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SUCCUBUS

Carrick’s life isn’t going great. His friends are all moving up the ladder, and he’s stuck way at the bottom, still working for minimum wage with grumpy teenagers.

But his luck is about to turn around. One night, in a dark pub, he meets a mysterious woman. She’s tall, blonde, curvy, and beautiful—and she has red skin. Carrick is the only person who can see her. She claims she can give Carrick a better life, as long as he’s willing to submit himself to her impressive endowment.


CHAPTER I

There was Pablo’s face on my TV screen. I couldn’t believe my eyes.

He was sitting next to Jimmy Kimmel, talking about some project he was working on. I couldn’t quite focus on his words. I was too distracted by his dress shirt, which was unbuttoned down to the middle of his chest, as if he had pecs to show off. He had a big handsome smile on his face, complete with whitened teeth. What the hell had happened?

Just a few years before, Pablo was sleeping on my couch, spending his days playing video games while he should have been out looking for a job. It was after two months when I finally told him that it was time to start paying rent. It turned into a fight. He didn’t think he needed to pay rent because he was just sleeping on a couch and not in a bedroom. “I can’t get a job,” he said. “I need to focus on my screenwriting.”

I laughed and rolled my eyes. “What’s your latest script about? Call of Duty?”

“You don’t think I write when you’re gone at work?” he asked. And no: I didn’t think he did anything while I was gone, except for play video games. In fact, I’d come home early from work a few times and I found him sitting on the couch where he slept, playing video games. I even had a conversation once with our mailman, and the mailman referred to Pablo as “the guy who’s always playing video games.”

“I think three hundred per month is fair,” I said. “That covers the utilities you use and it will help me pay the rent on the whole house.”

The next day he moved out, off to sleep on another friend’s couch, to play video games and to escape reality. I stopped talking to him, not wanting to associate myself with someone on a downward spiral. It seemed like a matter of time before he started getting into drugs and other means of escaping reality. But now, just three years later, he was sitting next to Jimmy Kimmel, talking about directing some multi-million dollar action feature film, staring Jeff Goldblum and Bruce Willis. “I worked with Bruce on Kill Fast last year. He’s a really great guy,” Pablo said.

So maybe I was wrong. Maybe Pablo was finding time to write between video gaming sessions. Maybe he was finishing screenplays. Maybe he wasn’t just ‘the guy who’s always playing video games’. Or maybe I slapped some reality into him when I told him that he needed to pay rent or get out. Maybe I was partly responsible for his improved life. Would he call me soon to thank me? Did he even remember who I was, or had his new life completely replaced the old one?

I changed the channel, unable to watch anymore. Sadly, I wasn’t able to escape him. There was an ad for his upcoming film, Kill Fast: gunshots and explosions, and then a narrator saying, “From director, Pablo Greene comes an exciting new thriller!” I went to another channel, but I wasn’t even safe there. After ten minutes, that same ad came on, so I turned my TV off and decided to have an electronics-free night.

I managed not to think about Pablo again until the next day, when I was at work.

A shipment of Elmo dolls came in and my manager wanted them on the shelf as soon as possible. “And I want a display by the front door before the shop opens.” I was tasked with creating the display: stacking the boxes on top of each other, trying not to topple the whole thing. The new toys were sensitive: one little bump and the Elmo would sing. I kept bumping multiple boxes and making multiple Elmos sing at once, and sometimes the audio recording would go on for over two minutes. The high-pitched singing was giving me a headache.

I accidentally bumped the display and the whole thing crashed down into a pile. All of the Elmos started singing different pre-programmed songs over one another. The sound was horrible. My manager tapped me on the shoulder and said, “We’re trying to have a meeting in the back! Do you think this is funny?” Then he looked down and noticed a box with a rip. He bent over and picked it up. “What the hell is this?”

“I’m sorry,” I said. It must have ripped when the display crashed down.

“It’s coming out of your paycheque,” he said, taking the box with him back to his meeting. The dolls were forty-five dollars each: three hours of pay lost because of one little mistake.

I looked around and saw my co-workers staring at me with narrowed eyes, as if I was bugging all of them with the singing Elmo dolls as well. But what was I supposed to do? It was impossible to not set them off.

But I tried my best, aiming this time for a smaller display that I could finish faster. I started thinking about rent, which was due soon. I was worried that I wouldn’t quite have enough to cover rent and my utilities, so I started thinking of a way to ask my landlord for an extension. Then I remembered Pablo on the Jimmy Kimmel show, talking about the eight million dollar paycheque he got for Kill Fast. Why wasn’t he wiring me any of that money? Did I not deserve anything for letting him sleep on my couch for two months?

Before he left my house, he reminded me that I told him he could stay on my couch for as long as he wanted. “When I said that, I assumed you would be looking for a job!” I shouted at him.

“Why would you think that? I already have a job. I’m a screenwriter.”

I rolled my eyes and scoffed in his face. His face turned red—almost as red as the Elmo doll I was now staring at: another box with a rip. I tried to hide the box in the middle of the display, so it wouldn’t come out of my pay. Maybe a few of the boxes were ripped at the factory, or while they were being delivered. Who said that I ripped the box?

My manager found the ripped box the next morning. He held it out and said, “This one is coming out of your pay too.” He said nothing else before turning and going back to his office. My stomach churned as defeat sunk into my heart.

It was lunchtime when I called my friend, Orwell, hoping he would meet me after work for a drink. I had to leave a message. “I’m having a shitty week,” I said. “Maybe we can meet at the pub and you can try to remind me why I shouldn’t kill myself.” Of course I didn’t mean it, and Orwell knew that. It was a running joke between us. He worked at a garbage processing plant and was often calling me to meet for drinks, so he could bitch about his managers and co-workers. He always smelled like old garbage, but that smell was almost inviting, reminding me that I wasn’t the only one stuck with a terrible job and lousy prospects.

He didn’t reply to my call, so I just assumed he would meet me as soon as he got off his shift and checked his phone. So I went straight from work to the pub, which was especially desolate that night. Aside from the bartender, I was the only person in the place. When I walked in, I felt something tug at my shoe. I looked down and saw the sole of my shoe hanging off of my foot. I must have caught it on the weather-stripping—a little tug that finally ripped my old shoe into two pieces. “Great,” I mumbled under my breath. In case the week wasn’t going badly enough…

“Let me guess: whatever’s on special,” the bartender said, rolling his eyes before I could even take a seat.

“Some of us don’t make tips,” I said, biting my tongue.

“You don’t give them, either.”

“Right now I’m not sure that I can pay my rent. Do you want the business or not?” I said. So he poured me a beer with plenty of head. He pushed it towards me quickly, making some of the beer spill over the edge of the glass, making me feel less guilty about not ever tipping him. But why should I tip him? Nobody ever tipped me—and he probably made more per hour than me. Nobody ever tipped Orwell, and if anyone deserved a tip, it was the guy digging his hands into people’s garbage day after day—not the guy pouring beers in a quiet bar.

I sat and waited. 7:00 PM rolled by and I ordered a second and then a third beer. I checked my phone. I still had nothing from Orwell, so I decided to call him again. This time he picked up.

“I’m so sorry, Carrick. I meant to call you back. I’m going out for dinner with my boss. I got a big promotion. I’m moving upstairs! Can you believe it?”

“No kidding,” I said. I have to admit: I was more than jealous; I was actually a little bit mad. Orwell was the only person I could relate to in the world. It had always been him and me, stuck in the trenches together. “Better pay or just a better office?” I asked.

He laughed. “Both. They’re putting me on salary. Half the hours, twice the pay, no more handling trash. I’m so excited. But hey—I’ll call you later. We’re all going out for drinks to celebrate.”

“Okay. See you,” I said, hanging up and feeling more defeated than ever.

Now, the bartender was changing the TV channel on the little TV above the bar. “Hey, I was watching that game,” I said. He looked over at me with narrowed eyes, as if to say, ‘It’s my job to serve you drinks, not to let you watch my TV.’ He turned back to his TV and changed to a nightly talk show. And sure enough, there was Pablo, chatting with the host, smiling handsomely, looking like he never slept on a person’s couch a day in his life.


CHAPTER II

That horrible feeling of defeat washed through me again. Now I was alone at the bottom of the ladder: a pathetic failure. I’d made the mistake a few weeks before of going online and looking up all the names from my elementary school yearbook. It started as a way to see if any of the cute girls I went to school with were still single. But it turned into a depressing reality check. All of my old classmates were now lawyers, principals, and doctors. Pablo was a famous filmmaker and Orwell was probably on his way to becoming the CEO of the biggest waste processing company in the country. And then there was me: working with teenagers at a department store, making minimum wage, adding nothing to my resume, and accumulating unfortunate amounts of debt. Something needed to change—but what could I do? Why couldn’t someone just tell me what I needed to do to pull myself out from the gutter?

Just then, the front door of the bar opened and a woman walked in. She was beautiful: tall, blonde, curvy, and red… Her skin was red, and she had a pair of black wings folded on her back. I assumed she had just wandered over from some sort of video game or anime convention. Surely her skin wasn’t actually red—surely that was just body paint. And those wings weren’t actually fused to her back—they were probably just attached to her bra strap—because that was all she was wearing: a black bra and a pair of black panties, which hugged her curves perfectly.

I knew it was wrong to stare, but I couldn’t help myself. She was practically naked, after all. She looked at me with a smile and then she went to sit in the corner booth, underneath a broken light. The lights in the pub flickered, but the bartender didn’t seem to notice.

He was preoccupied: cleaning glasses and scanning his inventory. He didn’t even notice the red-skinned beauty. A few minutes went by, and then he looked at my glass. “You want another one?” he asked.

“Um, sure. But shouldn’t you go and see what that girl wants? She’s been waiting for about five minutes.” I pointed to the corner booth where the girl was sitting. She smiled, showing off what looked like vampire fangs: another piece of her costume.

The bartender looked at the girl and then he looked at me with those narrowed eyes. “What girl?” he said.

“The one sitting right there.”

The bartender didn’t bother looking back at the girl. Instead, he just stared at me for a moment before saying, “Do I need to cut you off?”

“Cut me off? Do you not see the girl sitting over there?”

He shook his head. “Do you have a handler I should be calling?” he asked. Now I was starting to think they were pranking me. But why would they be messing with me? I hardly knew the bartender and I’d never seen the beautiful girl before in my life—so why would they go out of their way to screw with me? Just because I didn’t leave a tip?

The bartender walked away, looking back at me a moment later with those narrowed, cautious eyes. I looked back at the beautiful girl in the corner. She was still staring at me with a grin. “You know what? I will take another beer,” I said. “Make it two.”

The bartender hesitated, staring at me for a long moment before pouring the two beers. I took them both and walked them over to that corner booth. I placed one down in front of the girl and said, “I’m sorry about him. He’s in some sort of mood today.”

She laughed and then reached for the beer, slipping her fingers around the glass, clinking it with her long nails—which were almost two full inches long.

“Your costume is really something,” I said. “I bet that took a lot of time.”

She kept staring into my eyes, still with that grin on her face.

“Well. That one is on me. Sorry again about the bartender,” I said, looking back at the bartender, who was now starting at me with wide eyes and parted lips. I couldn’t tell if he looked embarrassed or just downright confused.

“Who are you talking to, man?” he asked.

I laughed and shook my head. “You’re really funny,” I said. Then I looked back at the girl, who didn’t see at all fazed by the bartender antics.

“Want to sit down?” she asked. Her voice was smooth but deep and jazzy.

“Oh, okay. Sure,” I said. I took a seat and then I reached out my hand. “I’m Carrick.”

She nodded her head. “I know,” she said.

“How’d you know?”

She bit her juicy bottom lip as she cracked another grin. “What do you want, Carrick?”

And now I was confused. She asked me to sit down—I wasn’t forcing myself on her. Did she assume that I was coming onto her? “I’m sorry. I just felt bad that the bartender wasn’t serving you. I don’t want anything.”

“You don’t want anything?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “No. I hope I didn’t give you that impression.”

She shook her head slowly. “I don’t deal much with impressions,” she said. And now I was very confused. Was she acting in character? Would I understand the words coming out from her mouth if I’d seen whatever cartoon show her costume was from?

“So what convention were you at?” I asked.

She leaned in close and her wings seemed to unfold slightly before tucking themselves back in, as if they were actually part of her body. But it was dark in that corner: surely just my eyes playing tricks on me. “I wasn’t at a convention, Carrick. I came here to see you.”

I laughed, suddenly feeling more nervous than before. “To see me?”

She nodded her head. “You summoned me.”

I laughed and leaned back. “Okay. I see,” I said. She was sticking to her character. Maybe it was a long convention and she wanted to stay in character for the whole thing. “I’m afraid I don’t really know what character you are, but I can play along if that’s what you’d like. Why did I summon you?”

I looked over at the bartender, who was still staring at me with wide, confused eyes, as if I was talking to a wall. He was just as committed to his little prank as she was—maybe even more so.

“You don’t know what to do next. You think you’re at a dead end, with nowhere to go. So you summoned me to help you figure out your next step in life.”

I nodded my head, trying to force a smile. It would have been funnier if her little fortune telling game wasn’t quite so accurate. I was at a dead end and I didn’t know where to go, but how could she know that? I laughed—don’t most people feel like they’re at dead ends? Especially men drinking alone in pubs on weekday nights… “Okay, so what step should I take?” I asked, playing along.

“That depends on what you want to achieve,” she said.

“How’s about money. Let’s say I want more money. What should I do?”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. I felt intimidated; how could I not? She was stunning. Girls like her never came through dingy pubs like that one. It was hard not to look at her supple tits, which were bulging out from her tiny black bra. “That’s all you want? You just want money?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure. Enough to pay my tab. Should I say some sort of incantation?”

“Just enough for the tab? For that, you just need to kiss me.”

My heart stuttered. I smiled and paused, staring into her eyes. She wasn’t laughing. She seemed serious. Did she want me to kiss her? Was she drunk or on drugs? She was way out of my league. If she wanted to pick a guy up, why wasn’t she at some nightclub, where the guys were wealthy and far more handsome than me? “Seriously?” I asked.

She nodded her head, leaning over the little table. I leaned over the table—more to call her out on her bluff than anything. I closed my eyes and puckered my lips, and then I felt her lips press against mine. It wasn’t just a little peck: she really got in there, parting my lips with hers and then slipping her tongue into my mouth. My nerves tingled all over and my mind began to spin around in fast circles. She was—by far—the hottest girl I’d ever kissed. And she smelled amazing: a scent I couldn’t quite put my finger on. It wasn’t floral or fruity, but earthy and antiquated in a strangely pleasant way. I leaned back and stared into her eyes. “I’m Carrick, by the way,” I said, reaching my hand out again.

She giggled. “I know that,” she said, shaking my hand. I felt her long nails against my wrist. They were sharp: not just props she’d glued on.

“How long did it take to grow those like that?” I asked.

“Is that all you wanted, Carrick? A bit of money for your bar tab?” she asked.

I could feel that my cheeks were turning red—almost as red as her skin. “Um—I don’t know,” I said, laughing nervously again. “Did it even work?”

She nodded her head. “Check your wallet.”

I pulled out my wallet, just to play along. I opened it up and then paused as I found myself staring at a fifty-dollar bill. Where did it come from? I never carried cash with me. I always paid with credit. My paycheques automatically went into my bank account. I pulled out the fifty and looked at it for a long moment. “Did you put this in my wallet?” I asked.

She nodded her head.

“How did you do it?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess you could call it Black Magic.”

I looked around, back at the bartender, who was still watching me as if I was an insane person. Did he sneak up behind me while I was kissing the blonde beauty? Did he slip the money into my wallet? Why on earth would he be slipping me money, when all he ever did was complain that I wasn’t paying him enough? It wouldn’t have been easy: opening my jacket and reaching into my inner pocket, all the way down for my wallet, without me noticing. “Okay—I give up. How did you do it?”

“I told you: Black Magic.”

“Okay then. Do another trick,” I said.

“What do you want?” she asked.

“How’s about…” I looked around, trying to think of something. Then I looked down and saw my tattered shoe, which I’d just ripped on the front door’s weather-stripping. “A new pair of shoes.”

“Is that really what you want?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Why not?”

“Come and sit next to me,” she said, sliding over to make room on her bench. I got up and walked around the table. I took the seat next to her, finding myself close to that earthy, antiquated smell. I looked into her eyes and then I noticed she was cupping her breasts with both of her hands. “Suck on my nipples,” she said.

“Excuse me?” I said.

She nodded her head. “You heard me. Suck them. Make them both hard.” She took her bra and folded it down, exposing her breasts. My heart leapt as a cold tingle washed through me. I looked back at the bartender, who was now back to cleaning his glasses.

“We should go to the bathroom,” I said.

“It won’t take long. Just do it,” she said, holding up her perfect tits. I stared at them. Then I took a deep breath and leaned forward. I pressed my lips against her soft bust and I began to suck on her perky nipple. She was right: it didn’t take long. After just ten seconds, her nipple was hard in my mouth. So I moved to the next nipple and sucked it hard, tickling it with the tip of my tongue while a little moan slipped out from her lips. Then I leaned back, wiped my mouth, and looked back at the bartender, who was still busy cleaning his glasses.

The red-skinned girl folded her bra back over her breasts. “Good job,” she said.

I could feel the redness in my face. I had no idea what was happening: why was this beautiful woman coming onto me? Was she on drugs? Did she have some sort of weird poor boy fetish? And what was with the costume? I still didn’t know what convention was in town—if any.

“Look at your feet,” she said. I looked down, and then I froze. I had a new pair of shoes on my feet.

“Oh my God. How did you do that?” I asked. My heart was racing now. I reached down to feel the smooth leather. The shoes were nice: much nicer than anything I would normally buy for myself. “And they fit perfectly.”

She was smiling, biting down on her bottom lip again. “You didn’t just summon me for fifty bucks and a new pair of shoes, did you?” she asked.

Now I was staring into her eyes. I looked closely at her skin, trying to find evidence that she was covered in red body paint. Was she really red-skinned? Was she some sort of demon? Was she really casting Black Magic spells? “What are you?” I asked quietly.

“I’m a succubus,” she said. “At least that’s the closest term you have in the English language. I’m not quite as mean as what’s written about me.”

“You—You aren’t human?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I can be if I want to be,” she said.

“And I really summoned you?” I asked, still keeping my voice low. Now I was realizing that the bartender really couldn’t see her, and that he probably thought that I was a crazy person talking to a wall.

She nodded her head. “I can give you whatever you want,” she said. “But you have to ask me for it. And I need to be going in a few minutes here, so why don’t you get on with it.”

My head was racing with thoughts: all of the possibilities, assuming she was telling the truth. I had so many questions to ask, but I didn’t want to waste my opportunity. “Uh,” I said, trying to come up with something good. “A better job—something that pays better, with less hours.” I probably could have come up with something much better, but it was all that came to mind in that moment of pressure.

She nodded her head. “That’s it?” she asked.

“I think so,” I said.

“For that, we’ll have to go to the bathroom,” she said. Then I blinked and she was gone. I looked around, feeling beads of hot sweat on my forehead. What was happening? Was I losing my mind? Had the pressures of life finally snapped in my brain? Was I having a mental breakdown?

I got up slowly. The bartender was staring at me again. “I’m just going to use the bathroom,” I said. He nodded his head, still with those wide eyes. He was probably afraid of rubbing me the wrong way, unsure of whether or not I would snap and murder him or trash his bar.

I zipped over to the men’s bathroom and I locked the door behind me. And there she was, standing in the middle of the room with her wings spread wide, still in that skimpy bra and panties combination. “If you want your new job, you’ll have to suck me off,” she said with a big grin.

“Do what?” I asked, looking around, hoping to spot some sort of projector or some way to properly explain what I was experiencing.

She reached and tugged her panties down to her thighs, letting a long, thick cock fall out. “You’ll have to be quick. I have to go in a couple minutes. I’m being summoned somewhere else.”

I was frozen, staring at her long member. She was actually a he? Or was she both? She wasn’t human—so maybe she had no gender at all. I opened my mouth to say something, but no words came out.

“Do you want the new job or not?” she asked, looking down at herself before looking again at me.

And then I thought about getting a new job: no longer being stuck working alongside teenagers, making minimum wage. It seemed like a perfect opportunity. All I had to do was suck a cock. Could I suck a cock? I wasn’t gay—but she wasn’t a boy (at least I was pretty sure she wasn’t a boy). I took a step forward and then I sunk down to my knees. I stared at her long cock and my heart stuttered again. Was it worth it? Would it actually work?

I closed my eyes and Pablo’s face appeared in my mind. He had that handsome smile on his face: the same one he had with Jimmy Kimmel. Did he make a deal with a succubus? Did he suck this red-skinned chick off after moving out from my house? I opened my eyes and stared at the smooth member. I reached out and slipped my fingers around it. It was warm. “Oh God,” I mumbled under my breath.

“God isn’t here right now,” she said with a smirk in her voice. The comment didn’t help. Now beads of cold sweat were forming on the back of my neck. Was I making a huge mistake?

I leaned forward and pressed the flaccid cock into my mouth. I began to suck, bobbing my head slowly back and forth, feeling her foreskin pulling over and off of her bulbous tip. She sunk her long fingernails into my hair. I felt those sharp tips gliding over my skull. And I felt something else: a pulsing as her shaft became longer and harder. I tried not to think about the red penis. I tried to think about the job I was buying myself. I had no idea what it was, but it was going to be better: fewer hours, more pay. I wouldn’t have to worry each month about my rent. I wouldn’t have to listen to teenagers telling me what to do.

Now her cock was hard. I could feel her pulsing veins against my tongue. Her foreskin was no longer pulling over her tip—it was stretched back as far as it could go. She was moaning: a girly sound, which made the act a little bit easier, as long as I kept my eyes closed. I pressed my lips more firmly around her girth and I bobbed my head faster, hoping it would make her come quicker.

“I have to go in thirty seconds, Carrick,” she said. “You’d better hurry.”

I put my hands on her thighs: they were warm and her skin was soft. I gripped her firmly and bobbed my head fast, like a crack whore desperate for a fix. I kept my eyes shut firmly and used my tongue as much as possible: tickling and stimulating the underside of her shaft. She was groaning now as her cock pulsed. Then, without warning, she began to unload: shooting the back of my throat with her warm cum. I gagged and tried to lean back, but she held my head in place with her long claws. “Swallow all of it, Carrick,” she said.

It was a strange taste: thick and almost spicy. I squirmed and nearly gagged again, and then she pulled her long erection out from my mouth, letting it flip up to slap her in the abdomen. Her whole load was on my tongue now, lingering while I built up the courage to swallow it. I took a deep breath in through my nose and then I gulped it down, as if I was doing some sort of nasty shot. Then I opened my eyes and found myself staring at nothing but a blank wall.

I stood up and looked around with a pounding heart. She was gone. “Hello?” I called out. “Did it work?” But she didn’t reply because she was no longer there. Did I do my duty quickly enough? Would I get my new job?

Or was it all for nothing? Or maybe it never happened at all.


CHAPTER III

When I woke up the next morning, I was expecting to sit up in a bed that wasn’t mind, in a room that wasn’t mine, in some alternate reality where I made more money and lived a happier life. So I was a bit sad when I opened my eyes and saw the usual water damage stains on my ceiling, and I could feel the familiar mattress spring digging into the small of my back. Nothing had changed. And why was I surprised? Nothing was ever so easy for me.

As I sat up, I couldn’t help but wonder if the whole night was a dream. Did I really have a strange encounter with a magical succubus? Or did I just get drunk at a pub and then stumble home, forgetting half of the night and replacing the missing memory with some nonsense from my imagination?

I checked my phone and saw my work schedule. I was due to work the opening shift, along with three new guys: two teenagers and a brown fellow who didn’t speak a word of English. There was an e-mail in my inbox from my manager. “See the attached bill, it covers the damage you caused in the shop today.”

So nothing had changed. Either I had a very strange dream or I sucked the succubus’s cock for nothing.

I took my morning shower and I put on my dress shirt, which was starting to smell a bit stale. I forced myself out of the house in time to make the bus. I was dreading stepping into the shop. It got harder every day: harder to justify working such a lousy job for such a lousy paycheque. Maybe I would have been happier living on the street with the bums and the drug addicts. Maybe living in a house with a bed wasn’t worth being tortured by cruel managers who had no human decency.

I was early for work: the first one in the store. The Elmo display had been knocked over in the night and I had a feeling I was going to be blamed. I quickly tried stacking it back up, before anyone showed up and saw the mess. I jumped when the door opened behind me, terrified it was my manager—but it was just one of the teenagers. I managed to get the display back up before my manager showed up, because he didn’t show up. It was 8:15 AM, fifteen minutes after opening, and no one was sure what to do. “Do we just open the store without him?” one of the teenagers asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so. We can’t just leave the door locked all day.” So we opened up shop and customers started coming in. The day actually went much smoother without my manager there. Stress levels remained low and everything that needed to get done got done without any issues. It was around lunchtime when the phone rang. I answered. “Carrick speaking,” I said.

“Carrick—just the man I was hoping to talk to!” said an unfamiliar male voice.

“How can I help you?” I asked.

“You probably noticed Benny wasn’t in this morning,” the man said. “We had to let him go last night. We found out some unfortunate things about his personal life that we just can’t risk associating with our brand. I need you to do something for me.”

My heart leapt. Was I about to get Benny’s job? Was I going to be the new manager? Did the succubus do something to ruin Benny’s life? I squirmed and bit my lip. “What do you need?” I asked, trying to sound relaxed.

“I need you to find Grace and tell her that we want her to step in as the new manager. She’s in today, right?” the man asked. I was starting to recognize the man’s voice. He worked in the head office and occasionally came by the store. He had a white beard and a bald head, and he was always wearing tan suits with funky socks.

My heart puttered down into my stomach. “Grace?” I said, looking around. Grace was one of the teenagers—only seventeen, and often late for work. “She’s here.” It wasn’t the big step that I sucked the cock for, but at least I was fairly sure Grace wasn’t capable of being nearly as cruel as Benny. She would never make me pay for an Elmo doll because of a little box rip.

“Okay, great,” the man said with a smile in his voice. “And once you give her the news, why don’t you take off early and swing by the head office? We’ve been reshuffling our workforce and there’s an office here with your name on it.”

I paused for a moment before stuttering. “Excuse me, sir—my name on it?” I said.

“You’ve been with this company for a long time. In fact, you’ve been on the floor longer than any of our staff. Eight years—is that right? We need someone with that kind of experience in our head office. We’ll go over more of the details later though. Is that okay? Swing by anytime between now and four.”

So I told Grace that Benny was fired. I told her that she was the new manager. And then I zipped out of the shop and hopped on the first bus headed downtown. I wasn’t being pranked; I was greeted at the head office by a number of higher ups. They shook my hand and showed me my new office and then they thanked me for my eight years on the floor. They put me on a decent salary, and told me my new hours. “We work ten to four, Monday to Thursday.”

“What about Friday?” I asked.

He laughed. “What about it?”

“Don’t you work Fridays?”

He shook his head. My heart fluttered. I wanted to wrap my arms around him and squeeze him tightly. The promotion made very little sense to me: why would they give such a great job to someone who had only ever worked stocking shelves? But I knew the promotion wasn’t exactly earned. I knew the succubus was behind everything, and I wasn’t about to complain.


CHAPTER IV

The real joy came when I received my first salary paycheque. It was so much more than what I was used to: enough to pay for my rent and my utilities and my groceries while still leaving me a thousand bucks to spend on whatever I wanted. After cashing the cheque, I found myself staring at my bank balance on my computer screen—lips parted and eyes wide. I couldn’t remember the last time in my life that things had worked out for me. When was the last time I received a stroke of luck.

But there was an uneasy feeling in my stomach. Something wasn’t right. Was Benny now unemployed and struggling because of me? Did he deserve it for being so heartless? And what about my soul? Had I made some sort of deal with the succubus? Had I given up my pass to heaven when I died without realizing it? Her skin was red, after all. She literally looked like a demon from hell—albeit a very beautiful demon from hell.

I closed my computer screen and then I jumped and nearly screamed when I saw her sitting across from me in my living room, in her little black bra and panties, skin tinted red, blonde hair rolling over her shoulders. She was holding a lit candle in one hand. “Did I scare you?” she asked.

I remained frozen for a moment. Even though all of my wishes had come true—the fifty-dollar bill, the new shoes, and the better job—I still had a hard time believing she ever existed. I still managed to convince myself that she was just a piece of my imagination, and the rest was just coincidence. Now it was impossible to consider the fact that she wasn’t real because there she was, sitting across from me, one beautiful leg crossed over the other. “What are you doing here?” I asked.

“I wanted to check in to see how everything is going for you,” she said. “You seem happy. Do you like your new job?”

That cold terror kept me frozen for a moment longer. “It’s great. Thank you.”

“You know, you gave one of the best blowjobs I’ve ever gotten,” she said with a big grin. “So I made sure your new job was extra sweet. I was just going to make you the manager, but that didn’t seem like enough.”

I felt my face turning red. “Oh. That’s good,” I said. I wasn’t excited to hear that I gave out a fantastic blowjob. No man wants to be told that they’re amazing at sucking cocks.

She remained still for a moment, staring into my eyes, watching me closely. “But you’re not satisfied. Is the job not good enough?” she asked.

I perked up and forced a smile. I had no idea what she was capable of. I didn’t want to make her angry or upset and then have her turn me into an amputee or make it so my cock could never get hard again. “It’s fine,” I said. “The job is great.”

“Then why is there still a hole inside of you?” she asked. “What are you missing?”

I shook my head. “I’m totally fine. Thank you again. I really appreciate it.”

She shook her head slowly, no longer grinning. “Don’t lie to me, Carrick. I can see through your lies. Tell me what you want. You summoned me—don’t forget that.”

I bit down on my tongue. She was still staring into my eyes, and I was starting to think that she was reading my mind. I had to be careful what thoughts I allowed into my head. I couldn’t let her know that I was still a bit disgusted by the memory of bobbing my head on her long, red shaft. I cleared my throat. “Well,” I said. “I mean—I was doing the math with my new salary—which is great by the way—and I figured it will take me a year or two to pay off all of my debt, and then another few years to save up for a new house. I’ve always wanted to live in the country, but it kind of seems like, with all the saving I have to do, that’s at least a decade away.”

“Do you want me to give you a new house, Carrick? Is that what you’re asking me?” She leaned forward with a big smile on her face, showing off her fangs. And why did she have those fangs? Did she suck blood like a vampire? And the claws: what were those for?

I nodded my head and then I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess that would be cool,” I said.

She uncrossed her legs and then she stretched out her back, making her breasts look especially perky. “Stand up, Carrick—and take off your clothes.”

I bit hard on my tongue, terrified of what I was getting myself into. I still didn’t know what the details of these deals were. I still had no idea what happened to Benny after he was fired—or the person who worked in that office before me. Did the succubus take them out? Were people being killed on my behalf? Or did she have a way of working that affected me and only me? That seemed unlikely…

I stood up and took off my shirt. She watched from the comfort of her sofa chair, with the biggest grin on her face. I slipped down my pants. “Underwear too,” she said. I felt awkward pulling my undies down to my ankles, showing her my cock, which was smaller than hers. The moment was especially awkward after she let a giggle slip out from her demonic lips. I had the urge to cover myself up, so I put both of my hands between my legs, and then I said, “Now what?”

“Come and sit on my lap.”

I walked over and climbed onto the sofa chair, planting my knees down around her and planting my bare ass down on her smooth red thighs. She put her hands on my bum and she pulled me forward, so that my cock was pressed against her abdomen. Now I was looking down into her eyes, feeling horrible uncomfortable. I was in a girly position, straddling the succubus. I’d only ever been in her position, with a woman on my lap. Now, she was gently stroking my sides with her soft hands. I could feel the tips of her long nails gliding on my skin. She brought her hands to my chest and gently squeezed my pecs before rubbing my nipples. I laughed nervously.

“Grind on me, Carrick,” she said.

I tried swallowing the lump in my throat, but it wouldn’t go down. I put my hands on her shoulders and then I started to rub my bum back and forth on her lap. “Like this?” I asked. My voice cracked slightly.

“That’s perfect,” she said. Then she moaned and smiled. “Do you feel that?”

I did feel it: her little lump throbbing, getting bigger as my butt cheeks massaged up and down. I closed my eyes and tried to picture the house I was getting out of the deal. This moment was temporary—just like when I sucked her cock. Once it was over, it would feel just like a weird dream—and maybe I would even convince myself that it was just a weird dream. So I kept grinding, feeling that shaft growing long and hard, stretching out the thin fabric of her panties.

She reached one of her clawed hands down, under my bum. She dug out her penis and then she used her other hand to spread my butt cheek to the side, exposing my asshole. “Oh God,” I groaned, and then she giggled. I wasn’t ready for it. I’d never been sodomized before. I didn’t know what it would feel like, and I wasn’t sure it was even possible, given the impressive size of her cock. Would it hurt? Was I going to cry like a baby? Was it worth a new house in the country? I felt her tip press between my cheeks. Her shaft was already slick, though I’m not sure what she slicked it with. Maybe it was just naturally moist, like some sort of sea creature that lived between her legs. It was hard, but it felt slimy, like an erect tentacle pressing against my anus.

I tried to clench, but it slipped in, penetrating me, making me gasp and tense up all over. I squeezed her shoulders. She was looking into my eyes. “Play with my tits, Carrick,” she said. It took a moment before I was able to let go of her shoulders. I slid my hands down to her breasts. I pulled her bra down, exposing her perky nipples, and then I started to squeeze. They were so soft and perfect: so light and so round. I shuddered all over and then she pulled my body down onto her lap, sinking her long shaft deep into my body.

I closed my eyes and let my head fall back. A loud groan pierced my lips. “Bounce, Carrick,” she said. “Bounce on my big dick. Bounce until you come on my chest.”

I followed the demonic command. I started bouncing: up and down, feeling that long, inhuman cock sliding against my tight anal walls. It was a strange feeling, but a euphoric one. I looked down at her chest to remind myself that I was with a woman; at least I thought I was with a woman, but I had no way of being sure.

“Faster, Carrick. Bounce faster,” she said, digging her claws into my sides, eliciting a sharp pain, but not quite breaking the skin. I bounced faster, terrified she would tear me to pieces if I didn’t do exactly as she said. She ran her hands up and down, gently scratching my back with her long talons. She leaned forward and gently licked my neck. I swear I felt two tips to her tongue, as if she had the tongue of a snake. Then she went to give me a hickey and I tensed up, feeling her vampire fangs against my skin. I was petrified, but I didn’t stop bouncing, penetrating myself over and over with her long erection.

She reached down and grabbed my cock with a tense grip. She squeezed it and massaged it, pulling back my foreskin before teasing my tip with the tip of her long, pointy fingernail. She wouldn’t let me forget that I was having sex with a demon.

“Come on me, Carrick. Don’t hold back,” she said, staring into my eyes. I looked down at my cock, which was still being squeezed in her tight grip. “Don’t look down. Look at me. Look into my eyes and don’t look away.” She was grinning now, staring into my eyes. Now, for the first time, I noticed that her irises were red around her big, black pupils. “Don’t look away,” she said again.

I suddenly felt hypnotised. I could feel her inside of my brain, searching around, making herself at home. She was downloading my memories and memorizing my feelings, though I had no idea how she was doing it. “Now come,” she said.

Suddenly, a pulse of euphoria surged through me. My muscles tensed up and I trembled all over. Then I felt hot gushes shooting out from my tip, blasting her red-tinted chest and streaming down to her abdomen. She let out a soft whimper before rubbing my cum all over her torso.

Still staring into my eyes, she grunted, and then I felt something hot inside of me: very hot, almost burning. It gushed over and over, filling me full. I could feel her cock throbbing, and then she reached down and pulled her cock out from my asshole, leaving me feeling empty.

“Stand up,” she said. So I stood up, stumbling slightly as my legs wobbled. I was strangely exhausted, as if I’d just finished running a marathon. My lips were dry. I could feel something gushing down inside of my body, towards my gaping asshole. “Turn around,” she said. I got one last look at her long erection slumped over her red-tinted thigh before I turned around to look the other way.

“Now what?” I said after a moment of staring at my blank wall. Then I looked back to see her and she was gone. But I knew that she wasn’t just a strange daydream. I had the cum oozing down my inner thighs to prove it: thick globs of demonic semen, and a lot of it—about ten cumshots worth. I rushed to the bathroom before the cum could pool on my carpet. I stood in the shower for the next thirty minutes while the impressive load drained out of me. I watched it pool down on the ground before being swept away by the hot water, swirling down the drain until the only evidence of my ass fucking was my gaping anus.


CHAPTER V

My house came a week later, a number of days after I convinced myself that there wasn’t going to be a new house. It didn’t come immediately like all of the other wishes that came from the succubus, so I assumed I’d done something wrong—maybe I didn’t bounce hard or fast enough on her cock.

I woke up to a phone call, which was very confusing at first. “First, let me just say that we’re all very sorry to hear about your uncle’s passing. We meant to reach out to you sooner, but we had a hard time finding your contact information.”

I was terrified, rushing over to my computer to see if it was true. I only had one living uncle, and he was very close to me. My eyes were already tearing up, and then I saw that he was currently active on Facebook, posting something about some political candidate he didn’t like. “Which uncle are we talking about, sorry?” I asked.

“Your uncle, Richard,” said the lawyer on the other end.

“Uncle Richard?” I said.

“Right. We had a feeling you didn’t know him,” said the lawyer. “When your name came up in the will, we were all very confused, as we didn’t have any family records of a Carrick. But we did some research and we discovered that you are in fact Richard’s nephew. Richard was your grandparents’ firstborn. They were young when they had him, so they put him up for adoption and never told anyone. At least that’s what we’ve been able to determine after quite a bit of research. Before he died, he did a lot of research into your family, and decided that you should inherit his property, as he had no children of his own.”

“His property?” I said.

“It’s a farmhouse just outside of the city. Perhaps we can meet you there and discuss the details of your inheritance.”

So I got dressed and cleaned up and then I rushed over to the farmhouse: my new home in the country. It was much bigger than I was expecting: three thousand square feet, two stories, with a large workshop and a four-car garage. It was on fifty acres of land, half of which was wooded. The house had an amazing view of the mountains. The lawyers met me at the front door. They already had all of the paperwork that I needed to sign. I signed it quickly, feeling excited but a bit nervous that I had some old man killed, and that I’d taken his mansion away from his family.

“Your uncle’s fortune will be going to his lover,” the lawyer said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Alright,” I said.

The lawyer took a deep breath. “We were worried that you would be upset about that.”

“Why would I be upset? Until an hour ago, I didn’t even know I had an Uncle Richard. Now I have this mansion and all of this land.”

The lawyer nodded his head. “You won’t get the fortune, but your uncle did leave a special bank account to pay the property tax. It should be enough to cover the taxes for the next thirty years or so.”

I tried not to express my joy, stopping myself from grabbing the lawyer and hugging him. Maybe Richard really was my long, lost uncle, or maybe the succubus just found a rich dying guy and she scribbled some notes into his will. Either way, I wasn’t about to complain. I had an amazing house—mortgage and tax free—and I had a great job that would earn me a good deal of spending money. For the first time in my life, I could imagine concepts like vacationing and retirement. I felt like I had everything I could ever want, and all I had to do was let a succubus come inside of my asshole—not a bad deal, especially since the ass fucking actually felt kind of nice.

“We’ll leave you alone to grieve,” the lawyer said before leaving with his team. They pulled out from the driveway, leaving me in complete silence: a silence I wasn’t used to. I’d been living in the city for so long that I’d forgotten what true silence was like. I went for a long walk in my private woods, and then I took a seat on the well-maintained porch. I took a deep breath of fresh country air and then I closed my eyes. This was something I could get used to—something I planned on getting used to. Now I just had to terminate my lease on my crappy rental. I could pay my debt off in a matter of months, now that I didn’t have to pay rent. And soon, I would start to save up a fortune. What would I spend the money on? Would I travel? Maybe I could write a novel… I’d always wanted to write a novel.

I walked through my house, entering rooms I’d missed on the initial walkthrough. It was a big house—much bigger than I could ever need, unless I eventually found myself a wife who wanted to have half a dozen children. And maybe that was the nagging feeling I was currently feeling in my heart: maybe I was realizing that I was lonely.

I’d been single for so long. I’d never been in a serious relationship, though I never really pursued one. I didn’t want to look for a wife with a crappy job and a lousy rental house, knowing I would never find a decent girl under those circumstances. But now I had a great job and I had a great house (with a bunch of amazing land). So maybe it was finally time to start dating. Maybe it was time to find myself a wife and complete my happiness.

That evening, I got to work. I found my old camera and I got myself into my nicest clothes, with my hair slicked back. I took a number of pictures down in my new living room, in front of my new fireplace. I took about eighty, posing and smiling slightly differently in each, before I got one that I liked enough to use on my new dating profile. It took me three hours to fill in all the information, being extra careful with each word, not wanting to scare away my potential soul mate. I took my profile live around midnight, and then I instantly started swiping on girls.

I couldn’t believe how many girls were on the app in my city. I figured there would be a few dozen—maybe a hundred at most—but there were new faces after a long hour of swiping every few seconds. It seemed like half the female population was on that app! Surely I would find a suitable pair. Surely I would match with at least one of the beautiful girls I was swiping on. After one hour, I must have swiped right on at least eighty cuties.

I went to bed buzzing with excitement. I couldn’t wait to embark on this new chapter of my life: new dating prospects, a new house, no debt, and a job that didn’t make me want to kill myself. When I woke up, I quickly grabbed my phone to see which girls swiped on me.

And then my heart fluttered down into my stomach. I had no new matches—nobody swiped right on me. But I wasn’t defeated just yet; it had only been about eight hours, and all of those girls were probably sleeping. So I waited another day, grabbing my phone quickly the next morning, and then feeling that same fizzling defeat deep in my gut. The girls I picked weren’t showing any affection back. Maybe I made the mistake of setting my standards too high. Maybe I needed to go back and swipe on some more modest girls: girls who wouldn’t necessarily be approved to walk in the Victoria’s Secret Fashion Show. I spent the morning swiping: another hundred girls or so. But the next morning, I still had no new prospects. A few girls swiped back on me, but wouldn’t reply after I messaged them.

So I lowered my standards even more, swiping on the most normal looking girls I found. And then, a few hours later, I finally got a match.

Her name was Aria. She was a few years younger than me, but a few pounds heavier. She wore glasses, which weren’t very flattering on her face, but she certainly wasn’t ugly by any means. Her teeth were somewhat crooked and her eyes were somewhat small—but she seemed nice, and she replied quickly to my introductory message. After casually chatting for two days, we agreed to meet up at a café.

I didn’t recognize her when I walked into the café. She was sitting at a table near the corner, wearing a red top and purple tights. She didn’t quite look like her pictures: a few pounds heavier and with much blotchier skin. She looked at me and then looked away quickly, pretending like she didn’t see me. Then her face became dark red as she pressed her lips thin. So I walked over and gently tapped her on the shoulder. “Aria?” I said.

She looked up at me with wide, fearful eyes. “Oh. Carrick? Hi,” she didn’t stand up or offer me her hand. She was shy—almost crippled with anxiety. I took the seat across from her and waited a moment while she squirmed in her seat.

“I’m glad we could meet,” I said.

She nodded her head quickly. “Cool,” she said, her face becoming even redder.

“Is something wrong?”

She looked up at me and forced an awkward smile, showing more teeth than I would have liked to see. “Nothing’s wrong,” she said. “I just—I’ve never been on a date before.”

I nodded my head slowly. “Well it’s supposed to be fun,” I said. “So please don’t be nervous.”

She just stared at me blankly.

“So tell me about yourself,” I said.

And that blank stare continued for a long moment. “Like what?” she said.

I laughed. “Like anything. What do you do for work?”

It was a long afternoon, trying to get her to open up. After an hour in the café, I realized she was going to need more than coffee if she was going to allow herself to have an interesting conversation, so I convinced her to join me at the pub—the same pub where I first met the succubus.

I went to the bathroom after we walked in. “Find a table and I’ll be right back,” I said. When I came back, she was sitting at the same table where the succubus sat, making my skin tingle. As I sat across from her, I couldn’t help but think of the succubus: her beautiful face, her amazing curves, her soft tits, and her long cock. I swear I could still feel her pointy fingernails gliding on my back when I conjured the image of her face in my mind.

The thought of her beautiful face made the face across from me seem rather dull—which I wasn’t proud of. Aria seemed like a nice girl. She was becoming more and more chatty as the alcohol began to work through her system. But she was no succubus. She didn’t have hot sex in her DNA. She couldn’t seduce me with a single glance. In fact, I was struggling to decide whether or not I would sleep with her at all if that was something that she wanted.

I slipped away to the bathroom again after our third drink. I checked my phone, checking my dating app to see if any better prospects had swiped on me. But there were no new faces when I clicked on ‘matches’. “Shit,” I mumbled. Maybe Aria was the type of girl that I was meant to be with. Maybe she was in my league. She was young enough to have kids—and isn’t that basically what I wanted? A wife who would eventually take care of my children? Did I really need her to be beautiful? Did I need her to be dripping with sex?

I turned around to head back to my date, and then I jumped back as my gaze fell upon the succubus, standing with me in the bathroom. “Jesus, you scared me!” I said.

“You scare easily,” she said with her little grin. She walked over to the mirror and leaned forward, as if she was checking her makeup. She puckered her lips and then used the tip of her finger to fix an unnoticeable smudge. “So you summoned me again,” she said. “What is it this time?”

“I did?” I asked. My heart was still pounding.

She nodded her head. I’d never had a good look at her backside before that moment. She had a great ass: perky and round and full. I was tempted to walk up and slap it, but I didn’t want to be hitting a demon on the behind. “So? The house isn’t good enough for you? Already sick of your job? Wish your date was hotter?” She turned to me, flashing her big eyes.

I cleared my throat as a peculiar guilt churned in my gut. “Uh, the last one,” I said before forcing a nervous smile.

She giggled. “But what about her personality? Is it just the looks holding you back, Carrick?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. She’s a bit shy. It would be nice if she was more outgoing.” I cleared my throat again. “Maybe more flirty. And yeah—a nicer body and maybe a cuter face. And I’m not huge on the glasses.”

The succubus shook her head, laughing.

“What is it?” I asked.

“You used to be much more modest. Now you’re a man who knows what he wants.”

I felt my cheeks turning red. “I mean—I could go through years of tedious dating, or we can just figure it out right here, right?” I said.

“Sure. That’s what I’m all about,” she said, stepping towards me. She put her hands on my shoulders. “I just think it’s cute that you want your date to be more like me.” She winked and my face turned redder. I supposed I was essentially describing the succubus, minus the red skin—though I would have been happy if my date had the red-tinted skin, as I found it to be rather sexy.

I nodded my head and shrugged my shoulders. “So is it something we can do?” I asked.

“Maybe,” she said. “Turn around and bend over.”

My heart stuttered. I only hesitated for a moment before turning and putting my hands down on the bathroom counter. I bent over and she took my pants down with a quick yank. Then she stepped up to me and pressed her pelvis against my bum. Her body was warm and her bulge was already big and hard. She gently grinded herself against me, running her long nails up and down my sides, tickling my ribs and making my legs tremble. Then she fished into her panties and pulled it out: her big, hard erection.

I let a little gasp slip. “You’re already hard,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue.

“When I heard you calling, I had a feeling you would be getting right down to business.” I could hear her smirk in her voice as I felt her slimy erection sliding up between my butt cheeks. She pressed her tip against my hole and then used both of her clawed hands to spread my butt cheeks wide. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs.

She pushed her thick cock into my ass. I could feel its warmth, throbbing inside of me. I tried not to clench, but I had a few weak moments where I couldn’t help myself. She slid in deep, rubbing my anal walls with her pulsing veins. “That feels so good,” I groaned as her tip pressed into my sweet spot. She rubbed her hands up and down my sides again before bringing them back to my ass.

“Try not to come too quickly,” she said before thrusting. In and out: over and over, massaging my walls and stretching my hole. I clutched the sink firmly, trying not to moan too loudly. Was this supposed to be a sacrifice that I was making so my wish would come true? Was I supposed to hate this ass fucking? I didn’t hate it; I loved it. The moment I saw her standing with me in that bathroom, I couldn’t wait to place a wish so that we could get down and dirty again. Maybe I even made the wish just so she would bend me over. I was already trying to think of other reasons to summon her in the future. Maybe I should have asked for my date to become endowed with a long, thick cock just like hers.

Or maybe I was getting too swept up in her sex appeal. Maybe I was getting too involved with the demon—letting her take away a little bit too much of my soul. But how could I resist? Her cock felt so good and her body looked so amazing. I even loved when she leaned forward and whispered in my ear. “Do you like that?” she asked. Her cock curved in an impossible way, sliding through my body like a snake, while somehow remaining hard and erect.

She kept pumping while I groaned and clutched at the bathroom sink, and then I heard her whimper before feeling the hot gushes of cum blasting off inside of my body. I gasped and clenched and then she pulled her long shaft out from my body, leaving me with a gaping hole. Then I heard the bathroom door being pushed open, so I bent over and quickly pulled up my pants.

Standing at the door was a man with a long moustache. He stopped and stared at me for a long moment while my face became a deep shade of crimson. I looked back and saw that the succubus was gone. I said nothing to the man as I slipped out from the bathroom, while the succubus cum pooled in my underwear.

My date was still sitting at the table, still with her glasses and her crooked teeth. I sat down quietly across from her and tried to force a smile. “Is everything okay?” I asked.

She nodded her head. Then the front door of the pub opened and a gorgeous blonde walked in. She didn’t look much different than the succubus, if the succubus had pale white skin instead of red-tinted demon skin. The girl looked around and then spotted my date. “Aria? Is that you?” she said. Aria turned around and her eyes lit up.

“Marika?” Aria said. She sprung up and hugged her friend. The embrace lasted a long moment, and then the girls started chatting. “Have a seat! Oh my God—I haven’t seen you in so long.”

Marika sat down and looked at me. “Hello,” she said. I reached out my hand, knowing I was looking at my new date, and my succubus assigned partner—maybe even my future wife.

“I’m Carrick,” I said with a grin. She was perfect: exactly my type, as if the succubus dug into my brain and created her from my own imagination. The girls continued to chat. We ordered more drinks, and I mostly remained quiet, listening to Marika’s voice and wondering if I really was hearing the voice of my soul mate: someone I would be spending the rest of my life with.

Aria drank the rest of her fourth beer and then her eyes suddenly became glossy. “I need to use the bathroom,” she said, pushing by her friend and stumbling up to her feet. Her skin was a shade of green. I had a feeling she wasn’t used to drinking much. She ran off to the bathroom, leaving me alone with Marika. We chatted for the next hour while Aria puked into the pub toilet.

“Are you real?” I asked Marika.

She laughed. “What kind of question is that?”

“Well, not to sound weird, but I feel like I thought about you right before you walked into this pub, and then you suddenly became real.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m pretty sure I’m real.”

“So why did you come here?” I asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Well you didn’t know Aria was here, so why did you come to the pub?”

She stared at me with a glossy look. “For a beer, I think. I don’t know—I don’t remember why I came.” She laughed nervously. “Is that weird?”

I nodded my head. “It’s kind of weird,” I said.

“I guess it is weird,” she said.

“Have you ever seen a demon?” I asked.

She narrowed her eyes, still smirking cautiously. “What kind of question is that?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. I’m just curious, I guess.”

She shook her head. “I don’t think so. But I did have a weird nightmare last night.”

“Tell me about it,” I said.

Her face suddenly became red. She bit down on her bottom lip and then she looked around the room. “I don’t know. It’s not really appropriate. It was just a dream.”

“Like a sex dream?” I asked.

She looked into my eyes and nodded her head. “I had a dream that I was with a woman. She had red skin, but she was very beautiful.”

“And then what happened?” I asked.

She laughed, her face turning even redder. “Stuff happened,” she said.

“You had sex?” I said, leaning over the table. “Tell me: did she have girl parts or boy parts?”

Now Marika wasn’t smiling. She was staring into my eyes with strangely pale skin. “I don’t want to talk about this anymore.”

“Just tell me. I need to know,” I said.

“Why?”

“Are you real or not? Did she create you—the demon girl? She sent you to me, right?”

“I should go see if my friend is okay,” she said. She stood up and walked away without saying anything else, and then I didn’t see her again until I looked out the window fifteen minutes later and saw her helping her friend into a cab. She got into the same cab and then they zipped off. Apparently I scared her away.

And in that moment, I learned a strange lesson: the succubus’ gifts weren’t guaranteed. She could put a plate of steak down in front of me, but it would still turn rotten if I waited three weeks to eat it. The gorgeous blonde was a gifted opportunity that I wasted. I could waste the house if I wasn’t careful—just by leaving a candle burning in the wrong place. And I could probably waste my new job if I decided to slack off. The succubus’ gifts weren’t guarantees.


CHAPTER VI

That weekend was a long weekend—an especially long weekend, as I was already getting Fridays off. Back when I was working on the floor, I would count down the days to long weekends. Now, I had no idea what I was supposed to do with the extra time. Three days already seemed like too long of a time with nothing to do. I paced around my property on Friday, and then I did the same thing on Saturday. I spent Sunday playing video games and watching movies, and then Monday rolled around and I horribly bored.

I decided to watch some porn, hoping to elicit a bit of euphoria to make the day less dull. I put on a hot lesbian video, but it wasn’t enough to get me excited. Then I found myself exploring the darker corners of the porn websites, looking at tranny videos, which I’d never considered watching before. I found videos of well-endowed girls thrusting into beautiful petite blondes. These videos got me hard, but they weren’t enough to get me off. I tried jerking myself for fifteen minutes, and then I stopped. I needed more. I wanted to experience that amazing pleasure that I felt with the succubus.

So I searched my house for something that could work as a dildo. I found a plastic-wrapped cucumber in the fridge. I covered it with slick lubricant and then I pushed it into my bum. It felt nice, especially once I got it aimed in the correct direction to hit my sweet spot, but it was still missing that warmth and that throbbing. So after another fifteen minutes, I gave up on masturbation. But I hadn’t given up on finding pleasure.

I closed my eyes and tried to think of the succubus’ face. I forced myself to think of something that I wanted, something that she could give me. I had to think hard because I already had everything I’d ever dreamed of. The image of a garden came into my head. I’d never been much into gardening, but now I had this huge property, so it only seemed fitting to have a garden. “I wish I had a garden,” I whispered while thinking of her beautiful face. I didn’t know how to summon her—I’d never done it intentionally before.

But apparently my weird attempt worked, because there she was in front of me when I opened my eyes. “A garden?” she said. “You can’t drive yourself down to the gardening centre?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know anything about gardening and wouldn’t know where to start.”

“Isn’t the learning part of the fun, Carrick?” she asked, narrowing her eyes with a big smirk. She could see right through my phony wish.

I shrugged my shoulders again. “Well you’re here now, aren’t you?”

“You really want a garden, Carrick?” she asked.

I nodded my head. Then she stepped towards me, put both of her hands on my face, pulled me forward gently, and then kissed me softly on the lips. My heart bounced, pounding into my ribcage. Then she leaned back. “Okay. There’s your garden,” she said.

“Wait—that’s it?”

She laughed. “That’s it,” she said.

I ran over to the window and looked out. There was a ten by ten foot garden now outside my back door. I turned and looked back at the succubus, forcing a smile onto my face. “It’s kind of small though, don’t you think?”

“How big do you want it, Carrick?”

“Bigger than that. What would I have to do to make it, say, twice as big?”

“Another kiss,” she said.

“What about three times as big?”

She shook her head. “Did you summon me so that I would fuck you in the asshole, Carrick?” she asked. My heart stammered. I blushed and then I smiled. “Well I’m flattered. But you know I’m very busy. You aren’t the only person with my number. And I can’t exactly be wasting my time planting flowers for you—flowers you don’t even want.”

“Okay, I’ll confess: I didn’t really want the garden. I just wanted to be with you.”

“You’re lonely? Then you shouldn’t have scared off that pretty, young girl. She liked you a lot, Carrick.”

I nodded my head. “But did she? Or did you just trick her into liking me? She said you came to her in a nightmare. Did you?”

“Is that not good enough for you? Isn’t that what you summoned me for: to trick people for you?”

I shook my head. “I don’t like tricking people.”

Her eyes narrowed and her grin grew larger. “You really think you had a long lost uncle named Richard? Do you really think your boss needed a mumbling sales guy to work on the top floor of the head office?”

“That’s different,” I said.

“How so?” she asked, widening her eyes, staring into my eyes.

I was silent. I didn’t know how it was different. Maybe she was right: maybe there was no difference between tricking a girl into liking me and tricking a CEO into thinking he needed me. “Well that girl—she didn’t stick around anyway.”

“Because you scared her away. I can do my thing, but you still have your freewill.”

I stared at her, feeling a terrible trembling deep inside of my body. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Did I not deserve anything that I had? Was that crappy rental house and that horrible job really what I deserved? “My friends—did they summon you?”

“Friends?” she said.

“Pablo and Orwell. They were both just like me, and then suddenly they had everything. They summoned you, right?”

She shook her head. “Your friends did that on their own. But don’t be so sad—look around you. Is this not everything you wanted? If you were still at your old job, you’d be working today, wouldn’t you?”

I shook my head. “I don’t know if this is what I want.”

“Then what do you want?”

I stood silently for a moment. “I want to be happy,” I said.

She nodded her head. “For that, you’ll have to take off your clothes and lie on your stomach.”

I hesitated, not sure I wanted to go further down the succubus rabbit hole. I had nearly everything I wanted: the house, the job, and the money. I still wanted a girl, but I knew I didn’t want the succubus having anything to do with that. And the more I thought about it, the more I began to think I didn’t want her to have anything to do with any of my ‘accomplishments’. I felt empty, and that empty feeling was so much worse than all of the debt and the early morning alarms.

Still, I took off my clothes and placed myself flat on the ground. She was suddenly on top of me, straddling me with her warm, soft body. She leaned forward, pressing her breasts against my back, running her fingertips down the skin of my arms. “Just relax,” she said. “And keep your eyes closed.”

Her hands moved down to my bum. She used her clawed fingers to pry my ass cheeks wide, and then she slipped her slick cock inside of my body. It squirmed in like a warm, wet snake, pushing in deep until her pelvis was pressed against my bum.

“Be still,” she said with her smooth voice. Then she began to fuck me, lifting up and plunging down, exploring the inside of my body with her long cock. It felt good: better than good. I groaned and drool began to tease the corner of my mouth. Her thick veins felt amazing as they slid up and down. I could feel her thick tip everywhere it went, massaging all the right places. She grabbed me firmly by the sides, next to the small of my back, and she thrusted hard, slapping my ass with her pelvis.

I couldn’t see her, but I could see her shadow against the wall. I could see her wings flapping with each penetration. I could even see the length of her long cock when she pulled back: almost a foot of hard cock, dripping with some sort of natural lubricant. I could feel everything, each time she pushed in.

I came first: my cock unloading a pool of cum underneath my abdomen. I screamed and groaned and squirmed, and then she pinned me down tighter. “Keep your eyes closed,” she said. So I stopped watching her tits bouncing in her shadow. I shut my eyes tight, and then I felt her slam down hard, suddenly unloading her impressive cumshot, which was like twenty loads combined into one. She sunk her nails into my skin, breaking the skin slightly. Then she pulled her long shaft out of my body and she released me.

I waited a moment. “Can I open my eyes now?” I asked once I’d caught my breath.

She didn’t reply. I had a feeling that she was gone, so I opened my eyes. She wasn’t there, but that’s not what shocked me: nothing was there. My house was gone and I was back in the crappy rental, on the floor next to the couch. I sprung up quickly.

“Hello?” I called out. There was no response.

Then my phone buzzed. I had a text message from Benny, my old manager. ‘I need you to come in ten minutes early tomorrow to help with a new display,’ he wrote. The message was confusing. Did he forget that he was fired? I went into my e-mail and saw that I had nothing from my new boss at the head office. Was I just waking up from a month-long dream? Was there never a promotion or a dead Uncle Richard?

I walked into work slowly the next morning, stepping through those department store doors for the first time in many weeks. Benny was standing there in his work outfit. “I said ten minutes early, not eight minutes early,” he said with a grunt.

“Sorry, sir,” I said.

Just like that, all of the succubus’ gifts were gone. I asked for happiness, and she took everything away. I wasn’t happy, but at least that empty feeling was gone. I wasn’t looking forward to long workweeks with little pay, and debt that would take me decades to pay off, but at least no one was suffering on my behalf. “Should I get started on that display?” I asked.

It was a long week, back at the old job, sleeping on the old bed, pleading with the old landlord for an extension on my rent. I have to admit: I was tempted many times to summon the succubus, to ask for everything back (and to get another anal massage out of the deal), but I remembered that bored, empty feeling—and that guilt that came with knowing I was knocking other people down to get ahead.

I saw Orwell on the street, walking with a group of men in suits. He saw me and waved, and then he sent me a text message an hour later. “Sorry I couldn’t chat earlier. We should meet up sometime.”

I thought about ignoring his message. Now that he wasn’t poor like me, I felt like I didn’t want to be associated with him. I didn’t want to have a person around me that would constantly serve as a reminder that I was broke. But I decided to meet up with him, to be nice, and to see if I couldn’t figure out how I could get ahead in my own life.

“I started waking up fifteen minutes earlier than normal,” he told me. “I would do a quick workout, and that was it. Then, after a couple months of that, I decided to make other small changes. I stopped drinking soda. I stopped watching porn. I threw out my video games. And then I found myself with a lot of free time, which I used to do stuff like volunteering and learning French.”

“You learned French?” I asked. “Why did you never mention any of this stuff?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I always assumed you didn’t want to hear about it.”

So that next morning, I woke up fifteen minutes before my alarm. I did a quick workout: my first workout in a very long time. I was sore and tired for the next week, but I kept with it. And then I started cutting soda out of my diet—and beer, and chips. I downloaded a language-learning app and started learning German, for no reason in particular. Then, a month later, I decided to volunteer at my local hospital. It wasn’t the most glamorous volunteering gig, but it felt good to help people who needed help.

It was 2:00 AM and I was at my volunteer post when the CEO of our company came in: the man with the bald head and the white beard, who was my boss for a month in an alternate timeline. He looked at me strangely. “Don’t you work in sales?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “I have a shift in six hours,” I said. “I was just about to head home to get some sleep.”

“Could you point me towards the ICU? I’m here to see my nephew’s kid.”

I gave him a map of the hospital and I showed him where the ICU was. Then he looked at me and said, “Thanks. Don’t stay up too late tonight, alright?”

“Yes, sir.”

It was three days later when he came into the store and spotted me. “You—just the man I came here for. What’s your name?”

“Carrick, sir.”

“Carrick. We’ve got an opening at head office. I was hoping you could come and interview for the position, but I didn’t know your name, so I wasn’t sure who to call for.”

“That sounds great,” I said. I interviewed for the job, and then I got it. It wasn’t on the top floor and it wasn’t in a corner office, but I was working my way up. I was put on a half-decent salary, which was enough to start chipping away at my debt. It also helped that I stopped drinking every night, so I had much more spare income. It was a month later when I got another promotion. I used the bonus that came with it to put a down payment on a house in the country: nothing quite as big as what I got from my fake Uncle Richard, but it was a step in the right direction.

The kitchen badly needed redone: still with the original finishings from the 50s. I hired a contractor to redo the layout, and then I hired an interior designer to figure out the small details, to make the space come alive. She showed up for our initial meeting on a Saturday afternoon—and I was floored. She was beautiful: thin and blonde, with an adorable face and long eyelashes. We talked for an hour about my house and then we talked for three more hours about each other.

We talked for so long that the sun had set without me realizing it. “Should we order some takeout?” I asked.

“Sure. That sounds great,” she said, with her cute smile.

“I just need to use the washroom, then we’ll get some Chinese.”

“I love Chinese,” she said.

I went to the bathroom and then I looked out the small window above the sink. Standing in my yard was the succubus, staring at me with a big grin. She didn’t stick around for long: just for a moment before vanishing in the blink of an eye.

I used the bathroom, ordered the food, and then we chatted for another few hours. We split a bottle of wine. The conversation became more and more personal. Now we were sharing secrets and staring into each other’s eyes. I leaned over the couch to give her a kiss, and then she leaned back, dodging my kiss.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I need to tell you something,” she said.

My heart stuttered. “What is it?” I had a bad feeling I knew what was coming: she was about to tell me that she summoned the succubus, and that I’d been manipulated to fit into her life. Was I tricked into liking her, the same way the succubus tricked Marika into liking me at the pub?

“I was born a boy. I still have a penis,” she said. She bit her lip as her skin turned pale.

And I couldn’t help but smirk. Did the succubus have something to do with her? How could someone so perfect just land in my lap, without any sort of magic? Then I remembered all of my hard work: working out in the mornings, going the extra distance at work, cutting out bad food and video games and replacing it all with self-improvement. Maybe I did deserve my new job and my new house and my new girl.

I leaned in and kissed her.

THE END


SACRIFICE

Evander made a big mistake, spraining his ankle just days before the people of his village went to battle with the invaders to the west. It was supposed to be a winning battle, according to the village prophets, but sadly that wasn’t the case. Most of the soldiers didn’t end up coming home, and now the townspeople can’t help but blame Evander.

After a somber week filled with dirty looks, Evander decides he can’t take any more. He wants his good reputation back; so he heads out to find the Old Witches, to find out what kind of sacrifice he can make to make everything better. He finds them, and then the next morning, he wakes up on the riverbank as a beautiful young woman, not sure how sacrificing his manhood will help him or his town.


CHAPTER I

It was the Thursday before Midsummer when our men came back from battle. It was a battle we assumed we would win, because our seers told us that victory was guaranteed by the gods, but they were wrong. Sixty men had set out to fight in invaders to the west, but only thirty came back.

It was quiet as they all marched back into the village, having walked over fifty miles, some with injuries. The women rushed in to see if their partners were amongst the survivors, and then the silence ended as the crying began. The whole next week was a sombre one. It was a brutal week for the women who lost husbands and sons, a brutal week for the men who returned to the village in defeat, and a brutal week for me: the one man who stayed back when the rest of the men marched out to fight.

Would my presence have made a difference on the battlefield? Probably not. Maybe I could have taken out a couple of enemies if I was lucky, but most likely I would have died along with most of our other soldier-aged men. And maybe that would have been for the best. Because now, it was difficult to walk through the village, getting narrow-eyed looks from those who fought without me, and even worse looks from the women who spent the week tending to me and my sprained ankle while their husbands and sons were out dying.

The guilt was heavy, and it grew heavier with each glance. I tried to offset the guilt by working overtime: helping out in the fields, helping to decorate the shrines, staying awake all night on watch duty even though I’d been on watch about six nights in a row. The exhaustion was horrible, but it wasn’t as bad as the guilt. Though I have to admit: I was terrified of nodding off while on watch, knowing that an attacking tribe could show up at any moment—and knowing my luck, it would have been while I was catching a few minutes of sleep.

It was my eighteenth Midsummer festival and certainly the quietest one I’d ever participated in. When I walked into the ceremony hut to get my garb, I received some of the worst looks from the surviving soldiers that I’d received since they’d returned. No one said anything—no one had said anything to me since the men came back—but they didn’t have to; they said enough with their eyes.

As we dressed, I noticed their healing wounds. Some of the men had huge gashes; it seemed like a miracle that they were still alive. Some of their bandages were still being soaked periodically with blood. I tried not to look, because when I looked, they would look back at my untouched body: my perfect skin and my recently healed sprain.

But what was I supposed to do? I couldn’t make the fifty-mile trek across the countryside with a sprained ankle. The day the men set out, I was hardly able to walk twenty feet without feeling the worst pain of my life. How would I have been any use on the battlefield?

In our Midsummer garb, we marched down the long path through the woods, past the village virgins who were singing the Midsummer hymns. They were singing more quietly than usual. Most of their to-be partners were killed on the battlefield. Even the virgins were giving me terrible glances, as if the whole tragedy was my fault.

I stood and watched as the villagers quietly burned the sacrificial bread, and then I forced myself to run in the circle around the wooden Perun statue. Then we all sat at the Long Table for the Midsummer feast, which was an especially terrible experience, as the table was set for two hundred, but nearly a third of the seats remained empty. No one spoke while food was served.

I could feel my fellow villagers’ gazes as I ate my food, so I lost my appetite quickly. Those gazes continued through the burning of the leftovers, and then I found myself wishing that I was the goat now tied to the Perun statue: the one that was about to be sacrificed by the Long Knife.

I was happy when the whole thing was over: happy to be in my little house on the edge of the village. Though a part of me was worried that men would come in the night and burn my house down, with me inside of it. So I didn’t get much sleep: a couple of hours, and then the guilt began to swirl in my gut, making me want to run outside and throw up.

I hoped that time would fix everything. I didn’t want everyone to be upset with me. I wanted to explain to them that my staying home had nothing to do with our defeat, but I knew such an argument would have landed on deaf ears. If I could have, I would have gone back in time and hobbled out to that battle, just to be killed by the first arrow—just so I could say, ‘See? I told you so!’ But instead, I was doomed to that village, surrounded by men who probably wanted to kill me even more than the invaders to the west.

It was the day after Midsummer when Faeryn came to my house. Even she looked at me like I was the biggest loser on the planet—and we were due to be married in less than a year. I had a feeling there wouldn’t be many smiles at our wedding ceremony. Faeryn didn’t say anything as she took a seat. She just looked out the window and stared out at the field.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“It’s nothing,” she said.

“Just tell me.”

She shook her head. I rolled my eyes. I knew what was wrong, but I didn’t want her keeping it bottled up. I wanted to address it, so I could at least have peace with one person: the person who was supposedly my soul mate. “Fae, just say it,” I said.

“I’m embarrassed,” she said, turning to look at me with her young, soft face. She was a beautiful girl—possibly the most beautiful in the whole village. When the seers assigned her and me together, most of the villagers were shocked—and some of the men were outraged, thinking they should have got her. Now, people were probably even more outraged than ever.

“Well I’m sorry that I’m not dead. Would you be happier if I were dead?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Of course not,” she said. “But they’re calling you names. They snicker behind your back. If only you could hear them…”

“I can hear them. They aren’t exactly snickering quietly,” I said. “Besides, how do you think I feel about all this? It’s not like I’m happy that I missed the battle.”

“Well you’re giving off that vibe,” she said, staring into my eyes with her glistening gaze, reminding me of how beautiful and out my league she was.

I stuttered and then I turned away. “People will move on in time,” I said. “And if they’re so mad, maybe they should go and take it up with the seers—they’re the ones who said that victory was guaranteed. Yet here I am, taking all the heat because I sprained my ankle right before the big fight.”

“Let’s just be quiet for the next three hours,” she said, turning to look back out the window. It was Friday evening, and on Friday evenings, engaged men were supposed to spend time with their fiancées. It was frowned upon to be alone before the weekend. Faeryn was clearly struggling with whether or not she wanted to follow protocol or if she was better off being a black sheep for a bit.

“Fine. More silence. That’s just what everyone needs,” I said, walking across the room and sitting down on my bed. I tried to think of something to say that would cheer her up—something to exonerate myself of wrongdoing—but I could think of nothing. So instead, I just sat in silence, festering in that horrible negative energy that had been lingering in that village since the troops came home.

She left the moment the village bell rang. She gave me a quiet “Goodbye,” which seemed to be better than nothing at all, though a little kiss or even a hug would have been nice. It would have been nice to think that I wasn’t all alone in my misery. If I could even just find one person who understood my conundrum.

I looked out the window to watch Faeryn as she made her way back to her family’s home. That’s when I saw a group of older women staring at her, giving her the same looks that I was getting so used to. My heart groaned and ached. Why were they angry with her? She didn’t choose me. It wasn’t her fault that I missed the battle. I wanted to run out and yell at the old hags, but I knew it would do nothing but further embarrass Faeryn, so I stayed in my house, sitting back down on my bed.

It was my night to watch the western side of our village. I arrived at the post at midnight, to relieve the man who had been posted since 3:00 PM that afternoon. He looked me in the eyes for a moment before brushing past me, not even saying hello—not even a little smile to acknowledge that I had a soul in my body. It killed me to think that Faeryn was getting the same treatment thanks to me.

I slouched into the seat at the top of the watchtower. I looked out into the dark woods and took a deep breath of the cool summer air into my lungs. I closed my eyes and tried to beg the gods to fix everything: to let the village know that I wasn’t responsible for all the deaths or the military defeat.

Then, two hours later, I saw flickering beads of candlelight in the forest. I perked up. The lights were in a line, marching from the north and heading south. I was about to blow my horn, and then I remembered the stories I used to hear as a child, of the Old Witches. I’d heard stories as an adult to, from watchmen who claimed to have seen the Old Witches marching to perform their rituals. Supposedly they would pass the western side of our village a few times each year, though no one ever saw the witches—just the candles they carried with them.

I stood up and tried to squint, to see if I could see them in the darkness of the forest. But from my distance, they just looked like fireflies, gently buzzing through the woods and disappearing down into the darkness.

I didn’t know much about the Old Witches, but I knew that they could supposedly cast very powerful spells. I’d heard stories of women going to them to make men fall in love with them, and vice-versa. I’d even heard stories of the Old Witches bringing men back to life. And now, I couldn’t help but wonder if they would be able to do anything for me—anything at all. If they could make a man fall in love with a woman, would they not be able to make people forgive me?

I carefully climbed down from my post. I took a few steps towards the woods, which were now dark. Then I stopped and looked back up at the watchtower. How long would I be gone? Would I be able to return before anyone noticed me missing? And what if our town was attacked while I was away? What if there were enemies watching from the woods, waiting for me to let my guard down so they could charge the town?

I remained still for a moment. I knew the Old Witches would soon be too far to find, so I had to act quickly. Would I ever see the Old Witches again? Would an opportunity like this one ever present itself again? I’d just prayed to the gods a couple of hours before—maybe this was them answering my prayers.

I started running towards the woods, hoping to catch up with the Old Witches, so I could put in a request to save my reputation, along with Faeryn’s.


CHAPTER II

The forest was dark. I had no idea which way the Old Witches went, as I couldn’t spot any footprints on the ground—though I’d heard the rumours that the Old Witches didn’t leave footprints. I knew that they were roughly headed south, so I did my best to continue southward, hoping I would find some sort of evidence.

Then I heard a humming: almost a singing sound, but not quite. I carefully ran towards it until I saw the glimmer of candlelight. I slowed down and sulked behind a tree, squinting until I was able to make out the line of candles in the darkness.

I moved in slowly, getting closer and closer as the Old Witches came upon a large clearing. There was a giant triangle standing upright, made from dead trees. Now I could make out the silhouettes of the Old Witches. I moved in closer, until I could see some detail on their face, while staying far enough back that I wouldn’t be spotted.

The Old Witches weren’t old at all. In fact, some of them were just children. I spotted one older woman, who was maybe fifty, but the rest seemed to be in their twenties: beautiful, with long hair, and very little in terms of clothing. Some of the girls were completely naked, with their tits and pussies out. My heart began to race. One of the witches went up to the triangle with her candle. She bent over and placed the candle down, and then ten seconds later, fire was climbing up the large triangle, creating a bright light in the middle of that forest. Now I could really see the faces of the Old Witches.

I had always assumed they were old hags with big noses and sagging warts. But instead they were perfect: smooth skin, soft hair, big, flashing eyes. They raised their arms into the air and began to sing, not sounding too different from our village choirs. One of the witches pulled out a flute, and then a number of other witches began to dance.

Then, underneath the large triangle, a figure began to appear. It was tall and hairy, with horns and hooves, standing on two feet. The sight made me gasp and fall back. Was it a demon? Were the Old Witches summoning demonic entities?

I began to crawl backwards, then one of the witches turned towards me. She raised up her hand and pointed right at me, then a number of other witches turned in my direction. I wanted to get up and run, knowing I was about to be sacrificed to some evil spirit—but I was frozen with fear. The animal creature was suddenly gone, and now I had a host of gazes turned in my direction.

I tried to get up to run as one of the women began walking towards me, but my body was frozen by a strange energy. It was no longer fear holding me down, but something much more powerful: the same evil energy that summoned that creature underneath the triangle.

I closed my eyes for a brief second. When I opened them, three naked women were standing above me, staring down at me with wide eyes. “Why have you joined or ceremony tonight?” one of the girls asked. She was stunningly beautiful, with big eyes and plump lips and perky tits. She leaned down further and slipped her hands under my arms. Then, without any effort at all, she lifted me to my feet.

Now I was staring at her face, trying not to scream—though I strangely felt no fear in her presence. She had a beautiful band of freckles across her face, and another band across her shoulders. Her appearance was almost doe-like—as harmless as possible. “I’m sorry,” I managed to say through the lump in my throat.

“Don’t be sorry,” another girl said. She had red hair and stunning blue eyes. I wondered if I was looking at real women, or old hags in magical disguises.

“I didn’t mean to interrupt—I was just curious when I saw you in the woods,” I said. “I’m really sorry.”

“Please stop apologizing,” said the redhead.

I nodded my head. Now there were fifteen girls staring at me, straight into my eyes, all with gentle smiles on their faces. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath in through my nose. “I guess I’ll be leaving then,” I said. But I wasn’t able to turn myself around. That horrible fear began to set in again. They were keeping me in place with that dark energy.

“Tell us what you want—what you followed us for,” one of the girls said. I looked down and saw young faces staring up at me: faces that couldn’t have been older than five or six years old.

I bit down on my tongue. I had no idea whether or not I could trust the women, but I was desperate. It was true: I followed them for a reason, and maybe they could help. Maybe I was condemning my soul by suggesting a deal with them, but what else could I do? I wanted to be useful to my village. I didn’t want to be a villain. I didn’t want to receive those horrible looks day after day, as if I was the one who killed all of those men: those sons and husbands and fiancés.

So I told the witches about my absence on the battlefield, and I told them about the horrible glares I was getting, and the snickers I was hearing.

“But what is it that you want?” one of the girls asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I just want to help,” I said.

“If you’re going to help, you’ll need to make a sacrifice,” she said.

“What kind of sacrifice?”

“The greatest sacrifice you can,” she said.

My heart stumbled. I nodded my head. Was she suggesting I commit suicide? I wanted to help my village, but I wasn’t prepared to kill myself to make people feel better—especially without any guarantee.

The witch reached out and took my hand. Her fingers were soft and warm, making my body suddenly calm. I took a deep breath as she led me across the clearing, away from the giant triangle. We went into the woods. The group of witches followed closely behind, skipping and humming, not at all worried about what was going to happen to me. Though I was worried, especially once we were standing on the edge of the river.

We stopped. Then three young women surrounded me and pulled off my clothes. They tossed the clothes into the river. “Hey—I need those!” I said.

“You won’t need them anymore,” the witch said with a giggle. The other witches giggled as well. Now I was standing naked in front of dozens of beautiful women—the children were no longer with us, thankfully.

They all came up and touched me, stroking me gently with their soft hands. One woman came up and grabbed my hands and brought them to her breasts. “Squeeze,” she said. I hesitated, and then I squeezed. What exactly was I sacrificing? My virginity? Would the gods forgive me? Would they understand? Was it not the gods who brought the witches to me in the first place?

The same woman took my hand and brought it down between her legs. I could feel her pussy, which was warm and wet. I gasped, and then I felt a hand on my behind: gentle fingers exploring my backside before a fingertip penetrated my asshole. I perked up. “Careful,” I said.

One of the girls was on her knees, massaging my cock, making it hard with gentle tugs and strokes. Another girl sunk down next to her to share my manhood. I have to admit: it felt good. Maybe sacrificing my virginity wasn’t the worst thing that could happen—especially if the gods were responsible, as I had myself convinced they were.

The freckled woman stood in front of me, a mere foot away, staring into my eyes. She had a cute smile on her face. “Are you willing to make the sacrifice?” she asked.

I nodded my head, convinced she was referring to my virginity.

Her smile grew bigger. “Put your hand on my pussy,” she said. So I followed the command. “Now rub.” I began to rub, feeling her clit against my fingers. “Do you like what you feel?”

I nodded my head.

“Do you want my body?”

I nodded my head.

“Now my body is yours,” she said, stepped forward and pressing her tits against my chest. One of the other girls took my erection and aimed it against her pussy. She jammed it in, making her warm juices squish out. I gasped, but she didn’t seem to react much at all, except for a deep breath that she took a moment later. “Everything you feel now will be yours.”

“Okay,” I said.

She wrapped her arms around me and then she stepped me close to the edge of the river. She turned me around, so my back was to the river, and then she reached down and pulled my cock out from her wet vagina. “Good luck,” she said with a grin, and then she pushed me back. I fell into the water and began to thrash—but no matter how much I thrashed, I couldn’t bring myself to the surface. I sunk down until my back hit the rocks. I looked up at the surface and could only see the wavy feminine figures staring back at me. No one was trying to help me, even though I was drowning.

I tried screaming, letting all of the air out from my lungs. I thrashed harder and harder, and then water pooled into my lungs. I gasped and grabbed at my throat. Then I began to black out. I was dying. The villagers would find my naked body washed up on the shore in a matter of days, thinking I’d committed some strange sort of suicide.


CHAPTER III

I thought I’d died. Everything went black and then I saw a bright light. I started going towards the light, and then I looked back and saw my body, pale and lifeless under the water. But strangely, I wasn’t afraid or shocked. I felt at peace: euphoric. I turned back towards the light and then I saw a female figure standing in the light. I couldn’t see the details of her face, but I knew she was smiling at me.

She came up to me and put her hands on my shoulders. Then I realized she was made up of energy: no flesh or body at all. I felt that energy rushing through me. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath of air into my lungs, and then I felt a terrible cold on my legs. It was wet and piercing, making me clench all over. I squirmed and groaned and tried to open my eyes, but now the light was too bright and I was afraid I would go blind if I opened my eyelids.

I felt a pair of hands under my arms: manly hands, tugging me and dragging me across a rocky slope. The little sharp rocks dug into my back and then I opened my eyes to see a face looking down at me: long beard, sunken eyes, and scraggly grey hair. He looked familiar: a man from my village. “What in the hell are you doing?” he asked.

I reached up and rubbed my eyes. I wasn’t dead, but I’d come awfully close. I tried to take a deep breath in, but I could feel liquid in my lungs from my near-drowning experience. I coughed and then I nearly choked on the cold fluid that came up into my throat.

The man came down and sat me up with relative ease. He began to pat on my back. “It’s okay, ma’am. You’re going to be fine,” he said.

Ma’am? Did he think I was a woman? Was he screwing with me? Was he mocking me because he knew that I stayed back with the women when the men went to fight in that losing battle? I wanted to say something back to him, but I was too busy coughing into my lap.

That’s when I realized I was naked, staring down at my bare legs. I felt my face turning red, so I reached down to cover my crotch, pressing my hand between my thighs. But something was wrong: I couldn’t feel my bulge. I felt around with my fingers, but there was nothing there: nothing but a pair of small, soft lumps. I wanted to uncover myself to look, but the man was still lingering over my shoulder. “Let me help you up,” he said.

“No,” I said with a raspy voice—throat still rough from coughing up fluid. The man stepped back.

“You’re lucky to be alive, ma’am,” he said. There was that ma’am again. Why was he saying that? Why was he calling me ma’am? Why could I still not feel my cock? Had it shrivelled up small from the cold water?

I sprung up to my naked feet and turned to the man. “I’m fine. I need to go.” I looked around and spotted the nearby woods. Then I began to run into them, wanting to get away so I could have a moment to process everything. I was terrified of the news getting back to the village. Everyone was going to make fun of me: found naked on the side of the river. Or maybe they would just be furious with me, seeing as I abandoned my watch post during a time when an invasion was just around the corner.

I ran far into the forest, looking back occasionally to make sure the bearded man wasn’t following me. Then, once I was far enough away, I stopped and pulled my hand out from between my legs. I opened my legs wide and bent over as much as I could without falling over. Where the hell was my cock? Why was I staring at a slit, which looked an awful lot like a woman’s vagina? Did the Old Witches cut my penis and ball sack off?

There was another concerning sight now that I was bending over: the breast-like lumps hanging off of my chest. I reached up and felt them with both hands. They were soft and light, just like the Old Witch who pressed my hands against her chest. They felt real—my nipples were incredibly sensitive. “What the hell?” I said aloud—and that’s when I noticed that my voice wasn’t quite right. I cleared my throat and tried talking again. The sound that came out was soft and high-pitched. I reached for my face and felt my cheeks and chin. Where was my beard? My hair was longer and softer than the night before. “Oh God,” I said. I started running back towards the river, jumping over logs and feeling my breasts bouncing up and down on my chest.

I looked into the water to see my reflection. A beautiful brunette was staring back at me. My heart paused for a moment before pounding relentlessly against my ribcage. “No, no, no,” I muttered. The previous night’s events came rushing back to me: the Old Witches circling me, making me touch their bodies, and asking me, ‘Is this what you want?’ I didn’t know they meant it literally—I didn’t know they were asking if I wanted to be like them!

I paced up and down the riverbank, feeling the twigs and stones beneath my naked feet. I must have spent three hours pacing between the river and the woods, trying to will myself to wake up from my nightmare. What happened to my old body? Did it die in the water? Did they take my soul and put it into a body of a witch? I tried to remember their faces, but now they were all blurred together in my mind.

The sun was beginning to set. I needed to act—to do something. The village was probably wondering what happened to me, why I abandoned my post. Faeryn was probably wondering where I went—wondering if she was now without a fiancé. How was I going to explain myself as a woman? Where would I go?

I crept to the edge of town. The lights were on in my house and I could see Faeryn sitting on a chair through the window. I wasn’t ready to face her yet. I needed to come up with a good excuse before looking her in the eyes. But where else could I go? I crept along the treeline. Most of the houses were empty. Then I remembered that it was Saturday, so most of the village was likely at the town square for the Saturday Feast. Still naked, I moved up to one of the empty houses. I found an unlocked window, and then I crawled inside.

It was cold and damp in the house. The floor groaned with each careful step I took. The house seemed empty, but I wasn’t about to take any chances. I didn’t want to be caught naked in a house, and have some soldier think that I was an evil witch putting a hex on him.

I located the wardrobe, which was filled with feminine garb. I found another filled with male clothes, but the male clothes were far too big on my body—and they looked ridiculous with my feminine face and narrow shoulders. So reluctantly, I took a long white embroidered dress from the female wardrobe. I found a pair of sandals that fit my feet. Then I climbed back out the window, feeling a bit more comfortable now that I wasn’t naked—though I still had no idea how I was going to explain myself to the villagers who would have no idea who I was.

I couldn’t return to my own home for the night. But I knew I could wait for Faeryn to leave so I could grab a blanket, some food, and some hunting tools, so I could live out in the forest until I could solve my conundrum.

At this point, it was obvious that I wasn’t dreaming. The Old Witches really had turned me into a woman, using some form of magic. So the only solution I could think of was to find the Old Witches again, to have them change me back.

I watched from the treeline as Faeryn left my house. I waited a few minutes, and then I looked around before approaching the house. I knew the door was unlocked, as Faeryn always left it unlocked no matter how often I reminded her. So I slipped around the house and reached for the door handle. Then someone shouted out, “Hey! You there! What are you doing?”

I froze with my hand on the door handle. A chill crept through my spine as the footsteps of the man shouting at me started to approach me from behind.


CHAPTER IV

I turned slowly to face the man. I recognized him instantly: Rogan, the man who had lived next door to me for almost ten years. He was a burly man with a patchy beard and a long scar on his face from a previous battle. He was one of the survivors from the most recent battle—one of the men who seemed to hate me more than anyone else after returning from the failed fight.

He was walking towards me, eyes narrowed as if he thought that he was looking at a spy or a witch—and maybe he was looking at a witch. I was suddenly conscious of my whole body: my posture, the bust of my breasts, my smooth legs, which weren’t quite completely covered by the long white dress. “Well?” he said. “Why are you going into that house?”

I tried to think of an answer that would settle his nerves. I stared into his eyes as he stopped a few feet away from me.

“I know this isn’t your house,” he said. “So why are you here? Who are you?”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. “This is my cousin’s house,” I said.

“Oh really? Tell me then: who’s your cousin?” he asked.

“Evander,” I said, saying my own name.

He stared into my eyes with his dark, narrowed gaze. “Your Evander’s cousin?”

I nodded my head. “I’m here to collect his things for him. I’m from Kjolle. He came this morning to stay with our family.” Kjolle was the next town over, about fifteen miles away.

“Why? He abandoned us last night. He left our whole town at risk of being destroyed by the invaders. It’s the second time he nearly had us all killed.”

“He had to go,” I said, and then I cleared my throat. “The gods told him to leave.”

Rogan became silent, narrowing his gaze even more, almost to the point that his eyes were closed. “The gods told him to go? Why?”

“He doesn’t know why, but he said they came to him in the middle of the night and told him he needed to go to Kjolle immediately, so he showed up on our doorstep around noon.” I couldn’t tell if Rogan believed me. “He sent me to collect a few of his things.”

“Well then maybe you won’t mind if I come in with you.” He stepped past me and put his hand on the doorknob. He turned it and the door opened. “After you.”

So I stepped into my dark, damp house. He stepped in behind me, blocking the light from the doorway. “Well?” he said. “Go ahead.”

I walked to the bed and grabbed the blanket, folding it into a tight square that I could easily carry under my arm. I grabbed my warm boots, which now seemed far too big for my feet. I held them for a moment before putting them back down. They would be no use to me—falling off of my feet every few steps. I grabbed my bag and then I went to my kitchen and grabbed a pot. I stuffed the pot in the bag before grabbing a cup.

“He sent you for a blanket and a pot?” Rogan asked. His voice seemed even deeper within the walls of my house: reverberating through the whole settlement. “You don’t have blankets and pots in Kjolle?”

“I’m just grabbing what he asked me to grab,” I said. And then I looked around and spotted my bow, my quiver, and my axe. The axe seemed twice as heavy as I remembered, and the bow was too big to carry on my back: taller than me when it wasn’t stringed up. I tried to rearrange everything in a few different ways, to carry it all. As a man, it would have been easy: it could have all gone on my back. But now, it was all too big for my small stature. I was more than a foot shorter than I was used to, and much weaker.

Rogan began to laugh. “Maybe Evander should have sent a man to collect his things,” he said. “How do you think you will carry this all for fifteen miles?”

“I don’t know. I’ll figure it out,” I said.

“And the sun is now setting. Are you going to carry it in the dark?”

I turned and looked at him. He was grinning, but still with narrowed, suspicious eyes. “I’m just doing what I was asked to do,” I said. Then I went back into the kitchen, deciding that it would be better to take a smaller pot, as my usual pot was unusually heavy and bulky. I reached up for the top shelf, but couldn’t quite reach. Then Rogan came up next to me and grabbed the pot without effort. He handed it to me.

“You won’t make the hike,” he said, looking at me with the heavy bag on my back.

Now he was towering over me again, looking down into my eyes. He was intimidating, making my skin crawl—but there was something else happening in me as well. I could smell his musk and I couldn’t help but look at the bulging of the muscles on his arms. He was strong: stronger than I ever realized before. His barrel chest was huge, stretching out his tight shirt. His thighs were like tree stumps, and his body seemed to radiate a warm, powerful energy: an energy that drew me in.

I felt dizzy, unable to look away from his body. I opened my mouth to say something, but only a whimper came out. Was I okay? Did he put me under some sort of spell? Or was this something the Old Witches did to me?

“Are you okay, girl?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “Yeah. I’m fine,” I said. My voice came out softly. Then I found myself reaching for my dress. I took the straps from my shoulders and I pulled them over my arms, letting the dress fall down to the ground, leaving me naked in front of him.

His face suddenly turned red. “What are you doing?” he asked.

“I—I don’t know,” I said. But I wasn’t able to control myself. I wanted him to touch me. I wanted him to hold me with his strong hands, and I wanted him to ravage me with his powerful erection. I stepped forward and I put my hands on his chest.

“Why are you doing this?” he asked, stuttering slightly.

“I don’t know. Don’t you want to have me?” I asked, looking up into his eyes. I reached down and grabbed his hands. I brought them to my breasts. He took a deep breath before squeezing. And my God, did that squeeze feel amazing! A whimper escaped my mouth. I reached down and ran my fingertips up the length of my pussy, feeling my clit. “Squeeze again,” I said. He followed my command. I rubbed my pussy again, pressing my fingertips into my slit. Then I took my free hand and reached it down the front of his pants. I grabbed his thick cock, which was already half-erect from fondling my breasts.

“Take me,” I said, squeezing his shaft while it throbbed. “Put your big dick into my body.”

He took a deep breath. Then he grabbed my shoulders and turned me around. He stepped forward, dropping his pants to the ground. He pressed his throbbing cock against my bum and pushed down on my back, so I was bent over my counter. He ran his big hands up my sides. Those hands made my body look like a child’s body. I was so light that he was able to position me however he wanted with the slightest movements. He pressed his cock against my wet cunt and then he gently began to thrust, sliding his cock up and down my vaginal lips. Warm, euphoric pulses were tingling in my veins. I whimpered again, letting my body go limp, so he could fuck me however he wanted.

Then I felt his throbbing tip against my tight hole. My heart was pounding and my head was spinning. A piece of my sensible self was still inside of my head, screaming for me to stop Rogan—screaming for me to come to my senses. But I wanted his cock so badly. I wanted to feel that amazing euphoria through my whole body.

He pushed in. I gasped. I could feel my hole stretching wide as my juices dribbled out of me. “Oh God,” I groaned. “Please fuck me.”

But my sensible self continued to fight, trying to regain control of my body, which seemed to now be under control of the Old Witches. Why were they doing this to me? And if it wasn’t them—why was I doing it to myself? I spread my legs wide and I clutched my counter firmly. He pushed in deep and then he pulled out—almost completely—so his tip was teasing my plump lips. He slammed down again, making a gushing sound as juices trickled down my naked thighs.

I squirmed and groaned. He kept pumping: becoming more and more energized, as if his sexual energy was becoming overwhelming. He was so big: his body was almost twice my size. Even if I wanted to escape, it was probably impossible now. He was consumed by sexual energy and I was consumed by euphoria. I wanted to believe that black magic was holding me in place, but I couldn’t be certain.

He pumped faster and harder, making my legs tremble. I groaned louder, feeling his whole shaft inside of me, sliding back and forth. I could feel everything: his swollen tip, his throbbing veins, his muscular girth. I could even feel his ball sack slapping against my tush, and his fingertips digging into my sides as he held me firmly, so I wouldn’t fall over in my state of pure bliss. His grunts were loud: getting louder and louder as he neared his climax. I clenched my pussy tight on his shaft, which he liked. He reached down and began to rub my clit with one of his meaty fingers. “Do you like that?” he asked with a deep voice.

“I love it. Don’t stop,” I said as fluid gushed down my legs. My legs were literally shaking. My palms were becoming sweaty, making it difficult to hold the counter. “Fuck!” I screamed. The euphoria was intense: almost unbearable. I had the sudden urge to reach for my chest, to squeeze one of my breasts. I squeezed hard, feeling my perky nipple against my palm. And then I felt something else: a gushing inside of my body. I could feel his shaft pulsing hard as a long groan slipped from his lips. He was coming inside of me, and I could feel it! It was wet and warm and gooey, slowly running down my vaginal walls like a thick paste. But my God, did it ever feel good! It seemed to fill me with an exciting energy that I’d never felt before. And when he pulled out, I could feel it in even greater detail: so gooey, so wet, and so warm. Like a whore, I reached down and pressed two fingers into my cunt, so I could feel it even better.

Then I looked back at Rogan, who was now staring at me with parted lips and glossy eyes. He was probably wondering what the hell I was doing, fingering myself to feel his cum. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I—I can’t help myself.” And it was true: I really couldn’t help myself. My brain was consumed with sex. It was all I could think about. My urges were so powerful. Did all women suffer from these temptations? Did I need to learn how to control myself?

How were other women able to control themselves, knowing there was a euphoria that amazing?

Rogan pulled up his pants and backed up to the doorway. “I should be going,” he said. “I’ll let the rest of the village know what you told me about Evander. And I hope that he isn’t lying. He’s let us down before.”

I nodded my head. His little reminder helped to pull me back into reality, which I quickly realized wasn’t ideal. Now my gut was filled with guilt and regret, and my head was spinning with confusion. I’d just had sex with a man. Technically, I’d just lost my virginity—and I loved it. But that was the least of my problems. Now, I had nowhere to go, and I was still stuck in the body of a beautiful young woman.

I had lots of supplies that I needed to carry, and nowhere to take them. But I couldn’t just stand around doing nothing. So I took my bag and my long bow and my axe, and I awkwardly dragged it all out of the house and started towards the treeline.


CHAPTER V

It took the better half of the next day to get my camp set up, about a kilometre away from my village, away from any paths, where no one would find me. I created a little shelter using branches and leaves. I made a fire pit with rocks, and then I made a little wall with fallen logs, so that my flickering fire wouldn’t be spotted by anyone out on night watch.

I made a bed out of foliage, and then I unloaded my bag, hanging up my pot on a nearby tree, along with my meat and bread, which I kept in separate bags. I knew the food wouldn’t last long in that summer heat, so I spent the rest of the day trying to hunt. It was a few hours before I came upon a small family of rabbits. It should have been an easy catch, but I struggled to string my bow, unable to bend the wood with my weak muscles. It took fifteen minutes to finally get the string tied around the end, and then I wasn’t able to draw an arrow back far enough to reach lethal velocity.

I tried shooting a rabbit, but my arrow just fluttered to the ground and the little critters ran off. If I was going to survive in those woods, I was going to have to be more cunning.

So the next morning, I created some traps using the bread that I had left. It took about sex hours to craft the first little box, which was rigged to close the moment something entered it. I set it up where I last saw the rabbits, and the next morning, I had new food. I ate, filling my stomach for the first time in days, and then I set the trap up and set off for the river to attempt fishing. I hadn’t fished since I was a child, but I figured I would give it a go, in case the rabbits stopped exploring my traps.

I made a rod with a simple wooden spindle and a light branch, and I used some strips of tree roots as fishing line. I waited for about five hours before catching a small three-pounder, which I ate for dinner that night.

Surviving was a tough gig, but it was a gig that every person from our town was trained to do. We’d lived through many long winters, and many droughts. If I’d died out in those woods—even as a woman—then my death would have been deserved.

And I couldn’t help but think that my town was better off without me—better off with me struggling for my own survival out in the bush. Maybe I was holding everyone back. Maybe I really was just a leech. Maybe I should have hobbled out onto that battlefield, so that I could have been killed, and then my town could have been relieved of my burden.

After a week in the woods, I was fairly sure that I was going to survive. But I still had issues: all of my old friends and family members still thought that I was a lousy coward. Faeryn was without a fiancé, and she was probably still being mocked—maybe even more so now than before, now that I’d disappeared while on night watch. And maybe more worrisome than any of my issues: I was stuck in the body of a frail young woman. How was I going to survive the winter weighing less than one hundred and five pounds? When the rabbits were gone and the river was frozen over, how was I going to hunt for bigger game?

I often found myself by the river, standing with my feet in a silent eddy, looking down at my gentle reflection. I was beautiful, but I wasn’t built to survive. I was going to need a lot more: more pelts, a thicker shelter, a better trapping system—or I was going to have to find a way to integrate myself back into my village.

Maybe this new female persona was a blessing. Maybe the Old Witches had given me exactly what I wanted: an escape from my humiliating reputation. This new body was a fresh start: a clean slate. But I still wanted my old body back. Before the failed battle and the sprained ankle, my life was good. I loved Faeryn and I didn’t want to just abandon her. I couldn’t just let her be a widow before she was ever married. I knew my town’s traditions: I knew that Faeryn was doomed to be alone forever if I didn’t figure out a way to come back to her as Evander.

I had to find the Old Witches, but I had no idea how to do that. Though I knew someone who might have an idea: one of the town seers—one of the men who wrongly predicted our victory over the invaders coming from the west.

That night I prayed to Perun, and then in the morning, I knew it was time to head back to the village, to find a seer so I could track down the Old Witches. I left my things at my camp and I made the short hike to the edge of the village. It wasn’t until I was standing at the treeline of our town that I realized it was Sunday—probably the worst day to venture back to town, as all of the men were home from hunting and all of the women were out on the streets, setting up for the Liberalia of our town’s young men. They were hanging decorations from street lamps and storefronts, buzzing around and handing out food to the men who were enjoying their day off.

I wasn’t dressed for the occasion: my white dressed stained brown from many days out in the wilderness. I knew I would stick out like a sore thumb if I wandered into the middle of the town, where the shrines were (the seers all lived in the shrines). So I had to get changed first.

I went to that same house I broke into before, crawling in through the same window. I went to that same wardrobe and found a white ceremonial dress, a floral headband, and some makeup. Women always got dolled up for Liberalia: braiding their hair, putting on plenty of eye makeup, and wearing special ceremonial dresses like the one I was squeezing into now. It was much tighter than what I’d been wearing for the past week. It wasn’t until that moment that I realized I had a big set of tits on me: tits that hardly fit in the tight dress. The dress was hardly long enough to cover half of my thighs. I kept tugging down on it, and then I had to stop, feeling the shoulder straps beginning to stretch, about to snap.

I carefully brushed dark makeup around my eyes, brushing out to make a ceremonial band, which made my eyes look impressively big and glossy. Then I rolled some black mascara on my eyelashes, and a bit of pink blush on my cheeks. I found myself getting a bit carried away in front of that mirror in that dark room. It was kind of fun, watching my face transform with every little bit of makeup. I even ended up experimenting with the girl’s dark eyeliner, brushing it carefully around my eyes the way my sisters used to before their own Liberalia.

I caught myself giggling like a little girl myself. And then I bit down on my tongue and reminded myself that I was in town for business. But I still needed to blend in, which meant braiding my hair. I knew how to braid hair because my parents would make me braid my younger sisters’ hair when I was a teenager. I made my hair into one long braid, which I wrapped around my head horizontally, using a small pin to hold it in place. Then I stood up, straightened my tiny dress, and I looked out the window. The crowd of women was now closer to me, having worked their way down the main drag with their decorations. The close proximity made crawling out the back window difficult, as I had to be quiet so I would alert anyone. I knew they would kill me if they thought that I was a thief or a spy, and I was terrified of what would happen if I were killed. Would my body suddenly change back into my regular body, and everyone would see me lying there, caked with makeup and squeezed into a tight dress? If so, Faeryn would almost certainly drop dead from humiliation.

Luckily, no one caught me. I walked carefully along the line of houses towards the crowd of women. My plan was to sneak past them, brushing by unnoticed as I was now dressed just like them. I was happy to see their bare legs—something I never quite noticed before. I wasn’t the only one squeezed into a tiny dress. One of the women looked at me and smiled. I forced a smile back before turning my gaze away in terror. I tried to keep my eyes forward, towards the centre of town where the seers were praying.

And then I felt a hand on my shoulder. It was a small, gentle hand: definitely female. “Where are you going?” she said. Then that hand slipped down my arm and grabbed my hand, pulling me back towards the crowd. I turned and looked and saw a bunch of them staring at me, smiling the same way the Old Witches smiled at me before drowning me in the river.

One of them thrust a stack of wreaths into my arms. Another one gave me a little shove towards a line of undecorated street posts. Suddenly, I was hanging wreaths while women danced around me. Then one of them started to sing while another started to strum a mandolin. One by one, they all started to dance as they moved, from one storefront to the next, from one street post to the next. Now I was sticking out because I was the only one standing still—but my stillness didn’t last long. I was grabbed by the arm and pulled into the street. Someone twirled me and then another young woman grabbed me. Suddenly, I was dancing and giggling, playing along with their fun game. I would toss a wreath onto a post nail and then I would drift back into the street to twirl with the girls again.

One of the girls grabbed both of my hands and we spun in a circle. She looked into my eyes with a big smile and said, “What’s your name?”

I thought for a moment, grabbing the first name that came to mind. “Enya,” I said.

She smiled. “I’m Aoife,” she said. And then she let go of me. I was grabbed by another girl, spun around, and then released to hang another wreath. I was given a glass of drink: pink and questionable. “What is it?” I asked. The girl who handed it to me just giggled, so I drank it. It was sweet at first, and then it was a little bit bitter. I coughed and before being pulled back into the fray.

It was fifteen minutes later when I remembered what I was there for: not to help decorate the town for Liberalia, but to see the seers, to find out how to reach the Old Witches. So I let myself fall back slightly, drifting to the side of the pack until I saw an empty alleyway I could sneak down. I spun with one last girl and then I flung myself away from the crowd, down that alley, and out of sight. I waited for the girls to work their way further down the road, and then I snuck out and jogged carefully towards the shrines.

I was almost there—just a few blocks away—when a man came from around the bend and stopped in front of me, staring at me with a gaze that suggested he knew me. I suddenly froze, terrified at first, and then suddenly distracted by his body. He was topless, with a deer pelt over his shoulder. His skin was tanned from working outside, and his body was bulging all over with muscles. I’d never noticed just how fit the men of our town were—they were all like the man standing in front of me: dense and ripped. Even I was a bigger guy before I was turned into a petite woman.

“Do I know you?” he said, narrowing his eyes as he scanned down my body.

I shook my head. “I don’t think so,” I said softly, feeling like a young child standing before a man of high authority. I had the strangest urge to reach out and feel his abs, which were glistening with beads of sweat from a long day of working on something or other. He reached up and scratched the back of his head, showing off his rigid triceps. A strange whimper escaped my lips. I was infatuated, unable to look away and unable to move. I wanted so badly to throw myself into his arms, to feel him wrapping his warm muscles around me—even though I had no idea who he was (I only vaguely recognized him as one of the men from the other end of town).

“You look lost,” he said.

I nodded my head, but I wasn’t sure why.

“Where are you trying to go? Are you from here?”

“I’m just visiting,” I said, still unable to look away from his body. I caught myself biting my lip while a tingle grew between my legs. Surely this wasn’t something all women dealt with all the time—was it? This horniness was out of control: uncomfortable and overwhelming. I wanted to pull him into the alleyway, pull down his pants, and suck his cock. But why? I’d never thought about another man’s body before. Was I under the Old Witches’ spell, or was this just a consequence of being a girl?

“Well can I help you find something or someone?” he asked.

I nodded my head again. “Help me find your cock,” I said.

His eyes grew wide. “Excuse me?” he said.

I bit hard on my lip. “I’m sorry—I—I couldn’t help myself. I just really—I really want you to fuck me. Is that so crazy? I’m sorry.” I could feel my control slipping away from me as the evil magic took over. The last of my true self was clinging on with a flimsy grasp, trying desperate to talk one last bit of sense into my confused body.

And he was just looking down at me with wide eyes, checking out my body as if he was actually considering my offer. “Are you offering yourself to me?” he asked, still looking shocked.

I nodded my head while trying to shake it. Then he reached out and took my hand. He gripped it firmly for a moment before looking back into my eyes. “Is this some sort of trick?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No. It’s not a trick. I just want to pleasure you.”

Now he was guiding me away from the main drag, leading me back towards the edge of town. My heart was pounding. I wanted to pull away from him and run in the opposite direction, but my pussy was tingling and my heart was fluttering with excitement. I thought he was taking me to a house, but instead we took a sharp turn and found ourselves between two closed shops, tucked behind a tall shed where nobody could see us.

He let go of my hand and then he put his hands on my shoulders. I looked into his eyes as he pushed me down to my knees. Then he began to undo his belt. He quickly pulled out a long, flaccid cock, which was just thick enough to fill his hand, with no gaps between his fingertips. I reached out with my trembling hands, pushing his hand away and taking over. His shaft was warm and throbbing all over. I gently pulled back his foreskin, revealing his swollen tip. I leaned forward and gently stroked it with my tongue.

“You aren’t a witch, are you?” he asked nervously.

I looked up at him and shook my head, though a part of me was convinced that there was a witch trapped in that body with me: a witch that was now in control. I gently began to stroke his shaft until it was hard, and then I plunged it into my mouth, sucking it hard while bobbing my head back and forth. He groaned, letting a shudder run through his body.

I stroked with my hand what I couldn’t fit in my mouth—which was a lot once he was fully erect. He reached down and grabbed my head with both hands before beginning to thrust in and out, fucking my face like I was some sort of ragdoll. I could feel his warm tip pressing down my throat, gagging me over and over while pleasure pulsed through his body. He took a deep breath in and let a long, elated breath out. “That feels so good,” he said.

I spat his cock out and then I fell back on the ground, bringing my knees up to my chest and then letting them fall to the side, exposing my wet pussy, so he could do with me whatever he wanted to do. And he didn’t hesitate for long, sinking down, grabbing my thighs to keep them spread wide, and then plunging his cock down into my tight, damp hole. I groaned, feeling everything: his tip, his veins, his length, his girth. His shaft was curved to the side, pressing more against my left wall than my right. It was a nice feeling, especially once he was inside of me completely, with his hairy pelvis pressed against my body.

He said nothing as he began to thrust. I started to moan. He quickly reached out and muffled my face with his hand. He held my face firmly while he pumped me. And in that moment, I realized it would have been so easy for him to murder me: one quick twist of the neck, or even just a swift blow to the head. I was already in an alley. He could have stuffed my body into that shed and nobody would find me until it was time to stock the shed for the winter. If he really thought that I was a witch, it certainly was a possibility.

And with my frail female body, I wouldn’t have been able to fight back. I could hit him as hard as I possibly could, but it wouldn’t be enough to even leave a small bruise. He was so much more powerful than me—and that’s exactly what made me so wet and horny. I loved being dominated and fucked. I loved having no control, subject to whatever he had in store for me.

He flipped me over onto my stomach and then he stuffed his cock back into my pussy. He railed me hard from behind, making my butt cheeks red with his slapping pelvis. It felt good, but deep inside I knew it wasn’t right. I knew I was letting myself venture down a dark path: succumbing to the Old Witches’ black magic.

He groaned and then I felt his hot gushing inside of my body: he was coming. That thick paste filled me up and then it began to pour out of me once he pulled out. “I need to go,” he said, and then he was gone before I could look back. I didn’t mind his sudden exit: it was actually better for me. I didn’t have to have any awkward exchanges—no invented excuses as to where I was going or why I would likely never see him again. Now I could carry on towards the Shrines in the middle of our town.


CHAPTER VI

I felt strange walking into the dark shrine where one of our town’s seers was currently meditating. I knew that it was considered taboo to interrupt a seer, unless it was of the utmost importance—and I had no idea if he would agree that my issue was of the utmost importance. I also wasn’t sure that there was any point to my being there.

My faith in the seers had been rattled by their terribly wrong prediction about winning the battle against the invaders. Was it possible that they were full of crap? Did they maybe have no real powers at all? Was I just wasting my time? Was I about to out myself based on some stupid faith in a bunch of guys who claim to have mystical powers?

“Sit down,” the seer said with a soft but deep voice. I nearly jumped. I didn’t see him sitting in the corner of the shrine, legs crossed and eyes closed as he remained perfectly still.

“I hope I’m not interrupting,” I said. But he didn’t reply. He just remained still and quiet, waiting for me to take that seat across from him. So I lowered myself down, heart suddenly pounding. I waited for him to open his eyes—though it was hard to tell that his eyes were even closed as his face was covered with dark shadows, and his eyes were naturally sunken into his old, wrinkled face.

I sat for a long minute in silence, wondering if he knew I was sitting. “I’m sorry. I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do. I’ve never done this before,” I said.

“You’re here because something is wrong,” he said.

I made sure his eyes were firmly closed before allowing myself to roll my eyes. Of course that’s why I was there—was that not the reason everyone had when they went to see the seers? “That’s right,” I said, trying to force a smile into my voice.

“Your issue is temporary,” he said, nodding his head slowly.

“How temporary?” I asked. I suddenly had less faith than ever in the mystic. I’d never heard them speak before—I’d only ever heard their words from others who went to speak with them. Now, I couldn’t help but think that they were quacks, trained to speak in generalities, so that everything they said could be interpreted as prophetic.

He nodded his head. “Don’t worry. It will pass.”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. I risked a lot to make it to the Shrines. I was nearly caught a number of times—and my capture could have meant death. I wasn’t willing to accept a few clichés before heading back to the woods. “Do you even know what’s wrong? Do you know why I’m here?” I asked, trying not to sound too frustrated.

He nodded his head. “Of course,” he said without opening his eyes.

“Okay, then tell me,” I said.

He became silent. I cracked a smile, losing grip of that last bit of hope that he was correct. “Does it really matter if I tell you?” he said. He sounded like he was struggling to believe himself. I had to be careful—I didn’t want to piss him off. I didn’t need him calling for the others, having me arrested and then killed in the town square for openly questioning his powers.

So I got ready to stand up. “Thanks anyway,” I said, not quite able to hold back all of my frustration. I stood up and started walking back towards the door.

Then he spoke again. “You don’t need to find the Old Witches to get your old self back,” he said. “That will come once you’ve fulfilled your purpose.”

I stopped, my heart suddenly fluttering and my skin crawling. Did I just hear him correctly? How did he know about the Old Witches? How did he know about my ‘old self’? Did he really have mystical powers? I turned around. “What’s my purpose?” I asked.

He remained silent, looking to be asleep in his still position.

“Hello? Can you tell me so I can get a jump start on getting everything back to normal?” I asked.

And still, he remained silent. It was obvious that I was going to get nothing out of him, so I knew it was time to go: time to sneak out of the city and head back to my little camp in the woods. I snuck down the street, staying close to the empty houses. Then I saw the crowd of women, still working their way down the road while dancing.

It was nice to see a bit of happiness in the town—for the first time since that losing battle. In fact, the smiles on the faces of those women were the first smiles I’d seen in as long as I could remember. And now, I could see two familiar men: the two men I’d allowed to fuck me, standing on the side of the road, watching the girls with smiles on their faces. I couldn’t help but think that I’d contributed just a little bit to those smiles. By offering myself to the men, I’d reminded them that there could still be pleasure in the world; it was okay to have a bit of fun and to feel good, even after a great tragedy.

I couldn’t help but think that things were already starting to return to normal. Maybe that was my duty: to pull men aside and allow them into my body. Maybe I was supposed to save my town with sex: to resurrect some positive energy, one stuffing at a time.

Or maybe it was best that I escape town before I was seen by too many people, before all of my friends and family members began to suspect that there was a witch sneaking around the town, casting black magic spells on the village people.

I reached the treeline. I looked back to make sure nobody was watching me, and then I slipped into the woods, which were already darkening as the sun was setting over the distant horizon.

As I went to sleep that night, I had a thought that made me more confused than ever. If the seer was able to know about my dilemma, down to the frightening details, then how did they get the battle prediction wrong? If he could see into my future, why couldn’t he see into the future of the town? They said that we would win the battle, but they were wrong—how could they be so wrong if they truly were so powerful?


CHAPTER VII

It was still dark when I heard a rustling in the trees, about fifty feet from my camp. My fire had been out for a few hours already, no longer even smoking, making me think that it was just a couple of hours before daybreak.

I assumed the sound was a deer or a squirrel, so I rolled over and tried to fall back asleep, and then I heard the sound of whispering: one man to another. “We’re close,” he said.

“Not too loud,” the other man said. And then I realized the rustling sound was actually heavy boots against foliage.

I carefully sat up, peering over the log to my back. In the distance I could see the silhouettes of men: many men, travelling in a long line through the forest. I closed my eyes for a moment and then opened them again, letting them adjust to the darkness. I could see a shield on the back of one man: blue and white, the colours of the western invaders.

I gasped and then I covered my own mouth with my hands. I sunk low, so only my eyes were peering over that log. They were armed with swords and bows and shields. There must have been two dozen men—at least. They were on their way to attack our town, before the women and the children were awake. The man at the back of the line was carrying a torch: probably intending to burn our town to the ground once everyone was killed.

One of the men turned towards me, so I dropped to the forest floor, keeping my body flat and still so he wouldn’t see me.

“We should stop here to rest,” one of the men said. He had a deep, commanding voice. “We can attack in two hours, before the sun is up. Try to get some sleep.”

The line of men began to disperse as men found spots to sit down. I heard grunts and sighs, as if they were stopping for the first time in many hours. Maybe they made the whole fifty-mile hike in a single go, to take us completely by surprise.

Two hours: that’s how long I had to warn the town. But how could I get to the town without being seen? The men were all around me now, lying on the ground and sitting against trees. No one had spotted me yet, thanks mostly to the little fence I built around my little camp. I crawled quietly to the other end of my campsite and saw a man stretching his back. I crawled to the west side, but there was a man there too. I was trapped, unless I could wait until they were asleep, and then literally crawl around them.

I began to crawl towards the east side of my camp, and that’s when I saw the commander with his large shield, setting his heavy bag down on the ground. He stretched out his back and puffed out his chest as he scanned around the dark forest. I sunk down again, feeling incredible small in his massive presence. He was almost seven feet tall—and I was hardly five feet tall in my girly body. He was easily two hundred pounds heavier than me: all muscle and beard. The moonlight caught the glimmer of his big eyes.

I’d never seen the invaders from the west. I always assumed that they would look different: like a different species—but really, they looked pretty much the same as our people. Even their clothes looked basically the same as what we wore.

All of his men went straight to sleep, but he remained awake, standing tall with his axe at his side, as if he was ready to fight a whole army on his own. I knew I needed to crawl away from him before he noticed me—but for some reason I couldn’t bring myself to turn away. I was fixated on his massive stature: mesmerized by his big, powerful body. I caught myself with parted lips and glowing eyes as his men began to snore gently: obviously exhausted from a long journey. But the commander didn’t seem to be fazed. He just stood there, looking intimidating and powerful and admittedly sexy.

I shook my head and sunk down again. Why was I so obsessed with him? Why couldn’t I bring myself to look away? I felt the same way staring at him as I did when I was staring at Rogan or the other man who fucked me behind the shed. I wanted him to have me: to pin me down and fuck me. But why? Why were those thoughts bursting in my mind? Why was I now trying to think of a way to get his attention, without having him kill me?

Could I have him? Could I feel his big cock inside of me? Or were my strange feelings about to get me killed?

I rose to my feet, feeling the warm night breeze against my skin. That same breeze made my white embroidered dress dance. My heart was pounding and my sensible self was begging me to stop—but I wasn’t stopping. Instead, I was stepping over my branch fence, walking towards him. His back was to me. His men were asleep, all around. I could see the glimmer of his sharp axe, picking up the pale moonlight. That axe was probably going to be the last thing I saw before my head was lobbed off—yet still, I was walking towards him.

I was close now: ten feet away. My foot crunched a twig and he turned to me. He froze suddenly and I did the same. His hand moved down for his axe, and then he saw that I wasn’t armed, so he became still. I wanted to cry. I wanted to scream. But for some strange reason, I smiled and then I watched as his face became a cute shade of pink.

“Who are you?” he asked, keeping his voice low—seemingly giving me the benefit of the doubt.

“I live here, in the woods,” I said softly, still smiling while his men snored around us.

He stared at me, looking down my body. “Are you a witch?” he asked.

I shook my head, and then I wondered if my fate would be even worse than an axe blow to the neck. If he really thought that I was a witch, I would be tied to a stake and burned alive, slowly, from the feet up. I bit down hard on my tongue, regretting my decision to step forward: which wasn’t even my own decision to begin with.

“What do you want?” he asked.

“What do you want?” I asked back.

He was silent for a moment, looking down my body again. “Are you a spy?” he asked.

I took a step forward, getting a bit closer to him—now close enough to smell a musk that was strong from a very long hike. That musk made my skin tingle warm: a tingle that crept down between my legs. I looked up into his eyes. “Touch me,” I said, almost begging. It would have been easy for him to grab my throat and strangle me to death before I could even make a whimper. I still didn’t know if he thought that I was a witch.

“Why?” he asked, his voice breaking slightly.

“I want you to have me. Take me while your men sleep,” I said.

He looked around. “Is this a distraction? An ambush?” he asked.

I shook my head. “It’s just me here,” I said. I reached for the straps on my shoulders, slipping them over my arms carefully. The dress went down easily, drifting down my curves before falling in a circle around my feet. Now I was naked, standing before one of the strongest men I’d ever seen. He looked down at my breasts, mouth suddenly agape. A small gasp came out and then he bit down on his lip. “What kind of trick is this?” he asked, looking around again.

“It’s no trick,” I said. And I wasn’t lying. I wasn’t tricking him—though maybe that would have been a good idea. Maybe I should have gone to alert the town before seducing him. Maybe I should have organized some sort of attack, to make myself useful. Instead, I was just wasting the little time that I had to satisfy my strange sexual craving. “Grab my breasts and squeeze them,” I said.

He hesitated, looking around once more before reaching out. His hands were muscular and calloused. He had a firm grip, squeezing tightly as a groan slipped out from his lips. He took my nipples between his thumbs and pointed fingers and he gently rolled them, making them perky and hard. “Do you like them?” I asked softly.

He nodded his head. “You will be sorry if this is a trick,” he said.

“It’s not a trick. I want you to take me however you want to take me.” I looked down at his crotch: at his growing bulge between his legs. I reached down and gently grabbed it. I squeezed it and massaged it, feeling it throbbing through the thick cloth. He squirmed slightly before gulping down his nerves.

“Press your body against the tree,” he whispered. He used his big hands to turn me around, and then he gently pressed my back until I was up against the tree. Then he reached down and pulled my legs apart, so he could stick his hand between my legs to rub my dripping wet pussy. I groaned, and then he covered my mouth, stepping forward and pinning my body to the tree with his big body. I could feel the warmth radiating off of him: making my legs tremble and my heart bounce. He ran his hand up from my pussy to my butthole, and then he pressed two fingers inside of me, making me perk up. “Tell me what you want, nymph,” he said.

“I just want you to be inside of me,” I said.

“Well that’s easy,” he said. Then I felt his big, thick member slide between my legs. He pushed it forward, across my wet pussy, and then he drew it back, so that his tip was pressed against my asshole. It wasn’t until he started pushing in that I realized he had no intention of fucking me in the pussy. I gasped again before being muffled by that same hand.

He pressed his cock into my ass, stretching my little hole wide. I groaned and squirmed, feeling his big tip pressing in. I tried clenching, but his cock was so wet from my pussy juice that no amount of clenching could stop him.

But why was I allowing this? Why did I volunteer myself to be fucked, hours before the invaders destroyed my town? Why wasn’t I doing something to help my people? Why was I allowing my cravings to override my sensibilities yet again?

He pushed deeper and deeper, filling my tight hole, pushing his tip up through my stomach, towards my lungs. I felt short of breath—his hand over my mouth didn’t help, and neither did his muscular body pressing against my backside, pushing my chest into that tree. I asked for this—but why?

Now I could feel his hairy pelvis. He groaned with a smile and I tried to squirm. His big hands moved down my sides and then back up again, landing on my breasts, which he squeezed hard—almost hurting. I felt his hot breath tickling the back of my neck. I tilted my head back, and then he grabbed a handful of my hair, forcing my head back even more. It hurt, and he liked it that way. He liked it when I groaned and squirmed and cried. And maybe I liked it too, seeing as warm fluids were running down my thighs.

“Fuck me,” I whispered.

He began to pump, not needing my green light. He pulled his cock back fully before pounding it down, sliding his thick veins through my tight tunnel. It was a strange feeling at first, especially while my hole was still stretching out, but then the feeling started to become euphoric. I had the urge to rub myself, so I reached down and pressed my fingers against my clit. I rubbed faster and faster as he pumped harder and harder. My legs were trembling more than ever; my whole body was shaking.

I wanted to scream, but I didn’t want to wake up his men. I didn’t want to give him an excuse to execute me against that tree. I didn’t want my last sight to be a wall of bark.

I rubbed harder, and then a huge gush of fluid came down my legs. It was warm and slick, and extremely satisfying. I groaned and let him pull my hair again. He pumped harder and faster. His cock was huge, like the handle of a large axe, sliding in and out of me, rock hard.

“I’m going to come in your asshole,” he groaned into my ear.

“Please,” I begged. I wanted it so badly, but at the same time I didn’t want the act to end. It felt so good. His cock was so amazing!

But I knew it was coming. I could feel his veins throbbing and I could feel his shaft bloating wide. I wanted to feel that big cumshot—and that’s exactly what I got a moment later.

We both groaned. He stumbled, holding me firmly in place. I felt each warm gush, deep inside of my body, somewhere near my lungs. When he pulled out I nearly fell to the ground. Luckily, he held me up, and even had the decency to turn me around, helping to place my back against the same tree I was just fucked against.

He looked into my eyes. “Tell me: what do you really want?” he asked. That’s when I noticed the long scar across his face: maybe a scar that he got from a battle with my people.

I stared into those eyes for a long moment, terrified and uncertain. Then I whispered, “I want you to turn your men around and leave this town alone.”

His smile disappeared. Now he was frowning, looking serious and angry—maybe about to snap my neck. “Why should we do that?” he asked.

“Because all I can do is ask,” I said. I tried to think of something else to say, but nothing else came to mind. I’d made my case, which seemed lousy, but it was all I had.

He stared into my eyes, still with that frown on his face. “You know, your look is very curious.”

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“My people worship a goddess named Enya, and you bear a striking resemblance.”

My skin tingled all over. Enya was the name I gave myself: the first name that came to mind when I was put on the spot. What was the chance? It was a name I’d never heard before—a name that I thought I was inventing on the spot. I suddenly smiled, and then he suddenly became pale, taking a half step back. Maybe my little smile set an idea in his mind. Maybe he really thought that I was the goddess that his people worshipped.

“We’ll go,” he said suddenly. “Go back to wherever you came from, and we’ll go,” he said. “We won’t come around here again—I promise. I’ll make sure of it. Please forgive us. I—I had no idea.”

I didn’t know what to say back, so I remained silent, letting him think whatever it was that he was thinking. I took a few steps back and watched as he picked up his gear and woke up his generals. I took one more step back and found myself standing in a ray of warm moonlight. The moonlight sent a strong energy buzzing through my bones, so I stayed in place. Then the waking men began to notice me. They stopped and stared at me, and then they scrambled to collect their things. It was only a few minutes before they were all marching off in the other direction, heading back to the west where they came from.


CHAPTER VIII

I went to sleep in my camp that night, buzzing with fear and excitement and confusion and a number of other emotions. I couldn’t believe what had happened. I couldn’t believe that I was responsible for sending the army running. I wanted to run to our town to tell everyone the good news, but I had no idea how I could ever tell them. It was a victory that I would never be able to take credit for. But the credit wasn’t as important as the victory: knowing that so many souls would be saved because of my sacrifice.

When I woke up, I thought I was going to be spending the day fishing and hunting. I was surprised when I saw the ceiling of my house, and I could feel my mattress against my back. I sprung up and looked around, wondering how I ended up so far from where I fell asleep. Had I walked in my sleep? Did anyone see me?

I looked down and saw that I wearing my male clothes, and I could see my beard teetering into my field of view. I was a man again. My small female body was gone. I reached down to be sure, to feel my cock between my legs. That’s when I heard Faeryn’s voice. “Is this something you do every morning?” she asked.

I spun to see her sitting next to me. And next to her was the town doctor with wide eyes. I felt blood rushing into my cheeks. “What happened?” I asked.

“They found you next to the river. You’ve been out for two days now. It’s a miracle that you’re even alive,” Faeryn said.

“There was water in your lungs—lots of water. You’ve been missing for weeks,” said the doctor.

I closed my eyes for a moment, taking a deep breath in, feeling that aforementioned moisture in my lungs. I coughed and then opened my eyes again. Faeryn looked more beautiful than ever: frail and gentle, with her big eyes shining. She smiled at me: a little gesture to let me know that she still loved me, even though I was the town humiliation. “We were worried about you,” she said.

“I had the strangest dream,” I said. And then, before Faeryn could answer, we all heard someone yelling in the street.

“They’re gone!” the man yelled. “The invaders are leaving! They’re marching back west!” We all perked up. I tried to stand, but my body was too weak. Faeryn went to the door with the doctor. The man kept repeating the news as he ran down the road, until we couldn’t hear him anymore. Then we heard the cheering: people taking to the streets to celebrate.

And I just remained still, my mind spinning. Maybe I wasn’t dreaming. Maybe my time as a woman really happened. Maybe I really did sleep with the invading commander, and maybe I really did convince him to leave our lands. I caught myself smiling, overwhelmed with excitement.

Sure, people probably thought that I was still the worst thing to ever happen to the town, but at least I knew the truth: at least I knew that I was the true hero.

Faeryn came back to me. She threw her arms around me and said, “I’m so happy. This is the best day ever.”

I wrapped my arms around her, feeling her soft, frail body. I took a deep breath in, smelling her perfect, feminine scent. “I’m happy too,” I said.

So in the end, I made a sacrifice: my reputation for the survival of my people. I continued to get the awkward looks over the next few weeks, but those looks no longer made me feel like a horrible person. Now, those looks made me smile, knowing that it was just the price I had to pay so everyone could live and be happy.

THE END


STEP INSIDE ME

Stormi loves her party lifestyle, so she’s naturally frustrated when her mom grounds her for two weeks after she lips off to her mom’s new husband, criticizing him for his many marriages and the fact he’s much older than Stormi’s mom. Being grounded wouldn’t be so bad if it wasn’t for Jairus, Stormi’s new stepbrother, who is always in the house, playing video games and watching TV. He’s not grounded, yet he refuses to do anything besides gaming. He could be out at the parties Stormi should be at, but he won’t leave.

Bored, Stormi goes into his room one day to see what exactly he spends his days doing, when he’s not gaming. Under his bed, she finds a pair of her own underwear, stained with his white substance. She thinks about ratting him out, and then she comes up with a better plan: one that will make the next two weeks much less boring.


CHAPTER I

Boring, boring, boring: everything was boring.

I was grounded for speaking my mind, even though my mom always told me growing up, “Never be afraid to speak your mind!” I guess that rule didn’t apply when it came to speaking my mind about her and her new husband: a man she married just three months after they met on some baby boomer dating app. I didn’t even know that I could be grounded as an eighteen-year-old—but I suppose I was at her mercy as long as she was putting a roof over my head and food into my mouth.

“You need to be nicer to Mike, Stormi!” my mom told me before slamming my own bedroom door in my face. But my criticisms seemed valid to me. I just pointed out the fact that he was fifteen years older than her, and that men tend to die about ten years sooner than women, meaning my mom would likely end up being a widow for about a quarter century. I also pointed out that he had a frightening amount of body hair, and that his cologne smelled very similar to the cologne my grandpa used to wear. Oh, and I pointed out that he had a degree from a college I’d never heard of, and that I had friends who made more money than him. “And his name is Fenton. What kind of dumb name is Fenton?” I said.

My mom wanted to hear none of it. “Two weeks,” she said.

“Two weeks, what?” I asked.

“You’re grounded for two weeks. No leaving this house: no parties, no going to the mall, no movies—no anything!” Being stuck in the house wouldn’t have been quite so bad if our walls weren’t so thin. It was that same night that I heard them making love: wet noises and groaning lips. I tried to sandwich my head between pillows, but those elderly moans kept seeping into my brain.

But that wasn’t even the worst part. The worst part of my mom’s new marriage was Jairus: Fenton’s son, and my new stepbrother. He was a few months younger than me, from Fenton’s second (or maybe third) marriage. He was always around, even though he wasn’t grounded like me. He didn’t seem to have any friends. On Friday night, he just sat in the living room watching movies on TV—not even renting new movies, just watching whatever old crap was playing with ads on cable. And then he would go into his room and play video games.

