talking about sports. “Do you like football? A handsome man like you—I bet you like football. Am I wrong?”  
 
    “I don’t really have time to watch,” Frank said.  
 
    “Well you’ve got to make time—for your own sanity. You can’t just go around working all the time.”  
 
    Linda Lou had a big mouth, but she was cute—and she was the perfect distraction from Erin. If Frank wanted to pull his mind away from the thought of Erin’s long, smooth cock, all he had to do was walk into Linda Lou’s room and she would give him five-hundred different topics to think about—though none of it was terribly profound. She liked to talk about her hometown, her favourite football team, and what she planned on cooking for dinner over the next few weeks. But any distraction was a good distraction.  
 
    But Linda Lou couldn’t distract Frank from his newly assigned task. “I need you to sponge the girl in room two,” said Frank’s supervisor. And the girl in room two was Erin. The hospital had a policy: every patient needs to be bathed once every fifty-two hours, and a nurse needs to perform the bathing if the patient is unable to do so by themselves.  
 
    Frank’s heart was pounding, even though he’d bathed hundreds, if not thousands of patients before Erin—male and female. But even when he first started working at the hospital and he was assigned his first patient, his heart never pounded like it was pounding now. He took a deep breath as he gathered the sponge, soap, and bowl from the supply closet. His legs started trembling as he filled the bowl with warm water. And then he became lightheaded as he stepped into Erin’s room, closing the curtain behind him. 
 
    “What’s all that?” Erin said, looking up from her iPad.  
 
    “Hospital policy,” Frank said. His voice cracked slightly. “Every three days, patients need to be bathed.”  
 
    “Can’t I refuse?” she said.  
 
    Frank stood quietly near the door for a moment. “I don’t know. No one’s ever refused before.” 
 
    “Would you get into trouble if I refused?” she asked. 
 
    Frank shrugged his shoulders. He thought about it: Would he get into trouble? His supervisor probably wouldn’t be thrilled to hear that she refused. She wasn’t smelly or anything, but she was potentially going to be stuck in that bed for another few days—so it was only downhill from here. Frank was half-hoping that she would refuse the bath, and he was slightly disappointed when she didn’t refuse as he started to walk towards her. He cleared his throat and said, “It will only take a few minutes.”  
 
    He placed the bowl down on the table next to her. “Do you mind if I, uh, take off your gown?”  
 
    “I guess you have to do what you have to do,” she said.  
 
    Frank’s hands were trembling as he gently pulled back Erin’s hospital gown. As soon as her bare chest was visible, his heart began to stammer and stutter. He could feel beads of cold sweat tickling the back of his neck. He pulled the gown down further, pulling it over her crotch, slowly revealing her long, flaccid cock. He tried not to look at it, but it was always there, teasing his peripheral vision.  
 
    He grabbed the sponge and got it soaked with warm, soapy water. He squeezed it out and then he held up one of Erin’s arms—he was taught to always start with the arms, move to the torso, and then the crotch. The idea was to start with something harmless and then get the private areas out of the way quickly so the patient didn’t feel too humiliated for too long. But Frank didn’t follow the protocol. Once he was done her arms, he found himself gently wiping her face, and then her stomach. He looked at her perky tits—he could do the tits… They looked like real breasts, so it didn’t seem too terribly awkward.  
 
    He ran the sponge over her rack. He watched as her breasts gently wobbled in place. Her nipples were tall and hard. Frank squirmed. He didn’t want to spend too long with her breasts, but he didn’t want to finish too quickly and make her think that he was uncomfortable, even though it was terribly obvious on his face, and he knew it.  
 
    But he couldn’t believe her breasts. They didn’t feel fake. They were soft and bouncy like real breasts, and there were no visible scars… Was it possible that the breasts developed from the use of hormone replacement therapy?  
 
    “I think my tits are clean,” she said after a moment. And Frank snapped back to reality. He’d zoned out while rubbing her soft chest. He quickly pulled his hands away and he dipped the sponge back into the bowl.  
 
    “Sorry—I guess I didn’t get a lot of sleep last night,” he said with dark red cheeks. He squeezed the sponge and brought it back to her legs. He gently lifted her legs up while he ran the sponge up and down. As he came up her thighs, his fingers came awfully close to her cock, which was hanging down perfectly between her thighs. It was a big cock—especially big considering she was a woman. Frank bit down on the edge of his tongue as he tried not to look at it—but it was so close now. How could he not look at it? What else was he supposed to look at?  
 
    “Almost done,” he said. 
 
    There was only her cock left. He knew he just had to get it over with, but he was strangely terrified—though he wasn’t sure why he was so terrified. He’d cleaned many cocks before and he’d successfully managed to feel nothing, as if he was cleaning any other part of the person’s body. But somehow this felt different. “This will just take one second,” he said. 
 
    He slipped a hand underneath her package and he gently lifted it up so that he could run his soapy sponge around her junk. Her cock was warm and he could feel it throbbing. It was protocol not to use the sponge on the actual penis, as the sponge is a bit irritating to most people. It was standard to squirt some soap into the hand and clean the phallus manually, so that’s what Frank did. With a handful of soap and warm water, he began to massage the feminine cock. He could still feel it throbbing—and he couldn’t help but notice that it had gotten bigger and harder.  
 
    But he wasn’t done. He still needed to get the soap off. So he scooped another handful of warm water and he did a second tour around the cock, running his fingers under her ball sack and down her shaft. And she was harder again. Now her cock was beginning to direct itself upwards, towards her abdomen. She was becoming erect from Frank’s cleaning.  
 
    And she wasn’t the only one. Frank could feel his own cock pressing tightly against the thin fabric of his cotton underwear. Massaging the cock felt strangely arousing. His heart was pounding and now he felt himself full of terror and confusion: he was enjoying the process, which was exactly what he was afraid of.  
 
    “Okay, all done,” he said, pulling his hand away.  
 
    Erin’s face was dark red. She was almost certainly humiliated, seeing as she’d just gotten an erection in front of her nurse. Her lips parted slightly and then she finally pushed the words out. “Are you sure? It still feels a bit dirty.”  
 
    Frank cleared his throat and he looked down at the impeccably clean cock. “Maybe it could use a once over,” he said, his heart stammering and coughing. So he scooped up a bit more warm soapy water and he grabbed her cock again, this time holding a bit more firmly as he ran his fingers up and down her shaft. He watched as he pulled back her foreskin. He could see her veins pulsing, filling her cock with as much blood as it could hold. She was rock-hard now, and she probably wasn’t too far away from coming.  
 
    “The tip feels especially dirty,” she said. So Frank moved his grip towards her tip. He jerked and massaged while her tip became redder and redder.  
 
    “Is that helping?” he asked. 
 
    “I think so,” she said, and then she let out a soft moan. Her cock was huge, standing tall, nine inches in the air. Frank couldn’t pull his gaze away from the mesmerizing sight: his hand massaging the tip of her impressive fleshy tower. Her tip was amazingly smooth and bulbous. He loved the way it shined, glistening with a mixture of warm water and pre-cum. “I think you’re almost done,” she said with a tense voice. So Frank massaged faster. He used his free hand to stroke her shaft—mostly just so he could feel her warm, throbbing veins again.  
 
    Erin was looking into Frank’s eyes. So Frank looked into her eyes, and then he couldn’t look away. She was stunning. Her eyes were sparkling and beautiful. She looked so cute with her red cheeks. 
 
    “My ass is still a bit dirty, too,” she said. So Frank took a hand and brought it down. He pressed two fingers into her butthole while he continued to massage her shaft. “Oh God,” he groaned. She finally closed her eyes and tilted her head back. Her whole body became tense and she started to squirm all over. “You’re so close,” she said.  
 
    Frank’s jaw was trembling. He couldn’t believe what he was doing. He was fingering a tranny while pumping her cock. But why? Why couldn’t he stop himself? How did he get roped into doing it?  
 
    He pressed his fingers far into her ass, until he could feel her prostate (he knew where it was thanks to far too many anal exams). He massaged it gently. He knew it didn’t take much. A couple of seconds later, Erin was moaning loudly. Both of her knees rose up and her feet extended while her toes attempted to clutch the hospital bed sheets. “Holy fuck!” she groaned.  
 
    And then Frank watched as white streamers blasted into the air. They came down hard, splatting on her abdomen and chest. She squirmed and groaned and clutched at Frank while her seemingly endless cumshot carried on. And Frank couldn’t look away. He was entranced—mesmerized—hypnotized. She was beautiful—even more beautiful with her hard erection towering tall and blasting cum into the air like an upright cannon. It was almost a shame when it was over and Frank had to slip his fingers out from Erin’s asshole.  
 
    He used a handful of paper towel to clean the cum off of her body, and then he used the sponge to make her clean again. And she was silent, still revelling in the lingering euphoria of her orgasm. She took a deep breath. “I feel much cleaner now,” she said with a red-cheeked grin.  
 
    “Good,’ Frank said. “If you ever feel dirty again, just—uh—remember that I technically have to give you a sponge bath whenever you request one.”  
 
    Her smile grew a little bit bigger. “Noted,” she said.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    It was around 3:00 AM when Frank came into Erin’s room and found that she was awake and on her iPad. “What are you doing? You should be resting,” he said.  
 
    She looked up from her iPad and said, “I can’t sleep.”  
 
    “Why not?”  
 
    “I’ve never been able to sleep on my back. I’m a stomach-sleeper. I know they say that’s not good for your back or whatever…”  
 
    “It’s really not,” Frank said. 
 
    “Well, that’s the way that I am, I guess. Would it complicate my internal damage or whatever if I rolled onto my stomach?” she asked. 
 
    Frank stood silently for a moment. He picked up her chart to see what the doctors found with their CT scan. Apparently the only worrisome damage was to one of her lungs—and Frank could see no reason why laying on her stomach would hurt her lung any further. “Maybe for a few hours—but I’ll flip you back over before the doctors come in in the morning.”  
 
    She smiled—a smile that made Frank smile. He walked over to her, pulled her blanket back, and gently slipped his hands under her body. “Okay, so I need you to very gently push yourself onto your side. Don’t strain. If anything hurts, just stop right away, okay?” She got herself up on her side and then Frank guided her down onto her stomach. “How does that feel?” 
 
    “It feels fine. Though I feel very hot. Do you think you could pull back the blanket?” she asked. So Frank pulled the blanket back, exposing her bare back. “A little more?” He pulled it back further, exposing her lower back.  
 
    “Just another two feet or so,” she said. 
 
    “Then you’ll be naked,” he said. 
 
    “Is that not okay?” she asked. “Just for a couple of minutes, until I cool off.” 
 
    So Frank pulled the blanket down to her knees, exposing her perky, round bum. “Is that better?” he asked, looking down at her soft bottom. He found himself looking back at the room’s curtain door constantly, worried his supervisor was going to randomly pop her head in—not something she did often, but something that happened from time to time.  
 
    “It’s much better. But I was wondering if maybe you could check on something while you’re here,” she said.  
 
    Frank looked back at that curtain again. “Sure—what is it?” he asked. 
 
    “I thought I felt a slight tingling and I was wondering if you could feel to make sure everything is normal.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not a doctor,” Frank said. “I’m just a nurse.” 
 
    “I don’t need a doctor. You’ll do just fine. Do you think you could help me?”  
 
    Frank knew it was bait. He knew she was trying to seduce him—and it was working. He found himself trying to think of reasons not to let her seduce him. Of course there was the chance of getting caught—but did the benefits outweigh the risks? Was the pleasure worth the risk? He looked back at that curtain again. “Where is the tingling?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s in my bum. You might need something longer than a finger to feel for it though.” Frank caught on fast. He knew she wanted him to fuck her in the ass with his cock—and it was awfully tempting. But if he was caught fucking a patient on bed rest, he would probably lose his job. And there was only a curtain between him and his supervisor. He was already lucky enough that his supervisor didn’t overhear the handjob he gave Erin earlier. If she started screaming while he cock was deep in her ass, he was done—no one would ever hire him again.  
 
    “At least spread my cheeks to see if you can see anything unusual,” she said. So Frank gently reached down and grabbed both of her butt cheeks. He pulled them apart and found himself looking down at her perfect puckering hole. “Maybe you can feel it around the rim. It’s definitely tingling.”  
 
    Frank took a deep breath in, but the breath was staggered as he was trembling. He reached down with a single fingertip and touched her rubbery asshole. He gently circled his finger around it. “Do you feel it? The tingling?” she asked. 
 
    He could feel a tingling in his own body, down between his legs. His poor cock was constantly getting hard around her, but never getting off. He wanted to get off. He wanted to unload inside of her perfect body. And he was starting to forget what he had to worry about. He gently pressed his fingertip into her asshole.  
 
    She moaned gently. “That feels nice, but if you’re going to feel the real tingling, you’ll need something a lot bigger.”  
 
    And once again, Frank looked back at the curtain door. The hospital was silent. Everyone was asleep, except for Frank’s supervisor. If he was fast, there would be a small chance of being caught—but he had to be fast. And if he was going to be fast, then he needed to get started.  
 
    So he quickly untied the string of his scrub bottoms and he let them fall to the floor. He gently got up onto Erin’s hospital bed. It creaked under their combined weight. He found himself fondling her ass cheeks, spreading them, staring down that magnificent hole. From his vantage point now, she was a female—there was nothing suggesting that she was a male—no sign of her cock or even the implied bulge of her Adam’s apple.  
 
    Frank looked down at his own cock, which was hard and throbbing. He pointed it down and nestled his tip between her cheeks. She swayed her bum slightly, teasing him, making him want it even more. And he really wanted it. He had to have that juicy ass. He had to fill her with his hot load—and he wasn’t going to last long.  
 
    There was a bottle of medical lubricant in a drawer next to Erin’s bed. Frank grabbed it and squirted a healthy glob between her cheeks. She flinched. “It’s cold,” she said. 
 
    “Sorry,” Frank said. It wouldn’t be cold for long. It was already heating up from the combined heat of Frank’s cock and Erin’s tush. Frank mashed the lubricant up and down her crack using his cock, and then he started to press the lubricant into her hole.  
 
    She clenched the bed sheets with both hands as Frank pressed in. His veins throbbed against her anal walls, and her anal walls puckered against his cock. It felt nice—so incredibly satisfying. He sunk deeper and deeper, watching as his cock disappeared into her anus. “Oh shit,” he muttered. He felt too good—it shouldn’t have felt so good. His cock was in a biological male’s anus—it was supposed to feel wrong and uncomfortable. He wanted to be grossed out. He wanted to gag. But he’d never been more turned on in his life. 
 
    He started to thrust gently, pulling his cock up and then plunging it down. It was only a dozen thrusts or so before he was pushing all of his cock inside of her, pressing his pelvis down against her bum.  
 
    “Mm, that feels good,” she said. She reached back and spread her butt cheeks, showing off her rubbery hole as it clutched Frank’s cock every time he pulled back, as if it didn’t want him to go. But he was going nowhere. He had no plans of pulling out until her ass was full of his white, warm load—and he wasn’t too far away.  
 
    He held her hips firmly and pumped ferociously. His pelvis slapping against her ass was loud, but he couldn’t help himself. He’d completely forgotten about his supervisor or even the other patients. He suddenly found himself wanting to make her come—to make her groan and scream. And after a minute, she was trying her best not to scream, holding one hand over her lips to stop herself from yelling as loudly as she could.  
 
    He could feel her asshole stretching to accommodate his thick girth. Her anal walls were throbbing with pleasure and she would have squirmed right off that bed had Frank not been there to hold her down. “I’m close,” he whispered through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Fill me—my God, please fill my little asshole,” she begged.  
 
    He came down harder and harder and harder, slapping his pelvis louder and louder. Her bed sheets were a mess now, bunched up and pushed against the head of the bed, exposing the cold, bare plastic mattress below. “I’m coming!” Frank groaned. He held her hips tight, pulling her body firmly against his. And then he unloaded deep inside of her body.  
 
    She squirmed for a moment longer before falling limp on her bed. Then Frank rolled off, but he stuck around to watch as his heavy load billowed out from her tight tush hole. He got some paper towel and wiped the rogue creampie off of her ball sack before fixing her bed sheets and flipping her over. “Are you okay?” he asked. 
 
    Her face was dark red but her eyes were glistening. “I’m great,” she said with a cute smile.  
 
