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GIRLY FEELINGS


Christopher has decided it’s time to bulk up: no more being the small guy. He gets himself a gym membership and a big tub of Hulk Diet Protein Powder. But his gym journey isn’t complete without his new friend and gym partner, Alan, who has also lived his whole life as the ‘small guy’. Alan’s all-in as well, with his own giant tub of Hulk Diet.

Their gym journey is off to a great start; both men have more energy than ever before. Within a couple of weeks, the young men are lifting heavier weights. Christopher is sure that life is changing for the better.

Then, he begins to notice strange feelings, and strange urges. He’s never thought about crossdressing before, but suddenly, he wants to try on women’s clothing. Then, from a mutual friend, Christopher begins to hear stories about Alan, who’s been spotted going out to clubs dressed as a girl—and hooking up with strange men.

Sure that he can make these ‘girly feelings’ go away, Christopher doubles down on his gym time, and he doubles down on his dosage of Hulk Diet.


CHAPTER 1
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I’d never had a desire to wear women’s clothes until that afternoon.

Seriously.

It had literally never crossed my mind. In fact, I knew a guy in high-school who suddenly got into wearing women’s clothing, and I remember looking at him and saying to my buddy, ‘If I ever look like that, just shoot me.’ Of course, we’ve all seen our share of ‘men in dresses’, and I don’t mean that disparagingly to transgender people; some transgender people look amazing, and some biological women sometimes look like men in dresses. All I’m saying is—that’s not someone I ever wanted to be, and until that afternoon, there had never been a risk of me being that person, because… I was a straight guy who liked girls and I didn’t have any interest in wearing women’s clothing.

But that weird little urge came out of nowhere. I just saw a picture of a girl wearing panties, and then I thought about my sister’s closet. I knew she wasn’t home. I had this weird idea to go and try her panties on… but I resisted. For some reason, that urge kept coming back every few minutes. I just kept thinking about it and thinking about it.

Finally the thoughts went away. I think the gym helped. I pushed the heaviest weights that I could, and that helped to push those weird urges out of my head.

I got home, mixed some protein powder into some milk (with some crushed ice), sat down and gulped it back, and went back to working on my work assignment. I had a few days left to get those reports done if I wanted to have any shot at a raise.

I was in bed when those weird urges came back. I heard my sister calling out to my dad, “I’m going to be out late. See you in the morning!” And I knew that her room was empty, and I could go in there and have full access to her clothes.

I slapped myself. “What the hell has gotten into you, man?” I said to myself, and I managed to focus for a couple more hours before falling asleep.

That night, I had a dream that I was my sister. It was a strange dream. I was out at a party. One of my sister’s friends came up to me; her clothes were baggy. “I put on the wrong outfit,” she said to me. “Can we switch?”

“Sure,” I said. We went to the bathroom together. She was petite. I took of my jeans and my t-shirt and took her little dress with the pleated skirt. Then, I looked in the mirror and saw that I was naked, with perky breasts and a tight little slit.

I didn’t look like my sister now; now, I was just a girl—I don’t know who. I put on the outfit, and this bubbly sensation came over me. I bounced back into the party and found myself being chatty with strangers. Then, there was an old man who tapped me on the shoulder and said, “I need help starting my car.” So I went out to help him and saw that it was my car.

I have no idea what any of it means; I’ve never been able to interpret dreams, but I’m sure it had some sort of deep meaning.

Fast forward to the next day: I’m at work and the boss facilitates a desk change. He would do this every few weeks, thinking it would help with productivity. He moved me to a desk near a window, but with my back to the window. Now, I was facing the new girl, Lucinda. She was a pretty girl, with long, curly blonde hair. Sadly, she was married, with pictures of her husband all over her desk.

But she was wearing this little black dress, cut deep down the chest. I caught myself peeking at her chest a few times, seeing her big, round breasts… but then I found myself looking more at her dress, thinking it looked a bit like the dress I wore in that dream. And suddenly, I found myself thinking about wearing it.

That weird, nagging urge came back. I started thinking of my sister’s closet, filled with cute clothes. I thought about putting the clothes on. I wondered how I would look.

Again, I pushed the thoughts away, but they came back later in the day. In an attempt to entertain the curiosity so that it would go away, I went online and looked up pictures of guys wearing dresses (there was a whole forum full of them). I wanted to see how ridiculous they looked, so I could get the idea out of my head. I needed to convince myself that I would look like an idiot, and this whole random idea needed to go away.

Most of the men looked silly—clearly men. But damn… some of them looked like girls. In fact, I wasn’t convinced that some of them weren’t girls—or men stealing pictures from girls to try to trick the crossdressers into thinking that they had potential. Maybe it was a mean prank… No—some of them were definitely biological males; some weren’t hiding their bulges.

“Christopher,” my boss said, walking up next to me. I quickly closed that forum down and opened my spreadsheets.

“Yes, sir?” I said, heart racing.

“Your spring bonus cheque came in. It’s in your mailbox. Don’t forget it—and cash it this week.”

“No problem, sir,” I smiled.

I felt sweat on the palms of my hands. Did he see what I’d been looking at? Why was I looking at this shit at work? What had gotten into me?

I went straight to the gym from work. Alan was there.

Alan was a newer friend of mine; we met at a work conference downtown. We were the thinnest guys in the room (most of the guys in our industry were husky, large fellows), and Alan made a joke: “I think we need to up our calorie intake if we’re going to make it far in this business.” We chatted for a while, and then when he saw me the next day, he said, “Honestly though—I’ve been thinking of putting on some weight. Want to be gym buddies?”

I used to go to the gym when I was younger—around twenty-one. I went almost every day for many months before getting discouraged by lack of results. I’d always wanted to be normal weight, but it didn’t seem to matter how much time I spent on the equipment; the weight never came.

“Pushing weights won’t get us there,” Alan said to me at the end of the conference, after I told him about my past attempts at going to the gym. “It’s all about diet. Small guys like us need to eat until we explode if we want to have any chance of putting on mass.” He sent me some websites that he’d been reading, and I started reading about gaining weight.

A mutual friend of ours, Wade, just happened to have gotten a new job working for a company called Hulk Diet. It was a new protein powder supplement that was surging in popularity because it was so much cheaper than the alternatives, without sacrificing much in terms of quality. Wade was working in marketing, but told me that he could get me and Alan an employee discount, so we each got a huge tub for next to nothing.

And after three weeks, I noticed the gains. For the first time in my life, I had a bit of muscle—not just skin plastered to bone. It wasn’t much, but it was more than I’d ever had before. Alan was equally ecstatic, showing me his biceps, which he was sure were bigger—though I couldn’t quite see much of a difference.

“We’re going to make it, buddy,” Alan said to me with a big smile. ‘There’s still hope for us after all.”


CHAPTER 2
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Alan came over to my house one afternoon. It was the weekend, and we were both taking a rest day from the gym. I hadn’t been expecting him. “What’s up?” I asked.

He smiled, with reddish cheeks. “You’re a hockey guy, right?”

“I mean—I don’t play it, but I watch it sometimes.”

His smile grew, and then he lifted up a grocery bag, showing me a few bags of chips and some beer. “Want to watch the Canucks game with me?”

I thought that it was a bit weird that he invited himself over without sending a text message first. I thought it was a tiny bit strange that he wasn’t asking me if I was busy. I didn’t know Alan super well; we’d only been friends for about six weeks. We only really ever saw each other at the gym, and at the occasional work function. When we talked, it was usually gym-related conversation. But Alan had mentioned once that he didn’t really have many friends, which I took to mean that he didn’t have any friends.

Honestly, I didn’t really want to watch a hockey game all afternoon, but I felt bad for Alan, so I let him in, and we put the game on the TV. It was a bit weird; he wasn’t talking much, and he usually had a lot to say. Then, out of nowhere, he looked around and said, “You home alone?”

Now, I was worrying that I’d befriended some lunatic who was about to knock me out and rob my house. I hesitated before saying, “Yeah. My parents are out of town, and my sister is at her friend’s place.”

“Cool,” he said, nodding his head slowly. “I’m jealous of people who still live with their parents.”

I felt like he was jabbing at me, but I decided to keep a level head.

He smiled. “I mean—you get to save so much money, and it’s probably nice to have people around all the time. I moved out when I was seventeen. I got a studio apartment and I’ve been there since. I mean, yeah, I see the neighbours from time to time, but it can be really… quiet.”

“Right,” I said. “My plan is to move out by the end of the year. I’m just saving up for a downpayment on a condo, so I’m not paying rent.”

“That’s awesome,” he smiled. “And it seems like you have a good setup here.” He stood up suddenly. “Want to show me around?”

Again, it seemed weird. Nobody had ever asked for a tour of the house before. But Alan was a bit of a strange cat, so I decided to entertain him; after all, if he tried to steal something, I knew his name, I knew where he worked, I knew his boss, and I could give the police a perfect description of him.

I gave him the tour. “My parents’ room… my room… my sister’s room… the bathroom.”

“Just the one bathroom, huh?” he asked.

“Just the one,” I said. “It’s never been a problem before. I grew up in this house. My sister just had to learn to do her makeup in her own room.”

“Sure, sure,” he said, nodding his head. He seemed on edge, like he was waiting for the right opportunity to break some news to me. But he said nothing; he just stood there with that blushing smile.

We went to watch the second period. I didn’t even know who he was cheering for—or if he was cheering for anyone. He seemed more interested in the commercials. I still felt like he was waiting to ask some awkward question, or drop some awkward news on me.

Then, he said, “How have the gains been? Have you noticed any new weight?”

“Not yet,” I said. “But I’m choosing to trust the system. Everyone says not to expect any gains in the first few months, so I’m trying not to expect anything, so I can be pleasantly surprised.”

“You’ve been taking the Hulk Diet powder, right?” he asked.

I nodded.