Whenever I was near him, he would freeze up and turn red. God forbid I tried to talk to him—he was so shy that he would pretend like he had to use the bathroom, and then he wouldn’t come back. A part of me wanted to help him because he seemed so pathetic. After a month of living with him, I’d heard him speak a total of fifty words, and I saw no evidence that he had friends—certainly no girlfriend. “He probably just needs to get laid,” said my friend, Kat. “Guys are usually weird until they get laid.”

“How the hell is he supposed to get laid with the way he is now?” I said. We were watching him from across the house. He had a headset on, playing some multiplayer game on his gaming console.

Kat shrugged. “Good point,” she said.

He needed to help himself: trade the video games for a gym membership, work on being more outgoing, trim his long, shaggy hair, shave his scraggly blonde facial hairs (of which there weren’t many). He could have been cute with a bit of muscle mass and maybe some better posture.

But his refusal to leave the house for any reason that wasn’t school related didn’t make me so angry until I found myself grounded and unable to leave the property. He could go anywhere in the world, but he chose to just sit around the house as if he was the grounded one. There was so much I wanted to do: so many parties I was missing, boys who wanted to take me out, friends who wanted company at the nail salon; I could do none of it. Why wasn’t Jairus going to parties? Why wasn’t he out trying to get laid? Even a loser like him could have just lingered around enough parties and eventually gotten some action from a chubby drunk chick. Yet there he was, staring at a flickering screen like some lab rat in a cruel experiment.

It was a Friday night when I couldn’t take the sad sight of him any longer. After getting an invite to a party, I decided to go down to the living room and confront him. I slapped a piece of paper down in front of him. “There will be girls there—way more girls than guys,” I said. “And the host already bought all the booze.”

“What’s this?” he asked.

“What does it look like? It’s an address… For a party. You’re familiar with parties, right?”

He stared at me with wide, frightened eyes, like a small animal staring at a hungry bear.

“Well? It’s only eight blocks away. Consider it a gift from God. Go. Have fun.”

“I’m okay, thank you,” he said, and then he turned back to his video game: the same stupid shooting game he’d been playing since he moved into the house.

I planted my face into the palms of my hands. “It’s not a trap, Jairus. It’s a party with booze and girls and fun. Maybe you can meet some friends, if nothing else.”

He stared at the piece of paper. “I’m really okay,” he said.

I wanted to grab him by the throat and throttle him. “Just go. You’ll have fun. Please—I’m begging you to go.”

He stared at me for a moment before darting his gaze away with red cheeks. “Do you want the living room to yourself? I can go to my room if you want.”

I groaned and clenched my hands into fists. “No—that’s not what I want. Don’t you like parties? Don’t you like fun?”

He looked at his video game. “This is fun,” he said. I squirmed. I’d never encountered such a pathetic, sad man. I was almost starting to believe the far-right wingers who posted on obscure online forums, who claimed that porn and video games were some sort of conspiracy to pacify men. They certainly were doing the trick for Jairus. I walked over to the TV and unplugged his stupid video game, finally getting a reaction from him that wasn’t zombie-like. “Hey! What did you do that for? I was online!”

“You can’t just play video games all day, Jairus. You’ll end up… You’ll end up like your dad! Is that what you want? You want to be sixty-five with no retirement savings and a manager about the same age as your son? You want to have three failed marriages because you can’t peel your ass away from the TV? Is that what you want, you little dweeb?”

Now his eyes were glistening. “What’s the matter with you?” he asked.

“I just want to see you living your life! Is that so insane?”

“I’m telling my dad,” he said.

“Oh, boo-hoo. Whining to your daddy at eighteen-years-old, because a mean girl unplugged your video game. Go ahead. Go and tattle, loser. And enjoy your lifelong virginity while you’re at it!” I stormed off to my room, unable to look into his glossy video game infested eyes. I fell onto my bed and took a deep breath, hoping the boredom would soon come to an end. But sadly, the boredom was just getting started.

I thought I was four days away from liberation. But Jairus went and tattled to daddy, and then daddy told mommy. It was the next morning when my mom came into my bedroom. She tapped me on the forehead to wake me up before saying, “What did you say to your brother?”

“My brother?” I asked with a groggy voice. “What brother?”

“Jairus,” she said.

“Just because you married his dad doesn’t mean he’s my brother,” I said.

“Well you hurt his feelings.”

“Oh no, did I make him cry?” I said, pretending to wipe away fake tears.

My mom took a deep breath in, making her chest puff out like an angry gorilla. “Two weeks,” she said.

“What do you mean, two weeks?” I asked.

“You’re grounded for another two weeks. And I’m taking this—and this.” She grabbed my laptop and she grabbed my phone.

“Wait. Are you serious?” I said, sitting up quickly. “That’s all I have!”

“Too bad. Maybe if you learn to be nicer to your brother you can have it all back.”

“Mom!” I said. But it was too late. She left my bedroom with a big grin on her face and my things under her arm. My heart fluttered into my stomach and I wanted to cry. I couldn’t do another two weeks. I hadn’t even made it through the initial two weeks, and for those I still had my phone and laptop. Now I had nothing—nothing but horrid boredom and a stepbrother who I wanted to strangle to death.


CHAPTER II

It was around noon when I heard the TV turn on in the living room, and it was five minutes after that when I heard him talking on his headset: commanding his teammates, who were probably ten year olds. I opened my door a crack and looked out, angrier at the sight of him than ever. He wasn’t even dressed yet—still in pyjamas, and it was noon.

Not to mention: what adult man owns a pair of pyjamas? Men should sleep naked or in boxers. Pyjamas are for moms and kids, not eighteen-year-olds. The sight of him now could probably dry up any pussy—even the ones belonging to weird girls who love video games and Star Wars and other nerdy outlets.

I went back into my room and stared at the wall for an hour. What the hell was I supposed to do for two weeks? Even inmates get access to computers every day. I paced around for hours—at least I thought I paced for hours. I looked at the clock and it was only 12:40 PM. “Oh my God!” I groaned before falling onto my bed, wanting to cry.

Spring Break was coming up—but I was going to miss it, stuck in the house because I said some mean things to an adult with no spine. Why was God feeling so cruel?

I opened the door and looked at him again, still with that headset on, still playing that annoying video game. A part of me wanted to go and unplug it again, just to get a rise out of him, but I wasn’t willing to add another two weeks onto my sentence—so I just watched.

And then I wondered: if he wasn’t getting laid, then how the hell was he getting off? Aren’t eighteen-year-olds supposed to be horny all the time? When he went to the bathroom every few hours, was he jerking off? For the past ten years, I’d lived in a female-only household. There was never any ‘jerking off’ within the walls of our home. But surely he was getting off at least a few times a week, and if that was true, then it was certainly happening in the house.

I shuddered at the thought of his thin, pale body, naked in the bathroom. I nearly gagged at the thought of him stroking his penis, which was probably small from his complete lack of testosterone. He never worked out—or moved much at all—so surely there wasn’t much testosterone flowing through his veins.

I stepped out from my room and carefully wandered over to the kitchen. I made myself a tuna sandwich, and then I looked back into the living room. He hadn’t moved. So I decided to go and do some investigating in his room. I went down the hall and I carefully pushed his door open. His room was a mess, and it smelled like Axe deodorant. Why was he even bothering spraying himself with deodorant if he wasn’t getting any exercise or leaving the house? Was he building up a sweat in front of that TV?

I crept around his room, trying to figure out what the hell he was living for. Maybe he had some long-distance girlfriend he played video games with. Or maybe he had a yearbook somewhere with notes from all of his old friends. Surely he didn’t just exist to consume video games and terrible movies that weren’t even good enough for Netflix.

I had a feeling he had a stack of porn magazine under his bed—like all the creeps in the movies. So I dropped to my knees and pushed aside his stinky pile of clothes, expecting to see a stack of magazines. Instead, I saw something familiar: a pair of panties I’d been looking for. I grabbed them and held them up: they were definitely mine: red and lacy, from Victoria’s Secret.

I was about to scrunch them into my hand, assuming they just got mixed in with his laundry and then fell under his bed, and then I noticed the thick white stain on the inside of them. “Ew!” I yelled, tossing them to the ground. Was it cum? Was Jairus a pervert? Did he go into my bedroom, steal my panties, and then cum on them?

I wiped off my hand, shuddering and wanting to scream. Then I carefully picked the panties up with the tip of my thumb and the tip of my pointer finger. I held them far from my body as I went back to the living room. “Turn off your game,” I said from behind him.

He didn’t even look back. “Sorry, that’s just my sister,” he said to his ten-year-old teammates.

“I said, turn the game off!” I said.

He continued to stare forward. “Why don’t you just unplug it again?” he asked without turning to see the disgusting evidence I was dangling behind him.

“Why don’t you stop stealing my panties and jerking off into them?”

He suddenly froze, and then he turned around. His face became white and his eyes became wide. He was silent for a long moment, and then he said, “You went into my room?” as if he was the victim.

“You went into mine first, pervert!” I said.

He looked around the room, face as pale as fresh snow. “I—I can explain.”

“Can you explain the cum first? You aren’t watching me sleep, are you? Oh my God—my mom is going to throw you out of here so fast.”

“Please let me explain!” he said.

I tossed the panties at him, wiping my fingers off. “Okay. I’m waiting,” I said.

He stared at me for a long moment, probably trying to invent a fake explanation to get himself off the hook. “Please don’t tell my dad,” he said suddenly. “I’ll do anything. I’m sorry. Just don’t tell my dad.”

“That’s your explanation, you disgusting slob?” I said.

“They aren’t yours—and that’s not cum. It’s…”

“It’s what? And whose are they? Because I lost a pair just like these recently. Go ahead, I’m listening.” I could hear his ten-year-old buddies laughing at him, as his mic was still turned on. I had the urge to laugh, but I wasn’t amused; I was disgusted and terrified, knowing a disgusting creature had been in my bedroom. And what else had he taken from me? What else had he spewed his nasty cum onto? Did he ever slip anything back into my room? Had I worn clothes covered in cum before? I shuddered at the thought.

“Look. Just don’t tell my dad. I’m sorry, okay?”

“Not good enough,” I said. “I’m telling, because this is disgusting. Maybe I’ll even tell the police. I’m pretty sure this is disgusting enough to land you on the sex offender registry. You are an adult. Why do I feel like someone needs to remind you that you’re an adult?”

“It’s not a big deal,” he said. “I was going to clean them.” His voice was weak and broken now. Even he couldn’t stand the sound of his own excuse making.

“Ew,” I said. “That’s even worse. I don’t want those back! Please tell me you’ve never done this before. Oh God—you’re so disgusting. You’re a born loser, just like your pathetic dad. Ew, I bet your dad is doing the same thing. I probably need to put a lock on my door. You’re so fucking pathetic. Look at you, playing video games in your pyjamas, in the middle of the afternoon. Don’t you have friends? Don’t you have real hobbies? Why don’t you get a job? Have you applied for schools? What does your mom think of you, you loser? I heard she’s a meth head, but she’s still probably ashamed of you.”

“Stormi!” my mother said from behind me.

I turned around. Her face was bone white and her lips were parted. “I can’t believe my ears.”

“Oh God—let me guess? Another two weeks?”

She laughed, shaking her head. “Try two months,” she said.

“What about him?” I asked.

“What about him?” she said.

I turned to him. His face was whiter than snow now. He was on the verge of tears. And for some reason, I suddenly felt sorry for him. I suddenly felt bad for digging into him so hard, even though he was a freak and a degenerate.


CHAPTER III

My mom walked away in a fury, leaving me with an extended sentence and a churning gut. I turned to Jairus, who was staring back at me with wide, terrified eyes. His lip quivered, and then he said, “Why didn’t you tell her?”

I stared into his sad eyes and I shook my head. “Your life is pathetic enough,” I said, and then I stormed off to my room, leaving him alone with his dumb video games. I fell onto the bed and then I started to cry. I had no idea if my mom was serious about the two months: if I would actually have to spend two months trapped in that house with nothing at all to do. Surely she would relent after just a few weeks—but even a few weeks would be torture. I buried my face into my pillow and then I screamed.

I wasn’t sure why I didn’t tell my mom about my panties. Maybe the thought of my mom knowing was just too horrifying, or maybe I kind of felt bad for Jairus. Maybe I wasn’t just being mean when I told him that his life was pathetic enough. His father probably already thought that he was a failure. All of his friends were out getting laid, building relationships, travelling the world, getting education—and he was just sitting there, wasting away his best years. Finding out that his son also stole his stepsister’s panties and jerked off into them—that would probably be too much to handle.

But I knew I couldn’t just let Jairus off the hook. I couldn’t just give him a pass after finding out that he’d been sneaking around in my room, stealing my panties, and using them as a cum-catcher. The thought still repulsed me to my core, making me shudder and groan. I went over to my door and stared at the handle, wondering if I could sneak out of the house without anyone noticing: just long enough to buy a lock to install on my door. What if he really was sneaking in at night and watching me sleep? What if he stood over my bed and jerked himself off, inches from my face? The thought seemed preposterous, but he obviously had some sort of crush on me if he had the balls to sneak into my room to steal my panties. And the panties probably weren’t even clean ones—probably nabbed from my dirty bin.

I stared at my ceiling for hours: literal hours. I tossed and turned and tried to calm myself down whenever I remembered that each hour that passed was hardly a scratch on the total amount of time I had to spend in that house before my sentence was up. My mom brought me dinner, not even inviting me down to the dinner table. When she put the plate down on my dresser and glared at me with her angry stare, I thought about telling her what happened with the panties. I knew that she would be outraged—and she might even free me from my imprisonment. But I just couldn’t bring myself to ruin Jairus’s reputation like that—even though he probably deserved it.

It was close to midnight when someone tapped on my door. I assumed it was my mother coming to lecture me about how evil I was. And now, I was almost ready to tell her about Jairus’s degeneracy. Another few hours of horrible boredom had passed, and I was starting to realize I couldn’t take another few days, never mind months! So I got up and opened the door, ready to tell her everything. But it wasn’t my mother at the door; it was Jairus.

“What the hell do you want?” I asked. He’d never come to my door before, so I assumed he was there to beg me to remain quiet about the embarrassing incident.

He was silent, standing with awkwardly red cheeks.

“Well? Spit it out, loser,” I said. I no longer felt bad about talking down to him. He was a rat: a tattler and a hypocrite. He went and cried to his daddy when I said something mean about him, even though he had been sneaking around like a pervert. Did he really think that being mean was so much worse than what he was doing? Maybe I was mean, but he was a literal criminal, committing what was almost certainly a felony.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

“Glad to hear it. Is that all you came to say?” I was about to slam the door in his face.

“Um, well, I just wanted to know if you plan on telling my dad.” He said it while looking at his feet, looking especially pathetic.

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t know. I might. You have to admit, what you did was pretty disgusting. And God knows how many times you’ve done it.”

“It was just once,” he said suddenly, though I didn’t believe him.

“Sure it was, buddy,” I said. “Look. How’s about you convince my mom to end this ridiculous grounding and I’ll consider calling it even—as long as you promise to never look at me again, or go anywhere near my room.”

He remained still for a moment. “I tried,” he said. “Your mom said that you need to learn a lesson. I told her that I wasn’t man or upset.”

“Well try harder. Now can I go to bed or do you want to grovel some more?”

“Please don’t tell my dad,” he said again.

I groaned and rolled my head. “Dude. Why are you such a sad case? You know what people your age are doing right now? They’re out having fun and getting laid. They’re meeting partners. Some are getting engaged. Some are in school to become lawyers and doctors and architects. What are you doing? You’re begging some girl to not tell your daddy that you like to come in your stepsister’s panties. Figure your life out.”

“Please don’t tell him,” he said, as if he couldn’t hear me at all.

I groaned louder. His begging just made me want to march down the hall to tell his father everything. Maybe some humiliation would have done him some good. Maybe if his daddy took away his video games, he would figure himself out.

“Please?” he said.

I wiped my hands down my face. Then I moved to the side. “Come into my room.”

He hesitated, and then he took three slow steps into my bedroom, looking around as if he’d never been inside of it before—though I obviously knew he had. I closed the door behind him. I looked down at his body, sizing him up in my head. He didn’t say anything, standing like a wounded doe, looking at his feet while he hoped for some mercy.

And I caught myself smiling, getting a head full of ideas. I didn’t have a laptop and I didn’t have a phone—but I had him. I could pretty much do anything I wanted to him, and I didn’t have to worry about him tattling. I could probably even make him drink his own pee if I really wanted to. Maybe Jairus was the solution to my boredom. If I truly was stuck with this two-month sentence, then he was stuck with me.

“Until you convince my mom to unground me, you have to do whatever I want,” I said. “Or I’m telling your dad everything.”

He nodded his head. “Okay,” he said without any hesitation. Now my grin was growing bigger. Just how far could I push him?

“Go get me a bag of chips—and the dip from the fridge.”

He turned around without putting up even the tiniest fight. He left my room and came back moments later with a fresh bag of chips and a jar of dip. I put the chips down on my desk and I popped open the dip. He stood and watched me while I ate for the next few minutes, waiting like a docile servant.

“Why don’t you clean up my room, instead of just standing there?” I said.

And he started cleaning up my room: collecting empty glasses, stacking plates, wiping down surfaces—he even fetched the window cleaner from the kitchen and gave my window a good scrub. I giggled. Then he got onto his hands and knees and started picking up my clothes. He froze for a moment after picking up a shirt, revealing a pair of red panties underneath.

I watched as his face turned red. He probably wasn’t sure whether or not he was allowed to pick the panties up, even just to toss them in the bin. “What’s the matter?” I asked.

“Should I put them in the bin or leave them?” he asked, his voice cracking. I giggled.

“Why don’t you put them on?” I said, biting my bottom lip, trying hard not to burst into laughter. For the first time in seemingly forever, I wasn’t bored. I had a source of entertainment, which was better than anything I could think of.

His face became white and he stared at me. “Get your pants off and put the panties on,” I said.

He bit his lip and then he nodded his head slowly. He turned his back to me and bent over, carefully pulling down his pants. I was shocked by how quickly he followed my command—and I was shocked that he was willing to strip in front of me, just to avoid having his father find out that he was a pervert.

His butt was pale, but surprisingly perky and round. He stepped into the panties awkwardly and pulled them up slowly. They framed his bum amazingly. He turned back to me, covering his crotch with both of his hands. Then he stared at me, waiting for the next command.

I looked down at his legs, which were actually kind of feminine—but hairy. “That hair won’t do,” I said. “Go and shave it off—and shave your face while you’re at it. And your armpits. Do you have chest hair? If you do, shave that too.”

He nodded his head before hanging his head low and marching out from my room. Once he was gone, I burst into a fit of laughter. I couldn’t believe he was actually doing everything I told him to do. I wanted to text all of my friends. I wanted someone to share the hilarity that was my pathetic stepbrother. But I had no one to tell: no phone, no laptop. I suppose I could have handwritten a letter and had Jairus hand-deliver it…

It was thirty minutes when he came back, with a towel around his waist. “Drop the towel,” I said. He dropped it, exposing his smooth legs and panty-clad crotch. I giggled again, covering my mouth with both of my hands. “You’ve actually got some nice legs, Jairus.”

He didn’t answer. He just stood there, waiting for me to tell him what he had to do next to avoid the wrath of his father. Would his father really be that upset with him? Was this really better than getting in a bit of trouble with his dad? Was Jairus really prepared to spend the next two months suffering like this?

“Just wait there,” I said. I stood up and went to my closet. I found an old black skirt and a tight black bodysuit. It was the combination I usually wore on warm days when I was trying to get male attention. It was a cute outfit—but it wasn’t going to work with Jairus’s flat chest. Luckily, I had a strapless bra that I bought for my tight prom dress just the year before. I handed him the whole outfit. “Put this on.”

And once again, he didn’t hesitate. He took the strapless bra and stuck it to his chest. Then he slowly stepped into the black bodysuit and he pulled it up over his torso, squirming his arms through the tight sleeves. He wrapped the skirt around his waist.

I fell back onto my bed in another fit of laughter. Everything fit him perfectly—and he actually looked like a chick. “Oh my God, Jairus,” I said. “My clothes fit you better than they fit me!” I wiped tears from my eyes, but he wasn’t laughing. He was just standing with his eyes closed and his hands against his crotch, even though the skirt was now concealing his bulge.

“What are you doing?” I asked. “Praying?”

“Can I go back to my room now?” he asked.

“I don’t know. What are you doing with your hands? Why are you holding your crotch like that?”

He opened his eyes and looked at me. His eyes were wide and glistening. His skin was pale. He shrugged his shoulders, as if he didn’t want to answer the question.

“Ew,” I said. “Are you trying to hide an erection?”

Now his face was turning red.

“Move your hands,” I said. “Put them on your hips.”

He hesitated, squirming slightly before moving his hands onto his hips. Then the skirt suddenly pushed out. He really did have an erection: a big one. He apparently had a big dick, much bigger than I assumed—too big to stay in my tiny panties. And now that big dick was hard—but why? What got him aroused? Was I getting him aroused, or was it the clothes? Was he a cross-dresser? When he came into my panties, was he wearing them? I had assumed he was holding them in one hand while he beat himself with the other—but now I wasn’t so sure.

“Put it away. That’s so gross,” I said.

“I’m sorry. I can’t,” he said.

“Tuck it into the bodysuit. Do something!” I said.

He reached down awkwardly, fishing under the skirt and fumbling for a moment before squirming. Then he stood up and the erection was gone—at least from what I could see (but I knew it was still there). “That’s so gross, man,” I said. “Maybe if you had a girlfriend, that wouldn’t be a problem.”

He looked down in shame. I shook my head. I didn’t feel bad for him. Now I was more concerned about his perversion than ever. I knew for a fact that I never wanted to wear those panties or that skirt or that bodysuit again. Even after going through the wash, I knew I would always think of his big erection whenever I saw the outfit.

I tried to push the thought out from my head. I went to my dresser and pulled out a hair straightener, so we could tame his messy ginger hair. I made him sit and then I spent the next twenty minutes brushing and straightening his nappy mane. His hair was even longer than I thought, hanging down past his shoulders. It needed a trim and a shaping, but it was long enough to look feminine—especially once I pinned his bangs to the side.

“Close your eyes and tilt your head back. And don’t squirm.” I took a pair of tweezers and began to pluck his eyebrows, shaping them to look more feminine. He squirmed a bit at first, still with a dark red face (and probably still with an erection that I couldn’t see), but he eventually got used to the tweezing. Then I grabbed some foundation, rubbing it on his skin. I used my eyeliner pen to draw thick lines on his eyelids, then I brushed some shadow on his eyelids. I darkened his brows with brow liner, and I made his lips look juicy using some lip-gloss.

His eyes were still closed. Now I was staring at him in the mirror, shocked by how girly he looked. I wished I had my phone, so that I could take some embarrassing pictures to torment him with. But I had nothing… And then I remembered my old Polaroid camera. I ran to get it from my closet. He kept his eyes closed until I snapped my first picture.

Then he sprung up to his feet. “What are you doing?” he asked.

“It’s just insurance,” I said. “If you ever feel like tattling on me again, now I have some ammunition.”

“You already had ammunition.”

“No—I gave those panties back to you and I have no idea what you did with them. And my mom already doesn’t believe a word that I say. But now I have physical evidence that you’re a creep.”

“Please give me that photo,” he said.

“No. In fact, you’re going to pose for me. I have fifteen pictures left in here, and we’re going to use all of them. Now pose, bitch. Be a slut for me. Pretend like this is for the cover of Playboy.”

He was still for a moment, looking more pale than ever. Then he put his hands on his hips and struck a pose. I laughed before snapping a photo. “Perfect!” I said. I was having so much fun tormenting my stepbrother.

“Bend over and pull up your skirt. Show me your bum,” I said. He followed the command, and I took a great picture. “Now turn around and flash your pussy for me, slut!” He followed the command reluctantly, quickly lifting up his skirt and showing off his panties. His erection had slipped loose, and for a brief moment, I could see it: thick and throbbing, being held across his thigh. Thick veins ran across it as it pulsed with each beat of his heart.

A sudden sensation buzzed through me. I stuttered and then I cleared my throat. “O—Okay. Let’s take another shot. Put your hands in your hair and give me a side profile.”

The last photo came out. I put it down and watched as it developed. There was his cock: big and throbbing. It was much bigger than my ex’s dick. And I bet it would probably feel pretty good inside of my pussy, too.

I closed my eyes and ejected the thought from my brain. No—I couldn’t let that thought enter into my brain. He was a creep and a pervert. He stole my panties and jerked off into them. He wasn’t some guy that I would ever consider slipping under the covers with. I only had him in my room to humiliate him, and to keep myself entertained.

Though maybe I could get him to show me the cock one more time… Maybe I could get a bit of humiliation out of him while also satisfying that little taboo craving in the back of my mind. “Your erection is killing these shots, man,” I said.

“I’m sorry,” he said, looking again like a wounded doe.

“Just deal with it. Take it out and deal with it.”

He stared into my eyes. “What?”

“You heard me. Grab a handful of tissues so you don’t get any on my stuff. Make quick work of it so we can get these last few shots.”

He was frozen for a long moment, looking whiter than the recently bleached sheets on my bed. He looked down and reached underneath the skirt. He suddenly flipped his cock out and began to stroke it, pulling back his foreskin and then pulling it forward—over and over. He closed his eyes and shook his head. “This is so humiliating,” he said.

I tried to force a laugh, but I was feeling slightly humiliated myself, unable to look away from his long shaft. His body certainly wasn’t manly, and he acted somewhat like a pathetic man-child, but that cock was something else. It was so thick and so meaty: so dense and rigid and veiny. His tip was thick, turning a dark shade of red beneath his clenched fist. A part of me wanted to grab it out of his hand, to stroke it for him, so I could feel that rigidness and that warmth. I wanted to feel it bulging as he reached his climax. A whimper slipped out from my lips. He was a loser, but maybe he wasn’t a complete loss. With a cock like that, he could probably land a half-decent girlfriend.

“Oh God,” he groaned, clenching his fist tighter. I leaned forward, gaze glued to his shaft. Another whimper crept out from my mouth. I bit down on my bottom lip as a tingle grew in my pussy. I was tempted to reach down to rub my clit, but I resisted the urge. I looked up and down his pretty body: his smooth legs, his perky bum, his perfectly curvy torso. It was such a strange sight: a beautifully feminine body with such a massive, meaty cock.

He brought his wad of tissues towards his tip. His body shuddered and mine did the same. Then a blast of white crossed that inch of empty space from his tip to the tissues. Another blast did the same and he groaned. I leaned forward even more, biting my bottom lip even harder. Why was I so mesmerized? Why was I so turned on? Oh God, what was happening to me?

His head tilted back as an especially big shot of cum blasted into his tissue wad. He let out a long moan, and then he opened his eyes. I quickly leaned back and turned my gaze away, not wanting him to see me watching. “You done yet or what?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he said a moment later.

“Okay, let’s take a few more photos,” I said. He adjusted his cock back into his panties and then we took a few more photos. But I wasn’t able to get back into the joking spirit. Now my head was spinning and my heart was pounding. “Okay, great,” I said after snapping a few quick shots. “I guess you’d better get cleaned up and off to bed, huh?”

“That’s it?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “For tonight. Maybe tomorrow you can work on getting my mom to cut me some slack,” I said.

“Okay. I’ll do that,” he said, dragging his feet to my bedroom door. He said nothing as he got undressed and then back into his male clothes. I sat on my bed and watched as he left, cum-soaked tissues still in his right hand.


CHAPTER IV

When I woke up the next morning, I could hear him playing his video games in the living room. I could hear him talking, but he wasn’t talking to his ten-year-old gaming friends. He was talking to my mother. I walked to my bedroom door and carefully pushed it open, so I could hear what was being said. “It’s a no,” my mother said to Jairus.

“She really didn’t mean what she said. She apologized to my last night,” he replied.

“You’re a very sweet boy, Jairus. You don’t have to protect her. She needs to learn her lesson.”

“I just think she’s going through a tough time. Maybe you could just let this one slide,” he said.

“Jairus, please stop. This isn’t her going through a hard time. This is just the way that she is, unfortunately, and it’s not going to change if I keep cutting her slack. If she really did apologize to you last night, then that’s just proof to me that cracking down on her is working. So if you could do me a favour—your father and I are going out tonight and we won’t be home until very late. I need you to make sure she doesn’t leave the house. You’re in charge while we’re gone. It’s very important that she stays here and doesn’t break the rules. It’s the only way she’ll learn.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Jairus said, folding so easily. That was it? That was all he was willing to do to try to buy me slack? A few sentences, and then he caved? I sighed. He had no backbone. A real man would have easily been able to convince my mother to drop the charges. But no—Jairus couldn’t even convince her to shave a few hours off of my sentence.

But at least I now knew that my mother and her husband were going out for the rest of the day. I knew that I could slip away and have a day out of the house. I waited until my mom’s car pulled out from the driveway, and then I got myself dressed to go out. It was warm out, and I nearly grabbed the black bodysuit from my closet, and then I remembered Jairus in the outfit. I shuddered and grabbed something else: a white t-shirt to go with a pair of short jean shorts. I pulled some thigh-high socks up my legs and slipped my feet into a pair of sneakers.

Then I left my room and headed straight for the front door.

“Whoa. Where are you going?” Jairus said, springing up to his feet.

“Out. I’m going to find my friends. They should be at the mall. And there’s a party tonight. I don’t know where, so if my mom comes home before me, just tell her that I’m in my room sleeping. I put a pillow under the blanket already, just in case.”

“No,” he said suddenly. “You can’t go out or I’ll get in trouble.”

“You heard my mom—she’s going to be out late.”

“I’m sorry. I promised her that I wouldn’t let you leave.”

I smiled with thinly pressed lips. “What are you going to do? Tell on me?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I guess so—if I have to.”

“Did you forget about the pictures I took? I still have all of them. And I can tell your dad about the panties too, if you want. Is that what you want, Jairus?”

He shook his head. “But I can’t let you leave. I’m sorry.”

“Wait. So you’re telling me that you’d sooner have your dad find out that you jerked off into your stepsister’s panties than to maybe get in trouble for letting me slip out of the house for a few hours? Are you insane?” I stared into his eyes.

“I’m sorry,” he said softly.

“Sorry? Sorry for what? I don’t understand you. God, you’re so frustrating.”

“Why do you even need to go out? Just stay in. You can play video games with me, if you want.”

“I don’t like video games,” I said.

“Maybe you would if you tried them. When was the last time you played?”

“Jairus—I don’t like video games. I like my friends and I like the mall and I like going to parties and talking to boys and having fun with people.”

He stared blankly at me. “I just can’t let you go. Just stay here and no one will get in trouble.”

I groaned and I nearly stomped my feet like a toddler throwing a fit. He was so frustrating. I still couldn’t stand to look at him, voluntarily grounded in the house, perfectly happy with nothing but a TV and a game controller. I sat down on the sofa across from him. “Okay, fine. I’ll stay here,” I said. “But don’t think you’re getting off the hook.”

He nodded his head slowly, with wide eyes that hadn’t forgotten that he was my slave until my grounding was over. “Go up to my room and get dolled up again. I want makeup, straight hair, and maybe a cute dress. You’re welcome to wear my prom dress. It would actually fit you pretty well. Then come back down here.”

He nodded his head again before putting his controller down and marching off to my room. Then I turned around and yelled, “And if you’re going to jerk yourself off, please don’t do it in my bedroom, and please don’t get any cum on my clothes!”

I sat silently for five long minutes, waiting for him to come back. But it was taking him a while, so I picked up his controller and joined an online game with his account logged in. It took me a few minutes to figure out the controllers. I died about ten times in a minute, which probably wasn’t great for his score. Then I finally figured the game out a little bit, and I got my first kill. “Heyo!” I yelled. “I got him!” Then I died, but the victory was still sweet on my lips. Our team lost and I could hear my ten-year-old teammates screaming at me through the headset that was on the couch next to me, but I didn’t care.

I joined another game. This time I didn’t do so badly. I got five kills and only died twenty-two times. Only a few people yelled at me.

Maybe Jairus was right about the game being fun, and kind of addictive. The better I got, the more fun it was. I landed a kill on a pesky sniper. My teammates all commended me for the kill, which felt pretty nice.

And then I felt a presence behind me. I looked back and saw Jairus standing in my white prom dress, hair straight and rolling down his shoulders. He actually looked pretty good, making me think it wasn’t the first time putting on makeup (and maybe it wasn’t the first time he’d put on my makeup). “Look at you!” I said. “Aren’t you pretty? Do a spin for me.”

He looked around the room, making sure we were alone. His gaze caught the open window and he stared for a moment before doing the spin. “Can we close that?” he asked.

“No. I like it open,” I said. “Now sit down and let’s play a game together.”

I handed him a controller. He set the game up and we played, though now I wasn’t doing as well as before. I kept catching sight of him through the corner of my eye. He was distracting: looking pretty in his tight white dress. It wasn’t until we were playing the game that I noticed his feet were squeezed into the same white heels I wore with the dress at prom.

“Do you like dressing up, Jairus?” I asked.

He stared at me with wide eyes, but he didn’t answer the question.

“Those panties I found—were you wearing them when you came in them?”

He continued to stare at me, looking terrified like usual.

“Are you a virgin?” I asked. And that blank look continued. “Well you make a pretty girl. Maybe you’d lose your virginity pretty quickly if you went out like this.”

His face was bone white. Now his hands were on his lap, and I couldn’t help but think he was trying to conceal his big erection once again.

“Want to go out, Jairus? Want to feel like a girl for a day? I bet we could find a guy who wants to jump your bones, if you know what I mean.”

He shook his head quickly. “You can’t leave the house. I promised your mom that you would stay here.”

I rolled my eyes. I wanted to go to the mall. I wanted to meet my friends. Why was he being such a brown noser? Why did he care about some stupid promise he made with my mom?

I suddenly got an idea. He was a virgin: terrified of women because he’d never been laid. But what if I used that against him? What if I seduced him into letting me go? I put down my controller and I walked over to him. I looked down at his girly body, clad in that cute dress. “You’re cute as a girl,” I said.

“Thanks, I think,” he said softly.

I carefully stepped up onto the couch and I sat down with my knees next to his thighs. I pressed my bum onto his shaved legs. “Do you like me, Jairus?” I asked, looking into his eyes.

“W—What are you doing?”

“I’m straight, but I’ve always liked girls,” I said. “Maybe I’m bisexual.” I smiled. “Do you like being a virgin, Jairus? Or do you wish someone would come around and take that away from you?” I reached my fingers down, across the cusp of the dress and up towards his erection. I found it quickly, drawn in by the heat radiating off of it. I curled my fingers around it and he perked up, letting a gasp out from his lips. “We’ve got the house to ourselves.”

He nodded his head. “What are you doing?” he asked. His voice cracked. I could tell that I was getting through to him. I fished his big erection out from his tight panties, and out from under the skirt of the tight dress. I pulled it up between my legs and I sat down on it, feeling it throbbing through the denim of my little shorts. I began to grind back and forth.

“Does this feel good?” I asked.

He nodded his head, eyes glistening.

“Do you want to know what it feels like to be inside of a girl?” I asked. I let my body sink down harder on his crotch as I continued to grind back and forth. Even through my panties and my denim shorts, I could feel his foreskin pulling back and forth. I looked down and saw his reddening tip. “Want to feel the inside of me, Jairus?” I asked.

He bit down on his lip and then he shrugged his shoulders.

I reached down and grabbed his tits with my hands. I knew they were just the cups of my strapless bra, but they felt convincing: a soft foam that sort of felt like breast tissue. I squeezed, and then a warm tingle buzzed through me. Was I actually going to put him inside of me, or was I just messing with him? I have to admit: I was tempted. I wanted to feel that thick girth sliding into my body. I wanted to feel my pussy stretching wide for him. I wanted clench my wet lips against his throbbing member, and I wanted to feel his gooey cum inside of my cunt.

And that’s not all I wanted. I wanted to suck on her plump lips. I wanted to feel her tongue wrapped around mine. I wanted her to kiss my neck and I wanted her to dig her fingernails into my skin while I gushed warm juice onto her lap. A whimper escaped my lips. “Shit,” I muttered.

“What is it?” she asked.

I shook my head. “Nothing,” I said. “I just—oh, fuck it.” I stood up quickly and yanked down my jean shorts along with my panties. A trickle of fluid was already making its way down my thigh. I sat back down on her lap and I grabbed her big cock. I aimed it up and then I squeezed it into my pussy. I knew that what I was doing was wrong, but I couldn’t help it. I was suddenly so horny, so desperate to feel that thick shaft inside of my body. And my God, did it feel good.

I groaned and let my head tilt back. She put her hands on my sides and gently rubbed up and down. Then I started to bounce, feeling her thick veins rubbing my tight pussy walls. “Oh God,” I groaned again. “It feels so good.” I could feel his big tip pushing against the back of my cunt, sending warm tingles through my body.

“Fuck,” I groaned. My legs began to tremble. Warm liquid gushed out of me. I looked down into her big, pretty eyes and she looked up into mine. Her lips parted, and then I fell for the urge to kiss her. I leaned down and locked my lips with hers. I sunk my tongue into her mouth and caressed her soft body, still bouncing on her erection.

Then I felt her fingernails digging into my skin. She groaned and her muscles flexed. She rose slightly off the couch, lifting me up with her, and then I felt her goo spraying inside of me. I gasped, throwing my head back as her warm cum splattered the walls of my cunt. I screamed out, digging my fingernails into her shoulders.

And then a silence fell over the room. I looked down into her eyes and remembered that she wasn’t a she at all: she was my step-brother, the pathetic loser who spent many hours each day rotting in front of the television screen.

I sprung up quickly, feeling his load oozing out from my hole. “Ew,” I said suddenly. “Did you just come in me?”

“I—I think so,” he said. His face was pale.

“What’s wrong with you? Do you want to get me pregnant?”

His eyes were wide and terrified. His lips remained parted, but he had nothing to say.

“Ew,” I said again. “How much cum did you make?” I looked down and saw the long stream of white ooze running towards the floor. Some dropping straight out from my pussy and splattered on the ground. “You’re cleaning this up!” I zipped to the bathroom and hopped in the shower, feeling gross and full of regret. But the image of his big dick was still in my mind, and the warm euphoria was still tingling in my veins. I’ll admit that while I was in the shower, I closed my eyes and spent a minute rubbing my clit while the last of his cum fell out of me. I had the image of his pretty, feminine face in my mind. So he was cute as a girl—at least he had that going for him—for whatever it was worth.


CHAPTER V

It was the next day when the boredom became overwhelming once again. I still had nothing: no laptop, no phone, no way at all to access the Internet. I somehow convinced Jairus to let me use his laptop, so I could message my friends, but the excitement have having some access to the outside world was short-lived. My friends were all going out to a movie, then they were headed to a frat party by the local college. “I’ll let you know how it goes tomorrow,” one of my friends told me. And then I found myself feeling more depressed than ever before.

I wanted to go to that party. My mom was out again that night, so I decided to try sneaking away again. But I couldn’t get by Jairus, who was planted in the living room, which I had to pass through to get to both the front and back doors. “Where do you think you’re going?” he asked.

I groaned, all dolled up to go out. “Let’s not do this again, Jairus. Just let me go.”

“I can’t do that,” he said, and I didn’t want to fire up an old argument that I knew would get me nowhere.

“I let you fuck me. I did you the favour of taking your virginity. You owe me—big time. The least you could let me do is go to this party.”

He shook his head. “I’m sorry, Stormi,” he said.

I groaned loudly and threw my head back. “My God, you’re a frustrating little brat.” I paced the living room, kicking off my heels, prepared to spend another night in that prison house. “So what? Am I just supposed to sit here all night again while my friends are out having fun? Did you even try to convince my mom to drop my grounding?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I tried and she got mad at me,” he said.

“But I’m here because of you! How can you not convince her that I don’t deserve this?”

He just stared at me.

“What? So you think I deserve this?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. Maybe your mom is right. Maybe it would be good for you.”

I gasped. “How dare you,” I said. “I did the biggest favour for you, and you have the balls to sit there and tell me that I deserve to be stuck in this house?”

He looked down at his lap, acting once again like the victim.

“I’m leaving. You can tattle on me if you want.” I bent over and started to put my heels back on. Then I noticed him with his phone in his hand. “What are you doing?”

“I’m telling your mom,” he said.

“Don’t do that! What’s wrong with you?”

“I told you: I promised your mom that I would watch you.”

“So you’re my babysitter now? God, this whole thing is so fucked up.” I kicked my heels off again and stormed back to my room. I crashed onto the bed and screamed into my pillow, not sure I could handle the tedious boredom any longer. Then, once I was calmed down, I went to my closet. I reached far back into my closet and pulled out some old lingerie, given to me by an ex. It was tight and lacy and red. “Jairus! Come here!” I called out.

It was a minute before he showed up in my doorway. I tossed the lingerie at him. “You know the drill. Put it on and get yourself dolled up. You can use my makeup. Well? Go ahead. Get started.”

I sat on my bed and crossed my arms, pouting. If I couldn’t go out because of him, then I planned on torturing him a little bit, having some fun, and making the most out of my prison sentence. I remained still while he got undressed, not even questioning my command. It seemed so easy to convince him to get dolled up, so easy to make him do whatever I wanted—until it was time to leave the house, then he was a brick wall for some reason. And maybe that reason was will. Maybe he actually wanted to be dolled up. Maybe he liked drawing on eyeliner and brushing on eye shadow. Maybe he liked being treated like a slut. Maybe he liked the feeling on my tight lingerie against his big dick.

I went into my nightstand and dug far back for an old toy, given to me by a friend as a joke, after I broke up with my ex. It was a long vibrator with a split end. One end was meant to go inside while the other end was meant to be pushed up against the clit. But for Jairus, I wanted to see both ends being put inside.

I handed it to him and then I reached for my stereo and turned on some music. “Dance and then fuck yourself,” I said.

“What?” he said softly.

“And enough of that boy voice. From now on, when you’re dolled up, I want you to use a girl voice. Got it?”

“I don’t know about this,” he said, looking down at the vibrator. “I’ve never put anything up there before.”

“Well that changes today, doesn’t it? Start dancing. Entertain me, and maybe I’ll consider letting you inside of me again.”

He nodded his head slowly, looking pale and afraid. He started to sway to the music, legs trembling in the tall heels I made him put on: the heels I was going to wear to the party.

He wasn’t a terrible dancer. His hips were impressively loose, especially once he closed his eyes and started letting the music flow through him. It wasn’t long before his masculine tendencies began to fade, and I found myself watching a beautiful woman (who happened to have a thick package between her thighs). When her back was to me, I couldn’t look away from her bum. It was so perky and perfect.

And in that moment, I started to feel excited and nervous. I was feeling mesmerized, and I was starting to worry that I was a lesbian. I was so turned on by her smooth, curvy body. I’d never been so turned on by a girl before—though the sight of her big bulge still made my pussy quiver, wetness forming in my tight velvety downstairs.

It was five minutes into her dance when she reached back and pulled her lingerie to the side, uncovering her butthole. She sucked both tips of the split dildo before bringing them around to her bum. She took a deep breath. Her cheeks turned red. She placed a hand down on my desk and continued to sway gently to the music while she twisted the toy into her anus.

I drew a deep, warm breath of air into my lungs. My whole body was tingling. I kept looking to the door whenever the house made the slightest creak or groan. My nerves were running high. What if my mom came home and found us like this? Why was I even letting this happen? Why did I think this was at all a form of entertainment, and not just pornography?

She began to push the toy into her asshole. She groaned as it penetrated, sinking in slowly. She spread her legs wide, wobbling slightly in her tall heels. “That’s it,” I said softly. “Push it in deep.”

She kept pushing, groaning louder and louder, face turning redder and redder. “Oh God,” she whimpered in a surprisingly convincing girly tone of voice. She had an impressive length of the long dildo in her back door. I watched her squirm as she pressed the button to begin the vibration. Then I watched as her lips fell apart and the moaning resumed.

“Pump it,” I said.

She followed the order, pulling the dildo out and pushing it back in. It probably felt nice: both ends of the dildo pushing hard against opposite anal walls. I found myself standing up and walking over to her. I put my hand on her back and slid it gently down to her soft bum. Then I grabbed both of her butt cheeks and spread them wide, so I could see her puckering anus hugging that long toy. “Don’t stop,” I said. I loved watching her asshole sucking that dildo, suctioning to it when she pulled out and then plunging into her body when she pushed in.

I reached down and grabbed onto her erection, caressing it and squeezing it. “You’re so hard,” I said. My pussy tingled and a warm shudder ran through me. I squeezed it harder, pulling back her foreskin. I couldn’t help myself. I needed to suck it. I dropped to my knees, squished myself between her legs and my desk, and I put the erection into my mouth. I began to suck while she pumped her behind with my double-tipped dildo.

“Come in my mouth,” I said, looking up at her smooth, lace-clad body. She nodded her head—cheeks redder than ever. Each little whimper out from her mouth made me quiver. I used my free hand to reach down and rub my soaking wet pussy. I pushed three fingers into my cunt and fingered, gushing out warm juice as I moaned with a long cock in my mouth.

So much fluid gushed out of me. I’d never felt so horny in my life. “Fuck!” I groaned. And then, without warning, she came, spewing hot cum into the back of my throat. I gagged, but kept my mouth around her shaft. Once again, she produced more cum than I knew was possible—more cum than my ex ever produced in a dozen fucks combined. I gagged again, and then I managed to gulp it all down in three separate gulps.

I leaned back and gasped for air, looking up at her while her eyes came back from the back of her head. “Are you fucking kidding me?” I said. “Not even a warning? You could have choked me to death with your cum!”

I stood up and marched to my tissue box. I grabbed a handful and wiped my cum-tainted lips. “You’re out of control!” I said.

“I—I’m sorry,” she said.

I shook my head and sighed. “It’s fine. Just—don’t do that with some girl you want to be your girlfriend, or you might piss her off and send her running.” I wiped my lips again. “And why do you make so much cum?”

“Is that not a normal amount?” she asked.

“No. It’s not a normal amount. It’s like ten normal amounts. It’s weird. Get it checked out by a doctor. Mind taking my clothes off? If you’re not going to let me go out, then I’m just going to go to bed.”

She nodded her head slowly before bending over to take the lingerie off. It wasn’t until the lacy outfit was off of her body that I realized she wasn’t a girl, but still just my stepbrother: flat chest, scrawny body, no real prospects. But for some reason I was starting to like him. I was already trying to think of what outfit I could make him wear tomorrow, and how we could fool around.


CHAPTER VI

We kept fucking over the next few days. Sometimes it was planned, and sometimes it just ended up happening out of a spur of boredom. My mom was home when I called Jairus up to my room one Monday afternoon. I put my finger to his lips and shushed him. “We have to be quiet,” I said. I got him to dress up in a cute dress I once wore to a Ukrainian wedding: white and embroidered with pretty red decorations. I bent over my bed and loved the feeling of the soft dress tickling my back as he thrust his cock in and out from my pussy.

But he came inside of me again, making me angry. I almost yelled at him, but I could hear my mom in the living room, watching some cooking show. Our walls were thin, and we were risking a lot by being together.

It was the next day when I snuck into his room with an old Playboy Bunny Halloween costume. I made him put it on, and then I sucked his cock until he came. Luckily this time he warned me, giving me enough time to pull my head away. I decided to get a little revenge by tilting his cock up while he came, so he sprayed his massive cumshot all over his own face and bunny-clad torso. He stared down at the massive pool of white on his chest with wide eyes. “See? It’s a lot,” I said.

The next day, she remembered to pull out while fucking me, missionary style. She grabbed her cock firmly and pointed it down at my chest. Then she sprayed me with her huge load. I felt like I should have been mad, but I was actually absurdly aroused. I pressed my hands down on the warm ooze and I spread it all over my bare breasts, rubbing it around my nipples while she squeezed out the final few drops.

She stared at me with wide eyes and a bright smile. I reached out and wrapped my arms around her neck. I pulled her down, so that her chest was pressed against mine. We made out while rubbing cum between us. It was while our tongues were locked that I realized: I was falling for my stepbrother. She was exactly what I wanted in a partner: sexual, gender fluid, beautiful, available, and submissive. I stared into her eyes, feeling strange warm sensations swelling in my heart. I didn’t want to like her. I hadn’t forgotten who she really was: the pathetic loaf that roosted in front of the TV all day, tattling to daddy whenever he didn’t get his way.

“Can you go?” I said, slipping out from underneath him.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“Just go play your video games,” I said. I didn’t like the warm swelling that was happening inside of me. I didn’t want to like him. That wasn’t the point of all this. It was just supposed to be fun: something to pass the time. There were never supposed to be any ‘feelings’.

The next day, Jairus showed up at my door around 2:00 PM. “Our parents are out. They’ll be out until late,” he said.

“That’s nice,” I said without looking up.

“I found this picture of you downstairs.”

I looked up. It was a picture from when I was in the eleventh grade, going through my emo stage. “Okay. What about it?” I said.

“Do you still have the outfit? It would be fun to put on the fishnets and the shorts.” In the photo, I was wearing black fishnets, black jean shorts, a black t-shirt, and a black choker. I still had all of it somewhere in my closet.

“Not today, Jairus,” I said.

“Are you okay?”

“I said not today!” Then I turned to look at him. “It’s almost been two weeks. That means I have six more weeks stuck here, unless you’ve made any progress with my mom. Have you even tried talking to her again?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I thought we were having fun.”

“Unlike you, my idea of fun isn’t doing the same exact thing every day for years on end. I have friends, unlike you. It would be nice to see them one day. When I made you dress up in my clothes and told you that you would be my slave until I was freed, that was supposed to be encouragement for you to convince my mom to let me go, not some bonus fetish for you to cash in on. Got it?”

He nodded his head. I forced a smile.

“Good. Then go play your video games. And when my mom’s home, do my a favour and talk her into ending my grounding, would you?”

He left without saying anything else. I felt bad for chewing into him—especially the comment about his lack of friends. But what else was I supposed to do? I couldn’t just keep fooling around with him, building up feelings that would never amount to anything. It’s not like we could be together. We were stepsiblings. Though we weren’t related at all, I still couldn’t be seen with him. My friends would mock me if they saw me holding his scrawny hand.

But my God, I couldn’t stop thinking about him! Whenever I opened my closet, I just imagined him in all of my outfits, and then I would find myself imaging his big cock sliding in and out of my body. What was wrong with me? How had I fallen so hard for him?

I spent the next hour squirming and groaning. Then I couldn’t take any more. I grabbed the outfit: the fishnets, the black short shorts, the ripped t-shirt, and the black lace choker. I went down to the living room and tossed it at him. “Put on some eyeliner and meet me in my room.”

The moment he walked through my door, I threw myself at him. I sucked on his lips and I caressed his soft, curvy body. I threw myself down on the bed, on my stomach, and I commanded him to fuck me senseless. He mounted me with his big horse cock and I moaned in pleasure for the next ten minutes, until he was spraying my back with his hot load.

“Don’t take it off,” I said as I looked back and saw that he was already getting changed. I dropped down to my knees in front of him and started sucking his cock.

“I—I already came on you,” he said.

“Well you’re going to come again,” I said. “Whether you want to or not.” I squeezed his cock and sucked it, looking up at his cute, emo body. I forgot how cute the outfit was—though it was probably cuter on him than it was on me.

I sucked hard, bobbing my head fast. Then I stood up, pressed my chest against his, and mounted his cock. I stared into his stunning eyes while I bounced on his shaft, standing upright, desperate for a second cumshot. And I got it, deep inside of my pussy—to both my surprise and his. I groaned and smiled and then I fell back on my bed, arms spread out while the cum seeped out from my cunt. “I love your fucking cock so much,” I muttered.

I could feel that taboo tide washing over me. I knew I was teetering over an edge that I’d tried so hard to avoid, but how could I help it? He was so cute as a girl, and that cock was so amazing inside of my body. I needed to have it. Already, I wanted him to mount me again, to fuck me a third time—though I could tell by the sight of his now-limp shaft that he was going to need at least a night to recover and replenish his cum.


CHAPTER VII

I was going through my closet one morning when there was a knock at my door. I assumed it was Jairus, so I called out, “Come in!” I already had the outfit picked out: a neon rave outfit that I often wore out, even though it was probably too revealing to be socially acceptable.

But at the door was my mother with a warm smile on her face. “Okay, sweetie,” she said. “I’ve given it some thought, and I think you’ve had enough.”

I stared into her eyes. “Enough?” I said.

“You’re no longer grounded. I said two months—I know—but it just seems like you’ve come so far in the past two weeks. Your stepbrother keeps telling me how nice you’ve been. You haven’t complained at all over the past week. You seem much more peaceful now, after spending some time away from your gadgets. So I think it’s time to put an end to your grounding. You can go out now, if you want.” She reached out my phone: a device I hadn’t seen in weeks. I grabbed it and stared at it, suddenly remembering all of my friends.

“Thank you,” I said.

As my mother left, my phone buzzed. I had hundreds of missed messages, but the latest one was an invite to a party, not too far from the house. I bit down on my lip and smiled. I was free! My prison sentence was finally over! I jumped up and squealed and then I ran to the closet to pick out an outfit for myself. I texted one of my friends. “What are you doing today? I’m not grounded anymore!”

It was a minute before she replied. “We’re going to the mall. Meet us!”

“I’ll see you there.” I couldn’t get ready fast enough. I jumped in the shower and then I spent thirty minutes doing my makeup. I tried on three different outfits before picking one I liked, and then I was about to run for the bus when Jairus appeared in my doorway. “Want to hang out?” he asked. “Your mom just left.”

I stared into his eyes. “No. I’m leaving. I’m going out with my friends.”

“But your grounded,” he said.

I shook my head. “Not any more. Just text my mom and ask her yourself. I’m free. Now, if you’d excuse me.”

“Oh. Okay,” he said, stepping to the side. I skipped to the door. Then I looked back at him and saw that he was hanging his head down. He looked up slowly at me and said, “Maybe tonight we can hang out.”

I shook my head. “Tonight I’m going to a party. I probably won’t be home until tomorrow morning. I’ll sleep over at Tiffany’s house.”

He nodded his head, looking like a wounded doe.

“I’ll text you the address of the party. You should go. Maybe you’ll meet a girl. It would be good for you.”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t really like parties.”

I sighed. “Okay. Live your own life then. Don’t let me try to peer pressure you.” I turned to leave, grabbing the door handle. Then I paused for a moment, thinking about how happy Jairus always looked when he was wearing my clothes. “I guess you can play around in my room, if you want, while I’m out.”

“Thanks,” he said softly, sounding embarrassed.

“There’s an outfit on my bed for you. I think you’ll like it. It would look good on you.” I turned to him and smiled. “Anyway. I’ll see you later.”

I decided to text him the party address anyway. He’d also changed a lot in the two weeks. He was still a frail boy, but he’d become much more independent, and quite a bit braver. He’d clearly accepted that he liked cross-dressing—no longer pretending like it was something I was forcing on him. I couldn’t expect him to change completely in just a few weeks. At least now I didn’t think he was a completely lost cause. I no longer even thought that he was totally pathetic—just a bit quirky and introverted.

I met with my friends at the mall. I kept seeing outfits in store windows that made me think of Jairus. I thought about buying one particularly spicy piece of lingerie, just for him, but I resisted the urge. Now that I was free, there was probably going to be no more sex. The feelings I had for him would likely start to go away. I was convinced it was mostly a case of Stockholm Syndrome anyway.

We all went to Tiffany’s house to do a bit of pre-drinking, as she lived on the same block as the party. “What’s wrong, Stormi? You seem bummed out,” Tiffany said to me.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m not bummed. I’m ecstatic to be out of the house.” And I was ecstatic—but something felt wrong. I was missing something—or maybe someone. I kept looking over, hoping to see Jairus next to me, dolled up and beautiful. But why was that what I wanted? Why did I care? Jairus was at home, probably playing video games, falling back into the old habits that would rot away at his life. I had to forget about him. I had to move on.

We went to the party. The music was loud, but it was nice to see so many familiar faces. It was even nicer once people started getting drunk, and boys started hitting on me. One guy slipped his arm over my shoulders and said, “We should go find a room.” And normally I would have been down: he was handsome, muscular, and tall—but he wasn’t Jairus. I kept looking around the room, spotting beautiful women, and wondering if they were packing big cocks. That’s what I wanted: a pretty girl with a big, hard cock.

And then, as I was scanning around the room, I saw her walking into the house. It was Jairus, looking shy with red cheeks, dressed in the little rave outfit I left on my bed. She had dark lines drawn around her eyes, and slick gloss brushed over her lips. She was stunning, and now she was real—not just a secret that was lingering around my house. She was in the open, in public, coming out to the world.

She saw me and smiled. I smiled back, biting my bottom lip. Now we were making real progress. And now, for the first time since she’d moved into my house, I could tell that she was happy. And maybe for the first time in my entire life, I was happy too.

THE END


TRAPPED

Quint has an important delivery to make in a city on the other side of the mountains. He makes the same delivery every week, but this week he decides to change things up a little bit by taking the scenic route. The trip starts out great: new sights to see on a nearly deserted highway. And then the ground begins to shake.

With only a bit of gas left in his tank, Quint pulls up to a pile of rocks blocking the highway: a rockslide. Parked in front of the rocks are three girls and a camper. Low on gas, Quint asks for a ride back to the last town. They all pile into the girls’ truck, and then find another rockslide ten minutes back in the other direction. They’re stuck, and they’re going to be stuck for a few days.

The girls are willing to share their food and their camper, as long as Quint doesn’t mind being shared himself—and as long as he doesn’t mind the fact that the three girls used to be boys.


CHAPTER I

The drive was only supposed to take seven hours, and that was including a thirty-minute stop for lunch and a stop for gas. Normally, the drive would have only taken six hours, but I decided to take the scenic route for the first time ever.

I made that drive once every week, delivering cartons of beer from our brewery to Vancouver, where we had contacts with fifteen liquor stores who almost always sold out of our stock within days. Our company was growing. We were starting to talk about hiring a delivery service, so that the weekly road trips could come to an end and we could focus on actually brewing the beer. Timothy did the mid-week delivery and I handled the weekend run. It was an okay system, though nearly a tenth of our earnings were being wasted in gas.

I’d heard nice things about the scenic route: a fifty-five minute detour that went into the mountains instead of cycling around them. That single-lane highway went into a popular national park and supposedly it attracted people from all over the world: nature lovers and hikers and mountain climbers and campers. I had to see it for myself, so one Friday morning, as I made my way to Vancouver with a sedan full of beer, I decided to take that exit that came right after the ‘SCENIC ROUTE’ sign. It was a spur of the moment decision, and it was a decision that changed my life forever.

It was a nice day, at first. The sun was shining and there wasn’t even the slightest breeze swirling through those mountains. I knew that the drive was technically longer, but it was zipping by faster than any drive I’d ever made before. I looked down at my clock and was shocked to see that three hours had already gone by. I’d been so captivated by the tall mountains and the amazing forests. Now I only had a few hours left before I arrived in Vancouver.

I decided to stop at a pull off, to take a few photos of an incredible lookout. I wanted to send the pictures to Timothy, my friend and business partner, because he was always talking about wanting to take that scenic route. He never took it, worried it would eat up too much of his day. Now I wanted to brag—but sadly, I had no cell service. Those mountains were a giant dead zone—and maybe that was a good thing. Maybe there should be more places in the world where people are forced to disconnect from their phones. I slipped my phone back into my pocket and walked back to my car. An old camper chugged by on the highway. A beautiful girl leaned out the window and waved at me with a big smile on her face.

I waved back, blushing, watching her long brown hair as it danced in the air. I wasn’t so used to girls paying much attention to me—not because I wasn’t a good looking fellow, but because I’d spent the vast majority of the last five years between our little brewery and my home office, working on our business, forgetting entirely that people were out dating and making love and starting relationships. The only women I ever saw were from the health board: the middle-aged ladies who came by in their lab coats to snoop around our equipment—probably not even sure what they were looking for.

As I stepped back into my car, I felt a rumbling. I thought it was my car having some sort of issue, and then I noticed a stream of little pebbled coming down from the mountaintop to my right. Tree branches were trembling and the ground was shaking: it was a small earthquake. It ended after thirty long seconds. The small pebbles stopped raining down and the mountains became quiet again. I took a deep breath. I’d never experienced an earthquake, but they’d always terrified me. I hated the idea of the earth shaking unpredictably—especially while I was on a sketchy highway in the mountains.

I got back into my car and I started driving. Fifteen minutes later, I came around a bend and saw that old camper in the distance, stopped before a large pile of rocks. I pulled up slowly, coming to the realization that the rocks were on the highway. My heart fluttered and I looked down at my gas gauge. I had a quarter tank left: enough to make it to the next town, which was about an hour away—but not nearly enough to double back to the last town, which was before the scenic route exit: three long hours back. I stepped out from my car and walked around the camper.

Three girls were standing before the pile of rocks, staring up the mountain where the rocks came from. One of the girls turned to see me. “What’s going on?” I asked, so shocked by the blocked highway that I hardly noticed the girls were wearing nothing but skimpy bathing suits.

“Rock slide,” the red-haired girl said. Then the other two turned to me. One was blonde, one was a redhead, and one was a brunette. The brunette was especially breath taking: the same girl who waved at me from her window earlier. She had bright blue eyes and a cute, mousy smile and ski jump nose. She was looking at me with that smile now, making me blush again.

I pulled my phone out, hoping to have reception. I had nothing. “Does this mean we have to turn around?” the redhead asked the blonde. The redhead was shorter than the other girls: a whole head shorter, and a bit chubby in a cute kind of way. She had dark freckles across her nose and cheeks and shoulders and back. The blonde was blonde in every sense of the word: tall, gorgeous, wearing big sunglasses, with big wet-looking lips (probably with lip injections). She took out a cigarette and lit it with an old metal lighter.

“We can either turn around or camp here for the night,” the blonde said after taking a long drag from her smoke. “The view is nice—maybe even nicer than the campsite we booked.” She looked out. I did the same. She was right: the view was amazing, looking down into a deep mountain valley, and out at a range of incredible mountains. At the same time, the view was frightening. There wasn’t a sign of life in any direction: not even a lone little cottage to be seen.

“I’m going to see if I can’t find reception up the mountain. Maybe I can call to see if they’re going to come and clean this up,” the brunette said with a soft voice. I found myself staring at her, struggling to look away as she turned towards the mountain slope. She had the perfect body: slender but curvy, with a round butt and a thin waist. Her skin was so smooth, and her hair was so long, extending beyond the midsection of her back. I bit down on my tongue.

“Are you staring at her ass?” one of the girls said. I turned around, my face suddenly filling with embarrassing warmth. I was staring at her ass, but I don’t know why. I was tired—I hadn’t gotten much sleep the night before, and driving can be exhausting.

I cleared my throat and then stuttered. “What? No,” I said. “I was just zoned out and, uh, thinking,” I said. I took a deep breath and smiled. “I have no idea if I have enough gas to turn around. I might just be stuck waiting for them to clean this up. I’m sure they’ll clean it up quickly, right?”

The girls both shrugged their shoulders. Then the short redhead turned to the rocky mess. “It doesn’t seem like they would need to move much, but they would still need big vehicles, like tractors and whatnot. Who knows how long it could take for them to get that kind of equipment here.” She looked back at the mess and continued talking, but I suddenly couldn’t pay attention to what she was saying—not because I could now see her tush, which was hardly covered by the world’s tiniest pair of bikini bottoms, but because there was something strange about her voice—something I couldn’t quite put my finger on. It didn’t sound quite feminine, but it certainly wasn’t masculine. There was a peculiar twang to it—an inflection that I wasn’t used to hearing in my small town.

The girl stopped talking and then stared at me. “Well?” she said.

“Well what?”

Her eyes narrowed. “I asked what your name is,” she said. “Were you staring at my ass?”

I felt my eyes widen. This time I wasn’t staring at her ass—at least I wasn’t staring at her ass consciously. “I’m sorry. No—I was just thinking about the rocks. My name is Quint. What’s your name?”

“Quint?” she said, nodding her head slowly. “I’m Casey. She’s Morgan. And the brunette trying to find reception: that’s Gracie.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said.

The redhead smiled. “You can stare at my ass if you want to,” she said. “I spend hours every week working on it. It would be nice if someone appreciated it.” She turned around and grabbed her ass cheeks with both of her hands, shaking them to make them jiggle. I had no idea what to do now: look and risk looking like a creep, or look away and risk offending her. I looked over at her friend, who was staring at me. I smiled. She smiled back with a little wink.

“Well, Quint,” said the redhead, turning back around. “If they can’t move the rocks, then you might be our camping buddy for the night.”

I smiled, but I wasn’t so thrilled. I looked up the mountain and wondered if it was safe to be stopped on the highway, knowing a slide of rocks could come down at any moment. And what if the highway itself was unstable? What if it broke off the cliff and we all went tumbling down into the valley? What if no one came to rescue us and we ran out of food?


CHAPTER II

It was fifteen minutes later when Gracie, the beautiful blonde, came back down from her hike to find reception. I stepped over to hear what she had to say. “I got enough reception to make a phone call,” she said. “Looks like we need to turn around.”

“What? Why?” Morgan said, already with another cigarette between her fingers.

“There have already been a dozen reported rock slides since the quake,” she said. “They said it will be a few days before they could clean this one up, so they recommend we turn around.”

“I guess we turn around then,” Casey said. The girls all headed back to their little truck, which was pulling the old camper trailer. I stood with a pounding heart. What was I supposed to do? I didn’t have enough gas to turn around.

“Wait,” I said. “I don’t have the gas to make it back to town.”

“Do you want a lift?” Casey asked. She was staring at me with big, shining eyes and a curious smile—a bit too excited by the idea of sharing a ride with me for a few hours.

“I suppose so,” I said. “And then I’ll find someone in town who can bring me back to my car with a jerry can. And then I guess I’ll start the long detour around. Looks like I’ll be driving into tomorrow.”

The girls made room for me on their back bench, pushing all of their suitcases into a mound on the left side, leaving me the middle, squished up next to Casey. She was still wearing nothing but her tiny bikini. Her body was warm, pressed up against mine. Up close I could see the freckles on her thighs. Those freckles were speckled all the way up to her bikini bottoms, and I couldn’t help but wonder if the lips of her puss were freckled as well. I looked away quickly, worried I would give off creepy vibes. That was the last thing I wanted: to spend three hours in a car with girls who thought that I was a pervert. Though it was hard to keep my sanity pressed up against a mostly-naked girl, radiating an amazing heat.

“So, Quint,” she said as we started the drive. It took Morgan a few minutes to turn the camper trailer around on that single lane highway. “Do you have a girlfriend?”

I laughed and shook my head. “No. I don’t really have the time, to be honest,” I said.

“But you like girls, right?” she said, staring into my eyes.

I laughed nervously. “Of course I do. I just run this little brewery, and it takes up most of my time. It wouldn’t really be fair to a girl if I was gone all of the time—you know?”

She giggled. “That’s cute,” she said. She was wearing a very sweet perfume: a mix of vanilla and candy—something a teenager might wear, though I didn’t mind. It was five minutes into the drive when she put her hand on my thigh. I pretended not to notice. It was a minute after that when she gently slid that hand up, maybe trying to see if I would react. I wasn’t sure if I should react. I didn’t want to offend her, but I didn’t want to give her the wrong idea either.

The girls had a suitcase on the center console, so it was hard to see Morgan and Gracie sitting up front—and even if they turned around, they wouldn’t be able to see anything below our chests in the back.

Casey slid her hand up further, inching closer to my crotch. I took a deep breath, biting down hard on my tongue, trying as hard as I could to pretend like I didn’t notice anything.

“Tell me what you like to do, Quint,” she said, staring into my eyes.

“What I like to do?” I asked. My heart was racing. We still had a long drive ahead of us. “Well. I like to play the guitar, when I have time. I like working. That’s actually what this trip is for.”

“What else do you like?” she asked, sliding her hand up further, getting her fingertips onto my bulge. I perked up and became tense. Was she really hitting on me, or was she just messing around?

“Um—I don’t know,” I said. Again, that hand moved up, now on top of my crotch. She began to massage me through my pants. “I—uh—I guess I like to watch movies.” I didn’t know what to say. I couldn’t even remember her question. My head was spinning and my heart was racing. I bit down on my tongue and I closed my eyes, trying to calm my nerves.

Her fingers began to nestled down the front of my pants. I looked down at her freckled wrist as her hand found my manhood. She clutched and rubbed, squeezing and wrapping her chubby fingers around my girth. I bit hard on my tongue to stop the moan that wanted to escape my mouth. I took a deep breath. She had her bare hand on my meat. She wasn’t just messing around. And I wasn’t about to turn her down. I hadn’t gotten off with another woman in years. Since our business starting taking off, I only ever came using my right hand. This was a nice change of pace. This was bliss.

She had me erect in moments. Then she started to pull back my foreskin so she could rub my swollen, throbbing tip. She was still staring into my eyes with that smile on her face. I thought for a moment about how inconvenient it would be to ejaculate into my own boxers. I would be stuck in those boxers until I made it back home, unless I wanted to throw them in the trash in town and then be without underwear during the long detour around the rockslide, and then for the long drive home: a round-trip that I always did in a single day, to save money on hotels.

But the inconvenience was worth it. I wanted to come. I wanted her to squeeze white ooze out from my throbber. I wanted to lean over and kiss her, to make out with her. I wanted to suck on her freckled neck. I reached my own hand over, placing it gently on her soft abdomen before sliding down towards her bikini bottoms. She suddenly grabbed my wrist to stop me, apparently not wanted to be fingered in return. She looked into my eyes and shook her head with a curious smile. Then she pulled my hand up to her breast, which was soft and squishy. But I felt strange squeezing her rack, as I wanted to keep all the sexy business below eyesight of the girls up front. But it was hard to deny her what she wanted, especially when her tiny top slipped off of her big, bouncy breasts. Her nipples were perky. She didn’t seem nervous at all about the girls up front looking back. I reached my other hand over, so I could fondle both of her breasts at the same time. Then I took her nipples and gently rolled them between my fingers, making them even harder and perkier.

Then I felt the tingle between my legs. She was squeezing harder, tugging up and down, mashing my tip into the front of my pants. I trembled and tried to hold back my orgasm. I groaned quietly, flexing the muscles in my legs.

Then I came. And as I came, the truck suddenly came to a stop making us all jolt forward. She squeezed my shaft firmly in response to the sudden stop: maybe a bit too tight, but it made the orgasm even better. I filled my boxers with warm come before looking up to see another pile of rocks on the road. “Uh oh,” Morgan said from the front seat.

“Uh oh is right,” said Gracie. Then Gracie looked back. Casey still had her hand down my pants. She was still squeezing the last bit of come from my manhood. Thankfully, that business was below Gracie’s line of sight. “I guess we’re stuck on the highway for a few days.”

“Is it safe?” Casey asked.

Gracie shrugged her shoulders. “It just is what it is. Unless you want to climb the rocks and hike to town—but that’s an eighty mile hike.”

Casey didn’t seem too upset about the second rockslide. She reached her hand further down into my pants to feel my expulsion. Then she pulled her hand out and brought it to her lips while her friends were looking forward. She pressed a finger into her mouth and winked at me while she tasted my load.

I smiled nervously, excited to be stuck with a complete slut, but terrified to be stuck on a potentially deadly highway.


CHAPTER III

We returned to my car. The girls let me out. As I stood up, I could feel my ooze running down my thigh, trickling out from my boxers. It was an uncomfortable feeling—especially now that I knew I would be stuck with only those boxers for days. I went into my trunk, hoping to find some miraculous change of clothing from a previous trip, but my trunk was empty. I never brought anything with me, always completing my round-trip in a single day. I never had to worry about being stuck in come-filled boxers for days at a time.

“Where did you find reception?” I asked Gracie.

She pointed up to the top of the mountain. “I found one bar, way up, before it was too steep to go further.”

“Thanks,” I said. And then I noticed that she was looking into my eyes with that warm smile on her face: the same smile that made me blush. I nodded my head and turned away, starting my trek up the mountain so I could let my business partner know to contact our sellers in Vancouver, to let them know that I wouldn’t be making it that evening.

It was a long walk before I reached that steep cliff. I checked my phone, but I didn’t have any reception. I walked along the cliff for ten minutes, staring at my phone, waiting for a bar to appear, but I had nothing. It was a complete dead zone. Maybe it was time to switch providers.

The woods were starting to darken as the sun was setting behind the mountains. I needed to make it back to my car before it was too dark to safely navigate the forest. By the time I reached our vehicles, it was almost dark. It got dark fast in those mountains.

The girls were in their camper trailer, playing some music with the lights turned on. I could hear them giggling, but I couldn’t hear their jokes. I looked from their lively unit to my cold, quiet car. Then I got settled in, ready to spend the night in that uncomfortable sedan. I reclined my seat and ate the last of my bag of peanuts: the only food I had to survive off of until the rockslide was cleared. At some point I would have to ask the girls for some food and water.

I squirmed in my seat, trying to nestle my back into a comfortable position, which was difficult because of the loose spring sticking up into the small of my back. I looked down at the clock, defeated to see that only an hour had gone by since I got back into my car. The air was starting to cool off, but I was afraid to run my heater and kill my battery. I didn’t even have a sweater to put on over my t-shirt. And now, my boxers were especially uncomfortable with my come starting to harden, sticking the fabric to my skin.

I tried to kill time by staring forward at the stars as they began to appear in the sky. Within minutes, there were hundreds of them, and then thousands. I hadn’t seen the stars so clearly since I was a kid and my dad would take me out camping. I could see the whole band of the Milky Way, and then I saw my first shooting star of the night.

A tapping at my window made me jump. I looked over and saw Casey staring at me through the glass, motioning for me to open my window with the hand crank—so I did. “What’s up?” I asked.

“We were wondering if you wanted to come and spend the night with us. You can’t possibly be comfortable in that seat.”

Normally I would have politely declined the offer, not wanting to impose myself. But now, only a couple of hours had gone by and I was already starting to lose my mind, worried I wouldn’t be able to sleep in the uncomfortable seat. “Do you have another bed?” I asked.

“We have three. You can share a bed with me,” she said, gently biting her bottom lip.

My heart pounced. Now I really couldn’t say now. I sat up and opened my door, stepping out onto the cool mountain highway. Casey stepped up close to me and put her lips next to my ear. “You can have a pair of my panties, if you want. They’d probably be more comfortable.”

I laughed, feeling awkward. It was a silly idea, and one that made me wildly uncomfortable, but it wasn’t a terrible idea. I needed to wear something to stop the tip of my shaft from chaffing against the fly of my jeans—and I definitely had to get out from my messy boxers, before they got too crusty and gross. I bit down on my tongue and said, “Only because I have nothing else.”

She smiled and then she started skipping back to the small camper. I followed her inside.

The other girls were sitting at the far end of the unit, around a small table, playing a board game with colourful pieces. Next to the door were a bunk bed and a door that led into a small bathroom. “It’s kind of tight. I hope you don’t mind,” Morgan said, holding a set of cards in her hand.

“It’s not tight compared to my car,” I said. The girls giggled. Then I felt something soft being placed in my hand.

I looked down and saw a pair of red velvet panties. Casey motioned towards the bathroom, so I slipped inside. I have to admit: I felt ridiculously awkward putting the panties on under my jeans, though they were way more comfortable than my boxers. I folded the boxers into a tight square and stuffed them into my pocket. I could deal with them later.

Then I washed my hands in the little sink and slipped back out. “I thought you said there were three beds?” I said to Casey.

“The couch they’re sitting on turns into a bed,” she said. “That’s where we’ll sleep. It’s the biggest bed in the camper.” She took a seat next to Gracie, and then she patted a small empty space between herself and Morgan. “You can come sit, and play with us.”

I walked over cautiously. The whole unit was painted pink and it smelled of patchouli. All of the dishware and cups were pink and lavender. Windowsills were lined with fake flowers in tiny pots. “Where were you going camping?” I asked.

“A campsite just fifteen minutes from here,” Casey said. Her hand was back on my thigh, making me stiff and nervous.

Morgan’s bare thigh was pressed against me. Her legs were incredibly long and smooth, belonging on the cover of some magazine. Gracie passed me a small stack of cards. I grabbed them hesitantly, looking at them, not sure what any of the symbols meant. “How do I play?” I asked.

“You’ll figure it out,” she said with that cute smile. She looked into my eyes for a brief moment, and then I had to bite hard on my tongue to force myself to look away, not wanting to make her uncomfortable.

The girls took their turns. It seemed like a simple board game with dice and cards and a few different game pieces. She was right: I figured it out pretty quickly, and it was a fun way to pass the next few hours—especially once Morgan said, “I wish we had booze.” She looked at me. “We were supposed to meet a friend of ours at the campsite, and it was her job to bring all the liquor.”

“I have beer,” I said. “Lots of it. Want me to grab it?”

The girls stared at me with wide eyes. I sprung to my feet, excited to have something to contribute to the night. I brought a whole case. Everyone took a can. “This is really good,” said Gracie.

“Thanks. We brew it ourselves. But it’s stronger than normal beer, so don’t drink it too fast.”

She smiled. “I can handle it.”

Another couple of hours went by. I looked at my watch and saw that it was almost 2:00 AM. I had to pee, so I stood up. We’d been doing our business outside since we started drinking, to keep the pressure off of the camper’s tank. “I’m just going to use the bathroom,” I said.

I was almost at the door when Morgan stood up and said, “Me too.” I held the door open for her, but she insisted that I go first. I started walking into the woods, but I could sense her walking closely behind me. So I turned slightly to head further down the highway, to give her some privacy, thinking I might be in the spot she wanted, but again she followed me.

I looked back with a smile. “Sorry. Am I in your spot?” I was trying to be polite, but I was fairly sure that she was following me.

She looked back at the camper, which was far away now: a small orange glow against a black background. Then she looked back at me. “Do you have a big dick?”

The question took me by surprise, making me stutter. “Excuse me?”

“Show it to me,” she said with a smile. “C’mon. Just for fun.”

I looked around. “I—I don’t know if that’s a great idea,” I said.

“I won’t tell anyone. Just show me. Here…” She grabbed the straps of her shirt and slipped them over her shoulders. Then she gently pulled down her top, exposing her perky bra-less rack. My lips parted. Her breasts were perfect: perky and round, with her nipples almost pointing up in the air, as if they belonged on a 50s pinup model. “Now show me your dick.”

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. My gut was churning. I was from a small town, raised around girls who were all saving themselves for marriage. I wasn’t used to slutty chicks. I wasn’t used to city girls. I didn’t want to offend her, so I grabbed my belt and began to unbuckle it. Then I saw the red glimmer of my panties and stopped. I looked up at her with redness suddenly filling my cheeks. “Uh, your friend let me borrow some undies,” I said. My voice cracked. “It’s a long story. Oh God, this is so embarrassing.”

“Don’t be embarrassed. Just show me.”

I pulled down my pants, showing off my red panties. She giggled, covering her plump lips with her hand. I bit hard on my tongue and then I pulled down my panties. She shook her head.

“No—I don’t want to see it soft. I want to see it hard. I want to see how big it is.” She took a step closer. “Need help?”

I was frozen, unsure of what to do. I felt like I was being pranked or made fun of somehow. She kept stepping forward, until she was right in front of me. Then she reached down and grabbed my flaccid member. She began to stroke it gently, giggling slightly as blood began to rush between my legs. “I’m not used to this,” I said.

“Used to what?” She looked into my eyes with her big, blue eyes.

“Girls being so… forward,” I said.

She winked at me. “You aren’t used to sluts—is that what you’re trying to say?”

Now I could feel my face turning dark red. It was exactly what I was trying to say, but I didn’t want to be rude. Her genital massage felt nice, working up and down my throbbing shaft, making it hard all over. My tip emerged from my foreskin, swelling thick as it reached into the air. She gave it one last tug before letting go and stepping back. She giggled again, nodding her head. “I guess it’s pretty big,” she said.

“Thanks—I think,” I said. My heart was racing faster than ever before—and I once ran a marathon.

She spat into the palm of her hand and then reached down, slipping her fingers around my girth again. Then she started to jerk me, sliding her saliva up and down, coating me with her warm juice. I looked down at her body, which was hard to see in the darkness of the mountains. I reached out and grabbed one of her breasts, squeezing it. She had small breasts—not like her short friend in the camper. But her nipples were just as big and perky and fun to play with. She giggled as I gently pinched them, then she turned her back to me, still holding onto my shaft with one hand. She pulled me forward, as if my member was a leash, then she used her free hand to pull her bottoms to the side, exposing her whole perky bum. She jammed my tip between her butt cheeks and began to squish it inside of her hole. It was a moment before I realized it was her butthole and not her wet snatch.

“Shit,” I muttered. I’d never penetrated an anus before. Anal wasn’t something I was used to, but I certainly wasn’t opposed. Maybe she just didn’t want to risk getting pregnant. Or maybe she had a strong fetish for back door play. I wasn’t about to ask. I grabbed her hips and I began to push my shaft into her body. She tilted her head back and groaned as I sunk deep. I was impressed by how she was able to take it: my entire length, until my pelvis was pressed against her perky tush.

Then she reached back and grabbed my hand. She brought it around her front and placed it on her pelvis before sliding it down onto her crotch. There was a strange bulge, which I assumed at first was just in my imagination: maybe her panties were just awkwardly bunched up. And then I explored the bulge with my fingertips and I felt it throbbing. My next thought was that she had exceptionally plump lips between her thighs, and then I felt her tip. I froze, feeling her foreskin being pulled back as she stretched out. “Are—Are you a tranny?” I asked.

She giggled. “Are you serious?” she asked.

I didn’t know what to say. I could feel her shaft throbbing, and it was big: too big to be mistaken.

“Wait—you’re serious. You didn’t know?” she said.

“Know what?” I said. My mind was racing with a million different thoughts.

“I’m trans. So is Casey and so is Gracie,” she said.

My heart skipped a number of beats as my skin became cold. I had my shaft buried inside the tight back door of a transgender woman: a biological man. Earlier that day, I received a handjob from another biological man. And later, I was set to sleep in a small bed, pressed up against the soft body of a freckled biological man. I felt sick and confused and shocked all at the same time.

“Is that a problem?” she asked.

But I couldn’t offend her. I had nowhere to go over the next few days. I couldn’t just sleep in my horribly uncomfortable car, with nothing to eat, because I was grossed out by the reality of the girls. I still had my hand on her growing erection. I still had my manhood sunken deep in her puckering hole. “I—I don’t think so,” I managed to say. My body was trembling. The lump in my throat was growing thick, nearly the size of a grapefruit now. I couldn’t offend her. I couldn’t spend the next few days in misery because I felt like I was too manly to be involved with a tranny.

She bent forward. “Then go ahead. Pound my little ass,” she said, pressing her hands against a nearby tree.

I began to thrust slowly, overly-conscious about that slight manly twang in her voice, and her perky bum, which could have easily belonged to a thin man who spent extra time in the gym doing squats (and waxing every so often). I knew that I should feel sick, but I couldn’t make myself shudder for some reason: maybe because she still had the body of a vixen and the face of a model. I just needed to get the act over with. I just needed to finish so we could go back to the camper, so I could go to sleep and try to forget the fact that I fell for three traps in the middle of nowhere.

I began to thrust fast, pumping her tush with my long erection. Why was I still hard? Didn’t my shaft care that she was technically a man? I closed my eyes and ran my hands gently up her sides, feeling her soft skin before cupping her small breasts. I squeezed. Were the breasts real or were they impressive implants? Could breasts like hers be grown from hormone pills?

I pumped faster, grunting as her tight hole clenched my shaft, sending a pulse of warm euphoria through my body. I groaned and trembled. I was close. I could feel that tingling. I could feel my orgasm approaching. I sunk my fingertips into her sides and she moaned loudly. Then she grabbed my hand and stuffed it back between her legs. “Finish me off,” she said between moans. I awkwardly grabbed her shaft, which she managed to slip out from her tiny bottoms. I held it firmly and beat it quickly. Then I felt it bloating up. I looked over her shoulder to see it, unable to fight the urge. As I looked, blasts of thick cream spewed onto the tree and the forest floor.

The sight should have made me go limp, but instead, it was the last bit of arousal I needed. I groaned loudly and I came inside of her back door. She swayed her bum gently as I filled her deep. I still had my fingers curled around her shaft, feeling it throbbing as a glob of her warm come dribbled down my fingers. I squeezed out her last glob before letting go and pulling back. She was careful not to touch her shaft to her clothes, looking around for a leaf to wipe the remainder off of her tip. “We only have clothes for a couple of nights, so we have to be careful,” she said.

“Sure,” I said. My mind was still racing. I just had unprotected intercourse with a stranger—who happened to be born a male. Such a concept was completely taboo where I was from. And now, I wasn’t sure how to make any sense of it in my head. I looked into her eyes as she smiled. She was pretty. She was convincing. But deep down, I knew the truth, and that truth wasn’t going anywhere. 


CHAPTER IV

The girls were already in bed when I arrived back at the camper. Morgan thought it would be a good idea to head back five minutes before me, so for five minutes, I sat out in the woods, in the darkness, trying to count the seconds in my head while the trees groaned eerily around me. Every little breeze put me on edge: what if one little breeze was enough to elicit another rock slide? What if another barrage of rocks came down and crushed us in that little camper trailer?

I carefully closed the door in the dark camper and crept over to the bed that Casey was sleeping on. She was looking up at me with a smile. Now I knew her reality: she was trans, just like her friend. It explained her slightly strange voice, and it also explained why she was so good at rubbing me between my legs. She knew just where to rub because she had years of practise on herself.

“Are you going to lay down?” she whispered. The other side of the camper was dark where the other girls were sleeping. Could they see us? I looked back and noticed that there was a curtain in the middle of the hallway, drawn closed to create some privacy between the bunk beds and our larger couch bed. I wasn’t sure I wanted to have privacy.

I crawled under the sheets, keeping my back to Casey. “Goodnight,” I said, trying to sound polite.

She tapped on my shoulder and whispered, “Turn around.” I hesitated. Why wasn’t she tired? In a few hours it would be morning. She’d consumed at least four very strong beers. Why wasn’t she passed out like her friends? I turned around and looked into her big eyes. I tried my best not to imagine her without makeup and eyelash extensions. I didn’t want to think of her as a man. I didn’t want to accept the fact that I got a handjob from a biological boy.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“I’m drunk,” she said.

“Did you drink some water? You don’t want to get a hangover,” I said.

She giggled. “Cuddle me.” She flipped over and began to nestle her curvy, soft body against me. I froze as her bum nestled into my lap. “Take off your jeans. They must be so uncomfortable.”

My heart stuttered. It was only the first night stuck with the girls. How was I going to survive? How was I going to keep my mouth shut about their biological realities for three whole days? Maybe I just needed to hike to town. Maybe I was better off trekking down the long highway alone, spending a night or two sleeping under the stars with an empty stomach.

I reached down and unclipped my belt. I awkwardly pulled down my jeans, leaving me in just my panties. She nestled her bum back again, and then giggled, feeling the satin of my panties. She was wearing nothing but panties herself. She reached back and grabbed my hand, pulling it over her body, pressing it against her soft rack. Those breasts sure felt real through that thin t-shirt. She kept nudging her bum back, until it was pressed as hard as possible against my shaft. I could feel the contour of both of her cheeks, hugging my length like two warm water balloons. I closed my eyes and bit my tongue. I’d already gotten off twice in the past twelve hours. The thought of having more intercourse was painful enough. My rod needed some time to recover. But now, I could feel a throbbing. I was getting another erection, no matter how hard I tried to remind myself that the warm bum belonged to a warm boy. It didn’t help that I could feel her big, perky nipples, or that she smelled like the girl I had a crush on in high school.

But I knew the erection would give her the wrong idea. I knew that she would want to be penetrated the moment she felt it. I didn’t want to sleep with another tranny. I didn’t want to lock myself into a third ejaculation, which could take a whole hour, if it was even possible. I hadn’t come three times in a single day since I was thirteen years old and just discovering pornography.

She giggled as my shaft throbbed against her crack. She could feel it. It was too late. She reached her hand under the covers and yanked down her panties before reaching back to yank down mine. I didn’t know how to turn her down. I wanted to sleep in that bed, and it quickly seemed like that meant putting out. She grabbed my shaft and aimed it at her butthole. She let go for five seconds: long enough to spit into her hand before reaching back again, to coat my shaft with her warm saliva.

I was tempted to tell her that I’d just pounded her friend not even fifteen minutes before that moment. My shaft was still raw from sliding in and out of one tight tush. I wasn’t sure I could handle another. But I was shocked into silence, feeling strangely like a prisoner. She pressed my wet tip against her tight hole and began to push her bum back. My shaft slid down, missing her hole and poking between her legs, into something soft and squishy—I was pretty sure it was her ball sack. I bit down on my tongue and tried to convince myself that it was something else: maybe she had loose lips, and that’s all I felt. But then why did she want it in her bum just like her friend?

She aimed me properly again, this time keeping her hand in place until my tip was inside of her puckering and probably-freckled anus. I felt her anal walls constricting against my girth. I had no choice. I had to try to give it to her. I had to keep her happy so the next few days wouldn’t be completely miserable. I pushed in, sliding along her deep velvety cavern. She let a slight moan slip, making my heart shudder. I took a deep breath into my lungs. I have to admit: her bum felt nice; it was so warm and cushy. I could almost feel her cute freckles as I rubbed her large cheeks with my hands.

I began to thrust: in and out, using the whole length of my shaft. I closed my eyes and tried to imagine I was sleeping with a real girl: that my manhood was buried in a cute girl’s womanhood. The sound of her gentle moaning helped: it lacked that masculine twang that was in her voice. Her breasts helped as well; they certainly weren’t implants. Their size was impressive: possibly created from many years on hormone pills. I squeezed them and rubbed them and jiggled them, trying to make my orgasm arrive sooner. And strangely, I could feel the tingling after just a couple of minutes. Maybe this wouldn’t take hours. Maybe she was more arousing that I thought. But was that a good thing? Was that really better? Did I want to think that I could get off three times with trannies in just a handful of hours? I was never able to do anything similar with any ex-girlfriends.

Suddenly, a curiosity overwhelmed me. I wanted to know what was between her legs. I wanted to confirm what Morgan told me: that these girls were all t-girls. Maybe that was a lie. I couldn’t stand the uncertainty. So I slid my hand down from her breasts, across her soft tummy and across her hairy pelvis. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, and then she grabbed my wrist, stopping me from exploring further.

“What’s wrong?” I whispered.

“I—I just don’t want you to do that,” she said.

“Why not?”

She was silent for a moment while we took a short break: my erection still deep in her anus. “There’s something I haven’t told you. I—I’m trans.”

I wasn’t sure what to say. “I know. Your friend told me,” I said.

“Really? And you don’t mind?”

A cold shiver went through my body. “I don’t mind,” I said, lying. I wished she were a woman. That camper would be my ultimate fantasy if she had a warm, wet slit. But instead, I felt like I was trapped in a sort of nightmare. She let go of my wrist, but now I had no reason to reach down. She’d confirmed her reality with her words—but I couldn’t just not follow through. Now I had to touch her, and I had to squeeze her, and I had to stroke her. I bit down on my tongue and reached an inch further. Then I felt it and gasped. It was thick: as thick as my wrist, and as long as my forearm. I couldn’t believe how big it was. Where was she hiding it in that tiny bikini earlier? I could hardly wrap my fingers around it. She moaned as I clenched around her tip.

I tried to fight away the disgusted shudder that wanted to take over my body. I was clutching a massive erection that didn’t belong to me. “Stroke it,” she whispered. I hesitated, wishing I could go back in time and never reach down from her breasts. Or maybe I could go further back, and never turn off onto that scenic route. I began to stroke her shaft, pulling her foreskin down to expose her mighty tip. I continued thrusting: slowly at first before picking up pace.

“Faster,” she whispered. I was terrified her friends would wake up and hear us. I pumped her fasted, thrusting harder with my pelvis. “Oh God, give it to me.” I could feel her soft body jiggling slightly with each penetration. I kind of liked it. I was even a bit aroused by her throbber in my hand, which somehow felt feminine, even though it was so much bigger than mine.

That tingling between my legs was getting stronger. I tensed up and groaned. I was really about to come again! I didn’t think it was possible, but it ended up coming so quickly. I clutched her shaft and began to slap my pelvis against her soft tush. The camper was rocking slightly, squeezing as the old suspension moved from side to side. “Oh God,” I groaned, and then I began to fill her deep hole. She moaned loudly—too loudly. I let go of her shaft and covered her mouth, and that’s when I felt a wetness on my fingers. I leaned over and looked at my hand and saw big globs of white come oozing over my knuckles. Apparently she came, and now she was licking her own substance off of my fingers.

I pulled my shaft out from her puckering hole, letting my third load of the day flow out of her. There was a tissue box nearby. We used tissues to clean up quietly, and then she snuggled back into me. “Goodnight,” she said with a smile in her voice. My heart was pounding with a combination of exhilaration and terror.

I came way too quickly; that wasn’t right. Why was I so aroused? Even now that my orgasm was over, I was still erect, still throbbing, still revelling in the thought of her massive shaft exploding white goo all over her own body.

I needed to sleep. I needed to wake up with a clear head, so I could seriously talk some sense into myself. 


CHAPTER V

When I woke up, the camper was empty. I sat up slowly, letting my eyes adjust to the bright light that was beaming in through the thin whitish pink curtains. My brain wasn’t fully functioning yet. I could hear some laughter coming from outside. And then the smell of bacon slipped up into my nostrils, combined with the smell of fresh coffee. I rose to my feet. My stomach rumbled. I hadn’t eaten anything since finishing off my small bag of gas station peanuts.

I opened the door, feeling the warm summer heat on my body. The girls were ahead of me, on the side of the road. They had a little bonfire going, with a pot of steaming coffee being passed around. They all turned to look at me. I smiled and waved, and then they all started to giggle. That’s when I remembered that I’d taken off my jeans the night before, and I’d fallen asleep in Casey’s red panties.

I suddenly reached down to cover my crotch. “Sorry,” I said, feeling my face turning red. “I—I forgot I didn’t have pants.” I jumped back into the camper while the girls continued to giggle. I pulled up my pants and waited a moment for the humiliation to wash away. At least they weren’t disturbed or creeped out. They thought it was funny, and the best thing I could do was laugh along with them. So I stepped back out, forced a smile, and I took a seat on a nearby log. “How did everyone sleep?” I asked, hoping to make them forget about the embarrassing sight of me in a pair of red panties.

They all smiled and nodded. Then they passed me a cup of coffee. It was five minutes later when they slipped a plate of bacon and eggs onto my lap. It was the first plate. “You really don’t have to feed me like this,” I said. “You’re all being so nice to me.”

“We’ve got lots of food,” Gracie said with her trademark smile.

“Well thank you. It means a lot,” I said.

“I’m a big fan of your beer,” she said.

“That’s great,” I said. “It took a long time to get it to taste just right.”

“No, I mean I’m a big fan. Whenever I’m in Vancouver, I always buy it. It’s my go-to beer if it’s in stock,” she said. She was looking straight into my eyes. I’d never heard from a fan before. I’d heard similar comments from close relatives; I’d always just assumed they were being nice. But from a stranger: it was a real compliment. “I even have one of your hoodies. I think I have it packed.”

“No kidding,” I said. “We haven’t sold hoodies in three years.”

“I’ve been a fan for about that long,” she said. Her eyes flashed and my heart swelled. I bit down on my tongue and wished she were a real girl. She was beautiful, charming, and kind—exactly my type, aside from the appendage that I knew was hiding between her legs. Now, she was wearing a short red floral dress. It was a tiny bit see-through: see-through enough that I could see the contour of her breasts and the darkness of her nipples when the sunlight hit her from the right angle. It was hard not to admire her—hard to constantly remind myself that she was biologically male. I couldn’t let myself fall for her.

It was a few minutes later when I noticed that she was looking into my eyes while the other girls were talking. Her gaze was making me tingle all over, making me feel intimidated, like I was a thirteen-year-old boy in front of his crush, all over again. I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. “I think I’m going to hike up the mountain and see if I can’t find some reception to make a call,” I said.

“Maybe I’ll come with you,” Gracie said. “Maybe I can get an update about the highway.”

I nodded my head slowly. “Okay,” I said. But really, I just wanted to get away from her. I needed some fresh air so I could clear the nonsense in my head. This terrible idea was growing in my brain: what if I did get into a relationship with a tranny? Would anyone be able to tell? She was so convincing and so beautiful. But she was a man. It was inevitable that my close family would find out. It couldn’t possibly remain a secret forever. After all, she had a tiny bit of that masculine twang in her voice, and there was the slightest Adam’s apple on her throat. Not to mention the big bulge I kept catching quick glimpses of every time she went to cross her legs.

But now I was stuck with her: stuck with that terrible seed of an idea in my head. She was walking close to me: close enough that I could smell her incredible perfume. I looked over at her with a smile. “So I bet this wasn’t the camping trip you were expecting, huh?” I said.

“I don’t mind. It’s an adventure,” she said.

“Right. An adventure,” I said.

“Is your business partner going to be mad?” she asked.

“I think he’ll understand when I tell him that I got stuck between two rockslides.”

She giggled.

“What’s funny?” I asked.

“I just think you’re cute,” she said. My heart swelled. “Do you want to hold my hand?” My heart bounced a beat. Why was she coming on so strong? Was she just like her friends? Was she just as horny? Did she want to sleep with me?

“Okay,” I said. I took her hand awkwardly. It was exactly what I didn’t want: to feel her petite, soft hand in mine—to know that a relationship was likely possible, as long as I was willing to commit. I didn’t want the option. I didn’t want to be drawn any closer to her. I just wanted to leave. I wanted to forget about her and her friends. I wanted to go back to my old, comfortable life, which didn’t include pretty trannies and confusing thoughts that would inevitably leave me disowned and humiliated.

But her hand felt so right in mine. It didn’t feel boyish—but that made the confusion in my mind even worse. If it didn’t feel wrong, then what did that say about me? Was I discovering that I was some sort of bisexual? I always thought about something my dad said whenever I heard the word bisexual: ‘There’s no such thing as a bisexual. Just a filthy degenerate.’ He grew up in a different time, and now he was gone—but what would he think of this scene now: me walking hand-in-hand with a t-girl, fantasizing about pinning her against a tree and exploring her tight tush with my hard manhood.

“Do you like my friend, Casey?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “She’s a nice girl. I don’t really know her.”

“She likes you,” she said.

“Oh. Really. You mean, like, she likes me?”

Gracie looked into my eyes and smiled with a nod. “That’s what she said.”

I bit down on my tongue, and then I let a nervous laugh slip. “Well then she probably wouldn’t like us holding hands then, right?” I said. I regretted the words right away, worried she would let go of my hand. I didn’t want her to let go—even though I did.

“We don’t have to tell her,” Gracie said. “If I’m going to be honest, Quint, I kind of like you too. But I’m a bit more shy than Casey.”

“You like me?” I said.

She blushed and looked away. “I’m sorry. I’m not trying to make you uncomfortable. I just think you’re cute. Maybe we shouldn’t be holding hands. Maybe that’s not fair to Casey, or to you.” She let go of my hand, making an emptiness swell inside of me.

My heart began to race. “Casey’s a nice girl, but honestly, you’re more of my type.” I laughed. “I’m not sure I would really be able to keep up with Casey.”

“She can be a lot,” Gracie said. “But you don’t really know me. How can you know I’m your type?” She looked into my eyes. Her cheeks were dark red.

“Well, first of all, you’re brunette, and I’ve always had a thing for brunettes. You’ve got beautiful eyes, and a perfect body. But more than anything, you’re kind and sweet. I like that you’re soft spoken. Your smile is perfect.” I cleared my throat, remembering I was talking to someone I’d just met—and someone who was once a boy. “Anyway—I’m not trying to make you uncomfortable. I don’t want to put you and your friends in an awkward position.”

“Casey would understand if you wanted to be with me,” she said. Her eyes were suddenly beaming. “We can share the big bed tonight. I doubt she would mind.”

I laughed nervously again, feeling like I was being put in a horribly awkward position. “Maybe,” I said. “Or maybe they’ll get the road cleared tonight and then I can text you. We can meet up back in town or something.”

She nodded her head. “So you know I’m trans, right?” she said.

I nodded my head. “Yeah. I think Morgan mentioned it.” I forced a smile. The reminder should have slapped some sense into me, but instead, I was still trying to think of a sly way to get her hand back in mine.

“You don’t mind?” she asked.

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s 2020, right?”

She smiled. “I don’t want to make you uncomfortable, but if you really want to pick me over Casey, you should probably know something.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“I like being on top.”

I froze for a long moment as the comment sunk in. “On top?” I said. My voice cracked slightly.

“Yeah,” she said. Then she laughed nervously. “So that’s the twist. I don’t mind being the bottom from time to time, but I prefer to be on top. Oh gosh, I feel so embarrassed, telling you this.”

“Don’t be embarrassed. It’s fine.”

“It’s fine?” she said. “You don’t mind?”

I shrugged my shoulders. I didn’t know what to do. My mind was racing and my gut was turning. I didn’t want to be penetrated, but I didn’t want to offend her. I still couldn’t bring myself to look away from her amazing eyes and that adorable smile. She was my dream girl, but she wasn’t a girl, and she didn’t like taking it like a girl. And where did that leave me? “I’m always open to new things,” I said, sounding so ridiculous.

She smiled. “And just a warning—I’m kind of big. That’s not a problem, is it?”

I shook my head. My heart was still racing. “Not at all. The bigger the better.” I laughed, regretting every word that fell out from my mouth. Everything was falling apart. I wanted that crew to show up, to clean up those rocks so I could go home and get far, far away from the trannies.

She blushed. “Take off your clothes,” she said.

I paused. “Here?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “I’ll take mine off too. We’ll do it together. Ready?” She grabbed the base of her dress and then she lifted it up over her head, exposing her breasts and her perfect body. My heart stuttered. I took off my shirt and then I awkwardly began to unbuckle my jeans. “I’m just borrowing your friend’s underwear,” I said. “I only had the one pair.”

She giggled. “It’s fine. I think they’re cute on you.” I pulled my pants down, but I wasn’t sure why.

“We’ll do our panties at the same time. Ready?” she said. She grabbed her panties and I grabbed mine. Why was I doing this? Why was I followed her command? Was I seriously so infatuated that I was willing to let her have her way with me? How bad could it be? I’d already banged both of her friends. They seemed to like taking it from behind, so maybe I would like it too. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad…

Her panties went down. I tugged mine down to my knees, then I froze seeing her long shaft falling down, hanging low like a long, dangling piece of raw meat.

She bit her bottom lip. “I told you I was kind of big.”

I nodded my head, lips parting. Then I cleared my throat. “It’s fine,” I said.

“Drop to your knees,” she said. So I followed the command. She walked forward. Her long shaft swung from side to side. I couldn’t believe a girl could have such a thing between her legs! It was monstrous in size: big enough to make male porn stars look small. She slipped her fingers under the heavy item and pulled it forward, towards my lips. “Open your mouth.” That confusion began to set in again. I could only smell floral perfume, but her long member was filling my vision. My jaw trembled as I parted my lips. She reached down and tilted my head up with one hand, using the other to stuff a few inches of her snake into my mouth. It was so long that the mid-section drooped down before curving back up towards her pelvis. But that drooping didn’t last long. She started to throb and her shaft began to harden and extend.

I closed my eyes and tried my best to suck, feeling her foreskin as it pulled backwards. I groaned with discomfort. I felt her tiny hole with the tip of my tongue: a hole I’d never wanted to feel with any part of my body before, especially my tongue. But it was strange because it didn’t have a musky flavour. Instead, it had a lavender taste. It was clean and slick. It grew thicker and thicker, until I had to open my mouth wider to accept it. She grabbed my head with both of her hands and gently began to thrust. “Do you like it?” she asked.

And I had no choice. I had to say yes, so I nodded my head and groaned the best yes that I could with a mouthful of a transgender erection. Now her shaft was pushing up against the roof of my mouth. It was poking into the back of my throat, even though I didn’t even have a third of it beyond my lips. She pushed far into my throat, making me gag. Then she pulled out, pulling out long strands of sticky saliva—and possibly some pre-come as well.

“I’m so hard,” she said, blushing.

I nodded my head. My heart was pounding with dread. I couldn’t believe how big she was: her shaft standing tall, pointing out. If she pulled it in towards her body, it would have been cradled between her breasts. It seemed impossible and fake, but I could see it throbbing.

“Turn around and bend over,” she said.

I remained frozen on my knees for a moment. “Are you sure?” I asked.

She nodded her head. And that fear of offending and upsetting came back. I had to do as I was told. She was keeping me alive, after all. I couldn’t live off of beer alone until we were rescued. I didn’t know how to hunt or how to pick an edible mushroom that wouldn’t leave me dead. So I turned around and carefully bent myself over a log. She stepped up behind me, surrounding me with her beautiful perfume. She pressed her shaft between my butt cheeks, making me feel small. Then she bent over me, pressing her amazing perky breasts against my back. “Ready?” she asked. I didn’t answer. I would never be ready. I just wanted it to be over, so I closed my eyes and tried to control my breathing.

Then she slid her shaft down until her thick tip was pressed against my hole. I groaned. She began to push it, lubricated by my own saliva. I clenched hard, and then I forced myself to relax, knowing I was just delaying the process. Her tip somehow penetrated me, making me tense up and gasp. She kept holding onto her long shaft so it wouldn’t buckle. It was long enough to need the extra support.

Then she pushed in deeper. I could feel her rigid member sliding inside of me, stretching my anal walls. I could feel it moving up through my gut, towards my stomach. Was the stretching going to be permanent? Would I need to wear diapers from now on? I groaned and squirmed. I could feel her veins pumping blood. I let out an uncomfortable whimper. “It’s so tight,” she moaned, as if I couldn’t tell.

“Please be gentle,” I said. She giggled without a response. Another wave of dread filled my body, and then I felt something else: a euphoric tingling, strong enough to make my legs tremble. An unwanted moan slipped out from my lips. She was pressing against my sweet spot: sending pulse waves of pleasure through my body. It felt so good, but so wrong at the same time.

She finally let go of her shaft. She had enough length inside of me that she no longer needed to hold on. Now she was holding my sides steady while she pushed deeper.

“You’re doing a good job,” she said.

I nodded my head, unable to speak, feeling like her swollen tip was inside of my throat. She paused for a moment as a warm breeze moved through the woods. Then she began to thrust in and out, driving downwards into my body with her long, rigid member. “Oh God,” I groaned, trembling all over. The pain was slight, the discomfort was intense, but the pleasure was overwhelming. My body tingled all over. My own appendage was beginning to harden between my thighs. I clenched and groaned and squirmed. She used both of her gentle hands to pin me down against that log. It was an uncomfortable position, but it was the perfect position for her to thrust in and out of my body.

She was unrelenting: picking up speed and force, going deeper and deeper until her pelvis made contact with my tush. She was talented: able to pull her whole shaft out between each deep penetration. It should have been absolute torture, but for some reason it felt so good. My erection was throbbing with intensity. I felt like I was going to erupt, even though I wasn’t touching myself—and I couldn’t touch myself if I wanted to because of how she had me pinned.

“My God, it feels so amazing,” she said. And I could feel her hardening even more inside of me. It didn’t seem possible. Somehow I could feel everything—apparently I had nerve endings deep inside of me. I could feel the contour of her tip, and I could feel all of her veins. Her pelvis slapped my butt loudly with each entry.

And then I could feel her shaft bloating wide. “I’m going to come inside of you,” she said.

“Okay,” I managed to say. The pleasure was so intense that I let out a scream before biting down hard enough on my tongue to draw blood.

I felt everything: every blast of hot ooze, deep in my body. I felt fuller than ever for a few blissful seconds, and then she pulled out, leaving me feeling emptier than ever in my life, as if all of my insides had suddenly been scooped out. I felt her big load flowing down my passageway, towards my hole. I felt it coming out while I was too exhausted to move. I felt it running down both of my thighs before pooling on the forest floor. And then I managed to sit up enough to notice the huge painting I made on the side of the log with my own ejaculate. Apparently she’d made me come with anal stimulation alone.

She grabbed my hand and helped me to my feet. Then she looked into my eyes with a big smile. “So do you want to sleep with me tonight?” she asked.

I bit down on my lip, feeling awkward. “Sure. As long as your friend doesn’t mind.”

She smiled, beaming with that cute, mousy smile. “She’ll be okay.”

She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips, making my heart surge suddenly. I felt my cheeks turning red, even though I was now more confused and terrified than ever before. Now I had a serious issue on my hand: I had two—maybe three—trannies that wanted me, and I just wanted to get home in one piece.


CHAPTER VI

Neither of us was able to find reception, so we could only hope that the original estimate was close to accurate. Thankfully, the girls had plenty of food and multiple large jugs of water in their camper. Unlike me, they were well prepared for anything. I just had beer, which they all seemed to like.

But as the evening approached and Casey asked me to grab a new case of beer, I began to panic. The girls were overwhelming without liquor; with it, they were borderline terrifying. They all got so horny. Even Morgan, after drinking a single beer, was giving me the same look that she gave me in the woods the night before. Casey cuddled up close to me, even though I saw her from a distance talking to Gracie: presumably about me. Though Casey didn’t seem to care that Gracie told her that I wanted to spend the night with her. She was determined to change my mind with her soft, warm body.

And I have to admit: the feeling of her smooth, soft skin pressed up against my body did make me think about our night together, under the covers. I definitely liked the idea of being on top more than being rammed by a gigantic shaft. Though when I remembered the feeling of that thick member throbbing inside of me, a tingling euphoria would crawl through me, warming my body, making me shudder as if I was about to have an orgasm all over again. I had to bite down on my tongue to bring myself back to reality.

And then there was Morgan, looking at me with her shining eyes every few minutes. She was the more experienced one of them. She knew how to seduce a man, only using those incredible eyes. She was hard to resist, especially when a strand of her long blonde fell in front of her face. There was something so sexy about that hair—maybe because I knew that she wanted me to pull on it while I was deep inside of her.

I was afraid to leave the campfire to relieve myself. I knew one of them would follow me. I knew that it was only a matter of time before they started fighting over me. They all seemed to want me, even though I was nothing particularly special. I wasn’t exceptionally handsome, I wasn’t terribly successful, and I wasn’t rich. So what did they see in me? Maybe it was just the fact that I was the only boy around.

It was late, and I was just about to suggest we all head off to sleep, and then Casey said, “Let’s play Truth or Dare.”

The other girls perked up. Morgan looked over at me with those beaming eyes. I tried not to return the look. “That sounds fun,” Gracie said. “Who wants to go first?”

“It was Casey’s idea. So I guess she can go first,” Morgan said, still looking at me, letting me know that I was going to be her target. Morgan got up and fetched some dice from the camper. “We can use these instead of a bottle. Two dice, four of us. So Casey can be one, two, and three. Gracie can be four, five, and six. I’ll be seven, eight, and nine. And Quint—you can be ten, eleven, and twelve.”

The girls all nodded. No one cared to ask me if I wanted to play. I didn’t want to play—but had they asked, I probably would have lied and gone along with it anyway, so it didn’t really make any difference.

Casey rolled two fives, adding up to ten. The girls all looked at me. “Truth or dare?” Casey said after a moment.

I laughed and shrugged. “I don’t know. Truth.” I bit down on my tongue, hoping for something light to start the game off.

“Name the last girl you slept with,” Casey said. Then my heart stammered. I looked over at Gracie, but she didn’t seem to be concerned. She had a gentle smile on her face and she was leaning forward slightly, waiting for me to say her name. So I nodded towards her.

“Uh, Gracie was the last girl I, uh, fooled around with,” I said, feeling a cold shiver inside of me. I was expecting Casey’s expression to drop. I was expecting her to become angry. But instead she giggled.

“I knew that,” she said. “I was just testing you to see if you would be honest.”

“Oh my God, seriously?” Morgan said with a chuckle. “You took Gracie’s virginity?”

Now Gracie’s face was red.

“What?” I said, looking at Gracie.

“You were sort of my first,” she said with a shy voice. My gut turned. I wasn’t sure whether to be terrified or proud. I forced a smile and then I looked down at my feet. The girls were too intense for me. It was only the first round of the game, and I was already feeling under an immense pressure.

“Okay, Quint. It’s your turn to roll.” Morgan handed me the dice. I shook them and slipped them down onto our little fold out side table. “Six. Who was six again?” I asked.

“Gracie,” said Casey.

I looked down at the dice.

“Truth,” Gracie said, biting her bottom lip. The girls all looked at me with their wide, beautiful eyes.

I laughed nervously. I wanted to play on their level, but I was terrified of making them uncomfortable—even though I was beginning to think there was very little that would make them uncomfortable. “Have, uh, you guys ever fooled around together?” I asked.

They all giggled. “A little bit,” Gracie said. I wasn’t sure what that meant, especially seeing as Gracie had supposedly been a virgin until our romp in the woods.

“Cool,” I said, nodding my head while my cheeks turned red.

Gracie took the dice and rolled: snake eyes. We all looked at Casey, who picked dare. Gracie’s face turned a darker shade of red than mine. Then she bit her lip with a smile and said, “Take off all your clothes and sit naked for the rest of the game.” Casey shrugged her shoulders and then she didn’t hesitate before getting naked, showing off her large, soft breasts, and her long flaccid member. I looked away, feeling overwhelmed. It was hard not to look at that shaft, which was sitting so peacefully underneath her soft made of ginger hair.

Casey took the dice and rolled. She rolled a three. “She rolled herself,” said Morgan. “That means we all get to decide what she does or says. Truth or dare, Casey?”

Casey shrugged. “Truth is boring. Let’s do dare.” She looked at me, in the eyes, making my heart tremble. She really didn’t seem to be upset that I fooled around with her friend after spending the night with her. The girls didn’t seem to have monogamous boundaries. I couldn’t help but wonder if they’d played this game before with men. Maybe this was all a big tease. Maybe Gracie wasn’t really a virgin and maybe they were just trying to make my head spin with confusion and nervousness.

“How’s about we dare her to stroke herself—until she comes,” suggested Morgan.

“I like that,” Gracie said with her shy voice. Then the girls turned to me, to see if I liked the idea. I opened my mouth but no words came out. Now I was terrified they would roll me again. I didn’t want to know what they would make me do or say

“Um, sure,” I said.

Casey bit her lip as she grabbed her shaft. She began to massage it, squishing it and tugging it while she aroused some blood flow into her member. I watched for five long seconds before forcing my gaze away. I could feel cold beads of sweat forming on the back of my neck. With her free hand, Casey rolled the dice.

“Nine,” she declared. We all looked at Morgan.

“Truth,” she said.

“Did you go out and have sex with Quint last night?” Casey asked, gently tugging her growing womanhood. It was already bigger. Her tip had already pushed out from her tight foreskin and it was swelling big and red atop her clenched fist. It was so hard not to stare. She had freckles on her shaft. Her ball sack was swelling and growing as she pumped.

It was a moment before I realized what Casey asked Morgan.

“You got me,” Morgan said, biting her bottom lip. “He was pretty good too.”

The girls all looked at me and giggled. They really didn’t seem to care that I’d fooled around with all of them. In fact, they seemed to like that I’d gotten around. It made them giggle and laugh and smile. Maybe this was all a big game to them, or maybe I was being indoctrinated slowly into some strange tranny cult.

Morgan rolled the dice. “Four,” she said. We all looked to Gracie.

“You can’t pick truth twice in a row,” Casey said just before letting a whimper slip from her lips. Now she was erect: tall, with her tip nearly touching her big, soft breasts. She pumped with long strides, letting her hand glide up and down, tugging her foreskin along her freckled pole. My God, it was so hard not to watch.

“Dare, I guess,” Gracie said.

“Sit on Casey’s lap,” Morgan said with a narrow-eyed smile.

Gracie’s whole face turned red. Her lips parted and then she let a nervous whimper slip out from her mouth. She looked over at Gracie’s lap: at her thick, swollen shaft. “Oh,” she said. “I’m not really a bottom.”

“How can you know if you never try it?” Morgan said. Then Morgan spat into her hand and reached over, grabbing Casey’s shaft and stroking it down and up, spreading that saliva around to make the pole glisten. “Go ahead. It’s nice and warm.” Morgan giggled before letting go of the impressive throbber.

Gracie stood up slowly. She walked over carefully and stopped in front of Casey. “Just be gentle,” she said softly. She reached under her long skirt and then pulled her panties down to her ankles. She spun around to face us and then she lowered herself down, covering the action with her long skirt. Casey did the aiming, using her clenched fist to get everything lined up. Gracie closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Then she gasped. Her eyes opened wide and her muscles flexed all over.

“Just relax,” Casey said, putting one hand on Gracie’s hip. Gracie sunk down slowly, being penetrated for the first time by a massive tranny member. Gracie trembled and moaned. “It feels good. Doesn’t it?”

Gracie nodded her head, unable to speak as if the shaft was pressed into her throat. She closed her eyes again, and then she started to slowly bounce. She moaned softly: a cute noise that made me want to drop to my knees and suck her long, thick member. It wasn’t long before that long member began to grow, pushing her skirt up, creating a massive bulge.

Morgan handed Gracie the dice. “Try to roll,” she said.

Gracie tossed the dice onto the ground. Morgan dropped down to read the roll. “Two sixes,” she said. My heart sunk into my stomach. Morgan and Casey looked at me. Gracie was too distracted to care what she rolled.

I knew I couldn’t pick dare twice in a row. So I didn’t say anything. I just awaited my cruel fate. “Gracie?” Morgan said.

Gracie moaned, unable to respond in her state of euphoria.

“I guess we can pick for her. What should we make him do?” Morgan asked, looking at Casey, who now had both of her hands on Gracie’s hips.

“Make him get on,” Casey said with a big smile.

Morgan looked at me with a smirk. “Ready?” she said. She turned to Gracie and lifted up her skirt, exposing her long shaft, which had slipped out from her panties and grown tall and hard. Morgan clutched it with a tight fist. She stroked it up and down before spitting on her tip and spreading the saliva. I’d already had the monster inside of me. I knew it wasn’t going to kill me—but I wasn’t thrilled about the idea of having an audience.

I stood up slowly. I reached for my belt buckle. I closed my eyes. I just wanted to get the act over with. I just wanted to make the girls happy, so I could spend another night in a comfortable, warm bed, and not in my old, cramped sedan.

Casey carefully moved from her seat onto the cool ground. She pressed her chubby bum against the cement, managing to keep Gracie on her pole the whole time. Now Gracie’s pole was standing upright. Her skirt was draped around it. She was ready for me: throbbing and pulsing.

I slipped my pants and panties down, exposing my own erection, which I’d had since Casey started stroking her own shaft. The girls looked at me and giggled, even though my shaft wasn’t small by any means—just smaller than their enormous members. I stepped up to Gracie and I turned around.

This whole game was just to get us all together in an orgy. This is what they wanted from the start. It seemed hard to believe otherwise. Morgan walked up behind me, standing over my shoulder. She dropped to her knees and grabbed my butt cheeks with both of her hands, making me jump. Then she spread them wide, exposing my bum hole, which was still stretched and probably red from being rammed earlier by the same pole I was about to insert into my body. I closed my eyes and sunk down. I felt the warm, dull tip. I tried not to clench. I pushed myself to sink lower. I felt it enter my body. I felt it throbbing. I felt her thick veins pumping blood through her impressive shaft.

Morgan grabbed my hips and pulled me down—faster than I would have liked. I gagged and clenched, but no amount of clenching would do anything now. She was inside of me, stretching me all over again. I sunk lower and lower and lower, and then Morgan commanded Gracie to bounce. Suddenly, I was being rammed. I gasped, grabbing Morgan’s hand, which she politely extended for me, for support. With her other hand, Morgan grabbed my manhood. She stroked it while giggling. Then she leaned over and spat on it. She spread the spit, and I knew what was coming.

She let go of my hand, forcing me to sit down on Gracie’s lap, taking her entire foot-long member in my anus. I groaned and squirmed, but Morgan’s firm butt quickly pinned me down. She pushed my pole into her body quickly, seemingly with no resistance. She moaned, reaching down and clutching my thighs.

I was surprised by Casey’s ability to hold our weight. I was trying not to put everything on Gracie’s lap, but it was getting hard as the euphoria swelled inside of me. I had a long shaft deep in my body, and my shaft was deep inside another beautiful tranny’s body. And as I leaned back against Gracie, I swear I could feel Casey’s tip pressing against the inside of her stomach. It seemed impossible, but I could definitely feel something.

We all bounced and grinded into each other until the tingling was too intense. I wasn’t sure who came first: maybe me, maybe Gracie, maybe someone else in the group. But we all stood up at the same time, letting come flow out from our bodies as the euphoria continued to tingle and linger. There was a long silence. I couldn’t clench my hole shut, no matter how hard I tried. I pulled up my pants and my panties and then I took my seat in front of the fire again. The girls were all smiling. Casey was giggling, still sitting naked as if she enjoyed the public nudity.


CHAPTER VII

I woke up before the girls the next morning. I got up carefully and slipped out from the camper. I took my phone and started to walk up the mountain, and then I heard the rumbling of a large engine. I walked up the slope and looked down the highway. Work trucks were on their way towards the rubble blocking the road: a whole line of dump trucks and tractors, ready to clear the highway quickly.

They got started right away, while I watched from up above. They were earlier than expected: a surprise that should have left me tingling with excitement. But instead, a dread was churning in my stomach. I wasn’t ready for my time with the girls to be over. I looked down at the camper, which was so quiet and peaceful. The girls were probably still asleep: it was early and we had a lot to drink the night before.

I watched as the tractors took turns scooping large piles of rocks, driving them over to the dump trucks, which filled up quickly. They had the process down to a science. This definitely wasn’t the first pile of rocks they’d cleaned up that week.

But I still wanted to make a phone call. It was a clear day, so I assumed the reception would be better. I could make the call before the girls woke up, and before they cleared the mess—so I kept hiking upwards: all the way up to the tall rocky cliff. I couldn’t hear the work trucks, and I couldn’t see the camper, but I did have a bar: enough to call my business partner.

“You’re alive!” he said. He sounded like he just woke up. “I was legitimately concerned that you were dead.”

“Just stuck,” I said. “But I’ll make it to Vancouver this afternoon, and then I’ll be home tonight.”

“Sounds good. Just drive safe,” he said. “Oh man, it’s great to hear from you. I was worried we were going to have to replace you.” I had him make a few calls for me, since my reception was hit or miss. He called our outlets, to see if they were still okay to receive our late shipment. Then he called me back while I paced along that cliff, trying to follow that reception as it seemed to move around like some sort of wandering ghost. “You’re good to make the deliveries,” he told me when he called back. “Everywhere except for Highland Liquor—I guess they filled our spot, but they said that they’ll take next week’s shipment.”

“We’re a couple cases short, so that’s probably for the best,” I said.

“A couple cases?” he said. “Jesus. Were you thirsty or something?”

I laughed. “I was stuck with some girls,” I said.

He laughed. “Just get home safe—you can tell me the rest when you’re back.”

I slipped my phone back into my pocket and started making my way back down the slippery slope. It took longer to walk back than it did to walk up, having to step carefully on the dewy ground so I wouldn’t lose my footing. It was ten minutes of carefully hiking when I heard the work trucks. The trees began to thin out and I expected to see the camper, but it was gone. Part of the road was cleared: enough to fit a single line of cars through. And now, the occasional car was slipping through while the workers cleared the rest of the road. The highway was open again, and my car was sitting alone on the side of the winding highway.

They were gone. They left without saying goodbye, without even leaving any contact information. I half expected to find a note on my windshield, but there was nothing there. I walked up to the workers and asked if they spoke to the girls at all. The workers just stared at me blankly before shrugging their shoulders. “But you did see them, right?” I said. And that blank stare continued.

Did they not see the girls? Were the girls even real? Were they just a hallucination? I found myself staring at the ground, trying to find evidence of their existence. I couldn’t even find where our campfire had been. Maybe the girls cleaned it all up before they left. I had been gone for nearly an hour, after all: plenty of time to clean up and zip off.

I wished I had gotten the name of the campsite they were headed to. I wanted to pay them a visit. I wanted to know how I could find them again. But I didn’t even know if they ended up going to that campsite. And maybe they didn’t want me to reach out to them—maybe that’s why they left while I was off wandering the mountain, looking for cell reception.

I got into my sedan and then I started my journey down the highway. I watched the work trucks shrink in my rear view mirror, and then I looked ahead. It was a long drive to Vancouver. I made all of my deliveries and then I started back in the other direction, ready for the long drive home. The girls never left my mind. As I got further and further away, I found myself more and more unsure of whether they ever existed, or if the whole thing had been a dream while I was stuck at that rockslide. Maybe I personally drank those two cases of beer. Maybe the whole dream was just induced by alcohol.

Real or not, the event was life changing. As I returned home, I felt different. I felt like a new person, with a new perspective on life. I felt like I was ready to start dating: ready to hire a delivery driver to take a large chunk of the pressure off of my schedule, so I could start living a life outside of the brewery. I got a good taste of what it was like to be with someone: to be cuddled up in a bed, to fool around, and to hold hands. I got three very different tastes: the flirty, outgoing Casey, the sly, sexy Morgan, and the beautiful, elegant Gracie. I got to see how I meshed with three different personalities; I liked all of them. The thought of getting serious with any of them was exciting.

I put out an ad for delivery drivers the very next day. “It’s a big pay cut,” said Timothy as he looked over my shoulder at the ad.

“I don’t mind,” I said. “I think it’s for the best.” That evening, we had three guys come in for interviews. We hired one of them on the spot.

The next night, I found myself downloading a dating app. I spent an hour or so swiping on cute girls. It was late that night when I matched with a particularly cute brunette, who just happened to be named Grace. She reminded me a bit of Gracie, with her long hair down over her shoulders, and her cute mousy smile. We ended up chatting late into the morning, and we decided to meet the next day for brunch.

I saw her from across the little restaurant, beaming as if she had just come down from the heavens. She looked at me and smiled, waving, looking shy but excited. I walked over and hugged her, smelling an amazing and familiar perfume. It was the same perfume Gracie wore, making my heart tingle. “It’s so great to meet you,” I said.

Her face was red. She smiled and nodded, and then she said, “I’m really happy to meet you. But before we go on, I just have to get one thing out of the way. I don’t know how you’re going to feel about this, and I’ll understand either way—but I’m a transgender. I used to be a boy. I wanted to tell you before we even ordered drinks, in case that’s not your thing. I wanted to tell you when we were texting, but I got shy, and—”

“That’s fine,” I said with a warm smile.

She stared into my eyes. “Really?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “Totally fine,” I said.

She gently bit her bottom lip as her smile grew wide. “Okay. Great.” We sat down and then we started talking like old best friends.

I don’t know if Gracie, Casey, and Morgan were ever real. Maybe they were, or maybe they weren’t. But the effect they had on me was very real. Had I not been stuck for those nights with those trans girls, I would never have considered dating Grace. But now, I was so happy. I was so happy that I turned onto that scenic route. I was so happy that I got stuck on that highway. I was so happy that I let those girls have their way with me, because now, I was so happy to have a beautiful girl like Grace by my side.

THE END


STUFFED IN MY BASEMENT

Silvius just bought the house of his fiancée’s dreams. It’s a fixer upper, which was all he could afford, but he still can’t wait to surprise Maggie. He has the day all planned out, taking work off early without telling Maggie. Then he finds her in bed with his best friend.

Now, Silvius has the fixer upper all to himself: a constant reminder of a relationship that could have been. To make matters worse, the furnace keeps turning off in the night, leaving the house icy cold. After a few weeks, he springs to have the old unit fixed. The repair company sends a tiny blonde who can hardly open the metal panel: the only entrance into the small furnace room. She isn’t tall enough to reach the top of the furnace, so Silvius begrudgingly has to help her. She needs more tools from her truck in order to fix the thing, but the metal panel is stuck. The two are stuck in the hot furnace room together, not even able to call for help.

They’ll have to learn to get along if they’re going to come up with ways to pass the time. Big, long secrets will be revealed. Games will be played. What happens in Silvius’s basement stays in Silvius’s basement.


CHAPTER I

I secretly saved up my money for years, excited to surprise Maggie with the house of her dreams. I knew she wanted the house; she would always ask me to drive through that neighbourhood. She would stare out the window with glossy eyes, staring up at the tall, skinny houses, all on that hill, facing the downtown core.

And I would see the real estate listings in her search history: houses in that exact neighbourhood. They were all way out of my price range, but I wanted her to have what she wanted, so I just kept saving every dollar I could, putting all the extra money into a secret savings account until I was finally approved for a mortgage. I met with the bank by myself and then I met with the realtor. Maggie thought that I was out working late, but really, I was seeing houses. Then I found one that I could afford: a fixer-upper, but it was right on that quaint street with the old trees. Most of the windows were broken; some of the rooms inside were vandalized. There was a black stain on the ground from some sort of nasty spill (or maybe a murder). But it was ours. I couldn’t wait to show Maggie the keys.

I had it all planned out. My plan was to come home early from work and then take her down to the house with a blindfold over her eyes. I was going to walk her up to the door and then have her take the blindfold off. I knew the house was in bad shape—and it would be a few months before we could live in it—but I knew she was going to be excited.

But the plan didn’t pan out. I came home early from work, and then everything fell apart. I walked into the house and heard the moaning. I saw the unfamiliar male shoes by the front door, and then I carefully opened the bedroom door and saw my best friend: naked with my fiancée. They turned and looked at me with wide, terrified eyes. I thought about throwing a fit. Hell, I even thought about retrieving my old hunting rifle and ending them both—only for a split second. And then, as they began to make excuses and beg for forgiveness, I suddenly felt nothing. My feelings for Maggie disappeared. I couldn’t possibly have feelings for someone who was willing to cheat on me. Just like that, she became nothing to me.

For weeks, she begged me to take her back. I stopped answering her calls. I felt empty inside. I was afraid to be alone—for the first time in half a decade. But I never thought about taking her back, and I’m proud to say that I didn’t cry. Had she fallen out of love with me, I would have cried. But that wasn’t the case. In fact, I was almost convinced that she never truly loved me to begin with, because if you love someone, you don’t cheat on them.

I never told her about the house. I went to live with my parents for a few weeks. Those few weeks were nasty, because my parents kept treating me as if I was a cancer patient. And then, after coddling me, they would try to convince me to take Maggie back. “You already paid for the wedding venue, and that money isn’t refundable,” my mom would say, as if it was a reason to take back a cheater.

“I don’t care about that, mom,” I said.

But she kept pushing the idea of me taking Maggie back: a little bit more each day. I finally had enough; I didn’t want to hear about Maggie anymore, so I took my stuff and moved out. I had nowhere to go, except for the tattered house that I was the sole owner of, the house that my parents didn’t even know existed. I put all of my stuff (which wasn’t a lot) into the storage shed in the yard. I slept in my car for the first few nights, spending the days sweeping up broken glass and heroin needles. Then I hammered some boards onto the windows and I replaced the locks on the doors. I dragged my mattress up to the small bedroom and slept in the house for the first night. It wasn’t so bad: a bit cold, because the furnace didn’t work consistently.

I went to the recycled building materials store and picked up a few windows, which were surprisingly the correct size and in decent condition. I spent the next few days installing them myself, doing away with the plywood boards so that some light could come in. Then I dragged my stuff into the house: a couch, a few pieces of art, and some dishware. It was far from being a home, and it definitely wasn’t the escape from my thoughts of Maggie that I was looking for when I left my parents’ house.

The days were long and the nights were longer. I still felt nothing for Maggie, even though she continued to call my phone and leave text messages. She even reached out to my parents, who reached out to me to let me know that Maggie was trying to reach me. “I know, believe it or not,” I said to my mom. “Just do me a favour and don’t tell her where I am.”