    Frank’s stomach turned as he left her little room. He knew he’d just done something very wrong. He’d crossed so many lines at once—but he’d gotten away with it. He wasn’t caught and he wasn’t worried that Erin was going to tattle on him—but that didn’t make it right. He’d still fucked a biological male in the ass. He’d still fucked a patient who was stuck on bed rest.  
 
    A part of Frank was happy knowing that in a few hours, his weekend would begin. He wouldn’t have to come into work again until Tuesday night—and by Tuesday night, Erin will already be discharged—either to her house or to another floor. Either way, she wouldn’t be Frank’s problem—though problem may have not been the correct word. Vice was probably more appropriate, or temptation.  
 
    Frank didn’t need Erin in his life. He had a happy little life—it was simple, and that’s the way he wanted to keep it. He didn’t need a transgender fling complicating things. He wanted to get married one day, and maybe have kids. He couldn’t possibly introduce Erin to his family, and she wasn’t biologically capable of having kids. So why would he waste his time and risk both his personal and professional reputations? He had to think logically and clearly—and the clear solution to his current crisis was to let Erin fade away, let her become a distant memory. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Frank spent his weekend like a drug addict at rehab. He was detoxing—getting his strange Erin obsession out from his head. For the first few hours of his first day off, he found himself online, trying to find pictures of her. He even found himself staring at that single profile picture she had on her mostly-vacant Facebook page. He got a little bit of relief after his shower, after he rubbed a big cumshot out while thinking about her long, smooth cock.  
 
    But the relief was short lived. Within an hour, she was back on his mind. The worst part about it was that he knew he could have her. He just had to walk down to the hospital and she would be there. He could slip in and fuck her and be home before dinner.  And there were many times throughout the day when he wanted to do just that. But he had to keep reminding himself: she’s a man and she’s not what I want in a future partner. So he stayed far away from that hospital.  
 
    And with every passing hour, he felt a little more hopeful. The thoughts didn’t go away, but the change that she would be discharged grew larger. Soon she wouldn’t be at the hospital anymore and it wouldn’t matter how many temptations snuck into Frank’s mind: there would be no ladyboy to fuck. And once she was gone it would just be a matter of time before his mind detoxed and she became nothing more than a memory. Though there was one problem… 
 
    Frank knew where she lived. He still had her address written on a little piece of paper, and even if he threw out that piece of paper, he still knew how to get to her place. He couldn’t just delete that information from his memory. And he could message her on Facebook if he really wanted to—so he had many ways of getting in touch with her, even after she left the hospital.  
 
    So Frank knew he was stuck fighting the temptations, and all he could do was hope that they wouldn’t get any worse than there were now. But as the hours passed, Frank’s fears became true. 
 
    Maybe the temptations weren’t getting stronger—maybe Frank’s will was just getting weaker. He found himself walking towards the hospital on his day off, trembling slightly, excited to have a naughty romp with a pretty trap. Once the hospital was in sight, that trembling became stronger. His head became cloudy with anxiety. He’d worked with drug addicts many times before—he used to be a nurse in the detox wing of the hospital—and he knew that his current symptoms weren’t so much different from a meth addict’s symptoms. He stopped a block from the hospital and gave himself a slap on the face. “What are you doing?” he said to himself.  
 
    It took a lot of his willpower, but he managed to walk away from the hospital. 
 
    He started walking back towards his house when he felt something in his pocket. It was hard and a little bit sharp. He pulled it out: it was Erin’s house key. He must have forgotten to give it back. His heart stuttered and he found himself walking towards her house now. His plan was to slip the key under her front mat. He wouldn’t knock on the door or ring the doorbell—he would leave within seconds of arriving… 
 
    But once he found himself standing on her doorstep, he was overwhelmed by the temptation to see her. What was one more visit—one more romp? And then he could break things off with her. He could politely tell her that she was a mistake and he never meant to get romantic with her. She would understand. And if she didn’t understand—even better. If she slammed the door in his face, at least then he would know that she was no longer available to him, and he could start the process of moving on without any temptations.  
 
    So he knocked on the door and waited for a response. But there was no response. He walked around the house and looked through the window. The house was dark. It didn’t look like Erin was home. So was she still at the hospital? Had she not been discharged yet?  
 
    Frank found himself back at the front door, now with the key in her front door’s lock. He turned it and let himself into her house. “Hey Erin! You home?” he called out. But his call was met with no response. She wasn’t in the house, so she must have still been at the hospital. And it was 7:00 PM now—a couple of hours after they stop discharging patients for the evening, which meant she probably wouldn’t be coming home tonight.  
 
    Frank closed the front door and found himself alone in her house—and he felt like a little kid in a candy store. Everything smelled like her: that amazing oaky perfume. Frank took a gander through her closet, looking at all of her lingerie. He snooped through drawers like a crazy stalker, and in the far back of one of her dresser drawers he found a stack of Polaroid photos. They were all mirror selfies of Erin, dressed in different outfits—mostly lingerie, some swimwear, all sexy.  
 
    He found her laptop computer in the kitchen. There was no password, so getting in was easy. He spent a few minutes searching through her folders before he found a webcam video of her jerking off. In the video she had a dildo in her asshole. Frank watched with mesmerized eyes for a few minutes before he started wondering where that dildo was. He got up and zipped around the house, his heart pounding. He looked in every drawer.  
 
    His body was teeming with intense sexual energy. He was obsessed with Erin, like a junky after twenty-four hours of being clean.  
 
    He found the dildo along with a few other sex toys in a box under the bed. One of the toys was a Fleshlight, which Frank grabbed along with Erin’s Playboy costume and a pair of her panties from her dirty laundry bin. He pressed the panties to his face and he pressed his cock into the Fleshlight. He loved the thought that her erect cock had been in the same Fleshlight. He loved the feeling of the satin Playboy costume in his hands.  
 
    Like a complete pervert, he came in her sex toy. And then his senses returned to him and he realized how insane his little break in masturbation act was. He quickly cleaned everything up and got it back to where he found it. Then he put that key under her front mat and he got far, far away from her house. “Never again,” he told himself. And this time he meant it. This time he was serious. He wanted nothing to do with her. He hated what she was turning him into: a degenerate freak. He’d just committed an act that was crazy enough to have him put on the sexual offenders watch list. He didn’t need that kind of degeneracy in his life. He liked his life—it was simple and everything made sense and was the way it was supposed to be. And that’s the way it would stay.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    Before Frank even scrubbed up on his first day back from his weekend, he went up to his usual wing and he carefully peeked into each room. When he came upon her room, he stepped back and tried to get a look in without poking his head through the curtain. There was a slight slit that he was able to see through—and through it, he could see Erin. She was still under observation, and she would continue to be his patient until she was discharged.  
 
    Frank sighed. The past thirty-six hours had been hard enough, trying to keep her out of his head so that he could feel normal. Now, all of that progress was going to be ruined.  
 
    Frank casually asked his supervisor what Erin was still doing there—he didn’t want to ask Erin, because he was trying to minimize his contact with her, for the sake of his own sanity. “The doctors ordered more tests and the machines were all booked up,” said Frank’s supervisor. Frank tried not to groan in front of her. He went off to get into his scrubs, and then he was excited when he was sent down to emergency to help with the busy Tuesday evening crowd. 
 
    There were no anal extractions tonight—though Frank did have to show one female patient how to properly apply a vaginal ointment, and he was pretty sure that she was about to moan when he touched her clit. “So I just put it on like this?” the patient asked, and then she mimicked Frank’s demonstration, reaching down between her legs to stroke her pussy and rub her clit. The sight made Frank’s cheeks red. Frank thought that his demonstration was unnecessary, but her demonstration was even more unnecessary. Frank was starting to think that she was just looking for an excuse to rub her pussy in front of a man.  
 
    The rest of the night was filled with broken arms, sprained ankles, and nut allergies. The lobby started to clear out around 9:00 PM, and Frank was sent back up to his wing, which had also mostly cleared out for the evening. Now there were only three patients left, and one of them was Erin.  
 
    “It’s been three days since her last bath—you don’t mind, do you?” Frank’s supervisor asked. 
 
    Frank forced a smile and shook his head. “I don’t mind,” he said. But he did mind—it was the last thing he wanted. He gathered the sponge and soap and bowl and then he took a deep breath before slipping through the curtain into her room. And then he saw her for the first time in three days. 
 
    Her face lit up and her eyes sparkled. He’d almost forgotten how beautiful she was. He’d almost forgotten how feminine she looked, even without any makeup. “My favourite nurse is back,” she said. Frank’s heart stuttered. Erin’s gaze drifted down to the bowl. “I was starting to worry that someone else was going to bathe me.”  
 
    Frank smiled and approached. He didn’t know what to say. He didn’t want to start a conversation with her because he knew it would just end with him falling for her all over again. He needed to keep his cool and he needed to stand to his morals.  
 
    “Not feeling too chatty today?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m just really tired,” Frank said.  
 
    “Well I’ll wake you up—don’t worry,” she said with a big, cute grin.  
 
    Frank started to pull away her hospital gown. He’d forgotten how perfect her body was. He’d forgotten how real her tits looked, and how smooth her skin was. And he’d even forgotten how much he loved that oaky perfume. He pulled the gown down further to reveal her cock. His heart stuttered—he’d forgotten how easily turned on he was by the sight of her thick throbber.  
 
    And he found himself thinking: what’s one more time? Would it really be the end of the world to indulge one last time? And wouldn’t it be rude not to?  What if she was stuck in the hospital for the rest of the week—how could Frank see her every day after rejecting her?  
 
    “Before you start, could you do me a favour, nurse, and check to make sure everything looks okay down there?” Erin said. She carefully lifted up her legs. She grabbed her knees and pulled them back to her chest. So Frank sunk down to his knees and he found himself staring at her asshole and her cock. “I think you need to get closer if you’re going to see anything.” So Frank got a bit closer. “Closer still,” she said. So he got closer. “A bit closer.”  
 
    Now Frank’s nose was nearly touching her ball sack. He laughed nervously. He wanted to stick his cock into that hole and fill it with his warm load. He wanted to grab that cock and jerk it off until the room was covered in her white substance. “It looks fine,” Frank said with a trembling voice. 
 
    “You’re still not close enough,” she said. So he moved in a bit closer—his lips were almost touching her puckering hole. And that’s when Erin reached out and grabbed his head and pulled it in to her ass. His nose pressed against the soft flesh between her cock and asshole. His forehead pressed against her warm ball sack. And his mouth pressed against her hole. And he didn’t hesitate—he started eating her out. He circled her rim with the tip of his tongue for a minute before pressing his tongue into her hole. Both of his hands ended up on her ass, spreading her cheeks so he had easier access to her hole. And he could feel her cock throbbing against her forehead.  
 
    She moaned gently. And that moan energized him. He took a deep breath and found himself grabbing her cock and pulling it into his mouth. He sucked it, feeling it getting harder on his tongue. He kept sucking, now with a few fingers in her asshole. He would suck for a moment and then he would eat out her hole for another moment before restarting the cycle.  
 
    And then he found himself reaching down, slipping his fingers down into his scrubs, and jerking himself off. He’d lost control of himself completely. In that moment, he’d forgotten about all of his reservations. He just wanted her and nothing else—and that’s what he was getting.  
 
    His cock bloated and twitched and tingled. He moaned. 
 
    “Are you going to come before me?” she asked quietly.  
 
    “I think so,” Frank said, clenching hard to hold back his orgasm. 
 
    “Catch it and rub it on my cock,” she said. “I want your load all over my dick.” She was staring into his eyes when she said it—with that cute grin on her face. It was enough to push Frank over the edge. He squirmed and groaned and then he came into the palm of his hand. And he followed her command: bringing the cum up and wiping it up and down Erin’s throbbing erection, coating her with his white goo. “Now suck it,” she said. And Frank was so hypnotized that he followed that command too. He pulled her erection into his mouth and sucked, tasting his own cum. It was only a few seconds later when he was tasting her cum as well. She started unloading in his mouth, her thighs hugging his head.  
 
    As she released him, he coughed and spat out some of her cum. He tried to hold the rest in, but there was so much—at least a few gulps to get it all down. She was staring into his eyes now with that big grin. “I missed you,” she said.  
 
    And as he stared back into her eyes, he remembered his morals, and he remembered that he needed to cut things off with her. It didn’t matter how much he enjoyed their naughty flings and it didn’t matter how convincing or pretty she was—she wasn’t a woman and she couldn’t be his girlfriend.  
 
    So he was silent as he quickly bathed her with the sponge and soapy water, and then he didn’t say much as he left to go tend to his other patients. He left Erin alone with a sad, confused look on her face. He tried not to feel guilty, but it was hard. He knew he was breaking her heart, but he knew that she would rebound. There was probably lots of guys out there who would be happy to be with a girl like her: a girl with an extra appendage between her thighs. But that guy wasn’t Frank. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XI 
 
    Frank was almost done his shift—which was one of the hardest shifts of his life, trying to avoid contact with Erin—when he overheard a few doctors talking in the hallway, just a few steps away from Erin’s room. “Are you sure the tests are accurate?” one doctor said. Frank stopped at the nearby water fountain and eavesdropped with his back to the doctors.  
 
    “I’m afraid they are. As soon as the surgeon is in, she needs to get in first,” he said. “Get the nurses started on the paperwork as soon as possible, so there are no delays.”  
 
    “Have you told her yet?”  
 
    “Not yet. I think we should tell her closer to when the surgeon gets in. Her chances are better if she gets a bit of rest between now and then.”  
 
    “And what are her chances?” 
 
    “I’d give her 20% if she’s lucky. The internal bleeding hasn’t stopped since she’s been here, and some of her organs have already started to fail her. Stopping the bleeding won’t be easy, but if we don’t try, then she’ll only live another day or two at the most. It’s a miracle she’s not in a ton of pain.”  
 
    Frank looked back at the doctors. Surely they weren’t talking about Erin, were they? Erin wasn’t in that bad of shape—was she? Frank pretended to walk by casually. He bumped into one of the doctors, making him drop his chart. Frank dropped to the ground quickly and grabbed it. “I’m so sorry,” he said. He quickly looked at the name on the chart before handing it back to the doctor.  
 
    “No worries. Just be more careful next time,” the doctor said with a scowl.  
 
    And the name on the chart was Erin Brooks. Erin would soon be going in for a surgery with just a 20% survival rate, and she had no idea. Frank felt sick. He was suddenly overwhelmed with an intense guilt. He wasn’t responsible for her life-threatening condition, but he would be responsible for sending her off to her death feeling hopeless and sad and confused.  
 
    Someone tapped on Frank’s shoulder, making him jump. It was his supervisor. “Your shift is over. You can go home now,” she said. 
 
    Frank stared blankly into his supervisor’s eyes for a moment before saying, “Yeah, okay.” He went to get out of his scrubs. But the thought wouldn’t leave his head: Erin was probably going to die, and he would never see her again.  
 
    He’d never felt the excitement that he felt around Erin before. He’d never been obsessed with any girl the way he was obsessed with Erin. And was that really something to be ashamed of? Did it really matter what she had between her legs? And why could he not bring her home to meet his parents? Why did he care what they thought—if they could even tell that she was biologically male, which they almost certainly wouldn’t be able to.  
 
    Frank’s head was spinning. Everything he thought he knew was falling apart before him. He suddenly couldn’t understand the reasoning behind his own morals. Erin was his dream girl and she was about to be sent off to her death sad and scared and alone. His final encounter with the woman of his dreams was a quick IV check, without a single second of eye contact. She even said goodbye and he had pretended not to hear her, so he could avoid having to look at her.  
 
    He wanted to fall to the ground and cry. He couldn’t leave without saying goodbye. He couldn’t leave without telling her that he loved her more than he’d ever loved any woman before—even though he hardly knew her. He hated that he hardly knew her and that he would never get a chance to really know her.  
 
    For so many years, he’d wished he could be like the doctors, getting whatever girls they wanted—and he was finally given the chance to get the one girl he wanted, and he blew it. 
 
    So instead of leaving for his house, he ran up to her room. She was asleep when he slipped past her curtain. He hesitated before waking her up, remembering what the doctor said about her chances being better after a good rest—but he couldn’t help himself. He had to say goodbye. He had to tell her he loved her. And surely her chances would be better if she had hope—if she felt that she had something to live for.  
 
    “I don’t want you to die,” he said as she opened her eyes slowly. 
 
    “What? What are you talking about?” she said with a groggy voice.  
 