“Does it ever give you, like, a headache? Or make you feel… lightheaded?”

I shook my head. “Maybe you’re not drinking enough water when you’re working out.”

“Yeah. You’re right,” he went on. “That’s probably it. I really need to drink more water.” A few minutes later, he said, “Hey, I know it’s our rest day, but I honestly feel fine. I wouldn’t mind hitting up the gym later—maybe doing some squats. Since we started lifting, I’ve really been neglecting my legs.”

I eyed the clock. He really did want to take up my whole day. But again, I felt a bit bad for him; he seemed so… lonely. “Sure,” I said. “But just a quick workout. I want to be home before my sister gets back.”

“When does she get back?” he asked, looking suddenly intrigued.

I hesitated before saying, “Six.”

“Oh, that’s not for a while,” he said with a smile.

The game went to overtime. Then, he stood up and said, “Remind me where your bathroom is.” I pointed him in the right direction, and then I turned to watch the intense overtime period. I thought it was strange that he hadn’t gone to use the bathroom during one of the many commercial breaks, or the extended break before OT. He ended up missing the whole thing, not coming back until a moment after the winning goal was scored. “Who won?” he asked, zipping up his fly.

“Vancouver.”

“Damn,” he groaned. “So—wanna hit up the gym?”

His personality was strange. He seemed so on-edge, so jumpy, so nervous. We went to the gym and he hardly touched the weights. He did more sauntering around and chatting than weight-lifting. And his weird attitude had me distracted, so I didn’t get a whole lot done either.

“What are you doing tonight?” he asked me. “Want to go to that new bar on 7th?”

I shook my head. “Sorry, brother. I want to get home before my sister. I told her that I would make dinner for her.” But I knew he was lonely, so I said, “You can come by. I can make dinner for three.”

“No, no,” he said, waving his hands up in the air. “I wouldn’t want to intrude. It’s fine. It was just an idea. I’ll see you on Monday. Chest day! Can’t miss chest day.”

“Sure thing.” I smiled, but felt weird about the whole day. Something seemed off.

I got home before my sister. I made myself a protein shake and then I got dinner started. My sister came home and saw the food in the wok, and she gave me a hug. “You’re the best, Chris,” she said.

I’d always been close with my sister. We were born just a year apart—Irish Twins, they called us (though we weren’t Irish). She’d been there for me during some tough times, like when I was dumped by my first girlfriend. She was there when I was cut from the volleyball team (for being too scrawny). She was there when I nearly flunked the tenth grade, and my dad came down hard on me.

“How was your day?” she asked me.

I didn’t tell her much about Alan. I just said, “A friend came over and we watched the game.”

“Which friend?”

“A guy from the gym.”

She asked nothing else about it. I didn’t say any more about it because I didn’t like to talk shit about people. ‘If you don’t have anything nice to say, don’t say anything at all.’ I liked Alan, but I really didn’t have anything good to say about the day; it was just… awkward. He came across as so lonely, and it was hard not to feel put off by the whole thing.

Maybe you think that I’m being a little harsh, and maybe I am being just a little bit harsh—but there was just something about the vibe that he was giving off… something that didn’t sit well.

There was a big storm that night; it rained hard, with intense wind. The power went out, and we woke up to a crew knocking at our door. “We need to check your panel,” the man said. I guess the storm messed up the box that the city used outside to track power usage. Four men came in and went straight to the basement. When they came back up, one of the men said, “Your basement is totally flooded.”

He was right: there was four inches of water. So we had to call an emergency flood restoration team. They came and evaluated the house, and told us that the water had come down from the walls. Sure enough, there was water damage everywhere: soaking through the drywall.

Avery, my sister had to leave. “You don’t mind dealing with this, do you? You know where mom and dad keep the emergency credit card, right?”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said. “I’m almost thirty. I can deal with this.”

She smiled, gave me a hug, and then left. The crew worked in every room: my room, my parents’ room, the living room, my sister’s room, the bathroom. They were there all day—and the next day too. They did a good job and left a big bill, which I put on my parents’ credit card.

Then, a few nights later, my sister came into the living room with a pale look on her face. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Someone stole a bunch of my underwear,” she said, looking nauseated.

“Are you sure?” I asked, standing up.

“Like—pretty sure,” she said. “If it was just one or two pairs, I would assume that they just got lost in the wash or something… but I’m missing, like… ten pairs. And I’m missing…”

“What?”

She blushed and looked away from me. “Intimate underwear.”

I cringed. “Ew,” I said. Yes, my sister was an attractive woman, but I didn’t want to think of her wearing stuff like that. I didn’t even want to think that she owned stuff like that!

“I know that I didn’t touch it,” she said. “It’s gone. I think I’m missing other stuff too, but it’s hard to say.”

“Those guys,” I said, feeling a bit queasy myself. “They were working in our rooms. One of them must have taken something. I’m going to call their boss right now.”

“No!” Avery cried. “I know that’s probably the right thing to do… but it’s just so… embarrassing. It just feels so violating.”

“They can’t just get away with it,” I said, feeling a rage boiling inside of me. I hated to think that some creepy dudes had messed with my sister. Maybe they pawed through her whole room, looking for nude pictures… And what if they found them? What if they were sharing them online, with strangers? “This is so fucked up.”

“Just leave it, Christopher,” she sighed. “I’m used to dealing with creeps, and the reality is… there’s nothing you can really do about them.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. I gave her a hug, and we tried to pretend like it didn’t happen. When I went to bed that night, those weird urges came back. I remembered my sister mentioning that she had ‘intimate underwear’, which I figured meant sexy lingerie—the kind of outfits the girls in Playboy Magazine wear… the kind of outfits those young men wore in those pictures I saw online. And some of them actually looked like girls…

Why did Avery own that stuff? Was she being intimate with some guy… or multiple men? Ew—I tried not to think of it.

And would it fit me if I tried it on? Would I look good in those little outfits?

Why was I having these thoughts? Why was the idea of putting on women’s clothing so… alluring? My heart was racing. I just couldn’t stop thinking about it. I tried to distract myself, but the urges were still there. I went to bed, but couldn’t sleep, thinking about that closet filled with clothes. I was starting to worry that something had snapped in my brain.


CHAPTER 3
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Isaw Alan a couple of days later at the gym. We hadn’t spoken in a couple of days, and hadn’t planned to be at the gym together, so I was bit surprised to see him there (it wasn’t my usual gym time). He looked a bit stunned to see me, even blushing as if I’d caught him cheating on me—and he was with another guy.

“Christopher,” he said. “This is Ernie.”

“Hi,” I said. Ernie looked a lot like me: thin, short, and meek. He smiled and shook my hand. His hand was sweaty, which was a bit off-putting.

“Ernie runs a tech consulting company.”

“That’s cool,” I said. “Have a good workout, guys.” I went off towards the squat rack to start my workout. But Alan followed me.

“You can work out with us,” he said. “Ernie’s a really cool guy. I think you’ll like him a lot.”

“It looks like you guys are doing arm stuff. It’s my leg day.”

“We’re just doing a push-pull routine. Ernie showed me this program, and it actually makes a ton of sense. I’ve been meaning to send it to you. Come on, Christopher. Lift with us.”

He had that weird, lonely look on his face—which made no sense, because he was with someone. I don’t know why, but I felt guilty turning him down… and maybe I did want to have some company at the gym; I’d never been the type of person to do anything solo. So I joined them. They showed me their workout plan, which included squats, among other exercises.

It was a tough hour—much different than the workouts that I’d gotten used to. Ernie was weaker than both of us—he’d only been lifting for a couple of weeks. But he had a good wit. He kept cracking jokes that would make me laugh out loud. And it turned out, he knew a lot of the same people that I knew; there was some crossover between our industries.

We ended up going out for drinks together later that night. Ernie told us about a contract that had recently expired, where he did some work for the military, intercepting messages from a national enemy. Apparently, during the contract, he would notice strange people following him, sometimes in cars that had no plates. “I was going to a Fleetwood Mac concert, and this guy approached me outside the stadium; he was pulling out a gun, and then these two dudes came out of nowhere and tackled him to the ground and pulled him away.”

“Security guards?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I think they’d been following me for weeks, making sure that I was safe. It was really freaky. I’m glad it’s over, but it was a cool experience. It was cool to be part of something so… important.”

I didn’t have any stories like that one. None of my stories were nearly that ‘cool’. But still, Ernie seemed to enjoy my company; he laughed at my jokes. Near the end of the night, we all agreed to meet up again the next evening to workout. “We’re going to get big together,” Alan smiled.

Ernie had also been given a discount tub of Hulk Diet.

That night, as we were finishing our last drinks, a girl came up to me and put her hand on my bicep. She blushed. “Sorry,” she said. Her voice was little more than a whisper. It was hard to hear what she was saying. “My friend dared me to feel your muscles.”

I blushed. That had never happened before. Did I even have muscles? Sure, my biceps were a bit tighter than before—but were they bigger? Alan and Ernie moved away so that I could flirt with the girl. Flirting turned into a conversation, which lasted a full hour. The whole time, I had to strain to hear her, because she spoke so softly, almost like she was whispering.

Then, she asked me if I wanted to have a drink at her place.

As you can imagine, I was about to fall to my knees and thank my new god: Hulk Diet. No woman had ever singled me out like that before.

I went home with her. We kissed after entering her apartment. It was a messy, chaotic kiss, with us bumping into everything in the room—even knocking over a lamp. I couldn’t even remember her name.

She fell to her knees. She took my cock out from my pants and began to suck it like she’d spent a week in the Sahara Desert, and I was a glass of water, with my cock as the straw. I gasped. She slurped. She gasped for air and then she kept sucking hard on my cock.

“Shit,” I moaned. I saw her bed through the opened bedroom door. “Let’s go to the bed.”

She didn’t move. She was acting like she couldn’t hear me.