I found out a couple of weeks later that my mom had met up twice with Maggie for coffee. “Don’t worry,” my mom said to me when she confessed. “I haven’t told her where you’re living.”

“Well then why are you meeting up with her then?” I asked.

“Until last month, she was my future-daughter-in-law,” she said.

“But she’s not anymore, so drop her.”

My mom rolled her eyes, as if I was suggesting something outrageous.

The nights were getting colder. For some reason, the furnace had no issues working during the day, and then it would shut off at night, as if the sun was powering it. It was a furnace from the 70s, so it certainly wasn’t solar powered. I tried tinkering with it myself, which wasn’t an easy feat in the cramped cement basement. Accessing the furnace was awkward. The furnace was in a small room—not much bigger than a prison cell. The room didn’t have a door, but instead it had a small metal panel that you had to crawl through. And getting inside of the room alone was almost impossible, because you had to crawl while holding the panel back, so it wouldn’t slam itself shut. It was a heavy panel, probably designed to keep kids out, because the furnace was so hot, with a raging fire burning inside, just waiting to burn the whole house down.

I contacted a furnace company about having the whole unit replaced with something new. They came over and saw the small panel and the giant furnace. “We can replace it, but it won’t be cheap,” the man said to me. He didn’t even go into the room. He only looked through the panel while I strained to hold it up. “It would probably mean taking this wall down, and I’m willing to bet this is a load-bearing wall. You’re probably looking at fifteen grand.”

“I don’t have fifteen grand,” I said.

“Then sadly you’re stuck with this old furnace,” he said, wiping his forehead. The basement was hot, even when you weren’t inside of the little furnace room.

“But I can’t sleep at night. It gets too cold in the house.”

“So have the furnace fixed. It’ll cost you a grand, which is a lot less than fifteen grand.”

I sighed and squirmed. I didn’t have a ton of money. I hadn’t worked any overtime since finding Maggie with my best friend. My last few paycheques were small, and they weren’t helping much with my new mortgage or the rent I was still paying across town, for the house that Maggie was living in. We still had three months left on the lease across town, and I figured it was just easier to pay it out rather than to argue with the landlord and with Maggie.

“Okay, fine,” I said. “Let’s fix it. Go ahead.”

“Well I can’t do it today. It’s going to be a big job. I’ll have someone come out next week to get it done. I’ll call you to set up a time.” He called later that night. “Tuesday. My guy will be there at eight, and he’ll probably be there all day.”

“Okay. Fine,” I said. And the appointment was set.


CHAPTER II

I was up early on Tuesday morning, excited to have heat in my small house. After the furnace guy left the week before, my furnace situation worsened. Suddenly the thing wouldn’t stay running for more than ten minutes, and then it would shut itself off for an hour. I considered going back to my parents’ house to sleep, but I knew that my mom was still occasionally meeting with Maggie, and I didn’t want to be there when Maggie came over. So I curled up into a tight ball on my mattress and I covered myself with all of my blankets, and I even started wearing my winter jacket to sleep. The night before the furnace repairman came, I slept on the floor in the basement, where it was too warm. I couldn’t decide what was worse. I slept terribly in both conditions.

The knock at my door came at exactly eight. I rushed over to answer, expecting to see a burly bald man standing on the other side of the door. Instead, I got a tiny blonde girl. She was nearly a foot shorter than me. She had a thin frame, which looked especially petite because of the large toolbox she was holding, which made her lean slightly to one side. She was pretty, with big lips, a small nose, and cute tattoos down her arms. “I’m here for the furnace,” she said.

I nodded my head, worried my furnace wasn’t going to end up being fixed. I had a hard time believing a tiny girl would be able to pull the old machine apart and determine what was wrong with it. And she seemed so young: maybe twenty-five at the very oldest. What could a twenty-five-year-old girl possibly know about fixing a furnace that was built two decades before she was born?

“So can I come in or not?” she said, narrowing her eyes.

I shook my head. “Sorry. Yeah. Come in,” I said, moving aside. Was I paying for the hour? Was it going to take her ten hours to perform a one-hour job? Would I need to help her? I looked out the door, half-expecting to see someone else with her. Maybe she was just an assistant. Maybe the burly bald man was still in the truck on the street. There was nobody else.

“Where’s this furnace. Let’s take a look at it,” she said.

“Sure thing,” I said. I led her down to the basement and pointed to the small metal panel. “It’s just in the room through that hole.” I watched as she kneeled down next to the panel. She grabbed the small handle and tugged, grunting, unable to lift it up. It was a hard panel to lift. I tried not to sigh, realizing I was going to have to help her. The furnace was covered in tight, heavy panels as well. Not to mention, the furnace was taller than her, and many of the knobs and wires were up high. The hole was too small to squeeze my stepladder through, but maybe she had something more discreet. “Let me help you with that,” I said, kneeling down next to her to open the panel.

She poked her head into the small room. “Wow. That thing is old,” she said, as if she’d never seen anything like it before. The little faith I had in her ability to fix the old furnace suddenly fluttered away. I had a feeling I wouldn’t be sleeping comfortably for at least another night.

She crawled into the room. I didn’t follow. I didn’t want to make her think that I would be standing next to her all day, helping her to overcome her small size and small muscles. I had things to do: e-mails to send, rooms that still needed cleaning, casing that needed replacing, carpets that needed pulling, and so on. I couldn’t waste a whole day helping to do a job that I was paying a thousand dollars for.

She looked around the furnace. She had to stand up on her tippy-toes to see the old faded instructions on the top panel. She had a cute body: a round bum, small tits, and thin, smooth legs. Her long hair made her look even shorter than she was as she searched around the old furnace: like a child trying to find a hidden Easter egg. She reached up for that top panel, but couldn’t quite reach the little knob. Then she looked around. “Do you have a step ladder?” she asked.

“Not one that will fit in there,” I said from the other side of the small metal panel. “Don’t you have one in your truck?”

She shook her head. “I’ve never needed one before,” she said. “Furnaces aren’t usually this tall.”

I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. I had to decide between my morals and a comfortable sleep. I wanted that sleep, so I got down onto my hands and knees and I crawled into that warm furnace room. I sighed as I reached up and grabbed the little knob, pulling the panel open.

“Thanks,” she said. She had to stand on her tippy-toes to inspect the old wiring. “Wow. This is a real mess.”

I nodded my head, losing faith in her that I didn’t even know I had.

“Is this red or black? I can’t tell. It’s so dark in here. Is there another light?”

“Don’t you have a flashlight?” I asked, trying hard not to sigh.

“I do, but I can’t hold it and look through these wires,” she said. Then she held her flashlight out to me, just expecting me to take it and hold it for her while she searched the mess of wires. I groaned and took the flashlight.

“No offense, but I have things I need to do. You wouldn’t mind if I went upstairs and did some work, would you?”

She didn’t even look back over at me. “Just hold that light right there,” she said, ignoring me completely. There was something I didn’t like about the girl. I couldn’t help but think that she only got hired because she was cute—maybe she was the owner’s niece, or maybe she was sleeping with someone high up on the mechanical food chain. She seemed like the type of girl who might put out to get ahead. Her shorts were as small as possible: not even fully covering her round tush when she pushed herself up onto her toes. Her top was short, showing off her belly and her bellybutton piercing.

The panel fell on her fingers, making her say, “Ouch!” She looked back at me with a narrow-eyed look, as if she thought the accident was my fault. “Can you just hold this panel up?”

“I guess so,” I said. “But I really need to get to work.” Again, she didn’t acknowledge my issue. She was only worried about herself: a classic millennial girl. I was tempted to leave her alone, to call her boss, and to request an actual trained professional, and not some spoiled brat girl. But I bit my tongue and forced a smile. I held up the panel, which wasn’t easy to do. It was up high and she was in front of me, on her toes. I was nearly pressed against her, on my own toed, trying not to press my body against her petite frame. The last thing I wanted was for her to think I was coming onto her. But straining to hold the panel was getting harder with each passing minute. She was taking her time inspecting the wires—probably with no idea what she was actually looking at.

After five minute, I had to take a step forward, touching her body with mine. The other option was to drop the panel on her fingers and have her yell at me. She froze for a moment as my chest touched her back. “Are you almost done? My arm is getting tired,” I said.

“This wouldn’t be taking so long if someone didn’t try to do their own mechanical work here. It’s a mess. Some of these wires have been split and joined together with nothing but electrical tape. You’re lucky you didn’t burn your house down.”

“I didn’t do it,” I said. “I just bought this house a few weeks ago.”

“Didn’t you get it inspected first?” she asked, without looking back.

“The inspector couldn’t fit into the room. He told me that the furnace was probably okay, that it would last at least another five years.”

She laughed. “Sounds like an amazing inspector,” she said sarcastically.

She pushed herself up higher: as high as she could get on her toes, making her bum press into my lap, grinding against my crotch. I cleared my throat and bit down on my tongue. Her bum was warm and tight. She didn’t seem to notice that she was cradling my flaccid shaft with her perky butt cheeks, through my jeans. I bit down on my lip, tempted to drop that panel so I could jump back.

She kept squirming, trying to look around in that wired mess; but every time she moved, her bum would rub my crotch. After a minute, I started to wonder if she was doing it on purpose. Surely she could feel me. Was she just messing with me? Was she coming onto me?

“I’m letting go,” I said.

She moved her hands and I let go. Then she looked back. “So can you fix it or not?” I asked.

“The problem is with your wiring,” she said.

“So can you fix it or not?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I can try. It will take a while. And I might need your help.”

“Can’t you get an assistant here or something?” I said.

She nodded her head. “But then you’re paying for two people to be here. It would cost you another four hundred bucks, probably. Want me to see who’s available?”

I shook my head with a sigh. “No. It’s fine. Just—Let’s just fix it. What do you need?”

“I need to get a few tools from my truck,” she said, wiping the small beads of sweat from her forehead. “And then I’ll be back and we can get started on sorting these wires out. I’ll probably have to replace a few of them. Whoever cut them—it looks like they used dull scissors.”

“Okay,” I said, stepping back. I was trying not to look down her top now as she stood just a few feet away. It didn’t look like she was wearing a bra: just a light grey sweater over her soft body. Her nipples made small lumps on her chest, making the sight even harder to look away from. Luckily, I detested her, so I wasn’t too tempted to stare at her figure.

She went to the panel on the wall and pushed on it. She groaned, but the panel wouldn’t move. Why was she so weak? I wasn’t the strongest guy in the world, but I could still open the panel with one hand. She looked back at me. “What’s the trick to opening this?” she asked.

“Just push,” I said.

“I pushed,” she said.

I sighed and shook my head again. I kneeled down next to her, feeling the semi-erection in my pants awkwardly pressing into my thigh. I put both of my hands on the panel and pushed, but it didn’t move. I pushed again, this time straining with a grunt. But still, the panel wouldn’t move.

“Please don’t tell me we’re stuck,” she said.

I pushed as hard as I could, and then I tried banging on the panel. I sat on my butt and tried kicking, but even my hardest kick wouldn’t make the metal panel budge. “Shit,” I muttered.

“Oh God,” she said. “We’re stuck. You have your phone on you, right? Mine’s in my truck.”

I shook my head. My heart was pounding. “Mine’s upstairs.”

“Great,” she muttered.

There was a small window high up on the wall. It was beyond my reach and there was nothing to stand on in the room. “Think you can fit through the window?” I asked. “Maybe you have a tool in your truck to take the panel off of that wall.”

“I guess we can try,” she said. “Lift me up.”

We went to the window. I kneeled down and wrapped my arms around her lower half, grabbing her warm, sweaty thighs with my hands. I picked her up with relative ease: her bum pressed against my chin. At least she smelled nice. At least her body was soft. At least I wasn’t hoisting up a portly bald man. She grabbed the window handle and tugged. She grunted. “It won’t move.”

“Is it locked? Try unlocking it,” I said.

“There’s no lock. It’s just old and stuck shut.”

My heart fluttered again as a dread began to fill my gut. “Maybe we can break it. It won’t be expensive to replace because it’s so small.”

“I’m not crawling through broken glass,” she said.

We both paused. I still had her in the air, squeezed in my arms, with her bum against my chin. “Maybe we can break the window and yell for help,” I suggested.

“Let me just try opening it again,” she said. “Lift me higher, if you can.” So I got a new grip on her, this time with the middle of my face nestled into her butt. I hoisted her high and she squirmed while fighting with the window. Her soft bum mashed into my face, making my heart race. Unfortunately, I started to become aroused. How could I not? I had a beautiful young woman grinding her bare ass against my face. I could practically smell her pussy. And she was sweaty, making her body even more arousing.

She wasn’t able to open the window. “Okay, let me down,” she said. “Let’s break it.”

We looked around for something to smash the window, but there was nothing in the room besides the furnace and us. “Your flashlight,” I suggested. It wasn’t the heaviest flashlight, but at least it was something. She handed it to me.

“I don’t want to cut my hands. You do it,” she said. So I took the back end of the flashlight and began to hit the glass. But it didn’t ping like glass; instead, each hit made a dull, hollow thud. After fifteen hits, I realized I was smashing a flashlight against Plexiglas. That explained why all the basement windows weren’t smashed like the ones upstairs: they weren’t glass at all, but thick, see-through plastic.

“This isn’t good,” I said.

“No kidding,” she said, wiping her forehead again.

“Maybe you can turn the furnace off then, until we figure out how to get out of here,” I said.

“I can’t turn it off from here. The controls are upstairs, on your thermostat. The only other way to turn it off is with your circuit board, which I don’t see in this room.”

“It’s on the other side of this wall,” I said.

“Great,” she said, forcing a smile. “Then we’re stuck. And we’re probably going to be stuck until at least tomorrow. When I don’t show up for work, my boss will try calling me and then he’ll try calling you. They’ll see that I didn’t do my end day report, and then hopefully they’ll come here to see if you’re some psychopath who locks girls in his basement.”

“I didn’t lock you in here,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue. Did she really think this was my fault? This wouldn’t have been an issue if she’d just been able to do anything by herself. I had no intention of going into the furnace room with her, but I had no choice because she wasn’t capable of doing her own job by herself. “Don’t try to blame this on me.”

She nodded her head in a slow, condescending way. “What’s your thermostat set to, anyway? It’s getting seriously hot in here.”

“I don’t know. I keep it cranked. It’s the only way to make it work at all.”

“Great,” she said, using her hand to fan her face. “So we’ll see if we can twenty-four hours of heat.”

“It usually turns off at night,” I said. “And then it’s not so bad. I actually slept down here last night. I mean—it was uncomfortable, but I lived.”

“No kidding,” she said.

It was five long minutes later when the heat started getting to me. I fanned my face and regretted putting on a sweater with nothing lighter underneath. I wanted to take my sweater off now, but I didn’t want to make the girl uncomfortable by stripping down. Though I could tell she wanted to do the same. She was also wearing a sweater, made of wool. Luckily for her, she was wearing shorts, so her legs were at least uncovered. I had thick jeans on, making my legs sweat. It had only been a few minutes. How was I going to survive twenty-four hours?


CHAPTER III

It was noon when I realized I didn’t know her name. We’d been stuck for four hours in that terrible heat, saying almost nothing. I was still angry at her inability to work on her own, and I could tell that she still thought our predicament was my fault, even though it obviously wasn’t. But I knew it was going to be a long wait if we didn’t start killing the time with conversation. “So what’s your name?” I asked.

“October,” she said.

“Like the month?” I said.

She gave me her classic condescending smile. “No, like the week.”

“What kind of name is October?” I said.

“It’s the kind of name that belongs to me. What difference does it make to you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. We went back to being silent, which seemed to be more of her thing. And then, five minutes later, she surprised me by asking, “What’s your name?”

“It’s Silvius,” I said.

She laughed. “You’re making fun of my name, and your name is Silvius?”

“What’s the problem with Silvius?” I asked.

She laughed again. “That depends. Are you a horse? Or are you a wizard?”

“It’s a normal name,” I said.

“It’s not.”

“What’s your name again? Halloween?” I said with a smirk. I watched as her smile disappeared.

“It’s October, and I get lots of compliments on it. I doubt you get any compliments on your second place name.”

I bit my tongue. I didn’t want to fight with her. I was stuck with her, whether I liked it or not, so I needed to find some sort of common ground, so the next twenty hours wouldn’t kill me with boredom. “So what do you do?”

“I fix furnaces. What do you think I do?”

“I meant for fun,” I said.

“Oh,” she said. And then she thought about it. “I don’t know. Stuff.”

“You do stuff for fun? How did you get into that? Something your parents put you in, or something you discovered as an adult?”

“What do you do for fun? And don’t tell me that you fix doors, because I won’t believe you.”

She got up to stretch her legs. She paced up and down the small room. From my seated position on the floor, I could almost see up her shorts. I could see the white of her panties, and more of her tight bum than when my face was pressed between her soft cheeks.

“I like playing poker,” I said. “And I’m learning Finnish.”

“The language?” she said.

“Yes, the language.”

“Why? You moving to Finland or something?”

I shook my head. “Just something I’ve always wanted to learn.”

“Are your parents Finnish?”

“No. My mom’s German and my dad is Russian.”

“Why not learn one of those languages?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess I’ve just never been interested. There’s something about Finnish that I like. I don’t know what it is though.”

“Say something in Finnish.”

“Like what?” I said.

She smirked and shrugged her shoulders. “Tell me how beautiful I am.”

So I fed her some Finnish, but I didn’t tell her how beautiful she was. Instead, I told her that I thought she was annoying brat. “And you probably only have this job because you slept with your boss,” I said in the Northern European language.

“Wow. That sounded great,” she said, nodding her head.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Though it sounded like you said a lot more than what I asked you to say. What did you say?”

I forced a smile. “I said that I wished we could get that window open, and that it’s getting really hot down here.”

“Really?” she said. “Because it sounded like you told me that I only have my job because I slept with my boss, and that I’m a spoiled brat who probably has daddy issues.”

I felt my face turning red. I opened my mouth to reply, but a sudden lump prevented words from slipping out.

She laughed. “I can speak a bit of Finnish,” she said. “It’s something I’m learning too—but unlike you, my parents are actually from Finland.”

“I—I’m sorry,” I said. “I was just kidding.”

“You weren’t, but that’s fine. It’s nice to know how you really feel. I suspected you felt that way anyway.” She took her seat again and turned away from me. She wasn’t smiling anymore. Now, she had a sullen look on her face, almost as if she was trying not to cry. I felt terrible, even though I was still sure that I was correct about her being spoiled, and her not deserving the job she was currently working.

“I’m really sorry,” I said.

“Just stop talking, alright?” she said. She pulled her sleeves up as much as she could before waving her hand to fan her face. “Oh God, why won’t this stupid thing turn off already? Who keeps their furnace cranked? It doesn’t matter if it’s set to seventy-two or one hundred and two—it’s going to stay on until it reaches that temperature. Why don’t people ever get that?”

“I’ll remember that,” I said as that guilt continued to flutter inside of my stomach.

She squirmed and groaned. It was a minute later when she turned to me with a narrow-eyed look on her face. “Look,” she said. “I’m going to die if I don’t take this wool sweater off. So I’m going to take it off. Sadly, I’m not wearing a bra, so you’d better not stare at my chest or I’ll tell my boss that you locked me in here on purpose.”

I nodded my head. My heart trembled. I managed to force a smile, and then I looked away as she began to pull her sweater off. I cleared my throat. I was looking away, but I could see skin out of the corner of my eye. She used her arm to cover her small breasts, but I could still see the soft sides of her tits, and the smooth, tattooed skin of her torso.

“I can tell you’re uncomfortable,” she said.

“I’m fine. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before,” I said.

She laughed. “I mean with the heat. You can take your sweater off too. I won’t make fun of you if you’re fat or hairy or whatever.”

I hesitated. I didn’t love the idea of her seeing my pale chest, but I was desperate for some relief from the hotness of the small space. So I took my sweater and pulled it off. I tossed it aside and took a deep breath, feeling a tiny bit of coolness for the first time in hours. I took a deep breath. But now I wanted to take my jeans off more than ever—and I thought about it. I looked down at my lap and wondered which boxers I was wearing. Would it be inappropriate to strip down to my underwear? She took her sweater off and she wasn’t wearing a bra. Would my pale thighs really be so awkward?

“Just take them off,” she said.

I looked over at her. “Are you sure?” I said.

“Whatever. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”

“Okay. I’m sorry. It’s just so hot.” I stood up and shimmied my jeans down. Sadly, I was wearing an old pair of boxers that my mom gifted to me at Christmas. They were adorned with pictures of Santa’s smiling face, and the words ‘Ho, Ho, Ho,’ were written across my crotch.

“Nice,” she said with a giggle.

“It’s laundry day,” I said.

“I’m sure it is,” she said, nodding her head. She rolled her head from side to side. Her skin glistened with sweat. “I’m going to let go of my tits because I can’t just hold them for the next twenty hours. Please don’t stare like a pervert.”

“I won’t,” I said. My voice cracked in the most embarrassing way. But it was hard not to stare. Her breasts were perfect: small, but perky and round, with big nipples. They jiggled slightly as she let go of them, and then they would jiggle slightly every time she moved, even a little bit. I tried not to look, but there weren’t many other directions to look in that small room, unless I was prepared to stare at the wall for the next twenty hours.

I cleared my throat again, worried my voice would embarrass me again by cracking. “I bet this has never happened to you before,” I said.

“You guessed correctly,” she said. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back, running her fingers through her hair, pushing her hair back, away from her face. It was my chance to get a good look at her fit, smooth body. My heart pounced and stammered. How could I not look? I was a man and she was a beautiful woman. For years, I’d only seen a single body: Maggie’s body. And Maggie’s body was nothing like what I was seeing now. Maggie was a bit out of shape when we started dating. By the end of our relationship, she’d put on a few additional pounds. I never minded the extra weight; in fact, I actually kind of liked it in the bedroom: being smothered by her heavy breasts, feeling her soft, curvy torso against my body.

But now, staring at October’s body, I was starting to think that liking Maggie’s body was possibly just my brain acting out of necessity. I figured Maggie was all I would ever have, so I learned to like it. I learned to think that fit bodies were probably less fun. But now, that programming was quickly erasing itself.

She opened her eyes and looked at me. I looked away quickly. “Seriously, dude?” she said.

“Sorry. I wasn’t staring. I was just looking that way. There’s nowhere else to look.”

She sighed. “Just stare. Quit looking down and look at my chest.” I didn’t listen to her. I kept staring down. “Look up! Seriously. I’m not pranking you.” I took a deep breath and looked up, into her eyes. Then I saw that she was cupping her breasts with her hands. “Down here. Stare at them. Get it out of your system. I get it: you’re a dude and these are titties.” It took a moment, but I tilted my gaze down to her amazing breasts. “Just stare for a minute, or until you lose interest.”

I laughed. “I’m fine,” I said. “I don’t need to stare. I’m not a dog.”

“They’re just boobs—just another part of my body. Get over it.”

“I’m over it. There was never anything to get over,” I said.

She sneered. “Sure,” she said. “So why were you staring?”

“I told you: I wasn’t staring. I was just looking in that direction.” I could feel my face turning red. Luckily, our faces were already red from the dry heat, and the light in the room was dim, so the redness in my face probably wasn’t something she could notice.

“What is it about these that you like so much?” she asked, jiggling her breasts up and down, as if she was trying to tease me. I strained not to look down from her eyes.

I sighed. “This is hardly appropriate,” I said. “If I was shaking my dick at you, I would probably go to prison.”

She laughed. “I wouldn’t care if you took out your little pee-pee,” she said, letting go of her breasts. She laid back, flat on her back, and took a deep breath. Her boobs wobbled on her chest before settling.

“What makes you think I’m so little?” I asked.

“I can just tell,” she said with a smirk. I knew that she was just trying to get under my skin, but how could I not defend myself? How could I let her think that I was small between the legs?

“I’m not small,” I said. “I’m actually bigger than average.”

She laughed. “Sure,” she said.

“I am,” I said. “Probably bigger than anyone you’ve ever been with—including your boss.”

She looked over at me with wide eyes. “Excuse me?” she said.

I bit my tongue. But now I didn’t feel guilty. I was trying not to let a smirk slip. If she wanted to call me small, then I figured I was free to take a stab at her. “I said it,” I said.

She stared into my eyes with a narrowed gaze. Then she sat up, making her breasts dance again for a moment before settling. “Take it out then, big boy,” she said. “Let’s see this monster cock of yours.”

I felt a cold shiver zip through my body. “What?”

“Take out your noodle. Let’s see this humongous thing.”

“I’m not doing that,” I said, crossing my arms, suddenly feeling awkward without a shirt on.

“That’s what I thought. You’re small. There’s nothing wrong with that. Most guys are small.”

I took a deep breath. “Fine. Want me to prove it?” I stood up, feeling stupider than ever. I took the waistband of my boxers, hesitated, and then I tugged them down to my thighs, letting my shaft dangle loose. I felt so stupid and so humiliated—but I was proving myself. My manhood wasn’t small; it was nearly eight inches: two inches bigger than the national average. “See?” I said.

She put her hand in front of her lips and began to laugh.

“What’s so funny?” I said. “I bet you’ve never seen bigger.”

She began to laugh even harder, making the embarrassment grow in my gut. Why was she laughing? Girls usually went silent at the sight of my meat. I was big—bigger than ninety-five percent of men.

“Like I thought: you’re small.”

I pulled up my shorts and sighed. “Now I’m starting to think you’ve never been with a guy before. You probably just sit at home and watch porn. Your standards are unrealistic.”

She was smirking now. “I’ve been with a few guys before,” she said.

“I’m sure that’s true,” I said, rolling my eyes.

Then she stood up. I looked up at her. She was hot, especially from that low angle. I loved the way her round tits looked from down below—and her perky nipples. She smiled and gently bit her bottom lip. She may have been a bitch, but she was a smoking hot bitch. Maybe she had been with some big guys. It was probably easy for her to convince men to sleep with her—even male models with record-sized snakes between their thighs.

She reached down and grabbed the waistband of her shorts. “What are you doing?” I asked. Then, without saying anything, she pulled down her shorts, revealing a long shaft: meat dangling down far, halfway to her knees. It seemed to swell slowly, as if it had been squished in her panties for hours, and it was finally allowed to breathe.

I gasped and fell back, unable to look away. I was shocked. My mind was spinning. Was it real? Why would she have a fake penis in her panties? And her ball sack was huge as well: also swelling as it felt the air for the first time in many hours. “You—You’re a tranny,” I said softly, unable to raise the volume of my voice. For hours, I’d been secretly admiring the body of a biological male. I’d spent the past twenty minutes ogling her perfect tits. I fell for a trap!

She giggled, twisting her hips so that her long shaft slapped against her thighs. “What’s wrong? Never seen a girl with a dick before?”

I finally forced myself to look away. “That’s gross,” I said.

“Excuse me? Gross?” she said, sitting back down. But she didn’t pull her shorts back up. Instead, she shimmied them down and tossed them aside along with her panties. Now she was completely naked in my basement. Now I really had nowhere to look.

I didn’t know what to say. I had to be careful. I knew what happened to men who offended transgender people. I didn’t want to end up with one of those labels: transphobic, homophobic, bigot—whatever. So I just kept my gaze in the other direction. “It’s just not my thing,” I said.

“You prefer small dicks like yours?” she said.

I bit down on my tongue and fought the urge to fight. I didn’t have a small dick—though I suppose I was small compared to her. How did she keep that thing hidden? If that was it flaccid, what did it look like when she was erect? My heart stammered. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs. “Why are you naked?” I asked.

“Because it’s hot. We don’t have any water down here. If we don’t keep cool, we’re probably going to die. And if my boss doesn’t come looking for me, we’re definitely going to die.”

My heart skipped a beat. Was she right? If someone didn’t come to our rescue, would we die? It was hot in that room. I was already thirsty, and we still had many hours before a potential rescue came.

“You know, we’re lucky that I left the door open. Maybe one of your neighbours will see it open and come to check on us.”

“You left my door open?” I asked.

“I thought I would be going back to the truck after I looked at your furnace,” she said.

I stared into her eyes. “None of my neighbours will come to check on me. They might come to rob me, but that’s about it.”

“Oh well,” she said. “I didn’t see any nice stuff up there anyway. No offense.”

I glared at her, which wasn’t easy to do. She was sitting with her knees up, but I could still see her package dangling down, resting on the floor like a tired snake. I still couldn’t believe how big it was. I couldn’t believe she was able to conceal such a thing. And how was she able to look so feminine? Surely with a ball sack like that, her body was teeming with testosterone. Where was her stubble? Why weren’t her shoulders broad? Why wasn’t her voice deep? Why couldn’t she open a tiny metal panel?

She laughed. I looked up into her eyes. “What?” I said.

“You’re staring at my cock,” she said. She flattened her legs and lifted up her shaft. “Do you like it or something?”

“Don’t do that,” I said, looking away. “I’m not gay.”

She gasped. “Gay? I’m not a boy.” She placed her hands down on the warm cement floor. “Tell me why I make you so uncomfortable.”

“I’m not uncomfortable. I just think it would be more appropriate if you covered up.”

“Says the guy who flashed his dick to the furnace repair girl,” she said, rolling her eyes. “After locking her in his creepy basement.”

“I didn’t lock you down here—you know what? Never mind. Let’s just mind our business until someone comes to rescue us. If no one comes, I bet one of these pipes overhead has water in it. We can break it and survive for at least a few days.”

“If you want silence, you got it,” she said. And then we were silent. We sat for ten long minutes, and then I decided to give the metal panel another try. I pushed and kicked and tugged, and then I did the same to the Plexiglas window. “You’re wasting your energy,” she said, breaking her silence.

“Well tomorrow we might not have the energy to try,” I said.

So I kept trying, pounding on the Plexiglas until my hands were sore. I went back to sitting, feeling embarrassed and defeated. The sight of her breasts caught my eye again. She had her eyes closed, as if she was trying to summon a nap. I was free to stare, but my mind was conflicted. I didn’t want her thinking that I was gay—I didn’t want myself thinking it either—but my God, did she ever have perfect breasts. And they didn’t look like implants. They were too soft and wobbly. Were they the product of hormone pills? Could hormone pills create perfect tits like hers?

She opened her eyes and I looked away quickly enough that she didn’t notice. The long silence continued. An hour passed. Now the sun was coming in through the small window, making the room even warmer. October fanned her face with both of her hands. As she fanned, her breasts jiggled. She stood up and paced around the room. Her long womanhood swayed from side to side, occasionally slapping against her thighs. It was hard not to look, especially when her back was to me. I still couldn’t believe the thing was real.

Then she broke her silence again. “I was supposed to take my pill three hours ago,” she said.

“What pill?” I asked.

“My hormone pill. I have to take them every twelve hours. But they’re in my truck.”

“Are you going to be okay?” I asked. I wasn’t terribly concerned.

“I’ll be fine. It’s just, something I get funny symptoms when I don’t take my pill.”

“Like what?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Don’t worry about it,” she said. “I’m sure it’ll be fine.” It was thirty minutes later when I noticed that she was squirming slightly. She got up to pace again. And then I could feel her staring at me while I was looking in the other direction.

I pointed to the drain on the ground. “If you have to pee, I’m sure it’s fine to pee in that drain. I think it goes down to the sewer.”

“I don’t have to pee,” she said.

I nodded my head. “Oh. Okay.” But she kept moving around. She was restless—maybe just bored. Maybe her legs were going numb from sitting for so long. Or maybe she was experiencing one of those symptoms that she was referring to. I looked over at her and forced a smile. She forced a smile back. Her eyes were glossy. She had something on her mind.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” I asked.

She bit down on her bottom lip and nodded her head. But now I was curious. I wanted to know what was happening. I wanted to know what sort of withdrawal symptom she was experiencing.


CHAPTER IV

Ten long minutes later, she spoke. “Let’s play a game.”

I looked over at her and shrugged my shoulders. “Like what?”

“We’ll play Twenty Questions. But we’ll make it more interesting. If you don’t guess what I’m thinking, then you have to do a truth or dare of my choice—and vice versa, if I don’t guess what you’re thinking. You can go first.”

I looked around the room and thought for a moment. “Okay, ask your first question.”

“Is it a person?”

“No,” I said.

“Is it an animal?”

“No.”

“Is it an object?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“It’s the furnace,” she said with an unimpressed look on her face.

I nodded my head. “Congratulations. You win,” I said.

“That’s no fun. Pick something hard next time. Now it’s your turn to guess what I’m thinking of.”

“Is it a person?” I asked. She shook her head. “Is it an object?” She nodded. “Is it something in this room?” She shook her head. I kept going, asking question after question, narrowing down her mind until I learned that the mystery object was a common item in a kitchen. “Is it a knife?” I asked.

“Nope, and that’s twenty questions, so you lose,” she said. “It was a frying pan. Now I get to pick a truth or dare for you—and I pick truth. Tell me: what do you have against transgenders? And be honest, because you lost.”

A lump began to swell in my throat. “I don’t have anything against them.”

“Would you sleep with one?” she asked.

I shook my head quickly. “No—of course not.”

“So you have something against them. What is it?”

I awkwardly bit down on my tongue. “I just—I like girls—no offense. I like normal sex—not that whatever you do isn’t normal. I mean—maybe it’s not or maybe it is, I don’t know. I just…”

“Be honest. That’s the game,” she said.

“I don’t know. I guess I would just hate to have my friends find out that I was with one. It’s nothing personal. It’s just that lots of people still make fun of trannies and guys who get with them. I don’t really care one way or the other—I just would rather not have to worry about my friends finding out, or my parents for that matter.”

She nodded her head, looking slightly upset. But she told me to be honest, so that’s what she got. “Okay, I’m thinking of something. Try to guess what,” I said, trying to change the subject. So she began to guess. I was thinking of a panda bear, and she got awfully close, using her twentieth guess with, “Is it a tiger?”

“It was a panda,” I said.

“That was my next guess!” she said.

“Okay. So what do you want? Truth or dare?” I asked.

“You’re supposed to pick,” she said.

“Okay. Truth. Did you just get this job because you slept with your boss?” I asked.

“That’s what you want to waste your question on? No, I didn’t sleep with him. In fact, I creeped his Facebook page after he hired me, and he’s a Christian and he’s very against homosexuals and transgenders. If he found out that I was trans, I’m assuming he would find a way to fire me. So no, I didn’t sleep with him—though I think he wants to sleep with me. He’s always asking me to come by his office, and he’s always putting his hands on me. One time he touched my breast at a Christmas party. He said it was an accident, but he got a pretty good feel.”

“Gross,” I said.

“Yeah. He’s married too. Now it’s my turn. Try to guess.”

I wasn’t at all close to guessing what she was thinking of. I knew it was a place. My final guess was Nevada. The answer was Mars. “Okay, truth again,” she said. “Do you have a girlfriend?”

I bit down on my tongue. “It’s a long story.”

“Longer than eighteen hours?” she said.

I sighed. “Fine. You really want to know?” I told her about Maggie. I told her about my best friend. I told her about the house we were currently trapped in, and why I bought it. I watched as October’s expression sunk down. “Wow. I—I’m sorry to hear that,” she said.

“It is what it is,” I said. “I’m thinking of something. Try to guess.” I wanted to change the subject quickly. For the first time since our split, I was feeling a swelling of sadness. My heart ached at the thought of Maggie. Was I finally starting to realize that we were really broken up? Was the pain of her cheating on me finally starting to set in? I cleared my throat and shook my head.

She began to guess. My thought was too easy and she managed to get it before question ten. So it was her turn. I started to guess. But she chose a thought that was too hard: a book that I’d never heard of, by some 19th century Russian author. “Well that wasn’t fair,” I said.

“I can’t help that you didn’t pay attention in school,” she said.

“Okay. Whatever. Just tell me what you want to know.”

“No—I pick dare.”

“Okay, what do I have to do?” I asked.

“I want you to get over your fear of ‘trannies’, as you call us. Grab my dick and massage it.”

“Do what? Are you fucking crazy?” I said.

She giggled. “The game isn’t fun if the stakes aren’t high,” she said.

“I’m not doing that,” I said.

“You have to. It’s not supposed to be something you want to do.”

I groaned and then I looked down at her lap. Her shaft was resting on the ground, curled as it sat on the warm cement. I didn’t want to touch it, but now I was terrified of offending her. She was sort of right: the game wasn’t fun without stakes—and there wasn’t much else she could have dared me to do in that small, empty room. So I moved closer to her. I hesitated and groaned again. Then I reached down and picked up her heavy flaccid member. I clutched it in my hand and began to massage it.

“I think you’re the perverted one,” I said, trying not to look. But I could feel it in my hand: warm and throbbing.

She bit down on her lip. “Maybe I’m a bit of a perv. But I’m allowed to be because I’m a girl.” She smiled. And sadly, she was sort of right. Women can get away with being sexual and forthcoming. Men have to be extra careful.

“Is that enough?” I asked.

“No. Keep going,” she said. “You can stop when I tell you to stop.”

But I could feel it getting harder. I could feel it swelling in my hand. Was she getting an erection? Wasn’t she embarrassed? I looked down and watched as her big, fat tip emerged from my clenched fist as I tugged down, pulling back her foreskin. It was still hard to believe how big she was. It was hard to believe such a petite girl could have such an enormous shaft between her thighs!

I kept rubbing it. The nervous tingling was starting to go away. Maybe she was right. Maybe it was no different than touching any other part of her body. It was just skin, after all: just like the skin on her arms and the skin on her legs. At least she smelled like a girl. At least she looked like a girl everywhere I looked, aside from that one spot between her legs. But even her shaft had a strangely feminine look to it. She kept her pubic hair shaved into a neat little square above her shaft, and the rest of her area was clean-shaven.

She let a little moan slip, making my heart skip a beat. Then I started to think about Maggie. I started to feel that sadness again, and I wondered if maybe our relationship wasn’t over. Maybe we were just going through a rough patch. Maybe she just made a mistake and I needed to forgive her. As I thought about getting back together with Maggie, my chest filled with a strong guilt. If our relationship wasn’t dead, then I definitely shouldn’t be touching another girl—especially one with a big, hardening shaft. So I let go. “That’s plenty,” I said before clearing my throat. “I think it’s my turn to come up with something. So go ahead and guess.”

Her cheeks were dark red. She bit her lip, took a deep breath, and then she cleared her throat. “Is it an animal?” she asked.

And the questions went on. I kept finding myself looking down between her legs. She had an erection now and it wouldn’t go away. It was throbbing, but it was too big to hide—especially given the fact that she was naked. So I tried not to look, and I tried to conceal my own erection in my boxers. Why was I erect? Why did stroking her for a minute make me so aroused? Why wouldn’t it go away?

We got to the tenth question. She wasn’t close to my answer, which was inspired by her own previous question: a book that I figured she would never guess, by a science fiction author who was only marginally famous. But as she got closer to the twentieth question, I found myself thinking of all the things I could make her do. If she could make me rub her cock, then that meant I could probably get away with a lot. Maybe I could make her rub me. Maybe I could make her get me off. Or maybe I could make her touch herself.

My mind could only conjure up sexual ideas. I tried hard to pull my brain out from the gutter, but the temptation of my power was growing inside of me, and I still had that throbbing erection.

“Okay, last question,” I said.

“Is it the Bible?” she asked.

I shook my head. “Nope. It was Children of Time, by Adrian Tchaikovsky.”

“Who?” she said.

I smiled. And then my heart stammered. She was still erect. I was still erect. No one had to know about what happened in that basement. “Well? What am I doing?” she asked.

I took a deep breath. I bit my tongue. I coughed. “Suck my dick,” I said softly.

Sh stared into my eyes. “You mean your little dick?” she said with a slight smirk. I didn’t reply. She had her little giggle, and then she crawled over on her hands and knees. I stretched out my legs. She pulled down my boxers. Then, without much hesitation, she took my erect manhood and stood it up. She gently licked my tip before sinking it into her mouth. Her mouth was warm in a pleasant way: wet and humid. She licked as she sucked, puckering her lips up and down my length. It was a real blowjob: better than anything I ever got from Maggie. Maggie hated giving blowjobs. She would only give me one every year, on my birthday, and even then I had to beg.

October pushed her head down far, getting my shaft into her throat. Then she pushed out her tongue and tickled my ball sack, making me perk up. I let out a deep sigh. Then I sunk my fingers into her hair and gently massaged her head. I looked down her smooth back, at her perky bum, which swayed gently in the air. I couldn’t see her giant erection, but I knew it was there.

“Just like that,” I said, relaxing my body. She bobbed her head elegantly. She was good at sucking cock, making me think she had quite a bit of experience. I loved the way she flicked my tip with the tip of her tongue. I loved the way she pressed her lips hard around my girth as she pulled up. And I really loved when she took my ball sack with the palm of her hand and began to massage.

I laughed nervously. “You’re going to make me come,” I said.

She looked up at me with her eyes, without taking her mouth off my dick. She smiled, and then she closed her eyes and continued. My shaft began to throb. I was close. I squirmed and groaned, trying to hold back, wanting the moment to last. “Oh God,” I groaned. And then she suddenly pulled back and let go of my balls—seconds away from my orgasm. I clenched and squirmed and groaned. Nothing came out. “W—Why did you stop?” I said as my face flushed.

“That was plenty,” she said with a wink.

I was tempted to grab my dick and finish myself off. I knew it would be a big, messy cumshot, maybe even reaching her. I took a big, deep breath.

“What am I thinking of, Silvius?” she said, still with her big grin and her big erection.

So I started guessing, firing questions off quickly without much thought. I couldn’t wait for my punishment. I wanted to stroke her again. I wanted to see her come. Maybe she would want me to penetrate her tight anus—I couldn’t wait. So for my final guess, I picked the first thing that came to my mind. “Florida,” I said.

“Not even close,” she said. “I was thinking of Paris. I even told you it was French.”

“My bad,” I said. “So what am I doing?”

She smiled big and then she bit her lip. “Get on your hands and knees,” she said. I figured she was going to put her dick in my mouth. I was terrified, but also excited. There was something alluring about her big shaft. It was so feminine in the strangest way. It made me so aroused, and that arousal was growing by the minute, to the point that it was already almost unbearable. I got onto my hands and knees, but then she stood up and walked around me.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“You got the question wrong, so this is what you’re getting,” she said. “It’s not fun if you just get what you want, right?” She grabbed my butt cheeks and she spread them. Then she spat loudly. Her saliva trickled down my butt crack and over my clenched hole. She used her fingers to spread it around, even penetrating me slightly with her fingertips.

“Whoa!” I said. “I’m not into this.”

“Too bad,” she said. “Try to relax. Don’t clench.”

She pulled me back slightly, so that my hole was on the same horizontal plane as her shaft. Then she pressed her tip between my cheeks. I froze, overwhelmed with terror. This isn’t what I wanted. I thought she wanted to be a girl! Girls don’t penetrate men. I thought her shaft was purely ornamental: a leftover from her past life. I didn’t think she would actually want to use it! I figured she would surely want to be the bottom. But now I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t want to back out of the game after I made her suck on my shaft for five minutes, until I nearly came in her mouth.

“Oh God,” I groaned, tilting my head down. I felt so humiliated and so pathetic. I was on my hands and knees, dripping with sweat, about to be penetrated by a monster cock. I wasn’t ready for it, and I never would be.

“Relax,” she said. And then she began to push in, using her clenched fist to guide my tip into her body. I felt it penetrate. I felt my hole stretching. I tried to clench, but it didn’t seem to make much difference. She was determined to enter into my body, determined to slide her long shaft through my tight tunnel. I groaned and cursed and curled my fingers against the cement floor. Her fingertips pressed into my sides. I could feel her veins throbbing. I could feel her tip swelling.

“Doesn’t it feel nice?” she said.

I wanted to reply, to tell her that I didn’t like it, but I could feel a swelling in my throat. I couldn’t speak. I was rendered mute and paralyzed at the same time. What would Maggie think if she saw me like this? Would her respect for me fly out the window? Why did I care? We were broken up. She cheated on me. I needed to move on.

October’s shaft had an upward curve to it, pressing up towards my back. My legs began to tremble and shake. I bit down hard on my tongue, nearly drawing blood. It felt good in a weird way: strangely euphoric, strangely pleasant. I groaned. I didn’t want her to know that I was starting to like it. I didn’t want her to think that I was gay. I wasn’t gay. I didn’t like boys. She wasn’t a boy—that was the only reason I was allowing this. Right?

She finally let go of her shaft. She had enough of her absurdly long erection inside of my body now; it no longer needed the support of her clenched fist. I shuddered and groaned. I clenched my hole tight, but that only made her groan louder. She was deep inside of my body: maybe up near my lungs. Her shaft felt like a wine bottle stretching my hole. It didn’t seem possible that such a member could exist, let alone on a petite woman. I couldn’t help but think that the stretching would be somewhat permanent.

She let out a deep sigh and began to thrust in and out. I let my head hang down. I looked down my body and saw that my shaft was erect and bobbing with each penetration. I’d never seen it so erect, like a piece of metal fused to my body. I felt like I was on the verge of coming, which didn’t seem possible.

“Don’t stop,” I heard myself say, to my shock. I became silent as the euphoria swelled inside of me. She started thrusting harder and faster. Did I really like this? Was I in a deeper state of pleasure than I ever managed to achieve in half a decade with Maggie?

“Shit,” she moaned. “You’re so tight.”

“Please don’t stop,” I said.

She thrusted harder and faster, slapping my tush with her fit pelvis. I looked back and saw the tattoos on her thighs. Maggie didn’t have tattoos. She thought they were stupid, but I thought they were so hot. I started pushing my bum back with every penetration, getting all of her inside of me, making her shaft push up between my lungs, towards my throat. Was it really that big, or was that just in my imagination? “Oh God, don’t stop!” I moaned.

“I can’t hold on,” she said through clenched teeth. She was pumping me quickly now, sliding her shaft in and out of my puckering tunnel. I heard her groaning and I felt her squirming.

Then, she pushed in hard and froze as a warm fluttering erupted inside of me. Was she coming? Was she filling my colon with her hot tranny semen? I let out a loud moan, and then she slid her shaft back, pulling it out with a shlop! I suddenly felt empty and depleted. I carefully lowered myself down onto the cement floor and I began to catch my breath. Then I felt that hot goo oozing down.

“Roll over,” she said. I used the last of my energy to roll onto my back.

Then I saw her sink down on top of me, nestling her head between my legs. She puckered her lips around my erection and started to suck, picking up where she left off. And it didn’t take her long before I was coming. I wasn’t able to warn her: I didn’t have the energy to produce the slightest whimper, so I took her by surprise. She gasped, but she managed to catch it all in her mouth before swallowing it.

“Thanks,” was all I managed to say.

“Don’t mention it,” she said, wiping her lips. She took a seat on the ground and looked back up at the window. “The sun’s starting to go down. It must be around 4:00 PM.”

“So what? Sixteen more hours you think?” I said.

She nodded her head. “Hopefully. Assuming they even notice that I’m not there.”

“I’m so thirsty,” I said.

She giggled. “Your cum actually helped a little bit with that for me.”

My heart trembled. I suddenly came to the realization that a tranny had just ejaculated inside of my body, and then I came in her mouth. Had I lost my mind? Was the heat in that small room driving me insane?


CHAPTER V

It was 6:00 PM and we were both exhausted. My throat was starting to feel dry. Then, the furnace suddenly clicked off. The flame went out in the little window and I sat up quickly. October only rolled her head to the side. “Is it finally off?” she asked. Her forehead was glistening with sweat, as was the rest of her tight body.

“It’s off,” I said. “It should start cooling down now.”

“It just turns off like that every night?” she asked without sitting up.

I nodded my head. Then I looked up at the pipes above our heads. “Any idea which pipe is for cold water?” I asked.

She looked at the pipes. “If one of those starts dumping water on us, you’ll end up flooding your basement. I don’t see the shutoff anywhere in here.”

“Maybe we can just crack the pipe and get a little bit of water to come down. I can have a plumber come tomorrow. I don’t have anything to lose down here anyway.”

“I think the one on the right is cold water. I mean—you can feel it with your fingers. If it doesn’t burn you, it’s probably the cold water.” I reached up and felt. The pipe was cool. So I began to bang on it with the dull side of my clenched fish. It groaned and creaked. I was aiming right for the seam, where the pipe joined with another. Suddenly, a few drops of water leaked out from the seam. I kept pounding it, and then a trickle came out. I put my head underneath, tilted up my face, and opened my mouth. For the first time that day, I had something to drink. The water had a terrible copper taste to it, but it was better than nothing.

October stood her naked body up and nudged me to the side. She opened her mouth and drank some of the water. “Ew. It’s so metallic,” she said.

“It’s better than nothing,” I said. We both drank some more. I stepped back while she tried to catch the water in her mouth. It was hard for her, because she was so short. I couldn’t help but chuckle as the water splashed all over her face.

“Shut up,” she said. Then she closed her eyes and let the cool water wash down her head and then her body, as if she was taking a little shower.

“That’s not a bad idea,” I said. I cozied up next to her and let the cool water splash on me. Our sweaty bodies were pressed together. As she turned, I felt her long shaft brush against my leg, and then it brushed against my shaft. We both looked down. “Sorry,” I said.

“Sorry for what? I touched you.”

“I don’t know,” I said, feeling shy. I found myself looking away quickly as she caught me staring at her long dick again. She giggled.

“Don’t tell me you’re still weird about the fact I’m trans.”

I shook my head. “I don’t care about that.”

She giggled and stepped close to me. “So I’m not making you uncomfortable?” she said.

I shook my head. She was, but lying seemed like the best solution. Then she reached down and grabbed my cock. She grabbed hers with her other hand, and then she pressed them together. “What’s the matter? Afraid your friends will call you gay?” She began to mash them together.

I laughed nervously. “I don’t care that you’re trans,” I said.

Then she looked down and gasped. She held my cock for a moment longer before letting go. “Are you getting hard?”

I looked down. I was getting hard—and I was getting hard fast. My shaft was throbbing intensely. “I’m sorry. It’s just the rubbing.”

“I’m not getting hard,” she said.

I turned away, and then she grabbed my arm and spun me towards her. The cool water continued to splash on our bodies. She stood up on her toes and tilted her head up. I leaned in and we kissed. I’m not sure why I went along with it. I don’t know why I let her press her lips against mine, and I don’t know why I kissed back. I even let her slip her tongue into my mouth as I put my hands on her warm body. Now I was getting hard quickly: throbbing and growing. My tip slid up along her abdomen, and then my rock hard shaft was pressed against her body. She seemed to like it, grinding herself against it. She even reached down and grabbed it firmly, tugging it and pulling back my foreskin. She squashed it against her shaft again. Even flaccid, she was bigger than me. She pulled her hand up both shafts, nearly dropping mine. She had to use both hands to massage them properly.

“You like this, huh?” she said, staring into my eyes.

I nodded my head. “I guess so.”

“Does that surprise you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. Then I leaned forward and kissed her again. She squeezed our cocks tightly together and tugged hard—almost painfully. She moved her wet hand up and down. I caressed her sweaty body. Then I squeezed her breasts firmly before playing with her hard nipples. She laughed nervously, and then I felt her getting hard against me. I looked down and watched as her long shaft grew longer and thicker. Her reddened tip emerged from her tight foreskin. And then I couldn’t help myself.

I sunk down to my knees and slid the cock into my mouth. I sucked, bobbing my head. I licked her tip the way she licked mine. She tensed up and then she relaxed. Another nervous giggle slipped out from her lips. “I know you think I’m a whore,” she said. “But you’re only the second guy I’ve ever been with. And the first guy might not even count. He had sex with me while I was almost blackout drunk.”

I looked up at her and slipped her shaft out from my lips for a short moment. “I’m sorry to hear that.” Then I kept sucking. I wasn’t sure if I could believe her. She was too hot and too good at sex; it couldn’t have just been her second—or maybe first time. And why was she so horny? If she got this horny, there was no way she could go this long without putting out.

Or maybe this was the side effect of missing her pill. She said she took a couple of pills each day. Maybe she’d missed a few pills now. Maybe that testosterone was starting to enter her body for the first time in years and it was making her hornier than ever before. I’d heard that sex change hormones could make a person lose their sex drive, so it made sense to think that someone could regain their sex drive by missing a few doses.

I got as much of her monster cock into my mouth as I could. I sucked hard, bobbing my head. She massaged my hair. I felt her tip throbbing against my cheek. A thick strand of pre-cum oozed out from her shaft. I sucked it up and swallowed it.

“Do you want me to come in you or on you?” she asked with a soft voice.

“In me,” I said, muffled by her shaft. I wanted to taste her cum. The pre-cum was just a treat: just a tease. My own shaft was throbbing mercilessly now. I needed more. I needed the real thing. I started pumping her with my clenched fist: all of the inches I couldn’t fit into my mouth. I pumped hard and fast, desperate to taste her load.

She clenched and squirmed and groaned, and then she gave me what I wanted: a massive burst of hot cum in my mouth. I groaned as the bitter taste pooled on my tongue. I waited until her tenth and final blast before tilting my head back to slowly swallow the load. My head was spinning with excitement. My skin was tingling. I stood up and we kissed again. She licked my lips, getting a taste of herself, and then I found myself staring into my eyes.

“Sorry about what I said earlier, about you not deserving your job,” I said.

She smiled. “It’s okay. I get it a lot. I really can fix your furnace. I just need some tools.”

I nodded my head. And then I smirked. “I guess I’ll believe it when I see it.”

“Well when we get out of here, let me use your shower to clean myself up, and then I’ll fix it before going home.”

“Deal,” I said. “As long as I can slip into the shower with you.”

She smiled. “Deal. As long as I can slip into your tight ass again with my cock.”

That nervous tingling returned, but this time it was accompanied by a strong excitement. The ass fucking felt amazing. I wanted more of it, and I couldn’t wait to get more of it.

It was dark outside now—impossible to know what time it was, as neither of us had a watch or a phone. We were both tired: exhausted from sweating all day. I let October have my clothes to use as a pillow. I didn’t mind just leaning against the cement wall. It was the least I could do. I was starting to feel guilty about getting her locked in that room. Maybe it was my fault. Maybe I should have propped the metal door open. I knew that the handle got jammed sometimes, and I didn’t even warn her.

We chatted for hours. “So do you plan on visiting Finland at all?” I asked after we talked about school. But she didn’t answer. I looked over at her and saw that her eyes were closed. She was sleeping peacefully. I caught myself smiling. Then I decided to let my eyes close as well. Soon we would be free—assuming her employers came looking for her.


CHAPTER VI

It was early when I heard footsteps upstairs. It took a moment before I remembered that I was stuck in that room in the basement with October. I looked over at her and she was still asleep. Then I looked at the window and saw that the sun was just starting to come up.

I sprung to my feet. “We’re down here!” I called out loudly, waking October up. Then I grabbed my pants and I began to pull them up. “Help! We’re down here!”

“Is someone there?” October asked.

“I heard footsteps,” I said. “Please help up! We’re stuck in the basement.”

October sat up and grabbed her sweater, pulling it over her body before grabbing her panties off the wet ground. The pipe was still leaking. Everything was damp from the water splashing against the cement floor.

“I think they’re coming down the stairs,” I said, pressing my ear against the cement wall, trying to hear the footsteps. They were faint, but they weren’t far away: definitely in the house. I yelled again before banging hard on the stuck metal panel. I looked back at October, who was now pulling up her shorts. “I can hear them!” I turned to the metal door. “We’re stuck in here! Please help us!”

Then I heard the handle turning. I heard the creak, and then I heard the stuck bolt pop loose. I wanted to scream out in joy, but I contained myself. We weren’t going to die in a hot basement. We were saved.

The panel budged open. I grabbed it and pulled it hard, swinging it open, expecting to see some stranger with the furnace company, but instead I found myself staring at Maggie. My heart quickly plunged into my stomach.

“Silvius?” she said.

“Maggie?”

I watched as Maggie’s eyes drifted from me to October. “Hello,” she said softly.

“Uh, this is October. She’s the furnace mechanic. We got stuck in here yesterday. W—What are you doing here?” I said. I looked down at her body and then back up at her face. She was pretty. I forgot how pretty she was. I’d never gone weeks without seeing her. The longest I’d ever gone without seeing her was five days, shortly after we started dating. She was so gentle and soft.

She nodded her head slowly. “Your mom gave me the address,” she said. “So you bought a house on the street that I love.”

I nodded my head. “Yeah. I was actually going to surprise you on that day, but then… Well, you know.”

She looked down at the ground. Then October brushed by us. “I’m just going to go,” she said. Then she looked back. “I’ll have my boss send someone over to finish the job. It was nice meeting you.”

“Wait,” I said. I didn’t have her number. I didn’t want her to slip out from my fingers. But I didn’t want to ask for her number in front of Maggie. And now, Maggie was staring into my eyes with a concerned look on her face, waiting to hear what I had to say. October had a look of her own: wide eyes, full of hope and hesitation.

“What is it?” October asked.

And then I looked at Maggie again. Maggie looked back at October and then she looked at me. “Anyway. I thought we could go grab a coffee. Maybe we can talk this through. I’ve had a lot of time to think about what happened. I have a good feeling that we’ll be able to put it all behind us.”

I looked into Maggie’s eyes as she smiled. I did miss that smile. I missed the warmth that she would bring into a room with that smile. I missed being with her in bed, cuddling up on cold nights. I missed the way she would laugh. “Coffee?” I said quietly. “Um, maybe. Okay. Sure.”

Then I saw October turning away. I remembered October’s large appendage between her thighs. It was better that I wasn’t with a t-girl, with a girl with a cock, with a girl who was once a boy. But then I looked at Maggie and I remembered the sight of her with my best friend, on our bed. How could I know it wouldn’t happen again? How could I know that she really loved me? If she really loved me, she wouldn’t have cheated on me. And if I really loved her, it wouldn’t have been so easy to cut her out from my life.

So what was worse: a cheating girl or a well-hung t-girl? I found myself thinking of that large cock again. What was wrong with it? What did I have against it? I liked stroking it and I liked sucking it. Hell, I even liked when she put it inside of me. Maybe there would be a few awkward moments when family members discovered her reality, but they would just be moments: temporary. What Maggie did to me, and what she might do again—that wasn’t just a moment; it was a lifelong wound, a lifetime of distrust. I would never be able to look into her eyes the same way again.

October was halfway up the stairs. “October, wait,” I said. Maggie’s eyes narrowed.

“Silvius,” Maggie said. “Can we please just go for coffee?”

“I—I need to have my furnace fixed,” I said.

“Our furnace,” Maggie said with her warm smile. “And it will get fixed. You heard her: she’ll call her boss and have someone else come.”

“No. I want her to fix it. She said she would fix it,” I said.

“You’re being rude—and weird,” Maggie said. “Just leave the key under the mat and let’s go get a coffee. We can go for a walk. I’m sure the furnace will be fixed before we’re home.”

“She told me she would fix it,” I said. “I want her to do it. And—And I want you to leave.”

October was frozen now, staring at me with big, wide eyes. There was fear in those eyes, but also excitement. It looked like she was holding back a smile. Maggie, on the other hand, wasn’t about to smile. Her lips parted and her face was turning white. “Excuse me?” she said.

“You cheated on me. You made your decision. I don’t want to be with you. I want to be with her.” I pointed at October.

Maggie looked back at October for a long moment. Then she turned to me with dark, narrowed eyes. “Her? Silvius, she looks like a tranny,” she said with a whisper. I was shocked to hear her say it. Was it obvious? Why couldn’t I see it? I looked at October, who had obviously heard Maggie’s whisper.

“Mind your own business,” I said to Maggie. Even if it was true that October looked trans, it made no difference to me. I saw a beautiful girl. I saw a girl I wanted to be with—and a girl I knew wouldn’t cheat on me. “This isn’t our house. It’s not our furnace. It’s mine. Your house and your furnace is across town, and the lease needs to be renewed soon, by the way—without my name on it.”

Maggie pressed her lips thin. “Fine,” she said. She stomped towards the stairs and then bumped past October. Then she stopped and turned to me. “By the way, I slept with your friend five times this month.” Then she stormed off.

I smiled. I was so glad to hear her say those words; they were everything I needed to know that I was making the right decision. But even without them, I knew I wanted to be with October. I knew it wouldn’t be easy at times, and I knew there would be people who wouldn’t understand. But those were just obstacles. Every relationship has different obstacles.

October stared at me with glossy eyes, still holding back that little smile. “So do you want to take that shower?” I asked.

And then finally, she let that little smile slip as she nodded her head.

THE END


STRETCH MY HOLE

Eugene’s friend, Patton, has been depressed since the sudden passing of his brother. His depression is so bad that he attempts suicide, landing him in the hospital for many days. During Patton’s stay in the hospital, while on a combination of strong drugs, he tells Eugene his secret: that he’s never been in bed with a woman.

Now, Eugene is determined to make his friend’s dream come true, to make him happy so he doesn’t try to hurt himself again. He’s willing to go to great lengths, even ready to pay a girl to do the deed. But Eugene can find nobody, except for a girl named Astra, who is willing to go on a date with Patton and to get him drunk, but she’s not willing to go that extra mile. So Eugene is ready to take over the rest. The plan is for Astra to get Patton drunk and into a dark bedroom, then she’ll make the switch with a dolled-up Eugene. It’s a sacrifice he’s willing to make for his best friend—but it’s a sacrifice that comes with consequences.


CHAPTER I

I couldn’t believe I was squeezing into a tight dress. I felt sick. I felt foolish. It was my own plan, but now I was starting to think that it wouldn’t even work. Did I ever think it would work? Now, as I stared down at my satin-clad body, I wondered why I ever thought this ridiculous idea might actually work. And so much planning went into it…

I couldn’t back down now. The wheels of the plan were already in motion. Soon, Patton would be in that bedroom down the hall, expecting a woman. And if I wasn’t there for him, something bad might happen again. I couldn’t let something bad happen. Patton was one of my best friends. He was a good man, and he didn’t deserve what he was going through.

Mavis helped me zip the dress up. I thought it was tight before it was zipped. Now, it was almost hard to breathe. “Are you sure I don’t look like a sausage?” I asked.

“Your female voice,” she said. “You have to keep using it.” I kept forgetting about the stupid voice, which we’d spent two days practising, just for this moment. And I probably wouldn’t even be saying anything, assuming everything went according to plan.

I nodded my head. “Right,” I said softly. I cleared my throat. “Are you sure I don’t look like an overstuffed sausage?” I asked.

“You look fine. It’s supposed to be tight,” Mavis said.

I bit down on my tongue. “And you’re sure you don’t want to just do this?” I said, still in my girly voice.

“You know I can’t. He would recognize me in an instant. Even with the lights off. Now sit down and let’s get onto your makeup. We’re behind schedule. We only have fifteen minutes until show time.” I hated that she called it show time. I hated that she was reminding me that we weren’t just playing dress up for shits. Soon, I would be in a dark room with a man, and that man was going to be expecting sex from me. I pushed the thought out from my head. I had to keep that thought out so that I wouldn’t break down. I kept telling myself that it wouldn’t be so bad, that it would just be a few minutes, and then I could swap places with Astra again.

Astra was downstairs, getting sweet with Patton. She wasn’t part of our friend group: a friend of a friend who agreed to help us, but she wouldn’t agree to sleep with Patton, even though we offered her five hundred bucks to do it. No one would do it for the money. Some girls became absurdly outraged when we suggested the idea. “Do I look like a prostitute?” they would say. We thought about reaching out to an actual prostitute, but the logistics were just too complicated, and we didn’t want to give Patton some disease by accident. Astra looked like me: dark hair, dark eyebrows, big eyes, small frame, and similar cheekbones. When I suggested the plan to our friend group, I didn’t think that I would end up being the one who had to sleep with Patton; it didn’t even seem like a remote possibility. I figured we would be able to find a girl who looked enough like Astra: a girl who could do the bedroom swap for the right amount of money. Sadly, no girls took the bait, and my friends all agreed that I looked more like Astra than anyone we knew—and Astra was the only girl willing to spend the whole evening with Patton, buttering him up. But she wouldn’t sleep with him.

I don’t know why girls were so opposed to sleeping with Patton. He was a normal guy. He was fairly handsome, quiet, funny at times, and he was always nice to everyone. But for some reason, he turned girls off. There was something about him: something that I couldn’t see. And that something was apparently repulsive to some girls. “Him?” they would say when we showed them his photo. “Ew. Not happening.” They made me feel even worse for Patton. Thank God he was never around to hear their reactions. Hearing a girl saying “ew” would probably be enough to make him attempt suicide a second time.

Mavis carefully drew on my eyeliner before rolling some mascara onto my eyelashes. She was moving slowly. “It doesn’t have to be perfect,” I said. “The room is dark. He won’t even see my face.”

“Better safe than sorry,” she said to me, before moving onto the eye shadow.

The plan was fairly simple: Astra had been out with Patton all day, flirting with him while getting him drunk. Setting up their date wasn’t so simple; it took a whole week to set up. I had Patton meet me at the mall, but I was purposely late. Then Astra, who Patton didn’t know, moved in and chatted him up, getting his phone number before I slipped in. Then we had Astra run into him again, pretending like it was a random encounter. They chatted some more, and then we had Astra text him to set up a date. That date was happening now. I was upstairs with Mavis in Astra’s house while they were downstairs drinking. Astra was going to send Patton to her bedroom before slipping into the guest room, where we were quietly getting ready. Then I would slip into the bedroom and do the deed. Then Astra would slip back in and she would politely send Patton home, telling him she had to work early in the morning.

Patton would no longer be a virgin. Without his virginity, he would be a new man: confident and—with any luck—no longer suicidal. This was our way of saving him, of helping him to forget about his late brother. And I had to keep telling myself that it wouldn’t be so bad.

I’d practised with a small dildo the day before, and it didn’t hurt. It felt weird, but it didn’t hurt. I figured Patton probably wasn’t very big: maybe even smaller than the dildo. Being a virgin, he probably wouldn’t last long. So really, I only had to take a bit of thrusting for a couple of minutes. It was the least I could do for a good friend who would have done anything for me.

“I can hear them coming up the stairs,” Mavis whispered. We both froze.

“I’m just going to slip into something more comfortable,” Astra said with a giggle. Patton giggled as well. “That’s my room right there. Why don’t you just wait for me?”

We listened as the bedroom door opened. “Is the light broken?” Patton asked with a bit of a drunken slur.

“Oh yeah, sorry. I’ve been meaning to replace the bulb. It’s okay. Dark can be fun too, right? Just wait one minute for me.” Now Astra was coming towards the guest room. My heart was pounding. It was almost my turn to do my part. I was terrified, but also relieved that it would soon be over.

Astra entered the room. Her cheeks were red and she was staggering slightly. “That’s some strong vodka,” she whispered.

“Shh!” Mavis said, pressing her finger to her lips.

“Oh my God, look at you,” Astra whispered, looking at me with a big smile. “You actually kind of look like me. It’s freaky.” She said the exact same thing, without the drunken slur, two days before at our ‘makeup test’. She sat next to me while Mavis did my makeup, trying to match Astra’s style. Mavis was a professional makeup artist; she worked on movie sets, usually doing creature effects. On me, she used some contouring tricks to make my face look even more like Astra’s.

Now, I looked in the mirror. I really did look just like her; the similarity was almost haunting. Of course, I could still see myself. We didn’t look like identical twins—but we did look like fraternal twins. It was enough of resemblance to trick a drunken man in the dark.

“You’re such a good friend, Eugene,” said Astra, giving me a pat on the back. Then she dropped down to her knees and began to rub my legs up and down. She giggled. “But I wish I had your legs.” I looked down at her. She was very drunk. We were lucky that she didn’t drunkenly spill our plan to Patton. She did what she had to do. We told her to get him drunk, but not so drunk that he would remember nothing. She deserved the five hundred bucks we were paying her for her service.

“Okay, Eugene. You’d better go,” whispered Mavis. “Good luck.” She walked over to the door and gently pulled it open. My legs trembled and my gut turned. I wasn’t gay. I hated the idea of being with another man. I hated the thought of kissing him even more than I hated the thought of him penetrating my back door with his shaft. But I had to do it. I had to save my friend, and this was the only way to do it.

After he tried to kill himself, I visited him in the hospital. He was loopy from the drugs they were pumping into him. “Your brother wouldn’t want you to kill yourself,” I said to him, trying not to cry.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I just hate being a virgin,” he said. A few minutes later, he fell asleep from the IV drugs. I don’t think he meant to tell me his secret. I never knew that he was a virgin until that moment.

Now, I was walking towards that bedroom door, about to take away his virginity while pretending to be a girl. I could think of so many ways the plan could go wrong. But I couldn’t let it go wrong. I had to do it. I had to sleep with Patton.


CHAPTER II

The room was darker than I expected. I hadn’t been in the room since I replaced the bulb with a broken one, and it was still daytime then. Now, the room was black, and it took a moment for my eyes to adjust enough to see Patton’s silhouette on the bed. He was dressed down, only wearing his boxers.

“You look amazing,” he said, even though he could probably only see my silhouette. I closed the door behind me, making the room even darker. Then he laughed. “I can’t see anything.”

I bit down on my tongue. “Use your imagination,” I said with the voice I’d spent two long days practising. I was hoping I wouldn’t have to say much more. I climbed onto the bed and could smell his cologne. It wasn’t a terrible smell: a mix of cedar and sawdust. He was still, keeping his hands to himself. I put a hand on his thigh, feeling his soft leg hairs. My heart stuttered and a lump began to fill my throat. I squirmed. I had to stay strong. I wanted to get up and run so badly, but I knew that would only cause more damage. My plan wasn’t to drive him back to suicide. My plan was to help him, to pull him out from his funk, and to give him something he’d always wanted.

He gently put a hand on my arm. He moved it up slowly. “Your skin is so smooth,” he said. I knew that he would keep talking if I didn’t kiss him. And if he kept talking, he would expect me to talk back. So I had to bite my tongue. I closed my eyes and leaned in, pressing my lips against his. I could feel his scratchy stubble. Oh God, I was kissing a man! My stomach turned and my skin became cold. I didn’t want to be kissing a man. Hell, I didn’t want to be touching a man. But I had to do it. I put a hand on his side and gently stroked his body. He was surprisingly hard and muscular, considering his smaller frame. I moved my hand down to his waist, feeling the band of his boxers. I grabbed that band and began to pull it down.

I felt him tense up. I could almost hear his heart pounding. He was probably even more nervous than me. I tugged his shorts down to his thighs, and then I sat back from our kiss. I couldn’t see his cock in the darkness, but I knew it was out in the open. Thank God I couldn’t see it. I didn’t want to see it. I just wanted to get this all over with. So I pulled his boxers off of his legs and I tossed them aside. “You’re so beautiful,” he said. His voice cracked.

I didn’t want to reply. I didn’t want to use my voice unless I absolutely had to. So I slid back on top of him and pressed my lips back against his. Now he was kissing a bit more aggressively, opening his mouth slightly and pushing against my lips with his tongue. I hesitated, and then I let him in, trying not to gag. Kissing was bad enough; now we were French kissing. And I could feel his naked body. I could feel his soft pubic hair against my thigh. He’d pulled my dress up, exposing my panty-clad bum and my flat abdomen. He nervously reached down and grabbed my butt cheek softly. I froze. I felt strangely violated. I felt dirty. My stomach was boiling with regret. But I couldn’t turn back now, so I let him squeeze my ass.

Then I felt it: his shaft throbbing against my thigh. He was growing, getting aroused. I tried to ignore the hardening lump against my leg. I tried to focus on counting the passing seconds in my head. I hated that he was getting an erection for me, but I needed that erection if I was going to get this act over with.

We continued kissing. I tried to get him harder faster by grinding my body against his shaft. It was a gross feeling: his manhood rubbing on my bare leg. But it was working: he was throbbing harder and growing faster.

Then, he surprised me by putting his hands on my shoulders. He pushed down, making me slide slightly, away from his face. I quickly realized he was pushing me down to suck his cock. I began to panic. It wasn’t part of the plan, but I didn’t want to offend him. I didn’t want him to know that I was completely disgusted. I didn’t want him to think that I wasn’t actually turned on by him and his throbbing penis. So I let myself sink down while my heart slammed against my ribcage. I groaned and bit hard on my tongue as my face came close to his shaft.

I was trying to think of an out, and then he reached down and cupped my face, under my chin. With his other hand, he grabbed his erection and pressed his tip against my lips. He sure was aggressive for a virgin. I couldn’t deny him now. I had to do it. I had to open my mouth. I closed my eyes and tried to pretend it was just a dildo. His cock slipped onto my tongue and pushed back towards my throat. I closed my lips around his girth.

He wasn’t small, like I expected. He wasn’t smaller than the dildo at all; he was much bigger. I could feel him throbbing. Was he still growing? It sure seemed like his shaft was stretching lengthwise, and bloating against my lips. Just how big was he? I tried not to gag as I began to bob my head. I tried my best to keep my tongue away from his manhood, but it was becoming increasingly impossible. Why did I agree to this? Why did I come up with this crazy idea?

He moaned, slipping both of his hands into my hair. Now my heart stuttered again. He was massaging a wig. It was fastened down firmly with a number of clips, but if he decided to pull my hair, it would surely come off, along with some of my own hair. I couldn’t only hope that he wouldn’t get that excited.

Now his cock was huge: enormous inside of my mouth. I sucked hard and bobbed fast, massaging his length with my tight lips. I was terrified he wouldn’t fit in my ass, which was already lubricated. Before Mavis started doing my makeup, I took a large dab of sex lube and pressed it into my asshole: a terrible feeling, but not nearly as terrible as the feeling I was going to experience in a matter of minutes.

But he was a virgin. He would have no idea that he was in my butt and not my pussy. I knew that for a fact, as my ex-girlfriend used to let me put my cock in both holes, and it was hard to tell the difference at first. One time I thought I was in her bum, and then she let me know afterwards that I had slipped into her pussy halfway through the act. So if I couldn’t tell, Patton, a lifelong virgin, surely would have no idea.

I choked, coughing, leaning back and taking a deep breath in. His tip had pressed down my throat, stopping air from getting into my lungs. “Sorry. Are you okay?” he asked.

I nodded my head, taking a second to recuperate. Then I looked down at his cock. Now my eyes had adjusted enough that I could make out some detail. I could see his long, thick shaft resting on his abdomen. His tip was well beyond his belly button, and soon it would be well beyond mine too.

It was time to get the act over with, time to take away his virginity, as well as my own anal virginity. I crawled up his body with my dress still hiked up. I reached back and pulled my panties to the side, exposing my butthole. My cock and ball sack were taped down with a special tape Mavis said they used on film sets to keep men from getting erections during nude sex scenes. It was an awkward feeling, having my package taped down, but it was better than having it dangle onto Patton’s body.

I reached down and grabbed his slick shaft. I aimed it up and closed my eyes. I wasn’t religious, but I was tempted to say a prayer. Then I pressed the tip between my butt cheeks. I heard Patton gasp. His body was tense and he was trembling slightly: about to lose his virginity as a twenty-seven-year-old man.

I bit hard on my tongue, and then I sat down, doing my best to keep my passageway unclenched. It took a moment for his dull, thick tip to penetrate my hole. Then he was suddenly inside of me, stretching me wide. I groaned and gasped. I clenched because it seemed impossible not to. I took a moment, and then I forced my body to relax so I could sink down even more. He was so thick! I couldn’t believe my hole was managing to stretch wide enough for his girth!

He put his hands on my hips. “Fuck, you’re so beautiful,” he said, running his hands up and down gently. I said nothing back, unless you count the whimper that escaped my lips.

I sunk lower and lower. I couldn’t believe how long he was. His shaft seemed endless as it pushed up into my body. I clenched again, and then I groaned again. Surely it was almost in me completely. Surely he didn’t have more length to give me…

I fell forward, pressing my hands onto his chest. My legs began to tremble. His shaft was pressing into some sort of sweet spot. My toes clutched the bed sheets and I let out a loud groan. What was happening inside of me? What was that warm buzzing? I squirmed my bum from side to side. I could still feel my hole stretching. Would the stretching be permanent? Would I need to invest in diapers from now on?

Finally, I felt his pelvis with my bum. I took a moment, taking a deep breath. He stared up at my dark silhouette, admiring the beauty he thought I had. Then I began to bounce. It felt weird: even weirder than the dildo. I didn’t think I would be able to feel so much. I didn’t think that I would be able to feel his foreskin or his throbbing veins. I didn’t think it would be so warm, and so alive.

He reached up and cupped my breasts: silicone inserts Mavis snatched from a film set. He squeezed them hard and moaned. “It feels so good,” he said. I nodded my head, though I wasn’t sure I agreed. It didn’t feel bad or good—it just felt weird.

I kept bouncing, trying to pick up my pace. I could feel everything: every inch of his impressive cock as it slid inside of my body. I just needed him to come. Once his load was inside of me, I could excuse myself for the bathroom, and then I could swap places with Astra again. She could send him home, and our weeklong plan would be successfully executed. I was a bit proud of myself for going through with the act. All week, I thought I would end up chickening out at the last minute. But now, my good friend was no longer a virgin. I let a smile slip.

And then I felt a strange buzzing between my legs. It was just a vibration at first, and then it became pleasant. I sighed as it grew stronger. My legs wobbled and I moaned. Then I let a little giggle slip. “Do you like that?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I said softly. He grabbed my hips and then he began to thrust upwards, into my body, pushing his tip towards my throat. I gasped. He was thrusting fast. The sensation was intense, making my body tense up. But he was thrusting through the tension. It didn’t seem to bother him. Maybe he even liked it. He groaned loudly, squeezing me tighter.

“Don’t stop,” I heard myself say. He fucked harder and harder. “Fuck me! Fuck me!” I said through clenched teeth. It felt good now: very good. Euphoria was pulsing through my body. My legs shook and I began moaning wildly. He was groaning loudly. I could feel his shaft bloating inside of me. He was about to come—I was moments away from a successful mission!

I screamed as the pleasure reached its most intense. Then he dug his fingernails into me and came. I felt it: huge blasts of warmth shooting deep inside of my body. I gasped, digging my own fingernails into his chest. I squirmed. I could feel all of it: every single blast, every single flutter of his penis. Once he was finished, I awkwardly stood up. I felt his load rushing out of me, but I couldn’t clench it back because I was too stretched.

I stumbled slightly. I was strangely exhausted and lightheaded. I bit down on my lip and tried to remember the sentence I’d practised more than any other. “I—uh—I’m just going to get myself, uh, cleaned up.”

“Okay,” he said with a quiet voice.

“That was fun,” I said. It wasn’t a sentence I’d practised.

“It was better than fun,” he said.

I lingered for a moment, even though it was my cue to leave. I felt empty but amazingly satisfied. I wanted to say something else, but I wasn’t sure what I wanted to say. I must have stood there for twenty seconds before turning around to leave. I closed the bedroom door and then I jogged down the hall to the guest room, so I could get changed back into my own clothes.

As I stepped in, both Mavis and Astra looked down at my legs. “Wow,” they both whispered. I looked down and saw the cum oozing down past my knees, on both of my legs.

I stuttered. “Let’s just get me cleaned up,” I said. “And let’s not talk about it. Okay?”

Astra was already in her night attire, which I thought was probably too sexy for the occasion: a tight silk robe with lacy embellishments. It looked more like lingerie than something that was supposed to say, ‘It’s time for you to go home.’

She waited a couple of minutes before walking to the door. “Okay, I’m going in,” she said. It was only five minutes later when we heard Patton leaving the bedroom and walking towards the stairs. We all crept up to the window and watched as Patton got into a cab. Once the cab was gone, we cheered and high-fived. Mavis gave me a hug, and then Astra surprised me by giving me a hug. “That was kind of fun,” she said.

“We couldn’t have done it without you,” I said. “Just be nice to him for the next while. I’m sure he’s going to be texting you. Don’t ghost him and don’t break his heart.”

“I know the drill,” she said with a big smile. Then she slapped me on the butt. “You look cute, by the way.” She winked. She was still drunk, and I was still filled with a combination of regret, excitement, and confusion. Her compliment didn’t help.

I was happy to be back in my proper clothes, happy to have the makeup washed off of my face and the itchy wig off of my head. Mavis didn’t say anything to me about the act. She didn’t ask how it went or how I was feeling, and that was probably for the best. I didn’t want to talk about it. I didn’t even want to think about it. I wanted to start the process of forgetting about it entirely. But once I got home, and I was in my bed, it was all I could think about. It didn’t help that my bum was a bit sore and my hole still felt stretched out.

I actually went through with it: I actually let a man fuck me in the ass. I thought it would be easy to put behind me, but now the memory was already replaying in my head, over and over. Every little detail was so vivid: I could even remember the feeling of his thick veins rubbing my inner anal walls.

I didn’t get much sleep. It was hours before I finally dozed off, and it was only because of a couple sleeping pills.


CHAPTER III

I was slow to get out of bed the next morning. I found myself staring at the ceiling, wondering what the hell I’d done. My bum was still a bit sore, even though we only fucked for a few minutes. I swear I could still feel a bit of his cum inside of me. Once I was finally out of bed, I took another shower. I stood in the hot water for a long time, trying to summon a thought that wasn’t a memory from the previous night: anything that would come into my mind. But I could only see the dark silhouette of that massive cock, and I could only remember the feeling of that pleasant buzzing between my legs.

When I got out from the shower, I had a message on my phone. It was from Patton. “We should meet up. Mavis is free. Are you free?” he asked.

I stared at the message for a long time. It had been a while since I’d gotten an unsolicited message from Patton. Since his brother passed away unexpectedly, I always had to be the one to message him, to ask how he was doing, to see if he wanted to get out of the house. It was nice to see that he was at least feeling good enough to initiate a meeting. But now, I wasn’t so sure I was ready to see him. “I’m free,” I replied. “What did you have in mind?”

He wanted to meet up for coffee at the mall. It was an activity we used to do a lot together, until his brother passed and it suddenly became difficult to drag him out anywhere remotely public. I got dressed and I headed out for the mall. My heart throbbed the whole way. I was terrified of seeing his face, worried he would look into my eyes and realize the truth.

I parked at the end of the parking lot and made the long walk to the doors where we always met, next to the little café beside the bookstore. I could see him through the window, sitting there with Mavis. They were both smiling and laughing. He looked happy. I hadn’t seen him smile like that since he lost his brother. It was a nice sight. Was I about to ruin it by showing my face? Would I expose myself just by stepping inside?

They both looked at me as I approached the table. I forced my biggest smile, and then they both smiled back. “Hey, Eugene,” said Patton. “How’s it going?” He was happy and full of life.

I took a seat slowly, watching him carefully. “I’m okay. Didn’t get a lot of sleep last night.”

“No kidding,” he said. “Me neither.” Then he cracked a smirk.

Mavis looked at me. “Patton was just telling me about a girl he met,” she said with a tiny wink.

Patton nodded his head quickly. His cheeks turned a shade of red. “I met her the other day, when you were running late,” he said. “She gave me her number, and then we met up last night.”

“Oh yeah,” I said, nodding my head slowly.

“She’s great,” he said, laughing nervously. His face turned a darker shade of red.

“He can’t stop talking about her,” said Mavis.

I was silent for a moment, not sure what to say, afraid of saying the wrong thing and terrified of saying nothing at all. “When can we meet her?” I said, biting the edge of my tongue.

He laughed and then shied his face away. “I don’t know. We’re not official or anything yet. I mean—we just went on a date. It’s not like we’re going steady. But I don’t know. Maybe you’ll get to meet her.”

I nodded my head slowly, looking over at Mavis, who was smiling brightly, as if she wasn’t even a little bit worried that he was going to have his heart broken. The plan was for him to be happy with a one-night stand. I never thought about the possibility of him falling for Astra, and I certainly didn’t have enough money to keep up the rouse indefinitely. “Just be sure to keep your options open,” I said. “You wouldn’t want to miss out on the perfect girl by putting all your eggs into this chick’s basket.”

He looked at me strangely, and maybe it was a strange thing to say. “I guess you’re right,” he said. “But I’ve already messaged her to see if she wants to go on another date. I’m just waiting to hear back.”

I nodded my head again, looking back at Mavis. Now her smile was diminishing slightly. Maybe she was starting to realize the new issue. Would Astra’s inevitable rejection push Patton back to his suicidal ways? “Why don’t we walk around? I really need a new dress shirt for work,” I said, hoping to spark a change in topic. We started talking about work, but I could tell that Patton’s mind was still on Astra. Whenever I looked over at him, I could see that glossy look in his eyes; I could see that his gaze was elsewhere, somewhere inside, replaying his date—and probably that moment in the bedroom with me. I shuddered, trying not to think of that moment.

“So Patton, what do you think of enrolling in school again? Isn’t that deadline coming up soon?” I said, hoping to get his mind off the brunette we paid to be nice and flirtatious to him.

He looked at me. It took him a moment to register my words, as he was still daydreaming about Astra. “Huh? School? Yeah, maybe I will register. It’s just been so long since I’ve taken a class.”

“But you’re so close to getting your degree. You should really just finish it.”

He nodded his head in agreement. “You’re right. I’ll look into registering when I get home.”

“Don’t forget. Make a mental note of it,” I said with a smile. He needed to get back into school, where he would be surrounded by women. He needed to see that he had tons of options, especially now that he was no longer burdened with his virginity. “I think there’s actually a party tonight—at Clive’s place. He works with me. I think there will be a lot of people there. I have the invite on my phone. Maybe we could all go together.”

Then his eyes lit up. “I’ll see if Astra wants to come,” he said. He pulled out his phone and started texting. Then I looked at Mavis and she looked at me. Now she wasn’t smiling. Now we had a whole new problem on our hands. “I’m just going to run and use the washroom. I’ll be a minute.”

“Take your time,” Mavis said.

Once he was gone, Mavis shook her head. “Now what do we do?” she asked.

“I don’t know. One of us should call Astra. Maybe she can let him down softly. If we can get him to that party, we might be able to find him a quick rebound girl.”

Mavis closed her eyes and sighed. “I have a feeling he’s not going to go for another girl,” she said.

“I’m sure he will,” I said, not even believing my own words. “He just needs to see that there are more fish in the sea, so to speak. Now that he’s not so mopey and gloomy, it shouldn’t be a problem. We’ll just get some alcohol in him to help him relax a little bit.”

“I don’t like this, Eugene,” said Mavis. “I feel like we’re just putting a big Band-Aid on this problem.”

“We just need to get him steady on his feet.” I had too much invested in Patton’s recovery to just let him have his heart broken by Astra. I couldn’t let him slide back towards suicide after what I sacrificed for him. I was prepared to beg every girl at the party to help us out, if that’s what I had to do. I knew it wouldn’t take Patton long to get his life back on track. He just needed time to get over his brother’s death—and then he would need a bit of time to get over Astra. And during that time, he was going to need distractions. “I’ll call Clive and see if it’s okay for you guys to come.” I slipped out my phone and began typing a message to Clive. That’s when I noticed that my fingers were trembling. I was nervous: petrified. What if we really had just slapped a Band-Aid on Patton’s problem? What if his depression was about to become worse than ever before?


CHAPTER IV

I was at the party before Mavis and Patton. The place was already busy, so it was hard to find Clive, so I could thank him for letting me invite a few friends. “It really means a lot,” I said.

“As long as they drink their own booze and they don’t break anything, I don’t care,” he said.

I held up a large case of beer and smiled. “This should be more than enough for them. And whatever they don’t drink, you can have.”

He gave me a pat on the back. “Just put it in the kitchen with the rest of the liquor.” So I placed it on the kitchen table, which was teeming with cases of beer and bottles of hard alcohol. Within moments, people were snatching cans from my case. But I didn’t care—I had no intention of drinking, and I was pretty sure Mavis wasn’t planning on getting drunk either. We had work to do. We had to work on finding a girl who could take Patton’s mind off of Astra. I decided to get started right away, looking around to find a girl who could be Patton’s type. And that’s when I saw Astra, standing across the room. She looked at me a moment later, and then she smiled.

“W—What are you doing here?” I asked. I felt embarrassed standing in front of her. She knew what I did with Patton. She saw the cum draining down my legs.

“Patton invited me,” she said.

I shook my head. “And you came? You’re supposed to be politely avoiding him until he’s over you.” I bit down on my lip to hold back my frustration.

“I tried to politely turn him down, but he was so adamant that I come. He got really upset when I told him that I had other plans. What was I supposed to do?”

I took a deep breath. “Well what are you going to do with him tonight? What if he tries to kiss you or something?” I said.

“I already have a plan,” she said. “I’m going to pretend to get a call after an hour or so, and then I’ll leave. I’ll say that my friend needs a ride to the hospital. It’s fine, Eugene. Quit stressing out.” She put her hand on my shoulder and smiled. I could tell that she was already a bit drunk. The vodka was strong on her breath, and her pupils were slightly different sizes. “You’re kind of cute, you know.” She gently bit her bottom lip. “Maybe after all of this, we could see a movie, or hang out at my place and watch some Netflix.”

My heart fluttered down into my stomach. The little faith I had in Astra was quickly floating away. I looked down at the clear drink in her hand: a tall glass, which was possibly entirely vodka.

A few minutes later, I saw her from across the room, flirting with another guy. She put her hand on his shoulder while she laughed, and then she bit her lip flirtatiously, the same way she did before hitting on me. “Great…” I muttered.

Patton showed up with Mavis. He was dressed nicely, with a nervous look on his face. But he looked more confident than ever before: standing tall and teeming with excitement. I suddenly had a spark of hope. Maybe Astra would end up genuinely flirting with him. She was obviously horny, so maybe she would pull him up to one of the empty rooms, and then we would have nothing to worry about.

Patton went to Astra and tapped her on the shoulder. She played along well, giving him a hug—but she dodged his kiss, pretending like she didn’t notice it. Then she led him to the kitchen and poured him a strong drink. I watched as Patton tried to put his arm around her. I decided to move in before he got too carried away with her. “Hey Patton. You made it!” I said. He turned around and smiled.

“Hey, Eugene. Oh, hey, I want you to meet someone. Eugene, this is Astra. Astra: Eugene.” I shook her hand, pretending like I’d never seen her before. Then Patton chuckled. “You guys could almost be brother and sister.”

I smiled with thin lips. “I guess I can sort of see the resemblance.” My gut rumbled and I pushed the comment out from my head, along with the memory of the previous night.

“So you guys are friends?” I said. I had no idea what else I was supposed to say.

Patton looked at Astra and then back at me. “Yeah, I guess so,” he said. “We, uh, actually went on a bit of a date last night. Right, Astra?” He was looking at her nervously, desperate for her approval. It was a bit of a sad sight, especially because Astra kept looking over at a particular tall blonde man every time Patton looked away from her.

She nodded her head. “It was fun. We saw a movie and then we got some drinks. Would you guys excuse me for a moment?” She walked away, eyeing the blonde man again on her way towards the bathroom. He returned the glare with a smirk. Thankfully, Patton saw none of it.

“So that’s her, huh?” I said, nodding my head.

“What do you think? She’s pretty beautiful, huh?” he said.

“Totally,” I said. “ I think she’s great. But, uh, she doesn’t really seem like your type, if I’m going to be honest. She’s a bit… high fashion—you know? There’s a really cute blonde here. She was in one of my biology classes: nice girl. Maybe I can introduce you.”

Patton shook his head and chuckled. “I’m here with Astra. That would be weird—and inappropriate.” Speaking of inappropriate, Astra was now flirting with a guy next to the bathroom door, behind Patton’s back. I was terrified he would turn around and see her teasing the man’s chest with her fingertip.

But she was surprisingly good at keeping her slutty side hidden from Patton. She returned to Patton a few times to chat with him, keeping his spirits up. Then she would slip away to flirt with the handsome boys. The blonde man took a particular interest in her, following her to the bathroom at one point. I went down the hall to check on them and I saw them making out at the end of the hallway. I had to tap on her shoulder. “Are you crazy?” I hushed.

She looked at me. “I’m going to leave here in a minute,” she said. “Just, uh, tell him that I got that call.”

So that’s what I did: I found Patton and told him that Astra got a call and had to leave. “She told me to tell you,” I said.

“Why didn’t she tell me herself?” he asked.

“It seemed urgent,” I said. “I don’t know. I wouldn’t think too much into it.”

I watched his expression drop. He looked ruined, as if he knew it was all a rouse. I couldn’t let that devastation linger and grow. “It’s fine, man. She had to go. It happens. Here, I’ll introduce you to that girl.”

“I’ll pass,” he said. I went with him to the kitchen and watched him drink a strong drink in a matter of seconds. His smile was gone. Then he got a text message. He checked it and a small smile crossed his face. I looked over his shoulder and saw that it was from Astra. Thank God. ‘Sorry I had to run. We should hang out soon!’ she wrong. She was a slut, but at least she was a reliable slut. That smile lingered on his face as he typed out his response.

Then I introduced him to the blonde. He didn’t seem to care, even though she was more interested in him than any girl I’d ever seen before. I left them to talk, but shortly after I walked away, Patton came to find me and the blonde had gone to find her friends. I looked down and saw that he was sending another text message to Astra, even though she hadn’t sent him anything since that one message. He had another stiff drink in his hand.

So I found Mavis. “Can I talk to you in a room for a minute?” I said. We went up to one of the empty rooms, which belonged to Clive’s sister. It was pink and adorned with hearts, even though his sister was in her thirties.

“What is it?” Mavis asked.

“He’s obsessed with her,” I said. “He won’t stop texting her, and he scared away a girl who was actually interested in him.”

“Maybe he just needs to be rejected,” she said. And then I remembered seeing him in the hospital, shortly after his suicide attempt. It was such a heart-breaking sight: his cold, weak body, void of happiness. It was so sad to know that he didn’t think life was worth living. I didn’t want him to return to that state.

“We need to do something,” I said.

“Like what?” she said.

I looked around. I saw the closet and I imagined its contents: women’s clothing, shoes, makeup, and probably some lingerie. Then I pushed the strange idea out from my head. “I don’t know. But we can’t let him destroy himself. I’ll think of something.”

We went back down to the party. That bit of hope was gone from Patton’s face now. He was staring at his phone, waiting for a reply to his fourth consecutive message. “Maybe put the phone away,” I said.

“Why do you care so much?” he said to me, narrowing his eyes as he slurred his words slightly.

“I just want you to have fun. She had to run to help her friend. She’s probably busy. Let’s go hangout with people. There’s a guy here who plays that same computer game that you play: the shooting one.”

“I think I’m going to leave,” he said.

“No. Don’t leave,” I said, imagining him in his apartment alone, surrounded by so many ways he could harm himself. “Come on. Meet some of my work friends. They’re cool guys.”

I was shaking, terrified and desperate. I felt like I was losing control of a situation I was so in control of just twenty hours before. I sacrificed so much: my body and my money. Now I was losing my grip entirely. Patton begrudgingly came with me to meet my work friends. But he was too mopey. He had nothing to say, so they quickly gave up on trying to talk to him.

He wandered off to the kitchen and poured himself another drink before staring down at his phone. That’s when I got an idea: the only idea I could come up with. I needed to get his phone.

He put it down before pouring himself yet another drink. I snatched it and took it to the bathroom. Then I started changing his settings. I changed Astra’s information in his phone to my information after deleting myself. All of the messages were preserved. I used my own phone to text Astra, to tell her not to message him, no matter what. ‘I changed your number in his phone to my number, so I’ll handle him from now on.’ Surprisingly, she replied quickly. “Sounds good,” she said.

Then I snuck the phone back onto the table while Patton was looking for it on the counter. He was getting worked up, searching in a panic. “What’s wrong, Patton?” I asked.

“Someone stole my phone,” he said, stumbling slightly in his drunken state.

“Isn’t that it right there?” I said, pointing at it. He sighed and snatched it. He quickly checked his messages, and then his body became deflated.

I snuck away and sent him a message from my phone, which came up as a message from Astra on his phone. “Sorry! There was no reception in the waiting room,” I wrote. He replied immediately.

“No worries,” he said. “I miss you.” I groaned. He was coming on so strong. Why was he coming on so strong? Did he want to scare Astra away? “You should come back to the party.”

“I think I’m going to go home to bed,” I wrong.

There was a short delay, and then he wrote. “Are you with someone else?” I rolled my head and groaned again. He was making himself sound so pathetic. Why? He wasn’t a pathetic guy. He was a kind guy. He was talented and ambitious. Why was he acting so clingy?

“No. Just tired,” I wrote.

“Come back. Just for a little bit. I miss you,” he wrote. I peeked around the corner. He had another new drink in his hand. I sighed, and then my old idea came back to me. I went up to that pink bedroom and I looked in the closet. Sure enough, it was filled with clothes, shoes, and makeup. There were even a few spunky wigs—colourful, probably for raves, but better than nothing. I grabbed a sexy outfit and I grabbed a few makeup supplies. Then I pushed a chair in front of the door and I stared getting myself dolled up.

“I might come back—just for a few minutes,” I wrote.

“I can’t wait to see you,” he wrote back.

My stomach ached. What was I doing? Why was I going through with this crazy plan? What was I going to accomplish, aside from making him even more attached to Astra?


CHAPTER V

I worked with what was available to me, and I was banking on Patton being too drunk to realize he wasn’t actually with the real Astra. He fell for it once, so he could fall for it again. And now, I’d managed to remove the real Astra from the equation, giving me more control over the situation. But did I really want more control? Did I really want to be solely responsible for Patton’s fate?

I didn’t have much to lose. I’d already slept with him once, so sleeping with him a second time wasn’t the worst possible scenario. I just had to make sure my identity remained safe. I spent forty minutes in that room, doing my own makeup, trying to emulate what Mavis was able to do for me the day before. I tried on half a dozen different outfits and eventually landed on that two-piece lingerie combination: high-waisted lacy panties and a lacy bralette. It was a simple outfit, and luckily my body was still smooth and hairless from shaving the day before. I found a little bottle of perfume and sprayed myself without even testing the scent first. It was a bit of a juvenile scent: almost fruity, like something a pre-teen girl might wear. But I needed whatever I could get.

“I’m here,” I messaged Patton.

“You are? Where are you? I don’t see you,” he wrote back quickly.

I stood up on the bed and carefully unscrewed the light bulb, making the room dark. I hid the light bulb in a drawer and then I grabbed my phone to reply to Patton. “I’m upstairs, waiting for you in a room. Come and find me.”

I paced the room as my stomach groaned. What was I doing? Why was I allowing this to happen? How was I helping him? I knew that I wasn’t helping in any long-term capacity, but maybe I was keeping him alive for another day. I just had to keep him happy while he was intoxicated. Sober, I didn’t think he would hurt himself. But drunk, it was anyone’s guess. So I just had to guide him through the night. I just had to keep a smile on his face. Then I work on letting him down easy.

I saw the shadow creep under the doorway. I froze, taking a deep breath. I bit down on my tongue and listened as the doorknob turned. Then I saw his silhouette, standing in the doorway. “Astra?” he said.

“Hi,” I said softly.

“You really came back?” he said.

I nodded my head. “Come here, and close the door.”

He stumbled slightly. He was drunk. Was I taking advantage of a drunken man? Was this ethical, or was this evil? My intentions were good—I swear I just wanted to help him. Maybe I was misguided—but he was still alive, wasn’t he? He was happier than he’d been since long before his suicide attempt.

He walked right up to me, keeping his hands clutched at his sternum. He laughed nervously. “Sorry,” he said.

“For what?” I asked with a whisper. I didn’t want my voice to get too loud.

“For being weird. I—I don’t know why I got like that. You left, and I just started getting all paranoid. I don’t know. Maybe there’s something wrong with me. Maybe I don’t deserve you. I feel like I don’t deserve you—”

I put my finger to his lips, quieting him. Then, after a moment of reluctance, I leaned forward and pressed my lips against his. He became tense, and then he relaxed, kissing me, slipping his hands around me. It wasn’t long before his lips parted and his tongue began pushing through my lips. He hadn’t shaved since our last romp. Now, his stubble was extra-scratchy, almost irritating. But he had more confidence. He was gripping me with his hands and stroking my body with more assurance. He even reached around and caressed my ass before cupping my tits and squeezing them. He was almost overwhelming: a different man than the shy boy I slept with the night before.

He grabbed my hand and pulled it down, pushing my fingers down the front of his pants so I could feel his throbbing erection. I paused. My heart stuttered. His aggression was scaring me. I could handle the gentle, timid Patton—but I wasn’t sure I could handle this beast. He turned me around and pushed me down onto the bed. Then he was suddenly on top of me, pinning my arms to the side as he leaned down to suck on my neck. I gasped. My heart rate increased. I tried to squirm but his hold was too good.

“Patton,” I whispered, trying to get him to relax a little bit.

But his intensity continued to amp up. He grabbed the straps of my bralette and pulled them hard down my arms, stretching them until he had my chest revealed. I froze in terror, worried he would realize I had no breasts. But instead, he began to suck my nipples, not seeming to realize there were no titties. Maybe he just thought that I was flat chested. “Patton,” I said again, but his hearing was turned off. I could feel his amazing cock throbbing against my thigh. He was hard and bigger than ever. I tried to squirm away again, but he reached out and pinned me.

Then he laughed. “Where are you trying to go?” he asked.

“You’re scaring me,” I said.

“Good. I know that’s how you like it,” he said with a grin.

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

“I saw your Instagram—that post you made last night. You like a man who’s a gentleman on the streets and an animal under the sheets.” I assumed he was referring to a post made by Astra. I bit down on my tongue. Before I was able to reply, he sunk down lower. I froze.

“Patton, stop,” I said. He grabbed my panties and began to pull them down. This time, I didn’t have any tape holding my shaft down. Those panties were all that stood between my reality and him, and now, he was tugging them down. I tried to reach down to grab them, but he was too strong. He pulled the panties out from my fingers and yanked them down to my thighs.

Then he leaned down and ran his tongue up the length of my shaft, which was tucked firmly between my thighs. I was completely frozen, rigid with terror, worried he would become enraged in his drunken state. He froze suddenly, realizing something was wrong, realizing his tongue just licked something long and soft: something that wasn’t a damp hole.

“What the hell?” he said.

I wanted to get up and run, but terror kept me frozen in place. He stared at my crotch while his eyes adjusted. “Is that—Is that what I think it is?” he said.

I closed my eyes, praying for the nightmare to end. I shouldn’t have told him to come upstairs. I shouldn’t have gotten dolled up. Why couldn’t I just flirt with him all night on the phone? Why did I think I needed to appease him with another bedroom romp? He looked up into my eyes. “Astra?” he said.

“W—What?” I said softly.

The silence was paralyzing. A loud ringing began to drone in my ears. Then I watched as his lips moved. It was a moment before I realized he asked, “Are you a transgender?”

I remained still for a moment, and then I slowly nodded my head. “I—I’m sorry. I meant to tell you,” I said. My heart was pounding. He was just about to realize that I was his good friend, Eugene—I could see it coming.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” he said. “Were you afraid of what I would say?”

After another moment of silence, I nodded my head.

Then he smiled. “I don’t care,” he said. “In fact, it’s kind of hot.” Then he laughed again before looking back at my crotch. Then he slipped two fingers under my cock, making me twitch. He held it up and then he sunk it into his mouth and began to suck. I gasped, clutching the bed sheets. There was something so wrong about the feeling of his warm mouth: his wet lips caressing my shaft, his tongue sliding up and down my veiny member. I closed my eyes and tried to pretend there was a woman between my legs, but it was almost impossible as I could feel his stubbly chin on my ball sack.

And worst of all, he was starting to make me erect. It was probably just the friction of all the warm, wet moving parts. I tried again to close my eyes, to imagine a woman, but it was just impossible. So I turned my head to the side and saw myself in the mirror. The sight of myself helped. I looked like a girl. I looked cute. Even the sight of a boy’s head bobbing up and down on my lap was a strangely arousing sight. Or maybe the arousal was just a consequence of the fact my shaft was being stroked up and down.

My stomach turned. I closed my eyes again. I just needed to get this romp over with. I needed to make him come so I could start figuring out a plan to get Patton firmly on his feet, and independent. “Stroke yourself,” I said.

He followed my command, reaching down, tugging his pants to his knees, and then stroking his long erection. I watched in the mirror, seeing the silhouette of his nearly-foot-long penis. It looked like a horse’s cock for crying out loud! How did he get that whole thing inside of me? Was it going to end up inside of me again?

At least he wasn’t angry. At least the sight of my cock didn’t send him into an enraged fury. I was lucky to be alive. He was much stronger than me. He could have easily beaten me within an inch of my life. I took a deep breath as he began to suck harder, bobbing his head faster. I felt a tingling working down into my erect tip. My legs trembled. Was I about to come? I tried to hold back the pleasure, but that only made it more intense.

“Shit,” I muttered.

He stopped for a moment, looking into my eyes. “Are you going to come?” he asked.

“I—I don’t know,” I said.

“Just warn me,” he said.

“Okay,” I said. “I’m close, I think.” He bent over again and resumed where he left off, bobbing his head on my lap, massaging my length with his lips, tickling my tip with his tongue. It was a symphony of pleasure, sending warm jolts through my whole body. My legs trembled. “I think I’m about to come.”

He sat up and grabbed my shaft firmly. He tugged it quickly, cupping his other hand in front of my tip, ready to catch my cumshot. I closed my eyes and groaned. I couldn’t hold back. I ended up unloading into his hand. “It’s so warm,” he said while I blasted and moaned.

He squeezed hard to get the final drop out from my dick, and then he reached my load down and spread it all over his shaft. “Get on your hands and knees,” he said.

I hesitated, filled with terror and some lingering euphoria. I rolled over and stood up on my knees. Then he cuddled up behind me with his cum-slicked cock. He pressed his tip between my butt cheeks and then he began to push in without any warning. I gasped. It was hard to hold him back, especially because my hole was still stretched from the night before. He jammed his cock in. I clenched hopelessly. I squirmed and he held me still. I could feel my own warm cum squishing against my anal walls. It was a curious lubricant, but it worked.

He pushed hard with a grunt, holding my hips firmly. I felt his long, slick cock sliding deep, through my stomach and towards my lungs. I forgot how thick he was. I forgot the feeling of being stretched wide: almost painfully, but strangely pleasantly. I forgot the feeling of his veins throbbing inside of me, warmly and intensely. I gently pushed my bum back until I could feel his pelvis. Then I trembled all over. “Oh God. Fuck me,” I said.

He began to thrust, slowly at first. But he was only slow for a moment, quickly speeding up with each penetration. He was using his whole cock, sliding back and forth, exploring every inch of my insides. He wasn’t on his knees; instead, he was on his feet, kneeling down with his knees next to my thighs, so he could pull back further and thrust down harder. He was literally mounting me like a dog. And with each thrust, I was being pushed forward. It wasn’t long before I was flat on my stomach and he was on top of me, thrusting down into me, slapping his hard pelvis against my soft tush.

I could feel his tip sliding against my tummy. I even reached a hand down and felt his tip, like a pregnant woman trying to feel a kicking baby. It was a strange sensation, but I liked it. I moaned. My cock was getting hard again, tingling all over as if I was about to come for a second time. I closed my eyes and allowed the euphoria to surge through me. I moaned even louder, grasping the sheets with both hands.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, slamming me harder. He was about to come, and I couldn’t wait. I wanted to feel it again. I wanted that hot load inside of my body.

“Harder!” I said. “Don’t come yet. Fuck me harder!”

“I can’t hold it,” he said through clenched teeth. But he did fuck me harder, just like I asked. I couldn’t believe how fast he was ramming me, and how deep his tip was pushing into my body. My whole body was trembling. My eyes were flashing and my mind was spinning. I was experiencing pleasure that I didn’t know was possible.

And then he came, shooting an enormous loud deep inside of my body. I groaned and squirmed and I couldn’t believe it was only the second time he’d ever had sex. I couldn’t believe he wasn’t able to find himself a girlfriend. If he could fuck like that, he could surely get any girl on the planet!

He rolled off of me. I was too exhausted to move. I took a few minutes to catch my breath before saying, “That was amazing.” It was another few minutes before his creampie finally reached my anus and began to trickle out. I tried to pucker it back, but my hole was too stretched.

He didn’t reply. I turned my head to look at him, just as he began to snore. He was out cold: maybe from exhaustion or maybe from all the liquor he’d consumed throughout the night. I sat up carefully and grabbed my clothes. I snuck across the hall to the bathroom, took a quick shower, and then I got dressed and left the house, leaving Patton alone on the bed, next to the large puddle of cum that had drained out from my back door.


CHAPTER VI

It was 11:00 AM when I received a text message from Patton, who thought that I was Astra. “Where did you go?” he asked.

“I had to work,” I said. “I tried to wake you up to say goodbye this morning, but you wouldn’t move.”

“Sorry,” he said. “We should meet up again. What are you doing tonight?”

“Tonight I’m busy,” I said. “I have this meeting at work, and then one of my co-workers is having everyone over for drinks.” I had no idea what Astra did for work. I had no idea if Patton knew what she did for work. Maybe she didn’t work.

“Okay. Well then we should meet up tomorrow. Maybe we can go for a walk in the park or something,” he suggested.

“That sounds nice!” I said. I had roughly twenty-four hours to figure out an excuse. There were other logistics that needed to be figured out as well. First, I needed a new phone number, so I went down to meet with my provider. It was a one hundred dollar charge, plus forty bucks per month to reactivate an old phone.

I used the old phone with the new number to text Patton. “Hey, this is Eugene,” I said. “I got a new number. Add me.”

“Why’d you get a new number?” he asked.

“I was getting harassed by some scammers,” I lied.

“Crazy. Okay, you’re added,” he said.

Next, I called Mavis to let her know that Astra was now me, so we no longer needed to deal with the real Astra. “So you’re going to break up with him over a text message then?” she asked.

“I don’t know yet,” I said.

“What do you mean, you don’t know yet?” she said.

“I haven’t figured out what I’m going to do. I’m just taking things one step at a time,” I said.

She was quiet for a long moment. “Eugene, you have to just end this. He’s a big boy—he’ll survive a little breakup. You can’t just take all of his problems into your own hands.”

“I’ll figure it out, Mavis. Just don’t worry about it.”

“Well I’m meeting with him in an hour. Is there anything I should or shouldn’t say to him?”

I had to think about it. “Don’t ask him about last night,” I said. “And, uh, maybe try to get him to make some plans this week with you. You can tell me when you made plans, and then I’ll pretend like that’s the only time I’m available. So that way it doesn’t seem like I’m just dodging him.”

Mavis sighed. “Eugene, this is getting too complicated.”

“Please, Mavis. I swear I’ll figure this all out. Just help me out a little bit.”

“Fine.”

It was two hours later when Mavis texted me. “I’m seeing a movie with Patton on Tuesday afternoon,” she said.

“Great. Thanks,” I said. So I texted Patton, as Astra, and said, “Hey! I’m free Tuesday afternoon. Want to hang out?”

I was expecting him to tell me he was busy. Instead, he wrote, “Sure! Sounds good. Want to see a movie?”

My heart fluttered. A moment later, I got a message from Mavis. “What the hell? Patton just cancelled on me. Let me guess: you told him you’re free on Tuesday?”

“I didn’t think he would cancel on you,” I said. I felt stupid. Why didn’t I see that coming? Of course he was going to cancel on her: he was obsessed with Astra.

And then I began to wonder if Patton remembered our night together before he blacked out. Did he remember that Astra was a transgender? Would he still want to date her if I sent him a reminder? I decided to give it a shot. “Hey Patton. I had fun last night,” I wrote.

“Me too,” he said.

I felt myself blushing. “I really liked the feeling of you inside of me.”

“It’s yours whenever you want it,” he wrote. And then he said, “And if you ever want me to suck you again, just say the word.” My heart stumbled. So he did remember everything—but he didn’t care. Was he really okay with the idea of being in a relationship with a transgender?

I took a deep breath and wracked my brain for some sort of way to make him rethink this whole situation. “I’m thinking of coming out publically,” I wrote. “What do you think? Almost nobody knows.”

“I think it’s a great idea, if you’re ready for it,” he wrote.

“Then people will know if they see us together,” I said.

“And they’ll be so jealous,” he wrote. My stomach growled. Every plan I came up with backfired. How could I get him to run away from me? What if I pretended to be a drug addict? What if I told him that I got away with murdering my ex-boyfriend? Was there anything I could say that would scare him off?

I needed to think of something. I couldn’t meet with him for a movie. He would take one look at me and know that I wasn’t the same girl he met at the mall. He would take one look at me and know that I was his friend, Eugene. But how long could I stand him up for? How many rejections would he be able to handle?


CHAPTER VII

It came time to meet with Patton. Mavis sent me a text message an hour before our scheduled meet up time. “I just called Patton and he says he’s still meeting with you. What the hell?” she wrote.

I hadn’t figured out how to break up with him. I hadn’t figured out how to let him down lightly. Instead, I’d spent days messaging back and forth: allowing him to flirt with me, and doing a bit of flirting myself, just to make sure he wasn’t slipping into a funk. I could tell that I was making my situation worse. I could tell that he was growing more and more attached. He even sent me a message asking if he could call me his ‘girlfriend’, and I made the stupid mistake of saying, “I’m already calling you my boyfriend.”

It wasn’t just a sticky situation for him, but it was becoming complicated for the real Astra as well. On the night before our movie date, Patton started to comment on her Instagram posts. I had to call Astra to tell her what was happening. “Wait,” she said, “he still thinks that he’s dating me?”

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “I’m going to figure this out. Just be nice to him until I figure this out.”

Now the real Astra was back in the picture again. I’d once again lost control of the situation—though maybe I never truly had any control of the situation at all.

“Figure it out quickly,” Astra said. “His weird comments are going to start scaring guys away.” I took a look at the comments he was posting. Each comment was in reference to something that we’d talked about privately, and all of his messages included heart emojis and kissy faces. My stomach groaned. It was becoming obvious that I wasn’t driving Patton further away from misery. I was driving him straight into another suicide attempt. Now I was feeling guilty and stupid, wishing I could turn back time. What could I do? How could I save him?

“I’m on my way to the theatre now. See you soon!” he messaged me.

I was too terrified to respond. I stood in my living room, staring at my phone, trying desperately to think of some way to let him down. “Maybe we shouldn’t see a movie today,” I wrote. “I’m not really feeling great.”

He replied quickly. “What? What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know. Maybe we should just talk instead,” I said.

“Talk about what?” he wrote. And then I imagined his face: sad and afraid and lonely. Just that morning, he’d sent me a text message saying, “I’m so grateful to have you in my life. I really have nothing without you.” I thought about that message now. My stomach groaned. Then he messaged me again. “Just come. You’ll probably feel better once you get out of the house. Fresh air always helps me.”

“Okay. I’ll be a bit late,” I said. And then I slapped myself on the cheek. What was wrong with me?

My sister lived just a few blocks away, in an apartment. She was out of town with some friends, in Florida, and I had the key to her place, so I could feed her cat every morning. Now, I was rushing over so I could raid her closet and borrow her makeup. I had to work fast. I only had forty minutes to get dolled up and make it to the movie.

My plan was simple, and probably stupid. I would slip into the dark theatre while the movie was playing, and then I would excuse myself for the bathroom five minutes before the end of the film. But I wouldn’t actually go to use the bathroom. Instead, I would rush home, and I would text Patton to tell him that I wasn’t feeling well. I knew he would be upset, but at least it would be better than standing him up entirely.

I have to say: I felt awkward going through my sister’s closet, especially when I found all of her lingerie: items of clothing that my eyes weren’t supposed to see. I tried to ignore the sexy stuff, and I grabbed a cute white dress. It was a snug fit—even snugger once I slipped on a black bra, along with a couple of bra pads to give myself a bit of a bust. The only panties that would keep my shaft secured were black and lacy, with a tiny black bow that sat on my pelvis. They were definitely more on the sexy side, and I hated to think that my sister had worn them on a date before, but I didn’t have time to concern myself with what my sister had been kinky in. I had to hurry to make it to the theatre—and I still had to do my makeup.

Though my makeup didn’t take nearly as long this time. I knew how to draw on the eyeliner and I knew how to brush on the eye shadow. My sister owned nice makeup supplies: high quality and easy to apply. I only made a few mistakes that needed correcting. And I was able to get away with a lot, thanks to a brunette costume wig that I found, which had straight-cut bangs, hiding my eyebrows.

I felt silly, dressed like my sister, knowing I was about to go out into the world, but it was for a good cause. I was doing it to save Patton’s life… At least that was the initial intention. I was less convinced than ever that I was actually doing anything to help.

I drove to the theatre. I was hoping to slip in without being seen by too many people, but the theatre was busy. I began to tremble the moment I was through the door. Men were turning to look at me. I suddenly realized how short my little dress was. I found myself tugging at my skirt, trying to hide my thighs, worried my panties would fail me and drop my cock for everyone to see. Could they tell that I was a man? I was pretty sure that I looked okay—and the one man I was there to see already knew that I was ‘trans’, so it didn’t really matter what anyone else thought, as long as they didn’t recognize me.

I went to the self-serve ticket booth, but it was out of order. Then I looked over at the long line of people waiting to see the attendant. I groaned. I had to go and wait with them. The moment I was in the line, I could feel the glances behind me: eyes turning to look at me, checking out my body, trying to decide if I was really a woman. I kept tugging at my skirt, thinking now that my bum was out for everyone to see. And then I looked to the side and saw a man looking my way. He had a grin on his face. He winked and nodded towards me, and I looked away quickly. Was he just teasing me because he could tell that I was a man dressed like a woman, or was he into me? Did he think that I was hot?

I looked the other way and saw my reflection on the glass of a large movie poster. I thought that I looked cute. I couldn’t see any obvious signs that I was a man. In fact, the dress fit me perfectly and my legs looked amazing: smooth and long and youthful. I caught myself smiling, and then I reminded myself that I was there to spend two hours with a man who thought that I was someone else—and if I failed to be convincing, he might kill himself.

My smile went away and the cold trembling returned. I had a job to do, and it wasn’t a fun job. I got my ticket and then I made my way down the long hallway, towards the theatre at the far end. I carefully pushed the door open. The movie was already underway, booming loudly. I crept down the passageway until I could see the slope of seats. The space was nearly empty. There were only a few people in attendance: black silhouettes speckled every few rows. A hand suddenly went up, waving in my direction. The man was just another silhouette, but I knew it was Patton. I hesitated, and then I moved in.

As I got closer, I began to see some detail on his face, which meant that he could probably see detail on my face. I could only hope that he wouldn’t look too carefully. For the first time ever, I was with him as Astra while he wasn’t drunk. He had his sober sensibilities and I didn’t have the guise of complete darkness on my side. Every few seconds, the screen would shine brightly, casting a glow on both of our faces: more than enough for him to realize he was looking at a man. Thankfully, that realization wasn’t happening—not yet.

I sat down and turned my face away from him. “How are you feeling?” he whispered.

“A bit better,” I said. “Still not great.”

“I’m so happy you could come,” he said.

I smiled and nodded. “I’m happy I could make it,” I whispered. “What did I miss?” I turned my face to the film.

“It actually just started. They had some technical difficulties. The fire alarm kept going off.”

“Oh,” I said, nodding my head.

It wasn’t long before his hand slipped out and grabbed mine. My heart stuttered as his fingers curled between mine. I forced myself to squeeze back. Then I closed my eyes. There was a strange tingling inside of my body, along with a bizarre sensation, which I tried to push away, but it kept coming back. I kind of liked the feeling of him holding my hand. I liked it when he squeezed, making me feel wanted and loved. I found myself with the strong urge to lean over, to rest my head against his shoulder. I pushed that urge away until I found a way to justify it, by telling myself that it was the perfect way to hide my face from him. He couldn’t look closely at my face if I was resting my head on his shoulder! I so I allowed myself to follow through, resting against him comfortably. He slipped his arm around me, making that peculiar sensation grow stronger. Now I felt loved and secure. But why? These weren’t feelings I was supposed to be feeling. The only sensation that I should have been feeling was fear. I should have been on my toes, ready to spring to life at any given moment.

But as the movie went on, I found myself relaxing. I kept checking the time on my phone, and then I would assure myself that I still had plenty of time: time to relax and time to enjoy the moment. He began to gently caress my arm. I put my hand on his thigh and I gently slid it up towards his crotch, making him hold me tighter. I liked being touched and squeezed and caressed. But I was making a big mistake, and I didn’t realize it until he took my face and gently turned it, until his lips were against mine. We were kissing.

And again, that strange feeling came to me: I actually liked the kiss. I still had lots of time before I had to sneak away, so I figured I could allow myself to indulge. I kissed back, even slipping some tongue into his mouth. Now he was caressing me with more passion: rubbing up and down my arm, and then my side. He gently cupped my breast and squeezed, and then I let a tiny moan slip.

I grabbed his crotch and began to massage it. My heart was pounding, and my brain was desperately trying to tell me to stop. But I didn’t want to stop. The movie wasn’t even half over. I still had tons of time before I had to run away. I managed to unzip his fly. I pushed my fingers in and grabbed his warm flesh, which was already erect. I pulled it out from his pants, looking to my side to make sure our row was clear—and it was. Then I began to stroke him, watching the silhouette of his tall cock as I pulled his foreskin up and down. I caught myself giggling, strangely mesmerized and excited.

Then he slipped away from me. Sliding off of his seat and dropping down onto his knees. He shimmied to the side and flipped up the short skirt of my dress, sticking his head underneath. I looked around in a panic. Thankfully, we were in the back row, and the closest couple was sitting three rows up. As long as we were quiet, they wouldn’t look back.

Patton got my cock out from my panties and he began to suck. It was warm and wet and, at first, shocking. Then I took a deep breath and relaxed into my seat. He was good at sucking cock, using his tongue to flick my most sensitive spots. I bit down hard on my tongue to stop myself from moaning. Then I reached down and started to gently pull on his hair. He pushed a hand under my tush, and curled a finger up into my anus. It was shocking at first, but like everything with Patton, it felt amazing after a minute. He knew just where to poke that finger while he sucked my shaft.

I tapped on his shoulder, worried I was about to come. He looked up at me. “Sit in your chair,” I said. He followed my command, and then I got down on my knees and began to suck his long cock. I wasn’t keeping track of time, but I knew the film wasn’t close to being over. I sucked until he was rock hard, and then I got a nice taste of his pre-cum. I made him taste his own substance by sticking my tongue into his mouth. Then I awkwardly climbed onto his lap, pulled my panties to the side, and sunk his long manhood deep into my rectum. I felt his thick tip sliding in deep. I groaned and clenched his shoulders with both of my hands. His big, warm hands moved up and down my sides: cupping my breasts before sliding down to grasp my ass.

He took me by surprise by sticking two fingers into my asshole along with his thick cock. I gasped and he cupped my mouth, so I wouldn’t alert the others in the theatre. I bounced fast. He reached around and jerked my cock until the tingling between my legs was too intense to handle. I began to tremble all over, with his long shaft up somewhere between my lungs. Then I came, shooting cum over the seat in front of us. Thank God nobody was sitting there.

Then he came inside of me, filling me with his warm goo. I squirmed and revelled in the moment, feeling it sloshing around inside of my body. I bounced a few more times, using my stretched hole to slick cum all over his cock, and then I stood up so it could all fall out. Thankfully he had a few napkins that I stuffed into my panties before sitting back down.

I checked the time and saw that I still had thirty minutes: lots of time to plan my escape. He was getting his shaft back into his pants, looking at me with a crooked, elated grin. “That was nice,” he whispered.

I nodded my head. Then I winced as the theatre lights came on. He winced as well. I could see his face now: every little detail, as clear as day. I looked up and saw the beaming lights. A little siren was going off: the fire alarm.

Patton looked around. “This again?” he said. I was frozen, waiting for him to turn to me. I should have reacted faster. I should have sprung to my feet, but instead, I remained seated, staring at him with parted lips and cum oozing out from my asshole.

Just as I was about to run away, he turned and looked into my eyes. “Maybe we picked the wrong day to come to the…” He didn’t finish his sentence. I watched as his eyes narrowed. He looked down my face, and then down my body before returning to my face.

There was a horrible silence before his lips parted at he said, “Eugene?”

My lips parted, but there was a long, terrible silence before I was able to produce any words. “I—I’m sorry,” I said. “I was going to tell you.”

“Tell me what?” he said His face was white and his eyes were glazed over.

“I’m not Astra. I never was Astra,” I said. My stomach turned. I knew he wasn’t going to hurt me, and I knew he wasn’t about to humiliate me by telling my friends what I was doing. But the image of him in the hospital came back into my mind. And now, I had a good feeling he was going to attempt suicide again—this time with more intent than ever to succeed.

“I don’t understand,” he said, shaking his head.

“You only ever met Astra a couple of times. We, uh, paid her to bump into you and go on a date with you.”

He closed his eyes and shook his head again. “I’m sorry. I just don’t get what you’re saying. What’s going on?”

I sighed, and then I tried to run him through the timeline, explaining to him how I snuck into the room on the night of his date with Astra. “I’ve been the one texting you. Even when you were on that date with Astra, I was texting her and telling her what to say.”

“But why?” he said.

“It was just supposed to be so you could lose your virginity. We thought that would help you to get over everything with your brother. But then it all just got out of control. I didn’t know how to let you down after that first night. I’m really sorry, Patton. I wasn’t trying to hurt you. I was just trying to help you.”

He stared into my eyes, still with that pale face. “You got dolled up and had sex with me, so that I wouldn’t try to kill myself again?” he said, making my plan sound even stupider than it probably was.

I nodded my head slowly. “I’m sorry. It seemed like a good idea at the time. It was all I could think to do.”

He looked down at his lap, still with that mystified look on his face. Then, his lips parted and an unexpected phrase came out. “Thank you,” he said.

I was silent, waiting for my brain to properly register what he’d said. “Did you say thank you?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “For the last week, I hardly thought about my brother at all. I was happy for the first time in so long. So thank you.”

I didn’t know what to say. I let his little speech resonate in my stomach. “I don’t want you to hurt yourself,” I said.

He looked into my eyes and let a small smile slip. “I won’t,” he said.

“I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if you hurt yourself again,” I said.

“Don’t worry. I wont.”

But I didn’t believe him. “I don’t want you to go. I like being with you,” I said. “Maybe it means nothing now, or maybe it’s just embarrassing to you—I don’t know—but I don’t want you to leave me. I like you, Patton. You’re a sweet guy. And—I don’t know—maybe this whole thing has just made me realize things about myself that I didn’t know.”

He put his hand on my thigh. “I still like you,” he said. “My date with Astra was a bit weird. We didn’t have a lot in common, but then we had sex—me and you—and it was amazing. Then you started texting me, and I was surprised, because suddenly we had everything in common. I thought something changed in her overnight, but really, I had just started talking to you. And then the last hour has been bliss: not just the sex, but just being next to you. I like you. I don’t know what that means right now. But I like you.”

“I like you too,” I said. “And since that first night, after your date with Astra, I’ve only really been able to think of two things: you, and women’s clothing. It sounds so stupid, but maybe that’s part of the reason I never got around to letting you down. I wanted to see you again like this, and I wanted to dress up again. Maybe there’s something wrong with me.”

“There’s nothing wrong with you,” he said with a smile. And then I couldn’t help but let a smile of my own slip.

“You’re making me blush,” I said. “Please don’t get my hopes up if you don’t really mean it.”

“I mean it. I like you a lot. I don’t know what to call you right now, but I know that I like you.”

I couldn’t help myself: I leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. He kissed back, and I knew right away that the feeling was mutual: he really liked me, even though I’d been lying to him for weeks.

“So what now?” I said as we broke away from our kiss.

He smiled. “Now it’s real,” he said. And it was true: now it felt real. Now it wasn’t a game or a chore or a terrible inconvenience that left me with a stomach full of churning dread. I had a lot to learn: about clothes and makeup and hair and shoes, and so much more. But I was excited to have someone like Patton next to me, who would be there to help me through the discovery process. And I would be there to help him, whenever and however he needed it.

Maybe when I told him that I was trans, after he discovered my cock in the upstairs bedroom, I wasn’t just playing a character. Maybe that was a part of my own self that was coming out: my first little character break while I played the role of Astra.

Patton took my hand and we left the theatre together. I squeezed tightly, walking close to him so that our bodies would occasionally bump gently together. I looked over and saw him smiling, and for the first time, I knew that the smile was real, and it wasn’t the consequence of being lied to. He was smiling because he knew that I was real, and I was smiling because I knew that he was happy.

THE END


MANDY'S LITTLE PROJECT

Mandy doesn’t have many friends after her two closest female friends move to the other side of the country. She got into a fight with her other female friend, so now the only friend she has left is her old childhood best friend, Keith. Keith is a great guy: funny, caring, and smart. But he decides to jeopardize their friendship one night by kissing her Mandy a party.

Mandy hasn’t told anyone—not even Keith—that she’s a lesbian. And she doesn’t want to lose Keith as a friend. But he’s persistent. He professes his love for her, and he refuses to back down, no matter how many times Mandy rejects him. So Mandy decides to try to make the best of a bad situation. If Keith really wants to be in a relationship, then he’s going to need to learn to be more in touch with his femme side.


CHAPTER I

It started out as a normal night. I was wearing my go-to dress—the same dress that I always wore to parties—and my go-to shoes. I was drinking vodka sodas: my go-to party drink (which never left me with a hangover, for whatever reason), and I was with my go-to party friend, Keith. Even the house was familiar: a frat house that held monthly parties, which weren’t notoriously exciting or notably boring.

It was just another Friday night, and then Keith tried to kiss me.

It was a horribly awkward moment. I was slow to react, feeling his lips against mine for nearly two seconds before I was able to turn my head away. My mind quickly started racing as I stepped back and looked into his wide, frightened eyes. He wasn’t drunk. His face would get dark red when he was drunk, and he actually got less outgoing when he drank. Now, he was still on his first beer, with a lot of explaining to do.

“What the hell was that?” I said softly. Keith was my friend. He’d been my friend for over a decade, since we were in elementary school together. I’d watched him date my friends and he’d watched me date his friends. We had sleepovers together. We went to parties together. I would try to get him laid, and he would help to protect me against serial players. We were old best friends, but we certainly weren’t lovers.

He stuttered. “Huh?” he said, as if nothing had happened.

“Why did you just kiss me?” I asked.

He was silent for a moment, looking like a frightened church mouse. Then his lips parted and he said, “Did I?”

The timing of his awkward kiss couldn’t have been worse. My two best girlfriends had recently moved across the country: one with a boy, and one to pursue a career. My third best girlfriend recently disowned me as a friend, because she was convinced that I slept with her ex-boyfriend (I didn’t). So Keith was my only remaining friend, unless you want to count the classmates that I occasionally talked to during school hours. He was the only person I could gossip with. He was the only person I felt comfortable telling secrets to. He was the only person I could send photos to, to ask how I looked in certain outfits. And with one kiss, all that was suddenly ruined.

“Keith… Why did you do that?” I said, looking around, feeling like we now had an audience of partygoers staring at us.

He cleared his throat. “I’ve been thinking about it, and maybe we’re meant to be together. Maybe that’s the reason you haven’t found a guy and I haven’t found a girl. I mean—we get along so well. We should just give it a try. I like you, Mandy.”

I bit down hard on the side of my tongue. I didn’t see it coming, even though I’d been warned more times than I could count. All of my female friends were always telling me, ‘He’s going to make a move on you one day. He’s a man—they’re predictable.’ Other friends would tell me, ‘You can’t be friends with a man, unless you’re ready for him to fall in love with you.’ I didn’t believe any of them, but now I was being proven wrong. Keith was staring into my eyes. His eyes were glossy and filled with hope and terror—and maybe a bit of love. But I couldn’t be with Keith. He was my friend: the only real friend I had left. And there was something he didn’t know about me—something nobody knew about me.

I was a lesbian.