    “I love you. I want you to move in with me when you’re out of here. You’ll be my girlfriend. I don’t care if that’s moving to fast. I want to move fast. In fact, let’s get married. Where should we get married? I’ve always wanted a wedding on the beach, but if you don’t want that, that’s fine. If you just want to get married in town, I’m cool with that too.”  
 
    “What?” she said. 
 
    Frank stared into her beautiful eyes. He tried not to cry, knowing it could be the last time he saw those eyes full of wonder and life. “There’s something I’m not supposed to tell you—and maybe I shouldn’t tell you. So maybe I won’t—I don’t know. But I just want you to know that I’m here, and I’m going to be here, waiting. I’m not going to go home. I’ll be here when you’re finished.”  
 
    “What are you on about? Are you crying?” She smiled—that same cute smile that Frank fell in love with. But now it just hurt his heart to see that smile. She was oblivious to the fate that was awaiting her. She had no idea that she quite possibly only had a few more hours to live.  
 
    “Move over,” he said. He had to help her scooch to the side so that he could fit on the hospital bed with her. It was a tight squeeze, but he was happy to be pressed against her body.  
 
    “I like you, Frank, but you’re freaking me out,” she said. “Do you actually want to get married or did you just have a mental breakdown?”  
 
    “I want to get married. There’s a chapel downstairs—maybe we can convince the priest there to marry us.”  
 
    “I can’t tell if you’re being serious or not.”  
 
    Frank kissed Erin on the lips, and the kiss lasted a whole minute—the best minute of Frank’s life. In that minute, everything made sense. He knew exactly what he wanted in life. He knew exactly what he needed to be happy—and he had all of it in that very moment. “Am I dying or something?” Erin asked with a laugh. And then that smile disappeared. The answer must have been obvious on Frank’s face. “Oh my God,” she said, her face suddenly a shade of white. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m not supposed to tell you. There’s a chance you’ll live—20%. That’s not terrible. I’ve seen worse. You’ll be fine. I’m not going to leave. I’ll be outside the operating room, waiting for you.”  
 
    Erin was silent now, tense with fear. A tear rolled down her cheek and then she wrapped her arms tightly around Frank. And she didn’t let go until a doctor slipped into the room. “Oh, I’m sorry,” the doctor said. “But you shouldn’t be in here right now. Visiting time doesn’t start for three more hours.”  
 
    “I’m a nurse. I work here,” Frank said. 
 
    The doctor gave him a strange look—and then he gave him a dirty look as soon as he recognized him from the hallway. “Could you please step out while I talk to Ms. Brooks?”  
 
    Frank pulled himself away from Erin. He looked into her eyes and smiled. “I’ll just be out here.” Frank knew he was breaking many hospital rules. He knew that he was risking his own job—but he didn’t care. He only cared about Erin.  
 
    They moved quickly. While the doctor was chatting with Erin, one of the nurses zipped into her room with the paperwork. Frank peeked in to see Erin signing the paperwork, and it was only a minute later when a tall, older man walked in, looking around. He stopped and stared at Frank. “I’m looking for an Erin Brooks. I was told she was here.”  
 
    “She’s just in there,” Frank said. It took Frank a moment to recognize the man. He was one of the senior surgeons. He slipped into Erin’s room, and then another few nurses slipped in after him. Erin had a whole team of doctors and nurses briefing her on a surgery that was going to start within minutes. The anaesthesiologist carted his rig past Frank, into Erin’s room. Frank peeked in while he was getting his knockout mixture ready. And Frank realized he might not have another chance to say goodbye to Erin. So he rushed into the room and stood up on his tippy toes. He had to interrupt the anaesthesiologist so he could get his farewell in. “I love you, Erin,” he said. Everyone looked back, some with confused faces, some with angry faces.  
 
    “I love you too,” Erin said. 
 
    “Can someone get him out of here?” the anaesthesiologist said.  
 
    One of the nurses rushed Frank away.  
 
    “I love you!” he said again as they put the mask over Erin’s face. Twenty seconds later, they were carting an unconscious Erin down the hall, past Frank. Frank got another dirty look from the doctor, and then he got a dirty look from the surgeon, and then he got a dirty look from the anaesthesiologist. But he didn’t care. They could have fired him on the spot, and he didn’t care. He still planned on breaking more rules before the morning was through. 
 
    He used his access card to get into the operating wing, and then he stood by the window of Erin’s operating room. He couldn’t see much from the window. They had Erin surrounded by a large team of surgeons and nurses. Many staff members asked what Frank was doing there, and he lied to all of them. “I’m a new operating room nurse and I’m just on my break.” They stopped buying his lies after two hours. “You need to go.”  
 
    “I’ll go in a minute,” he would say. Thankfully no one called security. Everyone was too busy to deal with Frank, who was in no one’s way.  
 
    He was tired—he’d been awake for almost thirty hours already. The surgery had been ongoing for four hours, and Frank hadn’t moved away from that window. He found himself praying, even though he wasn’t religious. He was afraid to blink—worried her heart would stop during that brief millisecond that his eyes were closed.  
 
    He was starting to drift off when he heard a noise: a pattering—no, it sounded more like clapping. Frank perked up and rubbed the sleep out from his eyes and saw that the doctors and nurses were all clapping. A few of them left the room. Now Frank could see the monitors—and he could see that her vitals were all normal. One of the surgeons was working on sewing Erin up. The surgery was a success—she survived the odds.  
 
    * * * 
 
    It was three hours before she woke up. Frank was standing by her bed when she came to. Her eyes opened slowly. “Frank?” she said. 
 
    “Hey—You did it,” Frank said. He couldn’t stop himself from smiling. 
 
    “Really? I’m alive?” she said.  
 
    Frank bit down on his tongue to stop himself from squealing with excitement. He wanted to grab Erin and squeeze her, but he knew she needed rest. It would be at least a week before she was able to get up out of bed—but one week in bed was certainly worth a long, healthy life. “I’m so proud of you,” Frank said.  
 
    “It’s funny,” she said. “I dreamed of you the whole time I was under. I even had a dream that we were getting married, on a beach.”  
 
    “I know the perfect beach if you’re interested in making that dream into a reality,” Frank said. 
 
    Erin smiled. Maybe he couldn’t hug her, but he could still kiss her. He pressed his lips against hers and he knew that he was going to be very happy for a very long time.  
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SISSY CAMP 
 
    For years, Derek has fought a strong desire to wear his sister’s clothes. But one night when Derek finds himself home alone, he can’t help himself—the temptations have grown too strong. But Derek makes one big mistake and his religious father discovers his secret. 
 
    Within twenty-four hours, Derek finds himself pulled from school and on his way to a six-month religious ‘pray away the gay’ camp on the other side of the country. He’s expecting the worst, so he’s surprised when he shows up to a camp full of dolled up sissies who just want to relax and have a bit of adult fun.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    The temptations had been there for almost two years—getting stronger and stronger… And until that night, I’d managed to fend them off. I knew they were wrong and I knew that I didn’t want to be one of those guys…  
 
    But that night, the temptation was just too strong and opportunity was just too perfect. My parents were out watching some play and my sister was out at a friend’s house on the other side of town for a sleepover (at least that’s what she told my parents—she was actually out at a party and she planned on staying the night with her boyfriend). I had the house to myself—even the neighbours were out of town. 
 
    And usually, my sister, Beth, kept her bedroom door locked (she started locking it after she found out my mom was reading her diary), but that night she’d left the door open—probably by mistake. The nanny cam in the living room had recently broken after our family dog smashed into it—the circumstances couldn’t have been more perfect. 
 
    So I found myself in my sister bedroom—just to look at first. I was just teasing myself—I didn’t actually plan to put on any of her clothes. There was a pair of white heels on the ground. As a joke more than anything I tried them on, and I was shocked to find out they actually fit. In fact, all of my sister’s shoes fit. We were apparently the same shoe size, which I didn’t know until that night… Okay, so they were a bit small, but they looked great and they didn’t hurt my feet.  
 
    I took the shoes off and I put them back where I found them—and I was about to cut myself off when I noticed a tinge of red lace poking out from the bottom of Beth’s sock basket. I pulled on that red lace and out emerged a piece of sexy lingerie: a one piece romper that my parents certainly didn’t know about; if they did know about it, my sister would have been sent away to some sort of super-strict boarding school. I couldn’t believe she actually owned it. What was she doing with it? Scratch that—I didn’t want to know. But I did want to try it on.  
 
    I took the little red romper to my bedroom and I locked my bedroom door, just in case my parents came home super early for some reason. I slipped into the romper. It felt good against my skin: the tight lace, hugging me in all the right spots.  
 
    My heart was pounding. For two years I’d resisted the urge to get dressed up in my sister’s clothing—and now that streak was over. I’d finally indulged. I’d finally given into my wrong cravings. I looked at myself in the mirror and I was shocked to see that I actually looked kind of good. But there were a few distractions: mainly my leg hair. It was the middle of December and I didn’t plan on wearing shorts for another four months at least, and that was plenty of time for my leg hair to grow back. So I found myself in the bathroom, shaving my legs, and shaving my crotch, and shaving the tiny bit of hair off of my chest.  
 
    And I looked in the mirror again, and now I looked better. But I could still do more. There was a costume wig in the basement from one of my sister’s old Halloween costumed. It was long and blonde and perfect for the red romper. So I grabbed it—and I looked even better. But I knew I could do more. So I snuck back into my sister’s bedroom and stole some makeup supplies. I spent a good twenty minutes getting my eyeliner perfect. And then I used a sparkly gold eye shadow, which made my eyes look big and stunning. I painted my lips with a ruby red lipstick, and then I brushed a bit of blush onto my cheekbones. And once again, I found myself in front of the mirror. Now my lips were parted and I was frozen: I really looked like a chick. I was trembling with excitement. I wanted to take photos of myself, to post anonymously on the Internet. There was a thread on 4chan that I visited regularly—the trap thread: sissy guys posting sexy photos in their sisters’ clothing. I’d stumbled onto the site a couple of years before by accident, and it quickly became an addiction—an addiction I was severely guilty about, but an addiction I couldn’t break, no matter how hard I tried.  
 
    I fetched my camera from my room and then I snapped a few shots in the mirror. I looked over the shots and then I took a few more. The adrenaline was intense, pumping through me, making me jitter and twitch. I couldn’t stop smiling—and I couldn’t will away my erection no matter how hard I tried—so there was a huge erect bulge in every photo (but somehow that only made the photos sexier). I couldn’t get enough. I wanted more photos, so I found myself back in my sister’s room. 
 
    I’d lost track of time. I’d completely forgotten that my parents would be coming home soon. But I just couldn’t stop. I was like a drug addict on a binge. I dug through my sister’s closet and I found another piece of sexy lingerie. I couldn’t get into it fast enough. I grabbed my camera and this time I took the photos in my sister’s pink bedroom. I couldn’t wait to post them online. I couldn’t wait to read the comments from all of the guys who wanted to be with me—and all of the guys who wanted to be me.  
 
    I was touching up my lipstick when I heard the door downstairs open and close. I froze and heard my parents coming up the stairs. I was in my sister’s room, and I was dressed in her lingerie, with a face full of her makeup. I was doomed. I didn’t have anything to wash the makeup off, and I didn’t have time to get the lingerie off. I should have done something—anything but stand there. But I just couldn’t move.  
 
    And then my parents walked right past my sister’s bedroom and headed straight towards their own room. A wave of relief washed over me. When I heard their door close, I ran across the hall to the bathroom. I locked myself in and I got myself undressed and cleaned up. I waited until I knew the coast was clear before returning to my sister’s room to clean up.  
 
    But in the frenzy of the moment, I forgot all about my camera. I left it sitting on my sister’s dresser, and it wasn’t until the next morning that I remembered it. But by then, it was too late.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I dug through my sister’s bedroom looking for the camera. I was sure I left it on the dresser the night before, but it wasn’t there. I tore apart my own bedroom, thinking that I maybe put it down while I was in the heat of my cross-dressing moment. But it was nowhere to be found.  
 
    My mother caught me digging through the bathroom vanity. “What on earth are you looking for?”  
 
    “I, uh, can’t remember where I left my camera,” I said. My hands were trembling. There were photos on that camera that I couldn’t have anyone see.  
 
    “Oh, that? Your father borrowed it. He’s gone out to take some photos of one of his new rentals. Do you want to borrow my camera? It’s not as nice as yours, but you’re welcome to use it.” My heart dropped into my stomach. I nearly fell to the ground, overwhelmed by an intense nausea.  
 
    “Where’s the new rental?” I managed to ask before the lump in my throat was too big.  
 
    “In the south—why?” my mom said. She was staring at me with a concerned look now. My face must have been bone white. I parted my lips to reply but I couldn’t get any words out. My jaw just trembled. “What the hell is wrong with you?” my mom asked—and she never swore.  
 
    “Nothing,” I said, and then I ran and hid in my room. My heart was pounding. I kept gagging but I couldn’t make myself throw up. I was doomed—my life was about to end. 
 
    When I heard my dad’s truck tires pull into the driveway, I thought I was going to black out. I had to force myself to breathe. I heard his footsteps enter his house, and then I heard my mom saying, “What’s wrong, dear?” He didn’t respond though. Instead, he stormed past her and climbed the stairs towards my bedroom. I pulled the covers over my body and I tried my best not to cry. My bedroom door opened, and there stood my dad, holding my camera in his left hand. He didn’t say anything—he didn’t need to.  
 
    My mom appeared behind him. “What the hell is going on?” she asked. She saw the camera in his hand and her face began to turn white—but not nearly as white as mine. She knew it was bad but she didn’t know how bad it was.  
 
    My dad just stood there staring at me for a minute. And then he turned around and closed the door without saying a word. He didn’t have to say a word. I already knew that I was doomed.  
 
    It was a dreadful four hours before my father finally returned to my bedroom, this time with something to say. “I’ve called your school,” he said. “You’re going to finish this year at summer school.” 
 
    “But it’s only December,” I said. My voice was weak and broken. I hadn’t cried, but I probably sounded like I’d done nothing but cry since I saw him last. 
 
    “I’ve made some calls. You’re going away until June. This isn’t easy for me.” He couldn’t look me in the eye.  
 
    “Going away where?” I asked. 
 
    “To a place that will help you,” he said, and then he left the room. He didn’t come back in that night. My mom brought me a plate of food. Usually they called me down to the dinner table for dinner, but I don’t think my dad wanted to see my face at the dinner table. I tried to eat a few bites, but the food only made me sick. So I left it on my dresser.  
 
    My future was uncertain. I had no idea where I was being sent—though I had a good idea. My dad was catholic and he did a lot of volunteer work for the church—and I’d seen the flyers posted on the billboard at the church: flyers for special camps where young gay men would go to ‘pray away the gay’. I had a feeling that’s where I was headed, even though I wasn’t gay.  
 
    I didn’t like guys. In fact, the thought of a man’s cock made me gag. The thought of a chick’s cock on the other hand… I don’t know why I found traps to be so attractive, and I don’t know why I felt so excited by the idea of being a trap—but I did know that I wasn’t gay. I knew I didn’t want to have sex with a man unless that man made a perfectly convincing woman, and wore cute lingerie. Did that make me gay? Was there some sort of gay spectrum that I fell onto? My dad apparently thought so.  
 
    I didn’t sleep that night. I had no idea when I was being shipped away and I had no idea where in the world I was going. Was it in town? Was it a few hours in a car away? Was it a plane ride away? Was it multiple plane rides? As far as I knew, my dad was sending me to South Africa.  
 
    It was around 4:00 AM when I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. I was in bed, but I wasn’t asleep, and I hadn’t been asleep for almost twenty-four hours. I sat up as the steps approached my bedroom. For a moment I thought that I was having a bad dread. But in order to dream, one has to first fall asleep—and I was pretty sure I hadn’t done that. 
 
    The door swung open and two strangers stood in my doorway. I perked up and froze, terrified. They looked mean, even though the nighttime shadows were obstructing their faces. Then, my dad appeared behind the men. “Son, these men are going to take you away for a while. We’ll see you in six months.” I wanted to resist—but I knew there was no point. I knew that my father was going to get his way. 
 
    I was eighteen and he didn’t control me, but I didn’t have anything without him. I had no home, no job—nothing. If I refused to go with the strangers, my father would have kicked me out, and I would have been a homeless. And I didn’t want my father to hate me. I didn’t agree with my father much of the time, but I didn’t want him to disown me. So I got up slowly. “Should I pack anything?” I said, trying not to cry.  
 