I dug into my pocket; there was a condom there—it had been there for over a year. Hopefully it was still okay. “Let’s go to your bed.”

But still, she wasn’t listening.

“Come on, baby,” I said, flashing the condom; it was my way of saying, ‘Let’s go fuck before you finish me off with your mouth.’

“I want you to cum in my mouth,” she whispered.

My heart fluttered. I wasn’t against a blowjob… but I wanted more. I wanted to explore her pretty body. I wanted to see her breasts. I hadn’t even seen her cleavage; she had her hoodie zipped right up to her neck.

I decided to give in; I decided to let her suck me off. I let out a sigh and leaned my back against a wall. She sucked hard. It felt so good. I reached down and grabbed her hair. “Yes,” I moaned. “Just like that, baby.” I pulled her hair. Then, I felt a strange elastic sort of pull. I looked down and saw a number of pins in her hair—because it was a wig, being held by pins.

I figured she had gotten a bad haircut and was wearing a wig until it grew out. I decided to think nothing of it. I just let her suck me off.

She made me cum. I blasted into her mouth. She moaned, sucking out every last drop, and then showing me my huge load before swallowing. She licked her lips and then she stood up. “That was hot,” she whispered. She blushed. “I have to work early in the morning...” She eyed me, and then she eyed the door. It was her way of telling me to get lost.

I was a bit disappointed: no sex. I didn’t even get to see her naked body. But it was hard to be too upset; it was, by far, the best blowjob I’d ever gotten in my life.

“Can I get your number?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded, and then she put her number into my phone. Later, when I was home, I sent her a message, thanking her for the fun. “Who is this?” she replied.

“Christopher. From the bar.”

“What bar?” she said. “I don’t know a Christopher.”

So I tried calling her, and a man picked up. He laughed at me. “Some chick gave you a fake number, bro,” he said to me, and then he hung up. I felt embarrassed, sinking into my bed.

But it wasn’t the last time I saw her. The next day, when I was at the gym with Ernie and Alan, I saw her finishing her workout on the stretching mat. She saw me, blushed, and then looked away. I knew better than to approach her. I didn’t want to make it awkward, so I just pretended to ignore her. It was easier to work out once she was gone—but Ernie and Alan kept pressing me about her. “Why didn’t you talk to her? Did the night take a bad turn?”

I don’t know why I felt so embarrassed; I got a blowjob out of it, after all; that was more than I would have gotten otherwise, and it didn’t cost me more than a ‘lemon drop’.

Near the end of our workout, a girl stepped into the gym—except she wasn’t actually a girl… at least she wasn’t a girl a week earlier when I saw her last.

I recognized her, and so did Alan; she was a regular at the gym: a smaller guy, like us, who showed up every day, presumably trying to build some mass to be more attractive to women. But now, he was wearing women’s workout clothes. He had his long, shaggy hair styled back into a feminine-looking hairdo. He was wearing makeup, and the smell of perfume was strong.

He—or maybe I should say she—was blushing, keeping her gaze down. Maybe she’d recently come out as trans. She didn’t exactly look terribly convincing, but that was none of my business. Sure, she was clean-shaven and her small frame made her look like a girl from a quick glance. But the Adam’s apple was still quite noticeable, and the facial structure was still very… masculine.

“Isn’t that Kyle?” Alan whispered to me.

“I think so,” I whispered back.

“Why is he dressed like that?”

“It’s none of our business,” I said, hoping Alan would stop staring like an ass.

“He wasn’t like that last week.”

“It’s just none of our business.”

Then, Alan nudged me. “The guy who stocks the shelves at the grocery store I go to—he just came out too. I was there this morning, and he was stocking shelves in a miniskirt.”

I just smiled. “Good for him, I guess.”

“Her,” Alan said, correcting me, as if he was suddenly the bigger person.

I rolled my eyes—not because Alan was wrong, but because he was the one dwelling on it, and the dwelling was far worse than accidentally using the wrong ‘pronoun’.

“I think I’m done. My arms can’t push shit,” I said. “Good workout today. I’ll see you on Thursday.” When I got home, I got a message from my sister: “Going to spend the night in Greenwich with Carol and her friends. I’ll be home tomorrow.”

And it was a combination of factors that sent those weird urges pulsing back in my head. My sister was gone, and there had been all of this talk of people coming out of the closet. I saw that recently-outed trans girl at the gym. Now, I was wondering if I would look more convincing if I tried. How could I know without trying?

Awkwardly, I found myself at my sister’s bedroom door. I peered in and took a slow breath in, smelling all of those feminine smells. The pink gleam of her walls made me feel weak in the knees.

Okay—maybe I could just put this whole issue to rest.

I approached her closet. The sound of the creaky floorboards was louder than ever. My pounding heart was louder than ever as I pulled open the closet door. Now, I was looking at a packed closet, full of clothes. I took another slow breath in.

“Just put it to rest,” I whispered to myself.

I took down a dress. It was just a fitted black dress, with a zipper on the back. It seemed fairly straightforward, so I slipped out from my clothes and I shimmied into the little dress. It felt tight, even though I was about the same size as my sister. I walked over to her mirror and gazed at my reflection.

I looked a bit silly… but not quite as idiotic as I was expecting. I was expecting to see a man in a dress, but it wasn’t quite that dramatic. Instead, it looked more like a woman’s body in a dress (with a flat chest and a manly face). I stared at myself for a long minute, turning to see different angles. My ass actually looked pretty good in that dress…

But the hairy legs, the stubble on my cheeks, the short hair… it was all so silly. So I cracked a smile and said, “See? It’s been put to rest.” I took the dress off, hung it back up, and went on with my evening.

But the thoughts kept coming back. I wondered if I wasn’t really trying hard enough. I didn’t even touch her makeup. I didn’t shave the stubble off of my face. I wasn’t standing with decent posture.

After an hour, I couldn’t handle those thoughts anymore. “Just go and put it to rest properly,” I said to myself. First, I needed to shave my face. But once I had the razor out, and I was standing nude in the bathroom, I found myself eyeing my legs.

If I was going to put this to rest properly, I at least needed to shave my thighs. I could hide the hair on my shins with some big socks. So after shaving my face, I did away with my thigh hair. There was the awkward issue of knowing where to stop shaving when I was working around my crotch. I ended up shaving it all away. I hadn’t been hairless down there since I was eleven…

I went back to my sister’s closet. First, I wanted to find some stockings, so I started digging around. I found a Halloween costume wig. It was long and blonde, with pigtails. I put it on my head, and then blushed in the mirror when I saw how much of a difference it made. Next, I found some socks. I pulled them up high, to the middle of my thighs. Then, I found a small pink dress and shimmied into it. The soft fabrics felt nice, even though it was tight and short and revealing.

I needed to finish the look with a ‘bust’. I took one of my sister’s bras, put some folded tissue paper in the cups, and put it on under the dress. Now I had some ‘boobies’. I bounced a little in front of the mirror. The boobs surprisingly jiggled a tiny bit (probably just the bra bouncing), and the pigtails danced around in a cute kind of way. I blushed harder.

“You don’t look like a girl though,” I said to myself. Then I eyed her makeup. Of course I didn’t look like a girl—I wasn’t wearing makeup.

Heart racing, I sat at her little makeup desk. I began to draw on eyeliner. My hand was trembling. My palms were sweaty. I felt so stupid. I had no idea what I was even doing. What was I trying to prove, exactly? And why?

I took a deep breath and reached for the eyeshadow pallet.

“Just get it out of your system,” I whispered to myself. I got myself all dolled up, and then went back to the mirror. I stood up nicely, not letting my shoulder slouch. I spun left and right, making the skirt of the pink dress dance around me. I blushed harder.

Okay… maybe I did look a bit like a girl… I certainly looked more like a girl than the trans girl at the gym. I looked more like a girl than the people on that forum…

Or was it just in my head? Was this just craziness?

There was a way to find out! I took my phone and snapped a few full-length mirror selfies. I was red with humiliation, and tingling with an intense adrenaline. I sat on the edge of my sister’s bed, logged into an old Reddit account that I had, with no posts on it. Then, I posted my selfies in a forum where girls asked guys to rate them. I didn’t mention that I was trans; I wanted them to point that out to me. I wanted real people to slap some sense into me. I was expecting them to tell me how ugly I was. I was expecting them to write stuff like, “cringe”.

But that’s not what I got. Instead, I was getting guys telling me that I was a 7… 8… One guy even said 9. One asked if I was single. A few asked for my personal social media accounts, so they could ‘hit me up’. I was blushing all over. I was getting a few DMs of guys asking for sexy pictures. “I’d kill to see your ass.” I don’t know why, but I snapped a picture of my ass under the skirt and sent it, and he replied with a picture of his hard erection.

I gasped. I felt nauseous all of a sudden. I rushed over to my sister’s closet and ripped the whole disguise off. I washed my face. I put everything back where I found it. I went back to my room with a racing heart.

I felt so stupid, so humiliated. I don’t know why I let those urges get the better of me. I shouldn’t have touched my sister’s stuff. Now, I felt like I was just as bad as the creepy restoration guys who stole my sister’s undies.


CHAPTER 4
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Itried to overpower my humiliation in the gym. I let myself crumble to some strange… girly feelings, but the gym would fix my problems. I lifted heavy weights, and then I went home and took a double dose of Hulk Diet. I wanted protein. I wanted to be too big to fit into my sister’s clothes. Because if I was too big to look girly, then the urges would go away. I would never wonder if I could pass as a girl if I had throbbing biceps and bulging shoulders…

After just eight hours of recovering, I went back to the gym, targeting different muscle groups. This time, Ernie was there. He nodded towards me. “Hey, Christopher! Mind spotting me?”

“Sure,” I said.

He noticed my trembling arms as I reached out to hold his bar. “You okay?”