Or maybe I was bi-sexual, leaning mostly towards women; I didn’t have it figured out yet. But I’d always been enamoured with girls. Sometimes a beautiful girl would walk by and I would zone out completely, watching her beautiful body as it moved so elegantly. If someone asked why I was staring, I would lie and say something about her shoes or her outfit. I had Keith convinced that I had a thing for handbags. “I’m just obsessed with them, I guess,” I would say, giving myself an excuse to stare at women.

When I was with men, I would close my eyes and pretend that I was with a beautiful blonde. I would make the men go down on me, and then I would imagine the tongue of a gorgeous woman, sliding up and down my wet lips. I hated dating men with stubble; stubble always ruined my fantasy. And when men would put their cocks inside of me, I would pretend like I was being rammed by a long, hard strap-on dildo.

“Well? Should we give it a shot?” Keith asked. He was still staring at me. Still waiting for my verdict—which he wasn’t going to like.

I squirmed, wishing he couldn’t have kept the kiss to himself. Why couldn’t he just pretend like he had no feelings for me? Why did he have to ruin everything with his stupid lips?

I shook my head. “Sorry, Keith. I just want to be friends,” I said softly. I watched his skin turn white as his heart broke into a million pieces.

“But can’t we give it a try?” he said.

I shook my head again. “No. I think I’m going to head home.” I put my drink down on a nearby table and I left. He followed me to the door, suddenly in a panic.

He stuttered before saying, “Wait, Mandy. Just wait. Can’t we talk about this? It’s really not a bad idea. Just hear me out!” I kept walking, feeling like I was going to cry. I lost so many friends in such a short span of time. Now, with Keith out, I had nobody. “Mandy, I love you! I want to be with you!” he said.

“Stop following me,” I said, halfway down the walkway. He stopped and stared at me with that devastated look on his face. I couldn’t stand to see him like that, so I rushed away, jogging as quickly as I could in my high-heels.

A few months before that, Keith promised me that he would never try to make a move on me. We were at a party with some mutual friends. One of our friends got drunk and said to Keith, “Why don’t you just make a move on her already?”

He looked at me with red cheeks, and then I snapped, “We’re just friends. I’m not Keith’s type anyway. Right, Keith?”

He nodded his head slowly, but he was far from convincing. I should have taken that moment as a hint. That should have been my sign to take a step back, and set the record straight with him. Maybe that was my opportunity to pull him aside and tell him that I liked girls. But I was stuck in my wishful thinking state: the classic hopelessly optimistic Mandy.

Keith sent me a text just ten minutes after the horrible kiss. “Can we please talk about this?” he wrote.

“There’s nothing to talk about, Keith,” I replied. “We’re just friends. Now can we please pretend like nothing happened?”

“But I don’t want to just be friends. I love you. You’re everything I’ve always wanted in a girl.”

“No I’m not. Now drop it. Please,” I wrote.

“You really don’t want to consider it?” he asked.

“I don’t. So drop it.” I could feel the tears beginning to well up in my eyes.

“Okay. Consider it dropped. We’re just friends. It will never happen again.”

I didn’t respond, and it was the last message he sent that night. I cried, feeling horrible defeated, until I fell asleep. Then I had to check my phone when I woke up, to see if the whole thing had just been a terrible nightmare. Those messages were still there. The night really happened: Keith kissed me and ruined our friendship.

But I couldn’t lose my last friend. I couldn’t get through the rest of the school year with nobody. So I deleted all of the messages from the previous night, and I told myself that it was all water under the bridge. I forced a smile onto my face, and I messaged Keith. “Want to go to the mall with me today?” I asked, as if that terrible kiss never happened.

It was five minutes later when he replied. “Sure,” he said. “I’ll meet you there.”


CHAPTER II

The day was awkward. Every time he looked over at me, I assumed he was thinking about the kiss. I found myself constantly wondering if he was going to do it again, or if maybe he thought that this mall outing was actually a date. I didn’t want him to think we were on a date, but I didn’t want to bring up the old controversy. I was going to deal with this problem the same way my parents always dealt with all of their problems: by ignoring it until it went away.

But it wasn’t going away quickly enough. When I was trying on a dress in one of the mall’s department stores, I caught a glimpse of Keith through a mirror, staring longingly at me, looking down my body with a mixture of admiration and sadness in his eyes. Why couldn’t he just look at me normally? Why couldn’t he just act like a friend? Why did he have to get all emotional whenever he thought I was looking away? I needed a friend. I couldn’t allow him to slip away from me.

“Should I buy the dress or not?” I asked.

“You look amazing in it,” he said. The comment made my skin crawl. I bit down on my tongue, resisting the urge to scream at him. Why did he have to say it like that? Why couldn’t he just shrug his shoulders and say something like, ‘I don’t know. Looks good to me.’ Maybe my friends were right. Maybe having a male friend was a recipe for disaster. Maybe a friendship would never work out between us.

I bit down on the inside of my cheek, trying desperately to think of a way to ease the tension and kill the silence. I could feel his longing eyes staring at me. I could sense his urge to kiss me again. He probably thought that he could chip away at me and eventually make me into his girlfriend. Why couldn’t he just revert back to the silly buddy that I had for so many years? Why wasn’t he cracking some joke to make me laugh? “Why don’t you try the dress on?” I said.

He smiled and tilted his head to the side. “What do you mean?” he asked.

“I want to see you try it on. C’mon. It’d be fun. Or are you scared?” I gave him a playful shove. He laughed nervously, looking down at the dress.

“I don’t know if it will fit.”

“Sure it will. We’re basically the same size. Okay. You’re trying it on.”

I took off the dress and then we traded places in the changing room. His face was red as he closed the door. And the idea seemed perfect: goof around to forget about what happened. We used to do nothing but goof around; it was why I liked him so much as a friend. I just needed to break through to his old self. I needed to remind him why we made such good friends. I needed to get that stupid dating idea out from his head.

He came out from the stall a minute later, clad in the tight dress. “Do a spin,” I said, giggling. He spun around. The dress dances around him. It actually fit him surprisingly well. I watched as his face turned dark red, and then I noticed the store employee staring from across the space, looking both confused and amused.

“Can I take it off now?” he asked.

“Not yet,” I said with a laugh. I grabbed a bra and a pair of socks. “Put the bra on, and use the socks to make boobies. That’s what I used to do when I was twelve.”

He turned his back to me and gently pulled down the top of his dress. He clipped the bra onto his chest awkwardly, and then he stuffed in the socks before resetting the dress. Then I fetched him a pair of heels. I was having fun teasing him, and it was the first moment the tension had been gone since the awkward kiss. I found a blonde wig on a nearby mannequin. I got a dirty look from one of the store employees when I snatched it and put it on Keith’s head.

“Now spin again for me,” I said. He did the spin, looking more embarrassed than ever. I laughed, even snorting a little bit. Then he turned to the mirror and shook his head.

“It would be funnier if all this stuff didn’t fit me so well,” he said with a defeated voice.

“That’s what’s so funny about it!” I said. And then I looked down his backside, from his blonde hair to his long legs. He actually looked kind of sexy in the dress, until you got to his leg hair, which ruined the illusion completely. My heart stuttered for a moment. When he wasn’t looking at me, and when I wasn’t looking down at his leg hair, I was basically looking at a girl.

I found myself wondering: what would have happened if Keith was a girl? If he was a she, and she kissed me at that party, would I have gone along with it? Would I have entertained the idea of being her girlfriend?

He turned to me with red cheeks. It looked like he was wearing blush. I started to imagine him with mascara and eyeliner—maybe some brow filler and a bit of lip-gloss. “Can I take it off now?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “Sure,” I said. My heart was still throbbing. I couldn’t get the image out from my mind, of him in that dress.

Life would have been so much more simple if he had just been a girl. I could have my best friend and a girlfriend. That kiss probably would have turned into a romantic night, filled with lovemaking and pussy eating. But instead, I had this horribly awkward tension that just refused to settle.

He started to get weird on me again. We walked by a perfume store, and he stopped to say, “Let me buy you a perfume. You never let me buy you anything.”

“I don’t need a new perfume,” I said.

He sprayed one on a test stick and sniffed it. “This would smell so nice on you,” he said.

“Keith,” I said. “I don’t need perfume. You don’t have to buy me anything.” I knew it was just part of his plan to convert me into being his girlfriend. Why couldn’t he just drop it? “Let’s keep going.”

So we kept walking, but I could smell that perfume on him now. I caught myself closing my eyes and pretending like I was walking with a girl. I drifted a bit closer to him, so the smell would become stronger. It really was a nice scent: something I would love to smell on a cute girl. I bit down hard on my tongue, trying to get the strange thoughts out from my mind—trying to reel my sanity back in.

Then he got weird again. “Want to see a movie? There’s that new rom-com out,” he said. Until that moment, he’d only ever suggested action movies and horror movies—and the occasional comedy. But a rom-com? That was date territory that I wasn’t about to venture into.

I saw a lingerie store coming up: a chance to kill the tension again. “Let’s go in here,” I said.

“Here?” he said with a bit of a voice crack. I pulled him in and then I sorted through the sexy lingerie until I found something that I thought would be hilarious to make him try on. “Go try it on.”

“Mandy—c’mon. I can’t wear this.”

“You can and you will. I double-dog dare you.” I was grinning, biting down on my bottom lip. I didn’t think he was actually going to do it, so I was shocked when he groaned and turned to the changing room. I was laughing before he even started to change. “You’re going to look so pretty!” I called out.

It was five minutes before he stepped out in the pink lingerie one-piece. It was backless, with sexy feathers on the shoulders, and not much fabric covering the bum. He looked so shy and humiliated. “Do a little spin for me,” I said. He did the spin, with a face redder than the lingerie hanging on the hook next to me. Once again, I grabbed a wig off of a mannequin, and then I made him pose for me while the store employees watched, snickering from a distance.

“I hope you’re having fun,” he said with a groan.

“I am,” I said. But it was more than just fun. Whenever his back was to me, I found myself admiring his body. He really had the perfect chick body: wide hips, narrow waist, a nice curve to his back, and long, thin legs.

“Okay. That’s enough,” he said. “I don’t think I can take more humiliation. I’m changing.” He went back into the room, leaving me only with the memory of his smooth body. Now I had a head full of crazy thoughts. What if Keith decided tomorrow to become a transgender? What if he grew his hair out and got really good at doing his makeup? Would I date him then? If he kissed me like a girl, and caressed my body with a touch of feminine elegance, would I consider him? If he changed his name to something cute like Eve, would I be able to resist him?

I thought the mall outing was a decent step in the right direction, towards a rekindled friendship, and then Keith ruined everything. As we reached the exit, he turned to me and put his hands on my hips. He looked into my eyes and said, “We had so much fun today. We could have fun like this every day if we started dating.”

“Keith, no—not this again,” I said. All of the joy was suddenly pulled from my body, replaced with that horrible fear of having no friends.

“Please just think about it, Mandy.”

“There’s nothing to think about. If you’re not going to drop it, then this might be the last time we hang out. I don’t want a boyfriend. I—I just don’t want that.” I nearly told him that I was a lesbian, but I had a feeling he wouldn’t believe me. I had a feeling he would assume I was lying to him, to get him to back off. I took a deep breath and shook my head. “I’m going to go now. Maybe I’ll see you at that party tonight.”

“I’ll be there,” he said. Though I was now wishing I could just go alone. Now I had to have him constantly on my radar, worried I would have one vodka soda too many and he would try to make a move.


CHAPTER III

He was late to the party. The moment he walked in, he started looking around for me. I will admit that I tried to crouch down behind a group of people, so he wouldn’t spot me, so one of his friends would steal him away before he could approach me—but sadly, he saw me and came straight over. “Can I get you a drink?” he asked.

“I was just going to go and grab one,” I said.

“Let me.”

“It’s fine. I can get my own drink.” I wasn’t trying to be a bitch, but Keith had never offered to get me a drink before. It was unlike him. It was something he only ever did for girls he was trying to woo. I didn’t want him trying to woo me. I just wanted him to be himself.

He followed me to the kitchen. He got himself a drink and, while I was pouring myself a vodka soda, I saw him downing his drink out of the corner of my eye. He was hitting the liquor hard: something he never did. Maybe he was trying to drown his embarrassment. Maybe he thought the booze would give him extra confidence, so he could make a more aggressive move on me. I tried to slip away, but he found me a few minutes later. I could smell the hard liquor on his breath. He motioned towards the next room, where a bunch of people were dancing. “Want to dance with me?” he asked.

“No,” I said. It was starting to seem obvious that our friendly relationship was over. And maybe that was his plan. Maybe he thought that I would give him a chance if we were no longer friends, if he removed himself from the ‘friend-zone’. But there were no loopholes to my heart. It didn’t matter what he did: he was a male and I wanted to date a girl.

“C’mon, Mandy. Just for fun,” he said.

“Since when have you ever danced for fun? You hate dancing,” I said.

“But you like it,” he said.

I groaned. Then I slipped away from him again a minute later, when one of his friends came up and started talking to him. This time I was free from him for half an hour—and then he found me again. Now he was talking a bit louder, laughing a lot, and his cheeks were red from all the booze in his system. He was drunk. He put a hand on my shoulder and said, “I’m sorry I kissed you.”

I smiled and nodded. “Great. Now let’s never talk about it again.”

“I know you didn’t like it,” he said, ignoring me. “But it was still the best two seconds of my life.”

I groaned and closed my eyes, biting down on my tongue and shaking my head. “Keith. I hate to say it, but I think we should stop talking for a while—maybe a few months, until you get over whatever it is you’re going through.”

“I’m not going through anything. I just want to kiss you,” he said. A few people nearby heard his comment and looked over. Now I was feeling humiliated and under pressure.

I looked at the people nearby and forced a smile. Then I looked back at Keith and said, “You really want a kiss?”

“Yes.”

“Then go put on a dress, a wig, and some makeup. Come back down like that, then maybe I’ll kiss you.”

He stared at me for a long moment, with confusion all over his face. It wasn’t my way of telling him that I was a lesbian, it was just my way of teasing him, trying to bring him back down to reality, the way I managed to bring him back down briefly while we were at the mall. I figured he would just laugh the comment off. I didn’t actually think that he would do it.

He walked away, going up the stairs towards the bedrooms, maybe to cry. Then I saw a few men snickering nearby. I looked over and then one of the men said, “Damn. Rejected.”

I walked away. I didn’t care if they thought I was being cruel. Maybe I was being cruel. But I couldn’t take his advances anymore. I met up with some classmates and tried to spark up a conversation, hoping one of them would have something interesting to say: something in common with me, so I could start the process of finding new best friends. I managed to engage in a somewhat interesting conversation with a girl from my biology class. Then I asked her if she liked going to the mall, and she stared at me with a blank look for a long moment before saying, “I’m not really into the mall. Mall people freak me out. I only go to the mall to get the new Dungeons & Dragons books when they come out. I’m a DM. You should play with us sometime.”

And in that moment, I realized I had nothing in common with the girl, and I would probably never find common ground. “I’m just going to use the bathroom,” I said, excusing myself. I went up the stairs to find the washroom. I turned down a corner just as a nearby bedroom door opened. Out from the room stepped a girl in a red dress. She was about my size, with long blonde hair and stunning eyes, surrounded by dark eye makeup. I paused as she stared at me, and then I realized I was staring at Keith. “Oh my God,” I said.

“What? Did you think I wasn’t going to do it?” he asked.

“Where did you find that outfit?”

“Some of it was in this room, some of it was in that room,” he said, pointing to two different rooms. He walked up to me and put his hands gently on my sides. My heart was suddenly aflutter. He really looked like a girl, and he was standing in the hall while people walked by. He didn’t seem to care: more interested in getting a kiss. And the people didn’t seem to notice that he wasn’t actually a girl; he pulled the look off so well. The wig looked real, and the dress was a perfect fit. “So do I get my kiss?” he asked.

I looked up into his eyes. Then I leaned forward, pressing my lips against his. He closed his eyes but I kept mine open, so I could see the long blonde hair floating over his shoulders, and so I could see the long dark eyelashes, meticulously curled with a mascara brush. I gently caressed his sides: the soft fabric of that amazing dress. I liked the dress so much that I slipped a bit of tongue into his mouth. Then I leaned back. His face was dark red. His lips were parted. His eyes were glazed over. He stuttered before saying, “That was amazing.”

“It was just a kiss, because we made a deal,” I said. “Don’t think too much into it.”

He nodded his head slowly. “Can I get another one?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No. That wasn’t the deal. In fact, I’d appreciate it if you forgot all about it. I just want my friend back, Keith. I’m not looking for a boyfriend.”

He nodded his head slowly, and then I looked down his body one last time. He still had hair on his legs, and I could see the bulge of his cock against the tight dress. “Go get changed before people start making fun of you,” I said. While he was getting changed, I slipped out from the party and went home. I wasn’t having fun with Keith there; he was just too much of a distraction. But even at home, he was all I could think about. He looked so good in that dress, with that blonde hair cascading down his shoulders. His eyes were so stunning surrounded by eye shadow and eyeliner.

I closed my eyes as I lay on my bed, and I gently rubbed my clit with two firm fingers. I kept that image in my mind, rubbing faster and faster, until a small gush of fluid seeped out from my hole. Then I pressed my two fingers inside of me and began to thrust, imagining him mounting me with his cock while I reached up and fondled his breasts.

In my fantasy, he had real breasts: not huge, but perky. His skin was smooth: waxed and moisturized. He liked it when I reached a dildo around and penetrated his asshole. He moaned like a girl when I pulled his long blonde hair.

I came with two fingers deep in my wet cunt. I pushed them hard into my G-spot, and then I pulled them out, pulling out a long strand of warm, sticky expulsion. I let out a soft sigh before going to rinse my hand in the sink. What was wrong with me? Why was I allowing such ideas into my head? Why did I let him kiss me? Why did I stick my tongue into his mouth? Did I really think he was going to just forget about the kiss? Obviously he was going to try harder to make me his now. I’d made my situation so much worse.

My phone buzzed. It was Keith. “Where did you go?” he asked.

“I had to leave. I was feeling tipsy and tired. I have stuff to do tomorrow morning.”

“Can I come over?” he asked.

“No,” I said. Then I had to make sure my doors were all locked, in case he decided to drunkenly show up at my house. I turned my phone off, so I would be kept up by his messages, and then I went to sleep.


CHAPTER IV

It was two days later when I saw him again: unexpected and unannounced, standing on my doorstep. “What are you doing here?” I asked. I had just gotten home from school, and I was just about to get into the shower.

“I thought I would swing by,” he said. “That’s fine, right?”

I wanted to say no, but the surprise was more in line with the old Keith; he would always show up unannounced, and then he would hang out in my house while I completed chores. I had a better TV than him, with more channels and better apps. He liked to watch old movies while chatting about school, while I made dinner or got ready to go out on some date or another.

So now, I hesitantly let him in. “I’m going to hop in the shower,” I said.

He smiled and nodded. Normally I would leave the shower door open, so he could chat with me from the living room couch. But now, I didn’t love the idea of him being able to see my naked silhouette through the milky shower curtain. I closed the door and showered with privacy. I heard him occasionally pacing around, walking by the bathroom. What was he up to?

When I was finished, I wrapped my towel around me and stepped out, wondering what he was up to. He was in the kitchen, waiting for a bag of popcorn to finish in the microwave. “You don’t mind, do you?” he asked.

“No. What were you doing while I was showering?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Nothing,” he said. “Just waiting for you to be done.”

“Why?”

He stared into my eyes. “I wanted to tell you about class. We got this assignment in creative writing. They want us to write ten poems, all inspired by different poets—and it’s due tomorrow. Why do they do that? It’s almost like they want us to just rush in a bunch of crap.”

I smiled and nodded. “So shouldn’t you be working on that?” I asked.

“I’ll do it later tonight. What are you up to tonight?”

I had no plans, but I didn’t want him to know that. “I’m meeting up with someone later.”

“A guy?” he said.

“Maybe,” I said.

His eyes narrowed. “What guy? Someone you met at the party last night?” he asked.

“Maybe. Why do you care?”

“Well I don’t want you going out with some guy who’s going to hurt you.”

“I can handle my own,” I said. “Maybe you can help me pick out an outfit.”

I went to my bedroom and he followed. I opened my closet and looked at all my options. “Don’t you just want to wear your usual outing dress?” he asked. He knew me too well. He knew that I always wore the same dress on first dates.

“Not tonight,” I said.

“Is he special?” he asked.

“I just want to try something different,” I said.

He nodded and then he turned to my closet. He reached in and pulled out a pink dress. “What about this one?”

I looked at it. It was a bit skimpy, especially if I was just going to wear it to a bar, by myself. Because if I couldn’t get him to leave my flat, then I would probably end up going off to a bar alone, just to make my lie more believable. I looked up at Keith. “Why don’t you try it on for me, so I can see how it looks in action?” I said.

His cheeks turned red. “You want me to put on your dress?” he asked.

“It’s one thing to see it on me in the mirror. But on you, I can see what it looks like in action—you know? I can see how it looks when you walk and when you sit down.”

He took the dress. “Fine. If that’s what you want.” He started taking off his shirt.

“Wait.” I bit down on my bottom lip. “You have to do your makeup—and shave your legs—otherwise you’ll just look like a guy in a dress. I need to get a real idea here.”

He laughed. “You want me to shave my legs?” he said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “You know what? Maybe I’ll just call Cindy. I think she has the evening off. She can try dresses on with me.”

“Cindy? Who’s Cindy?” he asked.

“A new friend from school,” I said. But there was no Cindy. I made her up.

Keith perked up. “No. It’s fine. I’ll shave my legs and put on the makeup. Don’t call Cindy.” He zipped by me, towards my bathroom. I grinned, holding back a giggle. He was so desperate to have the evening alone with me that he was willing to shave his legs.

“Better shave your pits, too!” I called out.

I brought my makeup to the bathroom for him. “You can just do your makeup like you did last night. I think that looked fine. I’ll go find an old Halloween wig for you to wear, to pull everything together. Then we can start trying on some dresses.” I went to my storage closet, still dressed only in my towel. I dug around until I found a long platinum blonde wig. I brought it back to Keith, who was almost done shaving his first leg. I left him alone. I ate his popcorn and then I watched an episode of The Real Housewives of Orange County. Then he came into the living room, wearing the tight dress. His makeup was done and his legs were smooth and feminine. I sprung to my feet.

“Do a lap for me. Sit down and stand up,” I said. “Let’s see how this unit looks.” He followed my commands, going through the house, pretending to be a girl, looking surprisingly sexy. I giggled. “Now try on another one.”

He went and found a new dress: a tiny black dress, from my emo stage. It looked cute on him, not quite covering his perky bum (it never covered my whole bum either). I giggled again. “Okay, sit down. I want to see how far the dress rides up.”

He sat down. He tried to tug on the skirt of the dress, but it was ridiculously short. Before he crossed his legs, I caught a glimpse of his cock, which was long and hard. Did he like wearing women’s clothing? Was it possible to slowly make him want to be a girl? Could I turn him into the girlfriend I truly wanted? I walked over, pretending like I didn’t see his erection before he crossed his legs. I sat down on his lap.

“What are you doing?” he asked nervously.

“Just in case my date sits on my lap—I want to see how the dress feels.” I giggled. He laughed as well. “Uncross your legs.”

He hesitated. “Um,” he said. “I don’t think that’s a good idea. This skirt is kind of short.”

“Just do it,” I said.

He hesitated again, and then he uncrossed his legs. His erection sprung up between my legs and his tip pressed up to my damp pussy. It slid inside of me without resistance. He froze, gasping. I froze too, shocked and embarrassed. Did he just accidentally penetrate me? Was he currently inside of my wet cunt? It was just supposed to be a tease—it was supposed to be funny. I was going to rub my bum against his rod and accuse him of being turned on by women’s clothing. But now, he was in me. Everything lined up perfectly, and now I had a throbbing erection inside of my pussy.

“Did you just stick your cock in me?” I asked, still frozen.

“No. You sat down on it.”

“I sat on your lap! I didn’t put your dick inside of my pussy!”

“I’m sorry,” he said.

He was sliding in deeper, throbbing harder as he became more and more aroused. I gasped, feeling his thick girth stretching my hole. What was I supposed to do? Just stand up? I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. It felt kind of nice, and it was already too late—the penetration couldn’t be taken back. I opened my eyes and looked down at his smooth, feminine legs. I looked down at my side and saw the black of the little dress, and the long platinum blonde hair resting on his shoulders.

It was the closest I’d ever been to living out my fantasy of being fucked by a pretty blonde with a strap-on. And in a way, it was better, because now I was on a pretty blonde with a real, warm, throbbing member. I let out a soft whimper and rose up slightly before sitting back down. I could feel his veins rubbing against my wet walls. I rose up and sat down again. He put his hands on my hips. I looked down at his hands and wished his fingernails could have been painted—but at least his hands were small and feminine. I rose up and sat down again.

“This doesn’t mean anything,” I said.

“Okay,” he said. “It doesn’t mean anything.”

“Stop talking like that. Sound like a girl,” I said. I felt my cheeks turning red. Was I giving my secret away?

He cleared his throat. “You want me to sound like this?” he asked, sounding surprisingly feminine: soft and high, with all the right inflections.

“Yeah,” I said. “Talk like that. Talk dirty to me.”

“I love the feeling of your tight, wet pussy,” she said.

I nodded my head. “More of that,” I said.

She was silent for a moment, thinking of what to say next. “God, I love it when you bounce on my big strap-on cock.”

“Oh God. Yes,” I said, bouncing faster. “More.”

She grabbed my breasts and squeezed. “I wish I had your perky tits. I want to eat you out so badly.”

“Please. Please eat out my filthy cunt,” I said. I jumped up to my feet and then I turned around, lining her face up with my dripping pussy. I pressed it against her glossy lips and she began to lick. I watched, hardly blinking, as her dark eyelashes fluttered, as her tongue stroked up and down my dripping length. “Oh God,” I groaned. I sat down, pressing my cunt more firmly against her mouth. “Eat me out. Just like that.” Her tongue was inside of me now, fluttering around, stroking in every direction. I gushed some fluid onto her chin, which she seemed to like. She grabbed my thighs and held me firmly while my body trembled.

Then I sat back down on her lap, sliding that long cock back into my wet hole, this time facing her so I could see her stunning eyes and so I could taste her pussy-flavoured lips. I leaned in and kissed her while I bounced up and down. “Keep talking dirty,” I said.

“I love the way your tits bounce,” she said.

“Squeeze them,” I said. She squeezed them. Then she made a noise: something like a stutter or a groan. She closed her eyes and I felt something burst inside of me. She was coming: shooting hot semen deep into my pussy hole. I gasped, standing up quickly, before she could finish.

“I’m not on the pill!” I snapped. I looked down at her long erection, which was still spilling cum up into the air. But three shots ended up inside of me. I thought for a moment about what to do, and then I had a dirty idea. “Suck it out of me, before it’s too late.”

I stood back up on the couch, pressing my pussy against her lips. She began to suck, digging into my cum-filled hole with her tongue. “Suck it all out,” I said. She followed the command, sucking for the next five minutes until there was nothing left inside of me.

Then I stumbled back after a couple of amazing orgasms. I looked into her eyes and remembered that she was actually Keith: not a she at all. His cock was still out, slumped on his thigh, giving his true identity away more than anything. I looked away. “Get yourself cleaned up,” I said. “I need to go soon.”

He said nothing as he stood up and marched to the bathroom. I could see that he was embarrassed—maybe even more embarrassed than me. My pussy was still tingling with euphoria. I didn’t know how to process what had just happened. Did I really just have sex with Keith, after two long days of trying to get him to leave me alone? Now how was I going to convince him to be nothing more than a friend?

Or could I keep going in pushing him towards being a girl? He didn’t seem to be too opposed to wearing my clothes, and he looked good with a wig and a bit of makeup. Maybe I could turn him into my little project. Maybe I could feminize him a little bit more every day, until I could turn him into a perfectly fine girlfriend.


CHAPTER V

It was late that night when Keith called me on the FaceTime app. I was just slipping into bed. “Why are you calling?” I asked.

“I just wanted to see your face,” he said.

I rolled my eyes. “Why are you being so persistent? I told you that we’re not dating. You never used to call me in bed before.”

He stared with a confused look on his face, and maybe that confusion was my fault; maybe I was giving him mixed signals: telling him I wasn’t remotely interested one moment while riding his hard erection the next moment. “I know I keep saying this,” he said, “but just try giving me a chance. I mean—at this point, what do you have to lose? We’ve already kissed and we’ve already… you know.”

“We have plenty to lose,” I said. “I still consider you a friend—but barely at this point. We can forget about the other stuff. So let’s just forget about it.”

“I don’t want to forget about it,” he said.

I had to turn my phone away so that I could groan and roll my eyes. “Then maybe we can’t be friends,” I said.

“Mandy, please,” he said.

“Stop begging,” I said. “There’s nothing more unattractive than begging.”

“Then what do you want me to do?” he asked. “Maybe I should come over. We can lay together—just try it out.”

“No,” I said. “And I’m going to hang up now. You should probably go to sleep before you start to annoy your roommates.”

“I want to keep talking with you. Even if it’s just me talking while you fall asleep. Just tell me what I can do!” he said.

I buried my face into my pillow and nearly screamed. Why was he being so frustrating? Why was he being so annoying persistent? “How’s about you get yourself dolled up and call me back, from your living room. Then I’ll chat with you.”

“Dolled up?” he said.

“You know: a wig, some makeup, a nice nightie—and I want to hear your girly voice. Otherwise, goodnight.” I hung up the phone. It was partly a challenge that I knew he wouldn’t have the balls to follow through with, and it was party a chance to see his girly face again. I knew his roommates were home; I could hear them in the background, watching some TV show in the living room while joking loudly. But I also knew that Keith had a female roommate: someone he could borrow some items from, if he was truly willing to prove that he would do anything for me.

It was one thing to try on some lingerie in front of a couple of strangers. It was a whole other thing to get dolled up in front of roommates who see you every single day.

I spent twenty minutes surfing mindlessly on my social media networks, and then I put my phone away and dozed off to sleep. I started dreaming about a dog I had as a child, then suddenly my phone rang and I woke up. It was Keith. At that point, I’d forgotten about my challenge. Now I figured he was just going to try and beg me to let him come over. I thought about hanging up before answering, but I figured he would keep calling until I picked up and yelled at him—so I picked up and prepared to yell.

I didn’t realize that it was a FaceTime call until I picked up. I was opening my mouth to tell him to screw off, and then I saw his dolled up face: dark eyeliner, dark eye shadow, rosy cheekbones, and glossy lips. Behind him, I could see his snickering roommates. “Hey Mandy,” he said with a shy and embarrassed voice.

Now I suddenly felt embarrassed. I didn’t think he was actually going to do it! And I didn’t consider the issues that came along with him doing it: now his roommates probably thought I was some sort of weirdo with a trans fetish. I felt my face turning red.

Keith looked good—especially cute with her red cheeks and glossy eyes. “Are you crazy?” I asked.

She bit her bottom lip. “I just did what you asked me to do,” she said.

“Your roommates are going to make fun of you every day until you move out,” I said.

“It’s true,” one of them said from behind Keith. They all started laughing.

Then Keith said, “But I wanted to prove to you that I’m serious about you. I’ll do whatever you want me to do.”

I found myself smirking, seeing an opportunity to get her back for all of the nonsense she’d dragged me through over the past week. “Admit that you love dressing up like a girl,” I said.

I watched as her face turned a darker shade of red. She looked back and then she looked down at her lap, which was only covered by a tiny pair of red satin shorts. “I like getting dressed up,” she said softly. The boys behind her laughed.

“I didn’t say ‘like’, I said ‘love’,” I said.

“I love getting dressed up like this. I love the way the clothes feel and I love how pretty I look with makeup,” she said. Now the boys behind her were roaring with laughter. And suddenly, I felt a little bit guilty. Sure, Keith had been a thorn in my side, but she was definitely proving that she would do anything for me—and I couldn’t help but think that she was being honest about liking women’s clothing. Maybe I was humiliating her more than I thought. Maybe I was making her expose a side of herself that she wasn’t ready to expose.

“You can go to your room now,” I said. She got up and moved quickly while her roommates laughed. Once she was behind her bedroom’s closed door, I said, “I’m sorry about that. I didn’t actually think you were going to do it. Why would you do that to yourself?”

“I’m doing it for you,” she said in that soft, girly voice. She smiled. She had an impressively feminine smile.

I smiled. “Can I call you Eve? You look like an Eve to me.”

She nodded her head. “I like Eve.”

“Good,” I said. “Then from now on, you’re Eve.” I placed the phone down on my nightstand, leaning against my lamp. Then I rolled up and pulled my duvet up over my shoulders. I stared at her face on the little phone screen. “So what did you want to talk about?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m just happy to be able to see your face,” she said.

“Surely you have something to talk about,” I said. “You went through all this trouble to call me.”

She was silent for a moment, and then she asked, “Is this just you teasing me some more, or do you prefer me like this?”

I felt a lump suddenly filling my throat. Cold beads of sweat quickly began to form on the back of my neck. It was only a matter of time before it started to become obvious that I preferred Eve to Keith. I could only get away with so many ‘teases’ before a pattern started to emerge. It was amazing that it took her this long to figure it out… Or maybe she’d been suspicious for longer than I realized; maybe that’s why she didn’t seem to hesitate when I told her to get dolled up before calling back.

“I think you look cute with long blonde hair,” I said, forcing a smile.

“Do you wish I had a pussy?” she asked.

My heart fluttered and my skin tingled. Was I about to come out from the closet? Could I believably lie? Was this my chance to get her to finally back off with the dating advances? And would I have been happier if she had a pussy? I kind of liked that she had a big, thick cock. I liked that I could have everything I liked about girls, while still having the one thing I liked about boys: a warm, meaty fuck stick.

I could feel my face turning red. “If you had a pussy, I would love to eat it out,” I said. “But I also like what you have.”

I watched as her eyes became glossy. We’d been friends for so long, and finally she was learning that I wasn’t straight like she always thought I was. “You know, there are pills guys can take that make them more like girls. I watched a show on it,” Eve said. “They’re hormone pills. After just a few weeks, guys can start getting real boobs and softer skin, and even wider hips after a few months.”

“I’ve heard about them,” I said.

“If I started taking those pills, would you consider dating me?” she asked.

My heart was pounding now. I didn’t know the answer to her question, but I loved the thought of her lying naked on my bed, with a pair of wobbly breasts that I could squeeze and suck. “I don’t know,” I said as a tingle began to form between my legs. I imagined her rolling onto her stomach. I pictured myself sinking down, spreading her freshly waxed butt cheeks wide, and sticking my tongue into her butthole. I could almost hear her feminine moans. A bit of warm fluid trickled out from my hole.

“I would do it for you,” she said.

“If you started taking them, I would probably be more inclined to let you spend the night with me—but that wouldn’t mean that we would be dating. I don’t want you to go changing your body and then getting mad at me, thinking we made some sort of deal.”

She smiled. “So you’re saying it would give me a better shot?” she asked.

I smiled. “Maybe. Or maybe it would just get you laid and nothing else.”

“There’s a website on the dark web where I used to buy pot in high school. They sell the pills.”

“I don’t want to hear it,” I said, covering my ears. “If you want to go alter your body chemistry, you go ahead, but don’t tell me the details. I’m going to close my eyes now. I have class in the morning, and I have a feeling there’s going to be a pop quiz, so I need to get some sleep.”

“I wish I was there with you,” she said as I closed my eyes. “I wish I was behind you, snuggled up against your body.”

I pictured the scenario: her soft, warm body pressed up to mine: her small but perky tits squashed against my back.

“I would be gently rubbing your perfect body,” she continued. “I would feel those perfect breasts and then I would stick my hand down between your legs to rub your cute little clit.”

I took a deep breath. I secretly pressed a hand down between my legs, pressing two fingers down the front of my panties. I began to rub as her voice washed over me.

“I would stick my fingers inside of you and finger you until you gushed all over my hand. I love that you squirt, by the way. I think it’s so hot. I would make you squirt over and over, and then I would sink down below the covers and I would lick your thighs and your pussy clean. I would stay down there until you couldn’t take anymore. I would make you squirt on my face, and then I would start fisting your tight cunt. I would tickle your clit with my other hand, using my manicured fingernails.”

I shuddered with elation, letting a little gush of fluid out onto my hand. A moan slipped out from my lips. I kept my eyes closed.

“Then I would roll you onto your back and I would fuck you, filling you with my hot cum before sinking down to suck it all out with my mouth.” I came again, letting another moan slip, letting another gush of hot fluid squirt down my thighs. “Then I would cuddle up behind you again. I would wrap my arms around you and I would hold you tightly until we were both asleep.”

I drifted off to sleep with happy fantasies dancing in my mind.


CHAPTER VI

I got a call from Keith the next afternoon. He was himself again: no longer using his girly voice, and back to his old begging game. “Come to this party with me tonight. It’ll be fun,” he said.

“I’m too tired to go to a party, Keith,” I said.

“But I really want to see you,” he said.

“Not this again…” I said.

“We can go back to your place after. I’ll bring that slip and wig,” he said. The suggestion was tempting, but I didn’t love the idea of him using my lesbian tendencies to coax me. I didn’t want him using my little secret to get what he wanted. “It’s a no,” I said.

And then strangely, I didn’t hear back from him. He didn’t call me that night, and then he didn’t call me the next day. At first, I enjoyed the little break. Then, I began to worry. Was he finally over me? Was that last rejection the one that broke the camel’s back? Three days after the last phone call, I found myself creeping his social media pages, to see what he’d been up to. There were no updates: no new posts. I thought about calling him, to see what was happening, but I didn’t want to give him any ideas—or did I?

A full week of silence went by. I found myself with my thumb over his phone number on my phone, ready to make the call. In a weird way, I missed him. I missed his annoying begging. I wasn’t sure if I liked the idea of him being over me. I certainly didn’t like the idea that I wouldn’t see Eve ever again. Keith was my friend, but Eve was something special: my dream girl, in many ways. I thought about her often: a beautiful woman with a perfect cock—everything I could dream of in my bisexual fantasies.

Another few days went by. I fought the urge to call Keith. I would wake up in the morning, suspecting to see an update to his Facebook profile, expecting to see his status changed to ‘in a relationship’ next to some girl’s name—and maybe it would have been for the best. Maybe we both needed to move on. But with no update, I found myself in a strange state of curious hopefulness; but I wasn’t sure if I was hopeful that he’d moved on or hopeful that he was still thinking about me constantly.

It was fourteen days after the last phone call when he rang me again. I answered quickly, accepting the FaceTime call. His screen was black, taking a long time to load. “I was starting to worry that you’d died!” I said.

And then his screen loaded and I could see him: all of him, standing profile to his propped camera. He was wearing that long blonde wig and a pair of panties: nothing else. On her chest was a pair of subtle lumps: almost non-existent, but enough to know that they weren’t just pecs. “I don’t know about you, but I think my breasts are coming in,” she said. She cupped them with her hands and pulled them up before dropping them. She was right, there was something there: the early forming of breast tissue.

“You’ve been taking the pills?” I said. My voice was low and quiet. I was in shock. I’d forgotten all about that conversation we had, where she made the suggestion. I just assumed she had been stoking my fantasy, and maybe teasing me a little bit. I didn’t actually think she would go out and find some body altering hormone pills.

“I’m on day eleven,” she said. “They said it would take thirty to sixty days before noticing any changes, but I swear these are tits.” She held up her subtle lumps again. “All of the women in my family are large breasted, so maybe this is just the beginning.”

The lumps weren’t the only surprise; her body was freshly waxed. She was wearing makeup and fake eyelashes. Her bum was seemingly perkier, as if she’d been doing squats every day. “You look good,” I said before noticing the big lump in her panties. I couldn’t decide if the lump ruined the illusion, or if it just made the sight even better.

She walked close to the camera. She turned her phone on its side and framed her chest up. “I think my nipples are bigger too,” she said.

“I think so,” I said softly before biting my bottom lip gently. I was tingling all over, trying to hold back the urge to tell her to get in her car and rush over so she could slip under my bed sheets with me. “You look nice. I really like your makeup.”

“Thanks,” she said. She tilted the camera up to show her face, and then she smiled, staring at me. She became silent. My mind began to race.

“I hope you’re not just doing this for me,” I said. “I would feel really guilty.”

“But you do like the changes, right?” she asked. I began to wonder if her lips were fuller. Did she get lip injections? Or was that another consequence of the hormone pills? They looked soft, like they would be fun to kiss and suck. That tingle inside of me grew stronger.

“Were you sleeping? Did I wake you up?” she asked.

“I was just falling asleep.”

“I wish I was there with you,” she said.

“Well my back door is unlocked,” I said with a giggle. “But I was just about to go to sleep. I have a big day of classes tomorrow.”

“I’ve got a big day tomorrow too. What are you doing Thursday?” she asked.

“Another big day of classes. Exams start next week.”

“Well we should meet up. Maybe we can meet up this weekend,” she said.

“That sounds nice,” I said. “I can’t wait to see how big your titties are then.” I smiled. She tilted her camera back down to her soft lumps. Her nipples were perky: perfectly suckable. “Tell me about your day.”

She started talking. I just loved hearing the sound of her girly voice. It was so soothing; I only needed a little bit before I started drifting off to sleep. It was moments later when I woke up to the sound of a creaking. I didn’t think much of it, and then I felt a mass creeping onto my bed. I turned around with a frightened gasp, and then I saw her behind me, smiling, with her blonde hair like a halo in the moonlight. “You said your back door was unlocked and then you fell asleep. So I figured I would come lock it for you, so you didn’t get robbed in the night or anything.”

I thought for a moment that I was dreaming, and then I reached out to touch her. I felt her arms and then I reached for her chest, to feel those soft lumps—and they really did feel like a small pair of tits. I squeezed them, feeling her perky nipples against the palms of my hands. She was wearing the softest satin slip. I wrapped my arms around her and sunk my lips against hers. We kissed, wrapping tightly together under the covers. Her hands explored my body while my hands explored her body. It wasn’t long before that satin slip was on the floor next to the bed, along with my own pyjamas.

She sucked my nipples, making me moan. I considered the possibility that I was dreaming again, closing my eyes and biting down on my tongue to see if I could elicit a bit of pain. The bite hurt. The moment was real. I looked down at her blonde head and she looked up at me with her big, glistening eyes. We both smiled, and then she continued sucking my nipples, getting them hard while making my cunt wet.

I could feel her throbbing erection against my leg. I gently began to use my thigh to rub it, making it throb harder. I giggled when I felt a drop of warm pre-cum ooze down my thigh. “Horny?” I asked.

She nodded her head with a big red-cheeked grin. Then she went lower, pressing her lips against my pussy. She began to lick. I started moaning, clutching her head with my thighs. I let my head fall back as the euphoria pulsed through me. She licked for fifteen blissful minutes, making me come over and over. Then she crawled on top of me. I felt her long shaft sliding up my thigh, pressing up between my wet lips. “Fuck me,” I whispered. My soaking cunt offered no resistance as she pushed in. I gasped and she moaned. Her hands clutched my breasts as my head rolled from side to side.

“You’re so tight,” she said.

“Just fuck me,” I said. She followed the command, thrusting in and out repeatedly—faster and faster, until warm fluid was gushing out of me and soaking my bed sheets. I squeezed her small breasts and then I pried her tight butt cheeks apart so I could finger her asshole. Her moaning was music to my ears. I lost count of my orgasms. I couldn’t believe how wet my bed was—I didn’t know so much fluid could be stored in one body! How was I not wheezing in dehydration?

“Come on my tits,” I said, pressing my breasts together. It was only a minute later when she pulled out and squeezed her shaft with a tight grip, spraying my chest with long strands of hot cum. We probably should have cleaned ourselves up—and the bed as well—but instead we kissed, rolling around the bed together until we were nestled comfortably, spooning, and drifting off to sleep.

It was an amazing night, followed by a confusing morning. When I woke up, she wasn’t with me in the bed. Instead, she was in the bathroom, getting herself washed up before school. She came into the bedroom as I sat up, no longer in her wig or makeup. “What time’s your first class?” he asked, now using his normal voice.

My heart fluttered into my stomach. I hated how he was out of character. Seeing him as a boy—In boy clothes, using a boy voice—somehow ruined my memory from the previous night. Now I found myself wondering if he was wearing the wig and makeup when we made love. Was he using the girly voice, or was that just an optimistic memory? Did Keith sneak into my house and take advantage of me while I was half asleep? No—he definitely came as Eve. I couldn’t forget the sight of his big, glistening eyes, with those fake eyelashes and that dark eyeliner.

“Maybe we can go to school together. How quickly can you get ready?” he asked.

“I—I don’t know,” I said. And it was in that moment that I realized Keith was never going to be my girlfriend. Sure, he was taking the pills for me, so that he could be more of a girl at the end of the day, but he was a boy. He clearly wanted to live as a boy, and he was clearly more comfortable as a boy. And maybe it was wrong of me to be allowing him to take the hormone pills on my behalf. Maybe I was going too far with my little Eve project.

“I’ll be a while. Go without me,” I said.

“You have no class at two, right? Meet me at the university café. I’ll buy you a coffee,” he said.

I shook my head. Eve was just a tactic to woo me over to him. He was doing the same thing to me that I was doing to him—he was hoping to chip away at me, so I would take him as he was, just like I was hoping to chip away at him, so I could take him as Eve. It wasn’t fair to him and it wasn’t fair to me. “I’m going to be busy today,” I said. “And Keith—have you looked into the side effects of those drugs you’re taking? Maybe it’s best that you don’t take them.”

He stared at me for a long moment. “Don’t you like the changes?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Do you like them?” I asked.

And then he didn’t reply. I couldn’t let him destroy himself on my behalf. I needed to make it clear that he wasn’t going to get me as long as he was a boy, and I wasn’t going to stop being a lesbian, no matter how hard her tried.

“Stop taking the pills,” I said. “This relationship thing—it’s getting too complicated. Relationships aren’t supposed to be complicated like this. And as for our friendship, I think that might be gone.”

“What do you mean?” he asked, suddenly looking pale.

“It’s just never going to be the way that it was. I’m just giving you the wrong idea by trying to make it work, and you’re giving me the wrong idea by taking those pills. I’m sorry, Keith. I think it’s maybe time that we go our separate ways.” It wasn’t easy to say, but it was more obvious than ever that we needed to be apart: as friends and as lovers.


CHAPTER VII

I expected to hear from Keith later that day. When he didn’t message, I figured I would hear from him the next day. I was worried that I’d hurt his feelings and crushed his spirits. Once again, I found myself tempted to reach out to him, to make sure that he was okay—and a part of me wanted to hear his voice again. I missed having him as a friend, and I missed not having Eve as a little hopeful fantasy in the back of my mind.

A week went by. I nearly sent him a text message, and then I remembered what I said to him, and I remembered that he would never work as a friend or as a lover. So I deleted his number from my phone so I wouldn’t be tempted to call him. It was a harsh moment, but the universe was there to help me. The next day, after deleting Keith’s number from my phone, I met a guy on campus. He was a year older than me, studying to be a vet, but he really wanted to be a stand up comedian. He was funny and easygoing. And best of all, he was already in a committed relationship with a very nice girl. His name was Ryan, and after just a few days of chatting, I was ready to make Ryan into my new friend. I even told him that I was bisexual, leaning more towards girls than boys. “We should go to a lesbian bar together sometime. I can be your wingman,” he said with a big smile.

But Ryan wasn’t Keith. Ryan wasn’t in on a decade of inside jokes. Ryan was a comedian, but he didn’t know how to make me laugh the way Keith could. But I forced myself to stop thinking about Keith. Keith was never going to be the old friend that I grew up with again—that Keith was gone. If I broke my own morals and reached out to Keith, it would be the same nonsense all over again: begging me to date him, confusing me by indulging me in my fantasies. I had a good friendship going with Ryan—at least I thought I did.

It was a month later when Ryan made a move on me, while we were out at a bar with a few other friends. I was on my way to the bathroom and he stopped me, spinning me around and kissing me on the lips. “What are you doing?” I asked. I remembered Keith making a similar move.

“I think I like you,” he said.

“You have a girlfriend,” I said. “You were going to propose to her.”

“But I think I love you,” he said.

“I’m a lesbian, Ryan,” I said, feeling like I was talking to Keith all over again.

“You told me that you were bisexual. Maybe we can make this work.” And just like that, I’d lost Ryan, the same way Keith slipped out from between my fingers. I couldn’t believe it. Why couldn’t I have a friend? I tried making friends with some girls—girls I thought were straight—but when they found out that I was a lesbian, they were all suddenly bi-curious. And sure, I tried sleeping with a few of them, but it was obvious that they were straight and experimenting. They wouldn’t eat me out the same way Eve at me out. Most of the girls wouldn’t even penetrate my hole with their tongues—at least not without wincing a little bit.

It was starting to seem obvious that I was never going to have a friend. I no longer had anyone to go to parties with, and I couldn’t go to a bar alone without being flogged by potential sex partners: men at regular bars, and women at lesbian bars. But I wasn’t looking for sex partners; I just wanted someone to hang out with, someone to gossip with, and someone to laugh with. I wasn’t ready to be in a relationship. I still didn’t even know what kind of person I wanted in a life partner. I’d only been out of the closet for a few months, after all.

Then, one night, a beautiful blonde caught my eye at one of the local lesbian bars. She was sitting at the bar, wearing a tight whitish pink dress, with her long hair flowing over her shoulders. I kept finding myself looking over at her. She was sitting alone, seemingly enjoying some time to herself. I felt strangely envious, wishing I could find some happiness in being alone—maybe then I wouldn’t have been so obsessed with the idea of finding a friend.

She was beautiful: exactly my type—but I wasn’t interested in her romantically. I would have happily gone home with her if that’s what she wanted, but more than anything, I just wanted to know how she was able to be so peaceful and content. So after twenty minutes of pacing around the loud bar, I decided to approach her. I felt a bit guilty tapping on her shoulder, ruining her solitude, but I just needed to ask, “Are you here alone, or are you waiting for someone?” I couldn’t help but think that she was waiting for some beautiful date to show up. Maybe she was just early.

She looked into my eyes. It took me a moment before realizing I was staring at Eve. A gasp slipped out from my lips. She was stunning: her makeup was perfect, her body was more fit than ever, and her tits had grown two full cup sizes since I’d last seen her. I looked down at her chest now, able to see right down the deep cut of her whitish pink dress. “Hi Mandy,” she said softly. Even her voice was better than ever.

“You—You’ve been taking the pills,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I thought I’d keep going, to see what would happen,” she said.

“You know, if you take those pills for long enough, some of the effects can be permanent. I read about them when you first started taking them.”

She nodded her head. “I like it,” she said. Her cheeks turned red and then she looked away.

I took the seat next to her. “Are you just saying that? Because I don’t want to go through this again. I’m not dating you.”

She nodded her head. “I’m waiting for someone,” she said. “A date.”

“Really?” I asked. My heart fluttered. I wasn’t sure what to think. “Like—a girl?”

She nodded her head. “A girl like me,” she said nervously. It took me a moment before I realized she was talking about a trans girl.

“No kidding,” I said. The bartender came by. I ordered a vodka soda. Eve ordered another beer.

“I’m kind of early,” she said. “We’re going to have a drink, then we’re going to see that new rom-com movie.”

“That’s great,” I said.

Then she smiled. “You know, I’ve been meaning to thank you—and to apologize for being kind of overwhelming. I guess I got carried away.”

“It’s all good,” I said.

“I’ve gone on a few different dates over the past couple of months,” she said. “No offense, but I realized your not my type.”

“Not your type?” I said, feeling slightly offended.

She smiled nervously. “Biologically,” she said.

“Oh. I see.”

“You look good. Maybe we can go to the mall sometime to catch up.”

“That sounds like fun.”

“Have you seen the trailer for that new Bruce Willis action movie? We should see it. I would see it with my girlfriend, but I don’t think it’s her thing.”

“Girlfriend?” I said.

She nodded her head. “I mean—it’s not official yet, but it might be after tonight.”

“No kidding,” I said. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing—and I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. A part of me was confused and another part of me was jealous. Maybe I should have held onto her. I probably would have held on had I known she was taking the feminization thing seriously. But maybe it was best that I didn’t hold onto her. She had the chance to experiment a little bit, and discover that she wasn’t looking for a fully biological lesbian woman. And maybe I wasn’t looking for a trans male-to-female—I still wasn’t sure what I wanted.

A girl stepped up next to us. She had short brown hair and a remarkably beautiful face, with piercing blue eyes. “Hey,” she said to Eve, and then she looked at me.

“Keera, this is Mandy,” said Eve.

“Mandy?” Keera said.

“Hi,” I said, taking her hand and shaking it gently.

“How do you know Mandy?” Keera asked.

Eve smiled at me. “She’s a really close friend of mine.”

THE END


THE PRICE OF WINNING

Xander is best friends with the football team’s superstitious quarterback, Tiger. Tiger is a town hero, constantly being scouted by high-level talent scouts. Then the losing streak starts. Tiger thinks the losing is because of broken pregame rituals: unexpected renovations at the football field, not being able to find the right laces for his shoes, and so on.

Just one loss away from a lost season, Tiger finds himself at a party with Xander. He’s not supposed to drink, but he can’t help it in his depressed state. Xander tries to cheer him up by dressing like a girl and acting like a goof. But one thing leads to another, and the friends find themselves in a locked room together, making a big, drunken mistake. Then, Tiger wins his next game.

Now, Tiger has a new pregame ritual, and it can’t be broken for the rest of the season if he’s going to have any chance of making the playoffs.


CHAPTER I

I was surprised when Tiger showed up at the party. I wasn’t the only surprised one. The whole place became quiet as he stepped through the door and looked around with that emotionless look on his face. I waved at him. He made an attempt at smiling, and then he went towards the kitchen to get a drink. It was a minute before people started chatting again, and ten minutes before they all stopped talking about his season.

It was the most important season of his football career, and it had been a complete disaster. At the end of the previous year, the stands were always teeming with talent scouts. At his last game—his sixth loss in a row—the stands were mostly empty. They nearly won, and then Tiger fumbled the ball. Sadly, it wasn’t his first terrible fumble of the season. It wasn’t the first time he lost the game for his team.

I went up to him in the kitchen. He was standing alone in the corner, looking out the window with a drink in his hand. Even from behind, he looked upset. I couldn’t imagine how he was feeling. Half the town hated him for tanking the team’s season. The other half looked at him like he was a terminal cancer patient, living out his final few months. I was probably in the latter camp, though I knew he didn’t want me pitying him—but it was hard; his gaze was so far gone and his lips seemed incapable of curling into a smile. “You didn’t tell me you were coming out tonight,” I said, trying to be cheery and upbeat.

He stared into my eyes for a long moment before nodding his head. “Coach said I could have one drink before the game on Tuesday.”

I smiled. “Did you see that new Star Wars movie?” I asked, hoping to change the subject away from sports. It was so obvious that football was the only thing on his mind.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Is there a new Star Wars out? I didn’t see the last one,” he said. “Coach doesn’t like us watching those movies. He says all the flashing lights reduce reaction times.”

“No kidding,” I said. I watched him as he looked back out the window. Then I looked out the window to see what he was looking at. But it was a cold evening and nobody was outside. He was just staring at an old swing set, probably just reliving his terrible season over and over in his mind. It was awful seeing him so depressed. When he was winning games, he was the life of the party. He would drink fifteen beers the night before a big game, jump off the roof into a swimming pool, and still be the first star of the game fifteen hours later. He always had a joke and he was always able to breathe life into the shy partygoers. But now, that man was gone—lost somewhere in the empty shell that was his seemingly lifeless body.

I looked around the kitchen and spotted a cute blonde. I’d overheard her talking with some other girls earlier. She had a French accent—likely from Quebec, or maybe New Brunswick. She was tiny: maybe five feet tall and maybe ninety pounds: not my type, but I knew that Tiger loved pint-sized beauties. Tiger was nearly seven feet tall, so it was always funny to me to see him flirting with a girl nearly half his size. But there was something about small girls that always made him beam. So I gave him a nudge. “Hey Tiger—see that blonde over there? I overheard her talking to some other girls. She’s in town for the week, visiting family. She’s cute, huh?” Tiger looked slowly over at the girl, who had her long hair tied into a pair of cute braids.

Tiger nodded his head slowly. “Oh yeah, she’s cute,” he said before turning back to the window.

“I think she’s single. She mentioned something about breaking up with her boyfriend,” I said. “And she’s got a cute accent. I think she’s from Quebec.”

Tiger’s face remained expressionless as he stared out the window. I watched as he closed his eyes, as if he was about to cry.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“Nothing,” he said. Then he took a deep breath. “Next month we’re playing in Montreal, and they’re probably going to crush us. God, it’s going to be such a disaster.”

I bit down on my tongue. Maybe my efforts were pointless. Maybe there was no sense in trying to cheer him up. So I gave him a pat on the back and told him that I would catch up with him later. I wanted to get away from his negative energy, but escaping it seemed impossible. Even when I was in a different room, I couldn’t stop thinking about him. I didn’t have many friends with bright futures. Even my smart friends couldn’t afford college. But Tiger already had a scholarship for a great school. Girls loved him and teachers swooned over him because of his great grades. He was the guy everyone wanted to be, and he’d always been such a great friend. He was there when I broke up with my girlfriend. He stayed at my house for three days, until I stopped crying like a fragile little child. Growing up, he was the only guy who ever showed up for my birthday parties. My birthday was at the end of July, so everyone was always gone on vacation—but Tiger always made a point of being in town for me. So I felt guilty now, knowing that he was in the other room with no shoulder to lean on.

I had to cheer him up. So I poured a strong drink and brought it to him. He stared at it for a long moment. “I can only have the one drink,” he reminded me.

“Two won’t kill you. C’mon. Drink it. It’s good.”

He stared at it for a moment before taking it. “What’s in it?” he asked.

“It’s a shot. Just take it.” But really, it was a little more than a double: enough to warm his bones and hopefully pull him out from his funk. He took the shot and perked up. Then he coughed and shook his head.

“That’s strong,” he said.

“It’s good for you. Come into the other room. You should ask that little blonde to dance. Isn’t this your favourite song?” I asked. He followed me to the other room. Usually, he wouldn’t need the help. But now, he was just staring at the girl while his song played. She was alone, looking around, seemingly waiting for someone to ask her to dance. Tiger was a great dancer. He could sweep a woman off of her feet in a matter of seconds on the dance floor. But now, he just stared with a blank look on his face. “What’s the matter?” I asked.

“I really shouldn’t dance,” he said. “Remember last year, when I danced before that big game?”

Tiger was a superstitious football player. He had an endless list of rituals and superstitions. Before each game, he would knock gently on every single trophy case between the changing room and the field. He would jump up and slap the overhead beam before the players’ hallway. When he got onto the field, he would close his eyes and take five deep breaths. Whenever he scored a touchdown, he would change his shoes. Whenever the kicker was attempting a field goal, he would sit on the ground and place his bare hands on the grass. After wins, he would only drink Kokanee. After losses, he would drink Budweiser. He never put ice in his water, because he thought that ice was bad luck within three days of a game.

I have no idea where his rituals came from. They probably developed over time: one game at a time. At first, they were silly. Girls thought his little superstitious mannerisms were cute. But now, they were starting to become obsessive. It took him over an hour after every game to go through all of his little rituals—including changing the laces of every pair of shoes he wore on the field. And he was always filled with a nervous sort of dread, worried that his old rituals were now responsible for his losing streak—but he was too afraid to end his rituals in case he needed them to win. Even now, as he held his bottle of beer, I could see him twirling it clockwise in his hand. I remembered him telling me once that twirling a bottle counter-clockwise was bad luck. He seemed to think that every time he twirled a bottle counter-clockwise, he would fumble the ball in his next game: nonsense, of course, but he was too afraid to take any chances.

“Maybe dancing with her will be good luck,” I suggested. “Maybe she’s like a leprechaun or something. I mean, she is quite small. Do they have those in Quebec?”

He laughed: a small laugh, but maybe the first laugh in six months. It was nice to hear that there was still a sense of humour dwelling deep inside of him: a little piece of hope that he wasn’t completely lost to his football woes.

“Well? Go and dance with her. Look at her. She’s exactly your type.”

He squirmed and shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know,” he said. “I don’t think it’s a good idea. I need everything to be perfect for the game on Tuesday.”

I tried not to sigh as I watched his expression drop. He sunk back into his funk, looking away from the cute blonde who was waiting for him to approach her. I slipped away and had a few more drinks with friends. We went outside for a smoke, and then we started talking about Tiger. “Because of him, I lost three hundred bucks this year. I’m definitely not putting any more money on their games—unless I’m betting against them,” said Juan.

“Be nice to him. He’s going through a tough time,” I said.

“Maybe he should just step down as quarterback then. Maybe then we’ll have a chance of making the playoffs.”

I sauntered over to the window and looked into the house. I could see him standing across the room with that sad, quiet look on his face. I had to help him. I had to cheer him up—even just for one night. So I went back inside. I went to the kitchen to pour him another strong drink, but I couldn’t find the vodka. I asked Jimmy if there was any more in the house somewhere.

“Check downstairs,” he said. “In my parents’ bar—but don’t take too much. I’m not supposed to go down there.” So I went down to the basement and checked the bar of Jimmy’s parents. I looked through drawers and cupboards. There was no vodka, but I did find a blonde Halloween wig. I chuckled as a silly idea entered my mind.

I looked around the room for more pieces to complete my costume. I found Jimmy’s sister’s bedroom, and inside I found a little black dress and some fishnet stockings. I found a tube of lipstick, which I carefully applied to my lips, and then I put on the dress and the wig. Giggling, I went back upstairs.

I got the reaction I was looking for from my friends. They all started laughing when they realized who I was. Juan, who had been openly gay for a few years already, came up behind me and wrapped his arms around me. “You know my birthday isn’t until next week, right?” he said.

“No touching,” I said. “Or I’ll hashtag-me-too your ass.”

The guys laughed. “Why are you dressed up in my sister’s dress?” Jimmy asked.

“I’m going to try to cheer up Tiger,” I said. And then I looked around for him and spotted him on the other side of the room. I knew Tiger wouldn’t be able to resist the urge to laugh. He loved ridiculous gags. So I sauntered over to him, snuck up next to him, and then I wrapped my arms around him. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you!” I said in my best girly voice.

He looked at me with a curious and reserved look. “I’m sorry. Who are you?” he asked.

“Oh, darling! Don’t play silly! It’s me—your beautiful girlfriend.” I did a little spin, trying not to laugh. And it took him a surprisingly long moment before realizing he was looking at me and not a real girl. His face suddenly turned red and he chuckled.

“Where did you find that dress?” he asked.

“You didn’t actually think that I was a girl, did you?” I said.

“I—I didn’t know what was happening,” he said. “I was zoned out, I guess.”

“Well don’t you like the dress? It’s a size too small and I think it makes my ass look big,” I said, turning my backside to him. It was a minute later when one of his favourite songs came on. I grabbed his hand and I pulled him towards the dance floor. “Dance with me!” I said, giggling. He started giggling as well: a bit tipsy and finally starting to relax.

I felt silly in the dress. I kept getting weird looks from people who didn’t know me—but I didn’t care. I’d never been a terribly shy person. One time, both Tiger and I showed up for a sorority party dressed like girls. We both looked ridiculous, but we thought it would be hilarious—and we were right. They let us into the party and we were the only guys there, surrounded by fifty hot girls. And then there was the time that Tiger dared me to run across the football field in the middle of the game, dressed in my own sister’s lingerie. He didn’t think I was going to do it, but I did it, and we both laughed about it for weeks.

Now, he was starting to break away from his funk: exactly what I wanted. His face was red as he looked around at the girls; they were all probably wondering why Tiger was dancing with a drag queen.

The funky song ended and a slower rap song came on. I stumbled slightly, suddenly feeling the effects of my last stiff drink. I giggled, and then I turned around and started to twerk (a not-so-impressive attempt). I backed into him and grinded against his lap. He laughed nervously, cautiously putting his hands on my hips. Now lots of people were watching, probably unable to tell if we were just screwing around or if Tiger was seriously dirty-dancing with a boy in a dress.

It was all just a big joke, until I felt his erection. I wasn’t sure what it was at first, rubbing hard between my butt cheeks in that tight dress. Then I paused and felt him pressing hard against me, sliding that hard shaft up, cradling it between my cheeks. I took a deep breath and then I stood upright, turning around to say, “I’m getting kind of tired. I think I need a break.”

He smiled and nodded. It was nice to see him smiling—but what was up with that erection? Was it just from all the rubbing, or did he have a confused moment? I caught myself looking down at his crotch, to see if it was real. And sure enough, he had a stiff bulge between his leg. He quickly tucked it away with a quick move, and then we went back to the kitchen. This time, he poured himself a strong drink. I poured one for myself as well. We were quiet for a minute, and then he said, “You know, you actually kind of look like a girl with that wig.”

“Really?” I said with a nervous laugh.

He nodded, and then the silence returned. It was getting awkward, so I decided to turn my goofiness back on. As the other guys walked up, I threw my arms around Tiger. “Oh, Tiger. Introduce me to your friends. Tell them all about me—your new girlfriend.” I giggled. The guys chuckled. And even Tiger let a smile slip.

He put his arm around me and pulled me close against his warm, gym-toned body. He was playing along—maybe too much. I could feel his fingers digging into me: not painfully, but enough that I couldn’t quite move. His hand gently slid up from my side to my rib cage, and then his fingers pushed forward, over my chest, where my tits would have been had I been a real girl.

It was all very strange and unexpected. He was touching me as if I was a real girl, getting carried away with our little role-playing game. So to get a break, I excused myself for the bathroom. I was happy that he was starting to relax, maybe for the first time since that first loss of the season, so many months ago. But at the same time, I didn’t like being grabbed and groped. I didn’t like thinking that my good friend was legitimately attracted to me while I was wearing some chick’s tight dress and blonde wig.

There was a knock at the bathroom door. “Just a minute,” I said. I stared at myself in the mirror, looking into my own eyes. Maybe I did look a little bit like a real girl. With a bit of eye makeup, I would have definitely looked like the real thing. My small size didn’t help, and neither did my tiny nose, big eyes, and long eyelashes. I guess I did have some girly features. Family friends were always telling me that I looked more like my mom than my dad, but I didn’t think that they meant I looked more like a girl than a boy.

The person knocked again. “I said I’m in here!” I called out.

“It’s me,” whispered Tiger. Why was he at the door? I walked over and opened the door a crack.

“What is it?” i asked.

“Can I come in for a second?” he asked.

I let him in. “What is it?” I asked. I thought he was going to tell me something private: a secret or a confession. I stared into his eyes, waiting for him to tell me what he came to say. “Well?” I asked.

“Turn around,” he said.

So I turned around, reeling with confusion. He put his hands on my sides, making me feel small as his long, muscular fingers stretched over my ribs. “Bend over,” he said. So I bent over.

“What is this?” I asked.

“Shh,” he said, hushing me. Then his fingers moved down to my thighs. He grabbed the tight bottom of my dress and started pulling it up.

“What are you doing, Tiger?” I asked.

“Shh,” he hushed again. I felt a cool draft tease my butt cheeks. I laughed nervously, feeling weird with my bare butt in his direction. “Nice panties,” he said. I’d forgotten that I put on panties. I originally had my boxers on when I put the dress on, but they looked silly, bunched up under the tight fabric. So I grabbed a clean pair of red lace panties. Now I felt awkward about the girly underwear.

I froze completely when he took the panties and pulled them down, over the cusp of my butt. “Seriously, Tiger. What are you doing?” I asked. I looked back and became cold with terror. He had his cock sticking out from his unzipped fly. He was erect and throbbing, with long, thick veins crawling up to his massive tip. He spat into his hand and then rubbed the spit down his mighty shaft. “Oh God,” I mumbled. “Tiger?”

“Just relax,” he said with a deep, quiet voice. He pressed his free hand against my back as he gently stroked his shaft, pulling back his foreskin while his erection throbbed.

“Tiger, I’m not gay,” I said. But I couldn’t move. I was too terrified.

“You’re not a guy,” he said with a slight smirk in his voice. Now I was regretting giving him the booze. Maybe the one drink limit was a good idea. I tried to squirm away but he grabbed me with both of his strong hands, pinning me in place. But he only needed one hand to hold my slight body still. He slid the other hand down to my butt and he used that hand to spread my cheeks wide. I gasped as he gently tickled my butthole with the tip of his finger.

I was speechless—too scared to move—to scared to stay still. I felt his wet, warm tip press up against my hole. I clenched tight and bit down on my tongue. “Relax,” he said. And then he began to push. His tip was so warm! I felt so vulnerable and so weak. He could do what he wanted to me; he was twice my weight, with more than eighteen inches of height on me. I kept clenching, and then I had a moment of weakness where I let my anal muscles relax. He suddenly penetrated me and I gasped.

He groaned. I could feel his shaft throbbing inside of my body. I closed my eyes and tried not to cry. He grabbed my hips firmly and let a grunt slip. Then he started to push inside of me. I felt everything stretching: including parts of my body that weren’t designed to stretch. My legs trembled and shook, but he didn’t stop. Even when I clenched hard, he didn’t stop. “Oh God, Tiger. It hurts!” I said.

“Just be quiet,” he said. “And take it.” He kept pushing. It felt like forever before I felt the soft tickling of his pubic hair against my bum. Then he let a long sigh of relief out. He caressed my naked ass and then he began to gently thrust in and out. I felt a tear trickle down my cheek. The pain was intense, but I was too afraid to stop him, worried I would make him remember his abysmal football season. At least I had him distracted. At least he was cutting loose for a night. At least I felt like I was paying him back for everything he’d ever done for me.

And the pain was starting to go away. Each thrust hurt less than the one before. In fact, a warm tingling was starting to grow between my legs. I finally allowed myself to unclench, and then most of the pain vanished. I let out a long sigh, curling my fingers against the bathroom counter. I looked down my chest at my dress-clad body. I could see my blonde hair dangling down, teasing the counter. I felt weird, remembering that I was dressed like a girl, being fucked by one of my best friends. I really wasn’t gay. I’d never thought about being with a guy before. In fact, the thought had always scared me, and made me shudder slightly. I had no issues with gay people, but I’d always been into tits and pussies.

But for some reason, I was starting to feel comfortable with Tiger: his strong body was strangely comforting. I liked it when he moved his big hands up and down my sides, caressing my body, sending warm shivers crawling across my skin. It was a long moment before I realized I was pressing my bum back with every penetration, bouncing against his lap while his long shaft explored the inside of my body.

I let out a loud moan. I could feel all of his veins rubbing my anal walls. It felt so good. I found myself squirming, trying to hold back the euphoria. I didn’t want the moment to end. “Fuck me harder,” I whispered. And then his fingers gripped me tighter and he began to thrust harder. I looked down my body again and noticed that my cock was erect and bouncing up and down, reaching for my abdomen. I felt my face turning red. I didn’t want him to see the erection. I didn’t want him to know that I was liking this, even though I knew he was liking it. “Don’t stop,” I said. If I didn’t want him knowing I was enjoying myself, then why was I begging him to ram me harder? Why was I begging him not to stop?

He fucked me faster, slamming down harder. The euphoria became overwhelming. I let another loud moan slip out and then I pressed my forehead against the bathroom counter. I spread my legs wide and he moved in tighter, ramming me harder and faster. I could feel his thick shaft bloating up inside of me as his fingertips dug into my skin. “Don’t stop!” I said again.

“I’m going to come,” he groaned.

“Oh God, it feels so good,” I said as warm beads of sweat began to tickle the back of my neck. Then he came. I felt his hot load gushing inside of my body. I gasped and clenched my hole as he pushed himself in as deep as he could, with his pubic hair pressed against my bum. His body trembled as his huge load unloaded inside of me. Then he stumbled back and I felt it flowing out of me. I gasped and remained slumped on the counter while the warm goo began to pour down my thighs.

“What time is it?” he asked.

“I—I don’t know,” I said.

“I should get going,” he said. “I have to train in the morning.”

I managed to peel myself up. I stumbled slightly, feeling the redness as it entered my face.

“Let’s not talk about this,” he said. “Let’s just pretend like this never happened.”

I nodded my head. “Okay,” I said.

He smiled, and then he turned away and left, leaving me alone in the bathroom. When I finally got myself cleaned up and I returned downstairs, he was gone. The party was starting to die down. And my butthole was still throbbing from five minutes of blissful ramming.


CHAPTER II

I woke up wishing the night had been a nightmare. But I knew as soon as I stood up that the fucking had really happened. My bum was still sore and my hole was still slightly agape. I took a long shower, letting the hot water wash down my legs where his cum had dribbled down. My heart was pounding hard, constantly reminding me of what I’d done. Why didn’t I stop him? Why did I let him fuck me? Was he gay, or was he just drunk and I looked a bit too much like a girl?

When I got out from the shower, I spent some time staring at myself in the mirror. I ran my fingers gently down my face, feeling my skin and the curves of my jawline and cheekbones. I did have some traditionally feminine features, but did I look like a girl? I’d dressed up like a girl before, but no one ever thought that I was the real deal. Tiger was just drunk, and that wig had helped to hide parts of my face—maybe the more masculine parts.

I paced around my apartment. On my kitchen counter was the dress and the blonde wig. The rest of my night was a bit of a blur, as the alcohol had seeped into my brain and left me in a bit of a drunken fog of my own. I knew that I was wearing my normal boy clothes when I got into the taxi… apparently I took the dress and the wig along with me, presumably in the grocery bag that was on my kitchen floor. Now, I knew that I needed to return the outfit, but I was embarrassed to call Jimmy to tell him that I had it. I would have to find a way to sneak it into his house… or maybe I could just hold onto it. His sister had a thousand dresses. Would she really notice the one missing? And that wig smelled like dust when I pulled it out from that cupboard. I was probably doing the family a favour by removing it from their house and freeing up a bit of space. But what the hell was I going to do with it?

It was later that day when I saw Tiger, for the first time since I saw him in the bathroom. We had class together, but he hardly noticed me. He had that faraway look in his eyes again, probably thinking about his upcoming game, making sure he was going through all of the correct traditions so that the football Gods would give him a chance at winning. I was glad that he was distracted. I didn’t want to have any awkward encounters. Though I couldn’t help but think that he couldn’t remember what we’d done together. He was fairly intoxicated when he slipped into that bathroom with me, and he was stumbling slightly when he left me alone, with cum oozing down my legs. Maybe the whole night was a blur to him. Maybe he only remembered fragments. Maybe he thought that he fucked a random girl in the bathroom.

He looked over at me at one point. He forced a bit of a smile: nothing unusual, nothing that suggested he was thinking about our romp in the bathroom. Maybe the romp was now my own little secret. Maybe I was the only person on the planet who knew that it happened. Maybe I would forget about it, given enough time.

The next day was Tuesday: game day. It had only been a few days since their last game, and the Nova Scotia Hurricane was just coming off their rest week: well rested and heavily favoured to win against our slumping team. It was a cool afternoon and attendance was at an all-time low. I showed up wearing a big jacket, with a blanket to rest across my lap. There were a few girls in the stands: girlfriends of players—none of whom seemed particularly interested in the game.

Even I wasn’t too interested, just there to support my friend, not wanting him to think that I was giving up on him like everyone else. I caught myself zoning out with my phone in my hand a few times. And then something strange happened. The announcer screamed, “What a throw! Thirty yards, straight into the hands of Heidelberg! It’s a touchdown!” I looked up and saw Tiger gently stretching his shoulder after making the amazing throw. They replayed the play on the big screen: an amazing play by Tiger. And it wasn’t the last amazing play of the game.

The team was down by three points with just two minutes left. Tiger had the ball, thirty yards from the end-zone, and it was the third down. He was about to throw the ball, and then one of the Hurricane players attempted a tackle. Tiger dodged the move gracefully, and then he started to run the ball. He dodged another player, and then another. Then he jumped over a diving Hurricane: an impressive jump, eliciting a gasp from the crowd. He ran the ball the whole way, into the end-zone, taking the lead with just ninety seconds remaining. It was his last play of the game. The defence managed to run down the clock, keeping the Nova Scotia Hurricane away from the centre line until the buzzer rang.

Tiger’s slump was over. His team ran up and embraced him. They still had a long way to go before they were even in the running for the playoffs, but it was a step in the right direction—and it was all thanks to two amazing plays by Tiger.

I saw Tiger an hour later, at the after party down the street. His eyes were glowing. His gaze was still lost inwards, but he was happy. His face was beaming and he kept biting his bottom lip, trying not to smile. Many people congratulated him on his win, but there were still many sour grapes in the crowd: people who had money riding on the team. The team was favoured to win the playoffs when the season started. Now, they only had a five percent chance of making the playoffs, and most people blamed Tiger for that. The worst of the scorn came from the parents of the other players: parents who were hoping for a playoff run that would place their kids in front of elite talent scouts.

There was still a chance, and I could see that chance glimmering on Tiger’s face, glowing in his eyes. “Congratulations,” I said. He turned around and looked into my eyes. He smiled and nodded his head slowly.

“Thanks,” he said. “And thanks for coming out. I saw you up in the stands, even though it was cold.”

“I don’t mind,” I said. “So is this the start of an epic winning streak? If you win eight straight, you guys will probably make it in—right?”

He laughed. “Eight straight wins. That’s asking a lot,” he said.

“If anyone can do it, it’s you,” I said.

And then I watched as his smile grew. He stared into my eyes and nodded his head slowly. Then a strange tingling dread filled my gut. What was on his mind? Was he remembering our moment in the bathroom? I cleared my throat. “Well, I’d better get going,” I said. “I’ve got class in the morning. I’ll see you later.”

He nodded his head, and then I turned to leave, feeling weird about the whole thing. I could still feel a bit of soreness between my butt cheeks.


CHAPTER III

I was in a cafe the day before Tiger’s next game. I overheard a group of friends chatting behind me in line. “You saw that they won, right?” said one of the friends.

“One game—big deal. You know that they would have to win every single remaining game just to make the playoffs, right?” said another.

“It’s not impossible.”

“It’s basically impossible. Want to know the worst part? My cousin’s on the team. Apparently he had a scholarship pending for UBC. He got a call two weeks ago saying the scholarship is going to someone else. Is it his fault? No. He didn’t botch all of those games. It’s bullshit, if you ask me.”

I was tempted to turn around, to defend my friend. But a part of me was scared to stand up for Tiger. The town hated him more than ever before.

“I’m just saying there’s still a chance,” said the friend to the other.

“Hardly. They should have been playing the alternate QB. Then we wouldn’t be in this mess. You know why they’re not playing the alternate, right? Because Tiger’s parents fund the whole team. It’s all bullshit.” The man was angry, but he wasn’t lying. Tiger had rich parents; they were the richest couple in the town, and everyone knew it. Tiger’s dad employed a third of the town, and Tiger’s mom was the principal of the school, which technically owned the team. Had Tiger’s parents been poor, then he probably wouldn’t have been played after the third straight loss of the year. “He’s just another useless rich kid.”

“You’re probably right,” the other friend said, and then my coffee finished and I left the cafe. I wasn’t free from the town’s hatred for Tiger. Most of the people my age knew that we were friends, so even I got the odd scorn on the street: people thinking I had something to do with Tiger’s miserable season. And maybe I did contribute just a little bit to the season from hell. During the summer, I convinced Tiger to skip more than a few practices, so we could hang out. I pushed him into drinking more than he was supposed to be drinking. I was partly responsible for giving Tiger his big ego: constantly telling him that he didn’t need to train so much, because he was naturally talented. Tiger listened to me—until the season started going downhill.

Tiger’s family was hosting a big event that night. All of the rich people in town were invited, and a few journalists from out of town were coming to interview Tiger’s family. Tiger had sent me an invite a few weeks before, but I declined, not wanting to end up being photographed by any journalists. The odd scorn on the street was bad enough. I didn’t need the whole town lumping me in with the abysmal football season. “You should come,” Tiger texted me, twenty minutes after the event began.

“I’m just going to stay home tonight. I’ve got that big biology test tomorrow,” I wrote back.

“You really don’t want to come? The drinks are free,” he wrote.

“Are you even drinking?” I asked.

“No. But you can drink if you want to,” he said. But it didn’t exactly sound like a ton of fun: drinking by myself, surrounded by rich people and journalists. It seemed like a bad idea: to have a big, rich celebration while the whole town was grinding their teeth with anger.

“I think I’ll pass tonight,” I said. “Thanks for the invite though.”

I didn’t really need to study too much for my test. It was a small test, and it was easy material. I looked over my textbook and then I watched some TV. It was around 11:00 PM when I decided it was probably time to go to bed, so I could get enough rest for the test. Then I got a text message from Tiger. “I’m at your back door. Let me in,” the message said. I went over to my window and peered out. Sure enough, he was standing there on my back porch, looking around nervously, as if he just robbed a bank and he needed somewhere to hide. I went down to let him inside, creeping across the living room because I knew my parents were still awake: I could hear the TV playing in their bedroom.

“What are you doing here?” I whispered as he slipped into my house.

“I had to get away from that party,” he said. “What are you up to?”

“I was just about to go to bed. Shouldn’t you be sleeping? You have that big game tomorrow. You can’t lose or the town will crucify you.”

He nodded his head slowly. “I know. But I can’t sleep. I can’t relax. I’m going to lose tomorrow.”

“Why?” I asked. I heard a creaking overhead. I paused and looked up, worried my parents were awake. I wasn’t supposed to have friends over after 10:00 PM. My parents knew about my upcoming test, and they wanted me to do well, even though they knew I couldn’t afford college, and they couldn’t afford it either.

“Nothing’s right,” he said.

“What does that mean?” I asked.

He scratched the back of his neck. “I went to buy new laces for my shoes, but the store is closed for the week. I guess the owner is on vacation. So I went online, but the website said it would take three days for express delivery. And then I went to practice this morning, but our locker room is locked because I guess there’s asbestos or something in there, so they have us in another room—and it’s just not right.”

“None of that stuff matters,” I said.

“I know it doesn’t, but it’s all I can think of. You know how I am: I need things to be right,” he said.

I shook my head. “Was every little thing right before your last game? You had more drinks than usual, and you still won. Isn’t that one of your things?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Some things were different,” he said. “But they were all right for the most part.”

“You just need to relax and keep reminding yourself that none of that stuff matters. Things aren’t always going to be right. Sometimes rooms need renovated, and sometimes stores will be closed. If you were playing in the Grey Cup and suddenly your locker room was closed, would you just give up? If you’re going to make it to that professional level, you need to find a way to control your own destiny. Don’t let all these little habits decide your fate for you.”

“I know that it’s just in my head, Xander. But I can’t change that—not overnight.”

I took a deep breath and looked into his eyes. He was staring into my eyes, looking like he had something else to say, but he was too afraid to say it. “Just go home and try to sleep,” I said. “You’ll do fine tomorrow. You just need to relax and focus on the game—not on the little things. That’s all I can say. The rest is up to you.”

“Xander, I hate to do this. But I need your help,” he said.

“With what?” I asked. I was starting to feel tired. My eyes were becoming heavy while my gut churned with a dread that had been lingering since the night in the bathroom.

“The night before that win. You had that wig and that dress,” he said. His face was white and he was staring down at the floor now, unable to look into my eyes. I looked down at the floor as well. My heart suddenly started pounding. I’d convinced myself that he was too drunk to remember the romp in the bathroom, but now I was realizing it was as clear in his mind as it was in mine. “Do you still have that stuff?”

“The dress and the wig?” I said softly. My voice cracked slightly.

“Yeah.”

“Um. Yeah. Why?” I said, unable to look up at him.

“I won that game the next day,” he said. “I don’t know that I’ve ever played as well as I did the next day.”

“So what are you getting at?” I said, biting the edge of my tongue.

“Put on the wig and the dress and we’ll go down to the basement,” he whispered. “I’ll pay you money. My parents gave me a thousand bucks for my birthday two weeks ago. It’s yours.”

I opened my mouth to reply but there was a giant lump in my throat preventing words from escaping. “Y—You want me to do what?” I asked.

“Put on the dress and the wig, and we’ll go downstairs. It’ll be fast. Please. I need you to do this for me. Nothing else has gone right.”

I could taste copper in my mouth. My lips were suddenly dry. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs and then I attempted to clear my throat. “I can’t do it,” I said.

“I’ll seriously give you a thousand dollars—and it will only take a few minutes. Please Xander. We’ll just do it and never talk about it again.” He reached into his pocket and fished out the wad of bills. I stared at the money, shocked and confused. And then my brain started to consider the offer. I’d already bent over for him once before, so it’s not like I would be losing my anal virginity. And I could still remember how good it felt once the pain went away. For an hour after the act, I was tingling with euphoria. And then there was that thousand dollars. I really needed that money. I only had about fifty bucks in my bank account. I’d never had that much money before.

“You promise it’ll be fast?” I asked with a dull, quiet voice.

“Promise,” he said.

“Okay,” I said. “Come down to the basement in ten minutes.” I turned slowly and went to retrieve the wig and the dress. My legs were already wobbling while my heart throbbed violently.


CHAPTER IV

I felt like I was on the verge of fainting as I paced back and forth in my basement. I was wearing that dress and that wig. There was a dusty mirror across the room that I kept staring at: staring at my reflection, not sure how to feel about my curves. Especially from afar, I actually looked like a girl. Up close, I could see my face, which ruined the whole illusion. And then I opened a drawer and found some of my sister’s old makeup supplies. I didn’t have enough time to doll myself up, but I did decide to put on a little bit of mascara on my eyelashes, and a touch of lip-gloss on my lips. Those two items were enough to make me look a little bit girly: enough for me to get into the right headspace.

I had no shoes or socks on. My bare feet were on the cold cement floor in that unfinished basement. I had to keep moving or my toes would go numb. But whenever I moved, I could feel the satin of the dress rubbing against my skin: a feeling that brought me right back to that party bathroom: the last time I wore the dress. It was a nice feeling: soft and pleasant. But it was a constant reminder of what was coming. It took two days for my asshole to return to normal after Tiger fucked me. Now I had another two days of recovery to look forward to.

I heard him coming down the stairs. A part of me was terrified that it was my father, so I jumped behind the wall and peered out from the shadows, until I saw that it was him. Then I stepped out and he looked at me from across the room. I held my arms out and whispered, “Is this okay?”

He nodded his head slowly. He cleared his throat. “You look good,” he said softly.

“Where do you want to do this?” I asked.

“Anywhere,” he said. Then he looked around and spotted the dresser where I found the makeup supplies. “How’s about there?”

I nodded my head, and then I walked over. I gave the dresser a little nudge, to make sure it was properly grounded. I didn’t want it rocking and squeaking and making a ton of noise that would wake my family up. But it was heavy and steady: good enough to hold my weight. I planted my elbows down on the wooden surface and I spread my legs enough for him to step in.

He stepped forward and put his hands on my hips. Then he began to gently caress up and down, feeling my curves and my sides. “What are you doing?” I asked. “Just get it over with.”

“I can’t,” he said. “I’m not hard.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but then I paused. The words were stuck in my throat. I could feel his big hands moving up and down while confusion swilled in my head. Was he using me to get hard? Could I get him hard? Did that mean that he was gay, or did it mean that I really looked and felt like a woman to him? My heart stuttered. I wasn’t fond of that moment: feeling gay while a strong man handled my body. I wanted to get the act over with, and I knew that standing still wasn’t doing me any favours. So I pushed my bum back into his crotch and I began to sway, grinding my ass against his lap. “How’s this?” I asked in my best girly voice.

He laughed nervously. “I think that’s working,” he said. I closed my eyes and tried to stay in character. That’s all I was doing: acting. It was just a favour for a friend, and a way to make a few bucks. And I kept reminding myself that I had nothing to lose. I’d already let him inside of me once before, so what was once more?

I could feel his bulge growing in his pants: getting harder and harder with each passing second. I heard him let an elated sigh slip out. Then his fingers began to squeeze me, the same way they did a few nights before. “Take off your pants,” I whispered.

He quickly undid his belt and dropped his pants to the ground. Then he stepped forward again, pulling up my dress and pressing his semi-erect cock between my butt cheeks. I kept grinding and he kept groping. But he wasn’t getting fully-erect. I started to wonder if there was something wrong with me. Was I not turning him on? Was I not sexy enough? For some reason the thought of leaving him unsatisfied was frightening. If I was going to be doing this, I at least wanted to do it right. I looked back at him. “Get it up already,” I said.

“I—I can’t,” he said. “I can’t stop thinking about the game tomorrow.”

I bit down on my tongue. I wanted to help. I needed to help. I could come this far and then just fall flat. I couldn’t let him down. So I turned around and looked down at his extended semi-erect cock. I took a deep breath as my head became hot. Then I dropped to the ground, pressing my knees against the cold cement. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but it was my only idea—and I had to do something to move things along. I couldn’t spend all night in that basement with him. I grabbed his long cock, squeezed it firmly, and then I pressed his tip through my lips. I began to suck with my eyes closed. I kept telling myself that it was just another part of his body: no different than any other part. I bobbed my head quickly while I sucked. I tickled the underside of his tip with my tongue. I tried out all of the techniques that used to drive me wild with my ex-girlfriend. And sure enough, he started to throb intensely. His cock began to thicken, hardening, pushing up against the roof of my mouth. I spat him out for a moment to catch my breath. While I was breathing, I tugged his shaft, pulling his foreskin up and down, squeezing a drop of pre-cum out from his reddened tip.

“Does that feel good?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Yeah. Really good,” he said.

“Good,” I said. Then I stood up and spun around. I bent over, placing my elbows down. “Fuck me then.” I waited a moment, and then I felt that big, warm tip pressing between my butt cheeks. He used his free hand to spread my ass open, to make access easier—or maybe so he could see my puckering hole while it was being penetrated. I was clenching hard, but I managed to convince myself to relax, knowing that it would all be over with more quickly if I could relax. He began to push in.

I groaned and bit down hard on my tongue. I could feel the stretching, but this time there was no pain. Maybe my asshole was still stretched out from our previous romp. Maybe the pain was never really that bad to begin with, and it was all in my head. I took a deep breath and felt his veiny shaft sliding deep. I moaned, feeling the throbbing against my anal walls. “Fuck,” I muttered. “That feels so good.” But this time, he hadn’t even started thrusting yet. I couldn’t help myself. The euphoria was stronger this time—maybe because I had fewer reservations. Maybe I was starting to accept that I was gay. But was I gay? Did I like being with men? I never caught myself staring at men on the street or daydreaming about men during school—but I certainly did those things with women. So why was I so aroused now? Was the arousal just a consequence of the penetration? Was my pleasure just a response to the stimulation of my prostate?

He slid in deep and began to thrust. This time, I didn’t close my eyes. Instead, I turned my head and stared at that dusty mirror. I watched my small body being dominated by the big, muscular quarterback. I watched as his long cock slid in and out: emerging like a long snake one moment and then disappearing inside of my body the next moment. It felt so good. I was moaning loudly, unable to control myself. Thankfully, Tiger reached around and placed his hand over my mouth, muffling me.

He was more comfortable this time, pounding me harder and faster. And I was taking it: pressing my bum back with each penetration, bouncing on his lap, getting all of his huge cock inside of my body. “Don’t stop!” I begged before biting down on his fingers.

He was groaning and grunting, sinking his fingertips hard into me. I couldn’t believe how deep his long shaft was inside of me. I could almost feel it pressing into my lungs, sliding up along my abdomen wall, up towards my sternum. God, it felt so good. I didn’t want it to end.

My legs began to wobble. I started to picture his perfect cock in my mind. I remembered the feeling of his cum oozing down my thighs, and I wanted to feel that everywhere. So I said, “Come all over me.”

And it was only a few seconds later when he pulled out and said, “Turn around. Quickly.” I spun around and dropped down to my knees, trembling all over. He squeezed his erection tight and began to spray my face and dress-clad chest with his amazing cumshot. It was so warm and it felt so good. I could feel his thick globs sliding down my skin. I moaned and rubbed it all over me, spreading it everywhere while it oozed down. I looked down at my body and saw my big erection pushing up against my dress. There was a small wet spot against my tip: pre-cum. I was on the verge of coming, but I didn’t want to finish myself off in front of him, so I reached down and tucked my cock away before standing up. He fingers a glob of cum off of my collarbone and brought it to my lips. I licked it up, and then we kissed. His tongue penetrated my lips for five long seconds before reality returned to me and I jumped back.

“That’s it,” I said. “Now you should get home to get some sleep—and I should do the same.”

He nodded his head slowly. His eyes were glistening and his skin was pale, with rosy cheeks. He was smiling, biting down on his tongue in his moment of pleasant embarrassment. “Okay. Thanks for this,” he said.

He left, leaving me with a bit of a mess to clean up. It wasn’t until I returned with some paper towel to clean his cum off the ground that I noticed the thousand dollars sitting on the dresser. He must have put it down while I wasn’t looking. I fanned through the money, fighting back the urge to smile. I felt good, although conflicted. I liked having money, but I didn’t like that I’d now allowed my male friend to fuck me twice.

And it wasn’t until the next day that I realized my act wasn’t over. Tiger led his team to a decisive victory: a tremendous blowout, complete with a number of amazing highlights by the star quarterback.


CHAPTER V

Tiger came by my house that evening with an envelope. He didn’t look into my eyes as he passed it to me. “Thanks,” he said softly before leaving. Inside the envelope was a note that said ‘Thank you’ and five crisp hundred dollar bills. It was a tip, or maybe a bonus. I didn’t know what to think of the money. It was a reminder of what I’d done. Tiger obviously thought that I was the reason he played such a tremendous game—and I was starting to wonder if it might be true as well.

Maybe he was getting some anger out on me. Maybe he was unloading his frustrations, using his cock. Maybe he just needed a way to get his mind off of football, and having taboo sex with me was his outlet. Or maybe it was just a mental block that I was lifting him over—either way, I was responsible, was I not? So I felt giddy, smiling as I went about my day.

It was the next day when I received a text message from him. “The next game is on Wednesday,” he wrote. “Then it’s our week off. You have Tuesday night free, right?”

It took me a few minutes to reply. My hands were trembling, but I knew that I now had a duty to fulfil. “I’ll leave it open,” I wrote.

But my job wasn’t as simple as bending over and letting him have at me for however long he needed. I needed to turn him on. I needed to get him aroused, and I needed to get his mind off of football. The town was starting to buzz with hopefulness. Articles came out, suggesting the possibility of a comeback. The odds of making the playoffs had risen to twelve percent. Rumours were buzzing that there would be a talent scout at the next game, which made many parents in the town very happy—even though the talent scout was obvious coming to see Tiger and not the other kids on the team.

I had work to do. I went online with my newly padded bank account, and I ordered a few items: a piece of black lace lingerie, a pair of heels in my size, a few makeup supplies of my own, and a black lace choker to cover my subtle Adam’s apple. My Adam’s apple had been a bit of distraction for me during our last romp. When I looked over at the mirror, I kept seeing it when I tilted my head back. Now that wasn’t going to be an issue—and I would look a little bit sexier for Tiger, getting him into the mood a little bit faster.

My items arrived a couple of days before our date. Tiger texted me to let me know that he had a motel room booked for the night. I told him that I would be there. Then I went into my room, locked the door, and began to practise my makeup. I wore my wig and the lingerie and the heels. I waited until my family was out of the house before practising my voice and my heeled walk. I took a few pictures of myself to see how I looked, and then I found myself ogling my own photos. I really did look hot, especially with that choker around my throat. My lips looked so plump with a bit of lip-gloss. My cheeks looked so prominent with a bit of blush. My eyes looked so big and stunning with a stroke of eyeliner.

I looked at the clock and realized three hours had already gone by. I needed to get myself cleaned up before my family came home. Strangely, I hated the feeling of washing off my makeup and taking off my tight lingerie. It was fun dressing up. Being sexy was a surprising thrill. I found myself praying that Tiger would win his next game, so that I could have another chance to dress up: so I could pick out a new outfit and try out a new makeup style. I couldn’t wait for him to see me all dolled up. I couldn’t wait to see his reaction to my curvy figure in that tight lingerie. I was literally counting down the hours until our date.

And then the moment came. It was 4:00 PM on Tuesday, the evening before the big game. I went to the motel early and checked into the room. I knew Tiger would arrive until 7:00 PM, so I had three long hours to make myself perfect. I spent an hour and a half doing my makeup: getting every little brush and stroke just right. Then I spent some time getting my wig looking realistic and cute. I used a borrowed curling wand to give my hair a bit of bounce. I already had my legs and armpits shaved. I used a product called Leg Shine to make my legs glisten. I even rubbed some on my butt so that my butt would have a cute shine to it. Then spent the rest of my remaining time alone getting the room ready: turning out overhead lights, using pieces of red fabric to cover lamps, to make the room more intimate. I turned up the heat a bit and I put on some soft music. Then came the knock at the door.

My heart raced. I rushed to the door and then I paused with terror. I looked through the peep hole and saw him standing there. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. Then I gently opened the door and stepped back. He came in and his gaze fell upon me. He said nothing and I said nothing. He put down his bag, closed the door, and then he walked up to me, putting his hands on my sides. I looked up into his eyes. He was wearing cologne. His face was freshly shaved, still smelling of aftershave. He gently caressed my body, and then he kissed me on the lips. “You look beautiful,” he said.

“Thanks,” I said in my practised girly voice. He cracked a smile. I ran my fingers down his chest, and then I looked down at his crotch. His bulge was already beginning to throb. He was excited: aroused by the mere sight of me. My heart jumped up into my throat. The extra work was worth it. The idea was to get him in the mood quickly, so the job would be easier. But now I was feeling a bit of regret, worried that I’d done too good of a job. Now foreplay was mostly unnecessary. I knew he would come quickly once he was inside of me. How could he not? I was sexy. I looked like a fuckable sex kitten in my lingerie and choker.

I turned around and strutted to the bed. I crawled up and swayed my bum in the air for him. When I looked back, he was already half naked: shirt on the floor, fingers at his fly. It was only a few seconds before his ripped body was naked. He came up on the bed with me. He ran his hands down my smooth legs and then he ran those hands up my chest. He cupped my tits and squeezed, making me wish I really had tits for him to squeezed. Then he pushed me forward until I fell on my stomach. He bent down and sunk his face between my butt cheeks. He pulled my lingerie to the side and began to tongue my asshole. It was a strange feeling—but a pleasant one. I moaned, squirming as the euphoria pulsed through my body.

I could feel my cock hardening, pushing firmly against the lace of my lingerie. I wanted to reach down and jerk myself off so badly, but I couldn’t ruin the illusion for Tiger. I let him eat me out for the next ten minutes, and then he rolled me over and climbed up my body. He aimed his erection down at my lips and made me suck him. I put my hands on his rock-hard thighs and held on tightly, feeling his hard veins against my tongue as he plunged up and down in my mouth. Another blissful fifteen minutes went by in the blink of an eye. Then he crawled down my body, feeling my curves along the way. He spread my legs and pulled my lingerie to the side, exposing my asshole. He stared into my eyes while he pressed his tip against my hole.

“I want it so badly,” I said.

He nodded his head. His face was red and beads of sweat were forming on his forehead. He took a deep breath, and then he started to push his cock into me. Now, for the first time, he wasn’t fucking me from behind. He was penetrating me while staring at my face. I must have looked hot because his cock was harder than ever before. He was practically salivating at the sight of me, making me feel sexy. I loved that feeling. I didn’t want it to end.

He paused for a moment and then he grinned.

“What is it?” I asked, with three inches of his cock pressed into my asshole.

“Before the next game, I want you to dress like a cheerleader,” he said. “I can get you the outfit.”

I nodded my head and bit the corner of my bottom lip. “If that’s what you want,” I said. He pushed his cock further into me. I moaned and he grunted. He looked down my body with lust glowing in his eyes. Then he began to thrust. I felt so vulnerable and so submissive underneath him. A part of me hated that he was staring at my face while pumping me, but another part loved it. I loved looking hot. I loved being his sex toy.

He pumped me hard and fast, holding me tight with both of his hands. I tilted my head back and let out a loud cry. I could be as loud as I wanted, now that we were in a motel room and not in the basement of my parents’ house. He fucked me harder and harder. “Please don’t stop!” I begged. “Keep fucking me. Fuck me harder!” I could feel the whole length of his impressive cock sliding in and out, massaging my anal walls, making my body pulse with excitement. I reached up and ran my fingers through my hair. The euphoria was intense: more intense than ever before.

I could feel a tingling between my legs. I could feel my whole body buzzing. Then suddenly, I felt like I had to pee. I tried to hold it back, but then I just couldn’t tolerate the ecstasy anymore. I let go and looked down as a big wet spot began to form around my crotch, where the tip of my cock was. But it wasn’t pee—I was coming. His cock was perfectly slamming into my prostate, and ten minutes was enough to make me climax. The white cum seeped through the small holes in the lace. I reached down and wiped some up, pulling it up my torso, tasting a little bit of it before rubbing it on my chest.

He watched with glowing eyes, getting even harder inside of me. His mouth fell open and then he groaned loudly. He quickly pulled out, squeezed his shaft, and began to unload all over my torso and face. It was an amazing feeling—but I was sad that our romp was over. It would be two weeks before his next game, and there was a chance that I wouldn’t even be dressing up again for him.

But there was the chance that he would need me again. There was a good chance that I would be putting on a cheerleading outfit and taking it in the ass again. Maybe he would make me come again. Maybe he would make me experience a whole new level of orgasm.

Or maybe this whole thing was spiralling out of control. Maybe this needed to stop. Maybe I needed to get him to realize that he didn’t need to fuck me in order to win games. He wanted to make a career as a quarterback, after all. I couldn’t just be around for him to fuck before every game for the rest of his career.

I needed to convince him that this was all nonsense. I needed to convince him that he didn’t need me, even though I was staring to like our romps together—especially because I was starting to like our romps together. I had to save him, as well as myself.


CHAPTER VI

It was the night before the next big game. Tiger had been sending me text messages all day, but I hadn’t been replying. I’d made the decision to cut him off. He needed to win a game without me and realize that he didn’t need me. It was my form of tough love: teaching him a valuable lesson the hard way.

Of course I was terrified that he would lose the game. I couldn’t help but be sucked a little bit into his own superstitious mentality. What if he did lose? Would he blame me? Would it sort of be my fault for tripping him up mentally the night before? But I had to do something. He wanted to be a quarterback as a career. I couldn’t just be on call for the next ten to fifteen years. And what about when he had to make road trips? Would I have to go on the road with him?

“I’m going to come over,” he messaged at 9:00 PM. I panicked. I took a deep breath and began pacing my room. My parents were downstairs. I knew that they would let him into the house if he showed up at the door. I thought about going downstairs to tell my parents that I was feeling sick, but I had a feeling that wouldn’t stop them from letting Tiger in to see me. So I quickly got dressed and went down to the living room. “I’m going to a friend’s house,” I said.

“This late?” my mom said.

I bit down on my tongue. “He needs help with a project due tomorrow,” I lied.

“What friend is this?” she asked.

“Frankie.”

“Who’s Frankie?”

“You know Frankie,” I said. “He comes over all the time.” She gave me a blank look, because there was no Frankie—I made him up.

“Oh. Okay. Well don’t stay out too late,” she said.

I left quickly, knowing Tiger would be at the door within minutes, like a junkie looking for a fix. I slipped out the back and started in the opposite direction of Tiger’s house. I had nowhere to go, so I just walked and walked until I reached a dog park that was abandoned for the night. The air was a bit cold, but not unbearable. I took a seat on the bench and then I looked at my phone. It was ten minutes later when Tiger sent another message. “Where are you, Xander? I really need to see you. The big game is tomorrow,” he wrote. I didn’t reply. Then a minute later, he wrote. “Don’t make me wait at your place.” Was I going to be sleeping on that bench overnight? “The town will kill me if I lose tomorrow,” he wrote. “I have that cheerleader outfit.” Then he sent a photo of the outfit, spread out on his car’s passenger seat.

My heart skipped a beat. The outfit was cute. I wanted to wear it. I wanted to see myself in the little skirt and the tight halter top. I wanted to feel the soft fabric against my skin. He even had a little thong resting under the skirt on his seat: red to match the team colours. I sighed and squirmed—but I remained strong, taking a deep breath and biting down hard on my tongue. I didn’t reply to the message.

“Please, Xander. I need you. I don’t know where you are, but I need you.”

It was hard to resist, but somehow I managed. It was 2:00 AM when I finally returned to my house, creeping down the alley as I snuck up to the door. I looked around to make sure he wasn’t camped out anywhere. Then, without turning on any lights, I made my way to my bed and crawled under the covers. His messages had stopped. I couldn’t help but wonder if he managed to find another fix, or if he’d just accepted that he wasn’t going to be getting any. Did it have to be me? Could he have a fling with another lady—or a ladyboy?

The thought made me tense up. I didn’t like the thought of him being with someone else, but I wasn’t sure why. It’s not like we were dating. It’s not like we were an item. Or were we? It felt like we had something together: something special, that I was ruining by hiding away. But I had to hide—I had to teach him that he didn’t need me.

But when I woke up in the morning, my will wasn’t so strong. As I opened my eyes, my heart started pounding. A horrible coldness crept down my spine. Did I just ruin the team’s season? Was I about to be responsible for Tiger’s crucifixion? Were all of those kids about to be stripped of their college dreams? I looked at the time. It was almost 10:00 AM: I slept in.

I sprung out of bed. The game was due to start in just two hours. Tiger was probably already down at the field, getting warmed up. On the radio, the local hosts were talking about the game. “Will Tiger extend the team’s win streak? If they win this game, they might actually have a shot at making the playoffs.”

I paced around my room. My parents and sister were gone. I had the house to myself. I took a deep breath and then I found myself staring at my reflection in the mirror. “What are you doing?” I whispered. I looked at the time. Now there was only an hour before kickoff. I had to get ready.

I ran to my sister’s room and I began to dig through her closet. I needed an outfit. I dug until I found something that seemed appropriate to wear out: a tight grey crop top (almost like a sports bra), a tiny pair of white denim shorts, and a little jean jacket that tied the whole outfit together. I knew that my sister was down at the field to watch the game; her and her friends got tickets the day before. So I had to make myself unrecognizable. I put on more makeup than usual, going thick with the eyeliner, dark with the eye shadow, and heavy with the contouring. I used lipstick instead of lip-gloss, and then I put a black hat on top of my wig, giving me a bit of a hipster look. I squeezed my feet into my sister’s black flats, and then I took off for the game with just fifteen minutes to kickoff.

I knew I was going to be too late. I was fifteen minutes away from the field. And to make matters worse, the parking lot at the field was full. The streets were all crammed with parked cars, so I had to park many blocks away and run the rest of the distance. I could hear the anthem ringing out while I was still three blocks away. I knew Tiger was already on the field, but I kept going. I had no plan, but I knew I had to do something.

I went to the ticket booth. “One ticket, please,” I said softly. I expected the man behind the desk to laugh in my face. But instead, he just looked into my eyes and said, “Sorry, ma’am. We’re all sold out today. First sell-out this season.”

I bit my tongue. “I don’t mind standing.”

“I can’t let you do that. Sorry, ma’am.”

I was a bit distracted by the fact he really thought that I was a woman. Did I really look the part? Was Tiger possibly not bluffing when he told me that I looked cute? Was he maybe not secretly gay? When I was dolled up, did I really look like a chick? “There must be some way for me to watch the game,” I said.

“On TV,” the man said.

“I need to get in there. It’s really important,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know what you want me to say,” he said.

I looked behind him. There was a door into the stadium. “Where does that door go?” I asked.

“Why?” he said.

“I want to know,” I said.

He shrugged again. “It goes to the offices, the locker rooms, and the field. It’s not for the public.”

“I’m friends with one of the players. I really need to see him,” I said.

He laughed. “Okay, lady. I’m going to have to ask you to go now,” he said.

I shook my head. “Please let me in. I’ll give you five hundred dollars.”

His eyes lit up. “Seriously?” he said.

I had the money. Tiger left it for me after our last romp. I pulled it out from my wallet and showed it to him. He wavered. “No. Sorry. I can’t,” he said. “If I let you back there, I’ll get fired. It’s not worth it.”

“No one will catch me. And I’ll just tell them that I snuck in through another door,” I said.

He paused again. “No. I can’t. It’s not worth it,” he said again, shaking his head. But I could tell that he was considering it.

I took a deep breath. “I’ll give you the money, and I’ll suck you off.” His eyes lit up and he became tense. I became tense too, surprised to hear the words coming out from my own mouth.

HIs lips parted but no words came out. Then he looked around at the empty space behind me. “Okay, come in,” he whispered, opening the little door. I stepped in slowly. My legs were trembling. I wasn’t actually expecting him to take the offer. I looked at the door to the hallway. I thought about running, but I knew he would chase me and call security. If he called security, I would never find Tiger. “Duck down,” he whispered, looking around again. “Before anyone sees you back here.”

So I sunk down to my knees, dipping my head below his little counter. I looked up at him. His face was red. His body was tense. He reached for his belt and started to undo it. Was I really going to do it? Was I really going to suck his cock? I bit down on my tongue and watched as he pulled down his fly. He was really going to pull it out, so I had to decide if I was really going to suck it.

I thought about Tiger. I thought about how devastated he would be if he lost the game. But maybe that’s what he needed. Maybe he needed to lose the season, so he could figure out how to stand on his own two feet, without charms and superstitions. I closed my eyes for a moment, and I was about to stand up and walk away. I could keep the money and I wouldn’t have to suck a stranger’s penis.

Then, I heard the announcer. “Touchdown! What an unfortunate fumble by Tiger Wilkinson! Just two minutes into the game, the Edmonton Wheat Kings find themselves up after an unfortunate giveaway.” The sound of the crown groaning was sadly audible.

I couldn’t let them eat Tiger alive. I had to help him.

In front of me, the ticket man now had his long, thin cock out. It was flaccid. “Well? Aren’t you going to suck it?” he whispered, looking around.

I reached out with a trembling hand. I wrapped my fingers around his soft member. He perked up. I took another deep breath, then I pulled it into my mouth. I began to suck, bobbing my head slowly while I got him aroused. And it didn’t take much. After just a few seconds, he was throbbing on my tongue, getting hard and large quickly. He moaned slightly, reaching out and grabbing his counter. I bobbed my head faster. His cock wasn’t getting any thicker, but it sure was getting longer, stretching out further and further, until his round tip was pressed into the back of my throat. Two long minutes went by. He moaned and groaned. His cock was fully erect now, throbbing intensely, dripping pre-cum onto the flat of my tongue. He reached down with one hand and grabbed the back of my head, pulling me tight into his unshaved crotch. His pubic hair tickled my nose and cheeks. I kept sucking.

“Another fumble and another touchdown!” yelled the announcer. “Not even halfway through the first quarter!”

My heart pounced. This was all my fault. I had to do something. I had to save Tiger.

I pressed my lips firmly around the cock and I bobbed my head faster. “Whoa,” the man said, gripping the counter with a firm grasp. I reached up and grabbed his ball sack. I massaged it with a tight grip, making his legs tremble. “Shit,” he moaned. “It’s coming. It’s happening.” I braced myself, and then I received a huge cumshot straight into the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, but I took all of it. I swallowed awkwardly, and then I stood up, wiping my lips.

“T—Thanks,” he said. “I’m Billy, by the way. Can I have your number?” he said.

I shook my head. “I have to go,” I said. I slipped through that door, and I closed it behind me so I wouldn’t have to see the man’s face. I wanted to forget all about the awkward blowjob. I had to find Tiger and I had to fix the mess I’d created.


CHAPTER VII

The hallways were confusing. I felt like I was lost in a maze. There were no signs, but many, many forks and turns. I even found myself on a whole different floor, trying to open locked doors. I could hear the muffled announced when he said, “Ten minutes remain in the second quarter.” I just wanted to find the field so I could wave down Tiger, but I couldn’t find it anywhere.

I was trying to open a door when it suddenly swung open. I threw myself to the side, hiding around the corner, before I was spotted by a group of men in suits. They were coming out from an office. They were all fuming. “He’s off the team. I don’t care how much money his family gives us,” the oldest of the men said. “That’s our season. Already down by twenty and the half isn’t even over. What a goddamned joke!”

The other men were red in the face. They were apparently too angry to notice me squashed in the corner, next to the door they just threw open.

“I’m just going to go down to the field, to tell Mackey that we’re leaving early,” said one of the men. He turned around and started in the other direction. I remained frozen, and then I realized I needed to follow him if I was ever going to find Tiger. So, keeping my distance, I followed the man down the long hallways. He went down a flight of stairs and then he turned many corners, until he came to a door with the word ‘FIELD’ written in big letters overhead. He stepped out and I remained in the hallway, squashed into a little nook beside a closet door. The man came back a minute later and walked by me without seeing me. Once he was gone, I ran up to that door I poked my head out.

I was on the field, staring at the back of Tiger’s team. The defensive line was out on the field. The offence was sitting on the benches, staring down at the ground. I read their names on their jerseys until I spotted WILKINSON. He was close, hanging his head particularly low. Then the coach looked back and I jumped back into the hallway. How was I going to get his attention?

I looked back down the hallway and saw the labeled doors. The first was the players’ changing room. Then was the janitorial closet. Then the third door simply said ‘CHEER SQUAD’. My eyes lit up and I ran to check the door. It was unlocked, and sure enough, all of the outfits were there: their cold-weather outfits, their summer outfits, and their special occasion outfits. I grabbed the classic skirt and halter top combination and changed quickly, even grabbing a pair of pom-poms. Then I crept back out onto the field as the announcer said, “We’ve reached our final minute!”

I felt my blood turning cold as I saw all the faces in the sold-out crowd. I took a few steps out, then some music started playing. Along the sidelines, I saw the cheerleaders shaking their pom-poms and extending their arms to the beat. I paused for a moment, then I began to imitate them, trying to blend in. I turned towards the crowd and saw a number of faces staring right at me. I was terrified that they would see that I was actually a man, but instead, they just watched with casual smiles. One of the men winked at me, and another whistled. I smiled, feeling strangely amused and warm inside.

A few of the players looked back at me, probably wondering why I wasn’t where I was supposed to be.

It was two minutes before Tiger turned around and saw me. He started at me with a curious look for a moment before recognizing me. I smiled and his eyes lit up and his lips parted. I nodded my head towards the door, and then he rose to his feet. Once the song was finished playing, I turned around and zipped back through that door. It was ten seconds later when he came through the door and said, “You’re here.”

I nodded. “I’m sorry about last night. I’m sorry about all of this,” I said.

He shook his head. “It’s not your fault. I don’t own you,” he said.

“No, but I don’t want for you to lose everything. I might not always be around for you. At some point, you’re going to have to figure out how to take control of your own destiny. But I’m here now, and maybe I can help you turn this game around.”

He smiled and nodded his head slowly. “I like you,” he said. “Last night, when I couldn’t find you—I was disappointed; not because I thought that I would lose this game, but because I’d been looking forward to being with you for so long. I don’t know—I guess I felt heartbroken.”

“Really?” I said, feeling strangely light and giddy.

He nodded his head. “They just told me that this is my last game on the team. So I guess you don’t have to keep dressing up for me.”

My heart swirled down into my stomach. “But I like dressing up,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Well maybe you can just dress up for me for fun then,” he said.

I smiled, but I felt terrible. He was playing his last game, and it was partly my fault. I looked over at the janitorial closet. “Want to slip in there for a few minutes—just for fun?”

“Okay,” he said.

So we went into the closet. He pushed an old chair against the doorknob after flicking on the light. The room smelled like bleach and it was oddly warm. He turned to me and I threw myself into his arms. He was warm and wet with sweat, but I didn’t mind. I pressed my face against his and we kissed. I didn’t care that he was a man. I liked him, even though I was normally attracted to girls. I had no idea if that meant I was gay or bisexual or something else—but it didn’t matter. The label was irrelevant. I let him feel my body while I reached under his jersey to feel his sweaty muscles. Then I sunk down to my knees and he helped me fish his cock out from his equipment. He was already erect for me. I grabbed his thick shaft quickly. I squeezed it and moaned. I missed that amazing piece of meat!

I pressed it through my lips and sucked while his veins throbbed on my tongue. He was so big: so much bigger than the ticket man—so much warmer and harder, too. I ran my tongue up the length of his veiny member, and then I tickled the tip of his erection. He laughed and moaned. I leaned back and stared at the impressive towering dick. “It’s so big,” I said in awe, having never truly looked at it and analysed it before.

“It’s all for you,” he said.

I stood up. I extended my arms and he hoisted me up as if I weighed nothing. Then I reached down and grabbed his wet erection. I aimed his tip between my butt cheeks while he pulled my thong to the side. Then he lowered me down slightly, so his thick member would penetrate my butthole. I moaned as I stared into his eyes, his thick arms wrapped around me, holding me against his sweaty body. “Fuck me,” I said.

He started to bounce me, holding me up by my butt cheeks. I could feel his veiny member stretching me wide. I could feel every inch of him throbbing inside of my body. I went limp, overwhelmed with amazing euphoria. My erection popped out from my thong and slipped out from under my short skirt. Now it was rubbing against his warm, sweaty abs. He seemed to like it, looking down at it with rosy cheeks and glistening eyes.

I came first, and it didn’t take me long. He moaned as he watched my cum spewing up the length of his body. Then he pulled me tight so that I was pressed against my own substance. It squished and spread all over both of us. Then I could feel him bloating up inside of me. “Are you going to come?” I asked.

He nodded his head.

“I want it so badly,” I said.

“Good,” he said.

Then I felt it, blasting inside of my body, filling me deeply. I gasped and squirmed and moaned. “It feels so fucking good,” I said.

“It’s yours whenever you want it,” he said.

“Every day,” I smiled.

He smiled back and we kissed. Then he set me down gently and his huge load poured down my thighs. He helped me get cleaned up before darting back to his changing room to be with his team. He told me to wait in the cheerleaders’ room. “There’s a TV in there. You can watch the rest of the game. The cheerleaders won’t be back until after the game.” So that’s where I waited for him.

In the third quarter, Tiger threw three amazing passes, two of which turned into touchdowns. In the fourth quarter, he threw another amazing touchdown, and then he ran in his own touchdown to take the lead and the victory. After the game, he slipped into the cheerleaders’ room to give me a kiss. “Just remember: that had nothing to do with me,” I said.

He nodded his head with a smile. “It had everything to do with you, but not for the reason you think. Come with me to talk to the press.” He reached out and took my hand.

“Like this?” I said.

He nodded with a smile. “You look great,” he said.

“Okay.”

I took his hand and we went out to the swarm of journalists. My picture ended up on the cover of the paper: me standing next to him while he told everyone that I was the reason the team had been on a win streak. I was nervous at first, knowing I would be recognized by close friends and family members. And I was recognized, but no one was upset with me or embarrassed; instead, I got calls from people thanking me. My own mother told me that she was proud of me, which took me by surprise.

Just like that, I turned into a sort of town hero. Nobody seemed to care about the fact that I used to be a man. It didn’t even make it into any of the news stories that mentioned me by my new name, Alexa.

The only people who had mean things to say were the bitter players that Tiger beat out on the field. A few of them called me ‘tranny’ and ‘trap’, but I didn’t mind. It was just the price of winning—and the price of love. It was a small price to pay, if you ask me.

THE END


AFTER HOURS

Eric has always had a thing for older women—particularly his co-worker, Carly: a pretty, mature brunette in her late-forties. Twice divorced and not afraid of making the odd dirty joke, Carly has been the fuel of Eric’s fantasies for years. But it isn’t until a hot June afternoon, helping her open a window in her office, that he finds out that she had a horse-sized appendage between her thighs.

And finally, after a few drinks at the bar, he gets the chance to fool around with her, but the opportunity isn’t exactly how he’d always imagined it.


CHAPTER I

Another late night at work: lots of paperwork to catch up on, lots of e-mails to answer, and lots of mindless social media surfing to eat up the time. It was a warm June—not warmer than usual, but it seemed that way because the air conditioner in the office was on the fritz and our manager was doing nothing to have it fixed.

The damp warmth was making it hard to get any work done—particularly during the day when the sun was shining in through the windows and cooking us all like a baked lasagna. It wasn’t so terrible at night, so many of us started showing up late and staying late—those of us with the option, anyway.

On the bright side, our manager decided to ease off the dress code during those warm days. We were free to show up in whatever we wanted. One of the guys in a nearby cubicle would take off his shirt and his shoes and even his socks while he worked. At first, the sight of his glistening hairy back grossed me out, but after a few days, I started to consider doing the same thing. His damp hairy body wasn’t as bad as the guy in the cubicle next to him, who insisted on coming to work in his usual attire, which wasn’t at all warmth-appropriate. Within hours of showing up for work, he had dark pit stains and hair gel would run down the back of his neck in greasy lines; then, by lunchtime, the odour would begin and everyone would make a point of walking the long way around the office just to avoid him.

There was another bright side to the unfortunate heatwave: the girls in the office started coming to work wearing lighter outfits. Two cubicles down from me was the intern: just nineteen-years-old, wearing nothing but a pair of pink booty shorts and a tight white tank-top, which showed off her impressive teen bust. When she skipped down the hallway, her bum and tits would all jiggle, distracting every man in that office. I think she liked the attention; it would explain the red thong she would wear under the skimpy outfit that would ride up to her lower back, making my heart race. I think the intern had a crush on me, because she would often stop at my desk to ask pointless questions while leaning forward so I could see her matching red lacy bra and round sweater muffins, which would glisten with perfume-scented sweat. I wanted to lean forward to bury my face in those bouncy milkers, but somehow I resisted, doing my best to keep my gaze up off of her chest.

Then there was the girl who worked down the hall. She was my age—early thirties—with big lips and big eyes. Normally she wore skirts that reached her calves, but now she was coming to work in tiny skirts that would have been too small for college cheerleaders. She was tall, so she would have to bend over to use the office printer, showing off her perfect bum cheeks and her white cotton panties. As the day went on, those panties would start to become translucent with what I liked to call ‘pussy sweat’. By the end of the day, I could make out her lips and even her little clit. I knew that she liked me because she would always make a point of sitting next to me whenever our team went down to the bar for drinks after work. One night she had a few too many vodka sodas and she ended up putting her hand on my knee. “I really like working with you, Eric,” she said while staring into my eyes. She was married, but her husband was always out of town for work. I thought about taking her into the bathroom of that bar for a quickie, but I had a rule: don’t shit where you sleep.

And I was pretty good at sticking to my rule—committed to it, with one exception...

Carly used to be my manager, until we were both promoted and I found myself working as her co-worker. She was older than me by at least fifteen years, but there was something about her experience that made my heart flutter. She was pretty: brunette with bright grey eyes—curvy and twice divorced. There was something sexy about the fact she was twice divorced: maybe it was just a reminder of how experienced she was, and how she obviously knew what she wanted.

She had a dirty mouth. I would often hang out with her in her office during long work days. She wasn’t afraid to make crude sexual jokes. Before Christmas, she joked a number of times about wanting to suck our boss’s tiny cock for a better Christmas bonus. And she sometimes referred to her tedious Monday meetings as ‘gang bangs’. I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d been in the middle of a gang bang before. She certainly had the body for it: a nice, big butt, bouncy tits, and a will strong enough to take at least a dozen cum shots. It wasn’t uncommon for me to catch myself mid-fantasy, imagining her on top of one man with another man on top of her: two thick cocks inside of her body at the same time, hands all over her soft body. I don’t know why, but I had a feeling she liked it rough. She definitely liked being slapped and spanked and choked. She definitely liked having her hair pulled, and she probably liked the occasional gagging and the occasional anal.

If one of our co-workers said something unintentionally sexual, she would look at me and wink, making my heart race. I always played it cool with a smirk and a chuckle, but I couldn’t help but wonder if she wanted me. Sometimes, when I went to hang out in her office after hours, she would close her office blinds without any comment. I wondered if she was waiting for me to grab her and pull off her clothes. I wondered if she wanted me to sink my cock into her wet, middle-aged cunt. I was tempted a few times, but I always remembered my rule.

Then that air conditioner broke, and she started coming to work in tighter outfits: more skin, shorter skirts, and looser bras. Her nipples would press against her tight tops, as if she wasn’t wearing a bra at all—and at times I was fairly certain there was no bra under those tops. Her perfume smelled like something my own mother used to wear, but it drove me wild, making me remember my childhood fantasies where I would be seduced by my mom’s friends. She was almost old enough to be one of my mom’s friends. Hell, there was a good chance they went to the same school at the same time.

It was that late June night—close to 10:00 PM—when Carly asked me to come into her office. I wasn’t working on anything important, so I got up and followed her. She closed her door behind me and then she walked over to her desk. Her whole office smelled like that perfect perfume. She looked at me with a smile and said, “I’m bored.”

I looked up at her clock. “You can probably go home,” I said. “You’ve been here for at least eight hours now.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “But I’ll be even more bored at home,” she said, staring into my eyes. Then she winked. Had that statement and wink combination come from anyone else, I would have assumed I was being seduced. But I knew Carly well enough to know that she was just kidding around. She probably got a kick out of my rosy cheeks.

“Think they’ll fix that air conditioner soon?” I asked.

“I doubt it,” she said. “They’re too cheap to replace that old printer. And the air conditioner would probably cost ten times as much as a new printer.”

“You’re probably right,” I said, taking a seat.

I watched her as she leaned forward, stretching her arms across her desk. I could see down her top, at her shiny tits, trying to pop out from her tight top. She didn’t normally dress in such tight clothing. I always knew she had a nice body, but now I could hardly look away.

“One of the top floor guys slapped my ass today,” she said.

“Seriously? Who?” I asked.

“A guy I’ve never seen before. Well, I’ve seen him a few times, but I don’t know who he is,” she said, as if it wasn’t that big of a deal.

“Are you going to make a complaint?” I asked.

She giggled. She had a cute giggle. “If I complain then he won’t do it again,” she said with a grin.

I cleared my throat and leaned casually back in my seat. “So do you like the guy?” I asked.

“No. He’s a creep,” she said. “And he’s older than me. I like younger guys.” She winked again, making that hotness return to my cheeks. After years of working together, I still didn’t found myself taken off guard by her little winks and comments. Maybe I was just gullible and naive. I looked around, waiting for her to say whatever it was she wanted to say to me. But she was saying nothing. She was probably just looking for someone to hang out with while the minutes ticked by.

She sighed and ran her fingers through her hair. Her roots were damp with sweat. She pulled her fingers through her hair, tilting her head back, showing off a bit of the loose skin under her chin, reminding me that she was older than me. But she looked good for her age. Unlike the other older women in our office, she was fit, still with the youthful glow of a twenty-year-old. She still had full lips, and those tits could have belonged to a nineteen-year-old swimsuit model.

“So have you fucked the intern yet?” she asked with a big grin.

I laughed nervously. “What do you mean?” I said.

“Well she clearly wants it from you. I saw her bending over your desk this afternoon, showing off those big titties. You should do it,” she said.

I laughed again. “She’s not my type,” I said.

“Oh, bullshit. She’s a hot nineteen-year-old. She’s every guy’s type.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Not mine.”

Then she winked again. “You’re just holding out for me, aren’t you?” My heart stammered and I forced a smile.

“You know it,” I said. Then there was a silence. My brain shuffled through the possibility that she wasn’t joking; it was always shuffling through that possibility, because there was a small chance that she wasn’t just kidding around. There was a small chance that she was waiting for me to make a move. There was also a chance that I would get instantly rejected and I would lose my job. So I bit down on my tongue and looked down at my feet.

“Well,” I said, “I should wrap up and head home. I feel like my productivity ended hours ago, and it would be nice to get away from this heat.” I stood up. “Don’t stick around too late.”

She smiled. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I left with a buzzing heart. I liked our little hangout sessions. I liked that I wasn’t sure if we were kidding around or flirting; it gave me something to look forward to every day. If I knew that she was just kidding—which I was pretty sure was the case—then the little hangouts wouldn’t have been as fun. And if I knew that she was actually coming onto me, then I don’t think I would have been able to handle the tension. We had the perfect office relationship—and that was all about to end.


CHAPTER II

It was just after lunchtime the next day when I sauntered into her office to ask her how she was doing. Work was slow and I knew that she was bored because I’d spotted her pacing around her little office a number of times. “Working hard or hardly working?” I asked.

She grinned. “At this point, I’m just waiting for the sun to go down so I can focus,” she said. It was a particularly hot day, and the sun was shining directly through the slits in her blinds.

“Can’t you open your window?” I asked.

“I can’t reach my window,” she said.

I laughed. “Have you tried standing on your chair to reach it?” Her window was up high: all the windows in the office were up high, supposedly to stop potential office suicides. Though if someone was really determined to kill themselves, I don’t see how an extra four feet would stop them.

She rolled her eyes. “This chair?” she said, pointing at her swivelling office chair.

“What’s wrong with that chair?” I asked.

“It’ll spin and I’ll fall and break my neck!” she said.

“Well I can hold it for you,” I said. So I wheeled her chair to the window. She opened the blinds and then carefully stood up on the chair in her high heels. But she wasn’t wearing her usual jeans. Now, she was wearing a short skirt, and no pantyhose, so her legs could breathe in the hot office air. As she stood up, wobbling, I could see right up her skirt. At first, I looked away out of respect, but then the desire to look up at her panties got the better of me. We’d worked together for years and I’d always wanted to look up her skirt. Now I had the chance. So I looked.

And there it was: the bulge of her pussy. She apparently had a fat pussy, making my heart stutter. It was more of a bulge than I was expecting. It was almost too big. I blinked a few times and then I squinted as I looked between her plump thighs. It was definitely too big to be a regular pussy. And it was too cylindrical: not two lumps, like you would expect from a pair of pussy lips. It almost looked like a thick cock, tucked between her legs. In fact, I could make out the contour of her bulbous tip, and I was pretty sure I could see the contour of a long vein.

My lips opened and I heard a soft whimper slip out from my mouth. Carly was a man? Or was this just one of her little jokes? Did she set this up to make me stutter? Did she stick a big dildo in her panties knowing that I would look up her skirt?

But it wasn’t just the shaft: I could see the lumps of her balls as well. And the more I looked, the more real the whole thing looked: moving slightly as she pushed on the window, as if the whole package was truly attached to her soft, curvy body.

She looked down at me and I looked away quickly. “Mind helping me down?” she said. I offered her a hand and helped her down to her feet. I said nothing as I stepped away. “That’s a bit better, right?”

I looked into her eyes, to see if she was smirking, but there was no smile. She looked innocent and natural—not like when she was making her little dirty jokes. Was that cock real or was she just doing a tremendous job now of staying in character?

“Um, yeah, there’s a bit of a breeze now,” I said.

Her eyes narrowed. “What’s the matter with you? Why is your face so white?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Huh? Nothing. It’s just...” It felt like my tongue was swelling up near the back of my throat. I cleared my throat and laughed nervously. Surely it was all just a joke. Surely she was just trying to tease me. “It’s funny. You got me for a second there.”

“What are you talking about?” she said.

“The dildo—I didn’t see it coming. It took me off guard. It’s a good one.”

Then I watched as her face turned white. Suddenly my tongue was puffed up again and my heart was pounding. Was it not a dildo? Did I just see something that I wasn’t supposed to see? “W—What are you talking about, Eric?”

I looked around the room awkwardly. “Nothing. I—I think I’m just tired.”

“Eric,” she said with a stern look. Now I knew she wasn’t kidding around. I’d only ever seen her like this a few times: only when she was in a bitter mood, like the time the boss came in and told us we all had to work through the weekend because of a technical glitch that was the fault of a worker on another floor.

“In your, uh, panties. You have a dildo. It’s funny,” I said. I could feel my face turning dark red.

Then her face turned red. Her eyes widened and she nodded her head slowly. “Oh my God,” she said.

“What?”

“Why are you looking up my skirt?”