    “No—they have everything you need at the facility,” my dad said. The men stepped into the room. I wondered why they were there. Were they going to drag me out if I refused? Could they not have just waited in the car while I came out on my own?  
 
    “What about my toothbrush? And toothpaste?” 
 
    “It’s all at the facility,” said one of the men.  
 
    So I went along with the men, wearing nothing but a t-shirt and a pair of sweatpants. We got into a slick black car. I had the backseat all to myself. I looked out the window and saw my mother crying next to my father on the front step. My sister came up next to them, rubbing sleep out from her eyes. I could almost read her lips as she said, ‘What’s going on?’ No one replied to my sister, so she just stood there, looking afraid and confused. 
 
    But she wasn’t nearly as afraid and confused as me. I don’t know how I wasn’t crying, and I don’t know how I wasn’t throwing up. The car started to pull away and I watched as my family became smaller and smaller—and soon enough, they were gone.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I was told to go to sleep because it was going to be a long drive. I told myself that I wouldn’t go to sleep—that I would stay awake and keep a close eye on the road signs, so I knew where I was (not that it really mattered). But after an hour on the highway, I started to drift off. My sleepless night had caught up with me, and the repetitive prairies weren’t helping at all.  
 
    When I woke up, it was bright out—so bright that I struggled to open my eyes. It took a moment to remember why I was in a car, and then it took another moment to realize the car wasn’t moving. I sat up quickly and looked out the window. I had to wait for my eyes to adjust before I could see that we were at a gas station in the mountains—though I had no idea which mountains. There was no town around the little station—just forest and steep rocky cliffs.  
 
    I was alone in the car, and I couldn’t see anybody outside of the car, but there was the odd car passing on the highway. I thought about running out and hitching a ride with someone—running away from my captors and starting a new life somewhere. But I had no idea how to start a new life. I’d never worked a job before and I had no money to get an apartment or even a room in some slummy house. Hell, I didn’t even have clothes—just the pyjamas that were on my back.  
 
    I waited for five minutes, but no one came back to the car. So I finally opened the door and stepped out. The air was cold. I didn’t realize until I was out of the car that it was snowing. I wrapped my arms around myself, but that didn’t do much. I looked around and found myself in awe of the massive mountains—I’d never been to the mountains before. I’d only ever seen them in pictures, and once from a plane to California.  
 
    I began to tremble, but not from the cold; I was living in a nightmare. My whole world had changed in an instant. Just twenty-four hours before, I was waking up happily in my bedroom, and I had nothing in the world to worry about. I had wealthy parents that were going to pay for my college and I had a comfortable room to stay in for as long as I needed. I was privileged—and now that was all gone. Now I had nothing but pyjamas and a six-month sentence at some ‘pray away the gay’ camp, and I wasn’t even gay…  
 
    Would anyone believe me? When I told them that I was just messing around and indulging in a silly curiosity, would they care? And if they didn’t believe me, what were they going to do to ‘fix’ me? I’d heard of these camps before in the news—they were always being shut down for using extreme methods. I heard about one camp that tried to literally beat the gay out of a group of young men. They all had broken bones and bruises and cuts—and I have a feeling they were all still gay.  
 
    I needed some sort of strategy going into the camp. Maybe I could lie and say that I was gay, and then after a week, say that I’d been cured. Maybe they would believe that. But if they think I’m lying from the beginning, they’ll never think that I’m telling the truth.  
 
    I walked around the gas station and saw a number of cars parked on the other side. They were all black and slick like the car that had brought me to those mountains. And upon closer inspection, there was a young man in the back of each car. Some of the men were sleeping and some were staring blankly at the mountains.  
 
    I heard a rumbling behind me. I turned around and saw another black car pull into the gas station parking lot. And once again, there was a young man sitting in the back of the car. I could see that he was angry and possibly yelling at the driver, but with the windows closed, I couldn’t hear anything he was saying. It wasn’t until the car stopped and the doors all opened that I heard, “You can’t do this, you know. This is kidnapping. I’m going to tell everyone!” The young man looked at me. “Hey—you! I’ve been kidnapped. Call the police.” 
 
    The driver of the car looked at me with a tired and unimpressed look. “He’s here voluntarily—he hasn’t been kidnapped,” he said to me. Then he looked back at the young man. “You can go if you want. You’re eighteen—I’m not stopping you.”  
 
    But the young man didn’t go. He was silent for a minute. “I want a lawyer. I have a right to an attorney, don’t I?” 
 
    “You haven’t been arrested,” the driver said.  
 
    “Take me home,” the young man said. “I demand it.” 
 
    “Your parents paid me to take you here. They said you aren’t welcome home until June.”  
 
    “This is all a big misunderstanding. I want to see my lawyer. Where’s my lawyer? Why hasn’t one been provided for me?”  
 
    The driver rolled his eyes. I could tell that the arguing had been on going for hours, so I didn’t envy him.  
 
    A few minutes later, a bus pulled into the gas station parking lot. It was a short black bus with tinted windows. There were no markings on it, unless you count the license plate on the back. A chill crept down my spine as a cool gust blew through that mountain pass.  
 
    The driver of the newly arrived black sedan walked towards the gas station and went inside. And that’s when I realized the gas station was filled with older men, sipping coffees. I recognized the two men from my car; they were chatting with another pair of men. We were all here for the same reason. Every young man at that gas station had been brought in from different parts of the country, and now we were all going to be shuttled to the dreaded camp.  
 
    The driver of the bus looked at me. He had a smile on his face. He was a peculiar looking character, with his long hair tied into a bun in the back, and a thin goatee on his face. I was tired and possibly delusional, but I swear he winked at me, sending another chill down my spine—but this time there was no cold mountain breeze accompanying it.  
 
    The sedan drivers all emerged from the gas station at once. “Alright, everyone. It’s time to get on the bus. C’mon—wake up! You can sleep once you’re on the bus if you want, but we’re running behind schedule so try to be quick.”  
 
    I watched as the young men all stepped out from the black cars. And I quickly noticed the similarities in the men: they were all smaller men and they all had soft faces. There was no facial hair to be seen. Some of them had long hair (some hanging down, some tied up). And I was no different: short, thin, and without much muscle mass.  
 
    The pair of men who drove me to those mountains got into their car and pulled away within seconds, leaving me with no options. They didn’t even bother to stick around and say goodbye. So my options were to get on the bus or freeze my ass off in the middle of nowhere. I went with the bus. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    No one talked on the bus—no one except for the one angry young man who continued to demand a lawyer. Now he had taken his qualms up with the bus driver. “I have rights, you know. I can have your job taken away. Do you have kids? How are you going to feed them without a job? Did you ever think of that? Now give me your phone so I can call a lawyer. Are you even listening to me?”  
 
    The bus driver took the abuse surprisingly well, smiling and nodding along with the young man. “You have nothing to worry about,” the driver said. “Don’t worry—you’re going to have a great time at camp.”  
 
    “Camp in December… Can you believe that?” the young man next to me said, after two hours of complete silence.  
 
    “I don’t know what to believe right now,” I said.  
 
    “I saw the flyer in my kitchen before they took me away,” said the man next to me. “We will basically spend the next six months memorizing the bible. There are no televisions, no computers, no cellphones—and there is a two-hour silent time every single day.”  
 
    My stomach turned. The camp sounded bad—as bad as I could have imagined. I had a feeling it would be religious, but I never really considered how religious it could be. There would probably be mass every single morning, and maybe mass again every night: hours of sitting in pews, listening to a priest drone on and on about the Bible.  
 
    I was surprised to see so many of the young men on the bus sleeping. How could you sleep? We were essentially being carted off to prison—and still, they were snoozing as if it was just another ride to grandma’s house.  
 
    After three hours on the road, the bus stopped next to another bus that was parked on the side of the highway. I watched as the bus driver got out and fired up the engine of the new bus. I thought for a moment that he was abandoning us, but then he came back. “Hey everyone—sorry to bother you, but we’re transferring onto a new bus.”  
 
    “Why? What’s wrong with this bus?” one of the young men asked. 
 
    “It’s got a few issues. To be safe, we’re going to use this new bus.”  
 
    The new bus was also black, also unmarked, also with tinted windows. Everyone on the bus hesitated, but as soon as the first few guys moved over, everyone moved over. There was no point in resisting.  
 
    It was another three hours on the new bus before we turned off the highway onto a long dirt road. We must have bumped and rocked down that dirt road for an hour. I nearly became sick, but luckily I didn’t have anything in my stomach to throw up. One of the other young men on the bus apparently did have some food to throw up, but luckily he managed to get his window open before it came out.  
 
    We passed under a tall hand-carved wooden sign, but by the time I noticed the sign, it was too late to read it. I looked back at it, but there was nothing written on the back. “We’re here,” said the bus driver, looking back at all of us with a big smile.  
 
    I looked out the window at the camp—and that’s when I realized the guy next to me was right: it was very strange to be going to camp in the middle of the winter. Before us was a series of cabins: a dozen small cabins and a couple very large cabins. They were all spaced out in an open valley. Around the valley was an endless forest.  
 
    We were all slow to get off of the bus. It was cold here—colder than it was back home, and colder than it was at the mountain gas station—though here, there was no breeze, and judging by the tall piles of snow teetering on the tree branches, there rarely was a breeze in that mountain valley. We were deep in the wilderness now, far away from civilization.  
 
    An older woman came out from one of the larger cabins. She was holding a large stack of what looked like animal pelts. It wasn’t until she was closer that I realized she was holding fur coats (probably faux fur). She started passing them out to the young men who were wearing nothing but their pyjamas. “Thanks,” I said as she passed me one. I put it on, even though it was clearly a woman’s coat. All of the coats she was handing out were made for women. Mine was tight and white with a long sash that tied around the waist. It seemed ironic that they were handing out women’s clothes to men who had been caught wearing women’s clothes—or maybe that was just me. Maybe the other guys were just gays who had been caught with other guys.  
 
    Another older woman came out from one of the larger cabins. She had a big smile on her face as she scanned the faces of the newcomers. “Welcome to camp,” she said, raising her arms into the air to get everyone’s attention. “You’re all going to spend the next six months here, so I hope that you find it very peaceful and comforting. You’re all probably very confused at the moment, and I don’t blame you—” 
 
    “—I want a lawyer!” that familiar young man shouted. “This is kidnapping.”  
 
    The older woman laughed. “Anyone who wants to go home is welcome to go home. We will have a bus leaving tomorrow afternoon, and we’d be happy to arrange a ride for you.” 
 
    And this shut the young man up—because he probably didn’t want to go home. Like me, he probably had no home to go back to until the six months were up.  
 
    “In a few minutes, the counsellors will show you to your rooms. You’ll each have three roommates, and you’ll be expected to share your wardrobe. Your living arrangements have been decided based on your sizes, so everything in your rooms should fit just fine. We also have a large communal closet in the main cabin here, if you want more options.” 
 
    Now everyone was looking at one another with confused looks. Why was this woman going off about wardrobes? Why were we being organized based on our sizes? Whatever happened to a regular old camp T-shirt and sweatpants?  
 
    “Breakfast is at eight, lunch is at noon, and dinner is at six. There is an activity schedule posted in each cabin. But for today, we just want you to get comfortable. Enjoy one of the many hot tubs, go snowshoeing—we’ve even got a little ski hill, not too far from here. Just let us know if you’re interested and we’ll have you driven out—it’s only a ten minutes drive.” Suddenly camp wasn’t sounding so bad—and I wasn’t the only one with a newfound smile on my face. “Here in the main cabin there is a theatre room. Every night we screen a movie—tonight we’re watching Sleepless in Seattle. Nothing here is mandatory, but we strongly encourage everyone to participate.” The older woman scanned all of our faces again. She was grinning. She could tell that we were excited. But I stopped smiling when a cold realization fluttered inside of me: it was just too good to be true. There was no way that my father had pulled me out of school and sent me away so I could relax at a cabin resort for six months. What about all the religious stuff? Where was the church? Where were the priests? Where did we have to go for silent time?  
 
    “As soon as you get to your cabins, we would ask that you place your current outfits by the front door. They will be collected and returned to you at the end of your stay here.” As she said it, I noticed everyone looking to the left—so I looked to the left as well.  
 
    There were three girls standing in front of one of the cabins, watching us. And they were cuties: one blonde and two brunettes. One of the brunettes had straight-cut bangs and a perfect perky rack. She smiled at me and my heart stuttered. I had no idea that there would be women at the camp—but it made sense. Of course it makes sense to have beautiful women around when you’re trying to convince young men not to be gay. What’s a better way to convince someone to be straight than throwing beautiful women at him?  
 
    One of the young men whistled at the girls. The girls blushed and waved back. “The bus crashed and we’re all in heaven—that’s the only answer,” I heard someone say.  
 
    “If we’re all dead, then I’m fine with being dead.”  
 
    I couldn’t help but notice the older woman smirking, as if she was still hiding the big twist. It was just too good to be true.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    We had to refer to a list posted on the main cabin wall to see which cabin was ours. I was put in Cabin 6. The numbers were printed on the front door of each cabin. Cabin 6 was removed from the others, a short walk down the path. It was a small cabin with only three rooms: a main foyer, the bunk room, and a locked room, which must have been quite large seeing as it took up half of the cabin. When I walked into the bunkroom, there were already three guys arguing over who got which bed. I didn’t care which bed I got—I’d never had a top or bottom bunk preference.  
 
    So I just took one of the bottoms bunks, seeing as no one was fighting over a bottom bunk. I had a nice view of the window.  
 
    “Anyone have the key for that big room over there?” one of my bunkmates asked as he pushed back his short, messy blonde hair.  
 
    “Why the hell would we have a key?” another one of my bunkmates said.  
 
    “Did you idiots even read the sign?” said the third of my bunkmates, and he was standing right next to a sign on the front door of the cabin. We all crowded the sign to read it. It was mostly a rehashing of what the older woman had told us when we got off the bus: dinner times, how to operate the hot tubs (there was one hot tub for every two cabins), and how to get the key for the locked room. “It says we need to discard our current outfits, and then they’ll come by with the key,” said the blonde man. “So I’m assuming it’s that shared wardrobe thing she mentioned.” 
 
    “So what are we supposed to wear until then?” I asked. 
 
    “Nothing, I guess,” said the blonde as he pulled his shirt off and tossed it on the ground. The other guys followed his lead—but I wasn’t so quick to follow. I could cover my cock with my hands—but it wasn’t my cock I was embarrassed about; I didn’t want to show off my shaved legs. 
 
    And the other guys weren’t so fast to take off their pants either. The blonde fellow hesitated. He looked around at the other guys, who were all shirtless. “What are you staring at?” he said.  
 
    Everyone looked away. Then one of the guys took off his pants. “I’m a swimmer—our coach told us to shave to reduce resistance,” he said. I looked over and saw that his legs were shaved. His face was red.  
 
    “I’ve just never really grown leg hair,” said the blonde man as he awkwardly slipped out of his pants. But his legs were shaved, too. A few seconds later, my third bunkmate slipped out of his pants. He didn’t have an excuse. He just awkwardly put his clothes in the pile and covered his cock with both of his hands. And I realized we were all in the same boat: we’d probably all been caught messing around in our sisters’ clothes—but none of us had the balls to admit it. I got naked without saying anything. I caught all of them looking at my shaved legs, but no one said anything. At least they weren’t hypocrites.  
 
    “I’m Keith, by the way—I feel like this is a weird time for introductions, but I’m not sure what else to say,” said the blonde.  
 
    “Derek,” I said. “I would shake your hand, but my hand is preoccupied.”  
 
    He laughed. I had to admit: he had a feminine body. All he was missing was a pair of tits, and he would have been a massive hit on that 4chan thread that got me hooked on my cross-dressing fantasies.  
 
    The other guys were Hector and Steve. Steve had a soft body, and I swear he had small tits—possibly from hormone pills. I couldn’t help but notice his ass when he turned away from us to go to the bunkroom: he had a big, round tush—the kind that women would kill for. Was that from taking hormone pills as well?  
 
    I felt silly standing naked in a room full of naked men—and I felt a bit awkward, too, knowing that at least one of them was probably gay—seeing as we were at a camp that was supposedly designed to train the gay out of young men. But at least we were all naked, and we all had the same embarrassingly shaved legs.  
 