“My arms are sore,” I told him. “I worked out this morning.”

“Wow,” he said, nodding slowly. “Twice in one day. You’re serious about this, huh?”

As he was benching, I looked down and saw his water bottle, which was the bottle that came with the large tub of Hulk Diet. “Notice any gains?” I asked.

“Not yet,” he said. “I mean—they say not to expect anything for at least six weeks.”

“That’s what I’m banking on,” I smiled. “It’s hard, just trusting the process, when weeks go by and nothing happens.”

He nodded in agreement. I went over to the leg press and started pushing. I probably hadn’t recovered long enough since my last leg workout—but I wanted to be in that gym. I wanted to trigger some testosterone production, to make those embarrassing urges subside.

Ernie moved over to the squat rack. He wasn’t lifting much: just ten-pound plates on the women’s bar (I’m not sure why he didn’t just use the men’s bar). His technique was a bit shaky, so I walked over to spot him. While standing behind him, I noticed a flash of red lace poking up in his shorts. I paused and took a closer look.

Ernie was wearing panties under his shorts.

I felt a hotness wash over me. I blushed and looked away. Why was Ernie wearing women’s underwear?

During his next set (after he pulled up his shorts), I noticed that his legs were smooth… hairless. Had he shaved, or was he like that naturally? His legs had a shiny gleam to them. They looked like chick legs.

And later, when he was talking to me, I noticed a smudge next to his eye. “You have something on your face there,” I said. He wiped with his finger and then looked down at his hand. He turned dark red. “I have no idea what that is.” But I was pretty sure that it was a tiny bit of eyeliner than he’d failed to clean off.

I was almost positive that Ernie was dressing like a girl behind closed doors. Maybe I wasn’t the only one who had those weird urges. At least I was able to control them; I was able to keep them in my house; I wouldn’t dare wear panties out—especially somewhere I would be bending over constantly.

I thought about saying something… but I knew that it wasn’t my business. “Your phone,” Ernie said.

“Huh?”

“It keeps buzzing. I think someone’s trying to call you, or message you, or something.” He motioned to the floor where my phone was, next to my water bottle. I picked it up and then gasped when I saw that I was getting notifications from Reddit: more men who were fawning over my feminine pictures. I quickly cleared the messages and turned notifications off. I was lucky that he hadn’t read any of the flirtatious messages… or did he?

I went home and drank a strong dose of Hulk Diet. I was about halfway through my container now.

I was exhausted. My body was telling me to eat dinner and go to sleep… and then my sister poked her head in my room and said, “I’m going to Stacy’s for a couple hours, to finish up my final project. I made some dinner; it’s in the oven.”

“Alright,” I smiled.

Once she was gone, I just couldn’t help it. The urges were so, so strong. It almost felt like an addiction (and I’d been addicted to smoking cigarettes for years, and it took years to break that addiction). I literally felt like I had to do it or my brain would refuse to calm down.

I found that same wig. I put on the makeup. I pulled the socks up to my thighs, and then I put on the cutest little gothic lace dress. I was wearing that bra, with the tissue paper. I spun around and then I ran my hands down my body, feeling the fabric of that dress, and then feeling the smooth skin of my thighs. Feeling that smooth skin just made me want to shave the rest of my legs…

So I did. I could just wear sweatpants at the gym anyway…

I had no idea where these feelings and ideas were coming from, but there was nothing I could do to extinguish them. I had to do it; I had to see it for myself again: I had to see just how girly I could make myself.

And my God, I made myself look so fucking cute. With my smooth legs, I looked like a little doll in that dress. I spun around my sister’s pink bedroom. I even grabbed her perfume and sprayed myself. I giggled and then I put some pop music on—Taylor Swift—and I danced. I felt so strangely free and excited. But my heart didn’t stop pounding. I knew I was doing something so, so wrong. Nothing could stop me. In that moment, I felt so good. I felt so alive. I felt so… aroused.

My cock was rock hard, but I didn’t want to touch it. Instead, I went and grabbed a black Sharpie. I put it in my mouth, sucked on it, spat on it, and then I pushed it into my bum. I’d never been anally penetrated before, but I wanted to feel something pushing inside of me. It felt strangely nice once I started pumping it. I wanted something bigger though, so I went to my own room. I had an old cigar container, so I used that. I had to stretch a little to accommodate it—but it felt even better… so after ten minutes of sliding it in and out, I went to the kitchen. I grabbed a cucumber. I ran it under hot water, and then I put a condom on it. In my room, I got on my back. I spread out my legs, and then I pushed the cucumber into my asshole.

“Oh God,” I groaned. My anus began to tremble and clench. My head fell back. I turned and saw the mirror. I flushed with redness. But I didn’t stop. I watched as I sodomized myself with that long cucumber. I couldn’t stop myself. I was in a strange state of euphoria, like something had possessed me, like my sensibilities had fluttered away, abandoning me. I kept going for over an hour.

It must have been closer to two hours, because my sister came home while I had eight inches of cucumber in my ass, while wearing her dress, on my bed. I rushed to my bedroom door and closed it before she found me. I got undressed and used paper towel and water from my water bottle to wash my face. I worked fast, terrified she was going to come to my room to see me—especially once she noticed the missing items from her closet.

But she went straight to bed. She must have been tired, because she didn’t notice that anything was out of place. While she was drinking coffee in the kitchen in the morning, I snuck her clothes back and put away the wig. I was so humiliated. I felt like such an idiot. I told myself that I wouldn’t do it again, that I got it out of my system… but when she left an hour later, the urges started coming back.

I went to the gym to hide from them.


CHAPTER 5
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Alan was at the gym. “Hey bro. Long time, no see,” he said with a smile.

“Likewise,” I said.

“Hey—I’ve got an extra ticket to Thunder Fest this afternoon. Want to go with me?”

“What’s that?”

He explained that Thunder Fest was a hard-rock music festival in a nearby town. I didn’t recognize any of the bands on the bill, but I figured it would be a good idea to get away from the house, and away from my sister’s closet. I didn’t want to be near it anymore; I needed a detox from crossdressing, because that’s just not who I was: I was not a crossdresser.

“I just have to go home, change, and drink a shake,” I told him.

“Sure thing. Maybe I can come by with you—if you don’t mind. Then we can just head out together.”

“Sure,” I said.

Later during our workout, he revealed to me that Ernie would also be joining us. “You don’t mind, do you? I like Ernie; he’s a cool guy.”

“I don’t care,” I said.

“Maybe we can pick him up and just go in one car.”

“Sure thing.”

We went to do some seated rows, and that’s when I noticed something that made me pause. Alan’s legs were smooth and glistening, just like Ernie’s. “Hey man,” I said. “Did you shave your legs?”

He froze. His face reddened a little bit, and then he cleared his throat. “I always have,” he said. “I’ve never liked the way leg hair chafes in jeans. Plus, I heard that you can actually run and swim faster without leg hair.”

“Oh, really?” I said. But I wasn’t buying it. I’m sure that I would have noticed his smooth legs before; we’d been going to the gym for over a month now together. I bit my tongue and tried to convince myself that it wasn’t any of my business.

But even though it wasn’t my business, I still had to investigate, just to satisfy a tingling, nagging feeling deep inside of me. When he slipped into the gym shower, I went to his bag. I dug down and found damning evidence: a pair of black panties. So he was doing it too: he was wearing women’s underwear out of the house!

I left everything as I found it, and I kept telling myself that it was none of my business. Maybe Alan was just doing the same thing that I’d been doing recently: pushing heavy weights to muster up some testosterone, to make those feelings go away. Maybe he had the same mindset: if he was bulky and masculine, he would never pass as a girl, so he would never want to dress like a girl.

As we left for my house, I wondered if he was wearing those panties under his clothes. I don’t know why, but it was bothering me.

Then, at my place, when I was in the bathroom having a quick shower, I heard him in the hallways. I paused and listened, and I’m sure that I heard the door to my sister’s bedroom.

I gasped. Was he the one who stole my sister’s undies? I jumped out of the shower and quickly towelled myself off, but by the time that I was in the hallway, he was already sitting in the living room. “That was fast,” he said.

“Were you just down here?” I asked him.

He looked at me strangely. “No. Why?”

“I heard my sister’s bedroom door creaking.”

“Wasn’t me,” he said. “Hey—we’d better leave soon if we’re going to catch the first act.”

I had a bad feeling. Now, I was almost certain that Alan was the panty thief—and worse, he was wearing my sister’s panties… though it was hard to be super furious, seeing as I was also wearing them when my sister left the house. But still, it felt like a major violation.

I didn’t know how to call him out.

Now, I should tell you about what happened at the music festival, though only briefly, as I don’t want to get too hung up on this little story. During the second act, I went to use the bathroom. In one of the stalls, a man was giving a girl a hard pounding, and she was moaning loudly. Their shifting feet had knocked their clothes out from their stall, and into the next stall, where I was using the bathroom.

Carefully, I reached down and picked up the girl’s underwear: a red lace one-piece that felt so soft, and smelled so flowery and beautiful. Those girly feelings washed over me, stripping me of my sensibilities. Quietly and carefully, while the man pumped the girl’s tight pussy, I got naked, put on the one-piece, and then I put my clothes over it. I felt stupid… but exhilarated. It fit so well, and it was so damn sexy. I loved the hug of the tight lace under my clothes. Suddenly, I could understand why both Ernie and Alan were doing it—though I hated myself for indulging.

Yes, I stole that lace bodysuit. I left the bathroom with it, and wore it through the rest of the festival. And because of it, I didn’t get laid. A girl started dancing with me, getting closer and closer, and getting handsy. She was a bit tipsy, and she asked if I wanted to ‘walk her to the bathroom’. I had to decline, because if we became intimate, I wouldn’t be able to strip down without exposing my ‘feminine attire’. I felt so stupid and embarrassed as I said, “Sorry, I can’t.” She left to find a man who could satisfy her.