“It was hard not to—I was standing right under you while I was holding that chair. I—I just looked in that direction. Wait—is it not a dildo?”

“Keep your voice down,” she said with a hush.

Now my heart was racing faster than ever: pounding against my ribcage. I saw too much. I said too much. Now I was going to pay the price.

If the cock was real, did that mean I’d spent years ogling a biological male? Had I been cheekily flirting with a man for years?

“I guess I should probably head back to my desk,” I said.

I walked to the door and reached for the handle. Then she said, “Don’t tell anyone about this.”

“Okay,” I said without looking back. If she was teasing me, she was doing a fantastic job of sticking to her little character—or I should say, her very big and very thick character. If that was her cock, then she was bigger than me! It was flaccid and already the size of a novelty dildo. How did she keep that thing hidden? How could she have a unit like that and not have a deep voice and broad shoulders and a five o’clock shadow before lunchtime?

I sat down at my desk, but now I couldn’t work. I couldn’t get the image of those stuffed panties out from my mind. I couldn’t stop thinking about the way it moved and swelled slightly as she squirmed on that chair. And then I found myself thinking about her face, which still seemed beautiful to me. I wanted to flick a switch in my head to make her unattractive, but I just couldn’t do it. It was only an hour before I started imagining her naked body, with her long, thick shaft dangling between her legs. I imagined her reaching down and grabbing it, stroking it, pulling her foreskin back from her swollen tip.

Then I shook my head to make the image go away. I wasn’t gay. I liked women. Why wasn’t I sitting there and fantasizing about the intern? The intern was currently wearing a pair of jean shorts that didn’t even cover her whole ass. When she bent over to use the printer, her braless tits fell out from her top and I saw everything, including her perky nipples and extra-large areolae—but still, I was thinking about Carly.

Did this mean that Carly’s tits were fake? Or were they the product of years of hormone pills? Could any man grow a pair of tits like that? Was it wrong to call her a man?

It was around 3:00 PM when she walked out from her office to grab something from the break room. I watched her bum bounce as she walked. And then I found myself imagining her cock, slipping out from her panties and swaying side to side, slapping against her plump thighs. In my imagination, she was clean-shaven down there: perfectly smooth around her massive feminine cock.

Someone tapped on my shoulder and I jumped. It was the pretty little intern, looking into my eyes and smiling. Her fake eyelashes were especially long and dark today. “Hey Eric,” she said.

“Hey,” I said. I couldn’t remember her name.

“We’re all going out for drinks in a few hours. Want to come?” She leaned all of her weight onto one leg before putting both of her hands behind her back, like a young girl asking a young boy to be her boyfriend.

“Um. Sure. Okay. That sounds fine,” I said.

She smiled and bit her bottom lip. “Okay. See you there,” she said. And then my mind went right back to Carly. Why couldn’t I stop thinking about Carly? I wanted my brain to erase her from my memory. I wanted to think about the little sexy intern. I didn’t want to waste any more brainpower on the office tranny. But for some reason, her curvy body remained in my mind, stopping me from getting any work done. I was thrilled when the intern came to my desk to let me know that everyone was heading out. I shut down my computer and jumped to my feet in an instant. “Great. Let’s go,” I said. I had to get out of that office. I grabbed my bag and I followed the group. We reached the stairs and I looked back, hearing a pair of heels behind me.

Carly was following. She had her bag with her. She looked at me with a smile and said, “Wait up.”

My heart fizzled down into my stomach. I somehow managed to force a smile. I wasn’t going to be free from her at the bar.


CHAPTER III

The bar didn’t turn out to be the escape from Carly that I was looking for. In fact, when I came back from the bathroom after arriving, she’d moved to the open seat next to me. And now, all the other seats were taken, so I had no choice but to sit next to her.

I looked at her with a fake smile as I lowered myself onto my seat. Everyone else was chatting openly: laughing and smiling and apparently not feeling the tension that was currently festering between Carly and I. I looked over at her again and she was looking at me, as if she had something to say. Why did she sit right next to me? Did she enjoy making me feel horribly awkward? Maybe she did. I still wasn’t convinced that this whole thing wasn’t a big joke—maybe the whole office was in on it.

She ordered a strong drink. It seemed like a good idea, so I did the same thing. I thought maybe booze would help to ease the tension, but I was wrong. The burn of the liquor just made me feel even more awkward. Now I was drinking with her. We were the only two at the table drinking something stronger than light beer. “So did you get any more work done?” she asked me, breaking the long silence that had been lingering between us.

I shrugged my shoulders. “A little bit,” I said.

“Distracted?” she asked, reminding me about what I saw. Why did she want to remind me? Why couldn’t she just help me to forget, so we could both move on. It was obvious that it was the only thing on her mind as well.

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders, not sure how to respond. The others kept chatting. I swallowed more of my drink than I should have. I nearly choked it out, but the burn was welcomed. Then she said, “You know, it’s not that big of a deal.”

“I know,” I said with a thin smile.

“But actually. It’s not like anything’s different,” she said. I hated that we were having the conversation in public. I kept looking around the table, waiting for someone to say, ‘What are you guys talking about?’ I wasn’t good at lying. I was terrified I would just spit out the truth the moment one of them asked.

“I know,” I said again.

“Do you?” she said.

“It doesn’t bother me,” I said, looking into her eyes. I found myself surprised by how big and glistening her eyes still were. For some reason I expected to look at her face and see a manly man: something horribly unattractive—but that wasn’t the case.

She got up to get a drink from the bar, and I used the opportunity to sneak away for the bathroom. I didn’t need to use the bathroom—I just wanted to catch my breath and gather my senses. I stared at myself in the mirror. My cheeks were dark red and my eyes were glazed over. I tried splashing some cold water on my face, but it didn’t help much. Then I turned to the door and tried to gather the courage to go back out. Why was I so flustered? Why was I so overwhelmed? I was more nervous than I would have been if I was on a first date with a Victoria’s Secret model. I gave myself a firm slap on the cheek. “Pull yourself together, man,” I whispered.

Then the bathroom door opened. I expected one of my male co-workers to step in, but instead it was Carly. I froze. I suppose she technically wasn’t in the wrong bathroom. “W—What are you doing in here?” I asked.

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she turned around and flicked the lock on the door and slowly turned back to me. My heart galloped. “I can’t take this anymore,” she said. “You need to get over this so we can get passed it.”

“Get over it?” I said.

“I have a cock. So what? You’re acting like you just found out I have cancer or something. It’s annoying. So let’s just get it out of your system.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said with an awkwardly forced smile. “I really don’t care.”

“Good. Then you won’t care if I just show it to you.” She reached down and grabbed the base of her skirt. I froze. A cold tingling overtook my body. I groaned and trembled, but I couldn’t move. She lifted up her skirt, exposing her black panties. Then she gently pulled her panties down from the front, stretching them as she slowly exposed her long, thick shaft. It was real: uncurling slowly as it peeled away from her shaved taint. I couldn’t believe how big it was. I stood in awe as her ball sack began to fill out and swell, as if her testicles had been stored up inside of her body for many hours.

I couldn’t look away, even though it was all I wanted to do. “Just get it out of your system,” she said.

It was a moment before I was able to respond. “Huh?” I said. “Get what out of my system. I told you that I don’t care.”

“Then why are you staring at it like it’s an alien.”

I looked up into her eyes. I could feel that my face was a dark shade of red. “B—Because you’re a girl.”

“Yeah, and I technically used be a guy a long time ago. So get over it.”

“Okay,” I said, biting down on my tongue, hoping to will the blood out from my cheeks so I wouldn’t look so foolish. I was so glad that door was locked, but I was terrified someone would come and find it locked. I didn’t want anyone thinking we were messing around—especially if other people knew. What if I was the only one who didn’t know her secret? What if it wasn’t a secret at all? What if someone thought we were fooling around and then it came out later than she was trans? Would people think that I was a homosexual?

“Eric,” she said.

“Huh?”

“You’re acting weird,” she said. “I’m not going to lie—this isn’t the reaction I was expecting.”

“It’s not?” I said. I could feel my heart rate increasing.

Then her eyes narrowed and she smirked. “Wait,” she said, gently biting her bottom lip. “Are you into it?”

“Am I what?” I said. Now I could taste copper on my tongue. I pressed my lips thin, but they were suddenly dry.

She laughed and bit her lip again. “Oh my God, you like it. I’m surprised, Eric. You didn’t peg me as the type.” She walked towards me, letting her skirt fall down—but I knew that her long cock was still dangling out from her panties. She put her hands on my shoulders and looked into my eyes. I could smell that perfume; it was making my mind spin in fast circles. My heart wouldn’t stop throbbing against my ribcage. “Relax, Eric,” she said.

“I’m relaxed,” I said.

“No, you aren’t. Just take a deep breath. Good. Now hold it. Okay, now release it. Do it again. Do you feel better?”

But I couldn’t get my mind straight. I could feel her soft skirt brushing against me, and I couldn’t help but wonder if that big dick was brushing against me too, under that thin layer of fabric. “I should probably start heading home,” I said.

“Nonsense,” she said. “You’re not going anywhere until we figure this out. Now I have another idea.” With her hands still on my shoulders, she began to press down. I felt my trembling knees beginning to buckle. I caved quickly, sinking down to my knees on that recently-cleaned bathroom floor. I looked up at her with wide eyes. She looked down at me with a grin. Then she grabbed her skirt and lifted it up, exposing that huge cock, which was now just inches from my face. “Go ahead,” she said. “Put it in your mouth.”

“What? No way. I’m not doing that,” I said.

“Yes you are. Don’t worry: I won’t tell anyone. But you’re not going anywhere until you do it, so do it.” I looked down from her eyes, at her thick shaft. It was so intimidating—so big. It was nearly as thick as my wrist, and almost as long as my forearm. It was an impossible specimen, and she was right: I liked it. It was mesmerizing and arousing. It didn’t belong between her legs, and that somehow made it even more appealing. I took a deep breath and I closed my eyes, trying to find my sanity before I did something I regretted.

Then, she became impatient. She reached down and lifted her heavy shaft, pointing her tip at my tongue. She grabbed me by the chin and said, “Open.” I opened after a short moment of hesitation. Then she pushed her cock into my mouth.


CHAPTER IV

I felt it slide along my tongue. It was warm and a bit sweaty from being crammed in her panties all day. Her sweat was slightly salty, with a slight tinge of vanilla. As she pushed her dick into my mouth, I felt her foreskin pulling back on my tongue. Her tip was round and smooth, and a bit squishy as it pressed against the inside of my cheek. I groaned. I didn’t want that cock in my mouth—especially because it was making me feel more aroused than ever, and more confused than ever.

It wasn’t right. She wasn’t supposed to have a cock and I wasn’t supposed to be excited by the idea of sucking a cock. My mind was racing even faster now. My heart was fluttering down into my stomach, making me feel nauseous. But there was nothing stopping me from spitting that heavy snake out, standing up, and leaving. I didn’t have to suck her cock. She wasn’t even my boss anymore! It’s not like she could fire me. In fact, I could probably have her fired for sexual harassment. So why wasn’t I moving? Why was I just taking it?

“Relax, Eric. You need to relax. Everything will be better once you just accept it,” she said with a soft voice. “Don’t worry. No one will find out about this.”

I paused for a moment, closing my eyes. I tried to let the anxiety flutter away. And strangely, it did start to go away. I gently ran the tip of my tongue along the underside of her penis. Then I began to bob my head back and forth, feeling her tugging foreskin on my lips and tongue. She moaned, carefully slipping her fingers into my hair.

I kept sucking, feeling her cock pulsing. It was growing and getting warmer. Her tip was now pushing against the roof of my mouth. My heart was pounding faster than ever—leaving me worried that I was going to have a sudden heart attack with a cock pressed into my mouth. I gagged slightly as she thrusted gently into the back of my throat.

I’d imagined myself with Carly many times over the years. She often slipped into my fantasies, but this was somehow even more surreal than my bedtime fantasies. I never imagined her like this, with a big, hard erection. I never imagined myself sucking her off, feeling her swollen ball sack against my chin as her tip plugged my throat. It wasn’t normal or natural, but it felt so strangely amazing.

She let out a long sigh of relief. “Better suck harder before someone tries the door,” she said. My heart bounced. She was right. I needed to work quickly because I didn’t want anyone finding us together: with or without the cock. I began to bob my head quickly, slurping my tongue along the length of her erection. I could feel her veins pulsing. I could feel her whole shaft bloating. My own cock was rock hard in my pants. I desperately wanted to reach down to massage myself, but I resisted. For some reason, I didn’t want her to know that I was enjoying myself. I didn’t want her to know that I was loving every second of sucking her cock. I didn’t want the moment to end, even when I was gagging and choking on her impressive tip.

Her whole body trembled. She grabbed a tight handful of my hair and let out a soft whimper. Then she put her hand on my forehead and pushed back, until her cock slipped out from my mouth. She grabbed it firmly, aimed her tip at the middle of my face, and then I watched seemingly in slow motion as her little hole opened up and expelled a blast of thick, warm cum, directly on my nose. I closed my eyes before the next shot, which coated my left eyelid. Then she hit my cheek, then my forehead, then my nose again, and then my chin. She put her hand behind my head and pulled me forward. I instinctively opened my mouth; her cock slipped inside and then the final few blasts pooled on my tongue. I could feel her thick globs dripping off the tip of my nose and running down my face. I was able to open one eye, to look up at her sexy, older body. She was smiling at me.

“Now you look more relaxed,” she said.

She pulled her shaft out from my lips and tucked it back into her panties. She turned to the mirror to quickly check her makeup, then she said, “I’ll see you back out there.” She smiled at me and left me alone. I remained still and silent for a moment before realizing the door was now unlocked and I was sitting on the floor with cum oozing down my face. I needed to get myself cleaned up before anyone found me in such a humiliating state.

I used toilet paper to wipe off the cum, then I used soapy water to clean my face. There were a few drops of thick cum on my shirt. I tried wiping the drops away, but they left behind white stains. I figured I could lie if anyone asked, and say that the stains were from the ranch dip that came with the table’s order of wings. Though I must admit that I felt a combination of humiliation and excitement as I sat down at the table with cum stains beneath my chin. I looked over at Carly, who was still smirking, as if she’d just told the funniest joke ever told. She looked into my eyes and winked before turning back to our co-workers. My heart stammered, and I knew deep in my heart that nothing would ever be the same at work again.

And I was right.


CHAPTER V

When Carly came into the office the next day, she already had a grin on her face—or maybe it hadn’t gone away since the moment in that bathroom. When she looked at me and winked, my heart nearly blew out from my chest. When I woke up that morning, I wasn’t sure if I’d been dreaming or if the whole thing had been real. I had to dig my polo shirt out from my dirty laundry bin to see if the whole thing had been a crazy dream. Sure enough, those cum stains were there: and they were real. I leaned in and smelled the polo, and I could smell her perfume.

So it was no surprise when I wasn’t able to get any work done. I sat at my desk and stared at my blank computer screen, unsure of what I was supposed to be doing. Every time she stepped out from her office, my brain would fizzle off and it would take many minutes to reboot.

It was still hot in the office. The air conditioner was still busted. Everyone was still dressed down. The intern was especially out for attention that day, with her eyes on me whenever I looked over. Her outfit was surely not office appropriate, but no one was complaining. She was wearing a crop top, which didn’t even cover her whole bust, and she wasn’t wearing a bra, so whenever she leaned back, the whole office could see the underside of her breasts. I think she was leaning back often on purpose, to get my attention, but my attention was elsewhere: either on Carly, when she was visible, or on her office door, when she was working.

I kept thinking of her big cock. It was particularly hot that day, so her cock was probably particularly sweaty. I wanted to rub her slick member on my face. I wanted to lick the sweat off her shaft. I wanted to make her come all over me again.

It was noon when she stepped out from her office and waved me over. “Can I see you in my office for a minute?” she said.

I hopped up to my feet as my heart began to race. I walked over slowly, suddenly very conscious of each step I took. I felt like an awkward marionette as I stepped up to her door. “Close the door behind you, please,” she said in a very official tone of voice. I closed the door. Then she reached down between her legs and held up a pair of red panties. She tossed them at me, and I almost didn’t catch them in my frozen state of confusion. I looked down at them. They were wet in the crotch with white goo: likely cum. I felt my eyes widen. “Go to the bathroom and put them on while they’re still fresh,” she said.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

She nodded her head with a bright smile. “Quickly, while they’re warm. I just got off.” She waved me away. I clenched the panties into a tight ball in my fist and I stepped out. Now my heart was truly pounding. I could feel the warm goo squishing into my palm as I held the panties tight. I quickly skirted to the bathroom and I locked the door. I took a deep breath as my jaw trembled. I stumbled out from my pants and I stuffed my underwear into my pocket. Then I opened up the panties and looked at the thick, gooey strands of cum that were now all over the inside of the tiny garment. I’d never put on women’s underwear before—it was never something that crossed my mind. But now I was terrified that I would bend over and someone would see the tinge of red lace. I was going to have to be careful. I stepped into the cum-soaked panties and I pulled them up, nestling that warm cum against my crotch. I groaned as a strange excitement washed over me. I pulled up my jeans and walked back to my desk. As I sat down, the cum squished around my shaft, which was getting hard. It was ten minutes later when Carly peeked out from her office at me. She was grinning. I looked at her with red cheeks and she giggled before disappearing back into her office.

I liked the feeling of her cum in a mess all over my crotch. I liked the tightness of her red panties, and the thought of her loose cock under her short skirt: so many arousing thoughts darting around in my head. Now I really couldn’t get any work done. Now I was really overwhelmed and on the brink of fizzling out completely.

I had to go for a quick walk outside. The heat wasn’t much better outside, but at least the air was fresher. I took a deep breath and wiped the sweat off of my forehead. Why couldn’t I stop thinking about her? Why was she driving me so insane? And why was I allowing myself to wear her soiled panties? Why did I suck her cock?

There was only one explanation: I liked that she had a cock. Maybe I was bisexual, or maybe I was just really into chicks with cocks. Regardless, I had to come to terms with the fact that I was attracted to her, no matter how much that conflicted with who I thought I was. I still liked girls. I still thought the young intern was smoking hot—and I still liked the idea of fucking her—but the thought of being with Carly was even hotter. Maybe that meant there was something wrong with me…

I returned to the office and tried to get some work done. I actually got a tiny bit done before Carly stepped back out from her office and slipped a note onto my desk. ‘Stick around until 9:30 PM’ the note said. It was later than I was planning on staying, but I found myself excited and teeming with energy. I went out for a bite to eat at six, and then I sat eagerly at my desk while the office emptied out.

It didn’t empty out completely. There were a few people who normally stayed in the office close to midnight, so I still had to be careful. I watched my clock as the seconds ticked down. The moment the clock changed to 9:30, I hopped up to my feet. I scanned around the office and then I quietly skirted over to her door. I knocked gently before letting myself in. “Y—You wanted to see me?” I said. I’d been mentally preparing for the meeting since I got the note, but as soon as I found myself staring at her, I became dangerously nervous. My heart throbbed and my gut turned. I took a deep breath and forced a smile, trying not to look nervous.

“Do me a favour and close the blinds,” she said without getting up from her chair. I did as she asked, then I turned back to her. She stood up and walked casually around the desk. She was barefoot. The tall heeled boots she normally wore were next to her desk now, and had been since she arrived for work. It was too hot to be wearing tall boots. She hopped up onto her desk and said, “How do those panties feel?”

I nodded my head, feeling warmth rushing into my cheeks. “Okay,” I said.

“Just okay?” she said with a smirk. “I filled them with cum just for you.”

I nodded my head slowly, unsure of how to respond. I could feel my cock already starting to throb with euphoria. I’d never felt so aroused before.

“I caught you staring at my crotch earlier,” she said. “When I was at the printer. I stared right at you and you didn’t even look up.”

My face became even redder. “Really?” I remembered looking at her skirt, trying to imagine her big cock between her legs, but I didn’t remember her looking back at me. Maybe I really was too distracted to notice. I must have looked like a complete creep.

“You can have it now, if you promise to be quiet,” she said. She took her skirt and lifted it up, exposing her long snake, cradled perfectly between her plump thighs.

I didn’t hesitate: I moved in and put my hands on her knees before lowering myself down. Then she laughed. “You really are horny, huh?” she said.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Why are you apologizing?” she asked.

“I—I don’t know.”

“I’m surprised. I never thought you were the kind of guy,” she said. “Well? Go ahead. Get me hard. That dick isn’t going to suck itself.”

I paused as a cold shiver crept through me. Then I slipped my fingers under her shaft and lifted it up. I aimed her tip at my mouth and I plunged down, feeling satisfied for the first time in twenty-four hours. God, that cock felt so good on my tongue. I loved the way it throbbed inside my warm mouth, and I loved the way it stretched out and hardened. I could feel her veins against my lips. I could feel her foreskin pulling back. She nestled her fingers into my hair, and I was in heaven. I moaned, unable to stop myself. I pushed my head down as far as I could, gagging myself. Then, as she became fully erect, I looked up at her.

“You’re naughty,” she said.

I nodded my head, too overwhelmed to come up with a reply.

“Stand up,” she said. I followed the command. She put her hands on my waist and she turned me around. Then she pressed on my back until I bent over.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“What do you think I’m doing?” she said. She reached around me with both of her hands and grabbed my belt. She took it off quickly before tugging down my pants.

“Seriously. What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m going to fuck you,” she said with a cute giggle.

I froze. A lump filled my throat. I didn’t move, but I wanted to. I’d never been penetrated before, and her cock wasn’t exactly the size of a finger or a Sharpie. I looked back at her towering erection. She gently stroked it, spreading my own saliva up and down her length: the same saliva that would soon be lubricating my hole. I felt so humiliated and vulnerable with my pants down and my ass pressed out. But why wasn’t I moving? Did I secretly want her to fuck me? I was afraid—sure—but did that mean that I didn’t want it?

I looked down at her desk and then I closed my eyes. I took a deep breath. Her door was closed but it wasn’t locked. What if one of the employees needed to see her? They often didn’t knock, even when Carly’s blinds were closed. She always let people slip in and out of her office freely. Now, I was gambling. If someone walked in, it would be a matter of hours before every employee that worked in that building found out. I would be the laughing stock.

But still, I remained bent over as she stepped up behind me and slid her long cock between my butt cheeks. She gently pressed her cock up and down, nestling her erection between my cheeks. Then, after a little giggle, she pressed her tip against my hole. “I hope you’re ready,” she said with a grin in her voice.

“Oh God,” I groaned, closing my eyes again. She grabbed my hips firmly and began to press forward. I groaned loudly. I could feel my hole clenching tight, not wanting her inside of me. But she kept pressing, determined to push through my resistance. I kept clenching, and then I had a moment of weakness, relaxing out of curiosity, but only for a second. She only needed one second. As I relaxed, her cock penetrated me, stretching my hole. Now when I clenched, I was just hugging her cock. I had nothing to stop her now.

“Oh God, you’re tight,” she said as I groaned and squirmed.

It was too big. My hole was too small. No human asshole could possibly take such a monstrous cock! I gripped the edge of the desk and let out a loud sigh. “It hurts,” I said.

“Just relax. It will feel fine in a minute,” she said.

I tried to relax, but it seemed impossible as her cock continued to press into my body. Was it safe to have such a long, hard member inside of my body? I’d heard horror stories of ER visits and people needing to get mesh implants so they could operate relatively normally for the rest of their lives. Was I going to be one of them? Why was I letting it happen? Why wasn’t I stopping her? Why was I starting to relax so she could push her cock deeper?

I could feel her veins throbbing. I could feel her tip swelling. I took a deep breath and she started to thrust, even though she didn’t have her whole length inside of me yet. I spread my legs wider for her. She gently rubbed my ass with both of her hands before spanking me and making me clench again. She seemed to like it when I clenched. It probably felt good: that warm tightness around her thick womanhood. And I liked it when she rubbed my thighs and my butt. I never thought being so submissive would feel so satisfying.

I loved the way her foreskin pulled back and forth as she went in and out. I especially liked the feeling of her round tip when it would tease my rectum before she plunged deep. She was right: the pain was going away. And her cock was pressing directly against some sort of pleasure spot, making my legs tremble. I started groaned and squirming. My legs were shaking. I ended up going limp as the powerful euphoria began to consume my body.

She caressed my sides with her gentle hands. Her perfume swelled up my nostrils. I could feel the anxiety and tension fluttering out from my brain. I no longer cared if anyone walked in and saw us. I had no cares in the world. I began to moan louder.

“Shh,” she said. Then she pulled out for a second, leaving me feeling empty. Her cock pressed back into me before I could look back. Then she reached around with the panties I’d been wearing. She pressed them into my mouth and I could taste her dried cum on my tongue.

I moaned, now muffled by her panties. The taste was sweet, not too different from the taste she left in my mouth the night before.

She was beginning to thrust harder and harder, making my whole body shudder and tremble. I squirmed violently, reaching for anything I could grab. She slapped my ass again, making me clench, and then she giggled as if it was funny. Then I heard her moaning. “Oh God,” she hushed quietly. I could feel her shaft bloating up. I knew that she was about to come. I couldn’t wait. I wanted to feel it so badly! I wanted to feel her thick, warm goo inside of my body.

She dug her fingernails into my skin. The pain was slight—not nearly enough to distract from the pleasure. I tried to scream with those panties stuffed in my mouth. Then I felt exactly what I wanted: her warm cum, feeling me deeply. She only let a few shots blast inside of me before pulling out and spraying my ass and back. I wasn’t thrilled about the new embarrassing stains on my shirt, but I loved the feeling of her warm goo oozing down my body.

It was only a minute before her substance was draining out from my body and running down my legs.

I stood up slowly, still wobbling as my legs trembled. “T—That was nice,” I said.

“Just nice?” she asked. She used the tip of her pointer finger to wipe the last drop of cum off of her stiff erection. She brought that drop to her lips with a smirk on her face. Then she gently licked the drop off, making my heart flutter. She was so sexy. That cock only made her sexier, and I had a feeling she knew it.

“Was it okay for you?” I asked. She didn’t reply. Instead, she just laughed and shook her head.

“I’m going to need your help with a big meeting tomorrow,” she said. “A few of the managers are coming down to talk about evaluations, and I’m not sure I can put up with them on my own.”

I nodded my head, surprised by how quickly she was able to change the subject back over to work. I couldn’t figure out how she was able to disassociate sex and work so easily. Our little romps didn’t seem to affect her processing power the way they affected mine. I could see a large pile of work on her desk: paperwork she managed to finish that day, while I got next to nothing done.


CHAPTER VI

She was already in the office when I showed up the next morning. She waved at me with a little wink, completely erasing all of the mental preparation I’d done the night before and that morning. My plan was to get some work done, and to tell her that the messing around needed to stop. It was just too risky: the possibility of getting caught, and not to mention the complete lack of working progress since we started our after hours romps. I didn’t want to end up losing my job over my strange obsession with her big, hard cock.

But as soon as she winked at me, I forgot all about my plans to break up with her. My head instantly filled with euphoric memories of her cock in my mouth and in my asshole. I couldn’t stop thinking of the amazing feeling of her cum running down my body.

She sent me an e-mail shortly after I sat down. It simply read, “Check your bottom drawer. It stays in all day.” It was a confusing e-mail, until I checked my bottom drawer and saw the thick black butt plug and the black thong. I gasped and closed my drawer quickly as the intern walked behind me. She was looking at me with a sly smile, still waiting for me to ask her on a date. Today, she was wearing a tight white t-shirt, which didn’t do anything to conceal her perky breasts. But those tits were the last thing on my mind.

I took the butt plug to the bathroom and I pulled down my pants. I had to use my own saliva to lubricate the toy before getting it lodged into my asshole. I groaned and gasped as it pushed in deep. It wasn’t something I was used to using, but it felt nice, especially once I returned to my desk and sat down. The feeling of the thong was nice in its own way as well, hugging my skin in all the right places. I felt so feminine and so submissive: a feeling I was starting to really like, though I had no idea why. I found myself swaying slightly in my seat throughout the morning, making the butt plug massage that sweet spot in my pants. I managed to get it in the perfect spot at one point, and then I started to rock my hips until I could feel a tingling at the tip of my penis. I was pretty sure that I was about to come, but I didn’t have a change of pants so I stopped and remained frozen until the brilliant euphoria passed.

Then I got another e-mail from her. “Be in my office at 10:55 AM—no later,” she wrote. It was already 10:30 AM. I couldn’t help but wonder if she wanted to see me about a sexual matter, or if she just wanted to go over the details of the coming meeting. My mind quickly became filled with fantasies. How was I going to be of any use during this meeting? I couldn’t stop thinking about sex. I couldn’t stop thinking about sucking her perfect cock. I couldn’t get work onto my mind, no matter how hard I tried.

“Are you coming or not?” she e-mailed. I looked at the clock. It was 10:58 AM. I’d lost track of time while submitting to my dreamy sex fantasies. I jumped to my feet and I rushed over to her office with only a couple of minutes to spare before the big meeting. “What’s the matter with you?” she asked.

“I’m sorry. I lost track of time,” I said.

“Well now there’s no time. Get under my desk,” she said.

“Do what?” I asked.

“Under my desk. Now. You have less than thirty seconds.” I looked around as she pushed herself back from her desk. It was a cramped space: at least ten degrees hotter than the rest of the hot office. She slid forward in her chair, making the space turn dark. Then she spread her legs wide and said, “Don’t make any noise—and get to work.”

I was still for a moment before seeing that she wasn’t wearing panties. Her legs were spread and her long cock was flat on her office chair, waiting for a good sucking. As I reached out for it, I heard her office door open. “Carly!” said an older male voice. “So nice to see you. It’s been a while.”

“Nice to see you too,” she said, leaning forward to shake the man’s hand. I could hear more footsteps coming into the office. I froze with my fingers curled around her warm shaft. I could see Carly, but I couldn’t see the men in the room, who were now sitting around her desk, starting their meeting. “Let’s get right to business. We’ve got a lot to talk about. Do you have the evaluations with you?”

“I have them right here,” Carly said.

She gave me a little kick with her bare foot. “Go ahead and get started,” she said.

“Excuse me?” said one of the men.

“With the meeting,” she said with a smile in her voice. “Let’s just kick it off.” But I knew she was talking to me. She wanted me to suck her cock while she had her meeting. Was she crazy? What if someone noticed me? What if one of the men stood up and saw my head in her lap? What if I ended up making a noise? There was so much that could go wrong, but I felt like I had no choice. So I leaned forward and pressed her flaccid member into my mouth. I started sucking.

They continued talking, but my brain was tuning them out. All I could hear was a loud ringing in my ears: maybe my brain trying to beg me to stop before it was too late. But it was already too late. I was already flirting with the end of my career. There was no turning back now. I was sucking a cock under a desk while my bosses were just feet away.

I closed my eyes and pressed my lips tight. It was hard not making any noise, especially once my mouth started to salivate. I had to stroke my tongue carefully, opening my lips slowly when I needed a breath of fresh air. I felt so foolish and so vulnerable and so humiliated, but none of that mattered once I started to feel her growing: stretching long and bulging wide. Her tip began to press against the roof of my mouth, and it was only a minute later when I got a taste of her delicious pre-cum. I started bobbing my head quickly, gripping her ankles tightly with both of my hands to keep her and myself steady. She was squirming slightly, obviously enjoying what I was providing her: probably trying her hardest not to moan.

“Is everything okay, Carly?” asked one of the bosses.

“Yep. Everything’s fine,” she said with a bit of strain in her voice. The meeting went on. They continued talking evaluations and I continued sucking. I liked making her squirm. I liked making her cock ooze pre-cum onto the flat of my tongue. I could feel beads of warm sweat glistening on the back of my neck in that hot, humid cove—and I could feel the slick sweat forming on her legs as well. I leaned back for a moment while I caught my breath, and I stared at her magnificent erection, which was twitching and pulsing: on the verge of an orgasm. I wanted it inside of my asshole. I wanted her to stretch me out again. I wanted to feel her hot load spewing inside of my body; sucking it down didn’t seem like enough. But I had to take what I could get. The feeling of her thick goo sliding down my throat was better than nothing. So I leaned in again and I finished her off: bobbing my head and wrapping my tongue around her amazing erection.

She produced a record amount of cum. I loved the way it streamed down the insides of my cheeks and the back of my throat. I even pulled her out of my mouth, just so I could take one hit on my cheek, so I could feel her warm substance on my skin. Maybe I was turning into a degenerate. Maybe I was veering into pervert territory. But I didn’t care. Fooling around with Carly was so much fun. I couldn’t get enough of her meaty cock; for days, it had been the only thing I could think of.

I was stuck under that desk for the next thirty minutes, cramped into a tight and uncomfortable ball. But it wasn’t so bad, because the whole time, I had a perfect view of that perfect cock, resting on her seat like a tired snake. Just to tease her, I would occasionally lean forward and tickle her tip with the tip of my tongue. I made her giggle at one point, which brought the meeting to a silence because they’d been talking about possibly letting one of our co-workers go. “Sorry, I just remembered a joke I heard this morning,” Carly said with a smile in her voice.

When the bosses finally left and I was able to stand up, many of my joints cracked. I had to stretch out my back. She was looking at me with a big smile. “You did well,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said, biting my bottom lip in an attempt not to smile too much. I didn’t want her to know that I was obsessed with her. I didn’t want her to know that I hadn’t thought of anything besides her cock since the moment I saw it stuffed in her tight panties.


CHAPTER VII

Carly took the day off of work the next day. She had to help a relative with a move, so she used one of her personal days, leaving me in that hot office with lots of work to do and only memories of her to keep my brain entertained. It seemed like a good opportunity to play catch up, but even without her there, my brain refused to focus.

The intern was still trying to get my attention. She came to work dressed in a skimpy schoolgirl outfit: short plaid skirt and an almost-translucent white blouse, without a bra underneath. I overheard her claiming that the laundry machine in her building was being fixed, so the borderline-Halloween costume was all she had to wear. She came over to my desk a few times, bending over so I could smell her juvenile perfume. She would ask questions I suspected she knew the answers to, like, “How do I turn on the printer? Someone turned it off.”

“The green button on the top,” I would say.

Then she would come back a minute later. “Maybe I’m stupid, but I can’t find it. Can you come help me?”

It was around noon when she asked if I could take a look at her car. “I don’t really know much about cars,” I said.

“But you probably know more than me. I literally know nothing,” she said. So I went out to the parking lot with her and looked under the hood of her car.

“What’s the issue?” I asked.

“When I turn it on, it makes a funny sound.”

“Can you turn it on so I can hear it?” I asked.

She turned on the car, and it sounded perfectly normal. It was a newer car, probably bought for her by her daddy. She hadn’t even put 10,000 miles on it yet. “It all seems fine to me,” I said. “But like I said, I don’t know much about cars.”

Then she hopped up on the car, with her skirted bum on the hood. “I really wanted a muscle car, but I got stuck with this. It’s kind of cute though, don’t you think?” She crossed her legs slowly—possibly trying to show me her pussy like the scene in the movie Fatal Attraction. I’m pretty sure I caught a glimpse of her shaved cunt. And admittedly, the sight of her tight slit made my heart stutter. She was staring into my eyes with a big grin.

“It’s cute,” I said.

“It’s really low to the ground, so you feel all the little bumps when you’re driving,” she said. Her grin grew bigger. “It’s fun. Do you want to go for a ride? We can grab some lunch. It’s around lunchtime, right?”

I stuttered. I knew she wanted me to fuck her, and apparently she was giving me an easy in. I couldn’t help but imagine my thick cock being pressed into her tight, possibly-teenaged pussy. It would probably feel great to come inside of a young woman. It had been a while since I’d been with a girl. And there was something slightly unsatisfying about my romps with Carly: she always got off, but I was always left with a throbbing erection.

I took a deep breath. I looked at her long, smooth legs, and then I looked up at her big, young eyes—surrounded by dark eye makeup, with long, thick lashes. And then the strangest thought went through my mind: I was sad that she wasn’t Carly. I wished I could have been in the same situation with Carly, with Carly sitting up on the hood of her muscle car, crossing her legs slowly to show me her thick cock. Pussies were fun, but goddamn: I wanted a taste of hard, feminine cock.

“I really need to be catching up on work,” I told the intern. I watched as her expression dropped. I don’t think she’d ever been rejected before. And I had no idea why I was rejecting her. Was I insane? Was I stepping away from a golden opportunity, just to preserve some strange idea in my mind that I had something going with my once-male co-worker? Maybe I was losing my mind. Maybe I was making a gigantic mistake.

I turned away and went back to my little desk. I still wasn’t getting any work done, even though I was skipping lunch. I was still just staring blankly at my computer screen, trying to imagine all of the fun I was going to have once Carly was back in the office.

I nearly jumped up from my seat the next day when she stepped into the office. I wanted to run up to her and hug her, but instead, I remained in my seat and smiled at her when she smiled at me. My heart fluttered when I got an e-mail from her, telling me to come to her office for a minute. She had a surprise for me: a little bag, which she wanted me to take to the bathroom. My legs began to shake as I stepped across the office with the bag. I felt like everyone was staring at me—like everyone knew that it was a bag filled with sissy sex fun—but really, no one was looking at me.

I locked the bathroom door and then I opened the bag. Inside was some lacy lingerie to wear under my clothes. At the bottom of the bag was a big black dildo with a suction cup base—and then there was a note. “Stick it to the wall, and don’t come out until you’ve made yourself come. And no touching your cock!”

My heart raced. The bathroom door wasn’t very thick. I could hear people walking by. But I didn’t want to let Carly down, so I slipped into the lingerie and I fastened the black dildo to the wall. She was gracious enough to include a little bottle of lubricant this time, and I used a lot of it to make that cock slick and ready. Then I bent over and back into it, feeling my asshole stretching. The fake cock was about the same size as her cock. It didn’t feel nearly as nice: not as warm and not throbbing, but it still felt good once it was pressed against that sweet-spot. I began to rock back and forth, letting the ribbed shaft slide in and out. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. The cock was thick: almost as thick as my wrist. Did that mean that my asshole was currently stretched that wide? I tried imagining my gaping hole—then my cock began to twitch and pulse. I rocked faster, letting the cock slide deeper. My butt cheeks were now slapping quietly against the wall with every penetration.

I had to fight to stop myself from moaning. My cock became erect quickly, and I was tempted to touch it, but I wanted to follow the rules. I rocked faster and faster. I put a hand against my lips to stop myself from screaming out in pleasure as a group of my co-workers passed the bathroom door. My legs were trembling and I could feel my face turning dark red. I groaned and squirmed and ran my hands down my lingerie-clad body—and then I looked down at my tingling tip just as cum began to spew out onto the bathroom floor. I did it! I made myself come without touching my cock!

I carefully leaned forward, plopping the dildo out from my ass. I could feel that my hole was remaining agape. The cute lingerie wasn’t even big enough to cover that gape. I put my jeans and polo back on, over the cute outfit, and then I went back to my desk with a big smile on my face.

The intern was staring at me with a curious look. I looked at her for a moment and then I looked away quickly. Did she know what I’d just done? Had she been spying on me? My heart began to race, but I remained calm. I took a deep breath and told myself that I was just being paranoid.

Later that night, I slipped into Carly’s office. Most of the people on the floor had gone for the night, so it seemed like a good time to get another stuffing. And she gave me exactly what I wanted: bending me over her desk and exploring my asshole with her long, warm, veiny shaft. She pulled out and came all over my bare back. I loved the feeling of her thick globs oozing down my sides and wrapping around onto my chest. I rubbed the cum up and down my pecs and abs while she stood there giggling at me. “You’re such a slut,” she said with a big grin.

And I found myself grinning. I was getting braver and more comfortable with my status as her pet sissy.

I stepped out from the office and saw that face again: the intern staring at me with narrowed eyes, as if she knew exactly what I had just done. I froze for a moment before forcing myself to smile. She smiled back and then she went back to her desk. Why was she still in the office? Why hadn’t she gone like all the other interns? No one was paying her to stay so late, and I was fairly sure she didn’t care too much about a career at that office.

The intern came to my desk the next day, dressed in an unsurprisingly slutty outfit. She leaned over my desk, showing off her round, tight cleavage. Then she looked into my eyes with a  big grin on her face. “I know your secret,” she said.

“My secret?” I said. My heart immediately started to pound into my ribcage like an African war drum.

She nodded her head. Her lips were puckered. She thought she was so adorable—and I have to admit, she was cute, but she was no Carly.

“What’s my secret?” I said, laughing nervously, hoping she was just referring to the fact that I’d stolen a few handfuls of someone else’s chips in the break room when nobody was looking. I was pretty sure that everyone did it from time to time.

She looked around to make sure no one was looking, then she reached towards my lap. I perked up and froze as her teenaged fingers pushed down the front of my pants. “What are you doing?” I said. I nearly grabbed her by the wrist, but I acted too late. She had already grabbed onto what she was reaching for: the waistband of my red thong: the one Carly slipped into my desk that morning.

I stared into her eyes in a state of frozen terror. Then she started laughing. “Are they from Victoria’s Secret?”

“I—I can explain,” I said.

“I know you can, but you don’t have to because I already know everything.” Then she leaned closer, hovering her glossy lips next to my ear. “You’re her little pet.” She giggled and then she hopped up onto my desk, crossing her bare legs so I couldn’t see her tight, cute pussy. I could feel beads of frozen sweat tickling the back of my neck. “It’s okay. I think it’s cute.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, but I knew that my lie didn’t sound even a little bit genuine. I couldn’t lie to save my life.

“I’ll make you a deal. I like you—even though you like to put on some old lady’s panties. I mean—I don’t like-like you, but I don’t like being turned down. So here’s the deal. We go into the bathroom together. You do whatever it is to me that she does to you, and then I won’t tell the other interns about those cute lacy panties.”

I looked around with my pounding heart, terrified my co-workers could hear her soft voice. Then I looked back at her. “You want me to do what?” I said, still processing her ‘deal’.

“I want you to fuck me. Is it really such a bad deal? Am I really so repulsive to you?” she said, making her eyes glossy like a scared puppy dog.

I nodded my head slowly. “Okay. Fine. Let’s do it—but only if you promise you won’t tell anyone.”

She made a big smile and then she jumped to her feet in a childish way. “Let’s go,” she said before skipping off towards the bathroom. I followed her closely, looking around as we went. I was lucky: the office was strangely empty. Many of my co-workers had gone out for an early lunch, and many of the others were in meetings on different floors. Nobody saw us heading to the bathroom together. Nobody saw her reach for my hand, curling her fingers between mine as we reached the bathroom door—nobody except for Carly.

I looked back and saw her looking at me with a blank look on her face, moments before I was tugged into the bathroom and the intern closed the door.

My stomach groaned as my mind began to spin. Nothing about this felt right. The intern was hot and she had a great body, which she wasn’t afraid to show off—pulling off her blouse and exposing her perky tits within seconds of locking the door—but she wasn’t Carly. She lifted up her skirt and giggled, showing me her shaved cunt and lack of panties. She swayed from side to side. “I bet I’m way tighter than her,” the intern said. I was pretty sure she didn’t know that Carly had a cock.

I laughed nervously. “Probably,” I said awkwardly. Then she skipped towards me and sunk down to her knees. She began to fiddle with my belt, and then she unzipped my fly. My whole body felt cold. Everything about this felt wrong, even though it was so much more natural than what I’d been doing with Carly. The intern was younger than me. She was cuter—traditionally speaking—and she was actually a woman. Sure she was a slut, but I could potentially start a family with her; she had the ability to have children, and I wouldn’t have to be embarrassed to bring her home to meet my family. If I brought a woman who was nearly fifty, my parents would probably freak out. But if I brought the intern home, my dad would probably pat me on the back with a big smile.

She grabbed my cock and squeezed it playfully. Then she giggled before toying my panties with her fingers. “You’re not actually into these, are you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “No,” I said. “I just wear them because she likes it.”

The intern nodded her head with a big smile. “That’s what I thought,” she said with her ditsy, naive voice. She grabbed my cock again and began to jerk it—somewhat painfully. She didn’t have a cock of her own for practise—not like Carly. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue. I wanted to enjoy myself, but it just didn’t feel right.

“Sorry. Stop,” I said.

She looked up at me with a confused look. “Am I being too aggressive?” she asked. “I can be gentle.” She smiled and started to jerk more gently. It actually felt much nicer, but it still wasn’t right.

“No. Just stop. I don’t want to do this,” I said. “I’m sorry. It’s nothing personal. I just—I like her.”

“You like her?” she said.

I nodded my head.

“Do you like her enough to have the whole office know that she dresses you up like her little lesbian sex doll?” the intern asked with a condescending smile.

My heart fluttered. “I—I guess so,” I said.

She was silent. Her smile faded and her lips pressed thin. She shrugged her shoulders and then she said, “Fine. Have it your way. Oh, and have fun putting your girlfriend in an old age home when you turn fifty.” She stood up and slipped her blouse back on before storming towards the door. She pushed the door open, and there was Carly, standing a few feet away with a pale look on her face.

The intern scoffed and brushed by her, and then I remained frozen in the bathroom, staring at her. “Hey,” I said.

“Hi,” she replied.

“Did you hear all of that?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Most of it. The next few days might be a bit embarrassing for you, I guess,” she said.

“It’s okay. I don’t mind.”

“Are you sure? I mean—you can just give her what she wants. I won’t mind.”

“I don’t want to do anything with her,” I said.

Carly laughed. “Why not? She’s cute.”

“She’s not my type.”

“What’s your type then, if not a hot teenaged blonde with big tits?”

I bit my lip. “You’re more my type,” I said. And then she bit her lip, holding back her own little smile. She looked around and then she slipped into the bathroom with me, closing the door carefully before wrapping her arms around me. We kissed for a long time. It was only a minute before I felt her growing bulge pressing against my leg, trying to break free from her short skirt. “You really don’t care if people know that you’ve been wearing my panties?” she said, looking into my eyes.

“It’s a very small price to pay,” I said. “Maybe just remind me why I turned her down.” I turned around and pressed my hands against the wall. She lifted up her skirt and tugged down my pants. Within seconds she was inside of me, exploring my anal walls with her thick, veiny cock. I groaned as she slid deep: her cock curling up through my anal passageway, pressing into that amazing sweet-spot that she seemed to know exactly how to find. She started thrusting as my fingers curled against the wall.

The intern ended up telling a few people, and I got a few weird looks from a few of my co-workers. But like I said to Carly: it was a tiny price to pay. In fact, it was almost relieving to not have to worry about being found out. Now that my little secret was out on the table, I could really relax and I could really enjoy my time with Carly: I could be her little pet sissy, and I could service her monster cock without any anxiety looming on my shoulders.

I was happy.

THE END


90 DAYS TO MARRY

When Vlad briefly meets Ava in his home country, he doesn’t think that she will be reaching out to him with a marriage proposal, and a chance to become an American citizen. He can hardly remember his drunken night with the petite girl from New York City, but he’s not about to miss out on his chance to become an American. So he accepts her proposal and he accepts the plane ticket she buys for him.

Now, he just has to string her along for ninety days, until he gets his green card. How hard can it be to keep a young, petite woman happy for ninety days? Well, she’s not so petite everywhere, and if the wedding is going to happen, she just might want some regular servicing.


CHAPTER I

I loved seeing her beautiful face on my computer screen. It was the highlight of my day, every day. Her smile was always so bright, and her eyes were always glowing as if she was just as happy to be seeing me. And when she laughed, my heart would flutter… At least that’s what I told the American embassy when I went in for my K-1 visa interview.

To be honest, Ava wasn’t really my type. First of all, she was much thinner than the girls I usually went for; I liked my girls with a bit of meat on their bones. I liked to be able to sink my face into a pair of soft pillows when I bent over, but Ava had small, perky breasts that didn’t move much. I was pretty sure that they were fake, even though she claimed they were completely real. And her hair was definitely not my style: very long and very curly: almost frazzled, even when she tried to straighten it with a straightener.

She didn’t dress like the girls I normally went for. She didn’t like to wear dresses and skirts like the girls in my country. Instead, she wore tight jeans and loose sweaters—outfits girls in my country would only wear if the weather dropped below -25 C. And Ava wore way too much makeup, as far as I was concerned.

But none of that mattered. It’s not like I was going to have to spend the rest of my life with her. I only had to marry her, and then I could ditch her for someone else. I just had to make her think that I was interested for a few months. Once I had my green card, I could find myself a cute little blonde: a curvy girl with big, natural tits, and thick thighs that she could wrap around my head when she sat on my face, smothering me with her chubby butt. Hey, people like what they like.

I’d only met Ava in person once, at a bar not too far from my house. I hardly remember much of our first meeting, seeing as I was already drunk when I set my eyes on her. She was only in my city for a few days while she travelled around Europe. She hadn’t even planned to visit Moldova, but she ended up there after tagging along with some people she met in a hostel. I really wanted to sleep with her Australian friend: a chubby blonde chick with plump lips and ridiculously long eyelashes (probably fake). My plan was to use Ava to get closer to the blonde, but after a few too many drinks, I found myself in a corner booth with Ava, lips locked together while our hands explored each others’ bodies.

It was late and I realized I wasn’t going to get any action from anyone else, so I invited Ava back to my place. She came along, but once we walked through my door, she became suddenly shy. We made out a little bit more and had a few more drinks, but she kept dodging my advances. She let me squeeze her perky tits, but when I reached for her pussy, she grabbed my hand and said, “Stop. I’m saving myself for marriage.” I didn’t believe her, especially because she had been wearing lingerie underneath her clothes. What girl casually wears lingerie while saving herself for marriage?

I wasn’t too heartbroken. I let her sleep in my bed with me. While she was sleeping, I snuck off to the bathroom with her phone, found a picture of her with her blonde friend, and then I masturbated (rather quickly). The next morning, I expected the girl to sneak away while I was still sleeping, but strangely, she waited for me to wake up. She wanted to kiss again, even though she was no longer drunk. I had a bit of a hangover, but I didn’t turn her down—and I’m glad I didn’t turn her down, because she ended up going down on me. It was definitely the best blowjob I’d ever gotten. She knew how to do things that blew my mind: she knew just where to suck, just how hard to suck, and she somehow knew exactly when I was about to burst, even though I didn’t say anything. “Let me eat you out,” I said after she finished swallowing my load.

She shook her head. “I should really be going,” she said.

We exchanged info, and I thought I was never going to hear from her again. And then I received a text message from her that night. She wanted to chat. She wanted to tell me all about her long trip through Europe. We kept chatting for weeks. To be honest, I was only entertaining the chat because she told me that there was a chance she would pass through Moldova again on her way home. I figured a bit of chatting was worth another blowjob in a few weeks.

She didn’t end up coming back, but she did send me a very strange text message after she returned to America. “I’m in love with you,” she wrote.

I wasn’t a big fan of throwing the L-word around, but I decided to send the same thing back. “I love you too,” I wrote. I didn’t mean it—though I did love her blowjob. I was sad that she didn’t end up coming back through Moldova, because I’d been seriously excited about another sucking.

“Come live with me in America,” she wrote.

“I wish I could,” I said.

It was a week later when she sent me a link to her government’s immigration website. “Read the paragraph about K-1 visas,” she said. I read the paragraph. Before I was completely finished, she wrote, “Let’s get married. Then you can live with me in America.”

I liked Moldova. I loved my friends and my family members. But the thought of becoming an American citizen was mind-blowing. Every Moldovan fantasizes about being an American. We obsess over American movies and American movie stars. We have channels that play America sports (which we watch more than the channels that play our own sports).

I barely had to do anything. Ava handled it all for me. She even paid for my K-1 visa application, which was more money than I had in my bank account. All I had to do was show up at the embassy for my meeting, which was just a ten minute face-to-face with an American man who was determined to figure out if I just wanted to marry Ava for the American citizenship, or if I actually loved her.

“Why do you love her?” he asked near the end of the meeting.

And I nearly said, ‘Because she’s American.’ I bit my tongue and smiled, and then I said, “Because she’s smart and beautiful and funny. And her blowjobs are amazing.”

The man smirked before scribbling something down in his notes. He grabbed a stamp, stamped a few pages, and then he reached out and shook my hand. “Well good luck with the wedding. You’ll have ninety days to get married once you pass through customs in the States. If you aren’t married within the ninety days, you’ll have to return here.”

I shook my head and smiled. “Sounds good.”

It was a win-win opportunity for me. Even if I didn’t like America, it’s not like it was costing me anything, and it’s not like I had to renounce my Moldovan citizenship. I was going to be a dual citizen, and it was all on Ava’s dime.

I talked with her on Skype that evening. We spoke for hours. She told me about her day while I only half-listened; I was surfing the net while she talked. Then I started to feel a bit horny, so I convinced her to take off her top for me while I stroked myself. “Squeeze your nipples,” I said. She followed my command, pinching her nipples and pulling outwards to make her perky boobs look even more perky. She laughed, and then she reached down below the horizon of my screen and she began to touch herself.

“Show me your pussy,” I said.

“I can’t—not until we’re married,” she said.

“But it’s not sex if you just show me your cunt,” I said.

She shook her head. “And people in America don’t like that word—so maybe erase it from your vocabulary.”

“Sex?” I said.

“Cunt,” she said.

“Oh. Okay. Why can’t you just show it to me?”

She giggled. She had a cute giggle—though I was still wishing that I was with her chubby Australian friend. I was tempted to ask her to send me pictures of her American friends. Maybe I could hop over to one of them once I figured out how to get divorced in America. But I bit my tongue and pulled my attention back to her perky, round tits. She still had one hand on one of her breasts. She squeezed it for me while she touched herself below her camera’s bottom frame. I watched as her eyes closed and her lips parted. Her head tilted back and then her body shuddered. She froze suddenly while she moaned. Then she smiled. She looked down and her eyes widened. “Is everything okay?” I asked.

“Huh?” she said. “Yeah. I just—I just remembered there’s something I need to do.” She tilted her screen up. Her fingers were glistening with something wet. Did she squirt? Was I about to marry an American squirter? I liked the idea of her being a squirter. Maybe she could sit on my face and make herself squirt. Maybe I could convince her to put on twenty pounds or so, and dye her hair blonde. It would still be curly, but it would be a step in the right direction.

She logged off of Skype very suddenly, leaving me feeling confused. I couldn’t wrap my head around how she was ‘saving herself for marriage’. Why did she think that showing me her pussy would ruin that? Why was it okay for me to show her my erect cock? Why could she show me her tits? Why could she rub herself until she had an orgasm on camera, but she couldn’t just tilt that camera down a few degrees?

I had a weird feeling that night that there was something strange going on with Ava. There was something she wasn’t telling me. But how bad could it be? Whatever it was, I only had to put up with it for ninety days once I touched down in America.


CHAPTER II

My flight was three weeks later: three weeks of talking to Ava on the computer, only seeing her face and sometimes her tits, but never anything below. As I sat on my first plane, from Moldova to London, I wondered if I was really going to have to wait ninety days before getting into her tight pussy. Surely I would be able to make her cave before the end of the ninety days. If not, I was perfectly happy being on the receiving end of her perfect blowjobs.

In the weeks leading up to my move to America, I’d done a lot of research. I read all about New York City, where Ava lived, and I’d done tons of reading about all of the job opportunities on the east coast of the United States of America. I was excited. I felt like I had so much to look forward to. With each passing day, my excitement grew stronger and my hopes rose higher. I spent time working on my English, which was already pretty good. I worked on developing an American accent, so it would be easier to get a job. I started getting ahead of myself, thinking about sending money home to my family. All I needed was a simple construction job, and I could send half of my paycheque home and still live like a king by Moldovan standards. And then my family could live like royalty back home as well.

Or maybe I could slide into Ava’s bank account. She obviously had a rich family and a lot of cash. She didn’t even hesitate before booking my flight and putting me in first class. I saw the receipt, and the cost of that flight was more than I earned in a year at my job, working for my dad. Surely there were cheaper flights, but Ava put me on that one, meaning she had more money than she probably knew what to do with.

I was tired when my second plane touched down in New York City. I yawned and stretched out my back. It was the middle of the day, but my brain was still on Moldovan time, where it was 4:30 AM. I dragged my feet through the tunnel and then I looked out the window at New York City, and my heart fluttered up near my throat and I suddenly found myself with a ton of new energy. I was in America! I was officially beginning my life as an American: a life I never knew that I would have until just a few weeks before that day.

I hurried down the terminal and I found myself squirming as I stood in line at customs. I couldn’t wait to feel the air in America. I couldn’t wait to hear the sounds of New York City. I couldn’t wait to feel like all of the characters from my favourite movies.

I followed the signs to the baggage claim. I was practically running as I passed through the sliding doors into the public area. I just couldn’t wait—the excitement had grown way beyond what I’d expected. America is the land of opportunity. In Moldova, you hear nothing but amazing stories of men and women going from having nothing to having everything: mansions, yachts, luxury cars, and so on. Soon, I would be one of those people.

I spotted my baggage carousel. Bags were already coming down, so I rushed over to try to find mine. I stopped and scanned left and right, looking for my red suitcase: the only suitcase I brought. Then suddenly, a pair of arms wrapped around me, squeezing me. I nearly screamed. I nearly spun around and attacked the assailant. Was I under attack? Had I done something wrong, and now border patrol was coming after me? Did they know that I didn’t actually want to spend the rest of my life with Ava?

I turned around and then a pair of plump lips pressed against mine. It was Ava, excited to see me. And to be honest, I’d forgotten all about her. I’d gotten carried away in my little American fantasy. I had myself convinced that I was coming to America as a single man, not as some woman’s fiance!

“I’m so happy to see you!” she said, hugging me again.

I was slow to put my arms around her. I looked around and saw a few pretty girls in the airport, looking our way. I didn’t want them seeing me with Ava, just in case they were potential girlfriends. But I had to play along—at least for ninety days. So I hugged her back and then I looked into her eyes. I’d forgotten what she looked like. For so long, I’d only seen her low-resolution face on my computer screen. The whole lower half of her body had been a mystery to me since she’d left Moldova. I’d only seen that half of her body once, and I’d been drunk. And even her face looked different than it did on the computer screen. Camera lenses tend to make people look different.

At least she was pretty—though still not my type. She had a thin face with perky cheekbones: something most guys liked, but I was more into chubby cheeks. She was smiling now: a cute smile, showing off her mousy front teeth. “Are you excited to be here?” she asked.

“Very excited,” I said. But I knew I wasn’t acting excited. I couldn’t seem to drum up that same enthusiasm that I’d had just moments ago, now that the reality of being engaged to Ava was reentering my mind. “I think I’m just tired. It’s very late back in Moldova.”

She nodded her head. “Of course. Well we can just go straight to my place and relax,” she said. “My roommate is home, but she won’t be too loud.”

“Your roommate?” I said. She’d never mentioned a roommate before—or maybe she had, and I just hadn’t been listening. There was probably a lot of information I’d tuned out during our long Skype sessions. Knowing that I would eventually divorce her and find someone else, it was hard to truly pay attention to whatever she had to say. All of the words that came out from her mouth all seemed so temporary: not to be relevant in my life after ninety days.

I turned around and saw my bag. I picked it up slowly and then I turned back to Ava. I tried to force a smile, but I produced nothing of value. She reached out and took my hand. “C’mon, let’s go. It’s a long drive to my place.”

And she was right. She lived far from the airport, across a very long bridge, and in an area that I didn’t recognize from any of the movies I’d seen that took place in New York City. It was a rundown area, and her apartment wasn’t much to call home about. It was narrow and tall: four stories, but with only a room on each story. The first floor was the kitchen, the next floor was the living room, the third floor was Ava’s room, then her roommate was up top. When we walked into Ava’s room, I could hear her roommate upstairs, singing.

“She’s got a show tomorrow night, so she’s rehearsing,” Ava said. But her voice was whiney and annoying.

“Does she practise a lot?” I asked.

Ava nodded. “But only during the day.” She said it as if I would never be home to hear it—but I had no job, and I wouldn’t be able to get a job for at least ninety days—until we were married. I planned on spending as much time as possible around the city, but even still, there would only be so much for an unemployed immigrant to do, so I knew there would be days I would be stuck in the apartment listening to the roommate’s lousy singing voice.

“You can take a nap, if you want,” Ava said with a big smile. But the singing was too annoying. There was no way I would be able to fall asleep with that sound in the house.

“I’ll wait until night. Thanks,” I said.

I was confused, and that confusion was growing by the second. Ava’s apartment was a dump. Her neighbourhood was a symphony of sirens and car horns and breaking glass. Her car couldn’t have been worth more than two hundred dollars. It was seeming more and more like she was poor—but that made no sense. If she was poor, how was she able to afford my visa application? How was she able to afford my first class flight?

“Isn’t it almost dinner? We should go out for a nice lobster dinner. I hear New York City has amazing lobster.”

She looked at me with a curious look. “Lobster is a bit out of my price range. But we can go out for pizza. Do you like pizza? New York has great pizza, if you know the right spots.”

“Pizza?” I said. It didn’t seem like the most amazing ‘welcome to America’ meal. In Moldova, pizza was what children ate at birthday parties. It wasn’t celebration food—it was kids’ food, or last resort food, when there was literally nothing else. “I mean—I guess we can get pizza.”

“I know a good place. It’s close.”

So we went down to the street and walked for what felt like an hour. It wasn’t close at all. But New York City was so big—maybe anything within fifteen miles was considered close. On our way, a car drove along the curb and hit a puddle, splashing me with filthy water. Ava managed to move out of the way, and then she giggle at me, as if I should have known better. “You shouldn’t walk so close to puddles,” she said. But in Moldova, drivers aren’t so rude. The drivers are the ones who watch out for puddles.

I forced an awkward smile and nodded my head. “I guess I should be more careful,” I said.

The pizza was not good. It was mostly cheese, which Ava and everyone else in the dingy little restaurant seemed to like. It almost seemed like the cheese was the only thing they liked about it. Had the cook put twice as much cheese on the pizza, they probably would have liked it twice as much. But even the cheese didn’t taste like anything. “Isn’t it great?” Ava said to me.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I lied. She passed me a Coke to wash down the cheese, but the Coke was too sweet, so I only had one small sip.

Then she wanted to go for a walk, to show me her neighbourhood. She didn’t seem to notice all of the garbage and broken glass on the street as she pointed out old buildings, which were severely lacking in upkeep. An ambulance zoomed by, making me jump, but Ava didn’t even flinch. “So what do you think?” she asked as we reached a park.

I smiled, but I just couldn’t handle the mounting confusion anymore. “It’s fine. But where’s the real New York City?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” she asked, staring into my eyes.

“Like in the movies. You know...” I didn’t know how else to describe it.

She laughed. “You mean Manhattan? We can go there tomorrow, if you want. It’s kind of neat, I guess—for a tourist. But there’s not much there to do. We can probably cover it all in a day. But it’s pretty far from here. We’ll have to take the subway. It’s a couple hours.”

I nodded my head slowly. “Hours?” I said. I looked around. The city was so massive. It was a concrete jungle in every direction, for miles and miles. How could she possibly know how to find anything? How could anyone know where they were going? The population of New York City was nearly ten million—more than three times the population of my entire country!

“Why can’t we just drive?” I asked.

“With the gas and the tolls, it’s just too expensive,” she said.

“Right. But you’re an American and have plenty of money, no?” I said.

She giggled as if I’d just made a joke. And maybe she really thought that I was joking. “Once we’re married, you can get a job and then we’ll have two incomes. We’ll be able to afford more.”

“Maybe we can live in Manhattan,” I said.

Then she laughed again. “Try Brooklyn,” she said. I nodded my head slowly. I thought we were in Brooklyn, but now I wasn’t so sure. My confusion had reached a tipping point; I was no longer trying to figure everything out. Now, I was just trying to figure out how I was going to survive the next ninety days.

We returned to her apartment. Her roommate was still singing, even though the sun had set and it was past dinnertime. “Will she stop soon?” I asked.

Ava gave me a weird look. Then she laughed. “Oh, my roommate? I didn’t even notice her singing. I guess I’ve just lived with her for so long that I don’t even hear her anymore.” The comment made my stomach turn. Was the roommate so persistently annoying that Ava had to learn to tune her out completely?

“I think I just want to go to bed,” I said. “I think I need to sleep.”

“It’s only seven,” she said.

“I know. But it’s late where I’m from. You don’t mind, do you?”

She shook her head, then she showed me up to the bedroom. I popped open my suitcase and fished out a pair of sweatpants to wear to bed. As I shimmied down my jeans, Ava put her hands on my hips. She spun me around and looked into my eyes with her sly smile. Then she sunk down to her knees and grabbed the waistband of my boxers, pulling them down slowly, revealing my long cock. She held it up and giggle playfully before slipping it into her mouth. She closed her eyes and began to bob her head. I’d nearly forgotten how amazing she was at sucking cock.

I had a new theory as to why she was so good: because she never put out with her pussy. Oral was all that she knew. It was the only way she knew how to make a guy come. And if she was really determined to avoid vaginal penetration, then it was important for her to make her mouth feel so good that guys wouldn’t want her to stop. It made me wonder just how many guys she’d been with to develop such a tremendous skill—but I tried not to think of that. I didn’t want to think of my fiancee with other men, even if I was just going to divorce her as soon as my green card showed up in the mail.

I tilted my head back and I closed my eyes. I tried to drum up the image of her cute, blonde Australian friend while her head bobbed back and forth. Ava did this thing with her top row of teeth, gently gliding them along the top of my cock: just enough to make my whole bottom half pulse with euphoria. My legs trembled. Her mouth felt so good. And her tongue! She did this thing with the tip of her tongue: flicking the tip of my penis before plunging my shaft down her throat.

She cupped my balls with her hands and began to massage gently. Unlike most girls, she knew not to squeeze too hard. In fact, she knew exactly how hard to squeeze and fondle. She knew just how to gently tickle with the tips of her fingernails. I don’t think my cock had ever been so hard before!

I groaned and shuddered, and then I looked down at her face as she looked up with her eyes. “I’m going to come,” I warned her.

She pulled my cock out from her mouth. “Do you want to come on my face or in my mouth?” she asked.

“On your face,” I said. My heart bounced at the idea. Girls never wanted to get cum on their faces. I was thrilled for the opportunity. She squeezed my shaft firmly with a tight grip. She pumped me quickly, using her tongue to keep my tip stimulated. Then she leaned back just in time, taking my giant load on her pretty face. I coated her cheeks and her nose and her left eyelid. She smiled as my large, warm globs trickled down her smooth skin.

Maybe she wasn’t so bad. Maybe I could get past the fact she wasn’t very curvy or blonde. Maybe I could get past her makeup style and the clothes she wore. Maybe I could settle in and get used to her amazing blowjobs. And hell—maybe sex with her would be just as good, or maybe even better. I smiled as I looked down at her—the first real smile since she hugged me in the airport. “Are you sure you don’t want me to eat our your pussy?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Not before marriage,” she said, as if sucking cocks somehow kept her pure. I shrugged my shoulders. I really wanted her to sit on my face, and I really wanted to dig my tongue into her warm hole, but I knew it was a hopeless fight—especially without any liquor involved. So I crawled into the bed while she went to clean up her face. Then, after just ten minutes, I fell asleep to the sound of terrible singing upstairs.


CHAPTER III

When I woke up, she was asleep next to me. It was early: only 5:00 AM, but I’d already been asleep for over nine hours. Her back was to me, with her bum perked out. I shimmied close, cradling her soft bum into my lap. Then I wrapped an arm around her, getting a firm grip on one of her breasts. She smelled nice: like a mix of flowery perfume and cedar. I nestled my face against the back of her neck, burying my head in her frizzy hair. I could feel her stiff nipple against the palm of my hand. I was tempted to grab it and pinch it, but I didn’t want to wake her up.

She was still snoring gently when she started to nestle her bum further back, rubbing it against my lap. It was a nice feeling: her bum cheeks cradling my shaft, which was now starting to grow hard from all the rubbing. She was wearing a little night dress, which was easy to pull up above her hips, so that her bare bum was against my bare lap. After she gave me the blowjob the night before, I didn’t end up putting those sweatpants on; instead, I went to bed naked.

And now there was only a pair of lacy panties between my cock and her pussy. But why was she grinding? Was she just doing it mindlessly while she was asleep? Or was she teasing me? I was tempted to pull those panties down. I was tempted to stick my cock into her tight body. Maybe I could get away with it while she was only half-awake. Maybe I could get her to give up on her ‘waiting until marriage’ crap while she was still in a dream state.

She got me hard fast. Her butt moved elegantly, grinding my shaft. It was hard to believe she’d never been with a man before. Maybe her amazing sexual moves were just hardwired. Maybe she came from a long line of girls who were amazing in the sack. I liked the way her perky bum cheeks felt as they moved up and down. I didn’t want her to stop. I was pretty sure she could get me to come.

I had the naughty idea of sliding my erection underneath her panties, so that my shaft was being pressed down into her butt crack while she grinded. I carefully reached down and stretched out her panties, slipping my cock up, placing it down against her soft skin, and then I let go and allowed her to continue.

It felt nice. I had a feeling that she was dreaming about sex. But how could she dream about sex if she’d never had it? I looked down her smooth body. I wanted to reach around and grab her pussy. I wanted to stick my fingers into her wet cunt and I wanted to rub her until she messed up her bed with her wet squirting. But I resisted the urge.

Then she took me by surprise. She brought a hand slowly to her mouth and then she spat. I froze. She reached around with her saliva-slicked fingers and she grabbed my cock. I let a gasp slip. She gripped my shaft and pulled up, sliding her spit along my whole manhood. Then she pulled my cock down to her butthole and pressed my tip firmly against her hole until my thick girth suddenly penetrated her. She groaned. Her asshole was tight. I was still frozen with shock and excitement and confusion. Was she sleeping or was she awake? Was anal sex allowed under her ‘no sex before marriage’ rule? I just couldn’t figure her out.

She let go of my cock and then she gently pressed her bum back, sinking my cock into her body. She moaned gently as her anal walls clenched firmly around my shaft. I couldn’t believe how tight she was. I’d never fucked a girl in the ass before. I was deeply confused, but I was also in heaven. I closed my eyes and let out a long, elated sigh. I caressed her soft side, slipping my hand under her satin night dress. I reached up for her breast and I began to play with her nipple. Then I began to thrust in and out.

I could feel her tight rectum stretching out. I could feel it hugging my cock as I pulled out. And then I could feel it pushing in when I thrusted into her—like a little suction cup. I bit down on my tongue. I was happy: my fiancee was a slut who liked taking it in the ass. But a part of me was worried: why was she taking it so well? If she was a virgin, then wouldn’t anal sex hurt? If I was the first cock to ever enter into her body, shouldn’t she be groaning with pain?

I tried not to think too much into it. I held her firmly with both of my hands and I pumped faster, sinking my cock deeper. She let me put all of it into her without any wincing or complaining. I still wasn’t sure if I was fucking a girl who was awake or a girl who was asleep—but I didn’t stop. I gripped her tighter as I pumped harder. Now my pelvis was slapping against her tight ass. She was moaning louder; she really liked it.

I squeezed her breast hard—almost sure that I was feeling an implant, but I couldn’t be certain. Why would a virgin get breast implants?

I could feel the euphoric tingling between my legs. I knew I was about to come, but I didn’t want the moment to end. I closed my eyes and tried to think of something else, so I could last longer, but I could only think about her tight body—so I came. I filled her tight asshole with my Moldovan cum while she moaned and squirmed. Then I noticed she had a hand down between her thighs. Apparently she’d been rubbing her pussy while I was fucking her.

And now, she was frozen, breathing heavily. “Are you okay?” I asked.

She nodded her head. Then she suddenly slipped out from the bed and sprung to her feet. “I just need to clean myself up,” she said without turning back to me. She rushed over to the bathroom and closed the door. I got a quick glimpse of my cum billowing out from her butthole, with her panties pulled over her left butt cheek and her night dress still hiked halfway up her body.

She was acting strange—maybe because she just gave up her anal virginity by accident. Maybe she’d just broken her ‘no sex before marriage’ rule, just one day after my arrival. Or maybe there was something else going on: something she wasn’t telling me...


CHAPTER IV

I found myself talking more and more with friends from Moldova, over the phone, over the next couple of weeks. I didn’t think I would miss my old life so much, but with each passing day, the home sickness grew stronger. There were even a few days where I sunk into a depressed state, not wanting to leave the house—and not just because I had absolutely nothing to do.

New York City was okay. It wasn’t the city that the movies made it seem like. There were tons of cool things to do, but almost nothing was free. I wanted to see a football game. I wanted to see a hockey game. I wanted to go to the museums. But I couldn’t do anything because Ava had me on a tiny budget of thirty dollars per day: all she could afford to spare while I couldn’t work. And I needed that money for food, because Ava didn’t keep her apartment stocked with groceries. She ate out every day—which was apparently normal in New York City (in Moldova, eating out is only something people do on very rare occasions).

But she would spend twelve to fourteen hours each day out of the house, either at work or commuting to work. And during that time, I had nothing to do. My options were to wander the New York City streets or to sit in the apartment and listen to Ava’s roommate singing. I probably would have chosen the latter option had Ava’s roommate not been exactly my type: short, a bit chubby, and blonde. It was almost a week after I arrived before I finally saw her. She came down after a long practise session. I was in the living room and she was on her way down to the kitchen. She stopped to say hello to me. Ava was at work, and the roommate’s jiggly breasts were almost bulging out from her tight top.

It was a few days after that when she sat down next to me on the couch while I was watching TV. She asked me a bit about Moldova, and then she started talking about some ex-boyfriend. It was hard not to look down her top. She was always wearing low cut tops to show off her bouncy cleavage. When girls dressed like that in Moldova, it meant that they were looking to be stuffed. And I have to admit: I was often tempted. I saw her on her phone, looking through Tinder messages. I read a few of her messages over her shoulder and saw that she had some self esteem issues: accusing men of lying when they complimented her, and constantly suggesting that the men secretly think she’s fat. It would have been so easy to woo her. It would have been so easy to convince her to lay on her back and spread her legs.

But I knew it wasn’t worth the risk. I didn’t want to lose my chance at getting my green card. I was only a couple months away, after all.

Ava had already started to plan the wedding: a small event, at some local restaurant, with only a dozen guests: close friends, no family. I asked her why she wasn’t inviting her family, and she became strangely quiet, so I didn’t prod. Her roommate was going to be her ‘bridesmaid’, even though there wasn’t going to be any ceremony—just some drinks, some food, and some paper signing. In Moldova, such an event couldn’t possibly be called a wedding, but apparently it was enough to satisfy the requirements of my K-1 visa. That ‘wedding’ was only sixty-five days away when I found myself really tempted to empty my cock inside of the busty blonde roommate. I had to seriously bite my tongue to stop myself when I saw her come down the stairs in the tiny skirt that didn’t fully cover her jiggly butt.

So I left the apartment for the day, to get away from temptation. I didn’t know where to go, so I just wandered the streets, trying to figure out what exactly I was looking for in America. Why was I so determined to get my green card? Why did so many Eastern Europeans want to be Americans? After nearly two hours of pointless wandering, I ended up in a small pub. I still had my thirty bucks, plus ten bucks from the previous day that I didn’t tell Ava I saved. I sat down at the bar and ordered a drink. As I took my first sip, I heard a pair of men behind me speaking in a familiar language: Romanian.

I looked back at the men and could tell right away that they were Moldovan. I wanted to jump up and run to them, but I remained in my seat, not wanting to be strange. I looked away, but I kept my attention on their conversation. They were talking about their jobs. Then they started talking about their families back home. I was starting to tune them out when I recognized a name: the name of my uncle. My uncle was the cousin of one of the men. Now I couldn’t resist. I stood up and walked over. “I’m sorry, but it sounds like you’re talking about Victor Albot, my uncle.”

“He’s your uncle?” the man said. The pair was quick to pull a chair up for me. They even ordered my next drink on their tab before asking me about why I ended up in America. I told them about Ava, but I didn’t tell them that I was planning to leave her. I stuck to the same story I used with the American embassy. Then I noticed them smirking.

“What’s funny?” I asked.

“Once you get your green card, you’re going to become single, right?” one of the men asked.

And then I couldn’t help but let the truth slip out in the form of a smirk. I felt comfortable with the men. It was nice to be in the company of my own countrymen. They started laughing. Then they paid the tab and insisted I go with them to another bar.

It was a Romanian bar, tucked away on a dingy street that I would have never thought to turn down. But it was just like being back home: people were happy, occasionally breaking out into drunken songs. The drinks were cheap, and the language was familiar. My new friends told my story to the bartender, and the bartender ended up pouring me a few free drinks. The day was slipping away. My phone vibrated. I checked to see who was calling; it was Ava. I didn’t pick up. I decided to stay out with my people. Once we were very drunk, we went down to the pier. One of the men had golf clubs. He taught me how to properly swing the club, and then we all took turns hitting balls into the water. It was just like the movies I grew up watching. And it didn’t end there.

It was very late when we went to an American club. “You’ll love the girls here,” one of my new friends said to me. And he was right. The girls were my type: flirty, underdressed, with soft bodies and large breasts. We all danced. I ended up taking shots from between a beautiful woman’s breasts. And the next thing I knew, I was at a pizza joint with a new group of friends: all Americans. We got pizza, and it was so delicious—not at all like the pizza I ate with Ava.

It was 8:00 AM when I finally returned to Ava’s apartment. She was just getting ready to leave for work. “Oh my God, where were you?” she asked. I smiled and kissed her on the lips.

“Let’s go upstairs and have some quick sex before you have to go to work,” I said.

“I have to leave now. Seriously, where were you?”

I kissed her again. “I met some Moldovans,” I said.

“I was worried sick. I tried calling you. It was weird sleeping alone.”

“Let’s go upstairs,” I said again.

“I can’t, Vlad. I have to go to work. I’ll see you tonight. Try to drink some water. Okay?” She left the apartment. I stumbled up to the living room and saw the roommate on the couch. She looked at me with a smile, and I’m not entirely sure how I resisted the urge to seduce her. I wanted to rub her soft body. I wanted to press her big tits together around my cock, and then I wanted to come on her pretty face. And she probably wanted it too.

But now I really wanted to stay in America. Now I understood what people meant when they said that America is the most fun place on the planet. I’d never had such a fun night—and it would have been even more fun if the night could have ended with a one-night-stand with some blonde bimbo. I just had to get my green card, and that night would become every night. I wanted to be an American. I had to make sure nothing stopped me from marrying Ava—not even her sexy roommate.


CHAPTER V

The next week was the best of my life. I was quickly making new friends and my new friends were showing me the New York City of my dreams. Sure, the streets were dirty and the whole place was overpopulated, but I was starting to see the charm in it all. It wouldn’t have been the same if the streets were clean and quiet. There was something fun about honking taxis and the questionable exhaust that rose up from street vents at seemingly random times.

I was already calling myself an American. I was only fifty-nine days away from having my green card—and I was literally counting the days, each morning when I slipped out from bed. But fifty-nine days seemed like a lot, especially since Ava had been shutting down all of my attempts to fuck her. I tried convincing her to let me into her asshole again, but she was firmly against it. “Why though? We’ve already done it once,” I said.

“I just want to wait until marriage,” she said.

“I don’t understand. It’s not like you have your virginity to lose,” I said.

But still, she didn’t let me into her tight butthole. Instead, she would drop to her knees and she would provide one of her amazing blowjobs. I was getting a blowjob almost every evening, assuming I was home to get one. She worked the shaft with her magic fingers and mouth, making me come in record times—sometimes in less than a minute! She started doing this amazing thing where she would put both of her hands on my thighs and she would gently caress up and down while she bobbed her head forward and back. There was something about her gentle touch that just made my orgasms come faster.

But I felt bad. She was pleasuring me, but she wasn’t getting anything in return. I wanted her to enjoy the fruits of our relationship. Didn’t she want to have an orgasm? Didn’t she want to experience pleasure between her legs? She loved the anal I gave her so much—I couldn’t figure out how she could resist my advances. So one morning, with fifty-five days left before our ‘wedding’, I decided to go down on her, as a surprise.

It had become obvious to me that she wasn’t saving herself for marriage. It was obvious that she’d sucked many cocks before, and she obviously taken at least a few cocks in the ass before, based on how effortlessly she took mine (and I had a thick cock). So she wasn’t a virgin, which made me think she was just playing hard to get, in some sort of attempt to keep my interest. Maybe she was worried I would leave her before the wedding. Maybe she was just determined to  keep my sexual interest piqued. Regardless of her intentions, I needed to pay her back for all of the amazing blowjobs—and even for the thirty dollars she was giving me each day. It wasn’t a lot of money in New York City, but it was a lot to her—and it added up. So the least I could do was surprise her with an early morning eat-out.

She was still sleeping, snoring gently. I carefully slipped down under the covers. I moved slowly, taking my time so she wouldn’t wake up. My strategy was the same as when I stuck my dick into her butt: move slow and get her while she was asleep. I knew she wanted it—I just had to get to her before she could remember that she was playing hard to get. I sunk lower and lower into the darkness under the covers. Then I found myself facing her crotch. She was turned towards me—but it was dark, so I couldn’t see anything. I was working blind, but it was no problem: I understood the female anatomy. I knew where a clit was on a woman. I didn’t need light to work. I gently pulled up her night dress and I carefully used my fingertips to locate the triangle between her thighs. I leaned my head in, pressing my nose against her lips. Then I began to nod my head slowly, using the tip of my nose to wean her into a sexual state. The lace of her panties felt a bit funny against my nose.

She had a bit of a bulge: plump pussy lips; in Moldova, we called big lips like Ava’s ‘hotdogs’. Some people made fun of girls with plump lips, but I liked them: it gave me more to work with. I carefully stuck out my tongue and began to tease that pussy bulge, up and down, trying to get her relaxed and into the mood.

Then I used my fingers to gently pull down her panties—just a few inches, so I could get my tongue onto her bare cunt. I leaned in again and used my tongue to stroke up and down. I was still working blind, following the flesh with my tongue. She squirmed slightly and then she let a soft moan out from her lips. I nestled my face in tighter, burying my nose into her soft mane of pubic hair. I kept licking, but her pussy was strangely plump: more plump than any pussy I’d ever been with. Her lips didn’t seem to open up. I couldn’t find her slit with my tongue. But I could feel a throbbing. I’d never had a woman’s pussy throb before.

Now I was wishing I had some light. Maybe I was just out of practise. It had been a couple of months since I’d last had sex. But how could I forget what a pussy felt like? I tried to find her clit with the tip of my tongue, but the length of her cunt was smooth. So I started going lower to find her hole—or any opening, even if it meant finding her butthole. I teased with my tongue, still making her moan in her sleep as I moved down. I had to use my hands to part her thighs. Then something hit my chin. It was warm and throbbing, but extending out from her body. I leaned back and paused for a moment. Then I used my hands to explore what I’d just felt. It was long and hard and veiny. I moved my hand up to the tip, which was smooth and bulbous. And then I quickly retracted my hand, realizing I was feeling a cock.

It suddenly made sense why Ava was so determined to keep me out of her pants: she was a man. Ava was a shemale—a tranny—and transgender. I was engaged to a biological boy! I crawled back slowly as my skin became cold. I shimmied my body up, until I was out from under the covers. Now, I was staring at her sleeping face. She had a peaceful look about her—but how could she possibly be at peace? How could she sleep knowing that she was tricking me into marrying a shemale?

She suddenly reached forward with her arm. She wrapped that arm around me and pulled herself close. I felt her warm erection press against my abdomen. I groaned. Then she leaned in to kiss me. I tried to retract my head, but her lips found mine. She cuddled in closer. I tried to cuddle back, but she had me pinned. She even rolled on top of me while I remained frozen and rigid. Her cock was now pressed against mine. Now I was wishing I would have put on some sweatpants before bed. Now I was regretting sleeping in the nude.

“Good morning,” she said, kissing me again. I couldn’t kiss her back. She gently moved her body, making her cock slide up against mine. I could feel her foreskin pulling back. Her eyes opened gently and she was smiling. “What’s wrong?” she said. My face was probably as white as it felt.

Then she looked down, between our bodies, and her face became white. “Oh my God,” she said. She suddenly rolled off of me, pulling that warm rod off of my skin. She reached down and tucked it away.

“W—What was that?” I asked. “Is it some kind of joke?”

“I was going to tell you,” she said with a broken voice.

“When?” I asked. “After we got married?”

“No—I mean—I don’t know. I—I knew it would scare you away.”

“Then what the hell was your plan? You’re a man? I’m engaged to a man?” I squirmed out from the bed and then I planted my bare feet on the cold ground. My heart was pounding. I wasn’t sure if I was living in real life or if this was all a nightmare. Surely it couldn’t be real. Surely no sane person would try to hide such a secret from their future spouse.

“I just...” she said, but she didn’t finish her thought.

“You just what?” I said, trying to keep my voice down so I wouldn’t wake up the roommate upstairs. I was so shocked. Even now, while she was under the covers, I could see the bulge of her erection. Her cock was so big—it was impossible to keep hidden while it was erect. And how had she managed to keep it hidden for weeks? How had I not found it?

I suddenly remembered all of the blowjobs I’d gotten, and then I remembered sticking my cock in her ass. I’d had anal sex with a biological man! Every day for over a month, I’d been getting my dick sucked by male lips! I squirmed and groaned, feeling betrayed and confused and terrified all at once.

“I just thought that you would like it. When I met you in Moldova...”

“When you met me in Moldova, what?” I said.

But she just looked away from me, unable to finish what she was saying.

“Why would I like it?” I said. “I’m a man. I want to be with a woman. I can’t be with—with that.”

She looked at me with wide, shimmering eyes. She was on the verge of tears. “Can’t you just give it a chance?” she said, taking me by surprise.

“A chance? No way,” I said.

She was quiet for a moment. “I guess I can buy you a flight back home then,” she said. “I’m sorry. I guess I just read you wrong.”

I couldn’t figure her out. How did she possibly think that I would be at all interested in her cock? Why would she convince me to move across the world and marry her, without telling me about the big, hard secret between her thighs? I wanted to be angry, but I was too shocked. “I guess that’s it then,” I said. “I just can’t believe this. It’s all so… shocking. I need to go for a walk.” I had to get away from her. I had to be far away from her body, which I’d fucked. I couldn’t stare at those plump lips, which my cock had slipped through many, many times. For over a month, I’d held her close to me in bed. We’d kissed. We’d fondled each others’ bodies. I played with her nipples. And the whole time, I was with a biological boy. My stomach was turning quickly; I’m not sure how I wasn’t throwing up.

I walked the cool morning streets of New York City. My head was spinning. I couldn’t get the image out of my mind, even though I never saw it—I only felt it. But still, I couldn’t stop imagining a big, thick cock between her legs. My God, she was bigger than me! How was it so big on her small frame? How did she keep it hidden for so long?

The sun crept up between the tall New York buildings, making the whole skyline glow. I looked out at the sunrise and suddenly felt a terrible dread. I was so close to being an American. I was so close to living the American Dream: less than a couple of months, just fifty-five days. I sat down on a bench and buried my face into the palms of my hands. I took a deep breath.

I found myself wishing that I wouldn’t have gone down on her. I wished I wouldn’t have discovered her cock until after the wedding night, so that I could at least part from this relationship with a green card. I’d come so far. I’d left so much behind in Moldova.

And then I looked back at the sunrise, back at the New York City skyline, and I thought: why does the plan have to change? I was going to leave her anyway, so what’s another fifty-five days? Could I not string her along for another couple of months, just so I could stay in America? I didn’t want to leave my new friends. I didn’t want to leave my new, exciting life. I liked New York City. I liked Americans. I wanted to stay. I’d already slept in a bed with Ava for thirty-five days. Why couldn’t I do another couple of months? Why could I lie and tell her that I didn’t care about her cock? I just needed to make it a little bit longer.

I stood up and took a deep breath. Then I turned back towards the apartment. I bit down on my tongue. I was going to do it. I was going to continue pretending like I loved her. It would be no different than before: just more lies. I was good at lying. I’d been lying since the day I met Ava and I could continue to lie. I just had to stop her before she booked that plane ticket.


CHAPTER VI

Ava’s eyes lit up when I told her that I didn’t actually care about her cock. She smiled and then she threw herself at me, wrapping her arms around me. “I knew it,” she said. And it was taking a lot of effort not to cringe as she pressed her body against me. She was still wearing that tight night dress, and now I was almost certain that I could feel her cock bulge against my body.

“I overreacted. I’m sorry,” I said, biting my tongue.

“Don’t apologize. I’m the one who should apologize for not telling you sooner. To be honest, I thought you knew,” she said. And her comment made me want to scream at her. There was no way she thought that I knew. I asked her almost every night to eat out her pussy. Why would I ask to eat out her pussy if I knew that she had a cock? But I didn’t fight. I just forced a smile. I only had to survive two more months. And it would be easy now that I had friends in New York City. That night, I didn’t go home to sleep. Instead, I partied with some of my new friends, and then I crashed on the couch of one of my Moldovan buddies. Then, the next day, I only saw Ava for dinner before going out again. I had a hangover, but I had to get out of the house. “You don’t want to watch a movie or something with me?” she said.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “But I promised I would meet up with my friends.”

“Maybe I can come. I have tomorrow off,” she said.

I squirmed. I didn’t have an excuse. “It would be weird,” I said. “It will just be guys. But maybe another day. Okay?”

So I went out again. We went to a party but I didn’t drink much. I just hung out until the early hours of the morning. I nearly made out with a hot blonde, but I pulled myself away moments after our eyes locked, knowing that there was a small chance the news could possibly get back to Ava. I didn’t know who she knew. And with social media and all of the camera phones everywhere, it wasn’t worth the risk.

It was three days later when Ava insisted on coming out with me. She wanted to hold my hand as we walked down the street. “Where are we going?” she asked, clenching her fingers between mine. It was strange knowing that those manicured fingers belonged to a biological male.

“A bar where my friends hang out,” I said. I took her to that Romanian bar, which was bumping. I knew half of the people there, and they all cheered when I walked in. Ava was surrounded by my new friends. They wanted to know all about her. I had to nudge a few of my closer buddies when they started smirking; they knew that Ava was just a stepping stone for me.

And then, to my shock, one of my close friends came up to me and said, “You should just stay with her. She’s perfect.” We were watching Ava laughing with a few Romanians from across the small bar.

“What do you mean?” I said. “She’s not my type.”

He scoffed. “She’s everyone’s type. She’s fun and she’s pretty, and she seems to really like you. What else do you want?”

“She’s just… too much for me,” I said.

He laughed again, shaking his head as if I was a complete idiot. But he didn’t know what I knew. He didn’t know that she had a cock between her legs.

Ava found me a few minutes later. “So this is where you’ve been coming every night?” she said with a big, rosy cheeked smile.

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s one place I come to,” I said. I could see my friends looking at me, judging me as if I was some sort of loser. Maybe they assumed Ava was some old, ugly woman when I told them that I had no intentions of staying with her. Maybe they thought that she would be a mean, cruel, and unlikeable lady. Now that they saw that she was pretty and kind, they seemed to think that I was an idiot. “Why don’t we go somewhere else?” I said.

“I’m having so much fun here,” she said.

“Let’s go find some food and then we’ll go somewhere else,” I said.

So I took her to my pizza place, which seemed to blow her mind. “This pizza is amazing,” she said. “How did you find out about it?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Some friends showed me.” Then I took her to the little hidden club that stayed open until the morning hours. I brought her in and we danced. She had a few drinks and then she pulled me aside.

“You’re a lot more fun that I thought you were. It’s amazing. In just a few weeks, you’ve managed to figure this city out more than I could in twenty-five years.”

“I guess I’m just lucky,” I said. “I’m going to get another drink. Do you want one?”

“Sure,” she said. So I went off to the bar while she continued to dance.

It was strange seeing other guys staring at her. They were ogling her, and begging her to dance with them. One man tried to put his hands on her, but she pushed him away. The man was much more handsome than me. Could no one tell that she was once a man? At least I wasn’t the only one fooled by her convincing looks.

And then I felt strangely jealous when I saw a particularly handsome man sliding up to her. He had huge muscles, covered in tattoos. He looked down into her eyes and smiled, and I thought for a moment that she was going to let him take her away. And maybe she would have gone with him had she not had a big, thick secret to hide. Maybe she was only with me because she figured I would tolerate her secret cock. But she brushed the man away and then she spotted me and waved me over. I went up to her and she leaned in for a kiss. I hesitated for a moment, having not forgotten that her lips were technically masculine. But I had to keep her happy for another fifty days, so I kissed her. I could feel the gazes of the jealous men staring at us, and it was a strangely nice feeling.

I even felt good as I took her hand when it was time to leave. I wanted people seeing me leaving with her. I wanted them to feel jealous. Handsome American men with all the opportunity in the world: and they were jealous of me!

We returned to the apartment and went up to the bedroom. “I guess we should get some sleep then,” I said, grabbing my sweatpants. I was going to go to the bathroom to change, no longer comfortable with the idea of stripping naked in front of her.

Then she stepped in front of me and put her hands on my shoulders. “Maybe we can stay up a bit longer,” she said, staring into my eyes. Then she reached down with both hands and pulled off her top, exposing her perky tits, which I now knew were fake. I looked down at the breasts—at least they looked convincing. At least they were round and perky and soft. I wanted to grab them and squeeze them, but Ava made me hesitate when she grabbed her skirt and shimmied it down along with her panties, exposing her long, curved cock, dangling peacefully between her thighs.

I stared at her as my heart pounded and my legs trembled. She was naked, showing off her dual-gendered body. I didn’t know what to do. Why was she suddenly offering herself to me? What happened to waiting until marriage? “I thought we were going to wait,” I said.

“I guess I changed my mind,” she said. “You can have me now.” She smirked.

I looked into her big, shining eyes. I didn’t want to upset her, but I didn’t want to fool around with her either. It was already bad enough that we shared a bed together. It was bad enough that I felt her sweat when we were on the dance floor: another male’s sweat rubbing onto my body. But I couldn’t possibly make it through the next fifty days without indulging in some form of intimacy. If I was going to become an American, I would eventually have to bite the bullet and fool around with her.

So I slowly reached out and put my hands on her soft sides. At least she felt like a woman. At least she had a cute face. At least she had long hair, and not some sort of boyish short haircut. She stepped forward and we kissed. She gently grabbed my shirt and pulled it off of my body. Then she pressed her chest against mine. I could feel the tackiness of her sweat, from a long night on the town. She rubbed against me, and then she began to fiddle with my belt. It came off in a few seconds, hitting the floor along with my pants. She sunk to her knees and tugged down my boxers. I stood motionless: rigid all over with fear as she lifted my cock and put it into her mouth. Now it made sense why she was so good at sucking cock: of course she knew her way around a cock. Of course she knew what would feel good.

I closed my eyes and tried to keep them closed, so I wouldn’t end up looking down at her growing erection, which was perfectly in the open. She held my cock firmly and bobbed her head quickly. Sadly, I got a quick erection—but only because she knew how to make her lips feel so good. It was just friction—it’s not like I was suddenly gay or anything like that.

Once I was erect, she stood up and pressed herself against me. But now she was erect as well, and our boners were pressed together. She giggled before reaching down, grabbing both cocks with one hand. She jerked them up and down while I tried my hardest not to shudder with disgust. I could feel her foreskin pulling up and down against my cock; it was a horrible feeling.

She gently pushed me down onto the bed. She giggled again as she crawled on top of me. I knew that I was going back into that asshole. But I had no choice. I had to keep her thinking that I liked her. It’s not like I had anything to lose at this point. I’d already fucked her in the asshole once. Maybe I could somehow convince myself to come quickly, so the terror would be over quickly.

Then she nudged my legs apart and lifted up my ball sack while holding her erection with her other hand. She giggled again. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“I thought it would be fun if I was top tonight,” she said.

“What does that mean: top?” I said.

She smirked and bit her lip. She didn’t have to tell me; I figured it out on my own. I wanted to throw her off of me and scream at her. But instead, I gently said, “I don’t think I’m into that. Why don’t you just sit on my cock, baby?” I thought I was doing an amazing job of remaining calm.

She shook her head. “If you want to marry me, then you’ll need to be okay with being on the bottom from time to time—or maybe most of the time.” She giggled again. She was a bit drunk, and apparently the booze was making her much more outgoing. I’d never seen her like this. She was freely showing off a whole side of herself that I didn’t know existed.

I felt her tip nestle up between my butt cheeks. I closed my eyes, not sure what to do. I groaned and bit down hard on my tongue. The simplest solution in my mind was: just take it. I just needed to let her fuck me. It was an easy way to convince her that I liked her, and it was a small price to pay to become an American. So I let her push her big cock into my ass. I could feel my hole stretching within seconds of her penetrating my anus. I groaned and she giggled. She kept pushing, stretching me wider and wider. “It hurts,” I said.

“You need to relax,” she said, rubbing her hand on my chest. “Just try to relax.”

I felt so emasculated: on my back with my legs spread wide. I’d never been penetrated before, and now I was getting a ten inch rod in my rectum. It didn’t feel right, but I needed that green card. So I took a deep breath and I forced my anus to relax. And somehow, after a minute of focusing, everything relaxed. She pressed in deep and I screamed. Then she began to gently thrust in and out. “That’s good,” she said. “Doesn’t it feel nice?” She reached down and grabbed my cock, which was still erect for some strange reason.

I nodded my head, despite my strong urge to tell her that it felt horrible. She gently clutched my cock and jerked it, as if she was trying to reward me for taking her big dick. At least the jerking felt nice. She kept thrusting: in and out, in and out, in and out. The pain was going away. And there was something else: a tingling between moments of terror. I was worried that her thick girth was going to leave me permanently disabled. But that tingling was kind of nice, and it was getting nicer, growing from my butt to my cock. Suddenly, my legs went limp and my head sunk back onto my pillow. I let out a long sigh of relief as she began to thrust faster, sinking her cock deeper.

It was starting to feel good: very good. I was moaning. I didn’t want it to end. I was starting to like the way her veins felt as they rubbed my anal walls. I loved the way her tip would tease my rim before plunging back into me. Everything about it felt amazing. “Oh God,”I groaned. And then I started to moan in Romanian, which made her giggle. She started to pound me harder, slapping her pelvis into my butt. “Don’t stop,” I heard myself say. “Please don’t stop.”

“You’re coming,” she said. I opened my eyes and saw that she wasn’t lying. My cock was spewing come on my chest, but the euphoria wasn’t stopping. I was shocked and impressed at the same time. I was feeling pleasure in parts of my body that I didn’t know could feel pleasure. Everything was tingling. My whole body was warm.

She let go of my cock and grabbed my sides with both hands. She rammed harder and harder, straining as her cock stiffened in my anus. Then she burst, spilling her thick, gooey load inside of my body. I screamed out in pleasure. Then she fell forward, pressing her fake tits against my cum-streaked chest. We kissed. I sunk my fingers into her soft hair, and then I began to caress her soft body. I didn’t want her to pull her cock out from my ass. I liked how it was plugging me, keeping that warm cum inside of my body. But I could feel that she was getting soft, and I knew it had to come out eventually.

She rolled over and took a deep breath. Her cock slid out from my body and I suddenly felt empty and strange. I could feel the hot goo rushing down my anal passageway. It all felt so strange. But the strangest part of it all was that I liked it. It wasn’t a miserable experience. It wasn’t horrible. It was nice, and a part of me wanted to beg her to get her cock up again so we could have a second round.

But I didn’t want to like it. I didn’t want to enjoy my time with my transgender fiancee. I was straight, and I was supposed to be looking forward to my life as a single American. I was supposed to be dreaming about banging curvy blonde chicks, but instead I was now fantasizing about getting Ava’s long shaft in my asshole.


CHAPTER VII

We only had thirty-two days left before the wedding when we went to check out our wedding venue, and to meet with the caterer. It was early in the afternoon, before the place received its usual night-time rush. They sat us down at a small table in the corner and brought out many plates of food for us to try. Then they asked us question after question about our wedding day: what order food should be served in, what colour we wanted our napkins to be, what kind of music they should put on the speakers. Ava had put some thought into all of the details and I didn’t care in the slightest, so I just remained silent while she talked to the venue manager.

I started zoning out, looking out the window at New York City. It had been two months since I’d landed in America, and the sight of that magnificent skyline was now more incredible than ever. I couldn’t wait to start working. I couldn’t wait to begin my real life. I looked down from the buildings at a group of young women, walking down the road. They were all dolled up for some event or another. They looked at me and smiled, and my heart throbbed. There was something so appealing about American women: they were so beautiful and so strangely confident. I wanted to fuck every last one of them. I wanted to bend them all over and pull their long hair while ramming my long cock down their tight pussies. I wanted to—

Suddenly something curled around my cock. I perked up and looked down, nearly gasping. Ava had her heeled shoe off and her foot was nestled between my legs. She was gripping my cock with her toes while still talking to the venue manager. I cleared my throat as the manager looked towards me. “Is everything alright?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “I just swallowed some water funny,” I said, clearing my throat.

Ava looked at me with a grin. She began to knead my shaft gracefully with her cute toes, working through the denim of my jeans. I’m not sure how she located my shaft with so much ease. Luckily, there was a long tablecloth hanging over my lap, hiding the foot job from view.

The manager asked a few more questions and then he walked away, giving us a minute to ‘chat about the food options’. But Ava didn’t want to chat. The second the man was out of earshot, she looked at me and said, “Unzip your fly and take your cock out.”

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“Do it.”

But the place was starting to get busy. Waitresses and hostesses were showing up for work and older diners were coming in for the blue haired specials. Just twenty feet away, a hostess was seating a table of five. “Can’t this wait until we’re home?” I asked.

I watched her expression drop. “You’re no fun,” she said. And then she looked down at her plate. She looked genuinely upset that I didn’t want to partake in her risky game. But it really was a risky game: illegal as well as unsanitary. I didn’t want to upset her. I didn’t want her thinking that I wasn’t any fun. I had a bad feeling that she was catching onto my little scheme. A few days before, she nearly caught me texting a blonde bimbo I met at a bar. And a few days before that, she looked like she was going to cry when I passed on going out for dinner with her, so that I could meet up with my friends. I’d managed to go nearly three weeks without having to spend more than an hour with her, and I’d managed to dodge all of her sexual advances—but I was clearly started to lose my grip on her.

So I groaned and looked around to make sure nobody was looking. Then, with the tablecloth draped on my lap, I unzipped my fly and slipped out my cock. “Okay, it’s out. Are you happy?” I asked in a whisper.

She looked up with a smile. Then that foot slid between my legs again, and those warm toes curled around my bare cock. It was an awkward feeling, knowing that a tablecloth was all that was between me and a sex offender registry. It wasn’t even a minute before her second foot was up, nudging my thighs apart so she could get both sets of toes around my growing erection.

I didn’t want to get hard, but she knew how to give a foot job. She knew how to pull her toes up to my tip with the perfect amount of pressure. She even knew how to use the tip of her big toe to tickle the tip of my cock. It wasn’t long before I was squirming. The manager came back with some paperwork that we both needed to sign. He also had more questions, but I wasn’t able to focus on his words as the euphoria between my legs grew stronger and stronger. Ava wasn’t stopping. Her foot job continued without pause, even while she was chatting with the manager. I could feel my face turning red. I bit down hard on my tongue and let a small groan slip.

I was about to come, and I was already feeling the shame. Those feet were technically men’s feet. It didn’t matter how many hormone pills Ava consumed, or how many surgeries she underwent: nothing she could do could change those feet. At least she kept her skin soft. At least she painted her nails so the feet would look more feminine. And she had smaller feet, which looked and felt girly. But in my head, I knew the reality: I knew that foot job was basically a gay act.

I came, spewing cum onto the underside of the table before coating her warm feet. She giggled. The manager looked at her. “I’m sorry. Is something funny?” he asked with a curious look.

Ava shook her head. “No. Sorry. Go on.”

She squeezed my cock hard with both of her feet, draining that last drop out from my tip. She her feet slipped off of my chair and I quickly zipped up my fly, praying there wasn’t cum all over the front of my jeans. Hopefully it all ended up on her painted toes.

“I’m missing one form,” the manager said. “I’ll be right back.” He zipped away and then Ava looked into my eyes.

“That was cute,” she said.

I bit my tongue and forced a smile. I wasn’t happy about the public foot job. I wasn’t thrilled that she was able to get me off, and in only a few minutes. What did that say about me? Was I more of a degenerate than I thought?

“Now do me,” she said.

“What?” I asked.

She winked. “It’s already out. So do me—before we have to go.”

“No way,” I snapped.

“You want to get married, right?” She smirked and winked, and I had no idea if she was serious. Would she cancel the wedding if I didn’t do it? I felt like I had to make up for all of the disappointment I’d been responsible for over the past two months. I felt like I hardly had a grip on her—like she was on the verge of realizing I wanted the green card and not her as a wife. I had to do it. I had to massage her cock with my feet.

So I carefully slipped my shoes off and I extended my feet out, onto the seat, between her legs. I found her cock with my toes, then she grabbed my feet with her hands. “One second,” she said, and then she pulled off my socks. “Now do it.”

Then the manager came back with the other form. I felt stiff and awkward, trying to keep my torso still while pumping her long cock with my toes. It was squishy, but it was getting hard fast. I could feel it throbbing. She would squirm with delight when my toes pulled up over her tip. It was actually kind of fun, seeing what kind of reactions I could get out of her by clutching harder or rubbing faster. She really liked it when I would go low and massage her balls with my toes. Her eyes were nearly rolling into the back of her head. Her cock was throbbing hard. She was trying to sign a form when she suddenly let out a soft moan.

I felt her cock pulse. “Are you okay?” the manager asked. Then I felt the warm goo pouring down my left foot, then my right foot. I could feel her thick substance trickling over my toes. I held her shaft tight, trying not to laugh.

She nodded her head and said, “I’m fine. I’m all good.” Then she shuddered and groaned. One last large glob of semen rolled down my foot, then I carefully retracted my legs. The manager gave us both a strange look before walking away, then we both started laughing. Sure, the act was degenerate and maybe it was gay, but it was fun and silly. In a weird way, it made me feel closer to Ava: a shared experience that we could giggle about—which we did giggle about later that night when we went out for drinks.

I ended up having one drink too many. I took Ava by the hand and led her to the men’s bathroom. We went into a stall and I pulled down my pants and bent over the toilet (which had thankfully just been cleaned). “Do it quickly,” I said. The alcohol was overriding my sensibilities. I knew I was engaging in an act that I wanted nothing to do with, but I couldn’t help it: it felt nice. And it was probably for the best. It was probably a good thing to keep her thinking that I was sexually attracted to her and everything she had between her thighs.

And she had the decency to give me a wrap-around handjob while she pumped my bum full of her thick semen. I had a tough time walking in a straight line after that bathroom romp.

When I woke up the next morning, I promised myself that I would do everything I could to avoid having sex with her again. We were now less than a full month away from being married. It seemed unlikely that she would call off the wedding now. I knew that I could just do my best to stay away from the apartment whenever she was around, and then I could slip under the radar to get my green card.

But it was five days later when I caved to feelings I wished I didn’t have. I went out with my friends and had a few too many drinks. Once the buzz kicked in, I could only think of Ava’s long, smooth cock. I wanted it so badly. I had to have it. So I snuck out from the bar and took a cab home. Ava was asleep when I came in, but that didn’t stop me from slipping under the covers and pulling up her night dress. She woke up. “What are you doing?” she asked as I was just about to sink her shaft into my mouth. I didn’t reply. I just kept going, and she didn’t stop me. I sucked her until she was hard, then I climbed up on top of her and bounced on her cock until I felt her thick substance filling my tight passageway.

I didn’t think too much into it, until a week later when it happened again: I left the bar so I could crawl into bed with Ava—so I could feel that long, hard erection piercing up inside of me. But this time was different: this time, I wasn’t drunk. I’d only had a single beer before leaving the bar. I wasn’t even a tiny bit buzzed. I was acting on my own freewill, and I still ended up coming within minutes: moaning out with euphoria.

I didn’t sleep that night. I stared at the ceiling and tried to figure out what was happening to me. Was I falling for my fiancee? Was I still going to be able to leave her once I had my green card? I looked over and watched her sleeping. I tried to imagine myself laying next to a curvy blonde, but the fantasy didn’t resonate. When I was fooling around with Ava, I was no longer thinking about cute blondes. Instead, when girls came up to me at the bars, I found myself wishing they were more like Ava. I was starting to like her long, curly hair. I was starting to like her thin, slight body. I liked her small perky tits and her tight bum. And I really loved her big cock.

One girl came up to me at the bar one evening and sat on my lap. She started grinding me, even though we hadn’t even spoken. Then she bent over and kissed me. I froze up with terror, not sure what to do. A part of me wanted to go along with it. I wanted to convince myself that I was still single, despite what I had going with Ava. But another part of me felt guilty for letting it happen.

I moved my hands down the girl’s body, feeling her soft breasts and her curvy hips. I was just starting to relax, and then I slipped a hand between her thighs, grabbing her by the cunt. She was wet. She giggled as my fingers slipped down her slit. “Finger me right here,” she whispered, even though we were sitting at a booth in a busy bar.

But I was suddenly turned off. Maybe a part of me was hoping to find a cock between those legs. Maybe I was hoping to blink and see Ava on my lap instead of the blonde bimbo. So I shook my head. “I’m engaged,” I said. She looked at me with narrowed eyes, then she climbed off of me and went to the next guy. He ended up fingering her while his friends laughed around him.

And I sat in a state of silent shock. I’d just turned down my exact type. Why? Was I worried that Ava would find out and the wedding would be cancelled just a couple of weeks before the big day? Or was I starting to have real feelings for Ava?


CHAPTER XIII

Our wedding day came in a flash. It seemed like an eternity away, and then I was suddenly sitting there in my suit, next to her at a table, with the paperwork in front of me. A man handed me a pen, and then I looked around at Ava’s friends, and my own friends who ended up coming despite not originally being on the wedding list. Everyone was smiling genuinely, except for my own good friend from Moldova, who had a sly smirk on his face. He was one of the ones that I told the truth to. He knew I was only marrying Ava for a green card.

And now, everyone was waiting for me to sign the papers. Once that signature was on the page, I was basically an American citizen. Sure, the papers needed to be sent in and it would take a few days to process—but that would all be handled by the suited man currently staring at me with the rest of them. “Go ahead, Vlad,” said Ava. She was looking a bit nervous. She’d already signed her half of the paperwork. Now I just had to press my hand down.

I felt guilty. There hadn’t been enough time to really think about this. Was I letting her down? Would I break her heart if I left her the moment my green card arrived? Did she really think that I loved her? But it wasn’t just guilt in my gut: there was confusion as well.

What did she see in me? Why did she fall in love with me so quickly? Why did she want to get married so quickly? Why was she willing to fly me to America on such an expensive flight and pay for all of my applications? I looked at her and she looked at me. I’d been nothing but a sleazeball, so what could she possibly see in me?

“Are you going to sign it?” she asked me.

I bit down on my tongue. Until that moment, it hadn’t felt real. It didn’t matter to me if I had a divorce on my record, but I didn’t want to put her through the same thing.

“You want to get married, right?” she asked softly—quiet enough that the guests couldn’t hear her.

And in that moment, I realized that I did want to get married. I wanted to be with her. I felt terrible for all of the times I left her alone in the apartment. I felt awful for letting myself ogle other women. If we were going to part ways in a few days, then I knew that I was going to regret all of the time we didn’t spend together when we could have been with each other. So maybe I loved her, despite what I’d thought for so long.

But there was still something bugging me: what was her agenda? Originally, she’d planned on keeping her cock a secret from me until we were married. Did she think that she could trap me? Did she think that I wouldn’t divorce her the moment I found it? And why did she want to marry me after a single night together. “Do you want to get married?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Why do you think I signed the paper?” she said with a nervous laugh.

“But why me? Why did you go through so much trouble to bring me here. I mean—you hardly knew me. You knew almost nothing about me.”

I just couldn’t sign the paper. I loved her, but I had a bad feeling that she didn’t love me. I had a bad feeling that she was up to something, the way that I’d been up to something for so many months.

“I knew enough,” she said.

“But what did you even know?”

She made a cute smile. “I knew that you liked me, and everything I had to offer.”

“But you didn’t know that,” I said.

She looked into my eyes. “I know that you were drunk that night. Maybe you don’t remember. We spent that whole night together. When we got to your place in Moldova, I told you my secret, and then you told me your secret—and we kissed. It’s okay that you don’t remember—but I’ll never forget.” And as she said it, I did suddenly remember. She was right: she did tell me that she was a transgender back in Moldova, the night we met. The alcohol had temporarily erased that moment from my memory. She even pulled down her pants to show me her shaft, and then I told her that I’d always wanted to be with a well-hung woman.

It wasn’t something I was proud of before. It was a fetish that I kept repressed for many years. But occasionally it would come through in my fantasies—occasionally, I couldn’t help but imagine a girl with a big, hard dick. I’d never told anyone—at least I thought I’d never told anyone, but apparently I told Ava. Apparently that night we spent together was very romantic, and not just a strange encounter with a random American chick.

“I’d never met anyone who was so understanding before. It just seemed like we were meant to be together.” And she was right. Now that I’d spent a few months with her, it really did seem like we were meant to be together.

Now I felt foolish. I felt like scum and I felt the worst guilt of my life. But I was being given a chance at redemption. I was about to sign off on my vows, and I now had the opportunity to truly live by them. So I reached out and I signed the paperwork. Then I looked at her with a nervous smile and said, “When I came here, I was really just hoping for the green card. But now, I couldn’t care less. I just want you. If you want to live here or if you want to go back to Moldova—or anywhere—it makes no difference. As long as I have you.”

She leaned over and kissed me on the lips. “I think we’re going to have a lot of fun together,” she said. Our friends cheered. The waitresses brought out the food. We ate quickly and then we snuck away while the other guests were finishing their meals. “We have to be quick,” Ava said as we slid into the dark coat closet.

“I know I won’t last long,” I said as I undid my belt. I turned around and bent over, and then I felt her long, perfect cock sliding up my asshole. I liked the feeling of her wedding dress against my back and my bare legs while she thrusted in and out of me. But more than anything, I liked the thought that I would have that perfect girl and her perfect dick with me for the rest of my life.

THE END


GIRLIFY THE BOY

Jack, a retired widower, can’t wait to see his daughter for the first time in a year. Tori comes home once a year, to spend her summer break with her father on the east coast. It’s the highlight of Jack’s year, spending three months with his little angel. But this year, Tori has a surprise: her new boyfriend, Garrett.

Garrett isn’t the man Jack always envisioned with his daughter. He’s short and skinny, with an obnoxious man-bun and no job. He’s apparently been living with Tori for a year, on Jack’s dime while he’s been finishing his ‘feminist studies’ degree. Jack isn’t thrilled to have the freeloader in his home for the summer. He wants better for his daughter. He wants Tori to see Garrett for the weak loser that he is. So Jack gets his hands on some feminizing hormone pills, to make Garrett into an even bigger sissy, so the beautiful Tori will finally see the boy the way Jack sees him.


CHAPTER I

Summer was my favourite season. I would literally start counting down the days the moment fall arrived. I loved the warm weather. I loved the cheery people. And more than anything, I loved seeing my daughter.

When Tori went off to college on the other side of the country, in Vancouver, she took a piece of my heart and my soul with her. She was my everything: my only child, and my closest friend. My wife passed away when she was only ten, and I never dated after that—I never even thought about dating. I decided to just wait until my own death, even though I was only forty-three at the time. I had all of the happiness that I wanted in my daughter. So naturally, I was devastated when she told me that she was going off to college on the other side of the country. But I bit my tongue and forced a smile, because I didn’t want to drag her down with my baggage.

I thought about moving with Tori, just so I could be close to her in case she needed my help. I knew that there would be days when she would be down, and I hated to think that I wouldn’t be able to be there for her. Flights from New Brunswick to Vancouver were expensive: over a thousand dollars for a round trip, and more during holidays. I could only really afford a single round trip each year: to fly Tori home for the summer.

I hated not seeing her at Christmas. I hated the empty house during Easter. I would find myself staring at the staircase that she used to run down when she was a little girl: filled with excitement, ready to open her presents, ready to hunt for hidden Easter eggs (which the dogs always found first). Those were my happiest memories, and they were a big part of why I wasn’t able to bring myself to sell my home and move across the country to Vancouver.

The house was also Marina’s dream home. She loved that house to death. Before moving into that house, we lived in Saskatchewan for ten years, saving up. Almost every night, Marina would describe that house to me, and then one day, when Tori was just two, we decided to make the move to the East Coast. We found that dream house, and for the next eight years, Marina was so happy—and then she died unexpectedly.

It wasn’t a huge house, but it was perfect. It wasn’t right on the water, but it had a nice view of the ocean through a long clearing. The house sat on twenty-five acres, mostly forested. It was a Cape Cod style build with a wrap-around porch. I spent most of my time keeping up the garden that Marina had worked so hard on before she passed. It was a beautiful garden filled with colourful flowers. Birds were always coming and going, singing cheerfully: the only sound that ever passed through the quaint property. I left up the tire swing that Tori loved so much as a child. It would sway gently in the breeze. I knew that my grandchildren would one day swing on that same tire swing.

It was 2020 and I was counting down the days until the official start of summer, which was also the day that Tori would be arriving at the Moncton airport. That airport was about an hour from my house, but I didn’t mind the drive. The excitement always made the drive feel like minutes—maybe even seconds. I couldn’t wait to take Tori to all of her favourite restaurants. I couldn’t wait to spend the days with her on her old favourite beaches. We could head down to the lobster festival together and take in the bustle and the music. We could go for a hike along the Bay of Fundy. We could get coffee at one of the quaint town cafes and she could tell me all about the fun she was having at college. And, like I did every year, I could try to convince her to return to New Brunswick for the remainder of her college—or even Nova Scotia. “Dalhousie isn’t far from here,” I must have said to her ten thousand times.

But more than anything, I just wanted to be close to her. I wanted to see her smiling face when she saw the old house and all those old spots where she grew up. It was always the highlight of my year.

The day finally came. I had my alarm set early, just so I had some time to make sure every little detail in the house was perfect (even though I’d spent the entire previous three days making sure all the little details were perfect). I went through the house and eliminated every little spec of dust. I nudged every little picture frame and trinket into their perfect place, and then I took the car to get gas, even though it was already more than ninety percent full. After getting gas, I decided to head to the airport, even though I knew I would be two hours early.

I parked and then I paced, walking up and down that long airport corridor, constantly looking at the flight tracker to see that her plane was still exactly on track. As that little plane icon drew closer to Moncton, I began to buzz with excitement. I went over to the window and I peered out, waiting for that little plane to appear on the horizon. When I saw it, I found myself smiling. My heart rate soared. Was I too excited? Was I being a weirdo? I did the same thing every year. I turned to a random old lady and said, “That’s my daughter on that plane.” She had to squint to see the tiny spec that was my daughter’s plane.

I rushed to the cafe to get her a fresh coffee, with two milks and two sugars: exactly how she liked her coffee. Then I stood right at the terminal exit with that coffee, clenching it tightly with both of my hands, nearly crushing it with excitement.

I turned to another random person, a man, and said, “My daughter is home for the summer. She goes to college in Vancouver.”

The man nodded his head slowly with an awkward smile before turning away from me.

Then the terminal door opened and I perked up. I watched as strangers trickled out, and then I saw her. I nearly cried. I hadn’t seen her in person since September of 2019, and it was now June of 2020. I waved at her and she waved back with a big smile. Her hair had grown quite a bit longer since I’d last seen her, and it wasn’t her natural colour. She usually had dark brown hair, but now her hair was platinum blonde. She was wearing makeup, which surprised me. She rarely wore makeup—and she never wore eyeliner or eyeshadow. But now, she looked like a little model; well, maybe she wasn’t so little. She was wearing tall high heels, which made her extend to my height. I’d never seen her in high heels before—and I’d never seen her in a short skirt before either, showing off her long, smooth legs. I was used to seeing her in baggy sweaters and black leggings. She usually kept her hair in a loose bun. And she never covered her freckles with concealer, like she was doing now.

She ran up and hugged me. I squeezed her as a tear crept into my eye. Then I caught a whiff of her perfume: a strong scent of flowers and a hint of spice. “I’m so happy to see you, daddy!” she said as she leaned back; and that’s when noticed her fake eyelashes.

She didn’t look bad, but she didn’t look like the daughter I was used to. She was suddenly all grown up. She looked like she was arriving for some magazine photoshoot. “You look... good,” I said with an awkward smile. Her top was low cut and I could see her cleavage, which I was trying hard not to look down at. I didn’t even know my daughter had breasts because she always wore baggy tops that kept everything covered. I liked my old ignorance. I liked thinking that my daughter was still some innocent little girl scout.

Now, I couldn’t help but notice the young men around me turning to check out my little girl. It didn’t help that her skirt was hardly covering her tush. It didn’t help that her top was backless, showing off the straps of her lacy red bra.

“You’re acting funny, dad,” she said with a little chuckle.

It was hard to focus with the young man in my peripheral vision, checking out my daughter, staring at her ass. I wanted to yell at him, and I wanted to tell my daughter to put on some pants. But I knew that wasn’t my place. My daughter was an adult now. She had just finished her third year of college. I was in no place to tell her what to do or how to dress. “Sorry,” I said. “You just look so... grown up.”

“You like the new look?” she asked, doing a little spin. Her skirt lifted up, teasing her red panties for a brief second, and the skin of her bum for a not-so-brief second. My heart fluttered. I bit down on my tongue.

“You look good, sweetie. But maybe we can find you a longer skirt while you’re here.” I could feel the redness entering my face. She giggled and gave me a nudge.

“Oh, relax,” she said. “These are really in right now.”

I nodded my head slowly. “Okay. Let’s, uh, grab your bag and head home. I think your carousel is just over this way.” I forced myself to push the tingling anxiety out from my head. So my daughter was grown up now and she wanted to look sexy: it was inevitable. Her mother was the same when I met her. I could still remember looking at Marina’s perky tush from across that Saskatchewan bar. She was wearing a skirt just like the one that Tori was now wearing. And Marina had the eyeliner and the fake eyelashes. Girls reach a stage when they want to be sexy. Honestly, I should be lucky that Tori didn’t go through this stage when she was a teenager.

“Wait,” she said, grabbing my wrist. I looked at her with wide eyes.

“Wait?” I said. “For what?”

Her cheeks started to turn red. She smiled and then she bit her lip. “I have a bit of a surprise,” she said.

“A surprise?” I narrowed my eyes. I tried to search my brain for all of the possibilities, but I could think of nothing. “What kind of surprise?”

She stared into my eyes, still biting her bottom lip as her face turned an even darker shade of red.

“What is it, Tori? You’re freaking me out,” I said.

She turned and looked towards the terminal door, from where she just arrived. I looked as well, but there was nothing there.

“Tori, seriously? What’s going on?” I asked. I laughed nervously. What was she up to?

“Okay, dad. Don’t freak out.” She turned to me with her rosy face. “I brought someone with me. He’s just in the bathroom.”

I felt all of the blood rush out from my face. I could feel my skin turning white. I could feel the lump growing in my throat. I tried to keep that smile on my face, but I knew that it was no longer there. I coughed and bit hard on my tongue. “Sorry. He?” I said.

“I brought my boyfriend,” she said. “I want you to meet him.”

“Your boyfriend?” I said. My voice was quiet and raspy all of a sudden. That lump was still growing, trying to stop me from speaking at all. “You never mentioned any boyfriend.”

“I wanted it to be a surprise. He’s really nice. I think you’ll really like him.” She made a big smile, and then my mind began to spin. I tried to imagine the guy. Based on how Tori was dressed, I assumed he was some manly man. I imagined a tall blonde man, six-foot-five, with huge muscles and an even stubble beard. I imagined a custom-fitted dress shirt and a pair of unscuffed dress shoes. He was probably a business owner, a few years older than Tori, making a couple hundred grand each year. I could only imagine the perfect male ideal, because my daughter was so perfect. And the way she looked now, with her fashionable clothes and stunning makeup, she could surely pick any guy she wanted. Every guy in the airport was staring at her, wishing and praying that she was single.

So I turned to look at that terminal door. I waited for the perfect viking man to step out. I was actually starting to feel a bit excited about shaking his strong hand, meeting my future son-in-law: the man who would take care of my daughter once I was no longer capable.

“I think you’ll really like him,” Tori said, inching closer to me. She put an arm around me. She seemed confident that I would like the guy. And my daughter was a smart girl: very clever and very self aware. If she said that I would like him, then I believed her.

A few people walked through that door: an older woman, an older man, a woman with two young children, a short man-boy with an intolerable man-bun, and then another pair of old people.

“Dad, this is Garrett,” Tori said with an excited voice. I squinted and leaned forward as the final pair of old people went by. There was nobody behind them—unless Tori was referring to one of the people way down, still standing by the gate. “Dad?” Tori said.

I looked over and saw that she had her hand on the short man-boy’s shoulder. He smiled as he looked up at me. His man-bun was even more insufferable up close. Then he stuck out his hand for me to shake. It took a moment for me to break free from my paralysis to shake his hand.

“Garrett, this is my dad,” Tori said.

Garrett’s hand was small and weak. He hardly squeezed when we shook. He nodded his head and his man-bun bounced. “It’s nice to meet you,” he said. His voice wasn’t at all masculine: a bit high and a bit nasally. Why was my daughter with this loser? Was this some sort of joke? Was she trying to get a rise out of me? Did she meet some idiot on the plane and they agreed to prank me together for a laugh?

“Garrett,” I said softly, trying to see through the prank.

He was shorter than her—even if she hadn’t been in heels. He had a tiny nose and puffy lips, looking a bit like a fish. His t-shirt was too big for his skinny body, but it was probably the smallest size he could find without looking in the kids’ section. And his shoes made me want to cry: Sketchers that should have been on the feet of a thirteen-year-old.

“I’m sorry,” Tori said to Garrett. “I think he’s in shock.” She laughed. Garrett laughed, and then he gave me a nudge with his shoulder.

“Lighten up, Jack,” Garrett said. “We’re going to have a blast this summer. I can’t wait to really get to know you.” Then he looked over at the carousel. “Oh, I think that’s my bag there. Don’t worry—I’ll grab it!” He zipped off. From behind, he looked like a woman, with that bouncing bun and his slight body.

I turned slowly to Tori. She was looking into my eyes. “What’s wrong?” she said.

“Over the summer?” I said, still processing the dopey words that came out from Garrett’s mouth.

She giggled. “I thought he could stay with us for the summer. It’ll be a great chance for the two of you to get to know each other.”

I was speechless and shocked. Just a few minutes before that moment, I was standing with excitement, waiting to see my innocent little girl. Now, I was looking at a dolled up and grown woman and her dopey boyfriend. My perfect summer was crumbling before my eyes.

Surely this guy was just temporary. Surely he was just a phase she was going through. My daughter could do so much better. I looked over at him now, while he tried to get his heavy suitcase off of the carousel. He strained and groaned as he tugged on the bag. His small muscles were too weak to make the bag budge.

“You’ll like him,” Tori said.

I nodded my head slowly. “I’m sure I will,” I said without much confidence. Then I turned to her with a painful smile. “I’m sure I will,” I said again. But this time, I sounded even less confident. Tori ran off to help her scrawny boyfriend with the bags. I probably should have gone up to help, but my body was frozen with shock. I felt like my daughter’s innocent childhood was gone in the blink of an eye. I didn’t want to spend my summer with Garrett. I didn’t want to share my little girl’s time with some idiot with a man-bun.


CHAPTER II

It was a quiet drive back to my house. I had so many questions planned for Tori, but they all seemed to be forgotten the moment Garrett took a seat in my car, right next to me, with my daughter sitting alone in the back. Whenever something to say would materialize in my head, Garrett would hijack the conversation. “So how’s school?” I asked my daughter, and then Garrett bumped in and said, “She’s doing really well. I’m really so proud of her.” I was tempted to stop the car and grab him by the throat, so I could tell him to keep his mouth shut while I talked to my daughter.

Twenty minutes into the drive, Garrett and Tori started chatting with one another, talking about people I didn’t know and events I’d never heard of. “I still can’t believe James said that Michael after that spat with Roger,” Garrett said. I had to bite down on my tongue. I wanted to tell Tori about the town’s new bridge. I wanted to point out the new apartment buildings that went up along the river. I wanted to point to the giant lobster statue, to ask if she remembered the time we all posed on that lobster, and then she fell off and landed on some Chinese tourist’s lap. But I couldn’t get a word in; they wanted to talk about some school gossip.

When we pulled up to the house, Tori sprung out of the car quickly. She grabbed Garrett by the hand and said, “Oh my God, I can’t wait to show you my childhood home.” I was left with the luggage while they buzzed through the house. My heart fluttered and drifted down into the pit of my stomach. I didn’t like what was happening. I didn’t want to lose my daughter—especially to a guy like Garrett. I decided to linger by my car for a while, so I could calm myself down, so I wouldn’t end up screaming at Garrett and making the whole summer incredibly awkward. If he was really going to be stuck with me for three months, I needed to behave myself. Maybe he wouldn’t be so bad once I got to know him...

When I went inside, Garrett was already making himself comfortable on the couch. “Where’s Tori?” I asked.

“In the shower,” he said. “Hey, you’re by the kitchen. Mind getting me a water?”

I forced a smile, then I grabbed a glass and poured some water.

“With ice—if possible,” he said.

He had his shoes off, and he wasn’t wearing socks. His bare feet were up on the end of my couch. And those feet looked like they could have belonged to a young girl. Those feet had never done a day of work: perfectly smooth and soft, not a knick or a callous to be seen. “So what do you do for money, Garrett?” I asked as I brought him the water.

“I’m a student,” he said. He didn’t even sit up to drink the water.

“Right. But school is expensive. How do you afford it? I’m assuming you live on your own as well.”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Well, I have a loan, and that covers most of it.”

He was dancing around the real answer: he was unemployed and his parents paid for his easy ride. I paid for Tori’s school and I paid for her apartment—and I even sent her a bit of spending money each month—but Tori was a girl; there was no expectation for her to act like a man. Girls are supposed to be pampered by their daddies.

And now, I couldn’t help but wonder if I wasn’t just paying for Tori’s apartment, but if I was also flipping the bill for Garrett. “So you live alone, right?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I moved out from my parents’ house last year.”

“With some roommates?” I asked.

“Yeah, I guess so,” he said. He wasn’t looking at me when he talked. Did his parents fail to teach him manners? How spoiled was this child? How was I going to stop myself from screaming at him for the next three months?

I bit down on my tongue and then I laughed nervously. “I mean—you don’t live with Tori, do you?” I asked.

Finally, he looked at me. “Yeah, we live together,” he said.

I pressed my lips thin. So I was paying for the useless degenerate. Tori’s apartment wasn’t cheap. Assuming he’d been living there for a year, I’d probably covered ten thousand dollars of the moron’s living expenses—maybe more if she was spending some of the spending money I sent her on the loser. “And you’re able to use that loan to help out with Tori’s bills then?” I asked, keeping a calm tone despite the rage that was boiling inside of me.

He was slow to respond. “Well, it’s complicated. They don’t really let you spend the money from that account on things that aren’t school related. Like, I can’t just go to an ATM and take that money out, you know?”

I wanted to talk with my daughter. I needed to set her straight. I needed to get her to kick the moron out of her apartment—even if that meant threatening to cut off the monthly allowance. But the thought of actually cutting my daughter off left me feeling nauseous; there was no way I could do it. I didn’t want my daughter being forced to get some lousy job as a waitress—or worse. I’d recently watched a news segment about young girls turning to sketchy websites to earn money, selling naked photos and sex tapes. Why couldn’t Garrett just step up? When I met my wife, I did everything I could to make sure she could live free of financial stress. I never accepted a single dollar from her parents—and I would have never allowed her dad to pay for my living expenses.