    There was a knock at the door a minute later. A young woman let herself in, making all of us perk up. I felt redness rushing into my face. She looked at us and giggled. She had red hair tied into a ponytail. “New to the camp, huh?” she said. She looked down at my legs, making me feel horribly uncomfortable and humiliated. “You’ll fit right in,” she said. “I’m on month five myself—one more month and I have to go home. Too bad we can’t just stay here forever.” She placed a key down on the windowsill and then she took another look at our tense naked bodies. 
 
    Once she was gone, Keith snatched the key. “At least there are cute girls here. It won’t be so hard to prove that I’m not gay if I can get into that little redhead’s panties.”  
 
    “Amen to that,” said Steve. His cheeks were still dark red.  
 
    Keith stuck the key into the door and pushed it open. We all stepped into the room, excited to get clothes onto our bodies so we could go and explore the camp. But that excitement disappeared as soon as we saw the options that were available to us: skirts, dresses, tight-knit sweaters, high heels, stockings, and so on. It was all clothes for women, with a whole section of makeup. But there was one wall that made my stomach turn: the wall of wigs. It was that wall that suggested this wasn’t a mistake, that we hadn’t just been accidentally put into a female cabin. They wanted us to dress up.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I came up with the theory that was quickly accepted by my bunkmates. “They want to humiliate us,” I said. The other guys all nodded, but they didn’t respond. They were already too humiliated to muster up a coherent response, and I didn’t blame them. I was surprised that I was able to speak with the thick lump that was stuck in my throat.  
 
    “They don’t expect us to put these clothes on, do they?” Steve finally said. His voice was trembling. 
 
    “That’s not all they expect,” said Hector, whose whole body was trembling. He was staring at a laminated bulletin on the wall. It was a new list of rules, and those rules filled my gut with a terrible nausea.  
 
    
    	 As long as you are at camp, you must wear the provided clothes—including at nighttime. There should be plenty of nighttime options for you to wear to sleep. 
 
    	 As long as you are at the camp, you are required to wear makeup. In the drawers you will find instruction manuals written by camp staff. If you need any more guidance, please seek out your fellow campers  
 
    	 Purposefully doing your makeup and/or hair poorly will result in a suspension from certain camp facilities and activities. 
 
    	 Panties are always required under your daytime attire.  
 
    	 You will be required to talk in a female voice while you are at camp. There are instruction manuals to help get your voice right. Fellow campers will also help you. Failure to speak with a convincing female voice will result in suspension from certain camp facilities and activities. 
 
    	 If your hair is not long, you will find plenty of wig options. Please see the instructions on how to properly put on a wig.  
 
    	 You will be required to come up with your own name. It must be a female name—it cannot be a unisex name. This is very important.  
 
   
 
    The room was silent as we all finished reading the instructions. If they were trying to humiliate us, it was working. I’d never felt more humiliated in my life as I stood naked with those strangers. “Well I guess we should get dressed,” said Steve as he stepped towards one of the racks. 
 
    “You aren’t actually going to do it, are you? You’ll be the laughing stock of the camp. Six months is a long time,” said Keith.  
 
    “Six months is a long time to be stuck in a cabin naked. I want to go relax in the hot tub and I want to go skiing. I’m used to people making fun of me.”  
 
    “I want to go skiing too,” said Hector as he stepped forward. His face was dark red. “Make fun of me all you want—I’m used to it too.”  
 
    Keith looked at me, as if he was looking for an ally—someone to stand up to the camp managers with. I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t want to do it either, but they’re right—it will be a long six months if we can’t touch the hot tubs or use the theatre room or go skiing.”  
 
    “But they’re just trying to humiliate us—you said so yourself,” Keith said.  
 
    “And it’s working. But I don’t like the alternative.”  
 
    Keith looked at the walls of clothes again. His face was white as he slowly took a step forward. He looked through a few of the options, feeling the soft fabrics with his fingers. Then he looked back at us. “If you make fun of me, I’ll kill you all and bury your bodies out in the woods,” he said with a glare that looked surprisingly genuine.  
 
    I was slow to approach a rack, but I was eager to get some clothes on my body, just so I wasn’t standing naked and exposed for any longer. At least I wasn’t alone—at least I wasn’t the only one who was horribly uncomfortable with the situation. At least the four of us would be walking out dressed like ladies, and we could be together when the other guys mocked us endlessly.  
 
    There were lots of sexy outfits, but none of us dared to even touch them. Instead, we all found safe outfits. I found a tight white sweater and a pair of tight jeans—and they really were tight. I felt incredibly silly slipping into a pair of black lace panties before wrestling my legs into the tight jeans. But I had to admit: they made my legs look really good. And the almost knee-high boots that I found went perfectly with my ensemble.  
 
    I caught Keith looking at me. He looked away quickly but he knew he’d been caught. So he looked back at me slowly with red cheeks. “Where did you find those boots?” he asked with a coy voice. 
 
    “There is a whole drawer full of boots over there,” I said, pointing to the corner where I found the boots. There were so many drawers—it would take days to explore all the options. I watched as Keith went into the drawer and pulled out his own pair of boots with furry details. They looked good on his skinny-jean-clad legs as well. But I didn’t stare for too long.  
 
    There were so many wig options. I wanted to grab the most bland option so I could save a little bit of my pride, but a part of me wanted to grab one of the blonde wigs. There was a super cute blonde bob that was calling out to me. I started to reach for a straight long brunette wig, but then my impulses got the better of me. I snatched the blonde bob before the other guys could get at it. It took a few minutes to get it properly on my head. I had to refer to the instructions a few times—but once it was on, it looked real.   
 
    I was done before the other guys, but I didn’t want them to know, so I pretended to spend a few extra minutes doing my makeup. I don’t know why they were moving so slowly—it was obvious that they knew exactly what they were doing… They probably just didn’t want the other guys knowing that they were experienced. I’d only ever gotten dolled up once—but I’m sure these guys had gotten dolled up more than once before they got caught. I couldn’t help but notice Keith as he was applying eyeliner: he was extremely smooth and calm as he drew that fine dark line along his eyelids. This wasn’t the first time he’d used eyeliner before. Even the way he put on lipstick seemed to be well rehearsed. He drew the red tube across his lips and then he puckered, spreading the expensive lipstick evenly on his lips. He noticed me looking at him, so I looked away quickly. 
 
    “What?” he said. 
 
    “What?” I said.  
 
    “Why were you staring at me?” he asked. 
 
    “I was just watching to see how you did it.” 
 
    “Why? Because you think I’m some sort of expert or something?” He got close to me and stared into my eyes—but it was hard to take him seriously because his eyes truly looked feminine, and his lips looked full and soft, just like a girl’s.  
 
    “No—it just looks like you…” 
 
    “It looks like I what?” he said. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “It looks like you’ve done it before.”  
 
    His face became red. He looked away quickly and bit his bottom lip. “Yeah, I’m sure you haven’t,” he said. He was suddenly finished doing his makeup. He grabbed a wig off the wall, seemingly at random. He got his hair slicked back into one of the wig caps and then he got the wig on without difficulty, as if he’d done that many times before as well. I pretended not to notice, but it was hard not to watch. He was good at cross-dressing, and he probably didn’t even know it. He’d probably been doing it for so long that he was now taking his own skills for granted. 
 
    And the other guys were in the same boat, but they seemed to be more conscious of their secret skillset. I watched as they pretended like they didn’t know what to do with the makeup supplies they had before them, and then I watched as they seemed to miraculously figure it out. Steve didn’t look too bad once he had his cute brunette wig on, cut with short bangs. And Hector looked surprisingly hot with long blonde braids—I even caught Hector smiling as he looked at himself in the mirror.  
 
    I looked over and saw that Keith was looking at me. “What’s your name?” he said. 
 
    “I already told you—I’m Derek.” 
 
    “No—Your girl name,” he said. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. And I hadn’t even thought about it. So I just shrugged my shoulders. 
 
    “You look like a Brenna,” he said. “I don’t know why.” 
 
    Hector looked at me and nodded. “Yeah,” he said. “You do look like a Brenna.” And then I noticed Steve was nodding as well. So I guess it was decided: I was going to be Brenna for the next six months.  
 
    And Hector would be Sarah, and Keith would be Rachael, and Steve would be Diane. The names were suiting. The more I thought about Brenna, the more I liked it. It was a little bit unique and a little bit sexy.  
 
    “From here on, let’s all use our girl voices. And let’s make our own rule: no making fun and no judging. None of us want to be doing this. This is just as humiliating for me as it is for you, so let’s just accept that we’re all in this together,” Keith said. Then he cleared his throat. He took a deep breath and then he started to talk in a surprisingly genuine female voice. “This is me doing my best female voice. How do I sound?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded. “You sound really good,” I said, trying to do my own female voice for the first time in front of anybody. I’d tried to do a female voice before—when I was home alone, browsing that 4chan thread. But I had no idea if I sounded even half decent. 
 
    Apparently my voice wasn’t perfect. Rachael gave me some pointers and then I tried again. Then she nodded with a smile. “That’s a lot better,” she said. I caught myself grinning, as if I’d actually accomplished something.  
 
    But I knew that it was all for nothing. I knew that we were just setting ourselves up to be humiliated in front of a whole camp. So when Rachael pointed out that it was almost dinnertime, a cold sweat started bathing the back of my neck. I was terrified—I was about to get a taste of the humiliation that I would be stuck with for the next six months.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    The four of us went to the main cabin together at 6:00 PM. We made an agreement to stick together no matter what. We knew the mockery would be bad, and we knew it would be hard for the first few days at least—but we also knew that it wouldn’t be so bad if we had each other to stick to. 
 
    We all stopped at the front door. We had our fur coats pulled over our bodies as it was dark and cold out, and the snow hadn’t let up. None of us were brave enough to open the door to go inside. “You do it,” Rachael said to me. “You go first. We’ll come in right behind you.” 
 
    “Me? Why me?” I said. 
 
    And then I heard girly giggling behind us. We all spun around to see four beautiful young girls walking towards us. I froze and turned my gaze down to the floor. “Girls,” one of the young women said as she passed. She was smiling and looking right into my eyes.  
 
    They went into the main cabin where everyone was already gathered for dinner. I looked at Rachael and she looked at me. We were both trying to figure out if the girls could tell that we weren’t really girls. It was dark out—maybe they thought that we were female newcomers—maybe there were new girls showing up all the time.  
 
    I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath before opening the door and stepping into the main cabin. I was ready for the mockery. I’d told myself countless times that I wouldn’t let it get to me. I didn’t know any of these people anyway, so why did I care about their opinions? I took a few steps into the cabin and then I saw that it was exclusively filled with girls. I stopped my entrance. For a moment, I thought we’d gone into the wrong cabin. Was this the women’s cabin? Was the camp split into male and female? I looked back at Rachael. “I guess we’re the first set of guys to show up,” she said. 
 
    We looked around and found a table near the back of the room, conveniently hidden behind a thick wooden post. It was a nice little hiding spot for our first night at the camp.  
 
    Rachael leaned over the table. “Why are there so many girls here?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe they’re trying to tempt us into being straight,” I said. 
 
    Rachael’s face became white. “I am straight, cunt,” she said.  
 
    “I’m straight too—but they think that we’re not, don’t they?”  
 
    “I don’t know what they think. I was pulled out of my bed this morning and now I’m here—I know as much as you—maybe even less,” she said. “I’m hungry. I haven’t eaten in two days now. Where’s the food?” 
 
    It was Diane who pointed towards the middle of the room. There was a long buffet table set up in the middle of the bustling space. If we wanted food, we were going to have to parade ourselves in front of nearly one hundred young women. “I’ll pay one of you to go get me food,” Rachael said.  
 
    “I don’t have any damn money,” Sarah said. She had her legs tightly crossed and she kept tugging down the skirt that she wore—I’m not sure why she didn’t just wear jeans like the rest of us. Maybe she couldn’t help it. Maybe she saw the skirt and she was overwhelmed with temptation—I knew the feeling.  
 
    I stood up. “I’m getting my own food. If you guys want to come, fine. But I’m not getting anything for you,” I said. After just a few steps I could feel the gazes of the girls turning onto me. One table looked at me, and then another table, and then another. My heart was pounding. My new friends hadn’t followed me. I tried to keep my chin down so that no one would see my Adam’s apple, even though my Adam’s apple wasn’t very big to begin with. I took a deep breath as I reached the line for the food. And that’s when I recognized a face in front of me. 
 
    She only looked back at me for a few seconds, but it was long enough to recognize her from the bus: the young man who kept badgering the bus driver for a lawyer. They’d stricken him with the same punishment: a sissified humiliation. And hell, he didn’t look half-bad in his little skirt and blouse. He wore a black choker necklace around his throat to hide his Adam’s apple, but nothing could hide his broad shoulders. 
 
    In fact, there were a few girls in the room with broad shoulders, sitting at tables with groups of girls. And upon closer inspection, I could see some Adam’s apples. And as I stood next to their tables, I could hear their voices—some more convincing than others.  
 
    They were all men—every single person in that room was a man dolled up like a woman. And God, some of the ladyboys in that room were stunning. My heart started to throb. 
 
    We were at a camp for cross-dressers, and they were making us indulge in our temptations. But why? How was that going to fix us? I knew that if I spent the next six months getting dolled up and acting like a sissy, I wasn’t going to be going home any more normal than I left. Was their plan to get us over being sissies? Were they trying to just get it out from our systems?  
 
    Or had my father sent me to the wrong camp by accident?  
 
    I got my food and returned to the table. By the time I sat down, the other girls had clued in as well. Rachael sat with her lips parted as she stared around the room in disbelief. It was a minute before she was able to say, “I don’t understand…”  
 
    “I don’t know. I still think it’s a setup. They’re going to humiliate us somehow. Maybe they’re baiting us…” said Sarah as she looked around with the same awe and confusion on her face. We were in a giant room full of young, sexy traps—it was my dream, but I had to pretend like I didn’t want to scream out with excitement.  
 
    A girl at a nearby table got up and came over to us. “I overheard you ladies talking,” she said. “I’ve got one month left here. Let me just say: enjoy it while you’re here. It’s not a setup—it’s going to be the best six months of your lives.” She bent over and kissed me on the cheek, making me tense all over. A pretty trap just kissed me on the cheek—I really was in heaven. Maybe the bus did crash on those icy highways and maybe this was the afterlife.  
 
    She giggled as she walked away from our table. “We were all shy for the first few days. Don’t worry—you’ll get over it,” she said before sitting down with her friends. There was a blonde at her table with the most magnificent blue eyes. My heart stuttered. I wanted to know how they looked and sounded so convincing. And more than anything, I wanted to know how they were all so comfortable, as if everything was completely normal and nothing was out of the ordinary.  
 
    I was at a feminization camp and I was going to be feminized. Soon, I would be one of the many beautiful women in that room. Soon, I would be embracing my girly lifestyle. I wanted to start embracing it right then and there, but I felt a strange obligation to remain shy and quiet. I didn’t want to look desperate, and I didn’t want to look like some sort of cross-dressing-obsessed pervert.  
 
    So for that first night, I just enjoyed the excitement that was dwelling inside me, but I kept it contained as best I could.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    It was only 6:00 AM when I woke up the next morning with a strong anxiety tingling inside of me. I quietly slipped out of bed and walked over to the window, to look out at the strange camp that I’d landed in. I’d half-expected to wake up in my own bed, at home, just to find out that the whole thing had been a strange dream—and even now as I stood next to the window looking out at the camp, I wasn’t convinced that it wasn’t just a strange dream that was lasting much longer than the average dream.  
 
    Because it still made no sense. I still couldn’t understand why my father would send me away to a camp that insisted on indulging my taboo fantasies. Was it like when a father catches his son smoking a cigarette, so he makes him smoke an entire pack in a single night? Maybe that worked with cigarettes, but it certainly wasn’t working at this sissy camp. All of the girls who were at the end of their camp run were dreading the end. They all looked so happy and so satisfied—how were they going to go home and be normal now? How could they just leave cross-dressing behind after six of the most fun months of their lives?  
 
    And what would happen to me? Would I really become like them—so convincing and so comfortable? If I went home like that, my father would certainly disown me and kick me out of the house.  
 
    I looked down at myself as I stood at the window. I’d almost forgotten that I was wearing a black satin slip—it was required to wear feminine nightwear to sleep, and I honestly didn’t mind. The satin felt so good against my skin. I felt like royalty as I drifted off to sleep, and I had one of the best sleeps of my life—until that tingling anxiety crept up on me.  
 