With each act, the party became wilder. The fans were getting more drunk, and the music was being turned up louder. I lost sight of Alan, and I lost sight of Ernie. I had a few drinks, and I started to feel… good. I found a tube of lipstick on the ground; someone must have dropped it. I put it in my pocket and had another drink. Then, I overheard some muscular bro-types laughing, and talking about a ‘glory hole’. “I fucking dare you, bro,” said one friend to the other.

“Not unless you do it.”

“No way—there’s probably some fucking fat chick on the other end!”

I kept listening, and found out that they were talking about a hole that had been drilled between two outhouses. I sauntered over and watched as a girl emerged from the female side of the alleged culprit house. She was wiping her lips, and her cheeks were red. Did she just suck a guy through the hole?

My heart was pounding, and now, a new urge was tingling inside of me.

Maybe I could do it. Maybe I could… fool around, and feel like a girl… just for a few minutes.

When nobody was looking, I zipped into the outhouse. I locked the door and sat down on the seat. I took a minute to control my breathing. The loud bass of the music was thumping against the outhouse door.

There was a hole, about waist-height.

I waited and waited.

I listened as people came and went. I sat there for ten, twenty, thirty minutes. I felt stupider and stupider as time passed…

And then, a half-erect cock slowly emerged through the hole. I perked up. My heart nearly stopped as dread consumed me. What was I doing? What exactly was my plan?

I reached into my pocket and took out that tube of lipstick. Quietly, I rubbed some on my lips. Was I going to suck a stranger’s cock?

I wanted to know how it felt… I couldn’t stop myself. I reached out and gently grabbed it. I heard him gasp. I was trembling all over, but I went through with it—just stroking him at first, and then dropping to my knees and accepting him into my mouth.

I was expecting a rotten taste, like bad BO, but there was no taste. It was just clean skin. I sucked hard, until he was hard. Carefully, I took my shirt and pants off, so that I was just in that lingerie. I felt so pretty, so sexy… so naughty. On my hands and knees, I kept sucking—until he groaned and ejaculated. I moved away and got none of it on me. I splashed on the floor, and then after he was gone, I cleaned it with paper towel. When I was finishing up the cleaning, another cock came through. I grinned and blushed, and then I did it again…

And again, and again. I spent an hour and a half in that outhouse, sucking and rubbing strangers. My sensibilities were gone. I was just giggling and smiling, as if nothing was wrong—as if I wasn’t doing anything messed up.

Then, it finally hit me. I’m not sure what made me realize that it was crazy. I’m not sure what made me realize that I was acting totally insane. I snapped back to reality and looked down at the throbbing, erect cock in front of me. I covered my lips with the palm of my hand and backed away. I felt green. I quickly put my clothes on.

“Baby, you there?” a male voice whispered. I rubbed the lipstick off (what was left of it), and slipped out of the outhouse. I stumbled away, running, getting as far away as possible. I could feel my face turning pale. I was so ashamed of myself. I literally lost count of how many cocks I had in my mouth, how many cum-shots I watched spew across that outhouse… and how many I allowed in my mouth.

I found my own ride home. I just wanted to be home. I wanted to get far, far away from that music festival. I wanted to know what the hell was wrong with me.

But my sister’s clothes were at home… whispering to me… drawing me towards them. I knew that my sister was out; I knew that I had the house to myself. I knew that I could get away with it, and now, I was wondering how I would look with a cat eye makeup style… or a smokey eye… or maybe some heavy-blush E-girl makeup…

And all of her dresses! She had dozens and dozens of cute little nightclub dresses. I wanted to wear all of them…

No—I had to pull myself away. I went to the gym. I pushed heavy weights. That trans girl showed up, looking a little bit more convincing than the last time I saw her (she had a few days to hone her femininity, after all). Then, twenty minutes later, another trans girl came in—and I was sure that I’d seen her in the gym as a man before.

What on earth was happening? Why were these men choosing to be women? Why was Alan wearing panties? Why was Ernie shaving his legs? Why did I spent over an hour in an outhouse, playing with the cocks of strange men?

I lifted until my muscles were too sore to go on, and then I went home and took a double dose of Hulk Diet. It went down thick, tasting almost like… cum. And now I knew what that tasted like. I shuddered, and then I paused. I stared at my container of Hulk Diet. A strange sensation washed over me.

No… it couldn’t be…
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Imanaged to fight the urges for the next few days. I spent a lot of time at the gym… not my usual gym, but a gym a few miles away. It was further from home, but I was trying to avoid the familiar faces—and those trans girls. No, they weren’t doing anything bad to me directly, but when I saw them, I started thinking about my own identity. I only went home if I knew my sister or parents were home. If I knew that I would be alone, I went elsewhere: to bars, to the swimming pool… and sometimes I would even sleep at motels, just to hide from my house, if I knew that my sister was going to be out for the night.

It worked for a while, but the urges found me. A new trans girls started coming to my new gym, and she was cute. I kept looking at her and feeling… inspired. I would see her in little athletic skorts and think, ‘I would look so cute in that.’ And it wasn’t long before I caved to the urges. I went to the store and bought myself a little skort, and sports-bra (with pads), and some cute white sneakers that looked more feminine. I told the cashiers that I was buying gifts for a girlfriend.

I bought a little makeup kit, against my better judgement. I knew that I needed a haircut (I was weeks overdue now), but I didn’t go, not wanting to cut my hair. When I went to shave my face, I would also touch up my legs, keeping them hairless, even though I knew that it was so wrong; I was caving to those urges, and I couldn’t help it.

But it was a week later when I did something truly foolish, truly against my own will: I got dolled up and dressed up, and I went out… I went to a new gym, and I worked out as a girl. I was nervous as hell, until I saw that one of the other girls in the gym was a trans girl, and I think I looked a bit better than her. I caught her looking at me, and I’m sure she caught me looking at her. It wasn’t a romantic thing. We were checking each other out… Well, I don’t think she was checking me out. If anything, I was finding comfort in her presence, and I felt like I had to keep looking over at her… to make sure that she was okay.

It was so strange. We never spoke. We just did our workouts. Then, I went home and realized how insane it was that I went out dressed as a girl, and interacted with people as a girl (just the girl at the front desk, but still…). “Have you lost your fucking mind!?” I said to myself. I cleaned myself up and then I made a huge pint of Hulk Diet: the thickest, most protein-heavy shake I’d ever made. And I chugged it, because I was sure that all of this crazy nonsense would come to a swift end as soon as I had muscles on my body, as soon as my frame couldn’t pass as feminine any longer. I just had to get through this skinny stage.

I weighed myself for the first time in weeks. I was up… one pound. One measly pound after weeks of hard lifting. At this rate, it would be years before I looked ‘manly’… but I had to stick to it. I couldn’t let my ‘femininity’ consume me, chew me up and spit me back out. I’d already done so many things that I was ashamed of.

“This has to stop,” I said, looking at myself in the mirror. I was determined to stop it… but I couldn’t stop it. That night, a couple hours after chugging that Hulk Diet protein powder, I had the strongest urges ever. I tossed and turned. I was restless. My penis was tingling. If I closed my eyes, I started daydreaming about… cocks.

“I need to be with a man,” I whispered to myself.

My God, those urges were so strong! I couldn’t fight them. I just had to go out… one last time… as a girl.
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It was 11:30 PM when I stepped into the club, dressed in my sister’s glittering black club minidress. It had tiny straps that barely held up the dainty little dress. I loved the smell of my own perfume. I was still getting used to the white polish on my finger nails, and on my toenails, which were exposed in the open-toed heels that I nabbed from the front-hall closet.

I wasn’t in the club long before I started turning heads. I met eyes with a young man and he smiled. I looked away quickly. My heart was racing. I could feel sweat beginning to form on my back.

I moved towards the dance floor. I knew that there was a good chance that I was about to humiliate myself, but I started dancing anyway: just small movements. I’d never been much of a dancer, but now, for the first time ever, the thought of dancing to that heavy-bass pop music was just so much… fun.

And dancing helped to distract from the terror and dread of what I was doing. For a few minutes, I forgot how stupid I was being. I forgot about the terror of being recognized. I forgot about the horror of being ridiculed and exposed. For a few minutes, I didn’t have the horrible nightmare in my head: where someone snaps a photo of me and posts it online for everyone to see. In that moment, I was just enjoying being a girl.

But I knew that I wasn’t a girl. Why did I have these ideas?

I went to the bar, and a man quickly came up next to me. “Please let me buy you a drink. Anything you want.”

I blushed. I gently said, “I’d take a vodka soda.” And a moment later, it was in my hand. He smiled at me, and then he buzzed off to keep dancing. I made my way to the dance floor. A couple different guys had turns with me, grinding against me. I blushed when one of them noticed the bulge of my cock as it grazed him. He looked down and then back up. He smiled nervously. “I wouldn’t have guessed!” But he didn’t stick around. I wasn’t sure if that was a compliment or not.

The fun continued. Another man bought me a drink. I kept dancing. I got pulled over to a group of women, and once they started talking, I realized they were trans girls. They thought that I was one of them; they didn’t realize that I wasn’t trans; I was just pretending for the night, trying to get weird urges out of my system.

“What’s your name?” one girl asked me with a masculine twang in her voice.

I had to think fast. “Chrissy,” I said. It wasn’t too much of a departure from my real name. I’d never been good at lying.

The girls invited me to go to another club—one that was open later. There, we met up with three more girls... trans girls. They introduced themselves to me, but there were too many of them; I couldn’t remember their names. Most of them, honestly, looking like biological women. It was around 2:00 AM when I overheard three of them setting up a gym date. “Where do you girls go to the gym?” I asked, still feeling a bit timid.

“Sam’s Fitness, on 12th,” said a cute little blonde with dark freckles. “Do you workout? You should join us!”