I knew I was going to blow a fuse if I kept talking to Garrett, so I lied and said that I had some work I needed to finish in the garage. I left him alone in my living room while I went to pace around my workshop. I took a deep breath and I looked out the window at the calm woods outside. I always found peace in those trees: the trees where Tori spent so much of her childhood, exploring, making forts, playing with friends. Now, those memories were drifting further and further away.

When I returned to the house, hoping to finally have a chat with my daughter, I found Garrett going through my fridge. On the counter was a martini glass and a few different bottles of liquor. He was mixing some sort of girly drink with fruit juice. “Are you making Tori a drink?” I asked. I looked around for my daughter, and then I heard the hair dryer turn on upstairs.

“Oh, no,” he said with a casual laugh. “She’ll just have a beer once she’s done getting cleaned up. This is for me. Do you want one?”

I shook my head, looking down at the drink, feeling the last speck of respect I had for Garrett drifting away. He was mixing himself a drink that seemed like it could only be enjoyed by eighteen-year-old girls. How could Garrett call himself a man? How could Tori not see that he was a complete loser? He was practically a girl! He certainly lived like a spoiled girl, being pampered and living without responsibilities.

My daughter came down the stairs ten minutes later. She grabbed a beer from the fridge and then she took her boyfriend out to see the ocean while I watched from the window. I wasn’t thrilled that my daughter was practically ignoring me so she could spend time with her boyfriend, but more than anything, I was angry that my daughter wanted to spend time with Garrett and not any other man on the planet. I’d never met a more useless and hopeless idiot. Tori seemed to be blind to the fact that she was practically dating a woman with a penis.

I needed to find some sort of way for her to see him for who he really was. I needed her to see that her freeloading boyfriend was nothing but a burden, a wimp, and a sissy.


CHAPTER III

Garrett was supposed to go out with Tori the next day to meet up with Tori’s old childhood friends: girls he’d apparently only ever met on Skype. But Garrett didn’t end up going out with Tori because he woke up with a hangover (even though he only had three drinks over the course of six hours). It was one of the most dramatic hangovers I’d ever seen. When he finally came down the stairs at noon, he had the back of his hand against his forehead. “Jack,” he said as he fell down on my couch. “I’m not feeling well. Can you check to see if I have a fever?”

I stared at him for a long moment before saying, “You just had too much to drink. Have you had any water?”

“I can’t drink water. It’s like poison right now. There’s something wrong with me.” He kept groaning, sounding painfully pathetic.

“You have to drink water or it will take forever to get better.”

“I feel like I need to throw up. The feeling just won’t go away.”

I sighed and shook my head. “Maybe you’d feel better if you made yourself throw up.”

He looked at me with wide, shocked eyes, as if he’d never heard that tip before—as if it was the most cruel and horrifying suggestion he’d ever received. Then he fell back onto the couch and shook his head quickly. “No, no, no. This isn’t right. I think I need to go to the hospital. My head hurts so bad.”

I wondered if he’d ever had a hangover before. I stared at him for a long moment before going to the kitchen to get him a glass of water. I put a teaspoon of lemon juice in the water and I brought it to him. “What’s this?” he asked.

“It’s medicine,” I said. “It’s to help with nausea and fevers.”

He drank it, wincing as he chugged it down. Then he wiped his lips and fell back down on the couch in a dramatic way. “Are you sure I don’t need to see a doctor? Can you feel my forehead to see if I have a fever?”

“Just give the medicine an hour to work. You’ll be fine.”

And sure enough, an hour later, he was fine. “Thank you so much for the medicine, Jack. You’re a lifesaver. You should think about going back to school to become a doctor. I went to school with a guy about your age. He was working to become a doctor. He was about sixty-five.”

“I’m not even fifty,” I said, biting down on my tongue as I fought back the urge to tell Garrett that his ‘medicine’ was just water and a teaspoon of lemon juice to make it look and taste like something else.

“Oh. No way,” he said, without even attempting to apologize.

I left him alone for a while while he snuggled up on my couch, watching my TV. I wanted to watch the football game, but I didn’t want to spend any extra time around him. When I finally came back to the living room, he had a nail file and he was filing his toenails carefully. Also next to him was a skin exfoliating brush and a variety of moisturisers. “What are you doing?” I asked.

He spun around and pushed everything under a pillow. I wasn’t surprised to see him giving himself a pedicure, but I was surprised to see that he apparently had an ounce of humility inside of him. Even he knew that his maintaining of the skin on his feet was totally pathetic. He stared at me for a long moment before I said, “What were you just doing?”

He laughed awkwardly. “I was just...” He didn’t finish his sentence. “Don’t tell Tori about this,” he said suddenly. “She doesn’t know that I do this. It’s kind of my secret.”

I nodded my head slowly. But this was exactly what I wanted Tori to see. There was no way she could possibly be attracted to him after seeing him exfoliating the bottom of his foot like a wannabe foot model. I left the room, and then a few minutes later, I crept back in with my phone out. I took a short video of him humming while he massaged his own foot with a pink exfoliating brush.

And it wasn’t the only sissy evidence I got that day. I caught him on his laptop, reading Cosmopolitan articles; I used my phone to get a video of that as well. Then I caught him watching Say Yes To The Dress. When I walked into the room, he changed the channel quickly, as if he’d just been channel surfing. But I got the act on my camera.

I thought that it was a great idea: collect a bunch of evidence to show my daughter, to prove to her that she was dating a sissy boy. I wanted her to see what I saw.

So I kept spying on him over the next few days. He seemed to only get up to his feminine rituals when Tori was gone or asleep. He would stay up late to play video games on his laptop with his friends from Vancouver. But once Tori was asleep, he would put the video games away and he would navigate over to tabloid websites, to read gossip articles like a teenaged girl. He was a member of a skin health forum, which he posted on regularly. When he was in the bathroom, I snuck over to his laptop and took note of his username. Then I went on my own computer and looked at his posting history. He wrote like a girl, even calling the other users ‘girlfriend’ like some stereotypical drag queen.

But it was on his sixth night in my house when I got the most incriminating evidence of all. It was late at night and I heard him in one of the downstairs rooms. I got out of bed and I crept down the stairs. The spare room light was on but the door was closed. I watched as his shadow crossed the slit under the door. Then I went outside, so I could look in through the window to see what he was up to.

It was 3:30 AM. The spare room had no blinds or curtains—and it didn’t need them because I only used it for storage, and it looked out at a wall of trees, and not one of the neighbouring houses. I stayed near that wall of trees so that I wouldn’t be spotted from the window. Then I looked in and saw a shocking sight.

He was masturbating: his erect penis clenched firmly in his right fist. He was pumping his cock quickly while watching porn on his laptop. His legs were spread wide and his clothes were in a pile on a nearby dresser. It was disgusting to see it happening in my house, but I suppose I wasn’t perfect myself. I’d certainly watched a few pornography movies over the past few years, and I’d masturbated more times than I could count. But there was something different about this case: two things that I could see upon closer inspection.

First, he had a Sharpie pressed halfway up his asshole. The black lid was sticking out while he beat his junk. Second, he was watching a porn staring a woman who had a cock between her legs. She was erect and the man ramming her was also reaching around to jerk her off. Garrett was getting off to tranny porn. I reached into my pocket for my phone. As I lifted it up, the screen went black and the ‘dead battery’ logo came up. “Shit,” I groaned. I had lots of evidence to show Tori, to prove that he was a sissy degenerate. But this would have been my smoking gun. If Tori saw her boyfriend violently jerking off to shemale pornography, there was no way she would have stayed with him.

So I had to use my words. The next day, while Garrett was sleeping in (as he always did), I pulled Tori aside and showed her all of my evidence. I showed her the video of him giving himself a pedicure. I showed her his strange account on that skin health forum, and all of his strange comments. I showed her the pictures of him watching girl shows while she was out. And then she just shook her head. “You’ve been spying on him?” she said.

“No. Well, yes—but he’s been in my house. He’s been doing this all under my roof.”

“So what?” she said. Her eyes were wide and her lips were parted. She was outraged and about to snap at me, but I still had that last tidbit of information. I still hadn’t told her about his secret masturbation session involving the degenerate pornography. “Tori, you can do better. You have to know that you can do better,” I said.

“I like Garrett,” she said. “He’s perfectly manly. So what if he has a few guilty pleasures. That’s none of my business and it’s definitely none of yours!”

“Keep your voice down,” I said, looking back at the staircase. I didn’t want Garrett to hear any of this. I was shocked that Tori wasn’t more outraged by her boyfriend’s behaviour. “Look, he told me that you’re paying all the rent and the bills. Tori, you’re living with a freeloader. He’s probably just using you. Men don’t let women flip the bill. He’s practically a girl. He’s girlier than you or any of your friends.”

“Garrett is perfectly manly,” she said, putting her hands on his hips. She shook her head. “Maybe you don’t see it, but I do. Once he’s done school, he’s going to get a job in his field and he’s going to provide for me.”

“What’s his field?” I asked.

She was silent for a moment, looking away and showing a little bit of humility. “He’s taking feminist studies.”

“Feminist studies? What the hell kind of job can he get with that?”

“He can teach!” she said. “Now mind your own business, or I’ll change my flight and head back to Vancouver tomorrow. Don’t think I won’t do it. I can’t believe you’ve been spying on my boyfriend.” Her face was red and her body was tense. I wanted to tell her about the masturbating, but the rest of my evidence hadn’t gone well, so I could only assume the masturbating story wouldn’t help. I just couldn’t understand how she didn’t see him for what he was. I couldn’t figure out how she could look at that evidence and think that he was ‘perfectly manly.’ “I’m not going to tell Garrett about this. I don’t want to make him uncomfortable. But you have to promise to stop with this nonsense,” she said.

“Okay,” I said with a soft voice. I was feeling defeated. I hated upsetting my daughter—almost as much as I hated the idea of Garrett using her as a free ride through college while he jerked off in secret to tranny porn.

Now I had to think of a new way to split them up. I needed to figure out a new way to make Tori see Garrett for what he really was. And the next day, an idea came to me as I was reading an article on one of my conservative news websites.


CHAPTER IV

They called it HRT: Hormone Replacement Therapy. It was the controversial treatment that transgender people all over North America were undergoing. According to the article I read, most doctors in Canada were prescribing hormone pills after a single visit—even GPs were able to prescribe heavy doses of the drugs, which could do quite a bit in a short period of time.

I did some research. After just a month, men could develop breast tissue. Their testicles could shrink dramatically. Their voices could change. Their facial hair could go away. After a couple of months, some men even developed feminine hips. The pills suppressed testosterone, so muscle mass would decrease. And there were whole websites devoted to the pills: how to properly use them to maximize their efficiency, diets to pair with the pills to maximize estrogen and minimize testosterone, and even audio tapes to put on during sleep, to rewire the brain to behave more feminine. I even discovered that the pills could alter a man’s sexual preferences.

And in Canada, the drugs were free thanks to the healthcare system. While reading the article about the surge in HRT prescriptions, I had the amazing idea to get my hands on the pills, so I could slip them to Garrett, so Tori could finally see him for what he really was: a chick. And best of all, there was a good chance that the pills would make Garrett attracted to men instead of women (though I suspected he was already attracted to male genitalia, based on what I saw through that spare room window). Maybe I could just get Garrett to leave my daughter, if she wasn’t going to wake up and leave him herself.

So I went to a walk-in clinic. I sat for an hour in the waiting room to see a doctor, and then I lied to the doctor and said, “I want to become a woman. I’ve always wanted to be a woman.” It was hard to say with a straight face, but I had to stay rigid. I only had to be convincing for a few minutes.

The doctor went to his computer and pulled up some stock questionnaire, with silly questions like, “When someone asks you for your gender, how are you compelled to respond?”

“I always want to say female,” I said. “Sometimes it even accidentally slips out.”

Then, after the questionnaire, the doctor looked at me with narrowed eyes and said, “Why haven’t you grown out your hair? Why aren’t you wearing makeup? Why the jeans and the t-shirt?”

I bit down on my tongue. “I haven’t come out yet,” I said. I felt ridiculous. I felt like he could see right through my absurd lie. But I had to go through with it. I needed those pills, and this moment of humiliation was a small price to pay.

I didn’t think I was actually going to get the prescription, but then he shocked me by leaving the room and coming back with a slip of paper: a month of HRT pills, seemingly without hesitation. The article was right: it was frighteningly easy to get a prescription without having to sit down with psychologists or even specialists. After a quick trip to my local drug store, I had what I needed to make Garrett into something my daughter would despise.

And that night, I got the opportunity to start his transformation. “Hey Jack, are you going to the kitchen? Can you grab me one of those fizzy lime water things?” I was sitting on the couch when he asked, not at all about to get up for the kitchen. And until he asked me to get him a drink, I’d been second-guessing the morality of my plan. But after he asked me to get up, I decided to go through with it.

“No problem,” I said. I went to the kitchen and I grabbed him his drink. I opened it and poured it into a glass along with two pills: one to stimulate estrogen production and the other to halt testosterone production. I used a spoon to make the pills dissolve, then I brought the glass to him. I watched as he poured the fluid back without hesitation. Then he wiped his lips. His transformation had officially begun.

My hands were trembling and my heart was puttering. Maybe I was doing something horribly wrong. Maybe I was even doing something heinously illegal. But it seemed like my daughter’s only hope. If she could move on from Garrett, I knew that she would find a proper guy: someone with aspirations and skills and maybe with a bit more meat on his bones: someone who could provide a good life for her and my future grandchildren.

Garrett woke up around noon the next day. He came down the stairs with a glazed over look on his face. Tori was out with some old friends. “How are you feeling?” I asked.

He looked at me and blinked a few times. “I feel… weird,” he said.

I cleared my throat and bit hard on my tongue. “Weird? How so?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know,” he said. “I just feel… different. Not in a bad way—not in a good way. Just different.”

“Okay,” I said. Then I passed him a coffee, made specifically for him, with milk, two sugars, and two hormone pills that only took a few moments to dissolve. He drank the coffee quickly. I found myself looking down at his body, wondering if the changes had begun yet. Even without the pills, he had a girly figure. He already had the wide hips and the thin waist. His arms and legs were thin, and his body hair was already so blonde that it was practically invisible.

And his face was already remarkably feminine, now that I was looking closely. He had prominent cheekbones and a soft jawline. His eyes were big and his eyelashes were full and thick. I was beginning to wonder if the pills were going to do anything at all, or if he was already feminized from birth.

He looked over at me. “What’s up, Jack?” he asked.

I shook my head and looked away. “Nothing,” I said. “Nothing at all.”

For the next two days, slipping him pills was easy. He was always asking me to get him snacks and drinks from the kitchen, so there were plenty of opportunities. But then he announced that he was going on a four day trip to Nova Scotia with Tori, to ‘check out some new sights’. I knew that his treatment couldn’t just stop if I was going to turn him into a girly boy, so I came up with a good lie. “The water can make you really sick over there if you aren’t used to it,” I said.

“Really?” he said to me.

I nodded my head. “I used to work out there. Guys were always getting sick, just from the tap water. So whenever we went out, we would take these immunity pills.”

“Immunity pills?” he asked with a blank look on his face.

“Yeah. You just take one every morning, and it kills all of the bad bacteria that goes into your stomach for that twenty-four hour period. I think I still have some. Let me go look.”

I went and grabbed a handful of HRT pills, slipping them into a little ziplock bag. Then I returned to him. “Oh, I forgot. There’s the one the morning and the one for the night. One’s preventative and the other gets rid of anything that slipped by.” I handed him the bag.

“Is there enough here for both me and Tori?” he asked.

“Tori doesn’t need the pills… Because she grew up out here, you know? She developed the immunity when she was young.”

It was a good thing that he was in school getting a joke degree, which didn’t require any real science courses. He was stupid enough to believe every word that came out from my mouth.

“Oh, and maybe don’t let Tori see you taking the pills. You know how she is with pills and stuff,” I said. “She’s all natural—but it’s better for you to be safe than sorry. Right?”

“Sure. Makes sense,” he said, putting the pills into his pocket. And he was truly stupid enough to buy into my lie. He went on his little trip with Tori, and he took every single pill. I watched him take the very last pill after he returned to my house, four days later.

And I swear I could already see the changes starting. His skin seemed softer. The peach fuzz that grew on his upper lip was gone now. When he spoke, his voice seemed to be a touch higher—probably because his testicles were smaller now. Even the way he walked around my house was different: almost as if he’d developed some new feminine mannerisms overnight.

I went back to that HRT users forum and got some tips to speed along Garrett’s transformation. I found a number of recipes designed to maximize natural estrogen creation. My daughter was a bit confused when I served the food: food she wasn’t used to eating when she grew up. “I’m trying something new,” I said. “It’s supposed to be healthy.” Lots of chickpeas and soy products that didn’t actually taste too bad.

And the next day, I thought he was even girlier. I caught him looking at himself in the mirror by the front door. He was running his hands down his body slowly, thinking nobody was looking. Then he gently touched his face with both of his hands. It was a moment later when he noticed me and stopped quickly, as if he’d never been doing it at all. It was obvious that he was starting to feel different. And maybe he was already having the strange urges that the websites talked about. Maybe he was starting to feel attracted to the boys he saw when he went out with Tori. Maybe he was already thinking of leaving her to pursue a gayer lifestyle.

Was I making him gay? Could a person be made gay? He was already watching tranny porn—wasn’t that already gay? Can you make a person more gay?

I kept up with the pills. And he was nearly one third through his stay with me when I heard him again in the middle of the night: 2:30 AM, sneaking down the hallway, past my room, to the staircase. I waited until the house was silent before slipping out of bed and going downstairs to see that light on in the spare room. I slipped through the back door and I went down to that treeline, so I could spy on him. And that’s when I saw the fruits of my labour: proof that the HRT pills were really doing something to the young man.

He was in the spare room with one of Tori’s little outfits. He stripped down until he was naked, and then he slipped on a pair of her panties. He ran his hands up his naked body, and that’s when I noticed the subtle lumps on his chest. Were they breasts? Even he didn’t seem to be sure. He jiggled them for a moment—even squeezing them before slipping into a bodysuit, and then into a short skirt, thigh-high stockings, and a pair of heels that surprisingly fit his feet. He let his hair down from his obnoxious bun, and then he grabbed an eyeliner pen and started to doll himself up using a small makeup mirror he must have snuck into the room.

I didn’t have my phone on me, otherwise I would have taken a video to show to my daughter. Or maybe it was best that I didn’t go to Tori with any evidence. Maybe I just needed to let her discover her sissy boyfriend on her own.

I kept watching. He didn’t stop once he was dolled up. He bent down and picked up a cucumber that he must have gotten from my fridge. He began to suck one end of it, sinking down to his knees like a little slut. I crept closer to the window, knowing he wouldn’t see me as long as the light was on in that room.

He actually looked like a girl with that eyeliner around his eyes and that hair down over his shoulders. The bodysuit fit him nicely, and the short skirt made his legs look long and smooth, like legs you might see on a swimsuit model.

I watched, crouching behind a small bush, just in case he decided to look out the window. I still couldn’t believe that he was dating my daughter; I couldn’t believe my daughter was able to see anything at all in the wimpy little man. And as I watched, I wasn’t so sure that this was his first time playing dress up. He seemed to know what he was doing with my daughter’s makeup. He had all of the little mannerisms down: the way he stood up on his toes when he posed, the way he pushed out his hip when he assessed his curves, the way he ran his fingers through his hair when pushing his hair off of his face—it was all so feminine and so seemingly practised.

He did a little spin in his tiny outfit. I could see the curve of his bum: round and tight and flawless. He grabbed his bum cheeks with both hands and squeezed before letting a little smile slip. He spent a great deal of time admiring himself before bending over to pick up a sex toy: a large dildo with a suction cup base. I have no idea where he found the toy, and I prayed that it didn’t belong to my daughter. I watched as Garrett stuck the toy to the back of the door before sinking to his knees to suck the big fake cock. He was slow and elegant at first, but he picked up speed quickly: bobbing his head while using his hand to massage what wasn’t in his mouth, as if the cock was real, as if he was practising for a real date.

And now I had a new worry boiling in my mind: what if Garrett went out behind my daughter’s back and slept with a man? What if he got some sort of disease and then passed it along to my daughter? Did I make a serious error in my attempts to make Garrett into a dopey sissy? Was I endangering my daughter?

He deep-throated the toy for a few long seconds, and then he leaned back for a breath of air. Big globs of saliva dripped off the thick dildo. Garrett had a wide smile on his cute face. He stood up and turned around, so his bum was in line with the wet toy. He bent over, reaching back to pick his panties out from his butt crack. Then he stepped back. I watched as his eyes closed, and I watched as that thick toy disappeared into his butthole. Surely this wasn’t the first time he’d done it. Surely I was watching a man with anal sex experience. Had he already given my daughter some sort of disease he picked up from a secret past life of gay sex? Did I need to be taking my daughter to a doctor? Why was Garrett so confident with that giant dildo? And why did he own it?

He pushed his body back until his butt cheeks were pressed against the door. I could see the bulge of his big erection pushing up against his tiny skirt. He bit down on his lip and then his lips parted as though he was moaning. His eyes finally opened and he smiled before beginning to rock back and forth, letting the dildo massage the tight walls of his young anus. Again, he was slow at first, but quick to pick up pace.

I decided to move closer to the window, moving from my bush to a small apple tree. I knew he couldn’t see anything out that window. I knew that the glass was currently just a reflection of himself inside of that room. I could have walked right up to that window and watched from the glass, and I would have been undetected. But I decided to keep a bit of distance, just in case he decided to flick that light switch.

Now I could see so much more detail: I could see the contour of his erection against his loose skirt. I could see what looked like cleavage in the cut of his bodysuit. I could see the joyous tears glistening in his big, dolled up eyes. I could even see the slight tinge of saliva glistening on his bottom lip as he bobbed back and forth.

I kept watching, strangely mesmerized. As long as I wasn’t looking between his thighs, he actually kind of looked like a girl. In fact, for a moment, I forgot that I was watching a man. And in that moment, my cock began to tingle and flutter: I was getting a bit excited, as if I was watching a cute chick ride a thick sex toy.

I bit down on my tongue as the reality of the sight returned to me. I was watching a boy: my daughter’s boyfriend. I couldn’t let myself forget that. I shouldn’t even have been watching. I’d seen enough. I had enough proof that the pills I was slipping him were working—and we were not even a full month into his three-month stay with me. At this rate, after another month, he would be a full-blown sissy. Tori would look at him with complete disgust. She would come across a real man on her school campus, and then Garrett would be dropped in a heartbeat.

I kept watching. Why was I still watching? Why couldn’t I look away. He was bobbing fast now. His eyes were closed and his lips were parted wide. He had his hands on his knees, with beads of sweat trickling down his smooth, tight body. He suddenly reached down and clutched his erect bulge. He squeezed it hard, and then I saw the wet spot forming at his tip. It was growing bigger and bigger, as if he was peeing himself—but that wasn’t pee, it was cum. It was only a few seconds before I saw the white globs running down his thighs, having escaped his tight panties. His body trembled and his head rolled from side to side.

Then he fell forward, onto his knees. The slick dildo bobbed up and down for a minute before becoming still. Garrett planted his palms on the floor while he caught his breath. His face was red, but still cute with his girly makeup. It was a few minutes before he stood up and started the process of cleaning up. It was strange watching him take the cute outfit off before slipping into his boyish pyjamas, tying his hair back into that obnoxious bun. It was like I was looking at a different person—but now that I’d seen the girly version of him, I felt like I could see through those baggy pyjamas. I could see his curvy hips and his smooth legs and even the subtle lumps on his chest. And even with the makeup washed off of his eyes, I could see that they were big and shining, with his thick and seductive eyelashes.

I looked away quickly and bit down on my tongue, almost drawing blood. Was there something wrong with me? Did I just spend twenty minutes ogling my daughter’s boyfriend? Maybe I just needed to get a good sleep. I’d been losing sleep since Garrett arrived at my house, and maybe that lack of sleep was finally catching up with me.


CHAPTER V

I felt awkward handing him his coffee the next morning. He took it and drank it quickly, consuming all of that caffeine and all of those hormones. He was still oblivious to what I was doing, though I could tell that he was starting to realize something was changing with his body. After he finished his breakfast, I caught him looking down at his arms. He was closely inspecting the hairs, which had become thinner and blonder since the beginning of his hormone treatment. He was mesmerized by his smooth skin, zoning out completely as he ran his fingers down his arms. He jumped when I asked him if he wanted another cup of coffee.

It was the next day when the three of us went for a walk along the water that I noticed another sign that the sissification was working. Tori went right to the water to admire the colourful rocks that were glistening as the tide went out. Garrett walked ahead, towards the pier. He noticed that his shoelace was undone, so he bent over to tie it. As he bent over, his jeans stretched down, revealing a sliver of red lace: a thong he was wearing underneath his pants. The undies likely belonged to my daughter. Did Tori know that her boyfriend was wearing her panties out of the house? Was she accepting of his new little fetish? Was it even a new fetish?

I wanted to nudge her, to point the sight out to her, but I remembered my plan: to stay out of it so she could figure him out on her own. And all she had to do now was look over. I cleared my throat, hoping to get her to turn her head, and it worked, but sadly she didn’t look towards her boyfriend before he stood up and his shirt fell down to cover his G-string. I was so close—but at least it seemed inevitable that she would catch him eventually.

I decided the next night that I could probably speed along the breakup process by giving Tori and Garrett some space. I was always lingering around the house, giving them little time to have personal conversations. Maybe Garrett was just waiting for his opportunity to open up to Tori about his new feelings. Maybe I just needed to leave the house for a bit. So I went out for a few hours. I walked around town and then I sat by the water for a while, watching the waves as the tide came in. Then, once the sun started to set, I headed back home. I was just stepping out from my car when I noticed my daughter in the window. Her face was red and she was yelling. In the other window, I could see Garrett, white-faced and looking guilty of something. They were fighting! It was exactly what I wanted—it was exactly why I left to give them space.

So I didn’t go straight into the house. Instead, I went into my garage where I had my workout equipment set up. I loaded up the bar of my bench press and I did a few heavy sets. It was a warm evening, and my air conditioner didn’t pump cool air into that garage, so I took off my shirt to cool down. I finished my workout with some crunches and pushups. It had been a couple of weeks since I’d hit the weights so hard, but it was worth it. I felt so much better after getting my endorphins flowing. Maybe that’s all I needed to calm my nerves: a good, exhausting workout. I looked around for a towel to dab off the sweat, and then the door suddenly opened and Garrett stepped in, still with that white-faced look of guilt. “Hi, Jack,” he said.

“Hey Garrett,” I said, still looking for that towel. “Can I help you with something?”

He shrugged his shoulders and shook his head. “I just wanted to see what you were up to. Do you workout a lot?”

“Not as much as I should,” I said with a little laugh.

He was just standing there, staring at me. “Aren’t you going out with Tori tonight?” I asked.

“We had a little fight, so she went out to meet some friends,” he said.

I nodded my head, trying to fight the urge to smile. “A fight about what?” I said casually, looking away, trying to remember what I’d been looking for before he came in.

“Priorities, I guess,” he said. “Nothing serious, I don’t think. Your daughter can be pretty steadfast, huh?”

“That’s how I raised her,” I said.

He leaned against the wall and continued to stare at me. Now I was starting to feel self-conscious. In the reflection of a nearby mirror, I saw that he was looking at my sweaty body. Was he attracted to me? Or was he just waiting to say something—zoned out with his lost gaze pointed in my direction?

I looked at him and wondered if he was wearing her panties under his clothes again. That morning I saw his razor on the side of the sink, and I saw that there were little blonde hairs between the blades: but he’d never had hairs on his face that I ever noticed. I could only assume that they were leg hairs, or armpit hairs. Looking at his arms now, I couldn’t detect those thin blonde hairs that I’d seen before, so maybe he went ahead and shaved everything in his self-sissification.

“So what are you going to do for the rest of the evening?” I asked.

He shrugged. “I don’t know. Tori said she wouldn’t be home until late—and maybe not until the morning. She’s pretty mad at me. Maybe it’s just that time of month, I don’t know.”

I nodded my head, feeling slightly hopeful that this was the beginning of the end of their relationship. For the first time in my life, I was actually hoping that my daughter was out at a club, being hit on by strapping men.

Garrett continued to stare at me. His eyes glistened as he gazed down my body. Was he gay? Was he actually attracted to me? “Is there something I can help you with?” I asked, feeling increasingly uncomfortable.

He shook his head.

“Alright then. I’m going to eat some dinner, and then I’m probably going to call it an early night.”

“Alright, Jack. Well have a good night,” he said. I brushed by him, catching a strange whiff of a feminine perfume. Was he wearing my daughter’s perfume? Did they fight about his girlification? Was it really my actions that were driving them apart? I felt strangely guilty, but I remained strong with my plan. Garrett couldn’t be with my daughter, even if that meant making my daughter upset temporarily. In the long run, she was going to be so much happier. A little bit of sadness is worth a lifetime of happiness—right?

I made myself a quick dinner, and then I went upstairs to lay in bed with a book. I wasn’t tired, but I didn’t want to spend the night around Garrett. I didn’t want to spend another minute looking at his sad, victimized face. Plus, it had been a while since I’d done much reading, and it was nice to catch up a little bit. I read for three long hours, and then I felt my lips drying out. I reached for my glass of water, but it was empty.

So I got up and went downstairs to fetch a glass of water. As I stepped into the living room, the guest bedroom door opened and Garrett stepped out. He was wearing a little dress, heels, makeup, and a black lace choker. He took three steps into the room before noticing me staring at him like a petrified deer. He stopped and become petrified as well. I nearly dropped my glass. Was he on his way to the spare room to ride that dildo again? Had he been playing dress up for the past three hours while I was reading?

It took me a moment to make sure I was really staring at Garrett, and not one of Tori’s old childhood friends. He was hardly recognizable, looking more feminine than ever before. He’d gotten better at doing his makeup, and now his hair was stylishly done in loose curls, which complimented his figure.

“Garrett?” I said.

He stuttered, but no real words came out from his mouth.

“Is that my daughter’s dress?” I asked. My voice cracked. His breasts had grown noticeably since I last saw him so exposed. Now, there was some real definition in his cleavage. And his skin was completely smooth: he’d definitely shaved his arms and pits and legs.

“I—I can explain,” he said with a soft voice, which almost sounded feminine. Then he cleared his throat, as if he noticed the feminine twang as well.

“Does my daughter know that you do this?” I asked after a long moment of silence.

He shook his head very quickly. “Please don’t tell her,” he said.

“Why are you doing this?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. Just please don’t tell her about this. I’ll do anything.”

My mind raced. Why couldn’t Tori have found him like this? Why did I keep catching him? I’d caught him jerking off to tranny porn; I’d caught him riding a thick dildo; I’d caught him wearing lacy panties out of the house; and now this.

The room became silent. He continued to stare at me while I stared at him. I could see his hands trembling. He knew that I wanted to tell Tori—and my God, did I want to tell Tori. I had my phone in my pocket. It would have been so easy just to reach it out to snap a quick photo. There was no way she would stay with him knowing he liked to prance around in her clothes. But I just couldn’t do it. I didn’t know the difference between right and wrong anymore. I was already doing enough by slipping him the pills. Surely it was just a matter of time before Tori was the one coming face to face with her dolled up boyfriend.

“Go and change,” I said softly.

It took him a minute to turn around. He walked slowly back into the guest room, and then my gut began to churn. It didn’t feel right. Why was I feeling so guilty? Did I do this to him? Or was this something he’d been doing for years? How could I possibly know? And what if Tori did discover his secret and she did break up with him, and then he went off and killed himself? Was I an evil person?

I knew I had to say something. So I walked up to the door and pushed it open. Garrett froze. His dress was half off, down around his waist, leaving his chest uncovered. It took him a few seconds before remembering that he had tits now. He reached up and covered his chest with his hands, but it was too late: I saw his A-cup breasts. They were supple and cute, with puffy nipples that were begging to be sucked. My heart fluttered. His whole body was cute: so fragile and soft and tight.

I could feel beads of cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat, so I could say something, but then my urges overpowered my sensibilities. I stepped forward, towards him. I looked down into his eyes, and then I put my hands on his shoulders. I pushed him down gently, and he quickly dropped to his knees. He looked up at me with a frightened look on his face. I unzipped my fly and dug out my semi-erect penis. As it flopped out, his gaze snapped onto it. He uncovered his breasts and reached out for it, grabbing my balls with one hand and the base of my shaft with the other. It was only two seconds later when his soft, warm lips were pressed around my tip.

My heart was pounding ferociously. I knew I was doing something horribly wrong on so many levels—but I couldn’t stop myself. Some other power had taken control of my body. Maybe I was possessed by the devil. Maybe this was just another step towards succumbing to my strange, evil desires. I watched him as he bobbed back and forth, massaging my shaft with his soft lips. His tongue was amazing, slurping back and forth, massaging the whole length of my manhood. I let a groan slip out, and then I noticed a slight smile on his face.

“Oh God,” I whispered, trying to talk myself out of this nonsense. But it felt so good—there was no way I could stop him. My cock was rock-hard now: throbbing on his tongue. And he was a confident sucker, not afraid to let my shaft plunge down the back of his warm throat.

It was hard to even think of him as a boy. Looking down, my brain saw a girl: that long, soft, curled hair, those thick, dark eyelashes, the narrow shoulders, the puffy nipples, the smooth legs. She was a chick—any sane man looking through my eyes now would agree. So maybe it wasn’t so wrong to let her suck me off. Maybe it was okay to indulge for a few minutes.

She put her hands on my thighs and gripped tightly as she pushed her face forward, sinking my big cock down her throat. She gagged a little, but she took it impressively. Then she looked up at me with those shining eyes. Now I had the strong urge to eat her out. So I leaned back, slipping my cock out from her mouth. I slipped my hands under her smooth armpits and I lifted her onto the bed. I pushed her down and then I slid down her panties, revealing her freshly shaved crotch. She had an erection. Her ball sack had definitely shrunk: it was hardly the size of a pair of grapes now. But I wasn’t interested in that; instead, I leaned in and went for her back door. I pressed my forehead against her little ball sack and I began to tongue her tight hole. She was quick to moan, puckering her asshole against my tongue.

She lifted her hips slightly for me, making it easier to get inside of her. I pushed my tongue into her, penetrating her over and over. She moaned louder and louder. I pushed up her knees and then I grabbed her ass with both of my hands. I spread her cheeks wide, making her anus part slightly, so I could plunge my tongue even deeper, nestling my nose into her taint, making her ball sack press firmly against my forehead. I kept licked and poking, and then I suddenly found myself slipping upwards, tickling her taint with the tip of my tongue, and then gently sucking her firm ball sack. Before I knew it, I was sliding the tip of my tongue up the length of her small erection. I slipped my lips around her tip and then I pushed my head down, getting her whole cock into my mouth.

It was warm and throbbing, and after just a few bobs, a bit of sweet pre-cum oozed onto my tongue. She giggled softly and then moaned loudly. Using two fingers, I began to penetrate her asshole. I jabbed quickly. Her anus was tight and warm, and I loved the feeling of it puckering firmly against my fingers. But with each quick penetration, her cock got harder and harder in my mouth, until it was as hard as solid wood, still oozing pre-cum as if she hadn’t had an orgasm in months.

I was trembling all over as I climbed up her body, reaching down between my legs to point her cock at my own asshole. I looked into her wide eyes. She was scared, but excited, gently biting her lip as her tip pressed into my virgin back door. As I began to sit down, I froze with panic. What the hell was I doing? Why was I letting her stick her erection into my body? Had I lost my mind? Was I the one turning gay?

But it was too late. Her tip had penetrated my hole and now she was gently pushing up, sinking her cock deep inside of me. I groaned and clenched, but clenching did nothing. She pushed in further and further, until her pelvis was pressed against my tush. I reached down and squeezed her new tits. Finally, I had my opportunity to suck on her puffy nipples. I bent over and sucked hard, making her even perkier, like little torpedos. She giggled, moaned, and then she began to thrust in and out of my asshole.

It felt good—so good. I knew it was so wrong, but I just couldn’t stop her. I gripped her tits firmly while she caressed my sides. The same cock that fucked my daughter was now fucking me, leaving me with a horrible dread churning in my stomach—but apparently it wasn’t horrible enough to override the pleasure. I started moaning loudly as the veiny shaft slid up and down, stretching me wide.

“Don’t stop,” I said.

“I won’t last long,” she said softly, between heavy breaths. She was fucking me quickly. I forgot how quickly you can thrust when you’re still young and full of energy. I clenched all of the muscles in my body, and then I screamed out.

Then, she reminded me that she was a boy by rolling me over with more strength than I knew she had. Once on top of me, she pulled her dick out from my asshole, pressed her tip against my cock, and she began to coat my shaft with her warm, thick cum. I groaned, reaching down to spread it up my whole length, even squishing it against my tip in my euphoric state of delusion.

Once she was finished, I thought the act was done, but now she was climbing on me. She took my cock from my and pointed it up, nestling my cum-soaked tip between her butt cheeks. She made a big smile the moment I felt her tight hole squeezing the very tip of my tip. Then she began to sit down, inserting not just my cock into her asshole, but her own cum as well. She was using her cum as lubricant, making my heart throb even faster. She was more of a slut than I thought.

She kept sinking my long shaft into her until there was nothing left. Her bum was on my lap and she groaned euphorically. Her bum quivered and then she began to bounce. I could hear her cum squishing between her asshole and my solid shaft. I was so hard that my cock almost hurt.

“Ride it, slut,” I said. When she heard the word ‘slut’, her face lit up. She smiled and bit her lip.

“You’re a dirty whore, aren’t you?” I asked.

She nodded her head quickly. “What are you going to do about it?” she asked.

“I’m going to fuck you until you can’t walk straight,” I said. “I’ll fuck you until you behave, even if I have to fuck you twice a day.”

“You think that will be enough?” she said with a smirk, still bouncing quickly.

“You’re such a filthy whore,” I said, gripping her ass cheeks with my hands. Then I looked at her chest and watched as her small tits bounced up and down. I couldn’t wait for her boobs to fill out. How long would it take? Another month? Would I get to see their full glory before the end of her trip? I reached up and felt her puffy nipples. “Bounce faster, slut,” I said. And amazingly, she was able to bounce faster, hopping on me like a rabbit on cocaine. Her ass slapped against my lap loudly. I could feel her old cum oozing out from her hole, dripping down my shaft and my balls. It was an amazing feeling: the best sex I’d ever had.

And then I couldn’t hold back any longer. I had to come. I only lasted a few minutes—the quickest I’d lasted since I was a teenager. I filled her tight hole with my hot load, and then she stood up and reached a hand between her legs to catch my substance. As it poured into her hand, she smiled. Then she reached up and brought the little puddle of cum to her lips. She licked it up while staring into my eyes. “Think you can handle me?” she asked.

My heart bounced. “I can handle you,” I said. I felt dirty and guilty, but strangely excited. Then I looked over at the clock on the wall and realized we’d been in that little guest room for over an hour. There was a good chance Tori could show up at any moment, even though she said she might be out all night. So I stood up and quickly pulled up my pants. “I’m going to get cleaned up. You’d better get changed in case Tori comes home.”

She smiled and nodded her head. I watched as the light in her eyes vanished—possibly realizing what she’d done: cheated on her girlfriend with her girlfriend’s dad. And now I was remembering that she wasn’t a she at all. I’d just fucked a boy: my daughter’s boyfriend, who I was drugging in some weird attempt to get them to break up. Everything about the scenario was fucked up and deranged, yet there I was with a smirk on my face and a drop of cum oozing out from the tip of my cock.


CHAPTER VI

I didn’t hesitate putting the pills in Garrett’s coffee the next morning. I was even tempted to double the dose, but I had no idea if that would affect the speediness of his transformation. My heart bounced when he came down the stairs. Tori was already in the breakfast nook, finishing her breakfast. Garrett looked into my eyes for a brief moment before looking away and awkwardly saying, “Good morning.” It felt a bit like the morning after a drunken one-night-stand, but Garrett was sober when we fucked, and so was I.

It was only a few minutes later when I noticed him looking my way, while Tori was staring out the window at the Atlantic Ocean. He gave me a quick smile before looking back at my daughter. It seemed like they’d made up. He was sitting close to her and she seemed relaxed: not at all an image of a fighting couple. And I wasn’t sure how to feel about their reconciliation. I was hoping their fight would have lasted longer, so my daughter could have really thought about her future with Garrett. The fight obviously wasn’t too serious—or maybe Garrett was right, and she was just going through that time of the month.

I knew that I needed to stick to my plan. I was still set on breaking them up and getting Garrett out of my daughter’s life. Our romp while Tori was out was just a little hiccup along the way. I knew that it wasn’t something to think too much into. I had to convince myself that it was just a stupid mistake on both ends, though it was hard to forget how good it felt when his cock was sliding up my asshole, perfectly connecting with that sweet-spot, making my legs tremble while I moaned. And then the feeling of coming in his tight butt: it was the definition of euphoria.

But I had to stop thinking about it. I had to keep to my plan, and now I knew what worked. Now I knew that I just had to give Garrett and Tori some space so they could argue freely and build up tension. While I was around, they remained reserved and quiet, never talking about much more than school and the weather. So I went out for the day, running some long-overdue errands around town. I didn’t bring my car; instead, I went on foot, taking in the warm weather, waving at all of the familiar faces that had been there for at least twenty years.

I got a few strange looks—maybe because it was rare that I was so cheery. But I couldn’t help it: I was in a cheery mood. I felt like smiling at people. I felt like waving at anyone who smiled back. I even stopped at a cafe for a cup of coffee, sitting alone at one of the tables while people walked by (it was something I never did). I felt invigorated, and I knew that it was because of the sex.

It was the first time I’d had sex since having sex with my late-wife. It was a weird feeling: a combination of guilt and confusion and excitement. I knew that it was wrong, but why was that excitement still lingering? I couldn’t help but picture my wife looking down at me. Would she be outraged? I felt like I was cheating on her: and it wasn’t like I was cheating on her with some middle-aged woman; instead, I was cheating on her with my daughter’s boyfriend. I had anal sex with a biological male. I sucked on a man’s nipples. I ate out a man’s asshole. But even knowing all of that, I couldn’t help but smirk, as if it was some sort of screwed up accomplishment.

When I returned home that evening, Tori and Garrett were out. I felt relieved to be away from Garrett, no longer worried about being trapped in that cloud of sexual tension. I went to sleep early that night, using a sleeping pill to help. I assumed I would wake up with a clear mind, ready to put my little fling with Garrett behind me—but instead, I woke up with an idea that made me grin from ear to ear. I wanted to buy Garrett some lingerie of his own, so he wouldn’t have to sneak around Tori to wear the new outfits she brought with her.

So after giving Garrett his morning coffee, I took off for Shediac, a town that was about an hour drive away. I needed to go somewhere I wouldn’t be recognized. I didn’t want people gossiping about me. I lived in a small town, and many people knew my daughter very well. The last thing I needed was my daughter asking me who I was buying lingerie for.

I went to a little lingerie store in the little vacation town. They didn’t have much, but what they did have was sexy. I looked through a number of outfits, imagining Garrett in all of them. I was excited to see him in something sexy—and I was hopeful that Garrett would be so excited that he would carelessly reveal himself to Tori. I wanted to give him something he wouldn’t be able to resist wearing.

And the outfit I ended up buying was perfect: a tight black romper, all lace, with thin shoulder straps and just a thin strip between the legs. I got the outfit wrapped in some thin gift paper, and then I went home and carefully hid the outfit in a drawer in the spare room dresser. Tori and Garrett spent the day around the house. I waited until Tori went up to use the bathroom, and then I went to Garrett and said, “There’s something for you in the spare room—the top dresser drawer. But keep it a secret.”

He went to see the present, and he came back with a big smile on his face. He bit down on his bottom lip, and then Tori came back and he impressively made a straight face. It was five minutes later when he said, “So are you going out with Jasmine tonight?”

Tori looked at him for a moment. “I thought you wanted me to stay and watch a movie with you,” she said.

“Yeah, that would be cool. But—I mean—you only get to see her, like, once a year. We can watch a movie anytime. You know?”

Tori smiled and nodded her head. “Okay. I’ll see if she’s still available.” She kissed Garrett on the cheek, then Garrett’s lips curled into a smile. I caught myself smiling as well, picturing his tight, feminine body in that amazing piece of lacy lingerie.

The day went by slowly. I didn’t stop buzzing with excitement, counting down the minutes until Tori was due to meet up with her friend. But that guilty dread remained in my stomach. Was I implicating myself in my destruction of Garrett? This whole plan was to take him out of the picture, but now I was risking myself: throwing myself in the burning flames. What if Tori found out about what I was doing? What if Garrett told her that I bought him lingerie? What if she found out about the pills I was slipping into his coffee? Would she ever visit me on the east coast again? Would I end up spending the rest of my life alone and sad?

That guilt finally fluttered away an hour after Tori left to meet up with her friend. I went for a walk along the water in an attempt to clear my mind, and when I came back, Garrett was in the living room waiting for me, dolled up and more beautiful than ever.

I was pretty sure she’d developed even more since I last saw her as a girl. Her breasts seemed fuller and her body seemed curvier—or maybe it was just the lingerie doing what it was designed to do: making her look absurdly beautiful. She batted her eyelashes before cracking a grin. Then she ran her fingers through her hair, pushing her soft locks back, away from her cute face. I walked up slowly. My insides were still tingling with that terrible nervousness; I still wasn’t convinced that I wasn’t doing something horribly wrong. But how could I possibly resist the opportunity?

Besides, I just had to make sure Garrett didn’t catch on to my scheme. I couldn’t let him find out that I’d been slipping him the pills. If he didn’t think that I was out to get him, then he probably wouldn’t throw me under the bus once he was caught by Tori. As long as he thought I was being nice to him, this would continue to be his problem and not mine. At least that’s what I kept telling myself.

I put my hands on her sides. I moved them up and down, feeling her soft curves. Then I brought my hands forward to feel her breast progression. “They’re so soft,” I said. Then her smile disappeared and her face turned white. “What is it?”

She looked into my eyes. “It’s nothing.”

I realized in that moment that she probably still didn’t know why there were tits growing on her chest. She didn’t know that she was taking hormone pills—and if I wasn’t careful, I was going to accidentally give myself away. So I let go of her breasts. She seemed to be happy to have them. She wasn’t afraid to show them off when Tori wasn’t around. But still, she must have been terrified. Every day they were a bit bigger. Every day her voice was a bit higher. Every day her skin turned softer. Hair had already stopped growing on her face. Her balls were noticeably smaller, even since the last time I saw her bulge. And what was her theory? Did she just assume that she was going through some mysterious delayed female puberty? I could see that confused fear on her face—it made me feel bad, but it was also kind of cute. She was cute when she was vulnerable.

I gently cupped her chin with my hand. She smiled. I leaned in and kissed her soft, plump lips: lips that could have only belonged to a woman. Everything about her seemed exclusively feminine, even though I knew that she was really a man: even things that weren’t being affected by the hormone pills, like her jawline and her cute little nose, and the way that she kissed. She was so gentle, and so elegant with her tongue. Hormone pills can’t teach someone how to kiss like a girl—so where did that skill come from?

I slid my hand down her torso, across her soft tummy, down her pelvis, and onto her bulge. I grabbed it gently and began to rub in circles, as if I was massaging a clit. She sighed gently and then she moaned. I kept rubbing, harder and harder, feeling her constrained package beginning to throb. But her tight lingerie was holding it down, stopping her erection from springing up. She seemed to like the way I was rubbing; maybe it made her feel more like a real girl.

I stared into her eyes. I had to bite down on my tongue to stop myself from getting too carried away and too aggressive. She was so beautiful and I was so horny—getting hornier by the second. I kissed her again, forcing my tongue into her mouth. Then I pressed my forehead against hers and stared into her amazing eyes. I didn’t stop rubbing. Now I was rubbing hard. I could feel that she was erect, with her cock awkwardly tucked back. She was squirming—maybe it was a bit uncomfortable. Maybe she wanted her cock to be freed, so it could stand upright. But I didn’t want to stop rubbing. I loved the way her face was turning red. I loved how loud her little sighs were becoming. “Come for me,” I said, rubbing faster, as if I was trying to make her pussy squirt. The throbbing between her thighs was intense. Her legs were buckling. Her whole body was squirming. And then suddenly, I felt the wetness in my hand. She was groaning. After a moment, I could feel the warm ooze squishing between my fingers. I looked down and saw the thick white cream seeping through the lace of her little outfit. I’d massaged her to orgasm.

I pulled my hand away, taking some of her sticky substance with me. Then I found myself sinking to my knees, putting my hands on her hips, and leaning forward to lick the cum while it was still warm. It was sweet and strangely satisfying. She reached down and nestled her fingers in my hair, pulling me tighter. Then she used her free hand to fish out her erection, which was slicked with cum and still oozing the last few fresh drops. I licked it all up, swallowing it, and then I gave her softening cock a good sucking, just for my own satisfaction.

I wasn’t done with her. I stood up and kissed her, forcing my tongue into her mouth so she could taste her own brand. Then I turned her around, bent her over, and I pressed my fierce erection into her tiny butthole. I pumped her with rapid intensity, and I managed to come in a matter of minutes, filling her tight passageway with hot semen, which poured down her trembling legs moments after I pulled out. I gave her a firm slap on the ass, leaving a red hand print. I loved watching her tight butt jiggle.

“Show me your butthole,” I said.

She giggled. Then she bent over, grabbed her ass cheeks, and she spread them wide, showing me her stretched and puckering hole, still with cream billowing out. It was only a quick show; she stood up and turned around with another giggle and said, “That’s all you get.”

“But I want more,” I said with a big grin.

“Well you have to wait,” she said. “Tori’s going to be home soon and I have to get cleaned up.”

It was a short little romp, but worth every second. I watched her as she skipped off to the bathroom to clean off her makeup, and to clean up the cum that was already near her feet: still running down her pretty, smooth legs. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, trying to draw some sanity back into my body. I was getting carried away with her. I had no reason to be fooling around with her while Tori was out. And it was starting to seem like each day I was drifting further away from my master plan. Some days I forgot completely about my plan to break Tori and Garrett up. Some days I spent all of my brain power on trying to figure out how to get Tori out of the house so I could have Garrett to myself, when I should have been trying to figure out a way to get Tori and Garrett together.

And now I was afraid that I was gambling the same way Garrett gambled when he snuck out of Tori’s bedroom at night. There was nothing stopping Tori from returning to the house early. There was nothing stopping her from finding me with her boyfriend. Each time we fooled around, I was rolling the dice, and it was just a matter of time before I rolled snake eyes. I knew I had to stop. Every sensible part of my brain was begging me to stop. But all of that sensibility went out the window when the image of her perfect body slipped into my mind.


CHAPTER VII

It was a week later when Tori came to me while I was in the garage, working out. “Hey dad, what are you doing today?” she asked. It was still the morning. My plan was to drive to Shediac, to buy another piece of lingerie for my secret lover: her boyfriend.

“I have no plans,” I said.

“Well maybe we can hang out—just the two of us,” she said. “I feel like we haven’t had a moment together since I got here.” She smiled and I did the same.

“Sure. That sounds great,” I said.

“Maybe we can drive to Moncton and walk around the town or something—and then we can grab lunch. Garrett says he just wants to hang around the house today, but I need to get out. I’m feeling like I need a good walk.”

I nodded my head. I was thrilled to have the opportunity to spend the day with my daughter, but at the same time, I felt a bit sad to know that Tori wanted to be out of the house and Garrett was going to spend the whole day in the house. I knew that he would be playing dress up. I knew that he was going to be trying on cute outfits, and probably teasing that tight butthole with his dildo toy. It wasn’t something I wanted to miss, but Tori was right: we hadn’t spent any time together since her arrival. “Let’s do it,” I said with a smile.

So I got ready and we hopped into the car. As I began to pull away, I saw Garrett watching from the window: probably waiting for us to be out of sight so he could get himself pretty. Tori told him that we wouldn’t be back until the evening. She wanted to hit up all of her childhood favourite spots; she even wanted to see the zoo: one of her favourite spots as a kid. But first, we were headed downtown for a short walk and a bite to eat.

We parked and then we started our stroll. Tori started to tell me about school. Apparently she had some professors she wasn’t terribly fond of. I smiled while I listened, and then my attention was pulled away as we walked by a little lingerie shop. In the window was a cute red outfit: two pieces of tight satin wrapped around a curvy mannequin. The mannequin had a similar body to Garrett. I imagined that outfit on Garrett, and then I tried to think of a way I could buy the little number. Maybe I could come back tomorrow. Or maybe I could find a way to buy it without Tori noticing, so that I could get Garrett to wear it that night. I looked around at the nearby restaurants. I just had to find one that was close, so I could excuse myself for the bathroom, sneak out, buy the outfit, and then sneak back into the restaurant—

“Dad?” Tori said.

I looked over at her. “Huh?” I said.

“I asked you a question.”

“Sorry. I didn’t hear you.” She stared into my eyes, looking slightly disappointed. I wasn’t sure how long I’d been zoned out. I probably missed a lot of what she’d said, and it was obvious that she knew it.

“It’s fine,” she said. “It wasn’t that important.”

Now I felt bad. I was letting my daughter down because I couldn’t stop thinking about her sissy boyfriend. And my mind didn’t stop wandering. We found a restaurant down the street, and I managed to keep my head clear for the next twenty minutes, and then a beautiful young woman walked by the window. She had a petite body, just like Garrett, and she was wearing a tight dress and gorgeous heels. Her hair bounced as she walked, and so did her small braless tits. I was mesmerized by the sight of her, wondering where I could get an outfit like hers for Garrett. Then I finally tuned back into reality and saw my daughter staring at me with disappointment on her face. Once again, I hadn’t heard what she’d said to me.

And in that moment, I realized it was time to get Garrett out from my life. I was getting too carried away with him. He was ruining my relationship with my daughter, and because of him, I felt like I was ruining my daughter’s life. Garrett was a poison: a poison capable of being extremely beautiful and ridiculously seductive—but a poison nonetheless. It was time to get rid of him.

I knew he was at home now, all dolled up. I knew that he wasn’t expecting us to be home for many hours. So I knew what needed to be done. “Hey, so I know you want to go to the zoo, but I left something at home. You don’t mind if we swing around and grab it, do you?”

“Home?” Tori said. “That would be like an hour detour. What did you forget?”

I bit down on my tongue. “I have these blood pressure pills. It’s nothing serious, but I’m supposed to take them every twelve hours. I completely forgot. We can take the scenic route. It won’t be so bad.”

She hesitated. “Okay. If you need them then you need them. But we’re still going to the zoo, right?”

I smiled and nodded my head. “Of course we are.”

But I knew there wouldn’t be any zoo. I knew that we would pull up to the house and find Garrett in one of her outfits, or maybe in the lingerie I bought him, and then the whole day plan would be ruined. They would fight and then I would end up driving Garrett to the airport, so he could catch the next flight home. And then the next week would probably be quiet while Tori tried to get over her sissy ex-boyfriend. Then, if I was lucky, I would get one good month with my daughter before she had to go back to Vancouver for her last year of college.

It was a long drive back to the house. My heart was pounding and my stomach was churning. I knew it had to be done. I knew it was going to be ugly—and I knew I was going to feel terrible about it. Since I started slipping Garrett the hormone pills, he’d been much nicer. Maybe it was the pills or maybe it was something else—but he hadn’t been the intolerable dweeb that he was when he arrived. In fact, he’d been good to me. He’d been kind and I loved our little romps. I hated that I was on my way to potentially destroy his life after secretly feminizing him for nearly two months—but it just had to be done. I needed to repair my relationship with my daughter, and he was standing in my way.

I took the back road to my house, so I could pull around back, onto the grass, instead of pulling into the driveway. Tori laughed. “Is the alley part of the scenic route now?” she asked.

I forced a smile. “My pills are in the kitchen,” I said. “I just thought it would be easier to grab them from the back.” But really, I didn’t want my tires to crunch the gravel, alerting Garrett that we were home. Pulling up on the grass, I knew we could pull up undetected.

I had a quarter cup of cold coffee in my cupholder: part of my plan. I reached for the cup. “I’ve been meaning to throw this out,” I said. And then I awkwardly pretended to slip, dropping the coffee over onto my daughter’s lap. She gasped as the dark fluid spilled on her cute dress. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay,” Tori said. “Luckily we’re home—I can just go and change.”

“I’m really so sorry,” I said.

“It’s fine, dad. It’s just coffee. I’ll just throw it straight into the wash.”

I bit down on my tongue. I felt so guilty about everything. I was a terrible person. All of my actions were terrible. Was I just acting out of greed? What did I have against Garrett being with my daughter? So he was a bit of a ditz—did that mean he deserved to be destroyed? Was it possible that my daughter still loved him?

Tori got out of the car and started towards the house. I stepped out slowly. My heart was pounding ferociously now. In a minute, my whole plan would come to its climax. I knew that Garrett was inside, all dolled up, oblivious to the fact his girlfriend was about to walk in the door. And there was a chance that Garrett would throw me into the fire, just so he didn’t have to burn alone. I took a deep breath and watched as Tori slipped through the back door. Then I began to walk forward.

My stomach burned with regret. Maybe Garrett wouldn’t be dolled up. Maybe he would just be watching TV. Maybe Tori could put on a new dress and we could go to the zoo. I could stop drugging Garrett. His hormones would take a couple of months to rebalance. I’m sure his tits would go away with time, his voice would go back to normal once testosterone started to naturally produce between his legs, and Tori could have her dopey boyfriend back. It wasn’t too late to cancel my evil plan. It wasn’t too late to just let my daughter live her life without my cruel interference.

I walked up to the door and let myself in. I just needed to throw out those pills. Once they were in the garbage, I could move on. My plan was to toss them in the trash while Tori was getting changed. But I didn’t make it that far.

Tori was frozen in the middle of the kitchen. Twenty feet ahead of her was Garrett, dolled up in an adorable white dress, with white stockings pulled up his smooth legs. He was wearing her makeup. His hair was down and beautiful curled. He was stunning, but not to Tori.

I froze. Cold beads of sweat quickly formed on the back of my neck. It was all over. My new plan to save Tori and Garrett and myself failed before it even started.

“Garrett?” Tori said after a very long silence.

“I—I can explain,” Garrett said. And then that silence returned. The guilt in my stomach was intense: almost crippling. I bit down on my tongue to stop myself from breaking down. I was responsible for this. I was ruining my daughter’s relationship, and I was ruining Garrett’s life. What if Tori went and told all of her friends? What if the whole school found out that Garrett liked to put on her clothes? What if Garrett was so humiliated that he turned to suicide?

And what if Tori found out that I was responsible? Would she ever forgive me?

“You’d better start explaining,” Tori said. “This better be some sort of joke. Did my dad put you up to this?”

I nodded my head behind my daughter’s back, hoping to get Garrett to play along with the opportunity he was being given. It would have been easy: pretend like we were just playing a joke on Tori. Or maybe it wouldn’t have been so easy. It wouldn’t have helped to explain why Garrett’s makeup was so good—and it definitely wouldn’t have helped to explain the fact that Garrett had B-cup breasts, which were clear now in the deep cut of the dress.

“Garrett?” she said.

“I’m sorry,” he replied. “But I couldn’t help myself. Since we got here, I’ve just felt different. I like putting on your clothes, and I don’t know why.” He looked like he was about to cry. His eyes were shimmering and his lips were quivering, and now I felt even more guilty.

“But why? Men aren’t supposed to want to wear women’s clothes,” Tori said with a broken voice. “Are you... gay?”

I shook my head, trying to urge Garrett to say no. Just tell her you love her! But instead, he said, “I don’t know.” He put the nail into his own coffin. I groaned, tempted to collapse under the pressure of my horrible guilt.

“Oh my God,” Tori said. Then she buried her face in her hands and ran past Garrett, towards her bedroom. She slammed the door and then the house became very quiet.

Garrett looked into my eyes. His lip quivered and then he said, “Why are you home so early?”

“Tori needed to change her outfit,” I said softly, not telling him that I brought Tori home to expose him.

“You should have warned me,” he said.

“I didn’t think about it,” I lied. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. My daughter was now crying because of me. Garrett’s reputation was pretty much dead because of me. And for what? Because I was sure that my daughter could find a better guy? Because I wanted a better father for my future grandkids? I didn’t even know Garrett when I started feminizing him—so why was I so quick to screw him over?

It was a minute later when Tori emerged from her bedroom, with tears running down her cheeks. “So this has been going on for a long time then?” she said. “When I leave for class, is this what you do while I’m gone?”

Garrett stood still, looking like the saddest little fawn. I felt so bad. I felt like it was my responsibility to make this all better, even if it meant tossing myself into the fire and ruining my relationship with my daughter. Maybe my daughter’s happiness was more important than our relationship.

I bit down on my tongue. I was just about to confess to everything, and then Garrett said, “Yes.” The room became silent. “About a month after we moved in together, I started trying on your clothes. I grew out my hair because that Halloween wig we have was making me itchy. I haven’t even been going to school as much as you think. I’m actually only in a single class—one day each week.”

Tori’s lips parted but it took a moment for words to come out. “So when you leave the house, where are you going?” she asked.

“I’m going out as a girl. I—I go to bars and cafes. Sometimes I’ll just go walk around parks. I like the way the clothes feel. I like how pretty I am in makeup. I don’t know why, but that’s just how it’s been since I started messing around in your closet. I’m sorry, but it’s just the way that I am.”

Tori shook her head slowly. “And have you been with men?”

The room was quiet. I felt a clenching at my heart. “Not until we got here,” he said.

Now I really wanted to collapse. My head was spinning quickly. I felt faint. I felt nauseous. Tori put her hand against her lips and muttered, “Oh God.”

“I love you, Tori, but in the past few weeks I’ve realized that maybe I’m not who you think I am. And maybe I’m not who I thought I was. My body’s been changing, and for a while that was scary, but now I’m happy with the changes. I think I want to be a girl. Maybe it’s good that you caught me like this. I don’t know how I ever would have told you. I love being a girl, and I love it here in New Brunswick.”

“So that’s it then?” she said. “You’re going to break up with me?”

Garrett nodded his head. “When I went out yesterday, it was to see a doctor in town. I got a prescription for some hormone pills. I’m going to start taking them every day. And I think I’m going to stay here in New Brunswick. I’m sorry.”

Tori shook her head and wiped her eyes with her wrist. “I just can’t believe this.” She looked down at her feet. “But I’m glad you told me before we went any further.”

Garrett walked up to Tori and gave her a hug. I couldn’t believe how accepting my daughter was being. I was actually quite proud, even though I felt horrible for her. I couldn’t imagine losing your significant other in such a dramatic way. But maybe she never really loved him. Maybe she never really had feelings for him. It’s impossible to know.

Garrett stayed in the guest room that night, and then he went to stay in a hotel. Tori was quiet for a few days. I looked over her shoulder one afternoon and saw that she was texting Garrett. “How’s he doing?” I asked softly.

“She,” she said, correcting me. She turned to me with a smile. “I think she’s doing well. She seems really happy. I don’t think I’ve ever really seen her this happy.”

I thought about telling Tori that I was the man that Garrett had been with, but I stopped myself. She probably didn’t need to know. I definitely didn’t want her knowing, and I don’t think Garrett wanted it either. It certainly wouldn’t have done any good. Sometimes people don’t need to know the whole truth. Sometimes a bit of ignorance is a blessing for everyone.

It was a few days later when I caught Tori smiling. She’d spent the night out with some friends, and now we had a big day planned together. We were finally going to head out to the zoo, and I finally felt like my head was clear enough to hold a good conversation. But Tori just wouldn’t stop smiling. “What’s with you?” I asked.

She bit her lip. “I know you’ll think that this is probably too soon, but I met a guy last night. His name is Nathan, and he’s so sweet. I just can’t stop thinking about him. I’m sorry.” Her cheeks were red. It was nice seeing her happy. It was nice to know that I hadn’t done too much damage to my daughter.

“Don’t be sorry,” I said. “And I don’t know that it’s too soon. You can’t predict when love with strike.” It was something my wife always said.

She smiled and looked into my eyes. “Maybe we can have him over for dinner next week.” She told me all about Nathan. Apparently he was tall and handsome and bearded: the opposite of Garrett. “I loved Garrett,” Tori said out of the blue. “But I think he came into my life to help me figure out what exactly I want in a partner—and what I don’t want.”

I smiled. “Well, I guess we’re all here to teach each other lessons. Right?” I said. And maybe I had a part of that lesson as well. Maybe my little feminization scheme happened at the perfect time. Maybe I helped Garrett realize who he was, and maybe I was the perfectly timed catalyst for their split. Garrett even helped me to understand myself a little bit better. The night before our outing to the zoo, I signed myself up for a dating website, and within an hour I found myself talking to a woman just a few years younger than me, who had only been a woman for a decade. I would have never considered replying to her had I not had my experience with Garrett.

Nathan was a great guy: the exact type of guy I had in my mind when Tori originally told me that she had a boyfriend. He was handsome, muscular, and very kind. He worked as a plumber, with his own business. He was good to Tori, and it was just a week into their little fling that he convinced her to stay in New Brunswick. She ended up transferring to a university that was just an hour away.

My scheme worked in more ways than I anticipated. I had my daughter back in my province. My eyes were opened to a whole world I never knew existed. And Garrett—who now went by Freida—was happier than she knew possible; she came around the house from time to time to see Tori and I, sometimes even bringing her new boyfriend. I no longer regretted feminizing her; in fact, it was now something I was very proud of. But of course I knew that I did it for the wrong reasons.

I was happy. Tori was happy Freida was happy. Everything was perfect.

THE END


CAUGHT IN THE MIDDLE

Dax has always been lucky, but his biggest stroke of luck comes on his first day of college, after he gets lost looking for his first class. He ends up in a recruitment room for a sought-after fraternity that only accepts a few members each year, and admissions just happen to be open. A week later, Dax finds himself with a room in the frat house, with plenty of girls who now want to be his girlfriend.

And his luck seems to continue when he meets Viviana, a stunningly beautiful girl who wants nothing more than to bring Dax up to her bedroom one night at a sorority party. But everything isn’t as it seems. Viviana wants to make a deal. Dax can do anything he wants to her amazing body, all night, as long as he’s willing to slip his frat mates a few pills each day over the next few months.


CHAPTER I

I didn’t have many accomplishments in my life to boast about. I didn’t do great in high school—hardly getting the grades to make it into a half-decent college. I never did well in any sports, and actually got kicked off of my high school’s floor hockey team after accidentally scoring on my own goalie in the first game of the season. I couldn’t play any instruments, even though my parents paid for years and years of guitar lessons, tuba lessons, clarinet lessons, and even drumming lessons. I didn’t have much going for me—until my freshman year of college.

It was my first day on campus. I didn’t know anyone and I had no idea where I was supposed to go. I had a map of the campus but I just couldn’t figure out which way was which, so I found myself wandering around helplessly, trying my best to look like I knew what I was doing. I even smiled and said, “I’m fine,” when someone asked if I needed help finding something. I don’t know why I didn’t just ask for the offered help—but I’m glad I didn’t, because I ended up wandering into the college GLO recruiting room. They were just setting up for the big fair due to take place that weekend. A number of men and pretty girls turned to stare at me as I walked into the room. I thought about turning around, but I was too afraid to admit that I had no idea what I was doing.

“Are you looking to join a frat, man?” one of the guys asked me. He had short blonde hair and a good amount of blonde stubble on his upper lip.

I nodded my head, even though I had absolutely no intention of joining a frat until that moment.

“Well you’re timing is perfect. We literally just opened up submissions five minutes ago.” He handed me a form and I found myself filling it out. I didn’t know anything about fraternities: what they were for, what kind of people joined them. I’d seen a few comedy movies about frats, but that was it. I gave him the filled out form and then I left the room, thinking very little about what I’d just done. And then, three nights later, I got a call from the same man. “You ready for your first day of tryouts tomorrow?” he asked.

“Sure,” I said, and it wasn’t until I hung up the phone that I realized I had absolutely no idea what was happening. I showed up at the frat house the next morning and the tryouts began. I never thought that I was particularly good at anything, but that day I learned that I was very good at two things: being lucky and holding down my booze. The senior frat members threw drinking game after drinking game at us pledges. Men threw up, passed out, and one guy even had to go to the hospital after falling off a balcony. But I was fine. The beer seemed to have little effect on me—surprising, as that was the first time I’d ever had a drink.

It was a three day event, and it all went by in an instant. I found myself being let into that fraternity, and it wasn’t until a few days later when I learned just how lucky I was. It was a leading fraternity: Delta Phi was well known in the city and it had a fantastic reputation with the school. It was one of the top fraternities in the state. Most men wished they were members, and a large number of women wanted to be Delta Phi girlfriends.

I was asked to move into the house later that week. I didn’t hesitate, as the room they were offering was three times bigger than my dorm room. The night after I moved in, a big party was thrown in the house. Only the top fraternities and sororities were invited. Everyone was well dressed, wearing clothes that were worth more than I had in my bank account. I did my best to fit in, though it was obvious that I wasn’t used to the same wealthy lifestyle that the other members were used to. Luckily, the guys were quick to help me out. They took me out to buy a couple suits and a small stack of dress shirts and ties. One of the members, Tony, bought me a pair of dress shoes that were worth more than my crappy car (which they wouldn’t let me park near the frat house). They took me to get my hair cut and then Michael, one of the senior members, started working with me in the gym that was in the frat house’s basement. He worked part time as a personal trainer, but I was getting his skills for free.

For the first time in my life, I felt like I had something to brag about. I felt like I was somebody, even though I’d just stumbled into that fraternity thanks to a lot of lucky breaks. I found out a week after I got in that they maxed out their applications less than an hour after I submitted my form. Had I not spent that morning wandering aimlessly, I wouldn’t have been a Delta Phi member.

It wasn’t just a free ride. A few days after I became a member, the charity started. Each week we would hit up the local old folk’s home to help out. I had to clean some seriously gross toilets. Then there was all the volunteering at the local hospital, as well as the children’s hospital. The fraternity was responsible for keeping a five mile stretch of highway clean, so there was one day each month when we would all go out wearing orange vests, and we would spend hours picking up trash.

But it was all worth it for the parties. The parties were magical: the house was always stocked with booze and flooded with beautiful young women. And for the first time in my life, girls actually noticed me. I wasn’t particularly handsome or particularly smart—but I was a Delta Phi member, and those girls wanted to be Delta Phi girlfriends.

I was a virgin, until my second month in the frat house. Her name was Viviana, and she was a member of the Chi Alpha sorority, which was directly across the street from us. She’d had her eye on me all night. Every time I looked over at her, she would smile and my heart would flutter and bounce. My confidence had grown tremendously over the few weeks that I’d been in college, but I still couldn’t figure out why she was eyeing me and not one of my frat mates.

I wasn’t the smallest guy in the fraternity. I wasn’t the skinniest. And I probably wasn’t the stupidest. But I definitely wasn’t the best catch. Maybe she thought—or assumed—that I was someone else. Maybe she figured I came from a wealthy family, or that I had some sort of tremendous future ahead of me. One of my frat mates was the son of an oil CEO. His father was worth billions, and he was an only child: set to inherit all of that money. So why was Viviana staring at me?

She had beautiful blonde hair: long and straight and smooth. Her eyes were big and green. Her lips were plump. She had a seductive look that made my heart thump ferociously against my ribcage. I knew that she was way out of my league, but still, she was staring at me.

And it wasn’t just in my head: I wasn’t the only one who noticed. Michael gave me a nudge when Viviana was out having a cigarette with some friends. “Are you going to bang that chick?” he asked.

“I—I don’t know,” I said.

“You have to. She’s smoking hot, and she’s got an itch for you,” he said with a big smirk. “Just be confident. That’s all girls really care about. Have another shot of rye and then go talk to her. She’s drinking vodka sodas, so bring her a vodka soda.” He gave me a nudge towards the kitchen, so I followed his orders. I took a shot of strong rye and then I whipped up a vodka soda. When Viviana came back inside with her friends, I stepped forward. My heart was pounding harder than ever before. My legs were trembling and my hands were shaking. I reached the drink out with a smile, and then I accidentally spilled it all over her dress. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” I said. But I couldn’t help it. I was trembling with nerves and my palms were sweaty.

I could hear Michael groaning across the room. I felt so foolish. I knew I’d just ruined the best opportunity of my life. So I was shocked when she looked into my eyes and smiled. “It’s fine,” she said. “That’s the beauty of vodka: it’s clear.”

“I’m really so sorry,” I said.

“I’m going to go upstairs to try to soak it up with a towel. Maybe you can bring me a glass of club soda—no vodka—to help me get this out.” She winked, making my heart flutter once more.

I nodded my head slowly. Was she still interested in me? Was she inviting me upstairs to fuck? Now my legs were really trembling: on the verge of buckling. I took a deep breath and then I went to the kitchen to get that club soda. Michael was staring at me with wide eyes. He couldn’t believe what he’d heard. “You’re probably the luckiest man I’ve ever met,” he said to me.

I nodded my head, agreeing with him. Why was a gorgeous blonde so interested in me—even after I ruined her expensive dress? I was slow to climb the stairs, holding the railing firmly, worried I was going to topple over in my nervous state. I went down the long hallway. The party’s volume lowered and lowered until the house seemed completely silent. I saw the glow under the door, which happened to be the door to my bedroom. Was that just a coincidence, or did somebody tell her which room was mine? I carefully pushed the door open and then I froze as I saw her standing in my room, dress on the floor by her feet.

She was wearing white lacy lingerie: the kind a bride wears on her wedding night. She used a single finger to motion me into the bedroom. I was slow to take a step forward. I couldn’t figure out what was happening. Why me? What did she see in me? I walked up to her and found myself int the cloud of her amazing perfume. She reached up and gently put her hands on my shoulders. Then she looked into my eyes and said, “Touch my breasts.”

I hesitated, thinking I was being trapped. I looked around, making sure there weren’t cameras hidden around my room. Then I reached up with both hands and cupped her breasts.

“Squeeze them,” she said.

So I squeezed them. She moaned slightly.

“Harder.” I squeezed harder. “Harder!” she said. I squeezed harder than I was comfortable with, nearly sinking my nails into her skin. But her moaning only got louder. Then she reached down and pulled her white lingerie top down, exposing her perky tits. “Suck my nipples.”

I hardly knew her. I only knew her name because I’d overheard it a few minutes after she arrived at the party, and I only knew that she was a member of the sorority across the street because I’d seen her going in and out a few times. Maybe she wasn’t even a member of the sorority—maybe she was just someone’s friend. It didn’t matter: my heart was pounding with joy. I’d dreamed of having sex with a woman since I was twelve, and now it was actually happening.

She grabbed the back of my head and pulled me in firmly against her cushy breasts. I sucked her perky nipple until it was rock hard in my mouth. I tickled her with the tip of my tongue, making her moan. Then I looked up into her bright eyes and I had to ask: “Why me?”

She smiled and bit her lip. “You’re perfect,” she said.

“I am?” I said.

She nodded her head. “I can just tell.”

“What does that mean?” I said. “You don’t even know me.”

“I’ve been watching you all night. I just have a good feeling about you.”

I nodded my head slowly, looking down at her amazing breasts.

“Do you want to fuck my tits?” she asked.

I stuttered. A lump began to fill my throat. Why was I so lucky? Was my luck eventually going to run out? “Yes, please,” I said. So she climbed onto my bed and she fell onto her back. She used both hands to press her tits together, and then I climbed on top of her. I awkwardly fished out my stiff erection. No girl had ever seen it before, and I was terrified she was going to think that it was small—so I was surprised when she gasped and said, “It’s so big!”

“It is?” I said.

She looked into my eyes and giggled. “I had a feeling you were a virgin,” she said, biting her bottom lip cutely.

“You did?” I said. I could feel that my face was red. Everything was happening so fast, but I didn’t want it to stop. I couldn’t wait to tell all of my friends! I couldn’t wait to feel the inside of her warm pussy. It was at the very top of my bucket list: fuck a woman. And now it was happening. So I smiled and she giggled again. I pressed my cock between her tits and then I began to gently thrust. She moaned, looking down at my bulbous tip and it slid up and down, disappearing and reappearing on the bottom of her throat. She stuck out her tongue and began to tease my tip. I moaned. “It feels good,” I said.

“That’s good,” she said. “Tell me what you want to do to me and I’ll let you do it.”

I froze for a moment. I still couldn’t understand why I was so lucky. “W—What do you mean?” I asked as a cold buzz crept down my spine.

“Anything you want. You want me to suck you off? You want to stick it in my ass? You want me to stick something in your ass? Want me to piss on your chest? Just name it, and we’ll do it.” She smiled, making my heart buzz more.

“Why?” I asked hesitantly. Now this wasn’t seeming like a random stroke of luck. Now, I was starting to think that there was a catch.

“Want me to sit on your face?” she asked. “I can be a squirter—just a heads up.”

I stuttered again. “Why me?” I asked again.

She shook her head and laughed. “Do you want to sit on my face?” she asked.

I shook my head. “I don’t know what I want. I just—I just don’t understand why you picked me. All of those guys downstairs are single, you know. And, like, you’re so beautiful—you could easily have any of them.”

“Awe, that’s so sweet of you to say,” she said, jiggling her breasts along the length of my shaft. She looked into my eyes with a sweet smile.

“Seriously,” I said. “Why me.” I knew I was losing my confidence. I knew that I was doing exactly what Michael told me not to do. But I couldn’t help it. My brain refused to let it go. There was no way she just wanted to have crazy sex with me.

“How’s about this: do whatever you want with me, and then I’ll tell you what’s on my mind.”

“Is it bad?” I asked. “Is this some sort of dare? Did the senior girls put you up to this?”

She giggled. “Maybe they did,” she said. “So does that mean you don’t want any then? Should I go find someone else?”

I perked up. “No. Don’t do that. Just—Just tell me: are you filming this? Is this going to end up on some website or something?”

She shook her head. “Don’t worry. This is just between us for now. I’ll make sure your name doesn’t come up. You can be my own little secret. Deal?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Look, man. I don’t even know your name. What’s the worst I could do to you?”

“It’s Dax,” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “That wasn’t me asking, dumb-dumb. Here’s the deal: do whatever you want to me: stick your cock in whichever hole you want and then spray your load on whatever part of your body you feel like spraying your load on. Then we’ll talk about what I need from you. That’s all I can say right now. But you have to shake my hand.”

She let go of her right tit and reached out to shake my hand. I paused and stared at that hand. I cleared my throat, trying to loosen that pesky lump, and then I shook her hand. How could I resist her beautiful body? How could I turn down the option to use her body however I wanted to use it?

After I shook her hand, I sunk down. I pressed my face between her legs and I picked her white panties out from her damp slit. For the first time in my life, I tasted a girl’s cunt. I licked up and down, making her moan, playing with her clit, penetrating her hole. I stuck two fingers into her warm hole and plunged them back and forth for a while while I tried to think of the best way to use my opportunity. I looked at her amazing body. Did I want anal? Was a bit of pussy fucking enough for me? Did I want to try something crazy, like her urination idea? I wasn’t so into pee, but would I ever get another chance to try something so unusual?

I flipped her over and I squeezed her perky butt cheeks. I spread them wide and licked her tight asshole, just because I could. Then I mounted her, pressing my tip against her damp slit. I reached forward and grabbed her long hair, pulling her head back while I pressed my thick cock into her body. She groaned loudly as her tight pussy lips stretched wide to accommodate my girth. I sunk deeper and deeper and deeper, until my pelvis was pressed against her cushy ass. Then I started to thrust, making her cunt gush warm fluid onto my bed.

Sadly I didn’t last long. Sadly, the excitement of her proposal was just too much to handle. It was only sixty quick seconds before I felt the amazing euphoria and realized I was coming inside of her pussy. I pulled out and unloaded a few blasts onto her bum, but most of my substance ended up inside of her warm hole. I watched as it poured out. “Oh my God, I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t mean to come in you.”

She giggled. “I’m on the pill, dude. It’s fine.” She sat up. “So is that it? That’s all you wanted to do with me?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t think I would come so fast. I’m sorry I came so fast. I’ll be able to get it up again in, like, fifteen minutes—if you can wait.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I probably shouldn’t spend all night up here—unless you really want to owe me.” She grinned, and I still had no idea what she was talking about. I knew deep down that it was probably best to tell her that I wasn’t interested in her little scheme, even though I’d already agreed to it. But I just couldn’t turn down the opportunity to have my way with a beautiful blonde: a girl who was way out of my league. So I asked her to stick around, and we had sex a second time. She bounced on top of me, and then she sucked my cock until I had an orgasm on her face. I begged her to stick around longer, and she agreed. Our third act was against the bedroom wall. I ploughed her from behind. I even tried to stick my cock into her asshole, but her hole was too tight, and I wasn’t patient enough to get inside, so I just stuck it back into her cunt and then I came all over her back and ass. After that, I had nothing left in me—and I knew that I now seriously owed her.

She knew it too; she was smirking and staring into my eyes as she pulled her panties up her sweaty legs. “So should we talk?” she said. I bit down hard on my tongue and shrugged my shoulders.

“I guess so,” I said. I could feel the cold beads of sweat on the back of my neck. I had a feeling I wasn’t going to like what she had to say, but I knew that I had no choice but to play along.


CHAPTER II

Viviana was a feminist. I didn’t notice the tattoo on her pelvis when I was fucking her: the feminist cross with the raised fist. She kept it hidden—very few people knew that she had it, and very few people knew that she often attended rallies and protests with a mask over her face. She told me all of this right before telling me that she was a lesbian, and that she hated men. “You’re not so bad though,” she said.

And I was too afraid to reply. I wished she hadn’t told me everything she told me, including her belief that men who have sex with girls who have had even a single drink are ‘basically rapists’. I was fairly sure that she’d had at least three or four drinks since arriving at the party, and I really didn’t want her accusing me of being a rapist.

It’s not that I didn’t agree with her politics—I didn’t think one way or another about anything she had to say. My goal was to get a degree and then a job. I never thought that I was smart enough to vote or to have a say in anything, so I always just tuned people out whenever they started talking about social issues. I even found myself tuning Viviana out when she started talking about the ‘patriarchy’. I’d heard the word before but I had no idea what it meant—and I didn’t care to look it up.

Viviana hated my frat mates. “You’re living with bad people, Dax,” she said.

“I am?” I said.

She nodded her head. “Do you know that there are hundreds of girls on this campus who want to be with a Delta Phi boy, just because they think it will improve their status?”

“What does that mean?” I said.

“It means what you think it means,” she said. But I really didn’t know what she meant. I knew that girls wanted to be Delta Phi girlfriends, but I couldn’t figure out why that was a bad thing. It was a reputable fraternity. We did a lot of charity work. We got good grades, for the most part. We were all very healthy. Were we not setting good examples? Was there not a reason that Delta Phi looked good on a resume? Viviana seemed to think that our popularity was some sort of injustice—and maybe she was right; I didn’t know much about the fraternity’s history or its past members. It was also possible that Viviana was very wrong—but I wasn’t about to suggest the possibility, still hopeful that we might have a fourth romp before it was time for her to go home.

“So what do you want from me?” I asked.

“It’s simple. I just want you to help me turn this place into a sorority,” she said.

I stared at her for a long moment, trying to figure out what she was saying. “A sorority?” I said. “That might be tough. You might have to take that up with the owner of the house. I’ve never even met him.”

“I’m taking it up with you. You’re going to help me,” she said with a big smile. “You hardly have to do anything: just find a way to get all of your frat mates to take two little pills every day. I don’t care how you do it, but I have a feeling you’ll find a way.”

“A pill?” I said. “You want me to drug my friends?”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment before letting a cute giggle slip—but now that giggle didn’t seem so cute; now it just seemed scary. “I guess that is what I’m asking,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “But it’s not like I’m asking you to give them LSD. They’re hormone pills. The girls picked them up this morning. I’ll get them to you tomorrow morning,” she said.

“Hormone pills? You want me to give my frat mates hormone pills? Are you crazy? That’s, like, so much worse than giving them LSD.” In high school, we had a mandatory class about sex and gender. I didn’t understand much of what my teacher said in the class: it was all very confusing, with lots of talk of spectrums and labels and acronyms. But I did pay some attention when my teachers talked about transgenders and how they took hormone pills to change their bodies over time. They showed pictures of boobies growing on a man’s chest. They showed before and after pictures of hips that became wider, facial hair that started growing on feminine faces, and masculine jawlines that seemed to magically soften after just a few months. Some of the pictures were very shocking, and some of the results—at least according to my teacher—were permanent. “I don’t think I can do it,” I said to Viviana.

“You’ll do it. That was the deal,” she said. “I have your cum all over me, and inside of me. You got what you wanted, now you’re going to help me and the girls across the street.”

“Are you all in on this?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “We’ve been planning it for weeks,” she said with her chin up, looking strangely defiant—though I still wasn’t sure what or who she was defying. “Just put a couple of pills in their coffee every morning. You’re a new member—they have you making coffee and cleaning dishes and stuff like that, right?”

I nodded my head. I did happen to be in charge of making coffee each morning. I spent many mornings in the frat kitchen, handling food and drinks. It was my duty at the bottom of the hierarchy, and it was exactly why she singled me out and not one of my more handsome frat mates.

“It’s a simple job,” she said to me. “You give them pills and we’ll do the rest.”

“What’s the rest?” I asked.

She smiled. “We’ve got plans. Don’t worry. But if you want, maybe I can sneak you over for our weekly meetings. You can be part of the team. You’re on our team now.”

“Team?” I said. I still didn’t understand why there were ‘teams’. Why couldn’t we all just be friends? What was wrong with the way things worked?

She nodded her head. “So meet me tomorrow morning down the street, at that little dog park. I’ll give you the pills and then you start slipping them to your friends. Deal?”

I was terrified. My hands were trembling again, just like when I spilled that drink on her dress. “I don’t know,” I said.

She sighed. “If I suck your cock, will you do it?” she asked. And that immature part of my brain fired up suddenly. I perked up and shrugged my shoulders. She didn’t wait for my verbal answer. She dropped to her knees, pulled down my boxers, and started to suck on my flaccid cock. I was amazed at how quickly I became hard. I didn’t think I had another round in me after coming three times in just a couple of hours. But sure enough, she got my shaft stiff. She sucked it with amazing head bobs, for fifteen minutes, until that euphoric buzzing started to tingle in my shaft. “I’m going to come,” I said, clenching all of the muscles in my body.

“You want to come in my mouth or somewhere else?” she asked.

“Maybe the tits,” I said, trying to think quickly. She sat up tall on her knees and pulled down her top for me. Then she grabbed my cock, squeezed it firmly and beat it quickly. Within seconds I was spraying her chest with a giant cumshot that seemed to come out of nowhere. She giggled and wiped the warm cum all over her chest. Then she looked up into my eyes and said, “So that seals the deal then.”

My heart trembled. Why was I so weak? Why did I cave so easily to her? Was I really that horny? I nodded my head slowly. “It’s a deal.”


CHAPTER III

I didn’t feel good when my alarm went off the next morning. It was early and the sun wasn’t up yet. Everyone in the house was still asleep. I felt like I had to be extra quiet, worried someone would hear me and become suspicious, even though it wasn’t unusual for guys to get up early every now and then. I crept out of the house through the back door. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. Once I was a block away from the house, I started to jog, worried someone would look out their window and see me; I had to get far away, as quickly as possible.

Viviana was standing in the dog park. The sun was just coming up over the treeline, making the back of her hair glow while she smiled at me with her cute but horrible smile. Before I even reached her, she held out her hand. She was holding a box. “Here’s the stuff. Every boy gets one pink pill and one blue pill each day. I don’t care how you get the pills into them—just do it.”

“I really don’t know about this,” I said, taking the box. It was heavy. There must have been a month worth of pills for everyone inside of that box.

“Look, Dax. Just think about it like this: you’re curing these guys. They’re toxic, but they can be saved. Doesn’t that make you feel better?” She widened her eyes.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I—I don’t know. I guess so,” I said. But I didn’t really know what she was talking about. I’d heard liberal ladies talking about ‘toxic masculinity’ before, but I really had no idea what that was. All of my male friends had always been super nice guys. We all worshipped women. My frat mates were some of the kindest men I’d ever met. They even set up a program to walk girls home after hours, if they had late night classes, so they wouldn’t be alone on the dark campus. Wasn’t that nice? I thought it was, but when I asked Viviana the night before about it, she said that it was just my frat mates being sexist and assuming girls were helpless without men—and maybe she was right. I just didn’t know.

I looked down at the box. It was a brown cardboard box secured firmly with packing tape. “I guess I’ll go now, and try to have everything ready before they’re up.”

I thought hard about flushing the pills down the toilet. I thought hard about getting rid of them, and telling Viviana that the guys had been taking them. But I was starting to feel paranoid. What if the girls had another spy in the house? What if I wasn’t the only double agent? What if I wasn’t the only freshman caught in the middle between our fraternity and their sorority?

I quietly unpacked the box in my room. There were twenty hefty pill bottles: ten with pink pills and ten with blue pills. I had no idea how I was going to get each individual to take two of each—especially the freshmen, who I didn’t have to serve ever. And I couldn’t just bring the guys drinks every day for the next six months—they would eventually start to think that something was up. So all I could do was drug everything: and that’s what I did.

For the next week, I slipped pink and blue pills into just about everything. I didn’t feel good about it, slipping pills into the fridge’s water filter. I didn’t enjoy dropping pills into the coffee pot in the morning. I crushed up pills and sprinkled them into tins of protein powder. I even crushed some up and sprinkled the dust into the salt shaker. I had no way of monitoring how many pills any single guy was consuming, but I was certain that they were all getting at least a little bit. Some guys were getting way more than their two per day. Michael usually drank six cups of coffee before lunchtime, and then he would work out with his protein drinks; he was probably getting at least four times more than some of the other guys. But how could I even the doses out? My way seemed like the only way.

And by the end of that first week, I started to become paranoid, unable to remember all of the  places the hormone pills were hidden. My frat mates would offer me drinks, and I would be too afraid to drink them, not sure where they sourced their ingredients. I found myself going to the gas station to buy a flat of water bottles, which I kept underneath my bed. I would buy my coffee from the cafe down the street, which some of my frat mates thought was odd, seeing as I was the guy making the coffee in the house every morning. “I like decaf,” I lied.

The worst part of my day was seeing Viviana. We always seemed to cross paths when I was on my way to class. She would be walking home and our eyes would meet. She would smirk and then she would wink. My heart would flutter like an injured butterfly, all around my chest. I lost my virginity to that girl. Whenever I saw her, I remembered her amazing body, being coated with cumshot after cumshot. I remembered her using her hands to wipe the cum all over her perky breasts. I remembered my load oozing out from her tight pussy. And I also remembered that she was borderline psychotic. She scared the living hell out of me. So I would smile back, and once she was gone, I would allow my skin to turn pale as I exhaled deeply.

It was two weeks into the drugging when I noticed that Michael looked different—and he noticed it too. I was in the basement, doing my workout, and he was helping me; at least he was supposed to be helping me, but he was distracted by the mirror. He kept holding up his arms and flexing them, trying to figure out why they seemed thinner than usual. Then I saw him running his fingers down one of his arms. His little hairs were much lighter, making his skin look much smoother. And the stubble on his face was now thinning. He turned to me near the end of my workout and asked, “Do you think I’m going grey? Some guys go grey really young, right?”

“Grey?” I said.

He shook his head. “I don’t know. It’s either that or one of the supplements I’m taking is making some weird side effects. Maybe I should try going natural for a while.”

I nodded my head quickly. “That’s a good idea,” I said. I wanted him to stop taking protein powder. “And maybe you drink too much coffee. In one of my classes, we learned that too much caffeine can make the body produce estrogen.”

“Really?” he said. It was a lie, of course. But he was easily consuming ten pills each day, unknowingly. I needed to get him to cut back.

“That’s what they said. I don’t know if it’s true,” I said.

But he didn’t stop drinking the coffee. He was addicted to it; I don’t even think he knew how much he was refilling his cup. It was like an unconscious mannerism. He seemed to be completely zoned out when he got up to fill his cup. But I couldn’t stop drugging the coffee; it was my only way to get those pills into certain members of the fraternity. And guys were always getting up at different times of the day, so I had to keep slipping pills into each new pot. And each time I saw Michael go for a new cup, my heart would fizzle down into my stomach.

I had no idea what the pills were called, otherwise I would have gone online and looked up to see if overconsumption was potentially lethal.

It was a few days later when I noticed some changes in the other guys. As we got ready for a big party, the guys were all struggling to get dressed. Shirts were fitting funny: suddenly too loose at the shoulders and strangely baggy at the waist. But pants weren’t fitting around hips. “I think I need to go on a diet,” one of my frat mates said.

“You and me both,” said another. “And maybe I need to hit the gym harder.”

I walked by one of the bedrooms. The door was slightly open, and I could see Tony in the mirror reflection. He was holding his pants out and looking down at his crotch with a perplexed look on his face. He reached a hand down his pants to feel his crotch. Then he slowly shook his head, as if something wasn’t right. I kept walking, and I tried to convince myself that it had nothing to do with me or the drugs I was putting in the water. Was his cock shrinking? Were my frat mates all turning into girls?

Over the next week, I noticed the equipment in the weight room was never left on heavy settings like it used to be. I was always having to take plates off of bars—but now everything was light. The guys weren’t able to lift nearly as much. Their muscle mass was vanishing quickly. Maybe I was slipping the guys too many pills.

A few more days later, our fraternity held its annual pool party, open to all the other frats and sororities. It was a busy party, filled with girls and booze and loud music. The pool was filled with handsome men with big muscles and gorgeous girls in tiny bikinis. But my frat mates stayed away from the water, leaving their shirts on, looking strangely self-conscious. A few of them wanted to fit in, so they took their shirts off. And that’s when I saw a shocking sight. Gregor, one of the freshmen, had tits. I don’t think he fully realized that the bumps on his chest were tits, otherwise he wouldn’t have taken his shirt off. Maybe he thought they were just soft pecs, or that he was putting on weight in strange places. But he was definitely sporting a pair of A-cup tits. I saw a group of Chi Alpha girls giggling nearby. Viviana was with them. She looked from Gregor to me, and then she winked, making me feel nauseous. I saw her whispering to the other girls, and then I started noticing more glances turning my way.

My heart was pounding. I felt like a paranoid schizophrenic. I had to step inside to get away from all the smirking looks and the whispered gossip. I hated being a double agent. I hated being caught between two parties. How long was I supposed to drug my frat mates for? When would enough be enough? Wasn’t this already enough? The men were confused and frightened. Their bodies were changing slowly. And what else was changing? What about their thoughts? Just how powerful were these drugs I was slipping into their drinks?

I paced around the house. I went up to my room, to get some space, but my roommate was inside, standing at the window, looking down at the party. He turned and looked at me with a smile. “Why aren’t you down at the pool?” I asked.

His cheeks turned red. “I just don’t really feel like partying today,” he said softly. “Maybe I’m not feeling well.” But I knew the real reason: he was afraid to take his shirt off. He didn’t want to show off his developing body. And even now, I could see a slight bust on his chest, even though he was wearing a baggy shirt. I went to the basement with my laptop and I looked up information about hormone replacement drugs. The results were terrifying: shrinking testicles, growing breasts, changing voices, thinning body hair, facial hair falling out completely, widening hips—was I reading about the same drugs that I was feeding my frat mates?

My heart was now pounding even faster. Maybe it was time to stop. Maybe I needed to go upstairs and dump out the coffee. Maybe I needed to throw away the bins of protein powder. Maybe I needed to take all of those pills and flush them down the toilet. I’d done enough damage. Maybe it wasn’t permanent—or maybe it was; I didn’t want to find out.

“There you are,” said a familiar female voice. I looked to the stairs and saw Viviana and two other sorority girls, all smirking. “Why are you hiding down here? We’ve been looking everywhere for you.”

“Why?” I asked, closing my laptop quickly. My hands were trembling. My voice was weak and strangely hoarse.

“We just wanted to congratulate you on doing such a great job. It’s only been a few weeks—we thought it would take way longer.” They came to the bottom of the stairs and approached me. I suddenly felt small and intimidated. They were all looking into my eyes. They were all so beautiful, so out of my league. I wasn’t used to talking to pretty girls. Pretty girls usually didn’t pay me any attention.

“So that’s it then? I mean—the guys are all pretty confused. That’s probably enough. Right?” I said, quivering all over. I don’t know why I was so worked up. I felt like I’d downed ten cups of strong coffee without eating a single bite of food.

“Oh no, that’s not it. It’s just the start. Just keep doing what you’re doing and let us worry about the rest,” said the cute freckled brunette to Viviana’s left.

I nodded my head slowly. The girls were petite and cute, but somehow so terrifying.

“I just don’t know if I can keep doing this,” I said. “I won’t rat you out, but I think I’m going to stop giving them pills. It’s just not right. It really doesn’t seem right.”

One of the girls gasped. Viviana shook her head. The freckled brunette stepped up to me and put her hands on my shoulders. She looked straight into my eyes, just inches away from my face. “Please don’t do that,” she said, batting her eyelashes. These girls were used to getting what they wanted; they were used to using their good looks to persuade men into doing their bidding. And it was working now. How could I say no to her? Her eyes were so stunning, and she was paying attention to me! It was hard to believe that such a beautiful woman could even notice my existence. “Help us, Dax,” she said. “You’re doing so much good. You just don’t know it yet.”

I paused, looking at the three girls before looking down at my feet. “I am?” I said.

“Of course you are,” the brunette said. “You don’t just think we’re a bunch of evil witches, do you? We’re making the world a better place. It’s not like we’re hurting anyone; we’re just opening their eyes to a whole new side of themselves. Keep doing your job. You’re doing great.” She leaned forward and tilted my head up so I was looking into her eyes. Then she kissed me on the lips. It was a weird feeling, kissing her in front of Viviana. It seemed like I was somehow cheating on Viviana, even though we weren’t in a relationship of any kind. I even found myself afraid to turning my gaze towards Viviana while those soft lips were pressed against mine.

“I—I just don’t know,” I said.

“Okay. Then let me persuade you,” she said. Then she dropped down to her knees. Her fingers immediately started to tinkle with my belt. I froze, suddenly very conscious of the other two girls in the room; they were just standing and watching, smirking as if it was all a big joke. Then the brunette unzipped my fly and stuck her fingers through. I gasped as she curled those pretty fingers around my cock. “Oh God,” I groaned. I was so humiliated. I felt like such a weak person, allowing her to play with my penis just so she could get her way with me. Why wasn’t I stopping her? Why wasn’t I turning her down? I knew the difference between right and wrong, but I was ignoring my better judgement for a short moment of pleasure.

She giggled, pulling back my foreskin. I could feel my cock throbbing as she played with it. “It’s already erect,” she said with a little laugh, as if there was something funny about my arousal. The other girls giggled, and then they continued to watch as I did nothing to defend myself. Maybe they were right in picking me as their double agent. Maybe my weak will was painfully obvious.

She leaned forward and began to suck. Then the other girls came forward and began to fondle my body. Why did I feel so embarrassed? Was this not every man’s dream? They lowered me down onto the carpeted floor. Then Viviana pressed her legs together and grabbed her bikini bottoms. She slipped them down, revealing her hairy snatch. “He likes this,” she said to her friends with a little giggle. Then she sat down on my face, rocking gently as she nestled her cunt against my mouth. And like the useless slave that I was, I began to eat her out. Her friend took my hand and guided it to her breasts. Viviana rocked on my face and the brunette sucked, quickly bobbing her head.

And just like that, I was locked into their little scheme. I could no longer back out. I’d accepted their deal without saying a word. Viviana moaned until she squirted on my face. I ended up fingering the other girl’s pussy. And then the brunette found the sweet spot of my shaft and made me come just a few moments later. She took all of it in her mouth and swallowed every last drop. Then they all stood up, giggling as if they knew they had complete control over me with their hot bodies. Viviana reached out another hefty box—I’m not sure where she’d been hiding it the whole time—and placed it in my hands. “Just in case you’re running low, here’s some more pills,” she said.

My stomach groaned, but I said nothing. I took the box and nodded my head.

“In a couple of weeks, your frat mates won’t even be recognizable,” she said with a big grin. My heart fizzled down into the pit of my stomach. But instead of putting up a fight, I forced a smile and nodded my head.


CHAPTER IV

I felt sick every single morning as I dropped those pills into that coffee. I felt like I had no soul as I crushed pills down and sprinkled them into the protein powder bins. I tried not to look at my frat mates and their changing bodies, but it was hard not to look sometimes—especially when guys were changing. I was starting to notice guys wearing bands on their chests, to press their new breasts down. I walked into my room while my roommate was getting changed, and I couldn’t help but notice his complete lack of leg hair as he was just about to pull his pants up. He looked at me with wide eyes and then he covered himself up—even though I’d seen him changing a thousand times before. “Do you mind?” he said.

And I don’t think he noticed that his voice was different. It was higher and softer, like so many of the voices in that house. The pills were working—they were doing exactly what the girls wanted them to do. But I didn’t have any idea just how powerful those pills were until a week later, when Viviana came up to me as I was walking home. She grabbed me by the hand and said, “Come with me for a bit.”

I didn’t ask any questions. I just went with her down the alley and into the Chi Alpha house. We went down into the basement. All of the curtains were closed, and the girls were gathered around a big screen television. They turned to me and smiled, and then they all waved: fifteen beautiful girls, all excited to see me. I froze as cold terror tingled down the back of my neck.

“We’re about to watch a fun little movie. Want to join us?”

I took a seat between two hot sorority girls. One put her hand on my thigh and the other leaned against me. They smelled good, making my heart tingle. Then the screen turned on, showing hidden camera footage. I quickly recognized the room. It was my own room! I looked around, terrified. There was a hidden camera in my bedroom? Did that mean all of these girls had seen me changing? What else had they seen?

But it wasn’t me that they were interested in. It was my roommate. There he was, sitting on his bed. One of the sorority girls walked into frame with a bag. She put the bag down next to him and he started digging through it. His face turned red. “What is this?” I asked.

One of the girls shushed me. So I kept quiet. Then I watched as my roommate pulled a piece of lingerie out from the bag. His face turned an even darker shade of red. The girls around me giggled. Then, on the screen, the sorority girl pulled out a wig. Then the video skipped ahead twenty minutes. Now my roommate was dolled up, wearing a blonde wig and tight lingerie. It actually took a moment for me to realize I was looking at my roommate. His makeup was well done and the wig looked like real hair. He actually looked like a chick; the real bust on his chest certainly helped. He did a little walk around the room. The girl slapped him on the ass.

“When did you take this?” I asked.

“Yesterday,” Viviana said. “It seems like he really found his feminine side—don’t you think?”

My stomach turned. “Does he know you’re filming this? I mean—maybe we shouldn’t be watching this. This isn’t any of our business.”

One of the girls turned to me; she was the same girl that we were watching in the video. She had a big grin on her face. “Don’t you want to see what your friends are into?” she asked with that same grin in her voice.

And I didn’t have a response. My body quivered and I sunk into my seat between those two girls. I was tempted to cover my eyes as if I was being shown a snuff film, but I just couldn’t force myself to look away. Something about the video was strangely mesmerizing. I couldn’t believe how different my roommate looked. I couldn’t believe how convincing he was with a bit of makeup and a wig. And those breasts! They were like real breasts: small, but perky and soft looking. They seemed to bounce slightly as he moved around the room. And his butt wasn’t so bad either: round and firm. I felt conflicted looking at it, so I forced myself to look away.

He got onto all fours and let the girl spank him on the ass. He moaned gently, sounding impressively feminine. With each spank, his tits jiggled slightly. My heart skipped a beat, and then it stopped beating momentarily when the girl pulled out a strap-on dildo. It took her a minute to get it fastened around her hips. My roommate stared at it with red cheeks and glowing eyes. Was this something he was into? Or was this something that I forced onto him with those pills? Did I turn my roommate gay? I took a deep breath and shook my head. Why couldn’t I look away?

I looked around the room at the giggling girls. They were so pleased to see a once-confident man turned into a helpless sissy. They seemed to derive a strange pleasure out of each spank, and they nearly cheered when the girl slipped up behind him, sliding that long dildo up the length of his butt crack. When my roommate sighed, the girls all laughed. “I’m getting a bit jealous,” one of the girls next to me said, and I had no idea if she was jealous of her friend or of my roommate. I didn’t bother to ask.

My roommate groaned as the dildo penetrated his asshole. His body trembled and then he let out a loud, elated sigh. We all watched as the dildo disappeared into his tight butt. Now I was more tempted than ever to cover my face, but for some reason I kept watching with wide eyes and parted lips. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Why was he allowing this? Was there something wrong with him?

The dildo went in further and further until the girl’s pelvis was against my roommate’s butt. She giggled on the screen, and then she giggled in real life. Once the thrusting began, I had to look away. I covered my eyes, but I could hear the moaning getting louder and louder. “This isn’t right,” I whispered. Then one of the girls gave me a soft pat on the back.

“Why not?” she asked. “She likes it.” It took me a moment before realizing the ‘she’ in the situation was my roommate. And somehow that was the worst part of it all: my male roommate being referred to as a girl. He didn’t deserve that. And this was all my fault: I did this to him. Or did I? Maybe this was something he’d wanted to do for a long time. Maybe I just gave him a little push. Maybe he was secretly thrilled about his new breasts and his increasingly feminine physique. I still couldn’t bring myself to look, but I could hear the girl’s pelvis slapping his tight tush. It was a moment later when he started screaming out with pleasure. Did it really feel good or was he just getting really into his feminine role? I peeked through my fingers and saw that the girl was ramming him quickly with the whole length of that impressive cock.

Then I stood up. “Okay. I need to go now,” I said.

“Okay, Dax,” said Viviana with a big smile. “Just keep it up! You’re doing great.”

“That camera—is it still in my room?” I asked.

One of the girls held up a little GoPro camera. “It’s here,” she said, but I didn’t believe her. I knew the girls weren’t going to be honest with me, so there was no point in asking. So I lingered silently for a minute before darting away, leaving out the back door and circling the block so that I wouldn’t be caught by any potential frat mates.

The guilt was stronger than ever inside of my body. Nothing about this seemed right. How could they all sit there and giggle? Didn’t they care about the wellbeing of my frat mates? Sure, they were men, but they were still people!

When I returned to my room, my roommate was there, laying on his bed with his phone in his hands. He turned to me and smiled. “How was school?” he asked.

I nodded my head slowly. I couldn’t get that image out of my mind: him all dolled up and pretty. I couldn’t stop seeing that long plastic cock sliding in and out of his tight hole. I forced a smile and then I cleared my throat. “School was fine,” I said. And then I watched him as he reached for his glass of water. There were still crushed up pills in the water tank—he was still consuming the sissifying drugs, becoming more and more feminine by the second, and he was completely oblivious.


CHAPTER V

The girls could obviously tell that I was struggling with the ethics of what was happening. Over the next week, I was approached a number of times by girls—most of whom I’d never seen before—telling me, “You’re doing the right thing, Dax. Don’t worry.” It was the night before a big party when I was particularly anguished by it all. I accidentally walked in on one of my frat mates cross-dressing. He was in the basement and I was looking for a screwdriver to assemble a new nightstand. He quickly covered himself and said, “What are you doing down here?”

“What are you doing?” I asked, looking down at his smooth, shaved body.

“Don’t you dare tell anyone about this,” he said. “I lost a bet with Michael.” Then he faked a nervous laugh. “It’s not like I’m doing this for fun.”

But I knew he was lying. I knew that the hormones were seeping into his brain and making him want to do things he wouldn’t normally do. And like my roommate, he actually looked good in his little outfit and his wig and his makeup. When I first saw him, I actually though he was a girl—and then he spoke in his recognizable voice. He probably would have been better off just pretending to be a girl instead of breaking character—maybe then I would have thought nothing of the sight and just assumed some slutty chick was romping around in the basement with one of my friends.

I backed out of the basement and went back to my room. I wondered just how many of my frat mates were delving into feminization. How many were secretly putting on women’s clothes?  Just the next day I saw the lacy edge of a thong riding up the back of another freshman in the frat house. After that, I noticed him tugging up his pants constantly. He was terrified of getting caught. But if he was so scared, why was he dolled up in the first place?

Now my heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I found myself wondering if I was to blame, and the guilt was growing stronger and stronger. I needed to ask him why he was really doing it. Was it really just a lost bet? Was cross-dressing something he’d always done behind closed doors? Or was this all my fault. It was late when I finally decided to creep down the hall to his bedroom. I knocked quietly, but there was no answer, even though the light was on in his room. I knocked again, but there was still no answer. So I just carefully let myself in.

But the room was empty. He was gone. I went looking for him, determined to get some sort of answer to my question. I went down the kitchen and scanned around the dark house. Then I heard something coming from the basement: a slight sound, like bare feet on laminate flooring. I went down quietly, and then I saw him: dolled up again, turned away from me as he leaned towards a mirror. I closed the door behind me, so no one else would see him, in case someone decided to get up for a glass of water.

“What the hell are you doing?” I asked. He turned around with a quiet yelp. I scared him.

Then he stared at me with wide eyes. He was caught, dressing up a second time. And now it seemed even more obvious that he was lying about the bet.

“Seriously, man, what are you doing?” I said.

“Why are you down here? Are you spying on me?” he asked with a whisper.

“I was looking for you. I need to know why you’re doing this.”

“It’s none of your business,” he snapped. His cheeks were dark red, and not with blush.

“Why aren’t you in your room?” I asked.

“Why do you think? So my roommate doesn’t see me. You better not tell anyone about this,” he said.

I stepped down the stairs, so we could lower our voices. As I got closer, I came in range of his perfume. It was a confusing smell: floral and beautiful—something that didn’t belong on a male. I looked down his body, which seemed more feminine than ever from up close. He was covering his chest with his arms, but I could still see a hint of cleavage: tits that I created with those pills.

“Why are you looking at me like that? If you say anything, I’ll have you kicked out of this frat,” he whispered.

“I’m not going to say anything. I just want to know why you’re doing it. Just tell me how long you’ve been doing this,” I said.

“Why?” he said, biting his bottom lip. His whispering voice sounded confusingly feminine. Everything about him was feminine. I had to force myself to look away, just so I could process everything that was coming at me so quickly.

“I just need to know,” I said.

He sighed and shook his head. “Not long. What difference does it make? Why are you so interested? Quit looking at the ground. Look at me. You’re making me feel like a circus freak or something.”

So I looked up at him, and that sight was still confusing. It still made absolutely no sense: the wide hips, the narrow waist, the soft shoulders, the big, glossy eyes, and so on. I was looking at a woman. I could feel my face turning red.

“Oh my God,” he said.

“What?”

“You’re attracted to me.”

“I am not,” I said. But I could feel my face darkening even more. Was he right? Was I a bit attracted to him? It wasn’t fair: he looked like a girl. He had a great body and a cute face. And he had breasts! They weren’t big breasts, but they were still breasts, and I couldn’t stop myself from looking down at them, mesmerized by them the same way I would be mesmerized by a woman’s breasts.

“Yes you are,” he said. “You’re thinking of fucking me.”

“That’s nonsense,” I said, looking away again. “Don’t be crazy.”

“Look into my eyes and tell me that you don’t want to fuck me.”

It was a moment before I was able to look into his eyes—her eyes. Her eyes were bright and big and her eyelashes were thick and dark. Those eyes just couldn’t belong to a man. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t see my male frat mate. I saw a girl. My brain was processing the image before me as female. I parted my lips to defend myself, but no words came out.

She shook her head. “You really do want to fuck me, you creep.” It didn’t help that her voice was feminine. Why wasn’t she just talking normally? Why was she still talking like a girl? Or was she? Was the feminine voice just in my head? Was my brain just working to fill in the confusing gaps between her feminine features?

“Well you look like a girl. So what?” I said. Now my face was burning hot; it must have been the darkest possible shade of red. Why was I so attracted to her? Why were my hands trembling? I knew she was a male, but I just couldn’t stop my brain from running through a strange, unwanted sexual fantasy. It certainly didn’t help that she was dressed like a slut.

The room became silent. She bit down on her bottom lip and then awkwardly looked around the room. Then she looked into my eyes, looking afraid like a deer facing a dangerous mountain lion. “So do you want to do it then?” she asked quietly.

My heart fluttered like a broken moth. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat, so I could say ‘absolutely not’. But instead, I just stuttered and shrugged my shoulders.

“You’re clean, right?” she whispered.

I nodded my head.

“Okay. Then let’s do it. No one needs to know.” She walked up to me and put her hands on my shoulders. She looked down my body, then up into my eyes. Even right up close, I couldn’t detect her masculinity. It was gone—those pills destroyed it completely. She ran her hands down my body, feeling my muscles before letting her fingertips drift down across my pelvis to my crotch. She gently grabbed my package, letting a soft whimper out from her lips. “I’ve never been with a man before,” she whispered.

I nearly said the same thing back. Instead, I nodded my head and tried to stop my hands from shaking.

“Just be gentle with me,” she said. Then she began to fiddle with my belt. She smelled so good: like flowers and cinnamon. I found myself looking around the room, trying to detect the glossy glow of a hidden camera lens. I took a deep breath in and closed my eyes in a final attempt to bring some sanity into my body. It was a failed attempt; when I opened my eyes, she seemed more beautiful than before, staring up into my eyes, batting her big eyelashes, gripping my bare cock firmly with her subtle fingers.

She bit down on her bottom lip and squirmed slightly, letting a soft moan out from her lips, as if merely touching my cock was sending her towards an orgasm. Her fingers felt nice: she knew just where to rub to make my shaft extremely aroused. But it felt so wrong: I knew that she was only doing this because of me: because of the pills that I was feeding her without her consent. Would she look back on this moment and hate herself, once her hormones and body returned to normal? Would I spend the rest of my life regretting making a deal with the sorority across the street? Did I make a deal with the feminist devil?

Now I was erect. She gripped my throbbing shaft and pumped it gracefully. Another moan slipped out from her lips. She had her gaze glued to my cock, watching as she pulled my foreskin up and down, as if she was mesmerized by it. Maybe she had always been attracted to men. Maybe the pills were just helping her come out from the closet. Maybe I was doing a good thing… It was hard to convince myself that I was anything more than a piece of dirt.

I watched as she dropped to her knees. She touched my swollen tip to her lips, then she looked up into my eyes. “I’ve never sucked a cock before,” she said.

I nodded my head, unsure of how to reply. I was tempted to tell her everything: about the sorority’s evil plan, and about the pills she’d been unknowingly consuming for weeks. But I kept my mouth shut. She looked back down at my cock; she pumped it slowly a few times, then she opened her mouth and closed her eyes. My shaft went inside. Her mouth was warm and wet. She was slow to press her lips around my girth, and slow to begin exploring my cock with her tongue. But it felt good—really good. My legs trembled and I moaned. She began to bob her head gently, massaging my length with her tightly sealed lips.

I looked around the room again, worried the sorority girls were watching. My heart was pounding. I couldn’t stop imagining them all sitting around their big screen television, giggling at the sight of me getting head from one of my frat mates. But surely they would understand. Surely they would see how pretty she was and understand why I couldn’t help myself.

I looked back down and saw something I wished I wouldn’t have seen: her erect bulge. She was aroused and her lingerie couldn’t hide it. I could even see that bulge throbbing, trying to get out from her tight outfit. She carefully reached down with her free hand and started to rub it, as if she was rubbing a pussy. I tried to look away, worried the sight would completely take me out of the mood and fill me with a terrible sense of regret. Then I found my gaze drifting back down to that cock. I could make out the contour of her shaft, and the bulge of her bulbous tip. It was an interesting sight—and it was strangely nice to know that she was erect for me. When I was with Viviana, I had no idea if she was actually aroused. I had no way of knowing if she was just faking every orgasm.

But now, that erection was proof that I turned her on.

“You can stroke it,” I whispered. She looked up at me and became silent. She batted her thick eyelashes, and then she reached her fingers into her lingerie and pulled out her cock. It was a cute cock: long and smooth, with a picturesque head. She gripped it firmly and began to pump it. Then she giggled and closed her eyes again, resuming the amazing blowjob.

I took a deep breath, not wanting the act to end. I could feel the euphoric buzzing growing between my thighs. I knew that I wouldn’t last long. But I wanted to fuck her—I didn’t just want her to suck me off. “Stand up and bend over,” I said suddenly. She looked at me with those glowing eyes again. She grinned, and then she stood up, biting her bottom lip. Her cheeks were rosy.

“Be gentle,” she said. She turned around with her feet pressed tightly together. Then she put her hands on the edge of a dresser and bent over, legs straight, bum perked out. I stepped forward and placed both of my hands on her soft tush. I caressed, then I squeezed, then I slapped. She moaned when I pulled her ass cheeks apart, making her asshole pucker. I fished her lingerie to the side using one finger and then I watched for a good thirty seconds while her hole opened and shut, as if she couldn’t decide if she wanted to be stuffed or if she wanted to remain a virgin. I carefully slid one fingertip over her warm hole. Then I spat and used two fingers to rub the spit around the area, getting it ready to be penetrated.

She moaned again. I slapped her ass again. She liked being dominated. She liked being slapped and squeezed and bent over. I stepped forward, pressing my erection against her ass crack. I pushed it up and down, and then I lined my tip up with her puckering fuck hole. I took a deep breath, and then I shuddered all over, realizing it was my last chance to walk away. I didn’t have to live the rest of my life knowing that I’d pressed my cock into the asshole of a biological man. But looking down at her, I just couldn’t see a man. I saw the curvy body of a beautiful young woman, clad in tight, sexy lingerie. My brain refused to believe that I was about to fuck a man, even though I knew there was a cock on the other side of that body.

I pushed in. It took a moment to penetrate her, but once I got my tip through that tightly clenched hole, I slid in easily. She groaned and clenched the whole length of my rod. I slapped her ass again, making her groan with pleasure. Then I gently caressed her lingerie-clad sides. “How does that feel?” I whispered.

“So good,” she groaned. I pushed my cock deeper and deeper. Her hole continued to squeeze my shaft tightly, making the pleasure even more intense. The inside of her tight body was so warm and so comfortable. I pulled her ass cheeks apart so I could watch my cock sliding in deep. I couldn’t believe how tight she was; she really was a virgin—and my God, did her hole feel good!

I loved the way she moaned. I loved the way her body trembled. I loved when she clenched my dick with her tight anal muscles. Once I started pumping her, she became a limp mess; like a fuck doll. I had to hold her tight with both hands so that she wouldn’t fall over. But she didn’t stop me from pounding her harder and harder—faster and faster. She originally told me to be gentle, but I was being far from gentle, gripping her hips while I rammed my long cock deep into her body. Her ass cheeks were quickly turning red from my pelvis slapping them. Her groaning was getting louder and louder. I was worried she was going to wake up my roommates, but I wasn’t about to stop under any circumstances. I wanted to make her moan. I wanted her to beg for my cock.

Her legs began to tremble and buckle. I slapped her ass harder, making her cheek jiggle. I slapped it again, making her moan. Then I could feel my cock getting harder, pulsing with euphoria. I was going to come. And for some reason, I wanted to come on her instead of inside of her. So I pumped as hard as I could for another minute, then I pulled out, squeezed my dick, and I sprayed her with my hot cum. Long white strands painted her cute back. She swayed gently  and then groaned as my load began to steak across her firm bum. She reached back and began to spread my load all over her ass, making her cheeks glisten. She giggled, sounding strangely like one of the sorority girls. Then she looked back at me. “That felt so good,” she said. Her eyes were glowing.

I nodded my head. And then I remembered that I was looking at one of my frat mates. I remembered that she was only dolled up because I was drugging her on behalf of the sorority across the street. I was guilty of turning her into a girl. I was guilty of turning the whole frat house into a sorority house. “You should get cleaned up,” I said before clearing my throat. I stepped back and took one last look at her cum-soiled body. Then I turned and pulled up my pants and headed straight for the stairs.


CHAPTER VI

I got a text message from Viviana asking me to come over, just the next day. I was slow to make my way over. I slipped out the back door, walked three blocks in the other direction, then I made a wide loop around the neighbourhood, sneaking down the alley and entering in through the back of the sorority house. I was terrified that my frat mates were starting to catch on. When I poured the seniors their morning coffee, I watched as two of them stared at the cups for a long moment before taking a sip. Surely they had all noticed their bodies changing, and they’d all likely noticed the bodies of their friends changing. They were certainly wondering what was going on, so it was only natural for them to become suspicious—so I didn’t need them seeing me sneaking into the Chi Alpha house.

Once again, we all went down to the basement, to gather around the big television. I was sick with dread, worried we were about to watch a video of me fucking my own friend in the ass. I was frozen with terror until the footage came on, and I saw that the hidden camera was now in Michael’s room.

I liked Michael, so it was hard to see him succumbing to the sissy fate. It was hard to see him taking off his clothes, revealing his body, which used to be so toned and masculine. Now, a lot of that mass was gone. His body was still bigger than most in the house, but he was soft and curvy. There were soft lumps where his pecs used to be, and once he was wearing a black dress and a blonde wig, he didn’t look at all masculine.

He wasn’t fooling around with any sorority girls. Instead, he was with another sissified frat member, Colin. Colin had a more traditional female body: short, thin, with a firm tush and a surprisingly big rack. They were doing their makeup together, talking in girly voices, looking like two girls at some high school slumber party. Colin gave Michael a playful shove.

“Aren’t they cute?” Viviana asked. “And they look so happy. How sweet!”

They really did look happy, though that happiness didn’t stop the dread from developing in my stomach. Michael had gone from manly man to sissy slut in a matter of weeks. Even his mannerisms were frighteningly girly as he helped Colin draw eyeliner around his eyes.

“This is boring,” one of the girls said. “Skip to the good stuff.”

Viviana picked up the remote and skipped ahead. Now Michael was bending Colin over the bed. His cock was out and erect. If the hormones had made his cock smaller, then his cock must have been monstrous before. Now, it was nearly a foot long, making Colin’s body look even more petite. And somehow, Michael managed to penetrate Colin’s ass with his thick girth, and he managed to sink that cock deep into Colin’s sissy body. He fucked the little sissy slut hard and fast. I looked away at one point, and then I found myself looking back to satisfy a strange curiosity that I just couldn’t understand.

Michael came in Colin’s butt, and then he sunk to his knees and licked his own cum up as it oozed out from Colin’s stretched hole. The girls all giggled, and then one of them gave me a pat on the back, reminding me that this was all my fault.

Then Viviana stood up. “This weekend, we’re going to make them all come out,” she said with a big smile. My heart stuttered. “We’ll be throwing our annual frats and sororities only party, but we’ll have a theme: gender swap! At least that’s what we’ll tell the Delta Phi boys.” The girls around me smiled and giggled. “The boys will all show up dressed up like girls. Maybe a few will leave when they realize we lied to them, but I suspect most of them will be too stubborn to leave. Once we get a few drinks into them, I suspect they’ll all start to enjoy being dolled up, and then we can have some fun with them.”

I did my best not to squirm. I don’t think I’d ever been so uncomfortable in my life. So I just forced a smile and sunk into my seat. I was relieved when the movie ended and the screen went black. I was so happy to know that my own little secret romp wasn’t caught on camera, and a part of me was happy to know that I wasn’t the only one fooling around behind closed doors—and I wasn’t the only one who thought my feminized frat mates actually looked convincing and cute.

But now I had a new anxiety dwelling on my mind. I had to deal with this upcoming party. Would I allow my frat mates to participate? Would they really show up dolled up and then stay once they realized they’d been pranked? Would they really succumb to the temptations that the girls would be offering to them? Surely the desire to be a girl for a night isn’t worth losing a reputation over—is it?

“So does this mean I can stop giving them the pills?” I asked. All of the girls turned and looked at me.

“After this weekend, they’ll be taking the pills on their own volition,” Viviana said with a big smile. “And Dax, maybe you should consider taking whatever you have leftover. Your frat mates seem to be enjoying themselves. Why not join them?”

The girls smiled and stared at me, making me feel weak and small. Was my secret going to come out? Would my friends all learn that I was slipping them drugs? Would Viviana reveal everything at the party? Would they allow me to live? I was sick with terror, worried for myself and worried for my friends. Was all of this worth a bit of action? If I could go back in time, would I stop myself from getting dirty with Viviana at the party?

By the time I did my ten block loop to get home, the news had already made it to the Delta Phi house. “Did you hear, Dax? Big party across the street this weekend!” said Michael. “Maybe you’ll finally get laid.”

I laughed awkwardly, pretending like I hadn’t just watched him getting filthy with Colin, who was now sitting in the nearby living room, watching the morning news. “Maybe,” I said softly.

“But there’s a twist. I guess it’s a gender swap party, so we have to dress up like chicks. Pretty ridiculous, huh?” I could see that his cheeks were a slight shade of red. I wondered if he was going to get properly dressed up like he did with Colin, or if he was going to play dumb and just dress up like some jokey drag queen.

The days leading up to the party were long. I continued to put the drugs into the coffee, even though I knew that it no longer made a difference. I knew that the girls were satisfied with the sissification that had already taken place, and I knew that a few extra days of hormone pills wouldn’t be noticeable. But I was still terrified that there was a spy in the house, watching me—or maybe a hidden camera. I didn’t want to be called out. I didn’t want to give the girls a reason to throw me under the bus and tell my frat mates what I’d done. I was praying that my secret would remain a secret forever—though my hopes weren’t very high.

I went to a consignment store with a few of my frat mates, to buy an outfit for the party. I felt stupid holding the girly dresses up to my body. The other guys were pretending to feel stupid, but I could see a glimmer of excitement in their eyes. I could see them beaming as their sorted through the racks of options, carefully choosing a dress that they really wanted to wear. I just picked the first dress that fit, along with a lousy Halloween wig that was on sale.

And while I was paying, I overheard the guys awkwardly justifying the extra effort they were putting into their costume selection. “I mean—I don’t want to look like I just called it in,” said one of my friends. “I don’t want the girls to think that I’m not taking their party seriously.”

“Yeah, totally. Me too,” said another frat mate.

“I think it would be respectful to actually try to look the part. Right?”

“Totally.”

“I mean—you guys know that I don’t actually want to get dressed up, right?”

“Yeah, of course. Me neither!”

“But maybe just to impress the girls, we should get a professional to do our makeup—or whatever. I think you can hire makeup artists for fairly cheap. My cousin does makeup for weddings and I think she only gets a few hundred bucks to do the bride and all the bridesmaids.”

“Maybe you should see if she’s free.”

Then I heard them justifying buying more than one dress. “It’s probably best to have a few options—just in case. I mean—what if the day comes and the dress just doesn’t fit right? I never know what I want to wear until the day of a party anyway.”

“Yeah. I think I’ll get a few options too.”

“Me too.”

“Better safe than sorry.”

“Totally.”

I felt like they were all so close to admitting that they just wanted to dress up like girls. It seemed so obvious. Their pretending seemed so fake. Surely they all knew what was going on.

No one bought dresses that showed off their cleavage. On the day of the party, while everyone was getting ready, I heard a number of my frat mates lying about wearing ‘stuffed bras’. “These bra pads look so realistic,” said Michael, lifting up his breasts as if they weren’t really his. There was a lot of effort going into hiding cleavage: guys constantly pulling the tops of their dresses up. Some guys even wore tight shirts under their dresses, just to avoid the possibility of a cleavage slip. But surely they all knew that they all had breasts. If I’d accidentally seen a number of them topless, then surely most of them had seen the same thing. I guess they just weren’t ready to admit that their bodies were changing. It didn’t help that they were all still oblivious as to why their bodies were changing. The confusion was probably scary—maybe even terrifying.

In small groups, my frat mates headed over to the party across the road. I stayed back, delaying for as long as I could, watching out the window as I waited for them to turn back as soon as they realized they’d been pranked. I couldn’t believe how many of them actually got their makeup done nicely (and professionally in many cases). I couldn’t believe how many of them went through the trouble of styling their hair. I couldn’t believe how many guys were sporting shaved legs and shaved pits and painted toenails. Only a couple of guys went the ‘over-the-top drag queen route.

No one was turning back. They went into that house and they stayed in that house. Was Viviana right? Were they too stubborn to turn back with their tails between their legs? Were they really just hoping for an opportunity to be girls outside of their locked bedrooms?

I got ready for the party, feeling silly as I slipped into my dress. I wasn’t going the over-the-top drag queen route, but I also wasn’t putting a ton of effort into trying to look like a girl. I was just putting in the smallest amount of effort, planning to take the wig off as soon as I walked through that door. I was expecting to see a whole pile of wigs by the door, so I was shocked when I saw all of my frat mates still dolled up, seemingly not caring that no one else was dressed up.

“What’s going on?” I asked, playing dumb as I looked around the room.

“Turns out we got pranked,” my frat mate said with a laugh.

“It’s not a dress up party?” I asked.

He shook his head.

“Then why are you still dressed up?” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “It seems like a lot of work to go back and get changed. Besides, we wouldn’t want the girls to think that we’re embarrassed.”

“Sure,” I said. I couldn’t believe how accurate Viviana was. Did this mean that she was going to be right about my frat mates getting drunk and indulging in their feminine fantasies? Were they all about to come out from the closet?

I stayed near the edge of the party. Even I was too afraid to take my wig off, seeing as I would be the only one. In a weird way, I didn’t want the girls to think that I was embarrassed by the prank. Or maybe I just wanted to blend in, so my frat mates wouldn’t become suspicious of me.

Viviana slipped up next to me and put her arm around my body. “You did really well,” she said gently into my ear. “Look at them all. With every passing moment, they’re becoming girlier and girlier.”

I bit down on my tongue, forcing a smile. “Glad I could help. Just do me a favour and don’t tell anyone that I helped you.”

“Why not? They’ll all be thanking you after tonight.”

“Yeah—I don’t think anyone will be thanking me. Maybe we can just keep my involvement on the down low. Please? This frat is all I have, and if they kick me out… I don’t know what I’d do.”

“Well you’ve got a great body,” she said, running her hand down my body. “Maybe you can take those pills for a few months and then join our sorority. I’m sure I can convince the girls to skip the formalities for you.”

“That’s fine, thanks. I’ll pass.” I took a long sip from my beer and I scanned around the room. Viviana was right: the guys were becoming more and more girly as the minutes ticked by. I could see it coming out in their mannerisms. Guys in revealing dresses stopped pulling their tops up, starting to show off some cleavage. And once they really started getting into their girly roles, it became difficult to tell many of the cross-dressers apart from the real women at the party. Even the voices were confusing. I found myself inching closer and closer to the corner of the room, watching Viviana’s prophecy unfolding.

Time seemed to be moving in slow motion, yet somehow extremely fast as the same time. I watched as my friends fell deeper and deeper into Viviana’s trap. At first they were all just joking around, then the blushing started, then they started getting more and more comfortable. After a few hours, most of them seemed to have forgotten that they were actually men. A few guys went up to one of the bedrooms with a couple girls to try on different outfits. I went to use the bathroom, but Michael was in it with another girl, and she was showing him how to properly apply eyeliner. Instead of turning white at the sight of me, he just smiled and turned back to the girl, as if nothing was out of the ordinary. Were they all just drunk or were the hormone pills messing with their brains?

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I wanted to run away. I wanted to slip into my bedroom across the street, lock the door, and then pretend like the last few months had never happened. I did this to them. They would all wake up humiliated in about twelve hours: a humiliation that would probably linger for a lifetime. I needed to do something. But what could I do? Maybe if I just came clean, they would stop themselves before they got too carried away. It wasn’t too late for them to just pretend like it was all a joke. It wasn’t too late for them to cut their losses. They didn’t have to ‘come out’, as Viviana predicted they would.