    There were a few girls awake in the camp—a few early risers making their way to the main cabin for early breakfast. I watched them from the bunkroom window. They all looked happy. One girl was wearing a beautiful red dress that extended down to her knees. It looked so light as it swayed in the gentle morning breeze. Her legs were exposed and smooth, but she didn’t look cold—she just looked free.  
 
    I spotted another girl walking alone: she had long blonde braids and the cutest freckles I’ve ever seen. But she wasn’t heading to the main cabin for breakfast like the other girls; she was walking down the path—and I had no idea where that path went. But I felt strangely compelled to follow her. I could tell from her convincing and calm and comfortable look that she had been at the camp for at least a few months, and I wanted to ask her some questions. I wanted to know why I was at that camp.  
 
    But before I could chase her down that path, I had to get ready—and getting ready was no longer just a matter of slipping on a t-shirt and a pair of jeans. I had to pick out an outfit, and then I had to fix my wig and apply my makeup. I didn’t do anything too crazy with my face—just a bit of concealer, a bit of eye shadow, and a bit of lip-gloss. I was already starting to find that less was more—it only took a little bit to look feminine.  
 
    I spent fifteen minutes buzzing through that cabin dressing room, and I ended up getting a bit carried away when it came to picking an outfit to wear out of the cabin. There were just so many options—enough that I could have worn something different every single day for the next six months, and still not have gone through everything. So I wanted to make sure that I was wearing the best they had to offer. I ended up going with a pair of black leggings, knee-high brown boots, and a light beige top under a camo-green cardigan. It was the thick infinity scarf that brought the whole outfit together (with the added bonus of hiding my Adam’s apple).  
 
    I realized that I’d probably missed my chance to catch up with that girl. I’d been in that cabin dressing room for almost half an hour already. But I figured I would take my chances anyway, so I started down the trail, hoping to catch up to the cute little blonde.  
 
    It was a peaceful path, leading away from the camp, into the forest. The forest seemed magical, untouched by even the slightest breeze in that mountain valley. Tall snow rested quaintly on tree branches, and the silence was incredible; I couldn’t believe how quiet it was! No traffic, no homeless people yelling at one another, no Puerto Ricans blasting their car stereos… Living in the city, it’s easy to forget what real silence is like. I felt like I could almost hear the Earth spinning on its axis.  
 
    Ten minutes from the camp, the path split into two. I stopped and stared down both options. Then I noticed the fresh tracks in the snow, veering to the left. So I followed them. While I walked, I looked down at the snow and noticed there were no returning tracks—so the girl must have still been out for her morning walk. Maybe I would catch up to her after all. 
 
    The snow seemed to be deeper further from the camp—almost up to my knees now. Walking wasn’t so easy, but I was able to step my feet into the tracks I was following, so there wasn’t as much snowy resistance. I had to watch my feet while I walked, to avoid letting snow fall into my boots—though because my boots fit so snugly on my calves, that didn’t seem to be too much of a problem. 
 
    “Oh, hey there,” a voice said. I looked up from my feet and saw the braided blonde once again. She was sitting on a log with the snow cleared off of it, staring out at a frozen lake. She had a cute white toque with a white cotton ball on her head, and matching white gloves. She looked like a precious little ice dancer.  
 
    “Hi,” I said, smiling. I still felt extremely exposed and vulnerable dressed like a girl. I still wasn’t entirely sure if I even looked like a convincing girl, and I was pretty sure I didn’t sound like a convincing girl.  
 
    “I like your boots,” she said. 
 
    “Thanks. I like your toque,” I said.  
 
    She smiled. She had a cute smile. I felt suddenly jealous. I only knew that she was actually a man because I knew that there were only men at the camp—but had I met her outside of the strange sissy camp, I would have thought without a shadow of a doubt that she was a woman. She looked like a woman and she sounded like a woman. She was way cuter than any girlfriend I’d ever had in my life, and she was probably cuter than any female classmate I’d ever had in my life. Looking at her precious face, I couldn’t help but think that she was meant to be a woman—and the same could be said about many of the girls at the sissy camp. But could the same be said about me?  
 
    “Do you mind if I ask what you’re doing?’ I said. 
 
    “Just enjoying nature. I was thinking of going skating later. Do you skate?”  
 
    I nodded my head. “I used to play hockey,” I said, and then I felt strangely embarrassed, as if I had just broken character by referring back to my masculine life—my real life. Were we allowed to talk about being men? What else could we talk about? All of my life experiences were male experiences.  
 
    “I think they’ve only got figure skates here—but they aren’t too different,” she said. “I’m Chloe, by the way.” 
 
    I introduced myself, and then she patted the log next to her. So I took the seat next to her. She smelled nice—like a floral perfume. I hadn’t even thought about putting on perfume. Was there perfume in our cabin? “You smell nice—I hope you don’t mind me saying so,” I said. I felt my cheeks becoming warm. I don’t know why I was so flustered around her.  
 
    She giggled. “I forgot what it’s like to be one of the new girls,” she said. Then she looked at me, directly into my eyes without an ounce of hesitation. She was shockingly confident in her female persona. “Don’t worry—you’ll be relaxed before the end of the month.” She looked away, back at the frozen lake. “I envy you. I have to leave in a month—you get to stay here. You have no idea how lucky you are.”  
 
    I’d forgotten the reason I tracked the girl down. I could no longer remember what I wanted to ask her. Instead, I just found myself trying not to stare at her, but trying to look at her at the same time. Even up close, she looked and sounded and smelled like a real woman. She was beautiful and gentle and fragile, just like the real thing. And I couldn’t help but wonder: what really makes a woman a woman? 
 
    Suddenly, I remembered what I wanted to ask her. “What is this place? What’s the point?”  
 
    She looked at me and giggled again. Then she looked back out at the lake. “That’s for you to figure out,” she said. 
 
    “But I just don’t understand why my dad would send me here—I mean, you don’t know me or my dad, but he’s not on board with the whole dressing up thing.”  
 
    “Don’t worry—you’ll figure it out,” she said. “Just try to enjoy here while you’re here. Trust me—the six months go by in a flash.”  
 
    I looked out at the lake. It was a peaceful sight. “So is it basically a six month vacation? Do you just relax and do whatever you want every day?” I asked.  
 
    “Sort of,” she said. “They try to push you out of your comfort zone. In the next few weeks, you’ll probably feel pretty vulnerable. I mean—I can look at you now and tell that you’re feeling vulnerable. Even with your outfit: you picked clothes that cover pretty much your entire body. Soon you’ll be looking for every excuse to show off your body. Soon you’ll be looking for every excuse to look as sexy as possible.”  
 
    “But isn’t that the opposite of the point?” 
 
    She just smiled. I could tell that she knew the answer to my question, but she wasn’t going to tell me. “Do you want to push yourself?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head. “I guess so,” I said. “I mean—I don’t know.” 
 
    “Do you want to feel like a girl? And be honest with me—there’s no one else around, and I promise I won’t tell anyone.”  
 
    My heart skipped a beat before stuttering off into an uneven rhythm. “I don’t know,” I said. “Sometimes, I guess.”  
 
    “Do you want me to help you? Is that why you followed me out here?”  
 
    I felt that warmth rushing quickly into my cheeks again.  
 
    She giggled. “I saw you watching me from the window. It’s fine—I’m flattered.”  
 
    “I guess I’d like some help—sure.”  
 
    She looked into my eyes with a big grin. “If you really want to feel like a woman, then get on your knees and suck my cock,” she said.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    She was still smirking, still staring into my eyes. My heart was pounding now.  
 
    “What?” I said. I felt lightheaded.  
 
    “Suck my cock. Trust me—nothing feels nearly as feminine as sucking a cock. Don’t worry—I’m clean. Have you never sucked a cock before?” 
 
    I slowly shook my head. I wasn’t sure whether or not I’d blinked.  
 
    “You’ll like it. C’mon—just take it slow. Get on your knees right here, right in front of me.” She pointed at the ground. And she didn’t wait for me to get into place before hiking up her skirt, showing off the bulge in her little red panties. “Just take it slow—the first time is always hard—but it’s also the most exciting.” 
 
    I got up and I found myself following her command. I sunk down slowly to my knees. My heart was beating faster than ever before. I was scared it was going to stop suddenly, and I would drop dead right in front of the beautiful tranny. I found myself inches from her bulge—and it was a big bulge. I took a deep breath. I’d never touched a cock before. I’d never even seen an erect cock that wasn’t my own before. 
 
    She had her hands planted on the log. She was patient, letting me move at my own pace. I reached out carefully and grabbed her panties between the tip of my thumb and the tip of my pointer finger. I gently pulled it aside, slowly revealing her cock and balls. It didn’t take a big tug to make her whole package fall out. Her long cock was now dangling freely in front of me. I let go of the panties, and they remained to the side, being held back by her hefty package. I took another deep breath. I could feel my jaw trembling and I could see my hands trembling.  
 
    She was all shaved. Her cock looked soft and smooth and surprisingly feminine—or maybe I was just used to seeing the cocks on that 4chan trap thread. I’d jerked off many times to the thought of sucking a beautiful tranny’s cock, but I never actually considered the reality. That cock once belonged to a man—and in a month, it would belong to a man again. Chloe was probably just like me. She probably had a father back home that would disown her if she ever even looked at a woman’s dress while walking through the mall. Every single cell in that cock had an X and a Y chromosome. Aside from the fact that it was shaved, there was nothing actually feminine about it.  
 
    But still, I found myself reaching out for it. I carefully slipped my fingers around it. It was warm and I could feel it throbbing. I tugged gently towards me and then I pushed back, pulling her foreskin down her shaft, exposing her bulbous tip. I looked up at her and she giggled. “You’re cute,” she said.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said. My voice was shaken.  
 
    “Just take your time. Have fun with it,” she said.  
 
    I looked back at her cock. It had grown since I’d looked away. It felt firmer and thicker, and the pulsing was getting stronger and stronger. I slipped my fingers down and I gently caressed her ball sack. She giggled again before letting out an elated breath of air.  
 
    My heart was still pounding, still apparently pulling blood away from my brain. I felt faint and dizzy, but I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to suck her cock. I wanted to know what it was like. I leaned forward slowly, getting my lips closer and closer. I wasn’t ready to plunge her into my mouth just yet, but I wanted to do something. So I stuck out my tongue and I touched it to the tip of her cock. I was half-expecting my gag reflex to kick in, but it didn’t, so I continued to tease the tip of her cock with the tip of my tongue, still slowly pumping with a clenched fist.  
 
    “It’s nice, right?” she said, looking down at me with that big, cute grin.  
 
    I nodded my head as much as I could without removing my tongue from her shaft. And suddenly I felt ready to suck her properly. I closed my eyes and I leaned my head forward. With my lips parted, I accepted her whole shaft into my mouth. I pressed my lips around her girth and I began to suck. I bobbed my head up and down, covering her whole shaft while I felt it throbbing and growing.  
 
    “Yeah, just like that. Are you sure this is your first time?” she asked with that grin now in her voice.  
 
    I kept bobbing and sucking. I wanted to get her off. I wanted to taste her cum—and I wanted to swallow it. I wanted to prove that I could be a real woman, just like her. I used one hand to hold myself up while I sucked, and I used the other hand to massage her ball sack. She was rock-hard now, throbbing intensely inside of my mouth. I couldn’t fit all of her in without gagging, so I moved my hand from her balls to the exposed part of her shaft that I couldn’t suck. I wanted to make sure her whole cock was covered and satisfied. I wanted to be a blowjob she would remember—and I could tell from her moaning that I was doing a good job so far.  
 
    I surfaced for a few seconds to catch my breath, and to say, “I want you to come in my mouth so badly.” 
 
    “Keep going the way you’re going and it won’t be long, “Chloe said with dark red cheeks. So I kept sucking and bobbing my head. I slurped the length of her shaft with my tongue, and I rubbed the tip of her throbber against the inside of my cheek. I was having fun—too much fun. A whole new world was opening up to me and I didn’t even know where I was supposed to begin. How could I possibly go back to my parents’ house after this? How was I going to stay out of my sister’s bedroom now? Maybe my dad did send me to the wrong camp. I couldn’t even begin to imagine how they were going to convince me not to cross-dress ever again after this. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Chloe groaned. Her legs trembled and her body twitched. I knew it was coming, so I braced myself. I aimed her tip against the inside of my cheek, so that it wouldn’t shoot right down my throat and choke me. I wanted to taste it and I wanted to savour it. I clenched her shaft hard with my hand, and then she started to unload—shot after shot after shot into my mouth. I was worried there was going to be too much to swallow in a single gulp. She groaned and squirmed, but I held on and made sure I got every last drop.  
 
    The taste was strange—not bad but not particularly pleasant either. I was able to gulp it down in a single swig, but that taste lingered on my tongue. It was kind of salty, like having a mouthful of thick seawater. Chloe motioned for me to stand up, so I did. She pulled me close and then she kissed me, sticking her tongue into my mouth so she could taste her own cum. Then she looked into my eyes with that big, cute smirk. 
 
    “You’re going to do just fine here,” she said.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    I returned to the main cabin with Chloe and saw my bunkmates at the same table as the night before. Chloe gave me a little slap on the ass and said, “I’ll see you later, okay?” 
 
    I had the strange urge to kiss her, even though I hardly knew her—but I resisted the urge. I didn’t want my bunkmates to know that I’d had a little fling with a trap. It was bad enough that she slapped my ass in front of them—luckily no one noticed. 
 
    I took a seat and tried not to interrupt their conversation. They were still trying to figure out if everyone in the room was actually male, or if there were real females speckled throughout. Rachael was positive that there were real females. “Some of these chicks are just too hot—I think they’re planted here to make us think we can really become convincing girls.” It was an interesting theory, until he pointed out Chloe. “Like that chick there—there’s no way she’s actually a dude.”  
 
    I had to keep my mouth shut. I wanted to tell him what I knew, but I also didn’t want to out myself. I’d sucked a cock, just a single day after I was taken away from my house because my father thought that I was gay.  
 
    “Yeah,” Sarah agreed. “She has to be the real deal. Look at her shoulders, and her hips—they’re clearly feminine.” I found myself smirking, biting my tongue, and trying to keep my composure. I could still taste Chloe’s cum in my mouth. But my bunkmates were right: Chloe really did look like the real deal. “I’m going to get some more eggs. Can I get anyone anything?” Sarah asked as she stood up. 
 
    Everyone shook their heads, and we all continued to gaze around the room with wonder in our eyes. Rachael continued to point out beauties who she was certain were truly females, planted by the camp staff to make us believe we could truly become convincing. But his theory had one major problem: why the hell would the camp staff want us to think that we could truly become women? The whole point of the camp was to set us straight—or was it? The whole point of my father sending me away was certainly to set me straight… 
 
    I looked over and saw that Sarah was talking to another girl: a short, round-faced redhead with bright, joyous eyes. Sarah’s cheeks were almost as red as the girl’s hair while they chatted. Meanwhile, Rachael was still going off about her conspiracy theory, which didn’t properly explain anything at all. “They want us to think that we really can be women—and it’s working. Look around—look at the guys that were on the bus with us. They’re already convinced. Maybe they were convinced before they even got here. Do you think any of them knew what they were getting into?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders and then I looked back over at Sarah. Now, Sarah was walking towards the exit with the little redhead. Sarah’s face was now dark red. She held her hands clasped at her waist, but even from across the room I could see that she was trembling slightly.  
 
    Rachael noticed as well. “Where the hell is she going?” Rachael asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said, but I had a pretty good idea. I was pretty sure that Sarah was about to live through a similar experience to the one I lived through earlier that morning.  
 
    So we got up and followed them. We wanted to see where they were going. We wanted to see what Sarah was being taken to see.  
 
    We kept our distance. Rachael didn’t want Sarah to know that we were following, and I didn’t want to kill the mood.  
 
    The little redhead led Sarah through the woods. From time to time Sarah would fall back slightly, overcome with nerves, and the little redhead would giggle and grab Sarah by the hand. “C’mon,” we could hear the redhead saying. She was playful and excited, while Sarah was almost crippled with nerves.  
 
    We followed for nearly ten minutes before they reached a little cabin that was unmarked. They went inside and then Rachael and I looked at one another. “What is this place?” she asked. 
 