I blushed all over. I knew that it was bad, to invite more of this feminization into my life. I was trying to break away from all of this, but it seemed like it was just pulling me deeper down the feminized rabbit hole. “I could come,” I blushed.

We partied until 4:00 AM. I made out with a man on the dance floor. I even reached down and felt his hard shaft in his jeans. He blushed and said, “I want to take you home, but… I have a girlfriend.” I felt a bit embarrassed, but I still blushed. It felt exciting to think that I was able to make a man in a serious relationship have a serious hiccup.

I shared a taxi home with one of the girls. She lived nearby. She put her name and number in my phone and said, “Text me. We should hang out sometime and share makeup tips.”

“Sure,” I said softly. And then suddenly, I was sneaking in my house, trying not to wake anyone up as I went to the bathroom to get myself cleaned up. I took a long look at myself in the mirror, before and after cleaning up. I wasn’t sure which reflection I preferred, and that scared me. And now, I had more plans for the week to go out as ‘Chrissy’ than I did as Christopher.

I knew that I was losing grip of my life. I had no idea how to get the ship back on course. At this rate, I was heading for complete catastrophe.


CHAPTER 7
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Before I continue my story, I should tell you about Alan and Ernie. First, I will tell you about Alan, because it was only the next day that Ernie came over to my house, and told me about Alan’s confession.

“Do you have a few minutes? I’m not really sure what to do right now,” Ernie said to me. So I let him in. We went up to my room. My heart stopped for a moment when he was walking into my room, and I wondered if I’d put away all of those makeup supplies. Luckily, they were put away.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I was out with Alan last night,” Ernie said. “He told me something… troubling.”

“What?”

“Well, he had a bit too much to drink. Then, I noticed that he was kind of… twitchy. He was nervous about something. He kept asking me if I noticed people looking at him. He went to the bathroom, like, ten times. I thought maybe he was sick, and then he finally snapped and he told me everything.

“About two weeks ago, Alan started taking hormone pills. He said that, about a month ago, he started to feel like a woman trapped in a man’s body. He said that it started with him being discouraged at the gym, seeing all of the jacked gym regulars, and then looking in the mirror and seeing a body that looked like it belonged to a sixteen-year-old flat-chested chick. He was really down on himself, and then he started to notice trans girls around town, and he wondered—I guess—if he could pass, so he tried dressing up a few times.

“He went online, on Plenty of Fish—you know, the dating website? He made a profile with a fake name, and he posted pictures of himself as a girl. For a week, he spent his nights flirting with guys. He swore to me that he’s not attracted to men, but he liked feeling validated, or something. He just kept doing it, until one of the men begged to meet up with him. So Alan built up the courage to go out, dressed as a girl.

“It was a sex date, at a motel. The guy was under the impression that Alan was trans—not just a guy wearing girl’s clothing… though I suppose there’s not much difference these days, right? It’s really just a matter of how you identify, I guess… but Alan told me that he doesn’t think he’s a chick. He just wanted some sort of validation.

“Well, at the motel, he got cold-feet, but the man wasn’t okay with that. Look—I don’t know if I should use this word. The consent was… questionable, but the man took Alan. Okay, I’ll just say it. He raped him. Apparently multiple times in the same night, but Alan stayed, even though he had chances to leave. Was it consensual? I don’t know, man—don’t ask me. I’m not going to play judge and jury. I’m just telling you what he told me…

“Alan saw the guy again a couple nights later: same thing, at a motel, and again, it went further than Alan was comfortable. After that, he ordered pills online, so he could… you know—have tits, and whatever…”

“So he is trans,” I said.

“No. I mean—he says he’s not. He told me that he just… couldn’t help it. He called it… an urge. He compared it to smoking. Like—smokers don’t want to be smokers, but they keep doing it, you know? They keep going to the store to buy more cigarettes, and that’s what Alan was doing. He just kept going out like that, and he kept pushing himself further and further. He started taking those pills. I—I think that’s why he broke down and told me everything; I think he was having, like, a hormonal episode.”

“Damn,” I said. “That… explains a little bit.”

“Oh, I’m not done,” Ernie said. “He told me a whole lot more.”

I paused. How could there be more? I’d seen Alan just a week earlier, and he seemed so… normal.

“So, Alan took more pictures of himself dolled up, but these were more… sexual. He posted them on a website, advertising himself as an escort. A day later, he was in a motel room with a client. He told me everything—in detail. I mean—I don’t want to gross you out, but the the guy fucked Alan until he was damn-near paralyzed. Still, Alan saw another client later that day. And you’d think that Alan would have a bunch of cash now… but no, he’s been spending it. I’m worried about him.”

“Why?”

“He put a down-payment on… tits.”

“Tits?”

He nodded his head. “You know, with a plastic surgeon. The surgery is next month, and… well, that’s why I’m here. I don’t know what to say to him. I don’t know how to talk sense into him. He told me, very firmly, that he’s not a woman. He’s not trans. He said he still dreams about finding a woman and being married and having kids. He told me he’s attracted to girls. But he said he just can’t help it; he wants to go and be a girl so badly.”

Now, I noticed that Ernie was pale, and his hands were trembling. “Is something wrong?” I asked.

“Huh?” he said.

“You… don’t look well,” I said. “What is it, Ernie? Talk to me.”

“I…” He took a deep breath. “I know what Alan is feeling.”

“I know,” I said, and then I told him that I saw his panties a couple weeks earlier.

“I have these urges too, Christopher, and they’re scaring me. I don’t know why, but I couldn’t tell Alan. I was afraid that if I told Alan, I would just be validating his own bad decisions. But these urges… they’ve been coming for me too, most at night. I’ll feel so normal during the days—maybe with a few little urges—but once I’m home from the gym, they just… amplify. I’d spent nearly a thousand dollars on clothes. I—I’ve been with a man. I didn’t want to do it, but I met up with this guy from Tinder, and… I let him dominate me. It hurt, but I let him do it. I felt so ashamed of myself, but I still messaged him and asked him if he could meet with me again.”

“You need to stop,” I said. My heart was racing. I hated that I could relate to Ernie’s story—of himself and of Alan.

“Christopher—I can’t,” he whispered. “I looked up the surgeon that Alan booked. I mean—my plan was to call him and tell him that Alan wasn’t totally sound, hoping they would cancel the surgery. But I saw the pictures… the before-and-after pictures. And… I just want it so badly. I want to know what it feels like to have boobs. I want to know what it feels like to have a man just… squeezing them! I want to know what they feel like when they’re bouncing up and down, when I’m on some guy’s lap. Why do I have these feelings?” Now, he was starting to tear up. “I don’t want to be a girl, but these urges are changing me. Maybe… Maybe I am trans; maybe I’m just in denial. I don’t know what to do. I sucked off a bouncer at a bar last night, while he made out with another girl.”

“Jesus, Ernie!” I gasped.

Then, teary eyed, he looked right into my eyes. “Am I a freak?” he asked. “Do you… never have urges like this? I don’t know what to do. I want to get rid of them, but nothing I do makes them go away.”

“I don’t know,” I said, heart racing. “But you have to stop. You can’t keep entertaining those thoughts.”

“I let him cum inside of me,” Ernie went on. “No condom. Just… raw. I felt it… and I liked it. I clenched it in for… hours. I didn’t want it to spill out of me.”

“Stop,” I said.

“It felt so good,” Ernie went on, wiping a tear from his eye. “I felt like such a slut… I like feeling like a slut. He fucked me again, with that cum still in me. I felt it sloshing around. It was so gross, but so hot…”

“I said stop!” I barked. My body was tingling.

“I’ve even been thinking of how to afford implants… like Alan. I’ve thought about doing what he’s doing.”

“You can’t!” I said. “These feelings… they’re not your feelings. They’re… wrong. They’re coming from somewhere else—or something else. I don’t know. But these girly feelings aren’t natural. You can beat them. You just need to…”

He stared into my eyes. “What?” he said, seemingly hopeful that I could give him a solution.

“I—I don’t know,” I said. “I—I’ll think of something.”


CHAPTER 8
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Ifigured out what was happening a few hours later, when I went to the gym for my scheduled meeting, as Chrissy. I felt so wrong, being there as a girl after having just told Ernie to pull himself together, to stop being a girl. I was being a hypocrite…

But like he said: it was an urge that I couldn’t fight.

I met up with that group of girls, and then I looked around and noticed a couple other trans girls in that gym. Ten minutes into our workout, I noticed a trend: all of the trans girls had Hulk Diet bottles.

My heart began to race. No… it couldn’t be… Could it?

Surely, they would have billions of dollars in lawsuits. They couldn’t possibly be putting out a product that made men… want to be women! It seemed so ludicrous, but how else could any of this be explained?

“Do you guys take Hulk Diet too?” I asked my new friends.

They smiled. “It’s the best tasting protein powder I’ve ever had. The other brands all taste… like chalk.”

“Yeah,” agreed another. “And the price is just the best. You can’t beat Hulk Diet.”

My heart plunged into the pit of my stomach. I had to investigate further. It just seemed so impossible, that protein powder could do this to a person. After working out, I went home and read the label on my container. I looked online for evidence. I tried looking up the long-named ingredients, but I found nothing…

But I did know a guy who worked for Hulk Diet! Wade, who got discounts for me, and Alan, and Ernie. I rushed to my phone and tried to ring him. He was coughing when he answered. “Hey Christopher, what’s up?”

“I need to talk to you.”

“About what?”

“What they put in Hulk Diet. It’s an emergency.”

Suddenly, he was silent. Then, he coughed and said, “I actually have to take a call from my doctor.”

I tried calling him back twenty minutes later, but he didn’t pick up. Twenty minutes after that, there was still no answer—so I got in my car and went to his place. When I knocked, I saw him through the window, perking up. He looked around, as if thinking about hiding, but he knew he’d been caught. I opened his door, which was unlocked. “What do you know?” I said.