I went into the kitchen and took a strong shot of vodka. I inhaled a large breath of air and then I slapped myself on the cheek. I had to do it. I had to come clean. I could no longer live comfortably with the consequences of my actions.


CHAPTER VII

I went into the living room, ready to fess up to what I’d done. I wasn’t going to go down alone: I was going to take the girls down with me. I was going to make sure my frat mates knew that I was pressured into doing it. I was sure they were still going to boot me out of the fraternity—but it had to be done. Having Delta Phi on my resume wasn’t worth having the destruction of over a dozen good men on my conscious.

None of my frat mates were in the living room. I was surrounded by members of other fraternities and sororities. Where were my friends? I made my way outside, to the back yard. But no one was there either. My heart began to thump. Had I missed something? Did the big reveal happen? Were my frat mates laughed out of the party? Had they already went back across the street to sulk in the privacy of a once great fraternity house? I went back inside and began to search the house frantically. I went upstairs and searched all of the rooms. Then I went down to the basement, almost ready to give up on my hunt—and that’s when I found six of them: Michael, Tony, Colin, and three others, sitting with Viviana and a number of other girls.

Many heads turned to me. Viviana smiled and waved me over. “Why don’t you join us, Dax?” she said.

I had a feeling I was too late. I didn’t move. I remained on the stairs, staring at the six girls and the six men dressed like girls. It was hard to tell them apart. The guys were so convincing, and some of them were frighteningly sexy—even sexier than some of the girls. My head began to spin as I remembered my romp in the basement, sticking my cock deep into my frat mate’s asshole. It felt so good, but the memory had haunted me nonstop since I unloaded cum all over her smooth body.

“Come on, Dax,” said Michael in a frighteningly feminine voice.

“I—I can’t,” I said.

“Why not?” Viviana asked. Now everyone was looking at me. I just needed to say it. I needed to come clean. I parted my lips and then I felt the lump swelling in my throat. But I had to push the words past the lump. I couldn’t let anything stop me—this was my last chance.

“I need to—”

Before I could say it, Viviana said, “Dax, come down here and strip down your clothes. Your friends want to experiment.”

“What?” I asked. I could feel the fear creeping down my spine. This wasn’t right. Was she serious? Why weren’t my frat mates all chuckling? Was this some sort of prank, and everyone was in on it but me?

“Just come down here and get naked. Give your frat mates the gift of new experiences.”

“What new experiences?” I said.

She smiled. “They want to suck your cock, Dax. And sadly, you’re the only man at the party.”

“What about all of the guys upstairs?” I said. My skin was tingling. A nausea was filling my gut. “Maybe get one of them.” Then I laughed nervously, almost forgetting that I was looking at six men. “Or one of these guys.”

Viviana shook her head. “The guys upstairs aren’t as open as you are—they aren’t real men like you. And do these look like men to you?”

Everyone continued to stare at me. Now I was wishing I wouldn’t have stepped down those stairs. I should have just gone home. I should have crawled into the safety of my bed.

“C’mon, Dax. Do this for your friends. This is the best gift you could possibly give them.”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “And I need to come clean. I’m responsible for all of this. Viviana made me give you all hormone pills—that’s why your bodies all changed so much over the past few months. Actually—no—she didn’t make me do it. She asked me to do it, and I did it. I could have said no, but I didn’t. So now you know the truth. Now you know why you have boobs and weird desires that you never had before. It’s because of me. It’s my fault.” I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, half-expecting one of them to attack me. I couldn’t imagine how outraged they were. I was afraid to open my eyes, to see the rage burning on their faces. So it was a few seconds before I was able to force my eyes open.

But they were all just staring at me: some were even smiling, as if they just heard me tell a casual joke.

“Why are you all just staring at me? Aren’t you mad? Am I out of the fraternity? Why aren’t you getting up?”

Then Michael gently bit his bottom lip and shrugged his shoulders. “It’s been kind of fun,” he said. “The past couple of months have been the best months of my life.” He looked around the room with red cheeks, sinking down into his seat. And then his face lit up as the men around him nodded their heads in agreement.

“I’ll admit it,” said Colin. “This has been pretty nice.” More heads nodded in agreement.

I shook my head. “No. You guys are just drunk. Those pills have put ideas in your heads and now you’re making bad decisions because you’ve had too much booze.”

“I haven’t had any booze,” said Tony, who might have been the prettiest girl in that room: long dark hair, stunning eyes, and plump lips. She looked like a magazine model with her long, curled eyelashes.

“I only had one beer,” said Colin.

“I’ve had more than a few, but I feel fine,” Michael said. Then all the girls giggled. They weren’t taking my admission of guilt seriously—or maybe they just didn’t care. Maybe they really did believe that I’d done them a favour.

“You aren’t women. You’re men. You’re some of the most sought after men on this campus,” I said.

They nodded their heads. “And sometimes it’s fun to be women,” Colin said softly, and that simple statement seemed to resonate positively in the room; heads nodded and lips smiled.

“If you’re really sorry, Dax, then why not give yourself up to them. Let them experiment on you. Give them an experience they’ve spent the last three months dreaming about,” said Viviana. She was grinning.

I took a deep breath. I looked around the room, then I pointed to Viviana. “She did this to you guys. She wanted to destroy your masculinity, and it’s working.”

“Now we have both: masculinity and femininity. It’s actually quite freeing,” said one of the other guys, who also looked stunning in a mini skirt and a low cut top.

“C’mon, Dax. Free yourself. Give yourself up to these beautiful girls,” said Viviana.

Then Colin stood up. She walked up to me and took my hand gently. She looked into my eyes with a warm smile, and my heart suddenly melted. She was beautiful. They were all varying degrees of beautiful. Her hand was soft and she smelled good and her body was hard to look away from. I squirmed and groaned, and then I let her guide me to the middle of the room. She gently grabbed the base of my shirt and pulled it slowly over my head. Once the shirt was off, the other girls were suddenly around me while the sorority girls watched from the couch.

It just wasn’t right—so why wasn’t I stopping them? Why was I letting them feel my body? It was in that moment that I realized I was the only one left with a muscular build. Some of the other girls were toned, and they were all fit, but the pills had chipped away at their muscle mass. It was a strangely nice feeling, being a hunk in comparison.

Two of them dropped to their knees to begin work on my belt. The other girls moved in, feeling me, kissing me. Colin leaned in with her plump lips and then I found myself kissing her while my heart pounded viscously. I hated that the sorority girls were watching—and maybe even filming the whole thing. But a part of me knew that they weren’t filming—and if they were, the tape would remain safe. I did them a big favour, and they had no reason to go after me now.

I looked down just as Tony popped my cock out from my pants. She gasped and clenched it, biting her bottom lip as her eyes glistened. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she said softly with her feminine voice. “I’ve never been with a guy before.”

“You’ll like it,” Colin said with an embarrassed smile.

Tony giggled, then she leaned in and sunk my cock into her mouth. Considering it was her first time, she was amazing. Her head bobbed with incredible grace, and her tongue swirled with the most amazing euphoria. I was hard in no time. One of the girls went around back and locked her lips with my asshole. She tongued me, making me giggle as more euphoria buzzed through me. Another girl sunk her tongue into my mouth, and more hands touched my body. I felt like I was in heaven. All of my fears and regrets were quickly fluttering away.

Their mouths felt so good as they took turns. They were so talented with their tongues. Was I doing a good thing? Was I giving them a positive experience? Or was I just piling onto the regret they would feel in the morning? Was it true that they weren’t actually drunk? Were they acting on their own freewill? Does every man have this feminine side hiding inside of him, waiting to be released?

I had no answers to any of my questions, but somehow I felt that I was doing something good. Maybe these were desires that were brought about by the hormone pills, but hormone pills can’t force a person to act against their own freewill. There was nothing forcing these girls to suck my cock. There was nothing forcing them to put on girly clothes and makeup.

Michael slid up behind me. She put her hands on my chest and then pressed her skirted crotch against my bum. I could feel her erect bulge begging to be released from her panties. But the reminder that she was biologically male didn’t seem to put me off. Instead, my heart buzzed with a strange excitement. I found myself reaching back, lifting up her skirt, and sneaking my fingers into her panties to feel her huge feminine erection. She sighed softly in my ear. Then I felt her fingers reaching down to grab her cock away from me. She pulled back her foreskin gently, then she pressed her tip against my asshole. I froze, realizing what I’d just invited to happen. I looked back, into her glossy eyes. She smiled, and I suddenly relaxed.

Then she began to press her cock into me. And behind her, one of the girls got into position: cock out, spit lubricating her shaft, ready to pierce Michael’s asshole. I was locked into an orgy—an idea that had always terrified me, but now it seemed exhilarating. Colin stood up and I grabbed her by the wrist before she could move away. I looked into her eyes, and without saying a word, I told her to turn around for me. She turned. I pulled her close, lifting up her dress and pulling down her panties.

I suddenly gasped and clenched as Michael’s cock penetrated my hole. I dug my fingertips into Colin. I could feel my asshole stretching. Then I heard the girls giggling on the couch—but I knew they weren’t laughing at us. They were proud of themselves, and they were proud of us.

“Shit,” I groaned. I allowed my hole to relax, and then Michael slid her thick cock even deeper. I let out a sigh of relief. There was no pain: only pleasure. I groaned, and then I pulled Colin as close as possible so I could bury my own cock into her tight anus. She moaned quickly, trembling all over.

A few seconds later, I was in the middle of a thrusting orgy. Michael worked away at me while I pumped Colin. Another girl got down on her knees to suck off Colin’s cute cock. One of the girls pumped Michael’s ass. And it was five minutes later when I couldn’t hold back any longer. I filled Colin’s bum just as Michael released his load into me. Then I watched with excitement as Tony got down on the ground to suck my load out from Colin’s tush. Another girl was suddenly behind me, sucking my hole clean.

I’d never experienced pleasure like it. I’d never felt so free and careless. And as I looked around the room at their glowing faces, I felt good, like I’d done something positive for the world: even if it just one small thing for a handful of people.

The fraternity wasn’t the same after that day. We still held tons of parties, but it was the girl party that we all looked forward to the most. Even I participated in a few of them, getting myself dolled up and trying it out. I certainly preferred being a boy, but I could definitely see what they all liked about being girls.

And instead of becoming the laughing stock of the campus, we ended up being role models. Other fraternities began to copy our ‘girl parties’; though I had a feeling some of them were unknowingly getting doses of hormone pills from a certain sorority of feminists.

I still don’t know if Viviana’s intentions were right. I don’t know if she was right about her ideas on ‘toxic masculinity’. I still wasn’t sure what she hated so much about masculinity, but either way, the result seemed to be overwhelmingly positive, and Viviana seemed to be content with the results of her scheme.

And to be honest, I’m not even sure if Viviana truly hated men. Many of her friends fooled around with the new batch of college t-girls, but Viviana seemed to be more interested in me—especially once I put on a few more pounds of muscle. She loved sneaking into my room to suck me off and to bounce on my cock. She would feel my muscles the whole time, begging me to spank her and choke her. I didn’t mind, though I never did fully wrap my head around what was going on in her brain.

It was fun being the only manly man in the fraternity. When the sorority girls were itching to ride a muscular body, I was there. When my frat mates felt like being with a man, I was always the most convenient choice. It was nice being caught in the middle.

THE END


MY MOM'S BEST FRIEND

Tyler has a new crush: not on a cute girl at school or some super model in a magazine, but on his mom’s best friend, Minnie. She’s a mature woman with a nice body and a dirty mouth. She often spends the night when Tyler’s mom is out of town, making sure Tyler and his sister are safe and cared for.

One night, Minnie finds out Tyler’s mom never had The Talk with him. Tyler, now eighteen, thinks it’s silly that Minnie wants to have The Talk, but she has a lot more to say than Tyler is expecting—and she has a lot more to show.


CHAPTER I

I had always called her Aunt Minnie, even though she wasn’t technically my aunt. She wasn’t related to me by blood, even though I saw her at least once a week, every week since I was born.

It wasn’t until I was fifteen years old that I learned she wasn’t actually my biological auntie. I was stunned when my mom told me that Minnie was an old school friend, and not actually her sister. It was especially hard to believe because they had the same blue eyes and the same long, blonde hair—and they both looked very young for their age.

My mom had me when she was only seventeen, so by the time I was a teenager, I was constantly being asked if she was my older sister. Aunt Minnie looked a smidge younger than my mom, making her look even more like she could have been my older sister.

I wasn’t quite a teenager when my mom told me that Aunt Minnie couldn’t have kids. “Why not?” I asked.

“Some women just can’t,” my mom said—and it explained why Aunt Minnie was around so much, always treating my sister and I like we were her own children. She would take us to the zoo and to the science centre, and she would swing over in the afternoon to get dinner on the stove whenever my mom had to work late. When mom went away on business trips, Aunt Minnie would come stay at our house. She would wake us up in the morning, get us dressed, and feed us breakfast. She would even tuck us in at night: something she continued to do until we were basically adults.

It was a week before my eighteenth birthday when my relationship with Aunt Minnie got a bit awkward. It was nearly midnight and she was at the house, watching us while our mom was out of town. My sister had already gone to bed, but I wanted to stay up to play video games with my friends, online. “You have a test tomorrow—don’t think that I’ve forgotten,” Aunt Minnie said. “Pack it in and let’s get you to bed.”

I rolled my eyes. I was tempted to remind her that I was a year and a week away from being a legitimate adult in the eyes of the government, so I didn’t need someone enforcing my bedtime. But I knew that she was right, so I packed the game up, I brushed my teeth, and I went up to bed. Aunt Minnie came with me. As I slipped into my bed, she pulled my cover up to my throat. “Have a nice sleep, Tyler,” she said with a little smile. She leaned forward and kissed me on the forehead. And while she was leaned over, I could see right down her loose-fitted top. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her full tits were hanging down, nipples perked out. My heart skipped a beat and I couldn’t force myself to look away.

She looked down, realizing her breasts were visible to me. Then she laughed. “Oh, Tyler, don’t be naughty,” she said.

I bit down hard on my tongue.

“Your face is getting so red!” she said. “What’s the matter? They’re just breasts, Tyler. They’re a part of a woman’s body.”

I wasn’t able to reply, horribly embarrassed. I could feel the redness burning on my face.

“Have you never seen a woman’s breasts before?” she asked.

I cleared my throat. Aunt Minnie had always been forward; she wasn’t a shy lady by any means. In fact, she was a part-time sex education teacher at a rough and tumble public school downtown: not a job for any remotely shy woman. “I don’t know,” I said.

“I mean, I’m sure you’ve seen breasts online—but have you seen them in real life?” she asked.

I slowly shook my head, feeling ashamed. I would have never admitted it to my friends at school, so I had no idea why I was admitting it to her.

“It’s okay to be shy,” she said. “But sooner or later, you’ll need to demystify the female body, or you’ll be shy forever. You know, I dated a guy who lost his virginity to a prostitute. His dad hired him the prostitute for his eighteenth birthday. I know that sounds really strange, but he said that it was the best gift ever. After that day, he was no longer afraid of women.”

I nodded my head, still tingling with awkward nerves. “W—Why are you telling me this?” I asked. It didn’t help that I could see a pair of lumps on her shirt: her nipples pushing against the thin cotton of her top.

“Has your mom ever had The Talk with you?”

“The Talk? You mean The Sex Talk?” I asked. My voice cracked at the worst possible moment.

She giggled. “Yes, that one.”

I shook my head. “No, but I know all about it.”

“Do you?”

“Yeah. I’m not a little kid. I’m eighteen—well, I’ll be eighteen in a week. They teach us that kind of stuff in school… And everyone talks about it all the time.”

“So do you know what breasts feel like?” she asked.

I froze. I had an idea, but I didn’t actually know what they felt like. I assumed they were like water balloons.

She giggled. “Are you shy around girls at school?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said. Of course I was shy around girls.

“Well maybe it would help if you got a bit of the mystery out from your system. Give me your hands.”

I reached out my hands and she took them gently. She brought them to her stomach, just underneath the cut of her shirt. “Go ahead and slide them up. It will be our little secret,” she said with a big grin.

I bit hard on my tongue. My penis was throbbing and erect under the covers. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs, and then I began to slide my hands up. I blinked quickly and a whimper escaped my lips. I looked into Aunt Minnie’s eyes and then I looked away quickly, down at my lap. Suddenly, my fingertips felt soft, warm lumps. I paused.

“Keep going,” she whispered. So I slid my hands further up, curving over her breasts. I felt her hard nipples against my palms. She took her shirt and pulled it up so that I could see what I was touching. She had nice breasts: perky and big. “Squeeze them, Tyler.” I gently squeezed and learned that breasts aren’t really like water balloons at all. I heard myself moan. My cock throbbed relentlessly.

“It’s okay,” she said. “Just get it out of your system. Starting tomorrow, you’ll be more confident than ever before. Trust me.” Her smile was warm and comforting in a strange way. She didn’t seem to mind that I was fondling her breasts. I squeezed harder, pushing the line slightly to see where her line was. But she didn’t mind being squeezed hard. “I bet you’ll be bringing girls home by the end of the month.”

I laughed awkwardly, then I slipped my hands slightly to the side so that I could grasp her nipples between my thumbs and pointer fingers. I gently rolled and squeezed and pulled. I managed to elicit a slight moan out from her lips.

“Do you like my breasts, Tyler?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“Would you like to stick your penis between them?” she asked.

I froze, no longer certain that I wasn’t dreaming. I stared into her eyes. I was terrified and overwhelmed and intimidated—but I did indeed want to feel her breasts around my cock. So I didn’t stop her when she started to pull the covers back over my body. She took my pyjama pants and pulled them down, making my erection flip out, slapping me on the abdomen. “Wow, Tyler. Look at your cock. It’s so big,” she said, slipping her fingers around it. She squeezed it firmly and gently pulled my foreskin back. “I had no idea you were so big.”

“Really?” I said. “I mean—am I really big?”

She nodded her head. “Definitely.” She gently pulled back and forth. I could feel my whole shaft tingling. I could feel my balls swelling. I tensed all over and bit hard on my tongue.

“I should tell you a secret, Tyler,” she said.

“What’s that?” I asked, trying not to come. I didn’t want to explode within seconds of her touching me. I had to last at least a couple of minutes. I didn’t want to hear her giggling at my premature ejaculation.

“I used to be a boy, too,” she said. Then she stood up and proved it. She pulled up her skirt and tugged aside her panties, letting a long shaft fall out. Suddenly my ears were ringing and my body was tense all over. I couldn’t even open my mouth to respond. It was real: I could see her gently swelling ball sack and her throbbing veins. Aunt Minnie was a tranny. And Aunt Minnie was hung like a moose. Her flaccid cock was much bigger than my erect cock. I whimpered awkwardly and remembered that her fingers were still curled around my cock.

“This probably feels weird right now,” she said, without putting her cock away; she continued to hold up her skirt so I could see it—and for some reason I couldn’t look away. “But you’ll be so happy that you’re getting all of these first times out of the way. First times can really hold people back, and they can put weird ideas in people’s heads.”

I still wasn’t able to respond.

“Go ahead and feel it. You’ll see that it’s not so weird. In fact, it’s not much different than feeling breasts, really. It’s just another body part.”

She took my wrist and guided my limp arm to her cock. I wanted to resist but I was still too shocked to react. She brought my hand right down to her cock. “Open your fingers up, Tyler. Don’t be afraid.” For some reason I followed her command. Her enormous horse cock pressed against the palm of my hand. Then she curled my fingers around it. It was warm and pulsing subtly. “See? Not so bad. Just another body part—no different from my breasts or my bum or my arms or my legs.” She used her hand to pull mine back, pulling her foreskin back to reveal her bulbous tip. I couldn’t believe how big she was.

I let go of her cock as soon as she let go of my hand. Then she let her skirt fall over her shaft, covering herself up, making herself appear entirely female once again. “What’s the matter, Tyler?” she asked.

“You—You have a dick,” I said.

“So what? There are lots of girls in the world with them. They won’t hurt you. They can actually be a lot of fun—but you know that, because you have one.”

“I—I’m not gay,” I said.

“And I’m not a man.”

She stared into my eyes with that warm, harmless smile. How was she so careless? Why wasn’t this as terrifying for her? I had to admit that I was jealous; I went into school every morning thinking the day had finally come that I would ask a girl out on a date, but then I would see a girl and I would shut down entirely. I knew there was nothing wrong with me—sure, I was shorter than most guys and skinnier, but I wasn’t bad looking, and I had pretty good grades and lots of friends. I wished that I could have Aunt Minnie’s careless confidence. She didn’t even seem to be a bit put off by her hidden appendage; she owned it the way I wished I could own my petite frame. And maybe she was right: maybe it was no different than any other part of her body. Maybe I was learning an important lesson in a very awkward way.

“What’s on your mind, Tyler?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said.

She smiled and leaned forward. Her tits were still out, with her shirt pulled up around her collarbone. “Tell me: what do you want for your birthday?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said again. I couldn’t even think about presents. My mind was filled with sexual confusion. I was still mesmerized by her perfect breasts, but I could still feel that warm, squishy horse cock, as if it was still in the palm of my hand.

“Do you want me to get you a prostitute? It can be our little secret,” she said.

I shook my head quickly. “No—I don’t want that.”

“Are you afraid of being with a woman?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I—I don’t know.”

“Are you afraid that she’ll laugh if you come too quickly?”

“I don’t know.” My heart was pounding faster and faster with each passing second. I tried to look away from Aunt Minnie’s breasts, but they were just too perfect, taking up so much of my view. I wanted to squeeze them again. I wanted to roll her nipples gently between my fingers.

“Would you like me to suck your cock?” she asked.

My heart stuttered before plunging deep into my stomach. I cleared my throat and nodded my head. “O—Okay,” I said. Then I watched her as she slowly slid down, gently kissing my chest and abdomen before teasing my pelvis with the tip of he tongue. She used her manicured fingers to pick up my erect shaft, then she drew little circles around my tip using the tip of her tongue. I groaned. My head was spinning. Was this right? She was practically family—but even worse, she was technically a man as far as biology was concerned. Was I losing my sexual innocence to a biological male? Was I going to regret this for the rest of my life.

She opened her mouth and slipped my cock inside. Her lips pressed firmly around my girth and she began to bob her head. I watched as her back curves downward, making her look like a sexy kitten, bum perked up in the air. I couldn’t help but imagine her long bovine appendage dangling down, swaying from side to side. My legs trembled.

“Oh God,” I said. And then I came. I didn’t last long—not even a full thirty seconds once I was in her mouth. But my God, did it feel amazing! She gasped as my cock began to unload in her mouth, spraying the back of her throat. “I’m so sorry,” I said before I even finished coming.

She used her hand to squeeze my cock hard, pulling right to the tip to pull out the final drop of warm goo. Then she tilted her head back and swallowed my whole load before looking into my eyes with a smile.

“I’m so sorry. I don’t ever come that fast,” I said.

She giggled cutely. “I’m honoured that you came so fast. I consider it a compliment, and I’m sure most sane women would as well.” She leaned forward and gave me a kiss on the forehead. “Have a good night, Tyler. Get lots of sleep before your test tomorrow. Are pancakes okay for breakfast? I need to use up those last two eggs.”

She was acting as though nothing strange had happened, even though there was nothing at all normal about what had just transpired. My Aunt Minnie was a convincing transgender, and I’d just had my first sexual experience with her.


CHAPTER II

An amazing thing happened after that night: I suddenly wasn’t afraid of the girls in my class.

I’m not sure what happened; I’m not sure what changed. Maybe there really was something to Aunt Minnie’s mindset. Maybe she was right about needing to overcome the feminine mystery: taking girls down from the pedestal that society hoists them up on, at least in the eyes of young men. The girls in my class weren’t nearly as intimidating as Aunt Minnie. Now, I felt like I could see that they were all shy and lacking confidence. I began to notice them constantly fixing their hair and checking their makeup. When boys looked their way, they would tense up, and sometimes they would shut down completely. They weren’t much different than boys—and now I could see it.

After my first class I went up to a Sally, a blonde with thick eyelashes. Lots of guys liked Sally, and were always talking about asking her out—but nobody ever asked her out (maybe because I wasn’t the only shy guy in the school). She looked at me as I approached her. “Hi Sally,” I said.

She smiled. “Hi Tyler,” she said. I was surprised that she knew my name, seeing as I’d never talked to her before, and she’d never paid any attention to me that I’d noticed.

“You look really nice today,” I said.

Then her face turned red and her eyes became wide and glossy. She stuttered and then she gently brushed her hair back behind her ear. “Uh, thank you,” she said softly.

I smiled and nodded, and then I walked away. It was the first time I’d ever complimented a girl before—and it was way easier than I thought it was going to be. I didn’t feel embarrassed and stupid. I didn’t feel like the whole school was about to start gossiping about me. And where did that confidence come from? Did it really come from my little encounter with my Aunt Minnie?

After that little encounter with Sally, I started noticing girls looking my way. Maybe Sally told her friends about my compliment; maybe she now had a crush on me, and her friends could detect it, so they were becoming competitive. I had no idea how powerful a compliment could be. So I decided to take it a step further, to see just how compelling my newfound confidence was. I found her the next day during lunch. I went up to her while she was with her friends and said, “Hey Sally, can I talk to you in the hallway for a minute?”

She nodded her head slowly. “O—Okay,” she said, beginning to glow. So we went to the hallway and I looked down at her tight, young body. Then I looked into her eyes with a smile. “You look really good in that dress.” It was a nice dress, and it looked new—maybe something she bought the evening before, just to impress me. I watched as her eyes glistened and she perked up.

“You’re really sweet,” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m just telling you the truth. Want to hang out after school?”

She nodded her head quickly. “Okay. Sure. What do you want to do?” I could see that she was toying with her fingers near her waist: a nervous tick. She liked me—it was obvious—though I don’t think she liked me until I walked into school the day before with that confidence that I never had before. Aunt Minnie truly had blessed me with a gift that was beyond any monetary value.

“We can just hang out at my place. My parents will be out until late tonight,” I said.

“Okay,” she said, agreeing to a one-on-one date without any hesitation. One of the more popular guys in the school was standing nearby as Sally walked away. He looked at me with a curious look—maybe even a jealous look. It wasn’t long before half the school knew that Sally and I were going out. As far as our fellow students were concerned, we were now boyfriend and girlfriend.

It wasn’t a long-lasting relationship. How could I possibly commit myself, now that I knew how powerful I was? I took Sally home and kissed her. She was my first kiss—but the kissing didn’t last long. I was quick to squeeze her tits and push my hand up her skirt and down her panties. Her pussy felt weird: much more rubbery than I was anticipating, but it got warm and wet fast. I pressed two fingers into her, the way girls did in lesbian porn, and then I quickly began to finger her. “Ouch!” she said. “That hurts.”

“It’s supposed to feel good,” I said.

“Well it hurts. Be more gentle,” she said. So I fingered her gently, and it wasn’t long before she got wetter. “I’m a virgin,” she said, looking into my eyes. “I want to stay a virgin—at least until we’ve been going out for a bit.”

I tried to convince her to spread her legs for me, but even the sight of my erect penis wasn’t quite enough to convince her. “I just don’t want everyone at school thinking I’m a slut,” she said.

“Whatever,” I said. “Well, you’ll still be a virgin if you suck my dick. Want to just do that?”

“I don’t know,” she said.

“My God,” I said, looking down her body.

“What?” she said.

“Sorry. You’re just so smoking hot. Your body—I don’t think I’ve ever been this hard before.” It was a lie. I was even harder just a couple of nights before, with my Aunt Minnie.

I watched as her cheeks turned red and her eyes flashed. Then, she looked down at my erection, bit her bottom lip gently, then sunk down. She grabbed my shaft firmly with her hand before bending over and pressing her lips around my tip. It was her first time touching a penis, and it was obvious. She was too gentle in some spots and far too aggressive in other spots. She would squeeze my tip uncomfortably, and then she would scrape my shaft with her teeth. I winced and squirmed, trying to ignore the occasional little bit of pain.

She grabbed the base of my cock firmly with her fist and began to pump while sucking my tip. It didn’t feel nearly as nice as when my Aunt Minnie was sucking me off. I tried to close my eyes, to go back to that moment with my Aunt Minnie. I suppose it wasn’t a fair comparison, seeing as Aunt Minnie had many years of experience and a cock of her own to practise on.

“Aren’t you going to come?” she asked after ten exhausting minutes of pumping and sucking.

“Soon,” I said. “Keep going. Try to focus more on the tip here.” I pointed to the spot right under my tip. She started to jerk there with her fist, which felt a bit better, but she was still tugging too hard. I squirmed slightly, and then I tried to picture Aunt Minnie’s hot body. It was a minute later when I came, blasting Sally’s face with my hot load. She gasped and then recoiled, turning her head away and taking a few blasts in her hair.

“My hair!” she said.

“Sorry,” I said. But I had to admit: it was sexy seeing her with long streaks of cum on her face and hair. She tried to wipe it off, but she only ended up spreading it around. 

I let her use our shower, and then she wanted to leave as soon as she was done. “Want to go see a movie with me tomorrow?” she asked as she stood in our doorway.

“Sure,” I said. Then she leaned forward and gave me a kiss.

“Great,” she said. “I can’t wait.” She smiled brightly, but I would forget about our little date plan. Now, with my newfound power, all I wanted to do was seduce women. It seemed so easy! Now that I wasn’t afraid of intimacy, I felt like I could easily get any girl in my school. I was already thinking about running over to Aunt Minnie’s house to tell her all about my new confidence. It wasn’t until Sally was gone that I realized I’d pulled my erection out in front of her without even thinking twice about whether she would laugh or think that I was small.

I took a deep breath and then I fell back on my bed with a big smile on my face. I pulled out my phone and went to Facebook. I looked up another girl in my class, Katie, and I sent her a message. “Hey Katie. I just wanted to let you know that I think your cute.” I pressed send without an ounce of hesitation. And it was fifteen minutes later when I thought about checking to see if she replied. She had.

“I thought you liked Sally,” she said.

“Sally?” I wrote. “She’s not really my type. I just talked to her yesterday, and I think I gave her the wrong impression.”

“So you like me?” she said.

“I don’t really know you. I mean—we’ve never really talked much. But I think you’re cute, and I’d like to get to know you.”

She replied with a blushing emoji. “Sounds like fun.”

I put my phone down and took another deep breath of cool air into my lungs. I felt like a whole new person. I felt invigorated. I felt like I had a whole life ahead of me that I didn’t know was possible.


CHAPTER III

It was three days later when I brought another girl home with me from school. I was holding her hand and telling her how nice her body was when I noticed Sally standing on my doorstep. She was ringing the bell and looking up at my bedroom window. I stopped suddenly, tightening my grip on my new girl’s hand so that she would stop as well.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

I had to think for a long moment, worried I would say the wrong thing. “That girl—she’s been stalking me for a while,” I lied. I couldn’t let my new fling know that I’d had a few flings over the past week. “Come on. Let’s go to the park instead. We’ll walk around until she goes away.”

As we turned around, Sally turned to see us. Our eyes met for a short moment. I was tempted to let go of my new girl’s hand, but I didn’t want to ruin my chances of getting into bed with her, so I kept holding on while we walked off to the park. Then I heard the front door of my house opening, even though I thought that the house was empty.

Aunt Minnie was home, and now she was staring at Sally. “Can I help you?” she asked, and then I couldn’t hear anymore as we’d walked out of earshot. My heart was puttering and stumbling. I didn’t like breaking Sally’s heart, but I couldn’t waste my opportunity with the cute blonde who currently wanted to suck my cock. By the time we got to the park, I forgot all about Sally. I sat my new fling down on a bench off a forested pathway, and then we started to make out. I reached my hand up her skirt and played with her clit while she moaned. Then, with a lot of convincing, I got her to bend over and suck on my penis—even though she was also a virgin. She was better than Sally, but still not amazing. She kept scraping my tip with her teeth, and she wasn’t comfortable sinking my cock very deep—my tip never even reached her throat.

But I still came, in her mouth. She gagged and choked, but she didn’t spit me out. “Swallow it,” I said. She looked into my eyes with a worried look. “Do it,” I said. She closed her eyes and winced while she tilted her head back. After the cum had gone down, she took a deep breath in.

“Ew!” she said. “That was disgusting.”

“Oh please. You liked it,” I said.

“No, I didn’t. It was gross. You came without even warning me!”

“I didn’t want you stopping before I came,” I said as I tucked my cock back into my pants. “Besides, I read online that it’s good for you, so you can thank me later.”

“You’re being an asshole,” she said.

“Excuse me?” I said. “Don’t be rude.”

“You made me suck your dick and now you’re treating me like shit.”

“Calm down, will you? It’s just cum. It’s not going to hurt you.”

“I’d like to see you swallow a bunch of cum.”

“Don’t be gross,” I said, looking away. “I’m not gay. Just admit that you liked it.” I looked down at my watch. “You know what? I just remembered that I have a big project due tomorrow. I should get home to finish it.”

“For what class?” she asked with narrowing eyes.

I hesitated for a moment, trying to think my lie through. “Biology. We have to make a diagram of photosynthesis.”

“I didn’t know you were taking biology,” she said.

“Well I am. Why are you being so weird? Don’t tell me you’re going to end up being a stalker too.”

“Whatever, Tyler,” she said. “Just do me a favour and don’t tell anyone about this.”

“Whatever,” I said. And then I went home. Aunt Minnie was sitting in the living room when I walked in. I smiled at her and then I tried to make a quick pass to the kitchen.

She didn’t get up, but she did say, “Tyler, can I talk to you for a minute?”

I stopped and felt a cold tingling creeping down towards my toes. I bit my lip, forced a smile, and turned to Aunt Minnie. “What’s up?” I asked.

“There was a girl from your school here today. Sally.”

I nodded my head slowly. “Yeah. She’s a bit of a stalker.”

“Is she? Because that’s not what she told me,” Aunt Minnie said, raising her eyebrows. That awkward chill crept down my spine again. Now she was staring into my eyes, making me feel small, sucking all of that confidence out of me—the same confidence that she bestowed onto me.

I cleared my throat and squirmed slightly. “Well, she’s weird. I wanted to see other girls.”

“Tyler, you can’t treat women like that. It’s not right.”

“Why not? She got to have some fun. It’s not like I promised I was going to marry her. I just complimented her and then we fooled around a little bit. I can’t help that she got an idea in her head.”

“How would you like it if someone treated you that way?” Aunt Minnie asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I wouldn’t care,” I said with my head tilted up. “She got to have the same fun that I had, so she shouldn’t be complaining about anything.”

Aunt Minnie shook her head slowly. “Go to your room,” she said.

“Are you serious?” I asked. My body tensed up. I was an adult! How could she be grounding me? She wasn’t even my mom—or technically a family member at all.

“I said, go to your room. You’re grounded.”

“For how long?” I asked. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue as I fought away the urge to yell at Aunt Minnie. It wasn’t fair. I wasn’t lying when I said that I couldn’t help what ideas went through Sally’s head. It wasn’t my fault that she got some idea in her mind that we were going to be a couple. All I did was compliment her… and I suppose I bailed on a date that I promised we would go on. But what difference did it make? She hardly knew me, so how could she become so attached to me? How could one little compliment drive her so insane?

I went into my room and paced around, trying to let my anger settle. I had to think of a way to convince Aunt Minnie that I wasn’t some sort of misogynist pig. I had to figure out a way to make her think that there was just some big misunderstanding, and that I actually really respected women. If she wouldn’t believe me that Sally was a lunatic, then maybe I could convince her that I really was sensitive to Sally’s feelings, and that I really understood what she was going through.

There was a gentle knock at the door. “Come in,” I said. Aunt Minnie opened the door and took a step in. She was holding a bag. “What’s with the bag?” I asked.

She pulled out a pair of my sister’s high heels.

“High heels?” I said.

“If you’re going to insist on treating women like objects, then maybe you need to walk a mile in their shoes.”

“Oh, I see,” I said. “It’s a metaphor. Okay. You want me to put them on and walk around the block or something?”

She shook her head. “No. I want you to feel like a woman.” Then she reached into the bag and pulled out a pair of panties. There was more in that bag: a whole outfit she’d picked out from me. She wanted me to wear my sister’s clothes—and my sister’s panties!

“Gross! My sister wears those,” I said.

“They’re clean, Tyler. They aren’t going to hurt you. So get undressed and put them on.” She tossed them to me and I reluctantly held them up. They were white and tiny, with a little pink flower right on the crotch.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“I’m serious. The other option is we get your mom involved. I really don’t want to have to tell her what Sally told me.” I felt my skin turning cold. What did Sally even tell Aunt Minnie? How much did Aunt Minnie know? I looked down at the panties. They were soft and they smelled like my sister’s perfume. I couldn’t think of anything more humiliating—but I really didn’t want to have my mother involved, so I gave in.

“Fine. I’ll put them on. You can go now.”

“I’m going to stay. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before,” she said with a little wink. My stomach groaned. Now I was undressing in front of Aunt Minnie, pulling down my jeans and then my boxers, revealing my flaccid cock, which was still a bit red from my latest fling’s awkward blowjob. I pulled my knees up to my chest and then I pulled the panties up my legs. They were tight, hardly containing my cock and ball sack. Aunt Minnie smiled at the sight of my sissy lower half. “Take off your shirt too,” she said. So I groaned and pulled my shirt off, tossing it onto the ground with the rest of my clothes. Now I was practically naked, wearing nothing but my sister’s white panties.

“Happy?” I said.

She looked down my body, still with that grin on her face. Then she shook her head. “We can do better,” she said. “All of that leg hair has to go. A proper girl shaves her legs smooth. Let’s get you into the bathroom.”

“Shave my legs?!” I said. “I have gym class tomorrow. I can’t have shaved legs! Are you crazy?”

She widened her eyes, as if to remind me that the other option was getting my mother involved, so I groaned and threw my head back. “This is a cruel punishment!” I said as I marched off to the bathroom. Aunt Minnie came with me. She closed the bathroom door behind us and then she shimmied out from her leggings. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m going to show you how to properly shave your legs,” she said. She ran the tub and then she pulled off her panties, letting her long horse cock fall out. The sight of the swaying appendage made my heart palpitate. I gasped and looked away quickly. I’d somehow forgotten that she was a biological male—and I’d forgotten that she was hung like a farm animal. She stepped into the tub, splashed some warm water on her legs, then she reached for a bottle of moisturising cream. “The warm water will make the skin soft, and the cream will make the hairs soft,” she said. “Then it will be easy to get a nice, close shave.” She grabbed a razor and demonstrated, pulling up from her ankles in elegant strokes. She made it look easy. “Now take your panties off and hop into the tub.”

We switched places. She didn’t bother putting her panties back on. Instead, she stood next to the tub with her hands on her hips while her giant cock hung down, acting as a serious distraction. I looked down at my legs. How was I going to explain my new hairlessness to my friends? Could I get away with wearing sweatpants for a couple of weeks, until my hair grew back? I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, then I started to shave away my leg hair. It was horrible, watching as it clumped up in the water and washed down the drain. The next ten minutes was brutal—and it wasn’t as easy as Aunt Minnie made it look. She was so elegant with every stroke, but it wasn’t quite that easy. I didn’t have the muscle memory that she had from years and years of leg shaving.

But I managed to get my legs smooth—though it wasn’t enough for Aunt Minnie. “And now your crotch,” she said.

“My crotch? Are you joking?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I’m not joking. Shave your crotch. If you’re going to really feel like a woman, you need to look as much like a woman as possible. Now carefully shave your crotch.”

So, with my Aunt Minnie watching, I gently pulled that razor around my cock and balls, removing my pubic hair. I felt so stupid lifting my shaft up to shave underneath it. I felt even stupider when Aunt Minnie insisted on helping me shave my taint and butt crack. She had me bend over and then she went in with the razor, using her free hand to move my ball sack to the side. She really spread my butt cheeks to make sure she got all the hair.

“Now your armpits,” she said. I hesitated and thought about fighting, but I decided to keep my mouth shut. I just played along. Once we were finished in that bathroom, I was hairless everywhere south of my nose. She handed me my sister’s panties. “Put them on.”

I rolled my eyes and pulled the panties up, over my freshly shaved cock. It was a weird feeling: the soft cotton against the newly exposed skin of my pall sack and my pelvis. It was only a minute before the panties began to ride up my butt crack. I had to pull them out.

“Now what? Are you happy yet?” I asked.

“Now we go back to your room to put on the rest,” she said.

“Whatever,” I said. I brushed by her and went back to my room. She joined me a minute later, still without her panties on, still with that gigantic cock swaying from side to side. I had a feeling that she was keeping it out to intimidate me. She knew that it made me feel awkward and uncomfortable, and maybe she got a kick out of that.


CHAPTER IV

Dressing me up like her little pet doll wasn’t enough. She went and got some makeup and she told me to sit down so she could doll me up. I refused at first, of course, and then she reminded me of her threat to tell my mom about the way I treated Sally. And now I was beginning to wonder if she would ever be satisfied with my punishment. It hardly seemed fair that she was allowed to keep moving the goal line further and further, even though I’d already done everything she originally told me to do.

I felt so foolish as she leaned down and brushed makeup onto my face. I found myself staring at her dangling tits and her perky nipples, feeling conflicted because I could also see her horse-sized appendage swaying between her legs.

“This isn’t right,” I said.

“You need to learn to treat women properly. You can either let me teach you, or I can fill your mom in and she can pick an appropriate punishment.”

I sighed. Now she was just repeating herself. “Well, I don’t see how this is going to teach me anything. It’s just humiliating. Is that what you want? You want me to be humiliated? Did I really make Sally feel like a boy being forced to dress up like a girl? Is that the takeaway here?”

Aunt Minnie smiled with thinly pressed lips. “Do me a favour and speak in your best girl voice. And sit up straight. Girls don’t slouch the way you’re slouching.”

I groaned and rolled my eyes. Then I propped myself up. “Happy?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Very happy,” she said with a little wink. “Now I’m almost done. Because you look so pretty, I might just let you squeeze my breasts. Would you like that, Tyler? And remember to answer in your best girly voice.”

I shuddered. My toes became cold and my lips became dry. I cleared my throat. “Okay,” I said softly.

“And would you like to come inside of my ass?” she asked.

Now I was frozen, waiting as her words bounced around in my skull. Did I hear her correctly? Did she just ask me if I wanted to fuck her in the ass? I looked into her eyes. She was staring into my eyes, waiting for my answer. She had a small smile on her face. She looked calm, as if she just asked me if I wanted pancakes or waffles—and nothing more than that. I cleared my throat again. “O—Okay,” I said.

She had a fit body. Her ass was perfect. And even though I knew that she was a biological male, I still wanted to fuck her. I wanted to grab her long hair from behind. I wanted to pull while I sunk my cock into her butthole. I wanted to pump until my cum was oozing out from her moist cunt. I groaned and bit my lip, trying not to get an erection in my little outfit.

“Well, I’ll let you squeeze my breasts and I’ll let you come in my tush, but only if you suck my penis. And you have to get me erect first.”

My heart skipped a beat. Now my lips were truly dry, on the verge of cracking. My throat was dry too. I had to clear my throat a number of times, and then my head started to spin. “Y—You want me to suck your cock?” I asked.

She nodded her head with that slight smile, as if she wasn’t suggesting something totally crazy. I looked down at her long shaft and remembered our awkward encounter the week before. I remembered holding her cock while she told me that it was just another part of her body, no different from any other part. Could I suck it? Was it worth what she was offering? I looked at her perfect tits, and then I imagined my cock being squeezed tight by her firm anal walls. I really did want to fuck her in the ass—I wanted it more than anything in the world. “O—Okay,” I said, still stuttering like an overwhelmed pre-teen.

“Okay, come over to the mirror with me, where you’ll be able to see yourself.” She helped me to my feet and walked me over to my own closet mirror. I stopped at the sight of myself, suddenly filled with terror. I was hardly recognizable—but I really looked like a chick. My face was soft and cute and my body was tight and petite. I could suddenly feel all of my newfound confidence fluttering away from me, leaving me with a terrible dread. Why did I look so girly? Do all men look this convincing with a bit of makeup and a cute outfit? “Like what you see?” she asked.

I shook my head. “I look silly,” I said. But it wasn’t true: I looked far from silly. I looked better than most of the girls in my grade. In less than an hour, I’d undergone a full transformation. I no longer recognized myself, even though I was still there, under a thin layer of makeup: a bit of eyeliner, a bit of eye shadow, and some simple contouring.

“Drop to your knees with your side to the mirror, girly,” she said. “Be sure to get into a position where you can watch yourself.” I slowly sunk to my knees. She stepped forward, bringing that swaying cock closer to my face. It suddenly looked enormous: even bigger than before. It had a long curve to it, and its tip was massive, bulging out from her tight foreskin.

I grabbed it gently, worried it would feel gross. But once my fingers were on it, my heart settled. I remembered that it really was no different than the rest of her body: just warmer. I gently pulled back her foreskin, revealing that massive tip. I lifted the mighty cock up, feeling its impressive weight. Then I carefully pulled my hand down, feeling her thick, bulging veins. It already felt hard, but that was just because it was so dense. I brought my hand to her tip and I began to massage, clenching with a firm gentleness. I could feel the throbbing intensifying. I could feel her girth expanding after just a few pumps. She liked the way I stroked her. It helped that I had a cock of my own, so I knew just where to rub and massage; I knew what felt good.

I looked up at her perky tits. I loved seeing them from that angle. They looked so full and round and intimidating. I wanted to bury my face in them. I wanted to suck her nipples. I wanted to press my cock between her wobbly implants and I wanted to come all over her face. But then I remembered her back door offer. I took my free hand and reached around, feeling the firmness of her bum as I reached for her crack. I pressed my fingers into that crack and slid down until I found her tight hole. She moaned as my fingertips grazed overtop. Using a single finger, I began to rub small circles around her anus, reminding her that I would soon be back there.

Her cock was pointing outwards now. It was long: at least a full foot in length, but still not fully erect. I squeezed it harder and began to pump faster. I watched as her foreskin pulled over and off of her enormous tip. It was starting to feel dry, so I leaned in and spat on her tip. I pulled that spin down the length of her shaft and spread it all around. Then I suddenly had the urge to give her tip a taste. I looked up at her perfect body again. I looked to the side and saw myself, on my knees with that giant cock in my hand. My eyes flashed and my heart stuttered. I looked good. The sight alone was enough to make my own cock rock hard, slipping out from my sister’s panties. I turned back to Aunt Minnie and then I leaned in, opening my mouth, closing my eyes. I felt her warm tip touch the tip of my tongue. I froze for a moment, suddenly overwhelmed with fear. Then I kept leaning in, sliding her womanhood along the length of my tongue. I could feel her veins. I could feel her whole shaft swelling as it became bigger and bigger.

Then I closed my lips around her enormous girth. I began to suck. I opened my eyes and looked in that mirror. It was an amazing sight: a beautiful young girl sucking the cock of a beautiful mature woman. But the young girl was me and the mature woman was Aunt Minnie.

She moaned and slipped her fingers into my hair. She gently pulled and massaged as I bobbed back and forth. “That feels so good,” she said softly. I felt the hole on the tip of her penis using the tip of my tongue. I could taste something sweet: a tinge of pre-cum. I began to quickly bob my head back and forth, sucking with intensity, pressing my lips as tight as I could, to make it feel even better for her. I could feel her shaft becoming more and more dense. I could feel her veins throbbing harder. She was beginning to moan and I knew that she was close, so I took my hand and began to beat off what I couldn’t fit in my mouth.

I leaned back for a breath of air. I looked up at her beautiful body. “Come on my fucking face,” I said, squeezing her tip with my fist while I pumped. I was just about to lean back in to continue sucking, and then she came without warning. I gasped as hot cum splashed against my face. She moaned loudly. I winced away, taking the next few hits on my cheek. Cum oozed down my lips and chin, dripping onto my body. I could feel her cock pulsating in my hand with every shot. After fifteen seconds, I was drenched: dripping and sticky. “Oh my God,” I said, wiping the cum off of my eyelids so I could open my eyes.

She was giggling as if it was funny. I wanted to be mad, but I hadn’t forgotten the promise she made me: that I could now fuck her in the ass. I was still rock hard, still eager to mount her and to pump her with my young shaft.

But for some reason, she leaned down and picked up a pair of panties, slipping them up her legs to cover her slumping cock. “Wait,” I said. “Get on the bed. Now it’s my turn.”

She shrugged her shoulders with a sly smile. “Nah,” she said.

“What do you mean, nah?” I said. My eyes widened and my heart fluttered. “You can’t just say ‘nah’!”

“I can and I just did.”

I gasped. I just sucked Aunt Minnie’s cock for nothing! “You’ve got to be kidding me!” I said.

“It doesn’t feel good, does it? It’s not fun being led on so that someone else can get what they want.”

I paused for a moment, letting her little lesson settle. Then I shook my head. “That’s what this was all about? This was your little lesson?” I scoffed. “Okay, fine. I learned my lesson. Now can you please get on my bed?”

“Sorry, Tyler. You need to let this one sink in. I have to go finish up some chores before your mom gets home. Just call if you need anything!” She picked up her little outfit and walked out of my room, leaving me alone with a head full of confusion.


CHAPTER V

It was five days later when Aunt Minnie stayed the night at our house. My mom was once again on a three-day business trip, so Aunt Minnie moved into the guest room, which was essentially her room, seeing as she was the only guest we ever had stay the night. I was still bitter about being denied sex; I still wanted to press my cock between her firm butt cheeks. I still wanted to fill her tight tush with my warm cum.

During dinner, I kept glancing up at her, trying to let her know that I was interested in fooling around once my sister was in bed and asleep. I wanted her to look back at me, but she would only look at me quickly, not long enough to share a moment. She seemed to have forgotten all about the way I treated Sally; I didn’t want to bring Sally up again, just in case Aunt Minnie was convinced that I’d learned my lesson.

It was near the end of dinnertime when my sister asked, “Aunt Minnie, why don’t you have a husband?”

Aunt Minnie smiled casually. “Because I like women,” she said. The room became quiet.

“Wait. Seriously?” asked my sister.

She nodded with that smile still on her face. “Seriously.”

“So you’re a lesbian?”

“I mean—it’s maybe not quite that simple, but if you want to label me, lesbian works just fine.”

My sister started asking Aunt Minnie questions about growing up as a lesbian during a time when being a lesbian wasn’t widely acceptable. I quickly zoned out as I tried to wrap my brain around this new revelation. Was she serious? Was she really a lesbian? Did she really like girls? If she really was a lesbian, why did she get so hard when I sucked her cock? Why was I able to make her come so quickly? When we were fooling around, did she see me like a real girl? I certainly looked convincing—but was that enough for her?

Now I was trying to figure out how Aunt Minnie’s apparent sexual preference could work in my favour. I still wanted to fuck her. I didn’t want that three-day stay to end without the sight of cum oozing down Aunt Minnie’s thighs.

My sister helped Aunt Minnie with the dishes while I slipped into my sister’s bedroom. I didn’t want to be caught, so I moved quickly, going straight to her closet. I grabbed a few different options, not sure what would work perfectly. I grabbed a dress, two skirts, a tank top, a bodysuit, and a romper that Aunt Minnie bought for my sister the year before, but my sister never wore it because it apparently wasn’t her style. I quickly snagged a couple of makeup supplies and then I snuck the whole haul back to my bedroom. Then I returned to the kitchen to help with the finishing of the dishes. “Where did you go?” Aunt Minnie asked.

“I had to use the bathroom. What’s the big deal?” I said. But I was nervous: shaking as small beads of sweat formed on the back of my neck. I forced a smile and tried to change the subject to school. “I got an A on my last English paper.”

“That’s very good for you, Tyler,” said Aunt Minnie. She looked at me with a curious smile. I felt a cold shiver run down my spine. Did she know what I was doing? Did she somehow catch me while I was in my sister’s room? I did my best to act like nothing was unusual.

My heart started racing two hours later, when my sister stood up from the couch and said, “I think I’m going to pack it in. Goodnight, Aunt Minnie. Goodnight, Tyler.” She walked off while my heart pinged around in my chest like a rogue pinball. I looked over at Aunt Minnie, who was still acting like nothing had ever happened between us. She was watching the television with a calm, casual smile on her face. I waited a few minutes and then I got up. “I’ll, uh, be right back,” I said. I went up to my room and closed the door. I pulled my stolen haul out from under the bed. Now was my chance to seduce Aunt Minnie. I needed to look good: the way she made me look a few days before, when she was teaching me my ‘lesson’. So I spent the next hour carefully perfecting my makeup. It wasn’t as easy as she made it look, but with each passing minute I looked better and better.

Once I was finished, that heart-pounding terror returned. I walked up to my bedroom door and froze. I looked over at the mirror, at myself, and then I quietly said, “What the hell are you doing?” Why was I doing this to myself? Why was I allowing myself to sink to this level? Didn’t I have any pride left in my body? Was I really this desperate for sex?

The most embarrassing part was my erection, which kept slipping out from my panties and lifting up my skirt. Maybe I should have gone with a tighter outfit, instead of the short skirt and tank-top combination. But I really wanted to wear the thigh-high stockings I nabbed from my sister’s room, and this was the only outfit that went with the stockings.

I grabbed the door knob. I wanted to hold onto the last of my pride, but I’d already gone this far and I really wanted to get laid. I wanted to lose my virginity inside of my Aunt Minnie’s tight asshole. So I carefully crept down the hallway and I walked into the living room, where Aunt Minnie was still watching television. She had her back to me and I wanted to get her attention, but I was traumatized with fear. I took a deep breath and I tried to push a word out, but instead, only a faint whimper escaped my lips. It wasn’t until I went to clear my throat that she looked back.

The room became strangely silent. Her gaze moved up and down my body while I stood and tried to force a smile. I wanted to seduce her, so I knew I had to be perfect; I had to stand up straight and I had to keep my composure. If I looked nervous and weak, then there would be no way she would be interested in fooling around with me.

“Well?” I said.

“Well what?” she asked with a mean smirk on her face.

I don’t know what I was expecting her to do. In my fantasy, she would lay down on her back and spread her legs before saying, ‘Stuff me with your big cock.’ But now, she was just staring at me, looking like she was about to laugh. Did I not look as hot as I thought? Did I screw up my makeup accidentally without realizing it?

“Don’t you want this?” I asked, trying to keep my composure. I motioned down my body, and then I watched her eyes as her gaze went back down to my toes and back.

“You look very pretty,” she said. “What should I call you?”

I froze for a moment. It was a detail I hadn’t considered.

“How’s about Talia. You strike me as a Talia.”

I nodded my head. “Okay. Then call me Talia,” I said.

“You’re very pretty, Talia,” she said. “I really like the way you did your eyeliner.”

“Thanks,” I said. I was still standing across the room, feeling cold and awkward. This wasn’t going the way I imagined. She wasn’t jumping my bones. We weren’t fucking. I wasn’t getting off. Instead, my erection was coming back, but I didn’t know why. I tried to keep it away by squirming; I couldn’t let it flip out and embarrass me.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Come up to my room,” I said softly, in my best girly voice.

“I would love to, Talia,” she said. “But I’m not sure that’s what you would like.”

“Why not?” I said. “I’ll make it feel good. I promise.” I tried to smile, but now my nerves were pounding. I felt like I was about to throw up. This was so embarrassing. Why was this so damned embarrassing?

“Turn around,” she said. “Show me your other side.”

I paused for a moment before spinning around to show her my back. I could almost feel her smiling.

“See?” she said. “With you looking like that, I would just have to be on top. And I have a feeling that’s not what you want.”

“On top?” I said. I’d never heard the term before, but I could tell by her smile that it really was something I wasn’t going to want.

“You’ve seen how big I am. I would probably hurt, especially if it’s your first time. And to be honest, Talia, I’m not really in a bottom mood tonight. But I’ll tell you what: if you want me to be top, I’ll maybe come up to your room with you. Or maybe I won’t, because I’m still not sure if you’ve learned your lesson properly.”

It took my brain a moment to put together what ‘top’ and ‘bottom’ could mean. My whole body was suddenly cold and tense. I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat before forcing a smile. “I—I think I’ll pass,” I said. And then I started backing away, feeling defeated and stupid. I went back down the hall. But before I slipped into my room, I decided to slip into Aunt Minnie’s room. I quietly opened the door and let myself in. If I wasn’t going to be coming inside of her butt, then I had a feeling I was going to be masturbating. And if I was going to masturbate, I was going to need some material.

I went straight to her iPad, which was sitting on her nightstand. I knew her code, so I unlocked it and went into her picture folder, hoping to find a picture of her naked—something she’d sent to some lesbian lover. I wasn’t able to find a picture, but I did end up finding something interesting in her nightstand: a long pink dildo.

My heart raced as I lifted it up. I brought it to my face and sniffed it: an embarrassing thing to do, but I couldn’t resist the urge. It wasn’t a gross smell: a mixture of her perfume and lubricant, and maybe a hint of asshole. I ran my fingers up the ribbed shaft, and then I bit my lip. I could feel my cock getting rock hard. I found what I was looking for, so I snuck the item back to my bedroom and I blocked my bedroom door with a chair.

I didn’t know what I wanted to do with the dildo, so I just held it while I slipped my erection out from my panties. I pressed it against my shaft and then I began to stroke both of them at once. It was a strange feeling, but a nice one. I liked the way the rubbery tip felt against my own tip. I leaned over and spat, landing my spit right between the two heads, then I continued to mash them together. The dildo’s fake ball sack was rubbing against my own ball sack, making my legs tremble. I suddenly found myself drawing the tip down the length of my cock, inching it closer and closer to my asshole. I pulled my panties to the side and jokingly circled that tip around my virgin hole. I laughed nervously, and then I started to wonder how it would actually feel.

Obviously Aunt Minnie thought it felt good—why else would she own a dildo, which she obviously was using somewhat regularly? And if she thought it felt good, it probably did feel good. But would it hurt? It was a big dildo and I was a small person. I sat down and rolled onto my back, pulling my knees up to my chest so that my asshole was properly agape and exposed. Then I began to gently push the tip of the toy into my bum, testing the waters. My heart was pounding. Could I do it? What if I did like it? Was I going down a dark road? Was I going to end up just like Aunt Minnie?

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, and then I began to push the dildo into my body. I imagined Aunt Minnie standing there, holding my legs apart while she sunk her giant horse cock into my anus. I groaned and squirmed, but it didn’t hurt like I thought it would—even once I started to feel my anus stretching. I bit down on my lip and continued to push the toy in. Suddenly, I felt it sliding in deep. The toy had jolted into me—maybe because I stopped clenching for a brief moment. I gasped and looked to the side at the mirror. Half of the dildo was gone: lost inside of my butt. I could feel the ribbed length stretching out my insides. I bit hard on my tongue. Should I turn back? Was I getting too carried away with my moment of experimentation?

A part of me wanted to see how much I could take. If I could take the whole dildo, maybe I could take all of Aunt Minnie as well. So I kept pulling the toy into my body. My toes curled and my muscles flexed. I let out a loud groan and then I looked back at the mirror. Now the whole toy was inside of me. The fake balls sack was stopping me from putting anything else in. I did it! I took the whole cock!

I gently began to pull out. My body tingled with a warm energy. I paused for a moment before plunging the toy back in. Then I heard myself moan. Was I enjoying this? Did it feel good? Had I truly lost my mind? I pulled out and pushed in again. “Oh God,” I whimpered. I really was enjoying it! I really did like being fucked in the ass. I began to pump the toy in and out, faster with each penetration. My cock was now full erect and throbbing on my abdomen. It felt so good. Even my cock felt good, though I wasn’t touching it. I turned my head and watched myself in the mirror. It was a bit like getting to watch a real woman sodomizing herself, seeing as I looked like a real woman. But I was in complete control of the show. I reached up and grabbed my chest, where my right tit would have been, and I squeezed. I began to rub my nipple. Another whimper escaped my lips. I pumped the toy faster. I bit my lip and smiled at my reflection. Then I giggled. It was fun. It wasn’t painful or uncomfortable. It felt good. I didn’t want it to end! I grabbed the toy with both hands and began to pump hard. I pulled my knees closer to my chest and rocked further back, almost onto my shoulder blades. I couldn’t pump fast enough. I was beginning to moan loudly—almost squealing. I bit down hard on my bottom lip, almost drawing blood. I loved the feeling of that ribbed cock exploring my butthole. I loved the feeling of that bulbous tip stretching all of me out.

Then I looked at the tip of my cock, which was beginning to pulse. I stared at it for a curious moment, and then it suddenly fired. Cum blasted me in the face. Instead of turning away, I opened my mouth and rocked further back; now I was really on my shoulder blades. I managed to get three consecutive shots into my mouth before my cock began to spray my chin, my chest, and my sister’s tank top. I let go of the toy and my anus seemed to automatically reject it, pushing it out onto my bed with a squish noise.

I became limp, unable to move as the euphoria surged through all of my nerves. That was so much better than jerking off to porn. I was already thinking of grabbing the toy and fucking myself again, but I was exhausted—literally glistening all over with sweat. I gathered the energy to roll my head to the side, so I could admire myself in the mirror. I just wanted to stare at myself. I smiled. Maybe being like Aunt Minnie wasn’t such a bad thing. Maybe she was onto something.

And now, I was regretting turning her down in the living room. She offered to top me and I rejected her. Thankfully, I still had two nights to be her little sex doll. Though if I was drained from five minutes with a dildo, how was I going to be after a night with my Aunt Minnie and her bovine cock?


CHAPTER VI

The next day, I saw Sally in the hallway after school. She was at her locker, gathering her things. She was taking her time, looking around nervously as the gossip that day was about her. Apparently, a couple of days after she spoke with my Aunt Minnie, she started seeing Ashley Curry, the only lesbian in our school. Sally told some of her friends that I was the one who turned her into a lesbian. “He made me realize that men are horrible,” was the quote that I heard. And so be it.

I didn’t believe that she was actually a lesbian; it was all just her little way of getting back at me, and I couldn’t care less. But I needed her help. Aunt Minnie was still mad at me about the way I treated Sally. But I knew that Aunt Minnie would drop it all if Sally showed up on our doorstep and explained to Aunt Minnie that I was no longer an asshole. I just had to trick Sally into thinking that I was a changed man. So I tapped on her shoulder. She turned around slowly after closing her locker quickly. When she saw that it was me behind her, her expression dropped. “What do you want?” she asked. All day, people had been making fun of her and her ‘lesbian lover’. And it was obvious that she blamed me for the heat she was getting.

“Hi Sally. I just wanted to see how you were doing. I, uh, heard the news.”

“Are you here to make fun of me as well?” she asked.

“No, of course not. I actually, uh, just wanted to apologize for everything. I think I hurt your feelings, and it’s all definitely my fault. So, uh, what do you say? Can we let this all just be water under the bridge?”

“You think that’s it? You humiliated me. I told all of my friends that we were going out, just hours before they found out that you were fooling around with other girls! Do you have any idea how embarrassing that is?”

“Well, to be fair, we were never ‘going out’. That’s something you decided, and that’s not my fault.” I cleared my throat. “But, uh, let’s just forget about that, okay? Let me make it up to you. I’ll buy you a coffee or something. Deal?”

“A coffee?” she said. I didn’t expect so much resistance. She was truly angry at me. She quite possibly wanted me dead! “You think you can smooth all of this over with a coffee? I’m not a virgin anymore because of you! You took that away from me! Now everything in this school thinks I’m a giant slut.” The timing couldn’t have been worse for her. As she said it (violently pointing her finger at me), she dropped her bag. And out from her bag came two textbooks, a notebook, a handful of pens, and a strap-on dildo. We both looked down at the sex toy. She gasped and dropped to her knees, grabbing it before anyone else noticed. She stuffed it into her bag and looked up at me. Her face was dark red. “That’s none of your business, by the way. And don’t you dare tell anyone about it!”

I shook my head, trying not to let a giggle slip. “I won’t tell anyone, Sally. I really just want to be friends. I don’t want you to hate me.”

She paused. “You promise you won’t tell anyone? That’s just between my and Ashley. It’s none of your business—and it’s none of anyone’s business.”

“I won’t tell anyone,” I said. And then I found myself imagining Sally naked, with that dildo tied around her waist. The mental image made my mind spin. I suddenly felt nervous and warm; my fingertips were trembling. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs. “So are you really a lesbian? Or is this just a phase?” I dropped down to help her pick up the rest of her things. She looked into my eyes.

“Why do you care?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I’m just curious.”

“Well I don’t know either. I don’t want to be in a relationship with a guy. Girls are nicer. And they don’t cheat!”

I nodded my head slowly. “I mean—I’m sure girls cheat too.”

“Maybe,” she said. “But Ashley hasn’t cheated on me yet.”

“You’ve only been together for two days.”

“Three days,” she snapped, correcting me as if it made a difference. Once again, I tried not to giggle—but this time I wasn’t so successful. A giggle slipped out, and then to my surprise, she giggled as well. “Okay, so it hasn’t been long. But you went for another girl the day after we were together.”

“And I regret doing that,” I said.

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “Do you really regret it, or are you just saying that?”

“I really regret it,” I said—but really, I was just saying it to make her calm down.

She let a small smile slip. Maybe there still was some hope that she would talk to Aunt Minnie, so that Aunt Minnie could reward me the way that I wanted to be rewarded.

“So, uh, are you a top or a bottom?” I asked.

I half-expected her to lash out at me for asking, so I was surprised when she giggled and said, “I’ve tried both, but I kind of like being the top. It’s a good way to get some aggression out.”

I laughed nervously. “I bet you think of me whenever you’re on top.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe,” she said, gently biting her bottom lip.

Now I was biting my bottom lip, trying to remain calm. I was no longer thinking about how to smooth things over with Aunt Minnie; now, I was trying to think of a way to convince her to strap that dildo on so she could fuck me in a spare room. I looked around before leaning in close. “I want to make it up to you. I know you think I’m being two-faced or whatever, but tell me how I can make it up.”

“You can’t,” she said. “It’s going to take some time.”

“Well you said that I embarrassed you—so what if I let you embarrass me?” I said.

“How?” she asked.

I looked down at her bag. I tried to think of a way to say it, but instead I became frozen with terror and dread. Maybe I was going too far. Maybe I was stepping over a line that wasn’t meant to be crossed.

She saw me looking down at her bag. She looked at her bag and then back up at me. Then her eyes lit up. “Oh my God,” she said. “Do you want me to fuck you with my strap-on?”

Now I could feel my face turning red. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. She covered her mouth and started giggling.

“Oh my God, Tyler. Are you serious? That’s what you’re into?”

“I didn’t say that,” I said. “I—I just thought it would be a good way to smooth things over. You can take out some of your aggression and then we can let bygones be bygones. You know?”

She smiled and shook her head. “This is too perfect. Oh my God. Okay—sure. Come with me. I know where we can go.” She sprung to her feet and then she grabbed my hand, pulling me to my feet. I was hardly able to move. My heart was pounding with regret. I took a series of deep breaths. Was she going to tell her friends about this? Was she going to leave me utterly humiliated once this was all said and done? We went upstairs and down the long school hallway. Finally, we ended up at a windowless door. She pulled a key out from her pocket and unlocked the door. “Why do you have that?” I asked.

“This is where we have chess club on Wednesdays,” she said. “I’m the captain of the chess team, so they gave me a key.” We went into the room. Sally closed and locked the door. Then she put her bag up on a table and opened it up.

“So, you’re not going to, like, tell anyone about this, are you?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe I will. Maybe I won’t. But if you back out now, I’ll definitely tell everyone about the big boner you got when you suggested it.”

I looked down, and sure enough there was an erect bulge in my pants. I reached down and quickly tucked it to the side so it wasn’t as visible, but she was already giggling. She dug deep into her bag and pulled out her little gym outfit. She tossed the tight t-shirt and tiny pair of shorts at me. “I think I have a spare pair of panties in here too,” she said, already digging down. And that’s when I remembered that I was already wearing a pair of panties underneath my jeans: panties I stole from my sister’s bedroom that morning. I don’t know why I did it—maybe for a quick thrill or maybe because I was losing my mind. And now, I knew that if we were going to continue with this little romp, she was going to see that I was already wearing women’s panties. So I awkwardly pulled my pants down and said, “Don’t worry about that.”

She looked at me and her face lit up. She started to laugh. “Sorry,” she said. “I’m not laughing at you. It’s just—you didn’t strike me as the type. Are you trans?”

I shook my head quickly. “No. I’m straight—okay? I like girls. You should know after the other day.”

“Trans girls can like girls,” she said.

“I told you—I’m not trans,” I said.

“So why are you wearing panties?” she asked with a big smile.

The lump in my throat grew larger. My fingers turned cold and beads of sweat began to form on the back of my neck. Was I insane? Why was I freely giving her all of this ammunition? She hated my guts; if there was one person in the world who wanted to see my reputation completely ruined, it was her.

Sally giggled, then she grabbed the base of her shirt and pulled it up over her head, revealing her small braless tits. She reached down and unbuttoned her skirt so that she could shimmy it down to her ankles. I grabbed her little gym outfit and turned around to put it on. I felt so embarrassed, yet I was still going: still dressing myself up, still on course to utterly humiliate myself. The shorts were tight, but cute, and so was the top. Once I had the shirt on, I was instantly tempted to tie it up in the front, to show off my smooth stomach. I tied the bottom of the shirt into a tight knot, the same way the popular girls tied their gym shirts. Then I pulled up Sally’s gym socks, past my knees. I turned back to her and my gaze instantly went down to her wobbling plastic cock. It looked much bigger attached to her small frame. It bounced slowly up and down, and that plastic tip was glistening: already slicked with spit.

“Suck it,” she said with big, wide eyes. She looked down at the bobbing shaft and then back at me. I took three steps forward and then I dropped down to my knees. I looked up at her young, tight body. Her nipples were perky and perfect, almost pointing upwards on her small tits. The straps of her strap-on didn’t cover her plump pussy, so I took a moment to admire that as well. And then I suddenly felt a wave of relief: I couldn’t have been gay. I liked her tits and her pussy far too much to be gay. But then why was I on my knees with a pounding heart, excited to start sucking a large plastic dildo? I closed my eyes and leaned forward. The dildo slipped onto my tongue. I closed my lips around it and began to suck.

“You’ve done this before, haven’t you?” she said.

I could feel my skin turning red. Was it obvious? Why was it obvious? Was she going to tell her friends? I looked up at her with my eyes, not taking my mouth off of that toy cock. I looked away quickly, worried she would see into my eyes and know that I was thrilled to be on my knees before her; or maybe she would see in my eyes that I wished the cock in my mouth was real, so I could feel throbbing veins and so I could taste sweet pre-cum.

I tried to deep-throat the toy cock, and then I ended up gagging. I had to pull back to catch my breath.

“Okay, cutie. Why don’t you bend over for me?” she said. “Right there is just fine. Just on that desk.”

I stood up slowly. My legs were trembling. I still had no idea if she was planning to tell all of her friends about this. Even if she just told Ashley, my reputation would end up being ruined—it would be long before the news got around. Could I expect Sally to keep her mouth shut? I bent over the desk.

She came up behind me and put her hands on my sides. She gently stroked up and down before squeezing both of my butt cheeks with her hands. “Nice and firm,” she said. “You’ll have to tell me your workout routine.” Then she giggled. I felt the wet tip of her warm dildo pressing up between my cheeks. She slid that tip up slowly, taunting and teasing me. She gently rubbed it in circles around my butthole. Then she used the tip of her manicured finger to press into my hole, just to tease me even more.

A humiliating whimper slipped out from my lips.

“You like that?” she asked, pushing her finger in up to her knuckle.

I nodded my head. She pulled out and pressed in again, twisting her finger around as she explored my butthole. “This is fun,” she said. I nodded my head again, too afraid to respond properly. “I bet you want the real thing, huh? I bet you wish I had a big, thick erection. I bet you wish I could fill you with real cum. Is that what you want?”

I nodded my head again; it was exactly what I wanted and I couldn’t hide it.

She touched the tip of her dildo to my butthole, and then she pressed into me suddenly, making me gasp. I clenched the edge of the desk with both of my hands, and I curled my toes against the tiled school floor. She held me firmly with both of her hands. “That’s a good girl,” she said. “Take the whole thing.”  She pushed it in further, slowly, until her pelvis was pressed against my body. Then she began to pump. It wasn’t long before my legs were shaking and almost buckling. It wasn’t long before I was moaning and pressing my butt back into her lap. The dildo was just long enough to reach my sweet spot, and just thick enough to make my whole body surge with warm elation. “Don’t stop,” I moaned.

She spanked me on the ass. “You’re such a slut,” she said. She began to pump faster. I could hear her pelvis slapping my bum as her toy explored the inside of my body. “Take it, slut.”

Her fingernails dug into me and she pumped even faster, slamming down hard. I groaned. My erect penis began to leak cum. Somehow, she noticed that I was leaking. She reached around and grabbed my cock firmly. She let out her own whimper as her fingers curled around it. She pulled up until her fingertips were on my tip, catching my leaking juice. Then she pulled back, gently tugging my foreskin, forcing another whimper out from her cute mouth. She was no lesbian; she wanted my cock more than anything. She squeezed it tighter and tighter. I could feel the sweat on her shaking palms.

“Come into my hand,” she said.

I took a deep breath. Now she was jerking me off—still pumping me with her strap-on—desperate to milk the cum out from my tip. She jerked hard and fast. It hurt a bit, but it also felt amazing. My whole body became tense. I began to moan loudly. “I’m coming,” I said.

She suddenly pulled her hand to my tip, cupping it so that she could catch my whole load. And a second later, that’s exactly what she got: shot after shot of hot jizz. I groaned loudly as she squeezed every last drop out of me. She took her hand and brought it to her lips so she could suck my cum back. Once she’d swallowed, she brought her hand back down to wipe the last drop from my oozing tip, and she made sure that drop ended up in her mouth as well before stumbling back, letting her long dildo slide out from my now-stretched hole.

I wasn’t able to move, exhausted from the harsh pounding. My body was still swirling with euphoria. She started getting dressed, stuffing that dildo back into her bag. Then I looked back at her and her eyes met mine. “What?” she said. “Why are you smirking like that?”

“No reason,” I said.

“It’s not cheating,” she said. “It was just… revenge.” Her cheeks were dark red.

“Whatever you want to call it,” I said.

“Shut up,” she said. “And don’t tell anyone about this, or I’ll tell your Auntie that you’re wearing your sister’s panties.” She giggled and winked and then she left me alone in that room.


CHAPTER VII

Aunt Minnie smiled at me when I came home. “You’re later than usual,” she said.

“I got tied up,” I said as my heart fluttered. It was almost an hour since my fling with Sally and my body was still tingling with warm euphoria. “What did you get up to today?” I pulled up my pants, worried they were beginning to ride dow, on the verge of exposing my panties.

“I did some cleaning, got dinner ready, answered a few work e-mails—not a whole lot. Dinner will be ready in a couple of hours.”

“Okay,” I said.

I went to the kitchen and I put my bag up on the counter. Then I looked back at Aunt Minnie. She was dressed in an adorable pair of short-short overalls, over a white tank top. Her amazing legs were on full display, and she had her hair down and curled over her shoulders. She was looking hotter than ever, or maybe I was just hornier than ever. She was working her way through the living room, dusting off counters and windowsills. Whenever she bent over, her overalls would ride up her firm ass, exposing just a hint of her soft, round butt cheeks. I wanted to sneak up behind her, pin her down, and stick my cock into her tight, mature body. When she stood up on the couch to reach the ceiling fan, I swear I could see the bulge of her long snake, curled tightly in her panties, desperate to fall out where I could suck it.

My heart was racing. Why was I so aroused? Was my quick fling with Sally not enough? Was this newfound sexual energy too much for my young body to handle? Was I falling further down this trans rabbit hole?

“Is my sister home yet?” I asked.

“She came home for a minute, and then she went out to the movies with some friends,” Aunt Minnie said without turning to face me. Now I was really tempted to make a move. I had her all to myself. She was dressed like a slut, so surely she wanted me to make a move; surely she was waiting for me to come up behind her. One of her overall straps was intentionally undone, so I would just have to unclip the other one, let the whole outfit fall to the ground, and then pull aside her panties. I sauntered into the living room and watched as she moved to the mantle with her duster.

She picked up a picture frame and dusted underneath it. Then I stepped up close. I reached around and grabbed that clip. I unclipped it and gave her outfit a tug. As it slumped down, clinging to her hips, I used both of my hands to squeeze her breasts. “Tyler, what are you doing?” she asked, freezing with the duster in her hand.

“Just relax,” I said. “You’ll like it.”

“You can’t just grab me like this. It’s very inappropriate.”

“No one else is here. It’s just you and me,” I said, squeezing her breasts harder, feeling her perky nipples against the palms of my hands. Then I reached one of my hands down, pushing it under her overalls, onto her massive bulge. I could feel everything: every vein and the whole contour of her bulbous tip. I squeezed it as a groan escaped my mouth.

“Tyler, that’s enough,” she said, pushing my hand away. She stepped out from my hold. “You can’t just touch a woman like that. It’s not appropriate at all.”

“But I like you,” I said.

“I told you yesterday, I don’t think you’ve learned your lesson.”

I stared into her eyes, trying hard to read between her words. I knew that there was a secret code in there somewhere. She was looking for a specific string of words; I just had to figure out what those words were so I could exonerate myself before there was no time left. I wanted to get into Aunt Minnie’s panties. I wanted to have a real fling with her, like what I had with Sally—except with Aunt Minnie’s very real and very massive penis.

That’s when I remembered her deal from the night before, when she offered to be on top. Now, that’s exactly what I wanted, but I knew she wouldn’t want me as long as I was dressed up like a man. She was a lesbian and she wanted a pretty girl to fuck in the ass—so I needed to become that girl.

I went up to my sister’s room and searched for the perfect outfit. I ended up finding a piece of skimpy lingerie in the back of her closet: a red lacy one-piece with flowery embellishments. It was tight, highlighting all of the curves on my petite body. I went to the bathroom to give myself a fresh shave, and then I spread warm moisturising all over my skin, to give myself a bit of a soft shine. Then I went to my room, armed with my sister’s makeup kit. I turned on some loud music so that Aunt Minnie wouldn’t start to think I was up to something. I must have spent nearly two hours in front of that mirror. I had to make myself irresistible. I couldn’t let Aunt Minnie say no.

I shot my sister a text message, asking her when she would be home. “Not until late,” she replied. “We’re going out to this house party. Want to come?”

“No thanks,” I replied. And then I put my phone away, happy to know that I had Aunt Minnie to myself for the night.

I did a few poses in front of the mirror. I turned around and perked up my bum, making myself blush. I was so hot. It almost seemed like I was meant to be a woman. And maybe I was meant to be a woman. Aunt Minnie was certainly meant to be a woman, and now she was thriving—everyone loved her and she was always so happy and confident. And for the first time I felt the same way. Maybe the real lesson here was in the mirror; maybe my real self was the cutie in the red lingerie.

Now I was bouncing with excitement. I knew Aunt Minnie wouldn’t be able to turn me down. So I opened my door and I skipped down the hallway. “Aunt Minnie!” I called out in my girly voice. “I have a surprise for you!”

I came around the corner and then my heart suddenly stopped. Standing in the living room was another woman: not my Aunt Minnie at all. She stared into my eyes for a moment before looking down at my lingerie-clad body. It would have been a good time to turn around and run back to my room, but I was frozen with terror. “W—Who are you?” I asked softly, keeping to my girly voice, hoping that the woman would think I was a real woman and not the young man who lived in that house.

I heard a giggling to my right. Aunt Minnie was covering her mouth. “This is my friend, Rosie,” she said. “She came over for dinner. We were just about to sit down. Are you hungry?”

“Not really,” I said, covering my chest with my arms.

“Nonsense. Your mom would kill me if you skipped dinner. Now sit down and let’s eat.” Aunt Minnie pulled out a chair. And still, for some reason, I didn’t run back to my room with my tail between my legs. Instead, I walked over to that chair and I took a seat. Rosie sat across from me and Aunt Minnie sat to my right.

Rosie was about the same age as Aunt Minnie. She had dark brown hair and big eyes. She looked down at my body again with a curious smile. “Young people are wearing the strangest outfits these days,” she said, making Aunt Minnie giggle.

“She likes to wear what she likes to wear,” she said. She reached over and plopped some food onto my plate. I stared at it for a moment without the slightest hint of an appetite. Then I looked back up at her friend. She was pretty, but I couldn’t help but notice a little clue that I wouldn’t have noticed just a week before: she had a slight bulge on her throat. Her shoulders were slightly more broad than you would expect on a thin body like hers. And when she spoke, there was a slight boyish twang. Was she biologically male, just like Aunt Minnie? She looked over at me and I looked away quickly.

I forced myself to eat a few bites of food. Aunt Minnie was a good cook and she’d made a good meal, but the food wasn’t sitting well. I felt so stupid, sitting next to a stranger while clad in lingerie.

“Don’t be rude, Talia,” said Aunt Minnie.

“Rude?” I said.

“You’re not making our guest feel very welcome, staring down at your plate like that, are you?” she said.

I cleared my throat. “I’m sorry,” I said. But I couldn’t think of what to say to the stranger. I couldn’t stop thinking about whether or not she was a tranny like my Aunt Minnie—it was the only thing on my mind. “So—uh—how do you know my Aunt Minnie?” I asked.

Rosie nodded her head slowly with a small smile. “We used to work together, back in the day.”

I nodded my head. “Cool,” I said. I didn’t know what else to say, so I turned my gaze back to my plate of food.

“Talia...” Aunt Minnie said, as if she was warning me. But I had enough on my mind. It wasn’t my job to entertain her friend. I was stuck at a dinner table, in my sister’s lingerie, trying to stop the humiliation from completely eating me up inside.

But I didn’t want to ruin my chances with Aunt Minnie. I had to make her proud of me, so that she would reward me as soon as her friend was gone. I cleared my throat again. “So where did you work together?” I asked.

Rosie giggled, looking over at Aunt Minnie. Then she turned back to me. “We worked for the same agency,” she said.

“Like a temp agency?” I asked, forking some food into my mouth.

“Escort agency, Talia,” said Aunt Minnie. And then I nearly spat my food out.

I turned slowly to face Aunt Minnie, waiting for her to start laughing at her own joke. But she wasn’t laughing; it was no joke. “Escort agency?” I said softly.

She nodded her head. “I used to be an escort. Rosie and me used to do jobs together for special clients. What’s the matter? It’s an honest living. You don’t have a problem with sex work, do you, Talia?”

I shook my head quickly. “Uh, no, I don’t care. I mean—good for you. Good for both of you.” And now I was really starting to wonder if Rosie was hung just like her friend. Maybe I was sitting between two gigantic horse cocks.

The room became silent. I tried to eat another piece of food, but now there was a thick lump in my throat preventing any food from going down. I tried clearing my throat, then I took a deep breath, hoping it would make my face turn less red. I looked up and both girls were looking at me. “Isn’t there anything you want to know, Talia?” Rosie said with a soft smile. “Have you ever met a sex worker before?”

I stared into her eyes. I could smell her perfume. “Um,” I said. “Are you still one now?”

She giggled. “No, I’m too old for that now. But maybe Aunt Minnie will end up pulling me out of retirement.”

I turned to Aunt Minnie. “Wait. Are you an escort?” I asked.

She grinned. “No,” she said. “But I’ve thought of going back. It’s better work than what I’m doing now: fewer hours, more fun, better pay.”

I was shocked into silence now, looking from one girl to the next. Then I looked at Rosie. I just had to know—I didn’t care if it was rude to ask. “Are you like my Aunt Minnie? Do you—you know—have a penis?”

She giggled. “That’s forward of you!” she said. “Well, yes, it so happens that I do have a penis.”

I bit hard on my tongue. “Don’t get me wrong. You’re very pretty,” I said. “I just—I wouldn’t have known had I not known about Aunt Minnie.”

“It’s so cute that you call her Aunt Minnie,” Rosie said, looking over at Aunt Minnie with a warm smile. And then I caught her winking. Were they up to something? Were they messing with me? Was this all a big joke to embarrass me? She looked back at me. “And what about you, Talia? Are you starting to transition now?”

My chest tensed up. I bit harder on my tongue. “Transition? You mean become a transgender? No—I’m straight. I mean—I’m not like that. I like girls.”

“So do we,” she said with a cute giggle. Then I caught her looking down my body again. Did she want to fuck me? Did Aunt Minnie bring her over as a surprise for me? My head was spinning. Was I having an amazing dream or a horrible nightmare?

I tried to eat another piece of food, but now I couldn’t help but notice both of the girls looking at me. I looked up at Rosie and then I looked over at my Aunt Minnie. “What is it?” I asked.

“Did you do your makeup on your own?” Aunt Minnie asked.

“Yeah,” I said, blushing.

“It looks nice. You’ve gotten really good in just a few days.”

“Thanks,” I said softly.

“And that little outfit—I wouldn’t wear it out of the house, but it sure is cute,” she said.

I felt my face turning an even darker shade of red. I looked back down at my plate. My heart was pounding so hard that I was worried the women would hear it. I took a deep breath. The next ten minutes seemed to go by like molasses. I watched them as they chatted and finished their meals. I never mustered up the appetite to finish my own food. Then Rosie stood up, showing off her long, smooth legs. She was wearing a little dress with a pleated skirt, but there was one particular bulge between her pleats: was it a cock? Or was it just a kink in the fabric? I couldn’t look away. I knew that there was a cock down there somewhere. Was it big and intimidating like Aunt Minnie’s cock? Was it small and cute?

I looked up and saw that she was staring at me with a smirk. “Are you looking at something?” she asked. And then that embarrassment returned. I looked around for Aunt Minnie, but she was now gone, in the kitchen and starting on the dishes.

“Sorry,” I said. “I just—I zoned out.”

She nodded her head slowly. Then I caved to a strong urge to ask a question. “When did you realize you wanted to be a woman—like, full-time?” I asked it quietly enough that Aunt Minnie wouldn’t hear from the other room.

“After I sucked my first cock,” she said with a surprising bluntness. Then she giggled.

“Seriously?” I said.

“Well, maybe it was my second,” she said with a grin, as if she knew that I’d sucked my Aunt Minnie’s cock already. Did Aunt Minnie tell her?

I became frozen, tingling all over with terror. Was she telling me the truth? I liked sucking Aunt Minnie’s cock—did that mean that I was supposed to be a woman? But I still liked girls. I still wanted to squeeze tits and eat out pussies. And wasn’t Aunt Minnie a lesbian? Was she even into sucking cocks? I had no idea how to piece all of this together in my head. All of this gender and sexuality stuff was so complicated! No wonder people had to get degrees just to figure it all out.

“Would you like to suck my cock, Talia? Just to see what you think?” she asked with that same carelessness that Aunt Minnie always had.

My heart stumbled and stuttered. I opened my mouth to reply, but only a whimper came out.

“It’s here if you want it,” she said, motioning between her legs.

I looked back towards the kitchen. I could hear the sink running. I knew Aunt Minnie would be a while. So I looked back at Rosie. I couldn’t let this opportunity slip through my fingers. I took a step forward, taking a deep breath of air into my lungs. She was still smiling, still staring at me calmly. My heart rate must have been five times hers. I reached down and grabbed the bottom of her dress, lifting it up slowly, looking back into her eyes to make sure she was still okay with her own offer. I slowly revealed her thighs and then her panties: and there was the bulge. Another whimper pressed through my lips. It was a big bulge, curled like a sleeping snake in her white undies.

I gently grabbed the lacy band at the top of her panties and pulled down. She had a bit of pubic hair, neatly trimmed. It was soft, as if she kept her little pubes conditioned. My hand grazed her cock as I pulled those panties down. My heart leapt and I looked into her eyes again, to make sure one last time that I still had the green light. She giggled, apparently fine with what I was doing—and maybe she couldn’t help herself. If she was a trans lesbian just like my Aunt Minnie, then how could she not be attracted to me? I was young and hot and tight, and I was standing in front of her in tight lacy lingerie.

I pulled her panties down to her ankles, then I lowered myself down to my knees so I could be face-to-face with her long shaft. It was perfect: a beautiful specimen, curving slightly to the right as it throbbed. I gasped. It wasn’t as big as Aunt Minnie’s cock, but it was still perfect. I had to touch it. I had to have it in my mouth. My heart swelled with excitement as I reached out and curled my fingers around it, pulling back her foreskin, lifting her up, placing her in my mouth. I sucked, and then I moaned.

It was settled: I liked cocks—at least when they were on girls. Would I like a cock on a boy? Would I be able to suck a guy off the way I was currently sucking off my Aunt Minnie’s old escort friend? I bobbed my head quickly, feeling her shaft growing and thickening. I loved the way her foreskin stretched back as her cock extended out towards my throat. I couldn’t stop sucking. I had to have her in my mouth; I had to taste her amazing cum.

“Having fun?” Aunt Minnie asked from behind me. I paused. My heart stopped for a moment. I couldn’t bring myself to look back; I couldn’t even bring myself to spit that semi-erect cock out.

“I think she likes it, Minnie,” said Rosie.

“It looks like it,” Aunt Minnie said with a giggle.

“Get on your hands and knees, Talia.”

I paused, but only for a moment. Then I propped myself up on my hands and knees. Rosie dropped down to her knees, grabbed her cock, and put it back in my mouth. Then Aunt Minnie got on the floor behind me. I felt her soft fingertips reaching into my butt crack to fish out my lingerie. She pulled the little strip of lace to the side and then she gently caressed my asshole. Her fingers were wet, possibly slicked with saliva. She gently fingered my hole, making me groan. She laughed, and so did her friend. “Keep sucking, beautiful,” Rosie said. I followed the command: I kept sucking and bobbing my head while my heart pounded with a mixture of terror and excitement. It was exactly what I wanted: beyond my wildest fantasy—but it still seemed so wrong. I was still sandwiched between two biological males, about to have two cocks inside of my body: one on each end. Did it make me gay? Was this confirmation that I wished to be a trans woman? What would my friends at school think?

I found myself trying to think of the worst possible scenario. But I only had a few months of school left before college. What was the worst that could happen in a few months? A bit of bullying? Mean names? Would they even be able to make fun of me if I showed up looking as good as I looked now, all dolled up and pretty? I was only going to get better at doing my makeup. If I started taking hormones, then my voice would only get better and my figure would only look better. I could grow my hair out, invest in a few outfits—I would probably see more support than opposition.

But even if some kids decided to rough me up and call me names—who cares? It’s not like they were going to break my bones or kill me. I could survive a little roughing up. I was roughed up in elementary school because a kid wanted my Pokemon cards—should I have never brought my Pokemon cards to school? You can’t just not do something because you’re afraid of how other people might react. It’s not like I was going to hurt anyone. It’s not like it was anyone’s business but my own.

I felt Aunt Minnie’s bulbous tip. I gasped and perked up. She used both of her hands to pry my ass cheeks apart, exposing my asshole. Then I felt her warm, wet tip: the tip I’d been dreaming about for days. I moaned and it wasn’t even inside of me yet.

Rosie grabbed my head and pulled my face into her crotch, nestling my nose in her soft pubic hair. Her cock was down my throat, making me gag, but I didn’t mind. Now I could feel my back door stretching out. I could feel that amazing horse cock pushing into my body. I did my best to remain relaxed and unclenched. I didn’t want to stop the enormous cock from entering. I took a deep breath, exhaled, and then she suddenly penetrated me.

“Oh, you’re so tight,” she said behind me. I could feel my entire hole stretching. It was a bit painful, but I knew it was worth it. I wanted to be her little slut. I wanted her to fuck me like a glorified sex doll. Though I nearly bit down on Rosie’s cock. “Just like old times, huh Rosie?” Aunt Minnie said, and then they both laughed.

Rosie held my head firmly with both of her hands before starting to thrust in and out from my mouth, sliding her veiny cock along the flat of my tongue. Meanwhile, Aunt Minnie was pushing deep into my rectum. I could feel her thick snake slithering deeper and deeper, stretching every inch of my insides as she went along. I curled my fingers and toes against the cool ground. I knew how big Aunt Minnie was, but I wanted all of her inside of me, so I somehow managed not to clench her back.

“I don’t know if this is her first time,” Aunt Minnie said with another little giggle.

“She sure knows what she’s doing,” Rosie replied.

Now Aunt Minnie’s hands were on my hips. She was gently caressing me as she pushed in deeper. She no longer needed her hands to stabilize her erection while she penetrated me; she had enough of her length in my body. And I swear I could feel her up into my lungs, pushing towards my throat. Did I have to worry about permanent damage? Was she going to tear through some vital organs once she started thrusting? Would it hurt or would it feel amazing? My legs began to shake with that same combination of excitement and terror.

“Wow! She’s really taking it,” Rosie said. I wanted to look back to see, but I didn’t want to stop sucking. I knew that I was getting closer to making Rosie come. Her cock was harder than ever, throbbing powerfully, and pre-cum was starting to ooze from her tip. She was even starting to let the occasional moan slip out from her mouth. So I began bobbing my head harder and faster.

Then suddenly, I felt Aunt Minnie’s pelvis press against my ass. I’d never felt more full and stuffed in my lifetime. It was a weird feeling, but an amazing one. I groaned and squirmed and then I began to tremble all over. Aunt Minnie gently dug her fingernails into my skin, and then she began to pump. Elation quickly began to surge through my body. I started moaning, hardly able to suck anymore—but I couldn’t stop sucking, I couldn’t miss out on making Rosie come in my mouth. The sound of Aunt Minnie’s pelvis slapping my ass was music to my ears: the perfect metronome to accompany Rosie’s moaning.

I began to lose control of myself. Luckily, Rosie was happy to take over the hard work. She grabbed my head, held it firmly in place, and began to thrust in and out of my throat. Minnie slipped both of her hands underneath my waist to hold me up. Had the girls not been supporting me, I probably would have fallen to the ground as a convulsing, euphoric mess.

Rosie came first. She grabbed her cock and pressed it against the inside of my cheek before unloading a massive pool of cum into my mouth. I didn’t swallow right away; instead, I moved it around, feeling the warm, sticky substance on my tongue before slowly swallowing. Aunt Minnie came a minute later: one long, perfect minute of hard pounding, using the entire length of her penis to explore the inside of my body. She pushed in hard and then she came deep. I felt each blast, and then, after she slowly pulled out, I felt her giant load gushing down my digestive tract.

The girls let me fall to the ground while I revelled in the amazing euphoria. It was two full minutes before Aunt Minnie offered me a hand and pulled me up to my feet. I wobbled slightly as the head rush passed. “Are you okay?” she asked gently.

I nodded my head, and then I looked down and saw a big wet stain on my crotch. At some point during the fucking, I came. I had the urge to cover myself up, but I resisted. “What does this mean?” I asked.

She narrowed her eyes and laughed. “What do you mean, what does this mean?” she asked.

“I had fun,” I said. “I like messing around with you, and Rosie—and I like dressing up. But I also like girls. I mean—I actually do kind of like that Sally girl at school.”

“Maybe you’re like me,” she said with that gentle smile.

“Like you?” I said. “A trans lesbian?”

She laughed. “It’s not that simple,” she said. “I’m with the occasional guy as well.”

“So does that make you bi?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Lesbian, bi, trans—these are all just labels: attempts to simplify something that’s not so simple. Look, Talia, you don’t need to understand everything. You don’t need to be able to label everything to make sense of it. If you want some advice, just do whatever you want and try not to think too much into it. People are going to label you. Some people might call you gay, some might call you trans, some might call you a lesbian. Just be you. That’s the only way to be happy.”

My heart fluttered and then it swelled. Maybe Aunt Minnie was right. Maybe I was too obsessed with making sense of everything. Maybe I needed more time to figure everything out. I was just eighteen, after all. I had a whole life ahead of me: lots of time to put things together, and lots of time to enjoy the journey.

I smiled at Aunt Minnie. “Do you want to go shopping with me tomorrow?” she asked.

I paused for a moment. “I think so,” I said. “But I don’t know if I want to go like this to school.”

She laughed. “You don’t have to. You can do whatever you want. If you want to go to school like that one day and not the next, then so be it. Just live in the moment, Talia. How do you like that name, by the way?”

“I like it,” I said. And it was true: I liked it more and more every time I heard it. It suited me. It suited who I wanted to be.

I went shopping with Aunt Minnie the next day. She bought me a few outfits, some shoes, and a simple makeup kit of my own. I didn’t go as Talia to school that week, or the next, but I did plan to reveal Talia to my fellow students before the year was up. First, I wanted to make sure everything was perfect. I wanted to have some time to grow my hair a bit, practise my voice, and work on my makeup.

The big day finally came in April. I was nervous as hell walking through the doors at the start of the day, but by the time the day was over, I didn’t want to leave. Sure, there were a few scoffs and mean comments, but the support was overwhelming. Even my sister came up to me and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

I had more to look forward to than I ever thought possible, and it was all thanks to Aunt Minnie, my mom’s best friend.

THE END


WORK TRIP

Richard loves work trips: exotic destinations, foreign women, and all expenses paid by the company. But he’s not so thrilled when he’s sent to some tiny town in rural Canada: a town with nobody under the age of sixty, only a single bar, and nothing fun to do.

To make matters worse, he has to share his one bed motel room with the new intern: a pretty, young woman. She’s shy and strictly against breaking any rules. So Richard decides to make the intern his project for the week. Little does he know that she has something not-so-little hidden under her skirt.


CHAPTER I

I’d never heard of Morinville before but I assumed my weeklong business trip there was going to be as much fun as my last three weeklong business trips. The month before, I spent a week in Tokyo, getting drunk, partying with beautiful Japanese women, all while exploring an amazing city. The month before that I was in Prague, soaking up the architecture and the old culture… and of course the booze and the beautiful women. And two months before that was my trip to Las Vegas for the annual framers conference. I only spent a few hours at the conference—the rest of the week was spent gambling, partying, and fooling around with beautiful women.

I didn’t think to look up Morinville before getting on the plane. I just assumed it was some party city in Canada, seeing as my work was always sending me to the best places. It was a five-day conference and I was getting in a day early, planning to stay an extra day after the conference was wrapped up. I was set to make a little speech on day three; I was a bit nervous about it, but my excitement to once again be surrounded by partying and beautiful women completely washed the nerves away.

The best part of my business trips was that everything was free: I could expense pretty much everything—even liquor. They always put me up in luxury rooms, let me eat out at fancy restaurants, and no one ever seemed to mind when I submitted bar receipts worth hundreds of dollars. We were just fifteen minutes from the airport when I looked to my side at the older man who was just waking up from his nap. “Excuse me,” I said.

He looked at me, rubbed his eyes, yawned, and said, “What is it? Are we in Morinville already?”

I shook my head. “Close. I was wondering: are you from Morinville?”

He slowly nodded his head. “Born and raised,” he said. “I’ve spent my whole life in the town. In fact, I never even left the area until a few years ago, when my daughters moved to the big city.”

“Cool. Anyway, I was wondering if you could maybe recommend a bar. I’m hoping to get a drink once we’re off the plane. Maybe somewhere with pretty girls,” I said with a grin and wink.

His lips curled into a smile. He stared into my eyes for a long moment before saying, “Oh, you’re serious?”

I stared at the man for a moment, trying to figure out why he was smirking, as if he was about to make fun of me. Did I say something funny? Did I say something stupid. “I’m serious. What are the best clubs?”

Then he started to laugh. He literally slapped his knees with both of his hands and began to shake his head. “Oh my,” he said. “It’s too much. It’s just too much.”

“I don’t understand. What’s so funny? What’s the matter with you? Why are you laughing like that?” I asked, but he wouldn’t stop laughing. “Whatever, old man. Maybe you have a weird sense of humour up here in Canada—who knows. If you don’t want to tell me, I’ll just figure it out myself.” I turned away from the man and sighed. He must have laughed until the plane landed on the runway.

I looked out, scanning around for the airport, but I could only see a forest and some shacks. “Where the hell is the airport?” I mumbled under my breath. “Did we just make an emergency landing?”

The old woman next to me reached her shaky finger to the window. “It’s right there. Are you blind or something?” I had to squint before realizing that shack was the airport: it was just a single room with two men on staff.

“And where’s the town?” I said.

“It’s about an hour away.”

“An hour? Are you kidding me? Do you know how much an hour in an Uber costs?” I said.

She stared at me with narrowed eyes. “What does that mean?” she said with her raspy voice. And then I suddenly understood why the old man was mocking me: Morinville was a shithole. It was nothing: a name on a map and not much else. It was a tiny town, filled mostly with old people in retirement facilities. There were no Uber drivers, so I had to take a bus (which took over an hour to arrive). The bus let us out in the middle of the small town, so I had to walk five blocks to my hotel. Along the way, I didn’t spot a single bar or restaurant: just a knitting store, a flower shop, and nasty-looking grocery store, and a few small, boring houses. Even the hotel wasn’t a hotel, but a dingy motel.

There was nobody at the front desk, so I rang the bell about fifteen times. Finally, an old man came out from the back, rubbing his eyes. “Sorry, I was having a nap,” he said with a groaning voice.

“It’s fine. I just want to check in. I’m here with Quality Framers—out of Los Angeles.”

He looked down at a book and became silent for a long minute. I scanned around the boring room. There was only a single piece of art in that lobby: a framed painting that wasn’t a painting at all, but a picture of a painting, printed using a household printer. It even looked like the printer started to run out of ink before the end of the picture. I looked back at the old man. “What’s taking so long?” I asked.

“It says you already checked in,” he said.

“Well I didn’t. So can you just give me a key so I can go and take a handful of sleeping pills, and hopefully sleep through the next week.” I wasn’t in a good mood anymore—and it was getting worse. Why would my work send me to this shithole? Why would my boss allow to me come here? Would he be mad if I got back on that bus and got onto the very next flight home?

I noticed a binder next the old man, labeled ‘BUS SCHEDULE’. “Hey, mind telling me when the next bus to the airport comes? Maybe we can just forget about the room—I’ll sleep at the airport until the next plane comes.”

“Wednesday,” he said with his groaning voice.

“Excuse me?”

“Wednesday,” he said in the exact same tone of voice, as if I hadn’t heard him the first time.

“It’s Saturday,” I said. “You’re telling me that the next bus doesn’t come until Wednesday? That’s four days.”

“That’s for the Toronto flight. If you want the Vancouver flight, I would take the Saturday morning bus.”

I reached over and grabbed the ‘bus schedule’ binder. I flipped it open and then shook my head. “What’s the point of his binder?” I said. Every page was a different month, but each month was the same: empty squares on Sundays, Mondays, Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Fridays. Every Saturday was marked 6:00 AM. Every Wednesday was marked 9:00 AM.

“It’s the bus schedule,” he said, as if it was necessary.

“What’s wrong with this city? I can’t wait until Wednesday. Is there a taxi service? I need to get out of here. I’ll pay anything. Maybe you can drive me to the airport, old man. I’ll pay you.”

He stared at me for a long, long moment. “But the plane doesn’t come until Wednesday.”

I felt my stomach groan. I was stuck in Morinville for the week. I was trapped in the biggest shithole I’d ever seen. “Just give me my key,” I said through clenched teeth.

“I’ll need to see your ID,” he said. I groaned and grumbled as I fished my ID out from my wallet. He stared at it for much longer than necessary before handing it back. Then he flipped through his date book for a few minutes before handing me my key.

“Thanks,” I said without much enthusiasm. I stepped outside and groaned, pulling my suitcase behind me. I looked down the isle of rooms: five in total. My room was at the very end, so I started walking, cursing my boss under my breath. I couldn’t help but think he sent me to this braindead town just to get back at me for kissing his wife.

It wasn’t my fault; we were all at a party together and she was drunk. He kept kissing her, as if he was trying to get everyone to acknowledge that he had a hot wife. But the way he kissed her was so off-putting. He kept opening his mouth, making his wife squirm. “You need to learn to kiss your wife, Parker!” I said with a bit of a drunken slur.

“She likes how I kiss her,” he said with his own drunken slur.

I shook my head. “No offence, but she clearly doesn’t like it. You need to kiss her like a real man. Watch how I do it,” I said, and then I spun his wife around, making her giggle. I leaned her back and then I leaned in and locked my lips with hers. She melted in my arms and her face turned red. I gave her a good smooch with a tiny bit of tongue, and then I leaned back. Parker’s face was red, but he didn’t look mad at the time—just nervous.

“Try that,” I said, spinning his wife back towards him. He awkwardly tried the mimic me. It was a step in the right direction, but he still needed some work.

And I don’t think it would have left him so sore had his wife not spent the rest of the night ogling me, winking at me whenever Parker wasn’t looking. Maybe they had a fight later that night. Maybe Parker thought the only proper revenge was to send me to the middle of nowhere for an entire week, with nothing to do but rot from boredom. I dragged my feet to the door, pressed that old key into the keyhole, and then the door drifted open. It was never locked and it was never properly closed. “Great start,” I mumbled under my breath. I let myself into the room. The light was on. There was a suitcase already on the bed. I checked the number on the door.

“Hello?” I said cautiously from the doorway. I could hear something: running water. Was it coming from my room or was it coming from one of the other rooms? The walls seemed to be thin. I could certainly hear the neighbouring television playing. I took a step into the room and looked towards the bathroom. I could see a light slipping through the bottom of the door—and someone was moving inside, about to get into a shower. “Great,” I mumbled.

They’d given me a key to the wrong room—or maybe they double booked my room. I took my small suitcase and I left the room, closing the door behind me. I went back to that lobby and rang the bell five times, waiting for the old man to once again wake up from his nap. He came out slowly, rubbing his eyes. He looked frustrated once he saw my face. “What is it now?” he asked.

“There’s someone in my room. And honestly, I don’t feel like sticking around to deal with this right now, so do me a favour and figure this out. The guy’s in the shower. I’m going to go out, find a bar, have a drink, and once I’m back, I’m assuming you’ll have all of this shit ironed out. Got it?” I didn’t wait for the old man to reply before taking my suitcase and storming out of the small office. I went straight to the road, which didn’t have a sidewalk, and I started walking into town, hoping to find a place that served liquor.


CHAPTER II

I found a veteran’s bar a few blocks away. It was a dingy joint. The space was small and it smelled like a mouldy bathroom. The lighting was atrocious: flickering tube lights overhead, so white that it was almost green. The humming of the lights quickly gave me a headache, but none of the senior citizens seemed to notice. The place was silent: not a word being shared between men. There was no television: no sports games—not even a radio. I drank my beer and then the old man behind the counter asked if I wanted another. “No,” I said. “That was warm and flat enough.” I paid with exact change and then I took off back for my motel room. I was already starting to count down the hours until the trip from hell was over.

I was happy to see that my room’s windows were dark as I walked up to the motel. Presumably that person had been kicked out, and I finally had my room to myself. So I stuck the key in the keyhole, pushed open the door, and I placed my suitcase on the suitcase rack. I took a deep breath and looked towards the bathroom. I considered having a shower, but I was tired, and I wanted the trip to be over and done with sooner rather than later. Time flies when you’re sleeping, right? So the best thing to do seemed to be sleep. I kicked off my shoes, shimmied down my pants, and walked through the dark room to the double bed.

The smell of perfume was strong, which didn’t surprise me. I had a feeling they didn’t do much to clean the rooms between visitors. They probably didn’t even change the sheets half the time; I’d heard of cheap motels spraying cheap perfume in lieu of a proper cleaning routine. I pulled up the blanket and I slipped in. The bed was strangely warm: probably placed right under an overhead vent that was siphoning warm air into the room.

I stretched my back, groaned and rolled over. Then I felt my body press against a large pillow. But it was a strange pillow: long and warm. The smell of perfume was very strong now. I placed my hand on the side of it and gently stroked up, feeling a number of peculiar curves that didn’t belong on a pillow, unless that pillow was shaped like a living human. I came up to a squishy bust and I could feel a hard lump: a nipple. Then the pillow suddenly jumped away from me and screamed.

I did the same thing, rolling back and falling off of the bed. My body hit the floor with a dull thud. “Oh my God!” she screamed. She was no pillow: she was an adult woman, and I’d just squeezed her bare tit.

“I’m sorry! I thought you were a pillow,” I said.

“What the hell are you doing in my room? Get out!” she said.

“This is my room!” I said. “You’re the one sleeping in my bed, technically. But don’t worry—I’ll straighten this out. I’ll go straighten that old man out. This is his fault—not mine! I didn’t mean to, uh, touch you like that. I really thought you were a pillow.”

She was standing naked in the dark, covering her pussy with one hand and her tits with her other arm. She was backed into a corner, as if I was some evil rapist. And now, I was fuming with anger. I was ready to threaten to sue: a serious lawsuit. I would sue the motel and I would sue the old man personally as well. I was traumatized, and I was pretty sure I had a pain in my neck after falling from the bed. Was it whiplash? Maybe I could sue that motel out of business.

I rang the bell nonstop until the old man emerged from the back room, rubbing his eyes and looking like some sort of victim. “What time is it?” he asked.

“It’s not even midnight. Calm down. You have some explaining to do, old man. There’s a woman in my room and she’s about to press sexual assault charges on me because you failed to do your job. Well? Why are you just standing there? Explain yourself, old man—before I call the police and press charges of my own. I fell out of that bed and nearly broke my neck. You’re looking down the barrel of a class action lawsuit.”

He blinked a few times and then he shook his head. He looked down at his little book. “When you booked your room, you booked it for two guests. One Richard Plank and one Kelsey Kerrigan.”

“Kelsey Kerrigan? Who? There’s obviously been some sort of mistake. I’m going to get my boss on the phone. He booked the room. He’ll tell you that you’re wrong, and then we can begin the process of compensating me for this nonsense.” I pulled out my phone and dialled my boss. I had to ring him a few times before he woke up and answered his phone. I explained the situation and then I turned the phone to speaker mode. “Okay, Parker. Tell this guy that he screwed up. Tell him he’s about to owe us a lot of money.”

The line was silent. Why wasn’t Parker speaking?

“Hello? Parker? You still there, buddy?”

“Richard,” he said. “We booked the room for both of you. We literally talked about this the other day.”

I felt my cheeks turning red. I could see the old man smirking out of the corner of my eye. “Sorry, Parker. I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Kelsey Kerrigan is our new intern. You told me that you would be okay sharing a room with her at the convention. We literally talked about this the other day. Remember?”

I had a vague memory of the conversation. I was showing Parker a new online video game and he was trying to tell me about some new HR rules that the company was implementing. It was boring nonsense, and I was surprised that he was wasting his time telling me about it. And then he mentioned something about sending an intern to the convention with me. But did he say anything about sharing a room? Did he say anything about sharing a bed?

“Well they have us in one bed, Parker,” I said. “It’s not even a queen.”

“You told me you didn’t mind sharing a bed,” Parker said.

“Parker. C’mon. Help me out here. Why did you send me here? This place is a shithole. I want to come home. Do you want me to say sorry about kissing your wife? Is that what this is all about?”

“Goodnight, Richard,” Parker said, and then he hung up the phone. I looked back at the old man, who couldn’t stop smirking.

“Wipe that retarded grin off of your dumb face,” I said, pointing my finger at him. “Your motel is a dump and you smell like an old towel.” I stormed out of the office and I went back to the room, which I was apparently sharing with a girl.

I knocked and waited for her to open the door. Now she was wearing a red night robe. She had her hair tied into a bun on top of her head. She was actually kind of cute, despite the awful overhead lighting that made giant shadows streak across her face. “So you’re the new intern, huh?” I said.

“You must be my supervisor,” she said.

I nodded my head. “I guess so. Apparently we’re sharing a bed. I’m assuming you’re not cool with that, so maybe we can figure out a way to make a bed on the floor for you.”

“I don’t mind, as long as you don’t fondle me again,” she said, stepping aside so I could step into the room.

“I didn’t fondle you,” I said as I walked in. “I told you: I thought that you were a pillow. Don’t flatter yourself too much.”

She smirked, and possibly winked: a relieving little gesture, letting me know that I hadn’t caused too much trauma. Though now I couldn’t help but wonder if she had a bit of a thing for me. Maybe she liked having her tit squeezed. Maybe she was already thinking of rolling over onto my side of the bed once the lights were out again.

I took a moment to look down her body. She had a petite frame and a great ass. She was a white girl with a little Latina body. Her hair was long and straight, her skin was smooth, but she didn’t have much of a chest to speak of. Her breasts felt bigger than they looked.

“Are you staring at my chest?” she asked.

I looked up quickly. “No,” I said. “I’m looking at your dress. It looks soft.”

“It is,” she said. “I have another one if you want to borrow it.”

I smiled, pressing my lips thin. “I’ll pass. Thanks though. Sorry they sent you to the world’s biggest shit hole as your first work trip.”

“It’s not so bad here,” she said.”

“Please,” I said. “Is it the bitter old people that you like? The stale beer? That paper mill aroma that seems to stretch from one end of the town to the other?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s simple here. No one’s in a rush. I like that.”

I took another opportunity to look down her body. I couldn’t help but notice that her nipples were erect, pushing against that soft satin nightgown. Maybe we would end up fucking if we were going to be sharing a bed for a week. “Do you have a boyfriend?” I asked. “Because if you do, he probably won’t be thrilled to find out that we’re sharing a bed.”

She shook her head, looking down at her feet. Now she was shy like a little church mouse. I couldn’t quite get a read on her. Was she flirty and outgoing or was she shy and nervous? “I’m single, and I want to keep it that way.”

She climbed into bed. She rolled up the spare blanket and put it down the middle of the bed, creating a safety barrier. “It was a long day. Good night.”

I made a quick trip to the bathroom to wash my face and hands. Then I turned out the light and slipped into the bed next to her. I was tempted to reach over and feel her up. She was young and she seemed to have a sort of low self esteem. Girls with low self esteem are always easy. I was an attractive man: fit, with a healthy bank account and a stable job. I was probably her dream guy. I rolled over carefully to face her back. Her nightgown was backless. She had cute freckles on her back. I reached out, tempted to feel her soft skin, tempted to seduce her so we could bang. I stopped myself before touching her skin. I hovered my hand over her luscious, young body. She was probably only eighteen or nineteen years old—possibly the CEO’s daughter or niece or something. Maybe I needed to control myself a bit better—even though it seemed inevitable that we would fuck. I would get her softened up sooner or later.

And it’s not like I had other options in that shithole town. The next youngest woman within fifty miles was probably fifty-nine years old. I couldn’t go a full week without at least a little touch.

I managed to contain myself that night. I rolled back over and fell asleep. But I was already trying to think of ways to soften her up, to make her wet between the thighs. It was inevitable, after all.


CHAPTER III

The conference was lame: ten booths in the local community hall, and about four dozen people wandering aimlessly around, not actually interested in anything that anyone had to say. A different speaker took to the stage every couple of hours to make a long, boring speech about some new framing technique. I pulled my chair up to the coffee maker in the corner of the room, which was on the other side of the large room from my booth. I decided that that’s where I was going to camp out for the week: sipping coffee nonstop. I’d heard a story once of a guy who drank so much coffee that he began to hallucinate as if he was on LSD. Maybe I could get to that point. Maybe then the trip wouldn’t be quite as boring.

Kelsey came over a few times to fill up her own cup. She was by far the prettiest girl at the convention—and without question the youngest by at least ten years. She never had much to say to me when she came by, aside from, “People keep asking questions at the booth and I’m not sure what to say.”

“Just make stuff up,” I said. “It’s not like they actually care. People only come to these conventions to get away from their wives at home.”

She nodded her head. “Oh. Okay,” she said. She wandered back to the booth and continued to talk to the occasional person who came by.

That town was so painfully boring that townspeople started to come by the convention, wandering around the small space for hours because there was literally nothing else to do in that town. An old woman came up to me and started chatting about her grandchildren. I kept trying to end the conversation, but she wouldn’t stop talking. She was obviously lonely and looking for anyone to talk to. “Excuse me, miss. Do you see that young woman over there, sitting at that booth? I’m sure she would love to talk to you while I go and use the bathroom.” But I didn’t have to go to the bathroom. I didn’t bother even getting up to pretend, not wanting to lose my spot next to the coffee machine. There was a shortage of chairs at the venue, so I knew my chair would be gone the moment I got up.

Kelsey the intern was trying too hard. I was becoming exhausted from just watching her: always on her feet, always perked upright, wearing those tall heels and all of that makeup even though it was ninety degrees in that community hall. She was making a point of talking to everyone, even though there wasn’t a single person there who actually had any interest in purchasing framing tools. She was wasting her time and energy—and I kept telling her as much every time she came to get another cup of coffee, but she just wasn’t listening. She wasn’t standing down.

I snuck out around noon to find a liquor store. The closest one was a fifteen minute walk away, down a long dirt road. I bought a large bottle of cheap whiskey and a cheap metal flask. I filled the flask, slipped it into my pocket, and returned to the venue. I had a new plan now—a new way to pass the time: try to get the intern to relax.

I came up to her after she was finished chatting with some old lady. I held out the flask. “Take a swig,” I said.

She stared at the flask. “We’re technically working right now,” she said.

“So what?” I said. “Cut loose a little. You’re going to work yourself to death.”

“We can’t drink at work,” she said, blushing slightly.

I took a swig and then I looked around. “I’m still employed,” I said. “It’s not like there’s anyone here to rat us out. And it’s not like I’m asking you to get blackout drunk. Just have a sip.”

She took the flask and stared at it for a moment. I let a little smirk slip. Then she handed it back to me. “You should put that away. It’s not appropriate.”

I groaned and rolled my eyes. “Square,” I said. I took another big sip. There was no chance of her surviving a week of boredom without letting loose, even just a little bit. So I tried again an hour later, handing her the flask and saying, “You know you want it.”

She pushed it away quickly and looked around, looking panicked. “Someone’s going to see you with that. You’re going to get us thrown out of here.”

“I know that you’re new to the company, and you’re hoping to make a good impression, but right now you’re just making yourself look bad. Wearing yourself to the bone for nothing isn’t a good look. None of the grey hairs wandering away from their nursing homes are going to need specialty picture framing tools anytime soon. They’re just bored and wasting your time.”

“Well, the company is paying us to be here,” she said. “Now put that liquor away before you get us kicked out of here.”

I groaned again before slipping the flask into my pocket. “I’ll get you to loosen up sooner or later.”

I decided to go for a long walk, away from the convention hall. I went down a series of dirt roads and quickly got lost because they all looked the same. But it was easy enough to get reoriented in that town. There was a grain tower at the east end of the small town, and the convention centre was only a few streets down. I was on my way back when my phone rang. It was Parker calling. “What’s up, Parker? Please tell me that you’re calling to let me know there’s a plane leaving tonight. I’ll even pay for the ticket—take the money out from my next paycheque.”

“I’m calling to tell you that I just heard from the intern. She had a few concerns, and now I’m concerned.”

“She ratted me out?” I said, nearly crushing the phone in my fist. Kelsey told on me like a little schoolgirl? “This intern is out of control, Parker. She’s such a square and she’s making us look bad. I overheard some of the other companies laughing at her. She’s trying to sell framing tools to senile seniors, Parker. She’s wasting her time and now she’s wasting your time and my time. I’m not going to lie: I don’t think she has a future with this company. I think we should cut her loose—that’s just my opinion. She’s not a good fit at all.”

“Rich, she’s not technically an intern,” Parker said. “They brought her in to be the new regional manager.”

“Blake’s old spot?” I said. My heart skipped a beat. “But that’s the job I’m supposed to get.” I’d been waiting to take over Blake’s old office for months already, since long before he retired. “Why is an intern being pushed up to regional manager?”

“She’s not being pushed up. She’s from head office.”

“Well then why the fuck did you call her an intern?” I asked.

“I’m not supposed to be saying anything to you about this,” Parker said. “And to be honest, I have no idea why I’m saying anything to you about this.” He took a deep breath. “It’s not news yet. The position hasn’t been confirmed yet. This convention is supposed to be a sort of trial run. One of the higher ups is going to be there tomorrow. Oh God, why am I telling you this? I could lose my job for telling you this—I hope you know that.”

“So you lied to me? You told me she was an intern but really she’s here to take my job?” I said, clenching my other hand into a tight fist.

“It’s not your job, Rich. You would keep your current job and, uh, she would be your boss.”

“She’s a teenager!” I said.

“She’s twenty,” he said.

“Oh, good. That’s so much better. She’s twenty. I’m sure she has all the experience necessary to be a regional manager. Let me guess: the company wants a woman and she was the best they could come up with… Affirmative action at work! By this time next year, the company will be broke.”

“Rich, calm down. I wasn’t supposed to tell you anything and now I regret saying anything. Please just keep this to yourself. Try to be professional. Sell some of the company’s new framing tools. Show the big boss that you deserve the spot. This is me trying to help you, though I’m not sure why. You’ve been a real asshole lately.”

“Whatever, Parker. I’m hanging up.”

“Please—whatever you do, do not tell anyone that I told you—”

I hung up the phone and then I threw it against the ground. It shattered into hundreds of tiny pieces. I yelled at the sky and then I took a deep breath. It was a moment before I realized my phone was destroyed: my only source of entertainment. I hadn’t even brought my laptop with me, thinking I would be spending all of my time between a hotel bed and a busy club. Now I had nothing. And that horrible little girl was soon going to be my boss. How could they lie to me like that? And Kelsey must have been in on the lie—she never mentioned that she was already working for the head office.

I took a deep breath and made my way back to the convention hall. I scanned around the room and spotted Kelsey chatting with a few old people. I sauntered over to hear what she was saying. “I know that these tools are mostly for industrial framing, but if you were to start framing as a hobby, it wouldn’t be long before something like this was very useful to you.” She held up a corner clamp designed for a very massive picture frame. I couldn’t help but laugh.

I put my hand on one of the old ladies’ backs and guided her aside. “Don’t listen to this girl,” I said. “You don’t need a clamp like this.”

“Oh. I don’t?” she said.

“Let’s be honest. Were you really going to buy one?”

She looked around and then shrugged her shoulders. “Well, I’m not really sure I need one. I don’t even really know anything about picture frames.”

“Look, lady. I get it. You’re here because you’re bored and it’s the only thing in town.”

“Richard!” Kelsey said with wide, horrified eyes. I held up my finger to shush her.

“After we close down here in an hour, you’re going to go back to your lonely room, with that ten year old picture of your son by your bedside: the son that never visits you.”

“Excuse me?” the old woman said.

“Well, why would he visit you? You have one little picture of him, which he gave to you. Am I right? You can’t even be bothered to get your own photos printed. You know it costs less than a dollar to get a nice enlargement, right? You can just go onto Facebook and find a picture of him and get it printed. But you won’t because you like being miserable and lonely. If you actually started printing out pictures and putting them in nice frames—and showing your family that you actually care about them and not just the money they send to pay for your care—then maybe they would visit more often. I mean, if my grandma spent a week making a special picture frame with a picture of me in it, I would be buying a plane ticket right now to go visit her. But I’m not doing that because, like you, my grandma is rotting away in some retirement centre. No one cares about her and I’m almost convinced she doesn’t care about any of us. You even look a bit like her, to be honest. And that’s how I know you aren’t going to buy any of these tools. You aren’t going to start a new hobby because you like the pity you get from being bored and lonely.”

She stared into my eyes with a disgusted look on her face. Kelsey’s look was even more horrified. Then, the old woman spoke. “Well that starter kit right there. How much is it?”

“It’s one ninety-nine. I can work out a payment plan that works with your pension. Take out your credit card, would you?”

Kelsey stared at me in horror until the paperwork was finished and the old lady was on her way with a set of industrial picture framing tools that she would never use. “That was horrible. You almost made that woman cry.”

“I made her buy a set of tools. How many sets have you sold today?” I looked across the table. “Looks like none. It’s fine. You’re just an intern. Though I would expect an intern to at least move a few units over the course of an entire day. But some interns are just more gifted than others, I guess.” I winked as that horror lingered on her face.

She didn’t have the experience I had, and I was determined to make it obvious over the next few days, while head office was spying on us. Though it hardly seemed fair that they were sending someone from head office, seeing as she worked for head office. Surely she would recognize the spy; I would just have to guess. I would have to stay on top of my game.

The table next to us started to clean up. “Is it that time already?” I said.

Kelsey nodded her head. “Time to go back to the room.” And until that moment, I’d forgotten that we were going to be stuck sharing a room while we competed for that coveted managerial position.


CHAPTER IV

I was pretty proud of myself and my one little sale. It was the first sale I’d made at a convention in years—no one ever went to those conventions to buy anything. But my moment of pride was short lived. After we returned to our motel room, Kelsey said, “I can’t believe you talked to a customer like that. I just can’t believe it. She was a nice old lady and you almost made her cry.”

“How was she nice? She was standing there, wasting your time. Sure, she spoke softly and looked like a nice old grandma, but she was just out to satisfy her own needs.”

“She was lonely, Richard,” Kelsey said with narrowed eyes.

“And it was nice of her to make that our problem?”

“You know, I could have reported you for fondling me last night. And I could report you now for abusing a little old lady,” she said as she stormed off to the bathroom to check her makeup in the mirror. “And not to mention the drinking—and the fact you just disappeared for an hour in the middle of the day.”

“You’re going to tattle on me? That’s amazing. Aren’t you just a wonderful person,” I said, rolling my eyes and shaking my head. “Fine. Tattle on me. See if I care. You think that will make you look so amazing? In fact, when you call, why don’t you just tell them that I went on some antisemetic rant, and that I punched a black guy in the face because I’m a white supremacist, and that I hate trannies and gays.”

“Excuse me?” she said.

“Oh please. You know I’m joking, right? You can’t be this thick.”

“No. What did you say. ‘Trannies’?”

“What about them?”

“You can’t say trannies, Richard. Do you know how offensive that word is?” she asked.

I rolled my eyes again. “Oh boy, here we go.”

“I’m serious. That’s not a nice word. It’s cruel, actually.”

“Is it now? Let me guess: you’re one of those little white girls who fights for the oppressed: blacks, gays, trannies—even though you know nothing about them. Really, you’re just the daughter of some wealthy businessman; you were probably raised in a rich, all-white school, and you’ve probably never even seen a tranny before, outside of the Internet. Just spare me the guilt trip. Save your energy for the next Amnesty International rally. And stop trying to ruin careers based on your stupid assumptions.”

“Stop using that word,” she said, suddenly looking shy and defeated.

“Which word? Tranny? Tranny, tranny, tranny, tranny, tranny. What are you going to do about it? Go tell your non-existent tranny friends about how horrible I am? And what’s so wrong about that word anyway? Just a few years ago, that was what they wanted to be called.”

“We never wanted to be called that,” she said.

I paused for a moment, and then I laughed. “We?” I said with a little scoff. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“What do you think it means?” she said with her shy, quivering lips. Apparently I was really starting to trigger her.

I had to think for a moment. “What? Do you identify as a male or something? That seems unlikely, seeing as the company hired you with the new HR rules. I’m pretty sure they’re done hiring white men for the next decade. Or do you identify as a black man? That would be interesting. Why do you look like you’re about to cry? Did I touch on a nerve?” I shook my head. She couldn’t even handle a supposedly mean word (that had nothing to do with her). How was she going to handle being the regional manager? How was she going to be in charge of nearly one hundred employees if she couldn’t emotionally handle a single word? “Look, Kelsey. I think you need to find a new career path if I’m going to be honest. This probably isn’t the right fit for you. The sales world is tough. You have to compete. You have to be mean. It’s a competitive landscape. You can’t let silly words like tranny hurt your feelings.”

“Just stop using the word. Is that so much to ask?” she said. I could tell that she was biting her tongue.

“Would you prefer shemale? Or ladyboy?” I shrugged my shoulders and laughed. Why was she so hung up on the word.

“Transgender works fine.”

I rolled my eyes. “Transgender. Tranny. What’s the difference?”

“Richard,” she said sternly. “I’m trans.”

“Sure you are, sweetie,” I said.

“I am.”

“Right. What kind of trans are you? Female to female? Give me a break.”

“I used to be a man,” she said with a dark red face.

“Oh, I see. You’re fucking with me. Okay, well in that case, I used to be a toad. But a princess gave me a kiss on the lips and now I’m Prince Charming.”

“I’m not lying to you, Richard.”

“Sure. You’re a man. Let’s go with that. So does that mean you could impregnate a woman? Is that what I’m supposed to believe.”

“Yes,” she said.

“So you’ve still got your ding dong down there?” I laughed, shaking my head.

She nodded her head.

“This is ridiculous. Why are we wasting our time with this ridiculous role playing nonsense?” I said. I took a deep breath. She was beginning to exhaust me: trying to make me feel guilty while making her case more and more ridiculous.

She took a deep breath. Then she reached down and grabbed the base of her short skirt. She paused for a moment and then she pulled up, revealing her black panties. I froze for a moment, shocked that she was flashing me. But there was nothing unusual to see: a woman’s crotch, clad with black panties. “What am I not seeing?” I said, shaking my head.

She looked down. Then she pointed with her finger at a bulge between her thighs: the bulge of her pussy.

“Yes, I know what a pussy looks like. So when you rat me out to head office, are you going to tell them that you flashed your pussy at me because I kept saying the word ‘tranny’?”

She sighed, then she grabbed the panties from between her legs and began to pull them to the side. Was she seriously about to show me her cunt? Was this her weird way of coming onto me?

Suddenly, something fell out. It uncurled quickly and swayed from side to side. It was smooth and long and a slight shade darker than the skin on her smooth, pale legs. It was a cock, and it sure as hell looked real. I opened my mouth to speak. No words came out. She grabbed her dick and pulled it back into her panties.

“Now will you stop using that word?” she said.

I tried to comment—to say anything—but I couldn’t produce anything but a soft whimper. Did I just see a cock, or was I hallucinating? “W—What was that?” I asked.

“You know what it was. Now stop using that word. Got it? Or I will tell HR about the slacking off and the drinking and the harassing of old ladies. And I mean it.”

I nodded my head slowly. “O—Okay,” I said. I couldn’t believe I was looking at a biological male. I still wasn’t sure I believed it, even though that cock looked awfully real. I felt her breasts the night before—only for a few seconds, but long enough to feel that they were real. At least they felt real. They were soft and squishy. Her skin was warm and smooth. Her scent was undeniably feminine—though that was easy enough. Any man could use girly soaps and deodorants and perfumes. Any man can shave his body and moisten his skin with moisturisers. Any man can grow his hair long and use nice shampoos and conditioners. But what about that face? She had those big eyes and those amazing lashes and those feminine cheekbones. Did she use makeup to cover her surgery scars? Was I missing something? Now I was staring at her throat, trying to decide if I could see a lump or not.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Huh?” I said. “What do you mean? I’m fine.” My voice cracked slightly.

She put her hand to her lips and let a giggle slip. “You’re all red. Are you blushing?”

“I’m not blushing,” I snapped. “That wasn’t real. You’re screwing with me.” Then I remembered the cock: the way it swayed and the way it seemed to swell slightly. It was definitely alive. If it was a prosthetic, then it was one of the best ever made. And if it was a prosthetic, then why did she have it? It’s not like she set the conversation up. I was the one who kept pushing the tranny thing. It’s not like she was waiting for me to go on a rant about trannies. So it must have been real, which meant I needed to make it clear that I wasn’t attracted to men. “I mean—you look pretty convincing, but I had a hunch.” I cleared my throat. “Now that you mention it, I guess it’s kind of obvious. But I mean, good job. You look better than most tran—uh—transgender people.” I forced a smile. I could feel my face getting redder.

She giggled and shook her head before turning away from me.

And now it seemed even more obvious why she was competing with me for that management position: HR wanted to shove a trans person into the spotlight so they could show off. It was classic corporate virtue signalling. I probably stood no chance, unless I managed to absolutely humiliate her on the convention floor when the ‘scout’ was present.