    “Why would I know?” I said.  
 
    “What do you think they’re doing in there?” she said. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I have an idea.” 
 
    “Me too,” she said. We snuck up quietly. The windows were up high, so we had to stand up on our toes to peer inside. The glass was old and foggy and cracked in spots. The whole cabin was in desperate need of repair. 
 
    Inside the small cabin was a single open room. It looked like an old hunting cabin that had been converted into a small bedroom, with a bed in the middle of the room. And on that bed were Sarah and her redhead friend. They were kissing. Sarah’s face was still dark red. “That slut,” Rachael whispered. “The redhead—do you think that’s a trap or a real girl?”  
 
    I knew she was a trap—I knew that every girl at that camp was a trap—but I didn’t want to sound like a know it all, and I didn’t want Rachael to know what I’d done earlier with Chloe. So instead of responding, I just shrugged my shoulders. 
 
    “She has to be a real girl. Look at her hips—guys don’t have hips like that. Do they?” she asked. 
 
    It didn’t sound like she was too confident.  
 
    We watched as the couple in the cabin continued to make out. A cold breeze made us both shiver as we stood out in that cold forest. Rachael looked at my outfit and then she looked into my eyes. “These clothes are comfortable, but they don’t do much to keep you warm, do they?” she said. 
 
    “Not so much,” I said. “But you’re right—they are comfortable. I wish they would make men’s clothes with these same fabrics. They’re so soft.”  
 
    “Mind if I feel?” she asked. I nodded my head and she reached out, feeling my arm. “Your body is so warm—how are you staying so warm right now?” 
 
    “I guess I’m warm blooded,” I said with a little laugh. 
 
    She shivered again. “Well don’t you dare tell anyone about this, but I want some of your body heat.” She snuggled in tight to me and then looked back into the cabin. I couldn’t help but notice that she had a perfume scent subtly radiating off of her body. It didn’t say anywhere in the rules that we had to wear perfume—that was just a decision she’d made. I had to admit that she smelled good.  
 
    The little redhead in the cabin took Sarah’s hand and brought it down towards her crotch. Sarah’s hand was trembling noticeably and her face was still that same shade of dark red. “They’re really going to do it,” Rachael whispered. 
 
    The redhead pushed Sarah’s hand down the front of her pants, and then we watched as her hand massaged whatever was inside: possibly a pussy but most likely a cock. We watched as Sarah slowly relaxed, her shoulders sinking down, her tension vanishing from her body. The two girls laid down on the bed, still kissing, still massaging each other between the legs. The little redhead rolled over, on top of Sarah. She ran her fingers down Sarah’s body, unzipped her fly and undid her button, and then she flipped Sarah over. Once Sarah was on her stomach, the redhead tugged down her pants, revealing Sarah’s impressive tush. She gave it a firm spank, making it jiggle. 
 
    “Maybe we shouldn’t be watching this,” I whispered. 
 
    “Speak for yourself,” Rachael said, without pulling her gaze off of the intimate couple. The redhead sunk down. She spread Sarah’s ass cheeks and then she started to lick Sarah’s asshole.  
 
    “This feels wrong,” I said. 
 
    “No one’s making you watch,” Rachael said, still without looking over at me.  
 
    It was a minute later when the redhead reached down and hiked up her little skirt. She pulled down her panties, letting her thick erection flip out. I heard a slightly gasp slip out from Rachael’s lips. And then we both watched as the redhead pressed her cock into Sarah’s ass. Sarah grasped the bed sheets firmly, pulling them towards her body. She was tense once again, and her face was dark crimson. But still, she wasn’t resisting the large cock that was sinking deep into her asshole.  
 
    “That little slut,” Rachael said again.  
 
    We watched as the redhead barebacked Sarah’s tight boy-pussy. We could hear Sarah moaning after just a couple of minutes. Admittedly, she looked pretty good with a cock pressed into her asshole. She had a cute moaning face, and her orgasm face was even better. “We really shouldn’t be watching this,” I said—but even I couldn’t look away. Rachael didn’t bother justifying my utterance with a response. We were both hypnotised by the sight: one trap fucking another trap.  
 
    “You think Sarah’s done this before?” Rachael asked. 
 
    I shook my head. “No,” I said. 
 
    The redhead pulled out suddenly. She reached down, grabbed her cock, squeezed, and then coated Sarah’s back with a huge load of warm cum. Then she reached down and spread her cum all over Sarah’s back with the palms of her hands. She even bent down and used her tongue to taste her own product. “Damn,” Rachael muttered under her breath. “Maybe now it’s time we get out of here.” Her cheeks were dark red and her eyes were glowing.  
 
    “I agree,” I said. So we carefully ran away from that cabin together. We had to follow our own tracks to find our way back. And I found myself starting to think that I’d been kidnapped and brought to a strange six-month-long sissy orgy camp.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XI 
 
    I kept expecting the camp to take a turn. I kept expecting to wake up and realize that everything wasn’t perfect, and that the next six months would truly be hell—but I only woke up feeling more and more excited every morning. After two weeks at the camp I felt like I was where I belonged, with people who understood me; and I understood them.  
 
    We all still felt a little bit embarrassed when it came to getting dolled up in the mornings. I would always find myself eyeing the truly sexy little skirts and dresses, but I was still too afraid to put them on, too afraid of what my bunkmates might think of me. But I caught them eyeing up the little outfits.  
 
    It was too cold out for most of the exceptionally skanky outfits, but there would be time for those in a few months, near the end of our six month stay at the sissy camp.  
 
    It was hard to believe all of the senior campers when they told us that the six months would fly by, but it started to sink in at the end of the first two weeks. I still felt like I’d just arrived at the camp as I woke up on that two-week anniversary—time was already flying by.  
 
    But also, when I woke up on that two-week anniversary, I realized it had been two weeks since I’d heard from my family. I wondered if my parents told my sister what had happened to me, or if she was just left terribly confused. I felt bad—I never got to say goodbye to her. She was in her senior year of high school—she would be graduating before I was done at camp, and before I was taken away from home she’d been applying to colleges in different countries. There was a good chance that she would be gone before I got home—and it might be a year or two before I see her again.  
 
    So I found myself trying to track down a phone. I wanted to call her and let her know that I was okay. I wanted to see if she’d gotten into any of the colleges she’d applied for. I wanted to feel like I still had family in the world.  
 
    I went to a few of the resident cabins, asking if they had phones. I got a lot of strange looks. “They took away our phones,” I was told more than once. 
 
    “But you don’t have a landline here? Have any of you talked to your families since you got here?” I asked—and I got terribly blank stares in return. Everyone was cut off, and only a few people had even thought about contacting their families since arriving. I found out very quickly that many of the traps at the sissy camp weren’t very close with their families—and many of them were excited to be far, far away from their families. But that’s not what I wanted. I still loved my parents, even if they didn’t understand my secret sissy obsession.  
 
    “What if there’s an emergency? How do they call the police?” I asked. 
 
    “There’s a landline in the main cabin, but we aren’t allowed to use it. It’s in the room where the camp leader sleeps—and when she’s not in the room, they keep it locked,” said one of the senior campers, who was just two weeks away from being sent home.  
 
    I had a feeling that no one had ever asked to use the phone. It seemed like everyone was perfectly content in their blissful utopia. No one wanted to destroy the illusion by contacting the outside world and breaking character for just a couple of minutes. I went down to the main cabin and I knocked on the camp leader’s door. It was a few seconds before she answered. “Can I help you, Brenna?” she said. I was surprised that she already knew my name. There were tons of sissies at the camp—it would have been very impressive if she knew everybody’s name.  
 
    “I was wondering if I could use the phone,” I said. 
 
    She shook her head before I even finished my question. “That’s not allowed. I’m sorry. Is there some sort of emergency?” 
 
    “I just wanted to talk to my family,” I said. 
 
    She made a friendly smile and put her hand on my shoulder. “Feeling homesick?” she asked. 
 
    “No. Well, maybe a little bit. Is there not anyway I can contact my parents—or even just my sister?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m afraid not. That’s strictly against the rules here. But don’t worry—your family knows that you’re safe. Try not to stress out too much—just try to enjoy the camp while you’re here. The six months goes by very fast, you know.”  
 
    I forced a smile. “That’s what everyone keeps telling me.”  
 
    So I went back to join my bunkmates at our cabin. But it wasn’t even a full week later when I found myself stressing out again. This time I was worried that the camp leader was wrong, that my family didn’t know if I was okay or not. How could they know? Was the camp leader calling all of the parents on a regular basis? Was she telling them that I was okay? And if she was calling them, was she telling them that we were all living like girls—getting dolled up every single day? If my dad knew, he would have driven to that camp and picked me up himself.  
 
    Or had my family just forgotten about me?  
 
    So I started asking the other campers if they knew how I could get into that room, to use the phone. No one had any ideas for me. “I leave next week,” said one of the senior campers. “I can pass along a message to someone for you.”  
 
    I thought about her offer, but I didn’t like the idea of a one-way communication. I wanted to know how my family was doing—I didn’t necessarily want my family to know how I was doing. I certainly didn’t want my dad to know what I was doing, and I’m not sure I wanted him to know that I was having a ton of fun. I wasn’t at the camp to have fun. My dad didn’t pull me out of school and pay whatever he paid for the camp just so I could have tons of fun. But at the same time, I wanted my sister to know that I was okay, just in case she thought that I wasn’t. So I wrote a little note and I put my sister’s phone number on the note. “Just call her when you get a chance,” I said. 
 
    “I’ll call her as soon as I get back to civilization,” she said with a smile.  
 
    And I didn’t think about reaching out to my family again until the next week came, and it was time for the senior campers to leave.  
 
    We all gathered at the camp’s main gate. The bus was all revved up and ready to go. There were lots of teary eyes in the crowd: lots of hugs, lots of kisses. One girl was begging the camp staff: “Please let me stay! I don’t want to go back. I want to stay here. I’ll do anything. Maybe I can work here—do you need any more staff?”  
 
    They got everyone loaded up on the bus, and then the camp leader came out from the main cabin and made an announcement. “No one will be leaving today. There is a terrible snowstorm and all of the main highways are closed. I’m afraid we’re all stuck here until further notice.”  
 
    And now there were many big glowing smiles in the crowd. The seniors’ sissy experience would continue for at least a few days. And those few days turned into a week, and then two weeks. And no one ever questioned whether or not it was true: was there really a bad snowstorm? Had the highways really been closed for two weeks? Even I didn’t start to question it until the camp leader made her announcement after two weeks: “They’re still working on clearing the highways. They got more snow than ever before.” I thought it was strange, especially since we’d hardly gotten any new snow in the past month.  
 
    And I started thinking about my family again—and my sister, who was probably still wondering if I was okay. I was worried that note I wrote was never going to get out, so I started trying to find a way to access that phone again.  
 
    Chloe pulled me aside after she overheard me asking around. “There’s no way you’re getting to that phone,” she said quietly, as if she didn’t want anyone to overhear her. “But there’s a way to access the Internet. Maybe you could message your sister on Facebook or through e-mail.”  
 
    “How?” I said. 
 
    “You can’t tell anyone that I told you.” 
 
    “Of course—just tell me how.” 
 
    She smiled. “If I tell you, will you suck me off and eat me out?” she asked. 
 
    I felt a warm buzzing run down my arms and legs. I hadn’t touched a cock since I’d last sucked Chloe off, but I was excited to give it another go. “Sure,” I said with a sly smile of my own. 
 
    “Pay up first, and then I’ll tell you,” she said. 
 
    So we snuck away to one of the many isolated cabins in the woods around the camp. I got Chloe onto a bed and then I flipped up her skirt and tugged down her panties. I couldn’t get that cock into my mouth fast enough. I’d been fantasizing about sucking cock for weeks, since I was last with Chloe. I’d been too afraid to ask her if I could do it again, worried she would think that I was a slut—even though I was starting to think that I was a slut. Many of the other sissies in the camp had been fucking on a daily basis. The cabins were almost always occupied. I’d lost count of how many times I walked into our own bunkroom to find my bunkmates sucking and fucking one another.  
 
    Chloe’s cock was just as satisfying as I remembered. Her asshole was tight. It was hard to get my tongue inside of her, but after a bit of fingering, she loosened up. I loved the way that she moaned while I ate her out and fingered her hole, so I kept going. I got two fingers inside of her, and then I got three inside of her. She was moaning louder and louder. I sat up and looked down into her eyes while I pumped her bum with my fingers. “Do you like—” Before I could finish, her cock suddenly burst cum all over the inside of her skirt. A few streaks even shot as far up as her chin. She groaned and squirmed and once she was done, I slowly slipped my fingers out from her stretched hole. She had a big red-cheeked smile on her face. “That was amazing,” she said. “You need to let me do that to you sometime.” 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. I was still terrified of the thought of being penetrated. I wasn’t sure my tight virgin asshole could handle it—though I knew I was probably the only sissy at that camp who hadn’t been fucked in the ass. I’d even caught Rachael with a well-hung trap from another cabin. I walked in on her while she was clutching the bed sheets and moaning loudly. She looked at me with a terribly embarrassed look. Her cock was erect and dripping pre-cum.  
 
    “So to access the Internet,” Chloe said, “You need to grab one of the new tablets. They’re equipped with 3G.”  
 
    “3G? But surely there’s no data or reception out here,” I said. 
 
    “Not here, but if you hike three hours up the mountain, there’s a spot where you can get a bit of data—enough to get onto Facebook to send a message or two. Though the hike might be tough right now, with all the snow. A few of us would go up during the summer, so we could touch base with our friends.”  
 
    The main cabin had a bunch of tablets for the campers to use. There were movies and TV shows loaded onto the tablets, and the tablets could be booked out—though there was always a bit of a waiting list to get one, even though the tablets were mostly just loaded with rom-coms and soap operas. So that afternoon, I went and put my name down on the waiting list for one of the tablets, and I just hoped that I would get one of the new ones. And two days later, I did get my hands on one of the new ones.  
 
    It was a cold day, but I was feeling more determined than ever to reach my sister, to see how the family was doing. So I snuck away from the camp and I started the long hike up that mountain. And Chloe was right—it wasn’t easy with all of the snow and ice. I had to walk carefully, and I nearly slipped dozens of times. The trail wasn’t meant to be hiked during the winter. There was a long stretch of path that teetered over a tall cliff, and the path was slicked with ice. So I moved carefully, my heart pounding the whole time. It took nearly five hours before the borrowed tablet showed a single bar of data reception. I sat down on a rock and I logged into my Facebook. It took a few minutes for the page to load. I tried to send a message to my sister, but the messages kept failing to send. I tried hiking further up the trail, but the reception only got worse.  
 
    So I found myself back at that rock, trying again—but I still had no luck. Every attempt to send a message came back with, “Unable to send message. Please check your connection and try again.” But I was able to load her Facebook page after about twenty minutes of holding the tablet above my head. And I was shocked to see a news article that she’d shared: “Dozens of young men still missing after suspected abduction.”  
 
    I tapped on the article and waited for another heart-pounding ten minutes as the article loaded. And I couldn’t believe what I was reading. Apparently a bus full of young men on their way to a religious camp had been stolen. The bus was found abandoned on the side of the highway, but none of the young men had been found. The date of the apparent abduction was the exact date of my departure. And supposedly this was the second bus that had been stolen in the past seven months.  
 
    So it was true—we really had been kidnapped. This really wasn’t the camp that we were supposed to be at.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XII 
 
    My heart was still pounding when I returned to the camp. I was cold and sweaty and exhausted, and it was late, but I wasn’t going to go to bed until I found Chloe. She was just getting ready for bed when I slipped into her cabin. She looked me up and down and asked, “Are you okay?” 
 
    “I’m fine,” I said. “I need to talk to you. I just discovered something terrible.” I made her follow me down the path, even though it was brutally cold now. I looked back to make sure no one was around, and then I told her that we’d been abducted. “This isn’t the camp we’re supposed to be at,” I said.  
 
    She stared into my eyes for a moment, and then she started to laugh. “Wait—are you serious?”  
 
    “Yes—I have the article up right here. It’s even got my name on it at the end, with dozens of other names. Your real name is probably on here too.”  
 
    “No, I mean, did you seriously not know about this? I thought everyone knew about this,” she said. And she was staring into my eyes with a confused grin. And was she serious? Was this common knowledge? Did people just not care? “They didn’t rescue us, Brenna—they saved us. Do you have any idea what they do at those camps? They basically torture kids for six months, and then you practically leave lobotomized.”  
 