“I’m at home sick,” he said. “It’s a bad cold. It might be Covid. You don’t want to catch this. Come back another time.”

“No,” I said. “You need to tell me what the hell is going on. I can tell that you know. Hulk Diet is changing men into women, isn’t it?”

He turned pale. He looked over my shoulder, and then he rushed me into his house. “Okay—you have to keep your mouth shut, or I’ll lose my job, and they’ll sue me for every penny I’ll ever make in my life.”

“Speak,” I growled.

“I wanted to tell you and Alan after the first settlement,” he said softly. Then he coughed into his fist. “But… I signed a very, very serious NDA. I really can’t be talking about this.”

“Tell me what you know.”

“There’s a compound in the powder. It’s an incredibly omega-rich compound that is super abundant in cow’s milk. It’s synthesized, so one scoop of the powder contains, like, fifty gallons-worth of this compound. But… it also contains hormones. And to cut costs, Hulk Diet sources its milk from a farm that happens to use a lot of hormones so their cows produce more milk. That hormone gets into the milk. It’s… basically estrogen.”

“Tell me you’re kidding,” I said.

He shook his head. “Just stop taking it. Tell Alan to stop taking it—and your other friend. But don’t say a damn word about this, or they will end me.”

“They can’t keep selling this!”

“They can though,” he said, pale. “This particular compound is outrageously cheap to synthesize, compared to what other protein powders use. Even at half the price of the other powders, the profit margin is still massive—and I mean massive, Christopher; I’ve seen the numbers. They’re making more than enough to pay the settlements and the hush money, while still clearing a billion per year. It’s just a profit thing.”

“They’re turning everyone into women!” I cried.

“Not everyone,” he blushed. “Just… a good number of young men who are trying to bulk up.” He smiled awkwardly. “Most established gym rats already have a preferred powder. And, honestly, most guys don’t workout or take protein supplements.”

“This is insane. This is… comic book villain tier shit!”

“Well, I’m not doing it; I’m just organizing ad campaigns, okay? This is just a job for me. Now please—I risked my livelihood telling you this; the least you can do is keep your mouth shut about it. I don’t want to lose my job. I don’t want to be sued.

“In fact. You want real advice? Get a lawyer, get him to draft a letter. Threaten to go to the media. A lawsuit won’t hold up; there are all sorts of warnings on the inner label that would sink you in court—but Hulk Diet wants to avoid the media about this. They will settle. It will be an easy million dollars. Trust me; tons of people have done it.”

I left, frustrated. But when I got home, I felt those urges. I fought them, knowing that they were just from that powder. I fought them hard. Then, that night, a new urge came, and it was almost stronger than the feminine urges…

It was an urge to drink more Hulk Diet.

I called Wade, and he admitted that they put a certain chemical in the mix to make it addictive. “It’s going to take a week to detox, man,” he said. “I’m really sorry. I meant to tell you as soon as I found out. I wouldn’t have gotten you a deal on the stuff if I knew about it.”

I hung up on him, furious… but appreciative that he told me.

I took the bin of Hulk Diet and emptied it into my sink, and washed it down with tap water. My body ached, watching it go down. An hour later, I had the urge to go down to the supplement store to buy more.

“It’s so cheap,” I whispered. I could get a whole tub for less than twenty bucks…

But I had to fight those urges. I had to detox. I had to get my life back from the corporate demons who stole it from me… and I had to help Alan and Ernie too, before they destroyed themselves further.
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My phone call with Alan didn’t go well. He called me a conspiracy theorist. He refused to call up Wade for himself. He yelled at me and accused me of trying to humiliate him. Then he cursed Ernie for spilling gossip.

When I called Ernie, Ernie was a bit more receptive, but his reaction was almost more terrifying. “You need to stop taking it,” I told him.

“I know,” he said. “But… I think I might actually want to be a girl, Christopher. I’ve done a lot of thinking over the past twenty-four hours. And… I like being a girl. I like the attention. People are nicer to me. I feel more confident.”

“It’s just chemicals in your brain, Ernie!” I pleaded.

“I don’t think so. I think that this Hulk Diet just showed me a part of myself.”

I groaned. After getting off the phone, I caved to my own cravings. My sister was out, so I went and put on a pleated skirt and a button-up blouse. I didn’t need a wig anymore; my hair had grown into a natural sort of bob, and it was cute. I put on makeup, and I tried to fight the urge, but I went out anyway.

I went to a club. I danced. I let men buy me drinks. I sucked a young football player off in the bathroom and let him cum on my tongue. I swallowed. Then, I made out with another man on the dance floor.

I went home feeling ashamed of myself. But I did manage to resist one urge: I didn’t consume more Hulk Diet… because there was none available to me; I’d put it all down the sink, and the stores were all closed.

And I caught a break the next day: a huge storm that took the power out, so the stores remained closed. I couldn’t even go buy more Hulk Diet.

I realized that detoxing wasn’t going to be easy. I needed to escape the world until the urges were gone. And I had to take Alan and Ernie with me, to save them.


CHAPTER 9
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Irented a cabin, about ninety minutes from town, in a remote area. It had a long, long driveway that went to a dirt road, which stretched for miles before it reached the highway. “A one night getaway,” I said to Alan and Ernie. “Just bring some drinks and we’ll have a good time.”

Alan was nervous. “Are you going to spend the night trying to convince me that I’m an idiot?”

“No,” I said, and it wasn’t a lie; I had no intention of convincing them anything. I wasn’t going to use my words.

Ernie was excited. He showed up as a girl, wearing a little skirt and a soft sweater, and a blonde wig. He actually looked cute, and the sight of him filled my body with intense urges, making me want to pull the plug on the whole operation. The thought of going back to femininity was so alluring. I really considered it, but before I considered it too much, I took a knife and I took the air out of all our tires. While the guys were chatting in the living room, I nabbed cellphones and dumped them into the pond out back. I found that they both brought bags of Hulk Diet—and I considered pouring their bags into some milk so that I could drink it myself—but I resisted. I dumped the powder into the pond out back.

It was an hour before the guys noticed what I’d done. They were, as you can imagine, furious.

Then, I admitted that I’d booked the cabin for two weeks. “There’s enough food here for all of us—and liquor too. I brought games, movies, fishing rods.”

“I’m going to lose my job!” Alan cried.

“I hired a car to come and get us in two weeks,” I explained. “It’s going to be an awkward two weeks, but we’re going to make it out of this together.”

“You don’t understand!” Ernie snapped. “I told you: this is who I am.”

“If that’s true, you can prove it in two weeks, with no Hulk Diet in your system.”

“I have to work,” Alan said.

“You work as an escort!” I snapped. “And you’re going to get yourself killed if you keep that up, Alan. It’s just a matter of time before some guy feels like he needs to kill you to keep you a secret from his wife.”

Alan’s face turned white and he said nothing back.

“Yes,” I said. “I am, indeed, keeping you here against your will, but it’s for your own good. I’m helping you. I’m saving you from something that’s been thrust upon you without your consent.”

They both glared at me, looking like they wanted to rip my head off.

It was starting to rain. The men began to discuss an exit strategy. They were looking at an old map, trying to figure out how long it would take to hike to the highway, so they could hitchhike home. Sunset came, and they decided that they would begin the trip in the morning.

That night, Alan tore up the cabin looking for feminine clothes to wear. He was determined to find something—even a sheet that could be made to look like a skirt. But his attempts ended in frustration. I heard him stomping around in his room.

The rain intensified the next morning. Hiking to the highway simply wasn’t an option. I was happy; it seemed like my plan was working. Their urges weren’t going away—and neither were mine—but I knew that we were creeping towards that ‘finish line’. I knew that I just needed to keep them—and myself—away from Hulk Diet…

I knew that the urges would go away eventually…

And I knew there would be hurdles. For me, the first major hurdle came that second night at the cabin. Alan and Ernie fell asleep on the couch, by the fire, exhausted from roughly thirty-six hours without sleep. Neither of them were able to sleep that first night, like drug addicts spending their first night in detox. I heard Alan moaning all night, pacing around, and occasionally marching outside as if he was going to start hiking back to town. But after a few minutes, he was back inside, pouting and grunting.

Now, they were asleep, and my own temptations were getting the better of me. I crept towards Alan’s bag, intending to take his feminine clothes and dispose of them… but I ended up stripping down to try them on. I felt surges of those familiar euphorias. I remembered how amazing it felt to feel pretty, to feel sexy. I spun in front of the mirror and admired my own blushing face, even though I wasn’t wearing any makeup.

My heart raced, knowing that I was indulging in bad behaviour. I knew that I needed to cut it out.

Then, Ernie walked into the room. “Hypocrite,” he said. But he was grinning, biting his bottom lip. He skipped over to the same bag and pulled out a small minidress. He hummed in a feminine way as he slipped into it.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” I said nervously.

“If you get to do it, I get to do it,” he said, using that girly voice that was so impressively convincing.

Then, she spanked me on the bum, making me yelp. I giggled, and a torrent of feminine feelings rushed into me. I remembered exactly what made being a girl so much fun. And it wasn’t even five minutes later that we were on the bed, fooling around like a couple of kinky lesbians.

She made me feel so sexy, touching me all over. And when I felt sexy, I became aroused. And once I was aroused, she wanted me inside of her. “Me first,” she giggled grabbing my cock and shoving it into her asshole. She bounced on me until I couldn’t hold back. I spewed inside of her bum, and then we rolled over and swapped positions. She made me moan. She made me feel like a girl. She made me consider hiking back to town to get some Hulk Diet, so I could see just how girly I could become.

But once the moment was over, the clarity came hard—and not just for me. Ernie had a pale look on her face: guilt and confusion. We split ways without saying anything. I managed to fall asleep after a few hours of tossing and turning, and when I woke up, I still had some of that clarity.