I went to the bathroom and closed the door. I stared in the mirror for a long minute, and then I realized that it was probably strange that I was making no noise, so I turned on the shower and went back to the mirror to stare at myself. My face really was red, and my eyes were dilated. I felt strangely foolish, and a bit grossed out. I slept in the same bed as her the night before, and I was about to sleep in that bed again. I wouldn’t have slept in that bed had I known she had a cock between her legs… And it wasn’t a small cock, either. Flaccid, it was at least five inches long. My own cock wasn’t even four inches long flaccid. It wasn’t fun to think that the barely legal little white girl had a bigger dick than me.

And what was I going to do now? The motel was booked completely and the nearest motel was probably also filled with convention attendees. So it was either sharing that bed or sleeping outside somewhere, in a town infested with gigantic mosquitoes and frequently changing weather (and not to mention the creepy old people, who I didn’t trust in the slightest).

I went into the shower and stood under the hot water for a long time. I felt strangely dirty, having slept in the same bed as that big dick. I wondered how close I came to touching it when I first put my hands on her, after I crawled into bed with her. And did Parker know that she was trans? Did he know that I was sharing a bed with a big cock? Was he laughing about it with all of my co-workers? Was this his way of getting revenge after I kissed his wife?

The water started to turn cold. The motel’s hot water heater was empty. So I got out, got dressed, and quickly took off for the town’s only little bar, just because there was nothing else to do.

I went straight to the bartender and said, “Two fingers of whiskey—the strongest stuff you have. And don’t cheap out—it’s being expensed.” He just stared at me with an unfriendly expression. “What’s your problem?”

“I’m just remembering the tip you left me last night,” he said with that scowl. It was hard to tell: was he the same bartender? All the old men looked the same in that town—they were all probably related.

I sighed. “Are you upset about it?” I said. “Then take it up with your employer. It’s not a customer’s job to make sure you’ve got a living wage.”

“I’m retired, kiddo,” he said with a deep voice. “Tips go to the veterans’ fund.”

I looked around. A number of old people were staring at me, waiting for me to get up and leave. But I couldn’t leave. There were no other bars in that town and the liquor store closed at 6:00 PM. I had to figure out a way to stay. So I forced a chuckle. “Oh, I didn’t know that,” I said. “Well let me make up for it. I’ll buy everyone here a round.”

But the bartender didn’t flinch, and neither did his posse of old men.

“C’mon, guys. Don’t let something silly ruin your day. I had a long day, stuck in a hot community hall with a number of people who haven’t bathed in days. I’ve had nothing to eat but stale buns, and I’m stuck sharing a bed with another man—who likes to sleep in lingerie.”

Now their eyes were beginning to narrow.

“It’s a long story,” I said. “Well actually, it’s really not that long. I mean—she’s long, assuming it’s real. The point of the story is: I’m exhausted. I need a beer. When I was here last night, I was in a bad mood. Now I’m offering to make it up. I’ll buy you all a beer. Isn’t that fair?”

“These guys already drink free here,” said the bartender.

“Oh. Well that’s just great, isn’t it? I bet they really appreciate that. Here,” I said, reaching into my wallet. “Here’s ten dollars. Consider it a 200% tip on yesterday’s bill. Now, if you wouldn’t mind, could you please pour me two fingers of your strongest whiskey? I’ll even pay in advanced. Here’s another twenty. That should cover the whiskey and the tip. Why are you just standing there?”

“I’m going to ask you to leave,” the man said.

“Don’t do that,” I said. “C’mon. Just serve the drink. I’ll pay double. It’s all on the company, after all. Here’s another twenty. I just gave you fifty dollars in total.”

“Boys, want to help this young man leave?” the bartender asked, looking at his gang of senior citizens. I couldn’t help but laugh. Then they stood up.

“Wait. You’re not kidding? C’mon, boys. This is crazy. You’re going to kick me out because I didn’t leave a tip yesterday? That’s where we’re at now? Which war did you fight in? I’m guessing World War II, am I right? And now look at you, kicking a guy out because he didn’t leave a voluntary tip—God forbid! You fought for freedom and now you’re acting like a bunch of commies.” One of the men put his hands on my arm. I pulled to free myself, but his grip was strong. “Hey now. Let go of me or I’ll press charges. I just want whiskey. Pour me a damn whiskey!”

Another man grabbed my other arm. Now they were holding me tight. I wanted to throw a punch but I was worried I would end up killing one of the men—though I was no longer so certain that they were very fragile. “Let me go!” I said. Now everyone in the bar was watching: senior citizens and convention presenters alike. I wriggled and fought. I was determined to get that drink. I wasn’t going to let a bunch of old men expel me from the only bar in town—especially since I still had five more days to survive in that horrible little shithole.

Suddenly everyone stopped. I continued to flail, and suddenly I pulled loose and jumped to the side, fists up, ready to fight. But the men weren’t looking at me. Now, they were looking at Kelsey, who had just arrived at the bar. She was wearing a red silk dress that wasn’t so different from her little night dress. She had a black choker on around her throat and her eyes were dark with thick eyeliner. She was dolled up and she had the attention of every man in that bar. They were all frozen like thick-skulled characters in some cheesy movie, all in awe of her beauty, which was only a step above mediocre in any normal place, but in Morinville, she was an easy 10/10.

I was tempted to announce to the bar that she was actually a man, with a cock curled up in her panties. But I was happy to have the attention away from me. She scanned around the bar, smiling at the men staring at her. She looked shy, but she was dressed like she was looking for a hookup. “Hello,” she said softly. A few of the men replied with soft helloes of their own.

Then she noticed me. Her eyes narrowed. “Richard?” she said. “I was wondering where you went.”

“You know this goon?” the bartender asked.

She nodded her head. “Isn’t he the worst?” she asked.

“He’s certainly a lowlife,” said the bartender. I rolled my eyes but fought away the urge to snap back.

“Believe it or not, he means well.”

There was a moment of silence. I could almost hear the old bartender biting down on his tongue. “If you say so, ma’am,” he said.

“Come on and sit down. I’ll buy you a drink,” I said.

She stepped towards me with a smile. The angry old men stepped back from me, giving me a pass, likely because they were worried I was going to steal away the only pretty girl in town if they pushed me any further. They let me sit down and they watched cautiously as I patted the seat next to me.

Kelsey sat down. Her perfume was strong, scrambling the signals in my brain. I knew that she was male, but that reality just wasn’t computing. How could she be a male? How could she smell so good and look so pretty? Were my standards starting to sink down to the same low standards as the rest of the town?

“What the hell did you do now?” she whispered to me.

“I don’t know. The people here are sensitive.” I looked up at the bartender. “Two fingers of whiskey and whatever she wants.”

“Just a vodka soda, if that’s okay,” she said.

“Of course it’s okay. It’s a bar, Kelsey. It’s literally the guy’s job.” I said it loud enough for the bartender to hear, just so I could creep under his skin a little bit more. For some reason I was safe with Kelsey. For some reason, having a pretty girl next to me meant they didn’t want my head on a plate.

“You’re going to make a bad reputation for our company,” she said.

“We’re a global company. You think poking fun at a few seniors in a no-name Canadian town is going to affect our reputation?”

“You should just try to be nice wherever you go, and whoever you’re talking to.”

“Don’t forget what I told you: being nice doesn’t move product,” I said. “You want to make it in this business, you’re going to need to learn to be a bitch… Or a prick, whichever you prefer.”

The bartender came back with our drinks. He gave me a dagger stare before looking at Kelsey. “Ma’am. You look lovely, by the way.”

“Thank you so much,” she said. “And I’m sorry about him. He’s been having a rough week.”

I forced a thin smile before turning back to Kelsey. I took a long sip from my drink. I waited for the bartender to walk out of earshot. “So how long have you been a girly girl, if you know what I mean?”

“Five years,” she said.

“So what? Since you were fourteen?” I said.

“That’s right,” she said.

I nodded my head. “So, you were, like, actually a boy.”

“That’s correct.”

I took a long sip from my drink. “So—and don’t take this the wrong way—don’t you think that maybe you only got your job here because every HR department in the country desperately wants people like you to prove that they’re more ‘inclusive’?”

“Is that why you think I got this job?” she asked, taking a sip from her own drink.

“It’s nothing personal. I’m just wondering if that bothers you.”

“Could you honestly tell that I was trans?” she asked.

“Like I said, I had a hunch.”

“Is that why you were staring at my ass all morning when we were getting ready? What? You don’t think I could see you through the mirror? And is that why you cuddled up to me last night and rubbed your boner all over my back?”

“I didn’t do that… Did I?” I said. I couldn’t be held accountable for what I did when I was asleep! That wasn’t fair. But I had been checking out her bum that morning while she was getting her makeup done. It didn’t help that she was standing in front of the mirror, leaning forward slightly, making her ass perk out.

She laughed. “I’ve lost count of how many times you’ve stared at my chest. And every time your eyes go down, your cheeks turn red. Is that just a coincidence?” she asked.

“You’ve got me all wrong,” I said. “And I can’t help where my eyes go. If you wear dresses like that one, with your tits practically falling out, my eyes are going to wander. Besides, maybe I’m just distracted by your implants. Where I’m from, girls don’t have implants, so that’s new to me.”

“I don’t have implants, asshole,” she said. She grabbed her boobs and gave them a shake. “These are from five years of HRT. And I’m surprised you can’t tell the difference between implants and the real thing—even after grabbing me last night.”

I opened my mouth to reply, and then I stuttered. “Don’t be ridiculous. I can tell the difference. I just—you have—whatever. If you want to be mad, then be mad. It must be exhausting, being outraged all the time.”

She stared at me with a smile. “At first I thought you were some big player, but now I’m starting to think that you’re just insecure.”

I laughed and shook my head. “Insecure about what?”

“Your sexuality, mostly. Maybe some other things as well.”

I perked up. “Are you calling me gay?” I asked.

She started laughing as if I just told the funniest joke she’d ever heard. And now I felt like other people were staring at me again, giggling behind my back. A cold shiver ran from the base of my spine to the top of my skull.

“I assure you that I’m straight.”

“Are you sure?” she asked. Then she leaned over to whisper. “Because you seemed awfully excited when I showed you my dick.”

“I don’t care about whatever you have between your hams,” I said. I took a big sip from my drink. “Boy, girl, tranny—I could care less. But I only sleep with women; I know that, and I’m confident about that. I’m not insecure about anything. Sorry to burst your fun bubble.”

She was staring at me, glaring into my eyes, not looking away no matter how long I stared at the wall in front of me. “I told you to stop saying that word. It’s offensive. And even though you know that, you continue to use it.”

And honestly, I did purposely use the word to get under her skin. It only seemed fair after she accused me of being a closeted homosexual. “Whatever,” I said.

“No—not whatever. If that’s how you want to be, maybe I will give your boss a call. I don’t want to be that girl who goes around getting everyone she doesn’t like fired. But maybe you need to learn a lesson. Maybe the world doesn’t become a better place until people like you are punished.”

“Punished?” I said. “You’re starting to sound like a proper communist.”

She shook her head. “Okay, so you’re just going to double down then? Then I’m going to call Parker.” She pulled out her phone. My heart skipped a beat. I thought she was kidding, and then I remembered what Parker told me earlier, about the new HR rules. They were changing their three strike policy to a zero tolerance policy. One phone call from Kelsey and I would be unemployed.

“Wait. Don’t do that. C’mon. I’m just teasing you,” I said.

“Too bad,” she said.

“No—not too bad. Don’t call Parker. You’ll get me fired. What the hell is wrong with you? C’mon, Kelsey. Don’t get me fired.”

She started the call. She put the phone up to her ear. I thought she was bluffing, and then I heard Parker’s voice coming through her phone. “Hi Kelsey. Is everything alright?” How did she get his number? Was she actually about to ruin my life because of a little joke?

“Kelsey. Give me that phone,” I said. “Please don’t do this. I’ll do anything.”

She turned to me with a grin on her face. “Anything?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “Anything,” I said.

“Kelsey? Everything okay? Are you there? Did you pocket dial me?” Parker’s tiny voice asked.

“Sorry, Parker. I did pocket dial you. Sorry about that.”

“No problem. Hopefully everything is okay at the convention.”

“Everything is fine. Great, even,” she said with a smile. “I’ll call you tomorrow with an update.” She hung up and turned to me.

My heart was pounding ferociously. Why was she messing with me? Why was she so offended by that stupid little word? “So you’ll do anything, huh?” she said.

“Sure. Whatever.”

“Finish your drink and let’s head back to the motel.” She took her drink and impressively poured it back, finished a strong amount of alcohol in a very quick period of time: one of her few masculine qualities. I chugged back my whiskey and then I pulled another twenty out from my wallet and slapped it down on the counter. I had no idea what Kelsey had in mind but I was determined to keep my job—and I was still determined to get that promotion.


CHAPTER V

The first thing she did back at the room was close the curtains. Then she turned on the lights and I saw the big smile on her face. “Okay, so what are we doing?” I asked.

“Take off your clothes,” she said.

“Why?” I said.

“Because you’re going to do whatever I say. And if you try to tell Parker about any of this, I’ll tell him about everything. You’ll definitely lose your job, and you’ll probably never get another job again—at least not on this continent. So take off your clothes.”

I groaned and shook my head. I had to play along with her dumb game. She was so shy and timid; her punishment was probably going to be weak and lame—but I knew I would have to pretend to hate it so she wouldn’t be inclined to make it any worse. I unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it aside. “Now what?” I said.

“All your clothes. Even your socks.”

“What about my underwear.”

“Take them off. I want you naked,” she said.

My hands began to tremble. What kind of humiliation did she have in mind? I stood still for a moment, weighing my options. I had a feeling she was bluffing, but I couldn’t help but wonder what she would have said to Parker had I not promised to do anything. I had to follow through, no matter how embarrassing. So I took off my clothes. I turned my back to her and pulled down my underwear. I tried to pull on my cock a little bit to stimulate a bit of blood flow, so it wouldn’t look quite so small. I hated that she was bigger than me: that was the real humiliation here.

When I turned back around, with a hand covering my cock, I saw that she was holding a tiny black dress in one hand and a pair of fishnet stockings in the other. “Put these on,” she said, letting a shy giggle slip.

“You’re kidding me, right?” I said.

She shook her head. “No. Put them on,” she said. She handed me the outfit. I stared at it for a long moment before letting a long sigh out from my lips. “This is so ridiculous.”

I turned my back to her and slipped into the dress. Sadly, it fit quite well. I wasn’t a big guy: shorter than most men, and skinnier than most as well. I wasn’t quite as petite as Kelsey—at least I assumed as much. Though now I was beginning to wonder, seeing as I could fit into her dress. Maybe she wasn’t quite as small as she looked. Maybe she just knew how to pick the right outfit and do her hair the right way. Maybe I was just as small and feminine as her.

She giggled as I pulled the stockings up my legs. “Those look cute on you,” she said.

I forced a smile. “Thanks,” I said.

“You look like a proper trans girl now,” she said. “Sadly I don’t have a nice wig for you, but your hair is kind of feminine in a hipster sort of way.”

I had medium-length hair, short on the sides, and I kept it slicked back. Though now it was hanging to the side after a long day in a hot community hall, and after being roughed up a bit by a gang of old men.

“Now what?” I said.

“Now, I want you to drop to your knees,” she said.

I paused for a moment before following the command. I took a deep breath, getting my knees comfortable on the old carpet. I looked up at her cute body. I had to admit that she was kind of cute. She knew how to hide her masculine features, and she did happen to have many naturally feminine features. “Happy?” I said.

Then, from behind her back, she pulled out a long blue dildo. It was rubber and floppy, swaying up and down and side to side. I pulled my head back. “Careful. Where did you get that? Is that yours?”

She shrugged her shoulders. Her face was dark red. “It’s mine. Do you have a problem with it?”

I watched as it bobbed up and down. It was a big dildo. The thought of it having been up her biologically male asshole made me cringe. “Get it away from me.”

“No,” she said. “It’s clean. I clean it regularly—don’t worry about that. Now I want you to suck it.” She held it up to her pelvis and let it dangle in my face. She giggled, leaning forward so the big tip was close to my lips. I squirmed away, catching a glimpse of myself in the mirror, dolled up in her little black dress and fishnet stockings. Why did she even have the outfit with her? It was like something an escort would wear—or maybe a young girl on a hot date with some rich billionaire. It didn’t seem at all appropriate for a Morinville framing convention.

“I’m not sucking your dildo,” I said.

“You’ll suck it or I’ll call Parker.”

“Why?” I said. “What lesson am I supposed to learn from this, exactly? Will sucking your butt toy make me learn to never say the word ‘tranny’ again?”

“Because it’s what I want,” she said. “There’s no reason. I just want to watch you suck a big cock.” Then she held up her phone with her other hand. “Or I can call Parker.”

I groaned. I stared at the swaying blue cock. Then I shook my head. “Fine. Whatever.” I closed my eyes, opened my mouth, and I leaned forward. The cock went into my mouth, sliding down along my tongue. I felt incredibly stupid.

“Suck it, beautiful,” she said.

I closed my lips around it and began to suck, bobbing my head to entertain her. Luckily, it didn’t taste like an asshole. I could smell her perfume, which somehow made the whole situation feel less gay. I kept bobbing my head.

She kept giggling. “That’s a good girl,” she said. “Try to go deeper. Get it down that pretty throat of yours.”

I pushed further, gagging slightly as the tip hit the back of my throat. I shuddered, remembering that toy had been deep in her anus—probably many times. I couldn’t believe I was doing something so humiliating. Maybe I should have kept my mouth shut. Maybe I should have just been nice and let the week pass by without any controversies.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

“No,” I said, muffled.

“Speak like a lady. And I want to hear you say yes. Well? Come on now. Do you like it?”

I groaned. “Yes,” I said with a girly voice. And then I kept sucking. I could feel the fake cock’s bulbous tip and thick fake veins. It was a weird feeling.

She began to use her hips to thrust the toy in and out from my mouth. She put her phone down and then grabbed the back of my head. Her fingers slipped into my hair as she went in and out. And then she giggled again.

“You really do like it,” she said.

“Whatever,” I said.

“Look,” she said. I opened my eyes. It was a moment before I realized where she was trying to get me to look. I looked down and saw that I had an erection pressing against the thin fabric of the dress. I suddenly froze with embarrassed terror.

“That’s just—it’s because of your perfume,” I said.

“I haven’t heard that one before,” she said with a laugh.

I leaned back, away from the cock. “I’m not gay,” I said.

“No one said you were gay. You’re sucking a toy, not a man.”

“You know what I mean,” I said.

“I’m not sure I do know what you mean. And you aren’t sounding very ladylike right now. Try to soften your voice. Speak higher.”

I took a deep breath. I could feel anger building up in me. I wished I would have had another shot of whiskey before leaving that bar. “I’m done with this. You had your silly fun,” I said, standing up. I felt a cool breeze creeping up my little dress. “I’m exhausted. I’m going to bed. If you want to stay up and play your weird games alone, you go for it. As for me: I’m done.”

I stormed off to the bathroom to take that little dress off. I had no idea why I had that erection. Even once the dress was off, my cock continued to throb mercilessly, begging me to give it a quick rub. And I was tempted to quickly pump it, just to make it go away—but I fought the urge. I had a feeling Kelsey was by the door, listening, waiting for me to make my humiliation even worse. I wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction.


CHAPTER VI

I saw a man wander into the convention the next day; he didn’t look like any of the presenters, and he certainly didn’t look like a local. He was wearing a black suit, nice shoes, and a short, neatly trimmed beard. He had a pair of expensive sunglasses dangling from the top button of his dress shirt. I stared at the man for a moment before noticing Kelsey; she was looking his way, watching him closely. When she noticed me staring at her, she suddenly looked away from the man, turning back to the three old men standing at our little booth, scanning through products they had no intention of buying.

“Who’s that guy?” I asked casually.

“Which guy?” Kelsey said without looking up from the table.

“The guy you were just looking at,” I said.

“I wasn’t looking at a guy.” She looked around the room. “Which guy are you talking about?” There was a falseness in her voice. Was she lying to me? Was that man one of her co-workers from head office? Was he here to decide who was more worthy of a promotion: me or her?

I stood upright. The suited man was walking slowly with his hands in his pockets. He kept inching closer and closer to our booth, glancing over occasionally. Surely he was the man Parker warned me about. Surely he was the judge in my battle with Kelsey.

“Excuse me,” I said to the old men scanning through our products. They all looked up at me.

“Could you please put that down,” I said to the old man holding up one of our company’s signature corner clamps.

“Oh. Okay. Sure,” he said.

“It’s just very expensive,” I said. “It’s one of our most expensive products.”

The man looked down at the price tag. “It is?” The clamp was priced at thirty dollars. We had products valued around $250.

“It’s a $150 clamp. Have you ever even seen a clamp worth $150? It’s priced that high because they’re all handmade by some of the world’s best framers. Sometimes, when we sell out, we’ll see people trying to sell them on eBay for two hundred bucks. And right now, these five here are the only five on the market. The team that makes them is on a hiatus—so it would be a real disaster if you accidentally broke one.”

“The price tag says thirty dollars,” the old man said.

I paused for a moment. “What? It does?” I leaned over. “Oh no. That’s a mistake. Shit.” I looked over at Kelsey. “Have we been selling these for thirty dollars? Do you have any idea what these are worth online?”

She stared at me with narrowed eyes. She knew that I was trying to rip the old men off; she clearly didn’t like it, but she wasn’t doing anything to stop me. “I need to go make a call. I’ll be back in a minute.”

I stepped out of the venue, paced around for a couple of minutes, and then the old men were still there when I got back. I let a few profanities slip under my breath before turning to Kelsey. “They said there’s nothing we can do. If we changed the price now, it would mess with accounting and everything. I don’t see why they can’t just let us change the price. I mean—it’s more money. Isn’t that all that matters? If you ask me, they’re just being pests. They’re probably too lazy to go into the system and make the change. It’s that staff party right now, isn’t it? Ah, that’s it. Those bastards.” I turned back to the old man, who was once again holding the clamp. “Sorry, sir. What did I say? Put it down if you don’t want to buy it. That clamp is worth more than a month of Meals on Wheels.”

“Maybe I’ll buy it. Actually, I think I’ll buy a few of them. What website did you mention before? Was it iBay?”

“Yes, sir. The site is iBay.” I sighed. “And I guess I have to sell these for thirty bucks a pop. You’re really ripping me off, old man. Wipe that grin off your face. I feed my family with these commissions.”

The suited man was close when I was accepting the money from the old man. He stopped and watched for a minute. His eyes widened; he looked impressed. I bit my tongue to stop myself from smiling. “Hello, sir. How can we help you today?” I asked with a straight back, hands clasped properly at my waist.

“I’m just browsing around,” he said calmly. But I knew he was really scouting us out. Kelsey knew it too—she was perked up and nervous: cheeks red as she gently bit her bottom lip. But she was too nervous to take command. Instead, she let me do all the talking, giving me the best opportunity to prove that I was the better of the two of us.

“Do you have framing experience, or are you new to the craft?” I asked.

“I have a bit of experience,” he said, nodding his head slowly.

“Great. Great. Then let me show you some very exciting products.” Kelsey was staring at me now with a cautious look. I led the man through all of the different products, pretending to be more and more excited about each one. “We carry this line of amazing stains,” I said, pulling the stain samples to the front of the table. “These are the highest quality you will find on the market.” I kept talking his ear off, trying to sound as enthusiastic as humanly possible. It wasn’t easy, seeing as I didn’t really care in the slightest about framing products, and I had a feeling he didn’t either. He only cared about the company’s profits.

“That’s lots of great information. Thank you,” he said. Then he looked at Kelsey. “Anything else I should know?” He was asking her.

She paused for a long moment, stuttered slightly, and then she shook her head. “I think he covered everything.”

The man stared into Kelsey’s eyes for a long moment. Surely they knew each other. I could see a glimmer of disappointment on the man’s face, as if he expected more from his affirmative action hire. “Okay, well I’ll process all this info while I walk around. Thank you so much.” He sauntered off, hands back in his pockets. Over the next twenty minutes, he glanced back at us a number of times. I did my best to stay on top of my game, bringing people over, trying to look like the greatest employee the company had ever known. Once the man was gone from the convention, I sat down and let out a big sigh. I was in the middle of talking to an old woman about framing glue.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“I’m fine. You don’t actually need glue, do you?”

She stared at me for a long moment. “I don’t know. I don’t really have any picture frames.”

“Okay, then beat it.”

Her face became white. I grabbed my flask from my inner pocket and took a big swig. The alcohol was a nice treat: quickly making my tense body relax. Maybe I really did have a chance to get that management position: the position I’d spent the better part of the past five years working towards. It belonged to me—not to some little T-girl who couldn’t even muster up the courage to open her mouth to a client. It was nearly the end of the second day and she still hadn’t sold anything. And I could see on her face that she was quickly realizing that the sales world wasn’t for her. So how was she going to manage a large team of salesmen? What could she possibly say in a productivity meeting if she couldn’t even sell a set of frame clamps?

She was looking at me now, shaking her head. “You really haven’t changed at all,” she said. “Look at you: berating old ladies, drinking on the job...”

“Actually selling product,” I added. I watched as her expression dropped. Now she looked like an injured little lamb. “Look, Kelsey. I get it: you think everyone should be nice and karma will lift the company above the competitors. But guess what? That’s now how it works. You need to learn to be dominant. You need to know when someone can be manipulated and when someone just isn’t interested. That last old lady—she wasn’t interested. In fact, I’m pretty sure she was broke. Didn’t you see the way she kept looking at all of the price tags? She had no money to buy anything. Like everyone here, she’s just bored. But once you’ve been at this for a while, you’ll learn to pick out the ones who at least have some money to spend—or some space on their credit cards. I know you think you’re better than me, but look through our receipts and show me one that exists thanks to you. I’ll wait.”

“I just don’t think you have to be an asshole,” she said.

“No, but you have to be dominant. And that’s definitely something you aren’t.”

She pressed her lips thin and said nothing else. I kept looking around to make sure the man in the black suit didn’t return. “Should we clean this shit up early? I think we had a pretty good day. Want to get a drink?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. Her feelings were hurt. “Sure,” she said softly. But what was I supposed to say? Was I supposed to lie to her and tell her that she was doing an amazing job? That was obviously untrue. She knew that she hadn’t sold anything. She knew that the scout from head office came in and saw her fail completely.

So we went to that bar and got some drinks. Kelsey didn’t have much to say. It was clear that she had a lot on her mind. I couldn’t wipe the smirk off of my face. It felt too good: to know that experience and tenacity could win at the end of the day, despite the odds. The company desperately wanted to put Kelsey into that management position, and I wasn’t giving them the excuse they were looking for.

“It’s okay,” I said. “Tomorrow, we’ll work on making you more dominant.” I winked at her.

“It’s not easy for me,” she said. “I don’t like making people uncomfortable.”

“Well why don’t you practise on me? Try to use my insecurities to sell me something. Make me feel uncomfortable. Go ahead.”

She was staring into my eyes. Suddenly, her face lit up. Her lips curled into a smile. “Okay,” she said. Then she looked around before leaning in close. “I want you to suck my dick—over there, in the bathroom.” Her cheeks were dark red—almost crimson. She was biting her bottom lip hard.

I laughed and shook my head. “Your toy or the real thing?”

“The real thing. And then I want you to swallow.”

“Okay. Uh, I don’t think you get the point of the exercise. You’re supposed to sell me something. I think you’re missing the point.”

“I am selling you something. I’m selling you my load.” She winked.

“I don’t want it,” I said. “Don’t be gross.”

“I don’t care if you want it. You’ll buy it from me. In fact, you’ll pick up the bill here just so you can have my cum.”

“I really won’t,” I said. “C’mon. Try to sell me frame clamp.”

“If you don’t suck me, then I’ll call Parker again. I’ll tell him that you lied to a customer about the price of a product. I’ll tell him that you’ve been drinking on the job.”

“That’s not being dominant—that’s just blackmail,” I said.

“How is it any different from what you do?” she asked as she took a long sip from her drink.

“Well, for one, I don’t threaten to end anyone’s career.”

“No, but you ruin people’s days. You hurt their feelings. You make them feel worthless and then they feel like they have no choice but to buy what you’re selling. And now I’m doing that to you. Because guess what? You are worthless? Your entire career is currently being decided by whether or not you’ll suck my dick.” She bit her lip again, looking strangely cute, even though she was being terrifyingly menacing.

“You’re messing with me, right?” I said.

She shook her head, looking more shy than ever. “You told me to be more dominant. Now let’s go to the bathroom and I’ll be more dominant.” She held up her phone. She already had Parker’s phone number queued up. My stomach groaned.

I assumed she was bluffing. I assumed this was just a joke, to see how far she could push me. Once we were in the bathroom and I was on my knees, she would call the whole thing off. She didn’t actually have the balls to stick her cock in my mouth—did she? I looked into her eyes. I felt like I was playing a game of high-stakes poker. “Fine,” I said, calling her bluff. “Let’s go to the bathroom.”

I got up and she followed me, taking one last big sip from her drink. I got to the bathroom door first. I opened it for her and then looked back at her. She was swaying slightly as if she was drunk. Was she drunk? If she was really buzzed, would she end up following through? Was she in that sort of ‘bad decision making’ state of mind? I took a deep breath. No—surely it was all just a bluff. She entered the bathroom and I followed her in, locking the door behind us.

She looked down at the floor. “On your knees,” she said, once again biting her bottom lip with cute red cheeks.

“Fine,” I said, lowering myself down. Any second, she would call this whole thing off. I looked up at her. She wasn’t doing anything: keeping her distance while staring at me with that nervous look on her face. “Any day now.”

She took a step forward. She reached down and grabbed the bottom of her tight pencil skirt. She danced her hips from side to side as she pulled it up. She was delaying—obviously trying to make me nervous. She was hoping I would tap out first. But I wasn’t going to tap out. I knew she was bluffing. Now I could see her white panties, and I could see the long bulge of her transgender cock. I took a deep breath.

“Let’s get this over with, girly,” I said.

She took another step forward, surrounding me with the smell of her amazing perfume. My hands began to tremble. That bulge wasn’t far from my lips. I stared at it for a moment while she slipped her fingers under the waistband of her panties. My heart skipped a beat. Surely she was about to cave.

Then the panties shimmied down. I watched as her long snake was slowly revealed. I couldn’t believe how big it was: long and thick and bulging with veins. It looked like a shrunken version of Stallone’s arm.

I laughed nervously. “Okay. Wow,” I said. “I think you’re drunk, Kelsey. We should probably get you home.”

“I’m not drunk,” she said. “I’m hardly buzzed.”

She slipped her fingers under her heavy shaft. She lifted it up. “Now suck it,” she said.

Was she bluffing? Was this some sort of weird joke? “Okay. I get it. You’re being dominant. Good job. I think this is a big step in the right direction. Now put it away.”

“Suck it, asshole,” she said. “I want you to suck me off. Either that or I’ll call Parker.”

“That’s blackmail,” I said. “This is crazy.”

“Is it blackmail? It’s literally my job to tell Parker what you’re doing. It’s taking a lot of willpower to stop myself from calling him and telling him everything.”

“Okay, okay!” I said. I looked back down at the curved shaft, which was throbbing and seemingly growing. I could see her tight foreskin being pulled back over her bulbous tip. My heart stuttered down into the pit of my stomach. I shook my head. “I can’t believe I’m going to do this,” I muttered. I took a deep breath, still partly convinced she was bluffing. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. Surely now she would cave!

Then I felt something warm on the tip of my tongue. I twitched and gasped. She giggled. Then I felt it pushing in, through my lips. I was too afraid to open my eyes. I wanted to convince myself that it was just her dildo again—but even her dildo wasn’t this warm. And I could feel it throbbing. Maybe it was just her finger… No, it was way too big to be her finger. It was exactly what I feared: it was her big tranny cock.

“Oh God,” I moaned as it pushed deep into my mouth. She pushed deeper and deeper, sliding her big tip along the inside of my cheek. She giggled again. I felt her fingers press against my lips where she was grasping her semi-erect shaft.

“Now suck it, prick,” she said. “Close your lips around it and suck.”

I paused for a moment. I felt so humiliated. But I couldn’t lose my job, so I closed my lips around the warm throbber and I began to suck as if there was a popsicle in my mouth. And once again, she giggled.

I had to open my eyes, just to see if it was really happening, and it was: she had half of her monster cock in my mouth. She was staring down at me with a big grin and dark red cheeks. My heart fluttered and sputtered. I was really sucking a cock: something I never thought I would come even slightly close to doing.

She grabbed my head with both of her hands and began to guide it, pulling it forward and then pushing it back, over and over, making my tightly pressed lips massage her impressive girth. She let a little moan slip. “That feels nice. Your mouth is so warm.” Her cock was getting harder. I could feel it bloating against my lips, filling out my mouth.

Drool began to trickle out the side of my mouth. I reached up to wipe it, then she grabbed my hand before I could place it back down. She pulled it up to her cock, near her base, and then she forced my fingers to curl around it. Now I was holding her cock and sucking it. “That’s a good little slut,” she said. “Suck it.”

Maybe she wasn’t as shy as I thought she was—or maybe she really was more drunk than I suspected.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “God, it feels so good.”

I kept sucking and bobbing my head. I could feel my pride fluttering away. I couldn’t think of a more humiliating moment in my life. And to make matters worse, now I had an erection throbbing in my pants. I was hard from sucking her. But why? It’s not like I was attracted to her… or was I? It was hardly fair. She was the only young woman in that town. She was attractive simply by contrast. And that perfume had some sort of magical quality to it. It was such a sexy, haunting smell.

She grabbed my head again and began to pull it quickly into her crotch. She was full-blown face-fucking me, pressing her cock down my throat. She was rock hard now. Her cock was impossibly enormous. I gagged and nearly spat up, but I managed to keep myself together, partially thanks to the whiskey that was currently buzzing through my system.

“I’m close,” she said a minute later.

I wanted to be done. I wanted this humiliation to be over. So I pressed my lips as firmly as I could and I bobbed my head as quickly as I could. Spit was running down both of my cheeks now. Her ball sack occasionally slapped me on the chin while she thrusted in and out from my mouth. I could hear her moaning more consistently. I could feel her cock throbbing harder. She really was close! She really was about to come in my mouth!

I closed my eyes again, knowing it was about to explode. I was terrified that it would taste disgusting—but I was more terrified that I might like it. I kind of liked the feeling of her warm cock throbbing on my tongue. I kind of liked to think that I was making her so aroused. I was about to make a beautiful woman come! I looked up her body. I loved her subtle curves and her small tits. And I really loved her flashing eyes and her soft skin.

Her lips parted and a whimper slipped out. Then suddenly, she came. I gasped. Huge blasts of warm goo splattered against the back of my throat. I coughed and nearly pulled back, but she held my head in place until her cock was drained and my mouth was full of her warm load.

“Now swallow it,” she said, half out of breath. I closed my eyes and gulped the cum back. And my worst fear was starting to be realized: I kind of liked the way it tasted. I kind of liked the way it felt on my tongue. And I really liked that I was able to make it happen.

But I did my best not to smile while I wiped my lips and looked down at her still-throbbing cock. I took a deep breath, bit my lip, and stumbled up to my feet. “Now you can’t tell Parker anything. Got it?” I said as my face filled with embarrassment.

“Now you need to behave yourself for the rest of this convention. Got it?” she said.

I paused, bit my tongue, and then I nodded my head. “Okay. Fine.” Maybe it really was a big step in the right direction in terms of her being more dominant.


CHAPTER VII

Something interesting happened the next morning. We’d only been set up at the convention for an hour when a man sauntered over to our booth. I watched as he scanned through our products, then he began to step away. Suddenly, Kelsey said, “Wait.” The man stopped and turned around to face Kelsey.

“What is it?” the man said.

She paused for a moment. “Uh, don’t you want to buy anything?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I think I’m just browsing.”

“Well you should buy something,” she said. “It’s, uh, a good deal. It’s all a good deal.”

The man remained still for a moment. Was she trying to be assertive? “I’m okay. Thank you.”

I let a little snicker slip, and then Kelsey doubled down. “No. I think you should buy something. You’d regret it if you didn’t.”

“Why’s that?” the man asked.

Kelsey paused again. Then she looked to me, as if she wanted me to save her. Then she looked back at the man. She stuttered and said, “Are you interested in framing?”

“I own a craft store a town over. We sell some framing supplies,” he said.

“Then you definitely need these frame clamps. They’re world famous.”

He looked at them. “They look like normal frame clamps.”

“Well they’re not,” she said. Then she looked back at me, still hoping I would bail her out of the hole she was digging. “They’re, uh, special clamps. They make the most secure fit on the market, and they don’t cause any damage.”

The man shrugged his shoulders. “I just don’t think any of my customers would spend that kind of money on a clamp. Sorry.”

“Oh, I see,” Kelsey said. Then the man started to turn away. “I guess your customers just expect a lousy product then.”

The man stopped and was still for a minute before turning around. “Excuse me?” he said.

“I said, your customers have low expectations. There’s a booth just over there that sells cheap stuff. It breaks easily and tends to do a bit of damage, but it sounds like that’s what you’d rather sell to your customers.”

“You shouldn’t talk to a customer like that,” the man said, narrowing his eyes.

“But you’re not our customer. We sell nice stuff. You’re looking for crap,” she said. “So, uh, just go buy the crap over there.”

“I don’t sell crap,” he said, tilting his chin up.

“Right, but you don’t sell the best.”

“I’m not buying your stupid clamps,” the man said with a scowl.

“I know you’re not.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

I let another little laugh slip.

“You say you don’t sell your customers crap, but the moment I look away, you’re going to buy a bunch of crap from the cheapest booth here and you’re going to sell it to your customers. Look: I don’t care. We’re the top selling framing supply company on the continent. We don’t need your business. But I’m not going to be dishonest and say that you’re not selling your customers crap.”

“My customers can’t afford thirty dollar clamps!” the man said.

“Or can you just not afford to buy them from us?” she asked, stepping back slightly as the man stepped forward, as if she was worried he was about to throw a punch.

“I can afford them just fine.”

“Okay.”

“Okay what?”

“Okay,” Kelsey said, shrugging her shoulders. “I mean, I don’t believe you, but it is what it is.”

“I can afford them. I’m not poor.”

“Right.”

He stormed over to the table, looked around, and then said, “I only see five here. Give me a whole box.”

“A box is a lot of money, sir.”

“I can afford it!” he said. His face was turning red.

“Really, sir. It’s a lot of money. It’s about five hundred dollars.”

“Sell me the fucking box.”

She reached under the table, peeled the price tag off of the three-hundred dollar box of clamps, and then she placed it down in front of the man. “We take cash or credit.”

Once the guy was gone, Kelsey turned to me with a big grin. “How much have you sold again?” she asked with a little wink.

“So you made one big sale. Big deal,” I said.

“I bet I can easily sell more than you by the end of the day,” she said with a big smile. She was clearly on a high. She didn’t realize that she just got lucky and happened to single out the one person who owned a local craft store.

“Not including that sale?” I said.

“Why not?” she said. “You can’t just erase the biggest sale of the week from the scoreboard like that. Or are you scared?” She leaned forward and her lips curled into a bigger smile. She was cute when she smiled. Her smile showed off her perky cheek bones, and it somehow showed off her cute little nose too. I could suddenly smell her amazing perfume. Her bee-stung lips were glistening. I wanted to pull her in to kiss her. I wanted to push her down to the floor so she could put those blowjob lips to work.

“Fine,” I said. “It’s a contest.”

“The loser has to bend over,” she said. Her face was quickly turning red.

I laughed nervously. “Bend over?” I said.

She nodded her head. “That’s right.”

“Are you serious? You mean—like—penetration?”

She winked. Now there was a giant lump in my throat. But I wasn’t worried. Sure, she sold five hundred dollars worth of product already, but I could match that with just a few sales. I knew how to manipulate people easily and she was just learning. I was the one with the advantage, despite her early sale. “Okay, fine,” I said. Also, I wanted to bend her over. I wanted to spread her butt cheeks wide so I could see her puckering hole. I couldn’t wait to sink my firm tip into that tight rectum. I could wait to hear her moan while her asshole stretched wide to accommodate me.

I didn’t even think losing would be a possibility. But I was wrong.

She quickly got better at playing my style of sales. She even stole a few of my moves, convincing a number of older women that their children would essentially disown them if they didn’t invest heavily in picture framing supplies.

I was able to make a few sales. Our booth was by far the highest selling booth at that convention. We moved nearly all of our product. And for a little while, I was convinced that I was ahead. Then Kelsey sold another box of our signature clamps. I looked over and saw her noting down her daily total. That total was more than I’d ever sold in a single day, since I started with the company.

She noticed me looking at her notepad. She looked up into my eyes and grinned. I knew that I’d lost. I knew that I would be bending over for her. “Let’s get a few drinks first, to loosen you up.” She winked at me. My heart stuttered and then plunged down into my stomach. “Or do you think you can sell a few thousand dollars in the next hour?”

Many of the other sellers were beginning to pack up their booths. The contest was over. Kelsey was the winner. And now I was going to get a thick cock rammed deep into my asshole. “Let’s get a drink,” I said. I was going to need the alcohol.


CHAPTER VIII

We had our drinks. I poured at least four shots down my throat—and I say ‘at least’ because I quickly stopped paying attention to what was being put down in front of me. My mind was elsewhere. My body was rigid with fear. But there was something much, much worse than my fear of being pumped and stretched and hurt by her giant cock: I was worried that I would like it.

And if I liked it, what would that mean? I found myself looking around the bar at all of the men who were looking our way: admiring Kelsey as if she was a perfectly normal girl. Would they still be staring if they knew what she had stuffed into her panties? Did it really make a difference? If people couldn’t tell the difference, then was there really a difference? Sure, she had a cock, but it’s not like she suddenly spoke with a deep voice the moment her panties came down. It’s not like stubble suddenly grew on her face as soon as we were in private. She was still a girly girl: still petite and cute and soft and gentle.

Kelsey tapped on my shoulder. I looked back at her. “The bill’s paid. Let’s go,” she said. I looked forward and saw that my glass was empty. I’d quickly lost track of the night. Now, there was only one thing left to do: get fucked.

The smell of her perfume made my heart skip a beat. Her eyes seemed to flash at me as she smiled. Her little outfit was tight; I could see her perky nipples. I wanted to suck them. I wanted to squeeze her body and I wanted to kiss her all over—even though she was biologically male. I kept reminding myself that she was a boy, not even a full decade ago. But it didn’t seem to matter what I told myself: I wanted her.

We quickly got back to our motel. Kelsey giggled and skipped over to the bathroom. “Get undressed and get bent over,” she said. “I’ll just be a minute.”

It took at least a minute before I realized she’d already closed the curtains, locked the door, and put on some soft music. The lights even seemed to be dimmed. The mood was set, but I was too afraid to move. Somehow I managed to pull off my shirt. My skin was bumpy and cold. I took a deep breath. I wasn’t sure whether to tell myself that it wouldn’t hurt or that it would hurt. Which did I want more?

I closed my eyes. I really wanted it to feel good. I wanted her to make me moan. I wanted to feel euphoria like I never felt before—and I wanted to feel her warm goo oozing out from my body. But at the same time, I didn’t want my life to be reduced to that degeneracy. I was straight. I liked girls. I liked being normal. I didn’t want to be a weirdo. I didn’t want to go to bed every night dreaming about Kelsey and her amazing cock. Though maybe it was too late. Maybe that’s already the only thing I had on my mind. It was all I could think about all day—and it’s why I lost the contest.

I took another deep breath. “Are you almost ready?” Kelsey called out from the bathroom.

I opened my mouth to speak. Nothing came out. I coughed and took yet another deep breath. “Almost ready,” I said. I reached down and slipped off my pants. Now I was naked. I felt small and vulnerable. I walked over to the bed and bent over. My legs were trembling. Was I supposed to widen my legs or keep them close together? Should I be trying to stick a couple of fingers in my ass, to stretch it out and get it ready for her horse-sized appendage?

I heard the bathroom door open. I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to gather my sanity. Then I looked back and saw her walking into the room, clad in adorable lingerie. She was wearing a black satin one-piece, which looked a lot like what the Playboy bunnies wear. She had her hair down, cascading over her shoulders. The same fishnets she made me wear were now on her perfect legs, and she was wearing tall heels, making her body look absolutely perfect. And hanging down between her legs, having been fished out from her tight outfit, was her massive cock. She gently swayed from side to side with smiling and biting her lip. Her cock slapped both of her thighs. My body shuddered with the strangest excitement.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Too bad. You’re going to take all of it.” She walked forward and gently placed a hand on my lower back. Her hand was warm and soft. Then she used her other hand to slap me hard on the ass, making me gasp. I tensed up all over and clenched my asshole tight. She giggled. “Relax, Rich. It’s not going to hurt… much.” She gently caressed my back before moving that hand onto my ass. Her fingertips found my butt crack. She nestled them in and discovered my asshole. She gently teased using the tips of her manicured fingernails.

She stepped up close, pressing that warm snake up to my bum. She giggled again. My body shuddered and I nearly moaned. I was a puddle of mush in front of her. She had complete control of me. I carefully pushed my bum back and began to move it up and down, cradling her cock with my butt cheeks. Then I let a real moan slip before biting down on my tongue. I couldn’t let her know that I was into it. I couldn’t let her know that I badly wanted her to plug me with her giant cock.

Did I lose the contest on purpose? Did I let her outsell me at the convention? Had I been secretly dreaming about this moment for days—since the moment I saw her amazing shaft dangling between her thighs? I wanted to beg her to fuck me, but I kept my mouth shut.

She used her foot to kick my legs apart. She continued to caress me with her hands while her cock got bigger, warmer, and harder. Another embarrassing moan slipped out from my lips. “Get it over with,” I said.

She laughed. “Are you sure you don’t me to make it last?”

I didn’t know what I wanted anymore. My whole body was in a constant cycle: contracting with fear one moment, and then relaxing with excitement the next. I wanted the cock inside of me. I wanted to feel it pulsing in my body. I wanted to know what it felt like when she came. Maybe she would pull out and come on my back so I could feel it dribbling down both of my sides. Maybe she would fuck me so hard I wouldn’t be able to move for twelve hours.

Now her shaft was hard. I couldn’t help myself: I had to feel it. I reached back and slipped my fingers around it, feeling her throbbing veins and her bulbous tip. I squeezed it hard and moaned. My own cock was hard hair, smushed against that bed. I already felt like I was on the verge of coming.

“Put it in me,” I said. I couldn’t take it anymore. I wanted it so badly. I couldn’t pretend to resist any longer. “Oh God, just stuff me. Fuck my brains out.”

She giggled. “Calm down, slut. You’ll get what you want in a minute.”

She took her cock in her hand and gently pulled it up and down, teasing my hole with her tip. She giggled again, circling that tip around my tight hole. I turned my head to the side, so I could see her in the mirror. My God, was she ever beautiful! Her body was perfect, her hair was glistening, and her eyes were amazing. I loved the feeling of her touching me.

“Please. I need it now,” I said. “Please fuck me.”

She nestled in close, cozying her feet up against mine. Now her cock was pressed hard between my butt cheeks. I could feel it throbbing, making my legs weak. I moaned softly as she slowly pulled her tip to line up with my asshole.

There was a long moment of silence, then she suddenly pushed in. Her cock was slick with some sort of lubricant, or maybe it was her saliva. I could feel my hole stretching wide, but it didn’t hurt. I could feel every single millimetre of her amazing cock. I clenched, just so I could squeeze it harder, so I could feel even more of it. Then I began to push my bum back, so it would enter into me faster. “Oh God,” I groaned.

I truly was losing my grip on my sanity. I was completely obsessed with her now. I wanted her to fuck me—but I wanted more than that. I couldn’t wait to sleep next to her again. I couldn’t wait to spend the next three days with her. Was that just my mounting horniness? Or was I falling for her? Was I really falling for a transgender girl?

What difference did it make? No one could tell the difference—and even if they could, did it really matter? Even if people had a problem with it, did it make a difference, as long as I was okay with her? The thought of feeling that cock inside of me every night was appealing. The thought of being close to her, cuddled up in bed, was amazing. I wanted that, more than I’d ever wanted it with any girl before. So maybe I did have a thing for trannies—or I should say, for trans girls… At least one trans girl in particular.

I looked back at her. She was gently caressing my ass, slowly pushing the final two inches of her cock deep into my body. “I like you,” I said.

She smiled. “I like you too,” she said. “But you need to be less of an asshole.”

I nodded my head. “Maybe you’re right,” I said. And then she suddenly pushed that last inch into me and I gasped. Euphoria suddenly started to tingle through my whole body. I smiled and then my body suddenly went limp. I pressed my face down on the mattress and she began to pump me, giving me exactly what I wanted. She pumped hard and fast, holding my hips firmly with both hands. Her little grunts were cute as she used the entire length of her horse cock to fuck my tiny asshole.

I gripped the bed sheets firmly with both of my hands. I groaned loudly before staring to scream her name. My legs were trembling. “Don’t stop!” I said. It felt so good: exactly what I wanted and exactly what I was worried about. But I didn’t care now. The pleasure was too amazing to care. And I was starting to think that I wanted to have her, despite the fact she was trans, and despite the fact she was my competition.

Technically, we weren’t really competitors. Maybe that competitive instinct was just my self-preservation kicking in. At the end of the day, we worked for the same company. If the company succeeded, then we would ultimately succeed. Why was I so determined to ruin her? Why did I hate her so much when she was on my team?

“Harder,” I said. She pumped harder, slapping her pelvis against my butt. She dug her nails into my skin. I yelled loud. The neighbours were probably starting to become concerned. It didn’t help that the headboard was slamming against the wall between our rooms. “Fuck me harder!” I begged.

She rammed harder and harder, until my whole body was convulsing. Cum began to soak into the bedsheets around my crotch. I was coming, ejaculating a massive load. And she wasn’t far behind. I could feel her amazing shaft bloating up. I could feel it hardening as she pumped harder and faster. I could hear her groaning, trying to hold back the coming orgasm. I didn’t want the amazing fucking to end, but I desperately wanted to feel her cum inside of my body. So I clenched hard, making my hole tighter for her. Then she dug her nails deep into my skin and pushed into my body hard.

I yelled. The feeling was amazing: blast after blast of hot cum, deep inside of my body. I could feel her shaft twitching as it unloaded. I could feel her goo building up against her tip, waiting for her to pull out so it could all flow out like water through a broken dam.

She slumped forward, pressing her beautiful body on top of me. She giggled into my ear. “Maybe we should have contests like this more often,” she said.

“I’m okay with that,” I said between deep breaths. I was strangely exhausted, still tingling in my state of euphoria. She suddenly pulled out and let the cum flow out from my hole, oozing down my bare legs. It was a peculiar feeling, but a nice one.

She fell down on the bed next to me and turned her head so she could look into my eyes.

“I know that you’re from head office,” I said.

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “I know that you know,” she said. “You made it pretty obvious.”

“I did?” I said.

She nodded her head.

“I was sure that you were just being pushed into a management job because you’re a trans girl. I know that you know that—but I don’t think that anymore.”

“You don’t?” she said.

I shook my head. “You aren’t a bad salesperson,” I said. “You have a lot to learn, but you’re pretty gifted. I think management would be a pretty good fit for you.”

“I would be a good fit for you, too, if you could learn to stop being such an asshole. Though it sounds like you’re on the right track.”

I shrugged my shoulders as her cum reached my feet. “It’s probably a better job for you,” I said.

“Why’s that?” she said.

“You sold more today than I’ve ever sold in a single day. And you’re practically still a teenager.”

She smiled. Then she leaned forward and gave me a kiss on the lips. That kiss was almost better than the ass-fucking I’d just received. Almost...

“And you’re pretty,” I said.

She laughed. “Well, the job is yours,” she said. “I was never up for it.”

“What do you mean?” I said, narrowing my eyes. “They even sent that guy to test us yesterday—your friend from head office.”

She shook her head. “I had no idea who that guy was. He asked me on a date when I went to use the bathroom. I turned him down.” She laughed. “I lied and said that you were my boyfriend.”

“He wasn’t a spy?” I said. “But Parker told me they were going to send someone.”

“That someone is me,” she said. “They sent me to spy on you, to see if you deserved the job. They probably just told Parker that I was your competition because they knew Parker would end up spilling the beans—and it sounds like he would have.”

“Shit,” I said.

“The job’s yours, Rich,” she said with a smile. “As long as you work on being a bit more tolerant.” She jumped up to her feet and fixed her lingerie. Her cute bum jiggled for a moment before settling. “But luckily, I have just the thing to keep you in check.” She winked as she reached down and grabbed her massive cock, stuffing it back into her little outfit.

I bit my lip. “So you told that guy that I was your boyfriend, huh?” I said.

She smiled. “A white lie,” she said.

“Maybe it doesn’t need to be a lie.”

She stared into my eyes for a moment before letting one of her cute giggles slip out. “Let’s take it a day at a time. We still have two days left with this convention. We wouldn’t want to rush into anything.”

“C’mon. What’s so bad about rushing? You’re worth rushing for.”

“I don’t know. I guess you’ll need to sell me on it. Try being a bit more dominant.” She winked. I bit my lip. Then I stood up, grabbed her, and I playfully threw her down on the bed. She laughed. I pounced on top of her, then I rolled her over.

I grabbed her little lingerie one piece and pulled it aside, exposing her perfect butthole. “Hey now,” she said. “You didn’t win that contest.”

“I sold three cases of stain while you were in the bathroom,” I said. “I didn’t tell you.”

She gasped. “You’re bad.”

“Now hold still. This won’t hurt… much.” I lined my erection up with her tight asshole. I couldn’t believe how perfectly perky her bum was. I gave her a firm spanking before spitting on my cock and pressing it into her body. She gasped. “Try to say no to this,” I said.

She moaned as I began to fuck her.

THE END


FASHION CLASS

Pierce screwed up. He thought he had the necessary credits for college, but he was wrong: he was one class short. Now, it’s a week into summer and his college application has suddenly been declined. But he’s been given a chance: take a single summer class and the university will hold his spot.

All the summer classes are full, except for one: a female fashion class. Pierce is desperate, so he signs up. But showing up and getting a bunch of Ds won’t be enough to make it through the class. The class has a dress code: each week is a themed after a different decade, which means Pierce will be wearing a lot of dresses and skirts. And that’s not all: he’ll also be required to model for the other students.


CHAPTER I

It was a warm summer morning, the first day of the summer break. The birds were singing, the sun was shining, kids were laughing as they ran down the street with a soccer ball, and I was just starting to wake up. I took a big breath of fresh summer air into my lungs and then I stretched out my arms. I had no plans for the next ten weeks: no job, no school, no errands, no responsibilities. I had my summer all mapped out: snoozing, video games, movies, a bit of hockey when I felt up to it, and free reign of the house while my parents and sister toured Europe for my sister’s string of international volleyball tournaments.

It was the first day of the best two months of my life—or so I thought. I rolled over and grabbed my phone, just to see the time. And that’s when I saw that I had five missed calls: one from the high school where I’d just graduated the week before, one from the university I was due to start at in ten weeks, and three from my parents. There was also one text message, from my dad: “Pierce, pick up the damned phone right now.”

What did I do? Was I in trouble for something? It wasn’t unusual for my dad to overreact, but what about the calls from my high school and college? And my dad was cheap, so why was he making long-distance calls from Europe? I sat up, stretched my arms out again as I yawned, and then I dialled my dad back.

“You have some serious explaining to do,” he said after picking up the phone, before it even rang one time.

“I do?” I said, rubbing the sleep from my eyes, even though it was already past noon.

“What do you mean, ‘I do’?” he said. The volume of his voice was already starting to rise.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

And that’s when he told me. In an instant, my perfect summer was ruined. My ten week fantasy staycation was over in an instant. “You have to be kidding me...” I said. And then my dad started to yell, as if it was my fault.

But it wasn’t my fault. It was the university’s fault for not catching my mistake. Math wasn’t my strong suit. Why did nobody catch my little calculation error?

When I submitted my college application, I wrote that I had the required 100 high school credits—and I really thought I had them. But apparently there was a mistake. Apparently I accidentally added five in there somewhere—maybe counting senior-grade gym twice, seeing as it felt like I was stuck in that class for twice as long as I was—so I really only had 95 credits. And apparently, you can’t get into college with just 95 credits. “So what the hell am I supposed to do?” I asked my dad.

“You need to enrol in summer school before it’s too late!” he said.

My stomach groaned and turned. I suddenly felt light-headed, hoping I was just having a terrible nightmare. It literally was a recurring nightmare of mine: having to go back and redo school. Even though it was just one class, it still felt like I was being forced to redo everything.

I had to hang up on my dad because he wouldn’t stop yelling and I already felt like my time was running out. I had friends taking summer classes—and they’d been going to class for days already. I wasn’t even sure I would be able to find a summer school that would take me. And then what about my college? Would they still take me in? Would they save my spot for me, or would I be forced to wait a year—to fall behind a year? I didn’t want to fall behind. I didn’t want to be the oldest guy in my classes. I didn’t want people thinking that I was held back. I wanted to go to college. I wanted to move into a dorm and experience that amazing college lifestyle that everyone talks about.

So I quickly looked up nearby summer schools and started making calls. “We’re booked full,” I was told by three different institutions. “It’s a busy year this year for summer classes. Lots of students are upgrading.”

“Please—you have to just squeeze me in. I’ll even do an online course.” But nowhere was offering online courses that were shorter than ten weeks. But I couldn’t accept defeat.

My dad had already sent me a follow up text message: “If you aren’t in summer school, you’re getting a job. I’ve already messaged Uncle Rob. He’s going to set you up.” My Uncle Rob worked at the dump, sorting recyclables from the trash. My stomach groaned again. I couldn’t even be around Uncle Rob because he smelled so bad—how would I spend a whole summer in a hot landfill?

My hands were beginning to tremble. I needed to find something—anything.

“Granville College, how can I help you?” said the next woman to pick up the phone.

“I need five high school credits. Can you help me?” I asked. “I already have biology and physics—and I’m not doing chemistry. I already failed chemistry and I know I’ll just fail again. Please tell me you have something. Even something stupid, like drama.”

The woman giggled before saying, “We have a few classes starting this afternoon, actually.”

“What are they? Put me in one of them.”

“You’ll have to come down to register. I can’t register you over the phone.”

“I’ll be there in fifteen minutes. Just wait. I’ll be right there!” So I quickly got dressed, hopped on my bike, and raced down to Granville college, which was nearly fifteen miles away. At least I now had hope. Though I hadn’t quite come to terms with the sadness dwelling inside of me: knowing that my carefree summer had officially been ruined. I’d been looking forward to that summer for nearly a year. I had a group of friends planning to start a League of Legends guild. We were going to hit the game hard. I was going to take my computer over to Kristopher’s house and we were going to pull all-nighters. We were going to watch movies and eat junk food and smoke pot and go to parties, and we were going to throw a few parties. Maybe I could still make it work. Maybe I could take this one condensed course while also enjoying my summer...

I didn’t even bother locking my bike at the college. I just needed to get the registration over with, so I could tell my dad to tell Uncle Rob that I wasn’t going to be spending the summer sorting through trash. I ran up to the front desk. “Can I help you?” the woman asked. I recognized her voice. She was younger than I was expecting, probably just out of high school herself. She was blonde and a bit chubby, with a round face and plump bee-stung lips. Her eyelashes were obviously fake: nearly an inch long, curled up and clumped together, making her look a bit like SpongeBob.

“It’s me,” I said. “We just talked on the phone. Put me in a class—whatever’s the easiest one you’ve got. I have all the requirements for my university. I just need the credits.”

“Well, we have computer programming, fashion, art, photography, math—”

“—No math,” I said. “My shitty math skills got me into this mess.”

She nodded her head slowly. “Okay. So no math then.”

“Put me in photography. That sounds easy. Can I do most of the course from home? Do I need a camera? I don’t have one, but the camera on my phone is pretty good.”

She giggled, gently biting her bottom lip. Did she think that I was cute? I suddenly became overly self-conscious, perking up and making sure my chest was full of air, so it looked bigger than it really was. “I can sign you up for photography. There’s one spot left. I can’t promise you’ll get in. They have to process the application, which takes a day or two, and it’s possible that one spot’s already been taken and the name just hasn’t come up in the system yet.”

“Just the one spot, huh?” I said. “Well how’s about this: sign me up for all the courses, and then I’ll just drop all of them but one once I get accepted. Can you do that?” I said.

She looked at her computer screen and then back at me. She shrugged her shoulders. “As long as you don’t mind paying the admission fee for each course,” she said, staring into my eyes. She had blue eyes: big and glistening, as if they belonged on an anime character. Her nose was cute too: round and bulbous at the tip, but sloped like a ski jump.

“What’s the fee?” I said.

“Fifty dollars,” she said.

“So if you put me in five courses, I have to pay two-fifty?” I said. It was about all I had in my bank account. “Maybe just put me in three then. Photography, art... and what were the other options?”

“Math, computer programming, and fashion,” she said.

“Hm,” I said, thinking about the options. I knew that computer programming would be a bitch. I was terrible at math and programming was essentially just math combined with a foreign language. Math was off the table as far as I was concerned, so that only left fashion.

“Fashion had five open spots,” she said with a giggle. “I can almost guarantee that you’ll get into that one if the others a full.”

I laughed. “Fashion,” I said, shaking my head. “Oh well, it’s just a last resort back up. It’s not like I’ll actually end up in a fashion class. Put me down for that one.”

“Okay,” she said. She handed me the paperwork for the three classes. I filled everything out and then I handed it back to her.

“I’ll go scan these forms and send them in,” she said. “You’ll miss the first couple of classes, but you should be able to catch up easily.”

She stood up with my forms. Then I said, “Wait.” I looked around. There was nobody around. All of the classes were in session, behind closed doors, and the lobby was completely desolate. “I like your dress.”

She smiled. Her cheeks turned red. She was wearing a cute yellow dress: the perfect summer outfit, cutting off around the middle of her thighs. “This old thing?” she said, lifting up her skirt.

“I’d love to see what’s underneath,” I said with a little wink.

She gasped and then she giggled. “You’re bad,” she said.

“Am I?” I said, looking down at her smooth body again. Now that the paperwork was filled out and I was as good as guaranteed a spot in a summer course, I was suddenly comfortable. The anxiety had fluttered away and now I could breathe. And now that I was relaxed, I couldn’t help but flirt with the full-figured blonde at the college lobby desk. “Why don’t you come get a drink with me?”

She giggled and looked around. “Well aren’t you forward? I’m working, silly.”

“There’s no one around. We can be back before anyone notices you gone.”

“I can’t just leave,” she said, blushing even more. “Besides, you don’t even know me.”

“I know all I need to know: you’re adorable.” I leaned over the counter and smiled. “C’mon. Let’s grab a drink.”

“I’m sorry...” she said, looking down at my paperwork. “Pierce. But I just can’t leave. But if you get into one of these classes, maybe I’ll see you around.”

“What’s your name?”

“My name?” she said.

I nodded my head. “Yeah. Your name.”

“It’s Cara.”

“I like that name.”

“You’re too sweet.”

I winked.

“But I think I’m a bit old for you,” she said.

“You’re eighteen, I’m eighteen.”

“I’m twenty-nine,” she said with a big smile. “But that’s awfully nice of you. We just don’t have time to sneak off, I’m afraid. The next class will be out in fifteen minutes.”

“Well what can we do in fifteen minutes?” I said.

She stared into my eyes for a long moment as her cheeks reddened and her lips curled into a big smile. She let a small giggle slip and then she looked around. “Okay,” she said. “Come with me.” She led me down a narrow hallway to a small room with a coffee maker, a foldable table, and two plastic chairs. She closed and locked the door before turning back to me. “I don’t normally do this—in fact, I’ve never done this. But if you promise to be fast—and to pull out—you can fuck me.”

My heart stuttered. “Really?” I said.

“You’re running out of time,” she said, turning to the table and bending over. I looked down at her perfect legs. She was wearing a cute pair of scuffed black boots. I stepped forward and put my hands on her hips. I wasn’t used to girls being so easy. In high school, most of the girls were virgins—and the ones that weren’t were terrified of being known as sluts, so breaking through usually took days and sometimes weeks (or one good party with plenty of booze). But Cara was more open. She didn’t mind me caressing her long legs. She didn’t mind me pulling up the skirt of her yellow summery dress to expose her firm tush and matching yellow panties. I ran my fingers over the bulge of her pussy. I rubbed in small, careful circles until a dot of moisture began to form between her plump lips.

“Hurry up, Pierce,” she said. “I’m giving you five minutes. Take that cock out.”

So I unzipped my fly and fished out my cock, which was already erect and throbbing. I pulled her panties down to her knees and then I pressed my cock between her warm butt cheeks. She giggled, trying to look back. “It feels big. Are you big?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “Am I?” I stepped to the side to show her my raging erection. Her eyes lit up, answering my question for me. I could even see a dab of saliva on the corner of her mouth, as if she desperately wanted to drop onto her knees to suck it. I stepped back behind her. I grabbed her ass cheeks and I spread them as wide as I could, opening up her butthole and making her damp pussy lips spread wide. A shudder ran through me.

Maybe my perfect summer wasn’t over. Maybe it was just getting started. Maybe my summer was going to be even better than I originally though. Maybe my class would be filled with girls like Cara: horny sluts who couldn’t be satisfied. Hell, maybe I was even better off in that fashion class, surrounded by girls, with no competition unless you count the gay boys.

I pressed my tip up between her juicy lips. She groaned. Her cunt was warm. I pulled up and down, rubbing my tip around her pussy. I watched as her back curved, her shoulder blades lifting into the air like a stretching cat. I gently rubbed her bum, and then I began to push into her body.

She wasn’t my first fuck, but she was certainly my most experienced. There was no awkward ‘ouch!’ stage with Cara—not like with the high school girls before her. There was no ‘that hurts!’ or ‘don’t go so deep!’ Cara could take it. She liked it. She instantly started to moan as her pussy clenched the length of my shaft. She was tight and juicy. It wasn’t long before she started to push her bum back into my lap. And it wasn’t long before I was gripping her by the hips and pumping her with as much force as I could muster. My pelvis slapped loudly against her tush. I loved the way her chubby bum jiggled with each penetration; I loved how it was turning red. And I really loved the way she was moaning with her high-pitched voice.

She reached and grabbed both of her tits with both of her hands. She squeezed and then began to fondle her own nipples, contributing to her amazing euphoria. “Hurry up,” she managed to say. “Come already.”

“I’m working on it,” I said between grunts. But I didn’t want the fucking to end. I loved watching her bit of chub ripple when I struck her ass with my pelvis. I loved the way her legs trembled as she pushed herself up onto her toes. And I especially loved the warm fluid that was gushing out from her cunt, trickling down her thighs, inching towards her cute feet.

I held her tighter and pulled her closer. I started fucking her as quickly as I could, ramming her like a bunny on speed. I could feel the cumshot coming. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Her pussy clenched my cock hard: an amazing feeling. The sensation was so brilliant that I didn’t want to pull out, so I didn’t. I ended up coming inside of her velvety hole. She gasped. I sunk my fingers into the pudge on her hips. My legs shook and nearly buckled, and then I remembered that I was supposed to pull out.

It was too late, but I pulled out anyway. My cum gushed out of her and splattered on the floor. “You idiot,” she said. “I’m not on birth control! And I’m pretty sure I’m ovulating.”

“Why aren’t you on birth control?” I asked.

She narrowed her eyes. “Because despite what you think, I’m not a slut. I can’t believe you came in me!” She reached her hand down and gently pressed two fingers into her snatch. She tried to scoop out the cum, as if it would make a difference.

“Well go get some Plan B, or whatever it’s called,” I said.

“You should probably go,” she said. “I need to clean this up. Ew—it’s everywhere. Why did you make so much cum?”

“I’m sorry,” I said. I could feel my face turning dark red. I suddenly wasn’t feeling so confident. I was more embarrassed than anything—so I backed out of the room and I took off. Once I was outside, I took out my phone and sent my dad a text message: “I’m in summer school now. I’ll call the college and make sure they hold my spot. Tell Uncle Rob not to worry about me.”

“Fine,” my dad replied simply. I could tell that he was still mad, but at least I wouldn’t have to spend my summer pulling used condoms off of empty beer cans.


CHAPTER II

The next two days were great: tons of sleeping, tons of video games, tons of junk food—but no calls from the college. It wasn’t until three days after my registration that I began to worry. Why weren’t they calling? Why wasn’t my application being processed? Did I write down the wrong phone number? “I’ll give it one more day,” I said to myself while playing a game of League of Legends. And then one more day went by and I still wasn’t in school. “One more day,” I said again. And soon enough, an entire week had gone by and I still hadn’t heard anything.

So I called the school (after three quick League of Legends games). “I’m just following up on my class registration,” I said to the man who picked up the phone.

“What’s your name?” he said.

I gave him the necessary information and then he put me on hold. It was five minutes later when he came back and said, “We don’t have an application from you.”

“Sure you do. I was there the other day. I left the paperwork with, uh… What was her name? It’s was something with a C...”

“Cara?” he asked.

“Yeah! Cara. I left it with Cara,” he said.

“Cara doesn’t work here anymore,” he said. “So I can’t reach out to her and ask her about it. Maybe you can come and register again, for the fall intake.”

“No,” I said. “It needs to be the summer. I can’t do the fall,” I said. My heart was suddenly pounding. What happened? Why wasn’t my application processed? Did Cara throw it out because I came inside of her pussy? “I’m coming down. We’re going to sort this out. I need to get into a class. I’ll be right there.” I didn’t even bother changing out from my pyjama pants before taking off for Granville College.

I was there within twelve minutes, huffing and puffing as I walked up to the man sitting behind the counter. “Look. I don’t want to have to sue or anything. I just want to get my five credits. There’s been some sort of mistake. That Cara girl must have misplaced my forms. But you can fix that, right? Just get me into a class. So what if I have to sit in the back corner? I’ll even stand if I have to. Just squeeze me in.”

He stared at me for a long moment. “We can’t just squeeze you into a class—that’s not how our system works. You’ll have to fill out an application for a class that has space, and right now, there’s only one.”

“Okay, put me in. I’ll start today.”

“It’s fashion class,” the man said, looking down at my pyjama bottoms.

I hesitated for a moment while my heart plunged into my stomach. Fashion class? I groaned. That was my nightmare. “Okay, whatever,” I said.

“It’s kind of a female only class,” he said.

“What? How can that be true? Isn’t that discrimination? I want to speak to your manager. Go get him—or her.”

“Well, it’s not that it’s only for women, it’s just… it’s a female fashion class. It’s class to learn about female fashion styles.” He looked down at his computer screen. “The curriculum includes making and wearing outfits. For your final, you have to make a dress, and appear as a model for three other students. I mean—I can put you in it, if you want. It’s all we have.”

I felt the colour drain from my face. I needed those five credits. It was either play dress up like a sissy or sort garbage at the dump—possibly for a whole year, until I had another chance to apply for college. I opened my mouth to reply but words were slow to come out. I stuttered. “Put me in it. I need the credits.”

He stared at me with narrowed eyes. “I’m not sure if you heard me correctly. You’ll have to make a dress as well as appear as a model for three other students… wearing a dress.”

“Whatever. I’ll figure it out. Just put me in it,” I said, looking away from his eyes. I couldn’t look into his eyes—I was too embarrassed. I didn’t want to put on a dress. I didn’t want to stand there while girls squeezed me into a dress. I knew they would all laugh at me, unless they assumed I was a flaming homosexual. It was probably going to be the most humiliating nine weeks of my life, but I needed credits, and I desperately didn’t want to face my father at the end of the summer if I ended up with a full year of nothing to do. I’d heard enough disgusting stories about my Uncle Rob’s place of work.

“Okay, well then fill out this form and I can run it straight up to the admission desk. You can probably start this afternoon.”

“Okay,” I said softly. My voice was suddenly weak and broken, as if I’d spent the week screaming at the top of my lungs.

I watched him as he took my paper upstairs. Then I stood there silently and awkwardly. Minutes later, the front door of the small college opened and a group of young women came in. They were cute: ten girls in total, some blonde, some brunette, a couple with black hair, and one redhead. They were slim for the most part, and all looking very chic in their own way.

I looked down and noticed they were all carrying binders. I saw the spine of one of the binders: ‘FASHION’. The girls were my new classmates. These were the girls who would soon be laughing their asses off at me, talking about me behind my back. Thankfully I didn’t recognize any of them, which gave me hope that none of my friends would find out that I was enrolled in a fashion class. But still, I couldn’t help but think about the landfill. Maybe I was better off working at the dump. My Uncle Rob smelled like shit, but he made good money. And in one year, maybe I could make some decent money. Maybe I could make enough to pay for college, and maybe I could even rent a house so I wouldn’t have to share a small dorm room.

One of the girls looked over at me with a cute smile. I wanted to smile back, but instead I looked away. Maybe she thought that I was cute, but she wouldn’t be thinking I was cute once she realized I was joining her class. None of those girls would have any respect for me once it came time to put on a dress.

The man came back down the stairs. He was holding a binder and a textbook; he placed both on the counter and slid them towards me. “So these are yours. Your class starts in five minutes, it’s just upstairs. They’re rushing your application through, but it shouldn’t be an issue.”

“Thanks,” I managed to say, pushing that single work awkwardly past the lump in my throat.

He stared at me for a long moment. “So...” he said. “Good luck.”

I nodded my head and then I looked towards the stairs. Those girls were at the top of the steps now. They were pretty. If they were ugly, it wouldn’t have been so bad. I didn’t care what ugly girls thought of me. But pretty girls? I didn’t want them laughing at me. I didn’t want to feel that horrible humiliation. But what other choice did I have? It was either nine weeks of fashion class or a year of sorting trash.


CHAPTER III

I walked slowly into the class. The girls were all chatting merrily, unaware of my existence. I stayed near the wall and inched towards the back of the classroom. Nobody turned to look at me. And a part of me wondered if I could remain invisible for nine weeks. Maybe nobody would notice me. Maybe I could quietly pass the tests and make my stupid dress without anyone noticing me. And as for wearing the other dresses—maybe I could just be sick on that day. Maybe I could fail that assignment and still slip through the class with a passing grade. I didn’t need good marks, after all—I just needed to pass. I just needed the credits.

I took a seat in the back corner and sunk low behind my desk. I watched the girls as they showed each other pictures in their binders. They all seemed happy. They all seemed excited for class. I envied their elation; it was exactly how I thought I would be feeling through the summer, before I found out I didn’t actually have enough credits for college.

The teacher stepped into the room: a woman in her forties with some grey scraggly hairs. She was pretty in a mature way, with graceful lines on her face but otherwise tight skin. She had her hair tied into a loose bun and she was wearing a slimming black dress with a line of big buttons down the middle. She smiled at her girls. “Today we’re going to start sewing. Who’s excited?” she said.

A few of the girls cheered, the rest giggled.

“But first we’ll take a look at your look books. I’m excited to see what you girls came up with.”

One of the girls flipped her binder open. “I came up with the cutest summer line, only using pictures from a 70s Sears catalogue.”

“That was my idea, by the way,” said the girl sitting next to her. The girls giggled and the teacher didn’t seem to mind that no one was putting their hand up. The class was easygoing and casual. Everyone was happy and comfortable—until the teacher looked up and noticed me. Her eyes narrowed and her smile suddenly faded from her face.

“Can I help you?” she asked. Then all of the girls looked back at me, making me sink further into my seat. My heart fluttered and I forced a smile.

“Hi,” I said softly. My heart was suddenly racing. I could feel cold beads of sweat forming on the back of my neck.

“Sorry. Who are you?” she asked.

“I’m, uh, Pierce. I’m new to the class,” I said.

“Are you sure you have the right room?”

I nodded my head slowly. “Yes. I’m sure,” I said. I bit hard on my tongue and closed my eyes in an attempt to wake myself up from my nightmare. But when I opened my eyes, they were still there, still staring at me. I forced another smile. “It was the only class with an opening.”

She didn’t look impressed. “Are you under the impression that this is some sort of easy passing grade?” she asked.

I shook my head. “No, ma’am. I just need five credits before the end of the summer.”

“And you understand this is a woman’s fashion class, right?”

“That’s what they told me, yes.”

The girls giggled, giving me that first taste of horrible humiliation.

“I’m not changing the curriculum for you,” she said. “The course stays the same: you’ll have to pass all three tests, create a dress for your final project, submit each weekly assignment, and model for three of your classmates’ final projects. I don’t do grades in this class—it’s either pass or fail, and if you fail any of the aforementioned, you fail the class. Understand?”

My stomach groaned. I bit hard on my tongue. “I understand, ma’am,” I said. The girls all giggled again. The teacher seemed harsh, even though she didn’t seem to mind the girls giggling and whispering to one another. Maybe she just had a thing against men. Maybe she thought I was there to mock her class. And honestly, it was tempting to mock the class. At least if I mocked the class, I could distance myself from the embarrassment. But I was even too embarrassed to make a joke. Instead, I found myself sinking into my seat.

“Because you’re behind, you need to fill out a look book with at least forty pictures by tomorrow. Your look book is an imaginary fashion line that you’d like to propose to the class. Try to come up with some sort of theme. You can get your pictures from anywhere. Later in the class, you’ll be doing your own designing.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said softly. The girls all giggled again. They clearly didn’t think very highly of me—and I didn’t blame them. I was the only man in a female fashion class. I was submitting to the authority of a middle-aged female fashion teacher. I must have looked like the world’s biggest loser.

Luckily, I wasn’t called on again during the class. I was left alone in the back of the room, trying my best to follow along with the sewing machine instruction. We all had our own little sewing machine, which we were allowed to take home. My head was too filled with stress and anxiety to focus on the sewing instruction though. I couldn’t stop thinking ahead: in a few weeks, I would be wearing dresses for the girls in my class. And would they be taking pictures? Would the pictures end up on some class website? Would my picture end up in some girl’s resume, being shown around town to various employers? God, why did I sign up for this humiliation? Why was I submitting myself to this torture?

“Excuse me,” the teacher said. I shook my head and looked up.

“Huh?” I said.

“You’re just staring at your desk while I’m explaining how to properly mount a spindle. I assure you this will be on the first test next week.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m just trying to keep up.”

“If you fail the first test, there won’t be a second test. One fail, and you’re out.”

“I understand,” I said.

The rest of the class crept by. When the bell rang, I jumped to my feet like the other girls. But the teacher wasn’t finished with me. She pointed her long, manicured finger at me, and said, “You. Stay here.” So I waited while the girls filtered out. Was I in trouble? I’d been in trouble with teachers many times before, but always for a reason. Now, there was no reason. I was silent through the whole class, and I listened to most of it. I didn’t interrupt and I wasn’t late. But still, the teacher was looking at me as if I was responsible for vandalizing the staff bathroom. “What is it?” I asked.

“Is this class some sort of joke to you? Were you put up to this by your friends?”

“No, ma’am,” I said. “I just really need the credits and this was the only class available.”

“Well I don’t like that. The girls who take this class actually want to learn these skills. I don’t want some bum in here who just ‘needs the credits’. You won’t last long here like that: believe me.”

I nodded my head.

She took a deep breath. “The class is ten weeks—nine for you because you missed last week.  Each week is themed differently. Last week was the 1920s,” she said. “This week is the 30s. You’re expected to come in dressed for the period. And remember that this is a female fashion class. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

I stared into her eyes while my nerves went cold. “Are you saying I need to dress up like a girl for class?”

“Yes. On Mondays, some of the girls come here from gym class, so that’s why nobody was dressed up. But I expect you to be dressed up tomorrow and every following day. Next week we’ll be into the 40s.”

“Wait. You want me to come to school dressed like a girl?” I asked.

“That’s correct,” she said. “This course has three parts: fashion history, fashion design, and fashion modelling. You don’t pass without all three. On Fridays, we learn about the next decade, so you know what to wear. Your weekend homework will always be the same: track down your outfits for Tuesdays through Fridays.”

“Can’t you make an exception for me, because I’m a guy? I’ll track down some suits or whatever. I’ll be quiet during class. You won’t even notice me here.”

“I make no exceptions,” she said. “And if you want to catch up, that means finishing that look book by tomorrow and finding your outfits for the week. I understand that it’s a lot, but if I make an exception for you then I have to make an exception for everyone who wants one—and believe me, that would be a lot of exceptions. I’ve been doing this for nearly twenty years. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“Now go,” she said. I took my binder and my textbook and I left the class. As I stepped into the hallway, I quickly realized my summer was truly over. This wasn’t going to be an easy class. It wasn’t just going to be a matter of skimming by for an easy grade. I was already overwhelmed with homework—in case the humiliation wasn’t bad enough.

I looked down the hall and saw a few of the girls from my class. They were looking at me and giggling. I looked away quickly. It had been a long time since anyone bullied me; the last person was Willie Fredericks, who used to beat me up for my lunch money when I was seven. Somehow, this was worse. Their giggled seemed to penetrate my soul, making me feel weak. Or maybe it was just knowing that they would soon be seeing me dressed like a girl. I had the sudden urge to run away and never look back.

But sadly, I really needed those credits.


CHAPTER IV

I got a dress that looked like something from the 1930s. It wasn’t easy to find; I had to go to eight different consignment stores before I found it, and of course it was one of the most expensive things in the store. I kept the receipt, planning on returning it after class on Friday. The look I got from the store clerk was painful when I brought the dress to the counter. She stared at the dress for a moment before looking up at me with narrowed eyes. She didn’t say anything as she scanned the tag and pushed the terminal towards me—she didn’t have to say anything. Those eyes said it all.

With a red face, I left that store and took the dress home. I made sure all of the doors were locked and the curtains were closed (the same thing I did whenever I went to masturbate to pornography). I laid out the dress on my bed as my stomach groaned. I hadn’t tried it on yet and I had no idea if it was even going to fit. I probably should have tried it on in the shop—not that it would have made a difference, seeing as it was the only 1930s dress I could find, so the size was hardly relevant.

The dress was pink, with big white buttons from the top of the chest all the way down between the knees. It had short sleeves, like a t-shirt, and it was tapered at the waist. It actually didn’t look much different from what was currently in style with girls: the muted pink, the floral pattern, the slim fit. The big difference between that dress and a current fashion was the way it covered the top of the chest, unlike current styles, which left a bit of cleavage space open. I knew this because, after class, I flipped to the section on the 1930s in my course textbook, and I made a note of the ‘defining characteristics of a 1930s dress.

Now, I was getting undressed. I stripped down to nothing—not even my boxer shorts—and then I grabbed the dress. It wasn’t until that moment that I noticed the perfume lingering on the dress: the perfume of the previous owner. It was a surprisingly strong smell; I’m not sure how I didn’t notice it before. I scrunched the dress up and then I pulled it over my head, letting it fall down around my body. The fabric was soft and flowing, but it wasn’t quite tight enough. It was a size too big, making me look somewhat like a box—and it was nearly touching my toes, even though it was supposed to cut off before the ankle.

I walked over to the mirror and looked at myself. I looked silly; the girls were definitely going to be making fun of me. But at least I met the class requirement. At least I would survive a few more days thanks to the dress. I only had to survive nine weeks—forty-four days.

The dress was particularly baggy at the chest, where my tits were supposed to be. I stared at the baggy fabric for a moment before getting an idea: I could borrow one of my sister’s old bras. I could stuff the cups with socks and then the dress wouldn’t look quite so silly. I knew that the class teacher wouldn’t hound me too hard if it looked like I was putting in a bit of effort.

I took a few steps towards my sister’s bedroom, and then I nearly tripped on the dress. It was too long; it was almost impossible to walk in without holding up the skirt with every step, and it danced around me too much—it was supposed to be fitted around my waist.

Luckily, I now knew how to use a sewing machine, and I knew that there was an old sewing machine in the basement of our house. So I fetched it and hooked it up in my kitchen (still with the doors locked and the curtains closed, just in case anyone decided to pay me a visit). I powered the old thing on, loaded up the thread, and then I took off my dress. Naked, I stood in the kitchen and sewed the back of the dress, pinching a vertical line from the top to the bottom. My line wasn’t perfectly straight, but now the dress actually hugged my waist. I took the dress off again and then I measured ten inches at the bottom of the skirt before snipping with a pair of kitchen scissors (which wasn’t easy), and sewing a new seam. It wasn’t the cleanest work, but the dress now fit surprisingly well.

I spun around in the little dress, feeling a strange sense of pride in what I’d accomplished. The dress actually didn’t look so bad! Though would they let me return it, now that I’d cut ten inches of the dress off? Would they notice? It was a consignment store—it’s not like they had an identical dress as reference…

I ended up getting a little bit carried away. Now that I knew I could manipulate the outfit, I figured it would be a good idea to thin out the sleeves a little bit, so they weren’t so baggy. Then—now that I was getting more comfortable with the sewing machine—I decided to go back and bring the skirt up even higher; it was a perfect opportunity to fix my wobbly seam.

I looked in my class textbook at the pictures of 1930s dresses and notices that many of them had pockets sewn on. I suddenly had the idea to use the extra fabric I’d cut off to make a pocket. If I could impress the teacher out of the gate, I had a feeling she would go easier on me over the next couple of months. They say that first impressions are everything. So I carefully cut out a pocket shape, and then I began sewing, moving slowly as I altered that little used piece of clothing.

It was around 11:00 PM when I was finally finished with the dress. I put it on and walked over to the mirror. I caught myself smiling—not because I liked wearing a dress, but because I’d successfully accomplished something that people pay a lot of money for. My mom was always going to the tailor to have dresses modified. Maybe now I could just do the modifying for her. I did a little spin in slow motion, trying to decide if there was anything else I could do to the dress to make it better. I looked at my textbook again and noticed that the girls in the pictures were wearing sea-foam green high heels. I knew that my mom had a pair of sea-foam green heels in the back of her closet (where she always hid ‘Santa’s’ Christmas presents before Christmas). I fetched those old shoes now and slipped them onto my feet. The fit was surprisingly fine, thanks to my small feet. It took a few minutes to figure how to walk in the shoes.

I found myself standing in front of the mirror, holding out my hand to block my view of my face. Without my face in the picture, I actually looked like a chick. I even caught myself giggling at one point when I was striking poses and pretending to be a model. I quickly stopped laughing when I remembered that I would actually have to model for my fellow classmates. When they were pointing cameras at me, it wasn’t going to be nearly as funny.

So I slipped out from the dress and I took off my sister’s bra and I kicked the sea-foam green heels off of my feet. I put the outfit in a small pile, yawned, reached for the ceiling, and turned towards my bedroom. And that’s when I remembered I had to submit a look book for class. My heart stuttered and then I nearly collapsed from the thought of pulling an all-nighter printing out pictures of clothes.

My summer was supposed to be spent pulling all-nighters with friends, playing video games, smoking bowls, eating junk, and watching movies. Now, I was in my kitchen with my laptop and a stack of old clothing catalogues that I pulled in from the garage. I was printing and snipping and glueing into the early hours of the morning, putting together my imaginary ‘fitness fashion’ line. I thought about simply printing off the first forty Google images that came up, but I knew I couldn’t risk failing the class. I had to pass. I had to get those credits.


CHAPTER V

The humiliation of walking into class wearing a dress was bad enough. The girls giggling in their little group was horrible. The students from the other classes were maybe worse: stopping to stare at me as I made my way from the bathroom where I got changed to the fashion classroom just down the hall. Some laughed, some just stared in horror as if I was having some sort of violent mental breakdown.

The exhaustion from getting less than an hour of sleep was bad too.

But the worst feeling that morning came at the end of that tediously long class, when the teacher told me to stay behind. “What’s wrong?” I said. “I modified the dress myself—I’m not lying.” I had a feeling she didn’t believe me—maybe she thought my mom did the sewing for me while I sat on my ass and played video games.

“You were supposed to read all of the missed chapters from your textbook,” she said.

I hadn’t read the chapters, but there was no way she could know that. “I did read them,” I lied.

“Did you?” she said with wide eyes. “Then you would know that—especially when it comes to period styles—that a hair and makeup style is vital to an outfit.”

I stared at her for a long moment, trying to figure out if she was joking. “I don’t have long hair and I don’t have makeup,” I said. “I did the homework. I don’t understand.” She was still looking at me the way she looked at me the day before: like I was a virus that had slipped into her classroom. She still hated me; it didn’t seem to matter how much work I put into my homework. “I didn’t sleep last night. I’ve been working on this look book and this dress all night. You hardly even flipped through the look book.”

“The look book was mediocre at best. It’s basically a collection of ‘hot’ women in exercise gear. You didn’t approach this at all like someone trying to sell fashion to women. You approached it like a man who likes pictures of ‘sexy’ girls.” She kept staring into my eyes. I wanted to defend myself, even though she was probably correct. “I expect more than this from you. You don’t get a pass because you’re a man. If the quality of your work doesn’t improve, you won’t be moving forward in this class. You should consider yourself lucky that you’re getting a break.”

“But how can I approach anything like a woman? I’m not a woman. I don’t know how you think,” I said.

“That’s what research is for—and that’s why I told you to read all of the chapters that you missed when you started late. There’s vital information in those chapters.” I couldn’t even remember her telling me to read the chapters. Did she tell me? Was I forgetting? My mind was scattered; I could hardly gather my thoughts. The only thing on my mind now was my bed—and the fact that I was being yelled at while wearing a dress, a pair of high heels, and a bra.

I thought about fighting—maybe even threatening a lawsuit of some sort—but I was too tired and too embarrassed. I knew my words wouldn’t come out the way I wanted them to. So all I could do was say, “I’ll do better.”

“Good,” she said, taking a step away from me. “And don’t think you can just wear that dress every day this week. You need to show a comprehensive understanding of the era, and one dress isn’t going to cut it.”

I nodded my head, feeling horribly defeated. Now I had more homework: I had to track down another outfit. I had to find some makeup and figure out how to create a 1930s makeup style. I had find a wig and learn how to style it. And I had to read five long chapters from a tedious textbook. I was truly regretting my little mathematical error now; I should have looked closer at my college application before submitting it. I should have applied for summer school before the good courses filled up.

I changed in the bathroom, then I sat in the college lobby for two hours, reading the chapters I missed. There actually was some solid advice in those chapters. One chapter even talked about what women look for in a dress: how different colours and shapes affect different body types, and which body parts women are most self-conscious of.

Finding a dress wasn’t quite as hard this time. I knew that I could make small modifications to a modern dress to make it look more like it came from the 1930s. So I found a fine white dress at the first store I went into. It already had frilly sleeves, so it already looked a little bit like something from the 30s. And it had a high neck, which was a bonus. I cut some material off of the skirt of the dress to fashion a sort of collar, and then I brought in the waist to give it more of that classic 1930 hourglass look. The dress didn’t need much more modifying than that, so I was able to move onto my next task: tracking down a wig. It was only 5:00 PM and stores were still open. I had no money in my bank account, so I had to steal a few bills from our emergency cash box, which sat in the cupboard above the refrigerator. I went to a local wig shop and was shocked by how expensive the wigs were. I thought about buying a cheap costume wig, but I knew that a higher quality wig would get me further with my teacher—and it would be easier to style day after day as we moved through the different decades. So I used every dollar I stole from the emergency fund to buy a long blonde wig, made from real human hair.

The next three hours were spent learning to use my sister’s hair curler. I used Google to find 1930s reference photos. The girls in the 30s went super curly, so I did my best to imitate their big curls.

The girls in the 30s also went dark with the eye makeup: lots of eyeliner, tons of mascara, and thin eyebrows. Sadly, I had thick eyebrows. And now, I found myself standing in front of the mirror, wondering how long it would take for my eyebrows to grow back if I shaved them into thin girly lines. I groaned as I picked up the razor. I needed those credits. I needed to impress my teacher.

So I shaved. I moved carefully, and stopped whenever my hands started shaking. I felt so stupid. What if I just ended up failing after a week? Would I be stuck with these stupid narrow eyebrows?

I didn’t stop with my eyebrows; I decided to shave my armpits and my legs while I had the razor out. It wasn’t something I wanted to do, but I needed those damned credits.

It was midnight when I finally went to my sister’s bedroom to find makeup supplies. I had a long night ahead of me: trying to figure out what all of the different tubes and sticks and pens and gels and creams did. I ended up falling asleep in my outfit and makeup, slumped over the kitchen table in a pool of my own drool.

I woke up an hour before class. I sprung to my feet in a panic, worried I was going to end up being late. I hardly had time to brush my teeth before taking off. I certainly didn’t have enough time to get undressed and get to school with enough time to hide in the bathroom while I got dressed again and did my makeup. I was going to have to head to school in my dress and wig. So with my wig and dress on, I biked to school. I tried not to look over at the turning heads in the cars next to me. I couldn’t help but notice pedestrians looking my way as my dress fluttered in the warm summer air. God, it was so embarrassing. I was terrified someone was going to recognize me. I was horrified that someone would snap a photo and send it to one of my family members. I just had to focus on my target of getting to school before class started. I knew my teacher wouldn’t tolerate me being late after two consecutive days of letting her down.

I parked my bike out front with ten minutes to spare. Then I stumbled slightly in my sea-foam green heels as I made my way into the college. The lobby was bustling with students getting ready to go to class. A few of them looked over at me; I tried my best not to make eye contact while I waited for them all to burst into laughter.

But no one laughed. One girl smiled at me and then a guy dressed in gym clothes nodded and winked at me. “Hey cutie,” he said. But he had no friends around to laugh with. Was he screwing with me? Was it just a little jab for his own pleasure? Or did he actually think that I was a girl? I put my head down and I quickly zipped over to the stairs. It seemed like everyone was staring at me, giggling silently behind my back. I looked back once I reached the top of the stairs—but no one was looking, except for the one guy who complimented me. Now, I was fairly certain he was checking me out. Maybe he had vision problems.

I walked by the photography classroom and then someone said, “Hey!” I stopped but I was afraid to turn around. Once again, I was terrified I was about to become the butt of a joke. I turned slowly to face the man standing in the doorway. He had a camera in his hands. Was he about to snap a photo of me to share online? I was suddenly frozen. “Please tell me you’re our model today,” he said.

I shook my head.

“Oh. Are you one of the fashion girls?” he asked as he pushed his scruffy brown hair away from his eyes.

I nodded my head.

“Dang. Well you’d make a really great model. Though I think our classes come together later in the summer.”

“Okay,” I said softly. And once again, I couldn’t figure out if he was secretly making fun of me. Was he going to start laughing as soon as I turned away from him? Did he actually think that I would make a good model? Now I really wanted to look in a mirror. I wanted to see what other people were seeing. I didn’t have the time that morning to look in the mirror for more than five seconds: just enough time to make sure nothing was smudged. But did I actually look convincing? Did I look like a real girl?

“Maybe I can photograph you later,” the man called out as I made my way towards class. “For my portfolio. Hello?” I pretended like I couldn’t hear him as I scurried into the empty fashion class. I took my seat at the back of the room and then I tried to let my heart rate settle down.

The teacher showed up before the other students. She sat at her desk before looking up at me. She stared for a long time. I bit down on my tongue, waiting to see if she approved of the work I put into my appearance—or if she would even recognize me. It was a long thirty seconds before she said, “Is that you, Pierce?”

I nodded my head.

Then she cracked a small smile. “That’s a lovely dress you have on,” she said.

“I did the collar addition and the pocket myself. I also took in the waist to make it more 30s,” I said.

“Good,” she said, and then she looked down at her desk so she could sort some paperwork. It was a small step in the right direction, but it was enough to make me beam with a strange sense of pride. Maybe I wasn’t going to fail the class after all. Maybe there was a little bit of hope for me. But it wasn’t going to be easy; I still needed to track down my outfit for my last 1930s class, and that probably meant doing some more modifying on top of whatever other homework was assigned. But at least I now had hope. At least I was no longer looking down the barrel of a long year spent sorting through trash at a landfill.

The other girls looked curiously at me as they came in, taking a while before realizing I was their male classmate. A few of them didn’t even put it together on their own—their friends had to tell them. And for the first time, my female classmates talked to me. “Did you really do that collar by yourself? It looks so good!” said a cute blonde.

I nodded my head. A part of me was tempted to speak like a girl, with a female tone and female inflections. That urge never went away, even though I knew it wasn’t part of any assignment.

“You’ll have to show me how you get your stitches so clean like that. I just can’t seem to figure it out,” said one of the brunettes.

Then one of the girls pulled out a chair next to her. “Why don’t you sit closer? It must be so lonely at the back of the room.”

They were strangely embracing me. I was slow to accept their embrace. Though I have to admit that it was nice having the teacher look at me the same way she looked at the other girls. It was almost as if she’d forgotten that I wasn’t actually a real girl. Maybe the wig and makeup was enough to confuse her brain, and to diffuse her apparent male hatred. Or maybe she was just happy to have stripped me of my masculinity.


CHAPTER VI

I was walking out from the college, still dolled up, when a familiar voice behind me said, “Hey you! Girl in the dress! Wait!”

I had a feeling he was calling out to me, but I didn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop. I didn’t want to spend any more time dolled up than I absolutely had to. Plus I had things to do: I had to track down a new dress and make the necessary changes. I also had to figure out how I was going to make enough money to pay for the rest of the outfits I was going to need for the course.

“Wait!” he called out again. Now I could hear his footsteps behind me as he jogged to catch up to me. So I reluctantly stopped, knowing that a confrontation was inevitable. I turned around to face him. He was still holding his camera in one hand, using his other hand to push his scruffy hair off of his face.

“What is it?” I said in my best girly voice, which I’d been using unintentionally all morning, but now I was using it intentionally, not wanting him to realize I was actually a boy.

“I really want to shoot you,” he said.

My eyes went wide.

“No—not like that. With my camera,” he said, holding his camera up. “I want to take pictures of you for my portfolio. We’re supposed to find different models every week, and you would be perfect. I would definitely get an A.”

“I’m not a model,” I said softly. I was about to turn away and then he leapt forward.

“Wait. Sure you are. Look at you. Modelling is easy. All you have to do is be beautiful. I’ll tell you how and where to stand, and then I’ll take your picture.”

“I’m sorry, but I have homework to do,” I said.

“What about tomorrow, or maybe on the weekend. C’mon, it’ll be fun. You can wear one of your own outfits and then I’ll give you the photos for your own portfolio. You’re taking fashion, right? Don’t you need pictures for your fashion portfolio? Did you make the dress you’re currently wearing?”

“Um,” I said. “Sort of. I modified it.”

“Well you can wear that, or just one that you made—whatever. We’ll do a photoshoot, and then we both get what we want. C’mon. It’ll be fun.”

I remained paused for a moment. It really did seem like his photoshoot could benefit me. My teacher would have been thrilled to find out that I modelled one of my dresses. I would have the photos to prove it. Surely that would be worth some extra credit, right?

“Okay. Give me your phone number and I’ll set everything up. All you have to do is show up looking pretty.” He handed me his phone, so I put my phone number down and then I turned away with a pounding heart. I’d never done anything like modelling before, and I really didn’t love the idea of photos existing of me dressed like a girl—but I really wanted to impress my teacher, and I wanted to impress my fellow classmates.

I used the last of my money to buy a new dress (which needed lots of modifications). Then I tried to return one of my old dresses, but the store wouldn’t take it. “We don’t take modified clothes,” they told me. “But you’re welcome to put it in the donation bin.” The donation bin didn’t help me. I needed money. “You could always try selling them on Facebook Marketplace.”

“What’s that?” I said.

“You don’t know Facebook Marketplace?” she said. “It’s practically putting us out of business.” When I got home, I looked into it, and I was blown away to see girls selling used dresses for big money. I saw one dress go for nearly three hundred dollars. I ended up spending the next three hours scrolling through outfits—not thinking of buying anything, but suddenly inspired to sell. Before I got around to modifying my new dress, I snapped a few pictures of myself in the mirror wearing the dress I wore to school that day, and then I put it up for sale for fifty bucks.

I had someone at my door within the hour: a young woman with thick hipster glasses. She held up the dress and nodded her head slowly. “It’s gorgeous,” she said. “It’s so hard to find dresses like this with the collar and the short skirt. Where did you buy it?”

“I bought it used. I did the collar myself,” I said. And then I remembered that I was no longer dolled up. I felt my cheeks turning red as she stared at me. But she wasn’t laughing. She seemed impressed.

She bought it for the fifty dollar asking price. Then, before she left, she said, “Do you have a boyfriend? Because I have a gay friend who’s recently single.”

My heart fluttered down into my stomach. “I’m not gay,” I said.

“Oh. I’m sorry,” she said. “Well… You make nice dresses.”

“Thanks,” I said awkwardly. Then she left.

Once she was gone, I put another dress up. And while I was sewing my newest purchase, another girl showed up at my door with cash in hand. In just a couple of hours, I’d earned a hundred bucks. So I put my final used dress up on Facebook Marketplace, this time for one-hundred bucks, and sure enough I sold it before the end of the night. “Do you have more?” she asked from my doorway, looking past me at the table where I had my sewing station set up.

“No, sorry,” I said.

“What about that one?”

“It’s not done,” I said.

“Is it almost done?”

“I need it for school,” I said.

“Oh,” she said, looking strangely disappointed.

“I mean—maybe give me a call next week. I’ll have more stuff then,” I said.

“Really?” she said, perking up slightly. I couldn’t believe the look on her face: genuine excitement for something that I’d made. “I saw your other posts earlier, but I was stuck at work. I would have bought them all for my store.”

“You have a store?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “It’s a small shop, across town.” She was staring into my eyes. Did she really like my dresses?

“Okay, well, give me a call next week. I’ll have more stuff—I’m sure of it.”

“Great,” she said. I gave her my phone number and then she took off.

I spent the rest of that night watching tutorials on YouTube: sewing tutorials, cutting tutorials, design tutorials, and so on. It was 5:00 AM when I finally dozed off, once again at the kitchen table, only to wake up an hour before class. But this time I still had to get dolled up.

I worked quickly. Thankfully my wig was still curled, so the only real hurdle was my makeup. But I was getting better. I knew which tools I needed and I knew how to use them. I was even already starting to develop the muscle memory to do my eyeliner quickly and efficiently.

I didn’t bike to school. Instead, I summoned an Uber and paid using my little stack of cash. I fixed my mascara during the quick drive, and then I was somehow still the first one to show up for class. I took a deep breath, relaxing into my chair. And then I realized that I didn’t hesitate once between my house and that classroom. I never stopped to worry that anyone was staring at my funny. I was never worried anyone was going to laugh at me. Even when I climbed into the Uber, I didn’t think for a second that the driver knew I was really a man.

I cracked a small smile. My hope of passing summer school just got a bit brighter. My teacher stepped into the room and smiled at me. I smiled back. I felt strangely comfortable. After just four days, I was settling into that fashion class. And now it wasn’t just a class—it was turning into a potentially profitable business venture.

I took my notes through class. When we got to the sewing exercise, I ended up being the one to go from girl to girl, helping them with their sewing curves (which I’d learned online just the night before). The teacher was impressed with me. The girls were impressed with me. And I was impressed with myself.

After class, I made a trip to one of the bigger consignment stores in town, along with a couple of the girls from my class. I tracked down four dresses for the upcoming 1940s week, and then I ended up buying a small stack of dresses that I figured I could modify and sell for a profit. The girls finished their shopping and came up to me. “We’re going to grab a coffee across the street. Why don’t you meet us there when you’re done?” they asked.

“Sure,” I said. But I was strangely obsessed with going through those clothing racks, taking piles of clothes to the changing room and trying everything on to see if it had potential. I always knew a good outfit once I had it on my body. I knew I had a winner when the dress or skirt or blouse made my heart swell. I always knew I had something that would make a great piece when it felt sexy on my body. I ended up spending all of my money at that consignment shop. I had three giant plastic bags, stuffed with dresses and skirts and tops.

The girls had already left the coffee shop once I was finished. I looked at the time and saw that I’d been in the store for over three hours. The sun was now starting to go down.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. It was one of my friends. “Big party tonight. Should I pick you up?” he asked.

I stared at the message for a minute before replying. “I have a ton of homework I need to do,” I said. But really, I was just buzzing with excitement over my clothing haul. I couldn’t wait to get started. I couldn’t wait to turn those somewhat-sexy outfits into drop-dead-gorgeous outfits.

Sadly, it took me an hour to walk home because I didn’t save enough money to get an Uber, and I didn’t even have my bike with me. So by the time I walked through the door, the sun was down. But it didn’t matter. I didn’t need to get any sleep for anything; it was the weekend, so I had all the time in the world to work on my outfits.


CHAPTER VII

It was 11:00 AM on Sunday when my phone rang. The sudden noise made me jump, hopping away from the sewing machine I’d been operating almost non-stop since Friday evening. It was hard to stop. There was something strangely addicting about making cute dresses. Every time I finished a dress, my heart would swell and I would bask for a few minutes in a satisfaction I’d never felt before. I was convinced that it was just because I knew that the dresses were going to make me money—and they would get me an easy pass in my fashion class. We only had to make a single dress for our final project, and I’d already made a handful in my spare time, not even a week into the summer.

I picked up the phone. It was an unknown number. “Hello?” I said.

“Hey,” said a male voice. “This is Eddie.”

“Eddie?” I said. I didn’t know an Eddie.

“I’m, uh, looking for a girl. I never got her name, but she gave me her number. Maybe she gave me the wrong number. She’s taking a fashion class at Granville College. You wouldn’t happen to know her, would you?”

It was a moment before I realized he was the scruffy-haired photographer who desperately wanted to shoot me for his school project. “Oh, uh, okay, hold on,” I said. My heart was suddenly pounding. I should have just told him that he had the wrong number. But then what would I say to him when I ran into him again at school? Would I lie and say that I accidentally gave him the wrong number? Or would I be forced to avoid him our of fear of having an awkward encounter?

I put the phone down, cleared my throat, and then I put the phone back to my ear. “Hello?” I said in my best girly voice.

“Hey. It’s Eddie, the photographer from school,” he said. “Was that your dad?”

I hesitated for a moment. “My brother,” I said, and then I bit my tongue. Why was I lying? Why was I entertaining this conversation?

“Oh, cool,” he said. “What’s your name, by the way? I don’t think you ever told me?”

I thought for a long moment. “It’s Petra,” I said. I don’t know where the name came from, but it seemed to suit me.

“Petra. Cool name. So are you free this afternoon? My dad works at The Cassiopeia Hotel, by the beach. All of the cabanas are closed today for cleaning. He told me we could do our shoot there.” I knew the hotel; it was a ritzy place with its own private beach and a hotel bar that was popular with rich people.

“Um, I don’t know if I can do it today,” I said. The thought of standing in front of a camera was horrifying. And I hated the idea of being away from my new little sewing hobby. I wanted to get all of my dresses finished so that I could sell them and make a bit of money.

“C’mon. Don’t you need pictures for your portfolio?” he asked.

Maybe I did—we hadn’t gotten there in our course yet. But regardless, I wasn’t a model. And I didn’t want him realizing that I was actually a man halfway through a shoot; that would just be humiliating for both of us. “I don’t know, Eddie,” I said. “I have a lot of homework.”

“You can wear whatever you want. Please?” he said. And then I looked down at my outfits, which had all been modified to fit my body perfectly. Then I thought about the Facebook Marketplace. The dresses that were selling for the highest prices all had professional photos: actual models photographed by expensive cameras. Eddie owned an expensive camera and he seemed convinced that I would make a fine model. So maybe this was my opportunity to get some free product photos.

“Okay, maybe just a quick shoot,” I said.

“Great!” he said with a big smile in his voice. “Meet me in the hotel lobby, and then we’ll go out to the cabanas. This is going to be a great shoot. The lighting is perfect and there’s just a hint of wind to really make those white cabanas dance.” I wasn’t entirely sure what he meant, but it didn’t matter. I saw it as an opportunity to make some money.

So I powered down the sewing machine, I packed up my five finished dresses, and then I went to get ready. It had been a couple of days now since I’d gotten myself properly dolled up. And in those couple of days, I’d come across so many different styles that I wanted to try out while trying to research dress making. More than anything, I wanted to see how a smoky eye look would suit me, so I pulled up a YouTube tutorial and I followed it carefully, going thick with the eyeliner and then heavy with the eyeshadow. I spent nearly two hours in front of that mirror. I would have spent even longer, but Eddie called again. “Are you almost here?” he asked. Time had slipped away from me.

“Shit,” I muttered. “I’ll be there soon.” I didn’t live too far away, but I still wasn’t dressed. I snatched my bag of dresses, put on a pair of slim black heels that would match just about anything I put on my body, and then I quickly styled my wig into loose curls. Once again, I was in such a rush that I forgot to feel terrified and humiliated as I left my house. It wasn’t until I was parking my bike next to the hotel that I remembered I was in public, dressed like a girl, with my bum practically out for everyone to see (I was wearing my shortest dress, so that it wouldn’t get tied up in the bike gears).

As I stood in front of the hotel doors, I took a deep breath. I still wasn’t entirely sure what I was getting myself into—or why. My original plan was to slip through the summer without being noticed: slouched in my chair at the back of the class, interacting with nobody on my way to and from school. Yet there I was, dolled up on a Sunday, about to participate in a completely voluntary photoshoot. And the worst part of it all: I was smirking with excitement. I could feel heads turning to look at me, and for once I didn’t mind. I didn’t feel like they were judging me or laughing at me. I knew that they were admiring me: the women wanted to be me and the men wanted to have me. It wasn’t a feeling I was familiar with; as a man, I was mostly invisible. But now, as a lady, I was like a shining star in a dark sky. I was glistening in every gaze that looked my way.

And I was starting to realize that my fashion class was truly taking a toll on my sanity.


CHAPTER VIII

Eddie’s face lit up when he saw me. I watched as his gaze moved slowly down, scanning my body, locking onto my bare legs for a little bit too long, making my squirm slightly, feeling uncomfortable. I forced a smile and his eyes shot back up. His pupils were dilated.

“I love the dress,” he said. “What’s in the bag?”

I held up the bag. “A few more dresses. I was hoping we could shoot all of them.” I was speaking quietly, still not terribly confident in my girly voice. I knew my voice wasn’t perfect. Sometimes when I spoke, I could tell that people could hear something off. It seemed like only a matter of time before someone realized that I wasn’t really a girl, and it would surely be my voice that would give me away.

“We can shoot as many outfits as you want,” he said. “I’m just excited to get you into my portfolio.” His face was glowing—he wasn’t lying; he really was excited. And that excitement only boosted my ego. In just a few days, I’d gone from being completely humiliated and vulnerable to being more confident than I’d ever been in my life.

I gently bit my bottom lip and smiled. “Let’s get started.”

We went out to the cabanas. I felt a wave of relief when I looked around and saw that the whole place was desolate, save for one Mexican woman who was slowly working her way from cabana to cabana, cleaning each one on her own time; she didn’t seem to care about us.

I took a gentle seat on the edge of one of the cabana beds. I took a deep breath. Then Eddie lifted up his camera and snapped a photo. I suddenly froze. I knew that we were alone, but I also knew that his camera lens represented the thousands of people who would eventually be looking at his photos—so in a way, we weren’t alone at all.

I reached down and pulled on the short skirt on my little dress. I was wearing my favourite: in my opinion the cutest dress that I’d made yet. It was a tight backless black dress, with a gold metallic band around the waist. Clipped to the band was the skirt (an invention of my own), and the skirt could be removed, turning the dress into a bathing suit (the dress was actually made from a bathing suit and a skirt).

“What should I do?” I asked as he snapped another photo. I was just sitting upright: stiff and buzzing with cold terror.

“Just be natural,” he said. “You can look at the lens or you can look around. Try to relax your shoulders a bit. Maybe cross your legs. Smile a bit—but not too much.” He snapped some more photos. I tried my best to follow his orders. I crossed my legs, using my hands to hold my skirt down so that he would see up my skirt. Though my cock was properly tucked between my legs, so even if he did see up my skirt, there was nothing to see, unless he could tell the difference between a pussy bulge and the bulge of my squashed down cock.

“Why don’t you try laying down?” he said. So I climbed carefully onto the cabana bed and I placed myself down on my stomach. Once again, I reached back and pulled my skirt down, worried my bum was out. And I couldn’t help but noticed that he was trying to get pictures of my bum. At one point I even caught him turning his zoom wheel while pointing his lens right at my ass.

I pulled my skirt down again. “I thought you wanted fashion shots,” I said with red cheeks.

He laughed awkwardly. “Sorry,” he said. “You just have a really great butt.” Now his face was red too. “Don’t worry. The pictures are tasteful—very artistic. You’ll like them. Why don’t you roll onto your back?”

I rolled onto my back and looked down his camera lens while he snapped some more shots. I smiled gently and put my arms up. I pulled one knee up into the air while stretching my other leg out, pointing my toes the way models do. He snapped a flurry of photos, obviously happy with my pose. I watched his lips curl into a smile. So I tried mimicking another pose that I’d seen many times while researching fashion, turning onto my side and striking a sort of Venus pose. Again, he happily snapped a number of photos.

“Are you getting good stuff?” I asked.

“Oh yeah,” he said with a big, toothy smile.

“You know, this skirt comes off,” I said. I reached down and carefully unsnapped the skirt from the bathing suit. I slowly pulled it aside and watched as Eddie’s face lit up and reddened.

“Wow,” he said. He snapped more photos. I had to look down to make sure everything was still in place, particularly when I was facing him. But to start, I decided to roll away from him, so he could get some shots of my backside: my ass and my bare back. I heard his camera snapping away. I nearly giggled with the strangest sense of satisfaction.

Then when I rolled back over, I noticed something: Eddie’s pants were tight. I could see a throbbing bulge in his tight white pants. He was trying to hide it by crossing his legs slightly—and I’m sure no woman would have ever noticed, but I was no woman. I knew what it was like to get an awkward erection. I knew how men tried to hide their unwanted boners. And right now, I was giving Eddie a raging erection.

I almost giggled. Now I wanted to have some fun, to see just how excited I could get him. I sat up and perked my chest out, crossing my legs again. I gently cupped my breasts with my hands and pretended to squeeze. I made an orgasmic face while he snapped more shots. Then I stood up and walked closer to his camera. I smiled into his lens before doing a little twirl. I gave him a shot of my backside again, this time as I held up my butt cheeks with both of my hands.

Eddie was now trembling. His erection was big and he couldn’t hide it. In an attempt to save himself from humiliation, he suddenly turned around and zipped over to a nearby table. “I just need to change a few settings,” he said.

I put my hand to my lips and giggled. I watched as he awkwardly rocked from side to side in his chair. He quickly reached his hand down the front of his pants to correct his pesky boner. Then, with his shirt now untucked to hide his waistband (where his cock was hiding), he stood up and said, “Okay, all good. Let’s keep shooting.”

I got back on the bed and continued posing. He got closer and closer to the bed, until he was nearly pressed against the edge. That’s when I got a naughty little idea, to see if I couldn’t drive him a little bit more crazy, just for my own personal enjoyment. I crawled towards him and then I turned around, showing him my bum while I was on all fours. Then I slipped my legs off of the bed, planting my feet right in front of his. I gently pressed my bum back into his lap so he could photography my smooth back, which was curled like a stretching cat.

And that’s when I felt his throbbing shaft. I’d never felt another man’s erect cock before. I couldn’t believe how hard and big it was. He really wanted me! He paused, suddenly no longer shooting. I froze, wondering if I’d gone too far and made him uncomfortable. Or what if he was suddenly realizing I wasn’t actually a girl? I was too afraid to look back—too scared to see why he was no longer photographing me. I bit down hard on my tongue, and then suddenly, I felt both of his hands land on my hips.

“You’ve got a killer body,” he said with a trembling voice. I finally managed to look back. His camera was hanging from his neck and now he was only focussed on me. He gently caressed my hips before sliding his palms onto my butt cheeks. Had I given him the wrong impression? Did I make him think that I was into him? And why wasn’t I moving away, or telling him to stop?

I took a deep breath. He moved his hands up my back and then back down. This time he grabbed my ass firmly with both of his hands—almost painfully. But in a weird way, it felt kind of nice. It was nice to know that he was hardly able to control himself with me. I was so convincing and so hot that he just had to touch me. “I thought we were taking photos,” I said softly.

He didn’t answer, as if he couldn’t hear me. He was so distracted by my body. It didn’t help that I was practically grinding my ass against his cock before he stopped taking photos. Maybe I went too far. Maybe this was all my own fault.

I looked back at him. His face was dark red and his eyes were glowing. He bit his lip and looked into my eyes. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“I like you,” he said with a big smile.

“You’re horny.”

“Maybe a little bit,” he said.

“A lot a bit,” I said with a small giggle. “You should get that out of your system before you meet with models. I don’t think your photography instructor would be too happy with your professionalism right now.”

“Maybe you can help me get it out of my system,” he said with a wink, completely ignoring the rest of what I said. He was seriously horny.

“We still have all those other outfits to shoot,” I said.

“I’m having focus issues,” he said with a chuckle.

“I can see that,” I said. His hands were still fondling my ass. And then I got a terrible idea in my head: an idea I absolutely hated, but for some reason the excitement to indulge was just too overwhelming. I rolled over and carefully slipped off the bed, onto my knees in front of him. I looked up into his eyes, which were now wide and thrilled. Then I looked down at his big bulge. “Close the cabana curtain,” I said. He reached out and closed the curtain with the quickest possible move. I located his fly. Why was I doing this? I wasn’t gay. I didn’t want to see or touch a man’s cock. Yet I wasn’t stopping myself. I was still on my knees, reaching for his fly so I could get his cock out.

What was I looking for? Did I need more reassurance that I looked hot? Why did I even want to look hot? What man wants to look hot? Why did the thought of getting a man off make me so excited? My own cock was now throbbing and beginning to grow. I pulled down his fly and then I slipped my fingers through the opening in his pants. I suddenly felt his warm pillar. I gasped: it was thick. I could feel his veins pumping and I could feel his member swelling. I looked up into his eyes and he looked down into mine.

“Don’t be scared,” he said. “It won’t bite.”

I slowly pulled it forward, slipping it out from under his waistband and then pulling it out into the open. He was huge: a curved cock like a scimitar with a massive, bulbous tip. I gasped again before biting my lip. Pulses of strange euphoria surged through me. I couldn’t look away from his cock. Why wasn’t it making me disgusted? Was I realizing that I was gay? Was I not as attracted to women as I thought I was?

I gripped the cock firmly and pulled back hire foreskin, revealing more of his reddened tip. He moaned slightly, and then a small clear drop oozed out from his tip. He was already leaking pre-cum. I already had him on the verge of coming and I’d hardly touched him!

I smiled. I truly was sexy. I could get him off easily—and I could probably get any man off easily. And would my fashion teacher be proud to see me now, on my knees like a real woman? Would I get extra credits for making a man’s legs tremble and buckle? Would I get extra credits for swallowing like a proper slut?

I leaned forward with opened eyes and an opened mouth. I pulled his hard erection down and placed it on my tongue. Another warm surge of euphoria pulsed through me. Maybe I had lost my mind, but I no longer cared. I loved this feeling too much. I loved being sexy. I wanted to remain in that moment forever.

I closed my lips around his tip and I began to suck while gently stroking his shaft with my hand. He groaned and tilted his head back. His legs shook. I used my free hand to gently caress his thigh. And then I paused for a moment, remembering that I wasn’t actually a woman, and there was a strong possibility that he would eventually find out. Maybe he wouldn’t find out during that photoshoot, but we had class at the same time every weekday, and our classrooms were less than thirty feet away from each other. And soon, our classes would start collaborating. Would one of the fashion girls tell one of the photography boys about my secret? Would he want me dead as soon as he found out a man sucked his cock?

I tried not to think of potential future disasters. I looked back up at his euphoric face and I found solace in knowing that he was turned on thanks to me. I wanted to live in that moment. I didn’t want to worry about the future or sulk about the past. In that moment, nothing mattered but being sexy and getting Eddie off in my mouth.

It didn’t take much. I clenched my fist tight, pumped hard, and sucked with my warm mouth. I used the tip of my tongue to tease the tip of his penis, and then I plunged his cock down the back of my throat, nearly gagging myself. He groaned louder. I was leaving lipstick along the length of his cock. After just a few pumps and a minute of sucking, I could feel his shaft bloating. He was straining and clenching. His skin was turning even redder. I knew what was coming, so I braced myself, aiming his tip at the inside of my cheek.

Then he unloaded with a loud groan. His massive cumshot pooled in my cheek and on my tongue. I used my fist to pull the final drop out before tilting my head back and sucking it all down.

He watched me with big, shining eyes and parted lips. I looked up at him as I licked my lips, making sure every last drop went down my throat. “That was amazing,” he said softly.

“Want to keep shooting?” I asked. I wasn’t sure whether I was supposed to feel proud or embarrassed. I didn’t know if his rosy cheeks were a good thing or if they were just proof that I’d slid far down a slippery slope that I was never supposed to step foot on.

We continued to the shoot. We shot for the next three hours, making sure to get pictures of me in every single one of my outfits. Then we parted ways. I got on my bike and went home as the sun was just beginning to set. It wasn’t even midnight when Eddie sent me a folder with dozens of amazing photos. And I must have spent hours sitting in front of my computer, staring at myself in those photos. I couldn’t believe how cute I looked. I couldn’t believe how natural I looked in those little outfits. It almost seemed like it was the way I was meant to be. Maybe I was supposed to be born a girl. Maybe there was some sort of mistake when I was in the womb. How could anyone look at me and then look at those pictures, and then think, ‘You look better as a guy’? It was unfathomable.

I had to pull myself away from my computer so that I could get some sleep before my Monday class. I was especially excited for Monday, because it wasn’t a period day; there was no class dress code on Mondays because some of the girls had gym class right before class. And that meant I could wear anything I wanted to wear—and I really wanted to wear one of my own little dresses: maybe even the tiny black dress that morphed into a bathing suit with a few little snaps.


CHAPTER IX

That week I sold eight dresses and made nearly a thousand dollars. I had some girls asking me to make a website, and I had other girls asking me to make them custom dresses for upcoming events. Some were willing to pay big money, but I wasn’t comfortable enough with my skills yet to accept their money. I’d only been sewing for little over a week—though the addiction was growing stronger and stronger. It was Friday when a friend called me and asked if I wanted to swing by his house to play League of Legends with our other friends. In that moment, I realized I hadn’t touched a video game in weeks—and I currently had no desire to. “Sorry, I’m busy,” I said. I really wanted to finish the dress I was working on, and I really wanted to meet up with the girls from my class. They were all going to a fashion show downtown, and I was hoping to get a bit of inspiration.

None of the girls in my class questioned why I showed up in a dress and my wig and a full face of makeup. As far as they were concerned, I was just another girl. It almost seemed like they’d forgotten that I was actually a boy, and that I’d come to class on the first two days as a boy. They didn’t even mind when I went into the bathroom with them when it came time to fix our makeup and gossip about the boys that had been eyeing us up all night.

It was a fun night. It even ended with me drunk and making out in the corner of the club with a man with a scratchy beard. I reached down and grabbed his cock, felt that it was rock hard, and then I found myself tempted to bring him home with me. Luckily I was able to remind myself that I was still a male and I couldn’t bring a stranger home and have him find my secret. I didn’t need my parents coming home from Europe at the end of the summer to find my dead body, clad in women’s clothing.

50s week came and went quickly. It was a fun week, though I wasn’t too fond of how conservative the outfits were. I kept trying to slut my dresses up a little bit, but I could tell that the teacher didn’t approve, so I set my sights on 60s week and started working on some seriously cute dresses.

It was 70s week when we met up with the photography class to collaborate on a fashion photoshoot. It wasn’t required to make our own outfits, but most of us did anyway. It seemed like a waste of an opportunity to simply wear something from a store. I decided to try my hand at making a dress from scratch, using fabrics from a quality fabric store. The outcome was cute: a yellow and white floral dress that showed off lots of leg. I had four different photography students that wanted to shoot me for their portfolios, including Eddie again—so my week was busy, because I let them all shoot me.

I even ended up letting one of them fuck me when the shoot was over. His name was Keith. He was the tallest in his class (though he wasn’t the best photographer). Some of his compositions were questionable, and he wasn’t great when it came to directing me—but his cock was amazing. He had an eleven inch shaft that was nearly three inches thick. I loved pumping it with both of my hands while trying to suck it with my mouth. I turned out the lights before crawling on top of him and pulling down my panties, so he couldn’t see my dangling cock and ball sack. I knew that I was flirting with disaster. I had no idea how he would react if he discovered my package, but I couldn’t resist the temptation; I had to have him inside of me.

It took nearly five minutes to get him inside of my body. The feeling of my anus stretching was intense—and a bit painful. But it was worth it once I started bouncing on his lap. I could feel all of him inside of me: his thick veins and the harsh ridge of his bulbous tip. I loved the way he held my hips while I bounced. I kept a hand between my thighs, holding my cock and ball sack so that nothing would slap against him once I started to bounce faster. I think I accidentally let my balls slap his thighs a few times, but he didn’t seem to notice.

He came deep in my ass, then he pulled me up to sit on his chest while it all poured out. He seemed to have a bit of a cum fetish, which I found a bit cute. He liked having his own load pool on his sternum. I pulled my panties up and then I rolled over to smear the cum that was once in my bum, all over his hard pecs and abs. I even made him lick his own anal cum off of my fingers, which he seemed to like.

I took his camera and took a few pictures of him slicked with jizz. His face turned dark red and he said, “I’m definitely going to delete those.”

“Pussy,” I said with a wink.

And then came 70s week. Now I was making almost all of my dresses from scratch, using the nicest fabrics I could afford. I was making nearly a grand a week in sales, but I was spending nearly all of it at the fabric store. My bedroom was quickly filling up with rolls of different fabrics. I had a few girls requesting dresses that I’d already sold, so I started to take note of my patterns, so I could easily recreate popular designs. I knew that once I had more time, I would easily be able to triple my output—maybe even quadruple it, once I refined my sewing skills further.

One of the girls from my class—a fan of my work—asked if she could help with my little operation. I brought her over to my house and we worked all night on recreating some of my more popular designs. It was that night that I learned that I wasn’t gay as I had started to assume.  I decided to take some lace and attempt to make some lingerie in her dimensions. It was a quick project, taking less than ninety minutes. I had her model the lingerie for me, and it looked amazing on her.

After sharing a few drinks, my classmate and I made our way to the bedroom. She sucked my cock and I ate out her warm, damp pussy. Then, while I was still dolled up in my cutest 1970s flannel dress, I bent her over and fucked her from behind. I pounded her tush until her ass was dark red, and then I filled her unprotected pussy with a gallon of warm cum. She asked if she could keep the lingerie, and of course I said yes.

We were three days into 80s week when I realized I hadn’t been a boy in weeks. I was sleeping in my wig most nights. I’d made my own little satin nightie, which I wore to sleep. I was only wearing panties now (I didn’t make the panties, I bought them from the mall). I was going out as a girl and even answering the phone as a girl. And it wasn’t even until one of my classmates referred to me as ‘trans’ that I realized I’d crossed over some threshold at some point—and I had no idea when. But the label didn’t bother me. I didn’t feel like an outsider. I was thriving with my new Petra persona, and I had no problem with that. Why would I be upset that I was more comfortable than ever? Why would I be uncomfortable with the fact that I was getting more attention and admiration than ever before in my life?

I was ahead of my homework and I’d just made five new sales of my 70s dresses. So I decided to celebrate by taking a trip to the fabric store. I bought five new rolls of the highest quality fabrics: the best lace, the best satins, the softest cottons, and the most meticulous polyesters. I had to get an Uber to get home with my bike and my heavy rolls. I had big plans to create my first little line using the new fabrics: four dresses, three skirts, three tops, a romper, and one-piece bathing suit. It was going to be the first staple of my new website.

I hauled my fabrics into my house and then I dropped the heavy load onto the kitchen table where I planned to carry out my operation. And that’s when I looked up and saw my parents across the room, staring at me with wide, terrified eyes. The room became silent, and then my mother said, “Who the hell are you?”

I thought about running. I could run for miles, buy some male clothes at a consignment store, and then return, pretending like I knew nothing about the strange woman who had been using our house as a dress making shop. But I knew my parents weren’t quite that dull. I knew they were seconds away from putting it all together, and I was seconds away from suffering the most horrible humiliation of my life.

I never stopped to think of what my parents would think of my new little persona and hobby. I just assumed that I would be all done with my girl life before they returned from Europe. I assumed I would pack away all the sewing stuff and sell all of the dresses once I was finished with my fashion class. But was that still what I was planning to do? Would I be able to put it all behind me? Would I be able to resist the temptation to return to the one thing that had brought me more satisfaction than anything else in my life?

“P—Pierce?” my dad said.

I was only able to nod my head. Words wouldn’t slip through my throat. I stared into his eyes before turning to look at the ground.

“What the hell is all of this?” he asked.

I opened my mouth to speak but still, nothing came out.

“Why are you dressed like that? Is this some kind of prank?”

My heart was now somewhere in the pit of my stomach. I could no longer feel my legs, but I had a good feeling that they were about to give out. So all I could do was explain what was happening. “The only class I could get into was a female fashion class,” I said. My parents just stared at me with blank expressions. “One of the class requirements is that we have to dress up. Each week is a different era.”

My dad took a deep breath and then suddenly relaxed. “Great. So it’s just for some class bullshit?” he said. “The things they make kids do these days… At least you’ll still be going to college in a few weeks.”

“Class ended four hours ago,” I said. “I’m still dressed up because I like it.”

I thought about going with the out my dad was giving me. I thought about lying and taking the easy pass, but I couldn’t handle the idea of not being able to dress up again. I didn’t want this all to end because I was afraid of what my parents would think of me.

I wanted them to love me no matter what, but I knew that I didn’t need them. I knew I could make my own living with the skills I’d developed. I knew that I was better off in that dress. So I shook my head. “I don’t think I’ll be going to college,” I said.

“Excuse me?” my dad said.

“I’m going to start a line instead,” I said.

“What the hell is a line?” His face was getting red.

“A clothing line. I’m going to sell my own clothes, which I’m going to make with these fabrics. I already registered the website.”

“Are you telling me you’re gay?” he said through clenched teeth.

“No,” I said. “I’m bi.”

My mom was speechless. I knew my dad was going to be mad, but it didn’t matter. I had to be truthful with myself. I couldn’t let fear hold me back. I went to the closet while my parents were paralysed with shock. I grabbed an empty moving box and then I came back to the kitchen. I started piling my fabrics into the box, along with the sewing machine. “I’m just going to grab a few things from my room. I’ll stay with a friend while you process all of this.” I carried three loads of stuff out to the curb while my parents stood in the kitchen in disbelief. I called a friend from school and she picked me up fifteen minutes later.

My plan was to wait for my parents to reach out to me. I had no idea if it was something they would actually do, or if they would just end up disowning me. So I was surprised not even twenty-four hours later when my dad called and asked me to come home. “If that’s what you want to do, then we’ll support it.”

Once he was over the shock, he realized it wasn’t so crazy. It also helped that I’d accidentally left my catalogue on the kitchen table, and he looked through it and saw that I actually had a real skill. “Do you need money to buy supplies?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No offence, but I’m almost making as much as you,” I said with a giggle.

He was in the house many times when girls came to the house to buy dresses over the next week, which was 90s week. He saw me in the kitchen making outfits, and he watched me as I did my best to follow along with YouTube drawing tutorials. “I’ve never seen you so devoted to anything before,” he said to me.

I smiled. “I don’t think I’ve ever cared this much about anything.”

I was even surprised when my dad came to my class’ fashion show at the end of the summer: an unofficial graduation, ten weeks after my actual graduation. I got my credits, though I no longer needed them. I decided to drop out of college before taking a single class. I knew I could always enrol again if I really wanted a degree. But now I had something much better than a degree: I had a tangible skill that could be translated into real money. And I was already translating it into real money.

I had a bright future: one that I never knew was possible, and it was all thanks to one little summer fashion class.

THE END
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