    “My family probably thinks that I’m dead,” I said. 
 
    “And maybe that’s for the best. Maybe your male persona needs to die so that your true female self can be free,” she said. My heart stuttered. It was an attractive thought: to be completely free, to start again fresh in a body that I was happy with. I finally felt like I belonged—and the sissy camp was giving me the chance to have that forever. “One of the other girls overheard the camp leader talking to some of the other staff. There’s no snowstorm. They’re going to spend the next year slowly breaking the news to us that everyone thinks we’re dead. And then they’re going to work on rehoming us. They’ve even got a connection with the government—they’re going to get us real IDs and everything. They really are saving us, Brenna.”  
 
    “But what about my family?” I said. 
 
    “It’s a small sacrifice. Besides—does your family really love you? Would they really send you to one of those horrible camps if they actually cared about you?” I had to think about it. If the camp was as bad as she was saying, then maybe she was right. But what if she was wrong? What if she just thought the religious camp was bad because her head had been filled with propaganda? It would make sense that people running the sissy camp would want us all to think that they were saving us—surely that’s common with people who abduct young people.  
 
    Chloe gently took my hand. “I can tell that you’re not sold,” she said. “I think I can help.” She led me down the path—far away from the camp and into the forest. It was very dark, so we moved carefully. And the air was getting very cold. My fingers and toes were starting to hurt. 
 
    “Where are we going?” I asked. 
 
    “A secret place,” she said. 
 
    It was a ten-minute hike through that cold forest before we ended up at another isolated cabin in the woods. But this one was much older than the others. Overgrown weeds and bushes kept it mostly hidden, and the roof was caving in on one side. I wasn’t sure if it was safe to go inside, but Chloe insisted that it was fine. 
 
    The inside of the cabin was surprisingly clean. It was dark until Chloe located a lighter. She lit a few candles and then she spent the next ten minutes getting a fire started in the old stone chimney. “No one knows about this place—just a few of us. I’m not even sure that the camp leader knows about it,” she said. “But no one will find us here. And there’s a path on the other side of the cabin—it’s probably an eight-hour walk, but it will get you to the highway. If you really feel like you’ve been wronged, you can start the hike in the morning. No one will try to stop you. If anyone asks where you are, I’ll tell them that you went for a hike up the mountain.”  
 
    I looked out the window and could just barely make out the overgrown path in the darkness. And I thought about my options. I wanted to stay and enjoy the sissy camp for a few more days. I liked dressing up like a girl and I loved all of the compliments I got on a regular basis. I felt so comfortable in women’s clothing and I felt so strangely free. But on the other hand, I knew it was wrong. I knew there were many families worried sick back home, wondering what happened to their children. My own parents were probably mortified, even though they thought I was a screw-up—I knew that they still loved me. 
 
    And I knew that if I stayed around the sissy camp for longer, it would only become harder to leave. I knew that in a couple of months, once the weather got better and we could start wearing cute spring clothes, I would never want to go.  
 
    “But before you go,” Chloe said, “I want you to spend one night with me. And then know that if you stay, you can spend every night with me.” She was sitting on the bed and her dress was off. She was only wearing a red lacy bra and matching panties. Her skin was recently shaved smooth and she seemed to glow sitting next to the warm fire. She patted the spot next to her, so I walked over and sat down. She looked into my eyes. “I don’t want you to go,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t want to go,” I said.  
 
    “Good. So it’s settled. You’ll stay here with me. We’ll start our new life together.” She smiled and then she gently bit her bottom lip. “I want to really make you feel like a woman.”  
 
    “You already do make me feel like a woman,” I said.  
 
    “But now I want to really make you feel like a woman.” She slipped a hand onto my cheek and she turned my head to face her. She kissed me, gently slipping her tongue into my mouth. It was only a few seconds before she was playfully pulling my bottom lip with her teeth. She took my hand and brought it down to her crotch. She made me slip my fingers under her panties. I started to massage her cock. My God, I loved her cock. I couldn’t stand the thought of leaving that camp, just because I didn’t want to leave that perfect, beautiful cock.  
 
    I rubbed it until it was hard, and then I started stroking it, still under her panties. I loved how warm it was. I loved how smooth it felt. And I loved that I could feel it throbbing, getting harder and bigger. I rolled on top of her and then I started to gently grind my own cock against hers. “How could you want to leave this?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t want to leave this,” I said.  
 
    She smiled. “Good.” I looked down. My cock was out of my panties now, and so was hers. We were grinding our bare cocks together. And it was only a few seconds later that Chloe reached around and pressed the tip of her finger into my asshole. I perked up. She giggled. “You’re tight,” she said. 
 
    “I’m a virgin back there.” 
 
    “Not after tonight you’re not,” she said with a big grin. She reached up and stuck two of her fingers into my mouth. I sucked those fingers. My cock was rock-hard and throbbing mercilessly. I took a deep breath in and felt elation warming my bones. She reached her saliva-slicked fingers around back and used them to lubricate my asshole. I was surprised by how easily she was able to get both fingers inside of me. I let a little moan slip.  
 
    “I like you a lot,” I said between soft moans.  
 
    “I like you too,” she said. She sunk her fingers deeper. It felt good—too good. Now there was no way I could leave the sissy camp. There was no way I could leave this amazing pleasure behind. Maybe it was worth the sacrifice—maybe I could live without seeing my family again.  
 
    She reached down and stood up her cock, pressing her tip to my asshole. “Ready?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded. I could feel that my cheeks were burning red. My jaw was trembling slightly, along with my hands—but I wasn’t cold. She penetrated me gently with her tip. She waited a moment as I clenched. It took me a moment to relax, and I was only able to relax for another inch before I clenched again. She giggled—she had such a cute giggle. “Take your time,” she said. And I did. It was five minutes before half of her cock was inside of me. “We’ll start with this—okay?” she said. And then she started to slowly thrust up and down with half of her long, curved cock. It felt nice. I let my body melt against hers.  
 
    “That feels so nice,” I said. 
 
    “You’re still really tight,” she said. 
 
    “You’re so big.” I ran my hands down her arms and then I ran them down her sides. I carefully pulled off her red lacy bra and then I could myself fondling her flat chest.  
 
    “I’m going to start taking hormones as soon as we’re back,” she said. “I might even get some small implants.”  
 
    “I like you like this,” I said. I bent forward and sucked one of her nipples. She moaned. I felt her cock sink in deeper than half, but I didn’t mind, even though it hurt a little bit. She kept thrusting. She was getting faster and faster. I started sucking her other nipple, making it hard and erect. And then we kissed. And once her tongue penetrated my lips, I realized her whole cock was deep in my ass. My butt cheeks were now slapping against her hard pelvis. “Oh God,” I moaned.  
 
    A trembling consumed my body. I bit down on my tongue but it wasn’t enough to stop the screaming. I gripped the bed sheets tightly and my body began to squirm. Thankfully she reached up and stabilized me so I wouldn’t fall off the bed. “Look how hard you are,” she said. She was looking at my cock, so I looked as well. 
 
    And I was hard—harder than ever before. My cock was standing like a marble pillar and a strand of pre-cum was dripping down onto Chloe’s stomach. “I’m sorry,” I said, though I wasn’t sure why I was apologizing. She just giggled that amazingly cute giggle. And then she reached out and gently massaged the underside of my tip—and that was all I needed. 
 
    I started unloading, blasting her perfect chest with my warm cum. I groaned and squirmed and then I screamed—and I just kept unloading. She watched with glowing eyes, unable to look away from my twitching cock. And a moment later, I felt her warmth gushing inside of me. Her fingernails dug into my hips and she held me tight as she moaned. I felt every blast—every little drop of her sweet, perfect cum.  
 
    I stood up gently, letting her cum fall out of me. I felt strangely empty but amazingly satisfied at the same time. I fell on top of her and we kissed. My body was filled with joy. “That was so amazing,” I said.  
 
    “I can’t wait to do it again tomorrow night,” she said.  
 
    I smiled, but that smile didn’t last long. I started thinking about my family again. They thought that I’d been kidnapped. They probably thought that I was dead or being held in some sort of dungeon somewhere. They were probably sick with fear and guilt. And I couldn’t let them live with that horrible feeling. I had to make the hike to the highway, and I had to let the world know about that sissy camp.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XIII 
 
    I hardly slept that night, even though I was exhausted from a long hike and an amazing fuck. I finally fell asleep around 4:00 AM, and then I found myself awake again at 6:00 AM. Chloe was sleeping peacefully when I slipped out from the bed. I looked down at her. I wanted to wake her up to say goodbye. I wanted to have one last kiss, and maybe one last stuffing as well—but I knew that she would just try to stop me if I woke her up. So I quietly slipped out from the cabin without making a sound, and I stepped carefully through the woods until I was half a mile away and sure that no sound I could make would wake Chloe up. 
 
    I followed that overgrown path for a couple of hours before I started to consider the possibility Chloe was wrong about where it went. How could I be sure that it went to the highway? How did she know it went to the highway? Had she walked it before? And if she’d walked it before, why was she going to the highway? Had she thought about leaving the sissy camp before? And had she chickened out at the last minute?  
 
    It was another hour before I started thinking about turning around. I was already missing my new friends, and I was missing the fun atmosphere. It was the first morning in a month that I didn’t spent getting dolled up around Rachael and Diane and Sarah. It was the first morning that I didn’t sit with them in the main cabin, flirting with other traps, and enjoying our shared interests.  
 
    I was about to ruin the fun for everyone. As soon as I told one person about the sissy camp, the cops would be raiding the camp with full force. The camp leader and her staff would be arrested for kidnapping and everyone would be sent back home to their families—and by the sounds of it, their families weren’t all so nice. But what else could I do? I couldn’t just allow the staff to get away with kidnapping.  
 
    After seven hours, I started to panic. I was far from the camp and it was getting cold. In a few hours it would be dark. If I wanted to go back, I would be hiking for hours in the dark winter mountains. And I still wasn’t sure that this highway even existed. And if it did, there was a good chance that no one would pick me up. I could have been walking to my death. 
 
    After eight hours, I started thinking about turning around. I was terrified now, worried I’d made the biggest mistake of my life. But I bit down on my tongue and stayed true to my morals. I just couldn’t let the camp get away with what they were doing, even if everyone was happy in the camp. It just wasn’t right.  
 
    After nine hours, I reached the highway. I stumbled out from the woods onto the pavement. It was recently ploughed. I had no idea which way was which, so I just started walking down the road in a random direction. It was ten minutes before a big truck started to appear in the distance. I waved my arms frantically. The sun was going down and I knew I wouldn’t have many chances to wave someone down before I was a black figure against a black forest.  
 
    Luckily, the truck stopped for me. He threw the passenger door open and I climbed up inside. “Where you headed, little lady?” he asked. He had a big beard and long grey hair.  
 
    “The nearest town,” I said. “I need to go to the police station.” 
 
    He looked at me with frightened eyes. “Is everything okay?” he asked.  
 
    “Not really,” I said. “I was kidnapped, along with almost one-hundred others.”  
 
    He stared at me for a moment with parted lips. “O—Okay. Sure thing. Let’s get you to the police station.” It was half an hour before we were at the nearest town’s police station. I thanked the man as we pulled up. “Good luck in there,” he said. 
 
    I leaned over the seat and gave him a kiss on the cheek. His face turned red. “Thanks,” I said. And then I ran into the police station. It wasn’t until I was at the desk that I realized I was still in women’s clothes, still using my girl voice. But I wasn’t sure how to get out of character now. My girl voice was my only voice—I wasn’t even sure what my old voice sounded like, or how to make it. So I talked to the police as a girl. I told them everything. It took twenty minutes to try and explain where in the mountains the camp was located. They kept me at the station while they sent a few cruisers out to investigate.  
 
    And it was only an hour later when they brought me a phone and said, “There’s a call for you here.”  
 
    I gently took the phone, worried it was going to be the camp leader telling me that she was going to kill me. “Hello?” I said.  
 
    “Um, hi—Sorry, I’m looking for my son. Can you give me to Derek?” my father’s voice said. And I realized I was still using that girl voice. I cleared my throat. 
 
    “This is Derek,” I said. But I was still using that voice. I just couldn’t break it, no matter how hard I tried. 
 
    But luckily, the cops had explained the situation to my father. He knew that I’d spent over a month in what was essentially a feminizing cult. “Are you okay? Did they hurt you?” he asked. 
 
    “No—they didn’t hurt me. They were actually really nice. No one wanted to leave—but I missed you,” I said. 
 
    “I missed you too. Even before that news segment came out, I was already on my way to get you back from that camp. I regretted it not even five minutes after you left.”  
 
    “I need to tell you something, dad,” I said. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. “I want to be a girl,” I said. And then I closed my eyes and waited for the sound of my father disowning me. He was silent for a moment. 
 
    “That’s fine. As long as you’re safe and happy,” he said. “And as long as you’re always part of the family.” 
 
    I couldn’t fight away the smile. And then I couldn’t fight away the tears. My father went on to tell me that my sister had been accepted to a college in Scotland, and that my mom had found a new job working for an art company. Apparently the house was filled with flowers from my classmates who had heard about my abduction. I was flattered, but more than anything I was excited to get home to my family—and excited to start my new life the way I truly wanted to live.  
 
    They arranged to have a cruiser take me back home. “It will be here in a few minutes,” the police officer told me. And in that few minutes, my fellow campers started to arrive at the station. They all looked shocked—many of them had no idea that they’d been abducted. There were a few sour faces in the crowd—people who were angry that the fun was over.  
 
    I watched as they pulled the camp leader and her staff members down towards the holding cells. And then I watched as Chloe stepped into the precinct. She looked around and then she spotted me. I was worried that she hated me for ruining her life. I was surprised when she smiled.  
 
    “You really did it,” she said. 
 
    “I had to. I’m sorry,” I said.  
 
    “I’m glad you did it,” she said. “It was the right thing to do. Though I don’t know what I’m going to do now. I can’t go home to my parents.” 
 
    “Why not?” I asked. 
 
    “They won’t accept me—especially not now that I’m a full blown chick. When the cops asked me what my real name was, it took me a minute to remember. And I can’t even do the voice anymore.” 
 
    “Me neither,” I said. “And I was only there for a month. But I think you should go to your family anyway. Try to explain your life to them. And then if they really don’t understand, you can come live with me.”  
 
    “Really?” she said with glowing eyes. 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “Derek Andrews—come on now, let’s get you home,” said an officer. My cruiser was waiting for me outside. So I kissed Chloe and then I left, worried I would never see her again. I didn’t even know what her real name was.”  
 
    My family embraced me as soon as I stepped out from the cruiser. I was shocked by how long my dad hugged me for, even though I was still dressed up like a girl—still wearing my wig and my makeup. “I’m so happy to see you,” he said. “Let’s get you inside. Your mom made your favourite dinner for you. C’mon.”  
 
    They never questioned my new persona—which wasn’t much different from my old persona—just the look and the voice was different. They accepted me on the spot, which made me feel happier than ever before.  
 
    It was a week later when there was a knock at the door. My dad answered and then he called for me. “Brenna—someone’s here to see you.”  
 
    I came around the corner and saw Chloe, looking more stunning than ever in a little red dress. She smiled as she saw me. “Look at you,” she said. I ran up and hugged her. 
 
    “So they didn’t change their minds, huh?” I said. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “No, they did. They told me that they’re happy as long as I’m happy. But I had to come see you. It turns out we don’t live too far from one another. I’m just in Glendale, an hour away from here. But I was hoping that maybe I could stay for the weekend.”  
 
    “Of course,” I said. I felt a little bit weird kissing her in front of my dad. I’m not sure if my dad could tell that she was a trap like me, or if he even cared.  
 
    I felt less guilty about ruining the sissy camp when Chloe showed me all of the news articles online about families being reunited with their lost children. It was nice to know that I made that possible. Though I felt a bit bad when the camp leader was sentenced to life years in prison for almost one hundred counts of kidnapping. She’d made our sissy lives possible—though she’d gone about it in a bad way.  
 
    Chloe and I fucked that night. We took turns stuffing our cocks into each other’s asses. And then we cuddled and kissed until the early morning hours. I laughed when Chloe asked me if we were “fags or dykes”.  
 
    “I don’t know what we are, but I know that we’re happy,” I said. And she smiled.  
 
    THE END 
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