The next day was another hard one. Alan had decided that he wasn’t going to stand for this prison treatment. He packed his bags and started the hike to the highway. After a couple of hours, I realized that he really was committing to leaving. Now, it was just me and Ernie in that cabin… and it was the evening when we both caved and decided to mess around like the night before—but this time, we weren’t trying o be quiet; we were alone, with nobody around for many, many miles. We fucked in every room. We fucked in every position. We screamed and moaned and we drained each other…

And the clarity came when we were both finished. The guilt and confusion swept in. We went to different rooms to sleep. Then, we woke up to the sound of crunching gravel under tires and then of footsteps entering the cabin.

Alan was back, looking rough, looking defeated. “I made it back to my place,” he said softly. “I got dressed up. I went out. I had fun. I met a guy at a bar, and… after we were finished at his place, I just felt… weird. Something didn’t feel right.”

“Did you take any more Hulk Diet?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Almost, but I stopped myself. I—I think I need this detox.” He walked up to me and handed me his keys. “Hide them—somewhere that I won’t find them.”

Another couple of rough days went by, and then, suddenly, the urges were starting to fade. A whole day went by when I had no desire to put on any lingerie or a dress or panties, or to do my makeup or style my hair. I even built up the courage to cut off my hair! I could feel that the Hulk Diet was starting to leave my system—and the timeline added up; the chemical compound had passed its ‘half-life’. Ernie, also, was starting to act more like a man.

But Alan was still very much in the girly mindset. That night, I went into the bathroom and found him putting on lipstick. I don’t know where he got it, because I made a point of finding everything girly and removing it from the house.

Later that night, while I was falling asleep, she crept into the room, fully dolled up, and crawled under my covers. I tried to tell her to stop, but I ended up caving when I felt her lips around my shaft. I went docile as she began to suck my shaft. I let her do it. I let her suck me until she got me off—and then I let her swallow my load…

At least she wasn’t drinking more Hulk Diet.

The next day was even easier… for me, and for Ernie. The desires were fading fast. We were starting to feel like men. We went outside together and built a small ‘gym’ out of logs and stumps. We challenged each other to lift heavier and heavier logs. We cooked a heavy protein lunch of fish that we caught out in the river. It was nice, feeling like a man.

But Alan wasn’t on the same wavelength, making me think that he’d consumed some Hulk Diet when he made it back home. His detox was going to take longer. Again that night, Alan came into my room, dolled up. This time, she sat on my lap, accepting my cock into her anus, and she bounced on me hard. Ernie came in, hearing the moaning. Instead of shaming us, he joined in. He mounted her from behind and pressed his erection into her asshole, along with mine. We took Alan together, ejaculating at the same moment inside of that tight hole.

It happened again the next day, midday. Alan went to the bathroom and emerged as a woman—and it was hard to resist her. She was more convincing than ever. Her body was so soft and so inviting. She was so… willing. We took turns with her. We all got carried away, and we all forgot about the reason we were there. I spanked her ass so hard. Ernie plunged her throat. We spun her around and plugged her repeatedly, and we all got off multiple times.

And the next day, she asked for more. The day after that too. The sex was blissful, though we all knew that it was wrong. We knew that it was maybe helping me and Ernie, but it was only doing harm to Alan’s recovery. Alan would have to live with all of this once he was back in a proper state of mind…

But that proper state of mind just wasn’t coming. The days kept passing, and Alan was only becoming more slutty, craving cock with more ferocity—and her femininity was becoming more convincing.

I was becoming increasingly convinced that Alan was still drinking Hulk Diet. So I kept a closer eye on him—or, I should say her, because Alan was always acting like a girl now, even when wearing boy clothes. Ernie and I decided to watch her in shifts. Someone always went with her to the kitchen. When she was out for a walk, one of us was with her, while the other was inspecting every inch of that cabin, looking for hidden supplement.

We found nothing. We never caught her taking Hulk Diet. But still, she was insatiably feminine. If we hid her feminine clothes, she would beg and beg for us to give them back—and we would fold once she started offering sexual favours. Our own horniness was always getting the better of us.

After ten days in the cabin, Alan had only become more of a woman. Now, my urges were gone. Ernie’s urges were gone. We had a good chat about how happy we were to be free from the influence of that ‘drug’. We talked about a plan to go public with what we now knew, to hopefully help other young men who were under Hulk Diet’s influence.

But for Alan, the same recovery wasn’t coming to fruition. For Alan, the only changes were in the direction of femininity. Alan’s entire personality had been taken over by this feminine beast, and I began to wonder if maybe there was some sort of point of no return with Hulk Diet; maybe Alan just took one dose too many.

The cabin rental came to an end. The owner of the cabin showed up to get the keys from me, and we packed everything up and headed home. It was a bittersweet departure. I felt like the detox saved my life, and Ernie felt the same way. But Alan’s outcome was different.

Just one week later, Alan got on a plane and went to Montreal for a planned facial feminization surgery. They carefully adjusted the bone structure of his face to make him look even more convincing—I would even say ultimately convincing (no person could possibly tell that Alan was once a male). Just a week after that, Alan went back to Montreal for vocal feminization surgery: an operation to the vocal cords, which had a remarkable result.

For Alan, there was no turning back now. Even taking two weeks away from testosterone blockers and estrogen supplements didn’t hinder her progress.

Her new name was Alana; she had it legally changed.

She sent me a message one afternoon. “Want to hit up the gym with me?” she asked. It had been a couple of weeks since I’d hit up the gym; life had gotten so busy, playing catch-up with everything that I missed while at the cabin (particularly with work). I was a bit nervous to go to the gym, knowing that I’d probably lost my gains.

It was the first time I’d seen Alana in a few weeks. I almost didn’t recognize her in her tight booty shorts and her fitted sports bra. “I’m doing chest and shoulders,” she said with a small smile.

“You look good,” I said to her, blushing.

I looked around the gym. Unsurprisingly, there were many Hulk Diet bottles (they came free with a large bag of the powder). There were six girls who were visibly trans—three were very convincing, but not quite yet on the same level as Alana. Three were newer to the feminization game. A few of them eyed me curiously, interested, as men were apparently a rare sighting in gyms nowadays.

“You look good too,” Alana said to me, and then we got to working out. It was during our second set that I noticed her bottle.

“Vegan Fit?” I said, reading the label. “Are you vegan?”

“No,” she giggled. “I just wanted something that was high protein but super low calories. I like that this one has all the vitamins and stuff—I’m more interested in getting the nutrients than the gains.”

“No more Hulk Diet?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No—I stopped that a long time ago. My doctor told me that I couldn’t take it with my estrogen pills; it could mess up my hormones.”

“Oh…” I said. “Good for you.”

We kept working out. When I spotting her, I couldn’t help but admire her body: her perky bum when she was doing squats, her toned abs when she was doing bench press. I liked her pouty lips and her little nose. She’d recently gotten false lashes, which really suited her face. When she started to sweat, she actually smelled like a girl: that distinct girl sweat smell.

In a weird way, I was proud of her. “I’m sorry for… the whole cabin thing,” I said to her.

“It’s okay,” she smiled. “It was… an important experience for me.”

“Me too,” I said. It was true; I really did learn something in that cabin: sometimes things happen that chance our lives, and sometimes it’s not what we want… but other times, it’s exactly what we want, deep down.

Hulk Diet almost turned me into a girl, and that’s not what I wanted. I didn’t want to be a girl, though I had fun being a girl while it lasted. For Alana, it was a different situation. Alana wanted to be a girl; those feelings had probably always been there. When those feminine changes and girly feelings started coming in hard, it was probably bliss for her. Maybe she handled the surge of hormones the wrong way; maybe she got carried away with her feminization, and she allowed herself to indulge in borderline dangerous behaviour (like escorting), but she was finding her way now; her life was better than ever before, and she really did owe it to Hulk Diet.

Now, that doesn’t mean that Hulk Diet was absolved of responsibility. That didn’t mean that they’d done something altruistic or even something somewhat acceptable. Not at all—and the courts agreed. Ernie and I were part of a class-action lawsuit that involved fifty other people, and we were all paid one million dollars in the settlement. A month after being paid, Hulk Diet quietly went out of business… sort of. The owner started a new company, called Feminization Nation. They sold a line of protein supplements, aimed at young men who wanted to supercharge their male-to-female feminization process. It was, essentially, the same product, but in a pink tub—and without the lies. Now, the people buying it knew what they were getting into, and it was quickly embraced by the trans community as an extraordinary helpful supplement in the feminization process.

I ended up packing on about fifteen pounds in six months. It was a good transformation for me. Ernie went even harder, putting on forty pounds in the same time frame. He got big, fast. Sure, it wasn’t all muscle; it wasn’t a super-clean bulk, but he was almost benching twice what I could lift, and he was planning on cutting soon. He had women all over him. Good for him.

Maybe I would have spent more time at the gym, getting huge, if I needed more help with the ladies—but I was doing just fine. I asked Alana on a date, and one date quickly turned into a dozen dates—and it seemed like the blink of an eye before we were moving in together. Our relationship just worked; I understood her on a level that most men just couldn’t; in a way, I’d been in her shoes before (sometimes literally). I knew what it was like to be a male-to-female transgender, even though, for me, it didn’t turn out to be a permanent thing.

Still, from time to time, when it was late at night and we were alone in our bedroom, she would convince me to put on a little nightgown before we made love. Sometimes it felt a bit awkward, especially now that I had shoulders—but it was just for fun, and it was nice to feel cute from time to time. No, I wasn’t about to invest in hormone pills and feminization surgeries; I still enjoyed being a man, and that’s how I wanted to be in my life. But in the bedroom, some girly feelings weren’t off the table.

THE END
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Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.
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And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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