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“Dan, how many people are on a list of potential go-go dancers, and how far down is my name on that list?”

“Stef, I know this is weird.”

“Also, why is my name even on that list?”

It’s always strange to be in a restaurant or club during the day, when it’s not open. It’s even stranger to be there with an old family friend, someone who hired you for odd jobs now and then as a favor to your Dad, and this time was trying to hire you to be a…cage dancer?

By the way, I’m a dude. 

Or, I try to be. More on that later. 

We were sitting at the bar at Dan’s club, which was called Mouth. 

Cute, right? 

We were in the high-ceilinged club room, facing the stage, though no DJ was onstage. The house lights were all on. There were no dancers, and the cages were empty. All you could hear was Manny wheeling the mop bucket around, cleaning the floor. Who knows how clean he’d get it.

“I’m stuck, Stefan, please. You’re in the system already.”

“OK, but I haven’t worked here in a long time. And certainly never for that,” I said, waving at the empty cage dangling over the dance floor.

“But none of the regular girls feel safe doing it. You’re a rock climber.”

“Number one, I don’t dangle over a void. And two, I’m not a girl.”

“From twenty feet away you’d pull it off. Plus, I’ve seen you dance. And it’s more of a heights thing. No one wants to be that high.”

“I thought you called me here to give me another bartending shift. I could use the tips.”

“Quick, what’s in a Bootleg?” 

“I don’t know.”

“How about a Long Island Iced Tea?”

“I’d look it up and learn.” 

“I need bartenders who know this stuff without checking.”

“OK, but most drinks have the ingredients in the name. ‘Rum and Coke.’ ‘Cranberry and vodka.’ ‘Gin and tonic.’ Right? Last time I bartended, most of the drinks were like that.” 

“But not all of them. Anyway, I don’t need a bartender tonight. I do need someone to cage dance above the crowd.” 

“This is crazy.”

“We have one more week of Spring Break season, most local students are gone, including Rosie and Luisa, who normally do it. You said you need the tips, so that means you need money. This is money.” 

“This would be the craziest way I have ever earned…how much money are we talking about?”

“I’d give you $300. Cash.”

“Then what does it matter if I’m in the system?”

“Insurance.” 

This was nuts. 

This was the plot of a movie, and not a movie you’d see in the theater. A movie you’d watch on a Tube site, and it would be 20 minutes long, and there are only two people in the movie, a guy and a girl, and the acting would be terrible, and then the guy would nail the girl, who was a dancer. 

That’s all it was: a premise for nailing the dancer. 

“Who’s on tonight?”

“DJ Grok.”

“No, I mean, which girls?”

Please not Ariel, please not Ariel, please not Ariel. 

“Oh. I’d need to check them all, but it’s at least Therese, Ariel, and Scottie.” 

Well, fuck. The girl I had been trying to flirt with for two months. 

“I shouldn’t be thinking about this,” I said, putting my head in my hands. It was pretty clear that I was thinking about this. 

“Attaboy,” Dan said, patting me on the back. “I told you that you’d meet girls here, right? I told you that you would get laid.”

“Dan, I have never gotten laid from a girl I met here.”

“Not even Phoebe? I could swear you hooked up with her.”

“Phoebe was so drunk when I took her home that she vomited as soon as we got to my apartment. I needed to buy a new couch after that night.” 

“So that’s a no. What about that blonde girl a few months ago? The one with the butterfly tattoo on her chest?”

“There’s no way that was with me. I have no memory of that.”

“This will work, though. You get close to some hot girls, they wiggle their asses in front of you, you see them in their undies, something maybe comes from it, you know? Not with Ariel, though. She likes chicks. But Therese or Scottie maybe. Who knows?”

Oh, shit. This got a little embarrassing. Had I been flirting with a lesbian without realizing it? 

“Ariel’s a lesbian?”

“Oh yeah. Had a fling with a bartender a few months ago. Julia. Real mess.” 

This was getting better and better. 

“Just do it. Your parents don’t have to know. We sneak you in, some hot girls doll you up, no one recognizes you, then you wake up tomorrow $300 richer and you move on with your life.”

“$350 richer.”

“Oh for Christ’s sake.” 

“You’re stuck or you’re not. Now it’s $400.” 

“Jesus. Stop. OK. You tell the other girls that you’re the highest paid cage dancer and I‘ll kill you.” 

“I haven’t said yes yet.” 

Dan stared at me. 

There was no more information to be had. Nothing more to think about other than what we already talked about. 

And what was that? $400 for a night of work? $400 for a few hours dancing in a cage? What was I afraid of? My masculinity being damaged? How on earth would this set me back from where I already was? I had no girlfriend, no prospects whatsoever, hadn’t gotten laid, well, ever, and wasn’t exactly having luck with the types of girls who worked at Mouth. 

I didn’t have luck with the types of girls who went to Mouth, either. So what harm was there if I was a girl who worked at Mouth? At least for a night? 

It’s not like anyone would be groping me: I'd be in a cage suspended above the dance floor. It’s not like I’d be hit on. Ariel was naturally pretty; it’s why I liked her. But she was off limits now and there was nothing I could do about it; no wonder I couldn’t flirt with her. She didn’t want to be flirted with, at least not by me. 

But Therese and Scottie both wore a lot of makeup when they worked and looked nothing like themselves when they went to class. I’m sure they could work some kind of magic on me. 

Maybe Dan was right. I wouldn’t look anything like myself and this would just be a few awkward hours, ending with a paycheck.

Fine. Whatever. 

“What do I need to do, exactly?”

“There we go. So you get dressed up in something clubby, you go in the cage. It’ll move along the track. You’ve been here before; you know it’s the clock. It’s our thing. It’s my thing. You start the night at that wall, the track moves, you end up over there at closing time. It’s got a plexiglass floor so you can move around like normal. From below, no one can see it. It’ll look like you’re dancing on the bars.” 

And they’ll see up my skirt, assuming I wear a skirt.

“I cannot believe I’m doing this.”

“I can.” 

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“You need money. You’re a smart kid. You’re athletic. You mostly dance by yourself here anyway. This will be easy for you.”

I don’t know what it was about that comment, but it hit me square in the chest. I mostly dance by myself. In that one moment, I had a flash of every time I went to Mouth and asked someone to dance, only to be turned down. I had a flash where I was disembodied, watching myself stand on my own, my friends somewhere on the dance floor, partnered up. 

I could see myself nervously sipping my drink, looking around for someone to dance with. 

Or dance near. 

Then I saw myself bumble my way through bartending. Then I saw myself at that moment, sadness dominating my face.

Mouth was the location of failure, of humiliation. I had failed there, I had always failed there, and the joke had been on me. Dan was taking pity on me, yes, but it was a joke. I had spent valuable time lusting after someone whose sexuality didn’t line up with mine. I had hooked up with a girl who was too drunk to know what was happening, and who didn’t really choose me anyway. I had spent time thinking I could do a job that I couldn’t. And now I had a job to be a girl, something I wasn’t. 

Except I was going to be the best damn girl I could be.
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I had plenty of time to change my mind. I could have changed it while I nervously paced around my apartment. My apartment didn’t have an ocean view since it faced West, but it did have a view of the Halifax River. I’d often go out on the balcony to think, and I loved feeling the breeze, so much so that I never closed the sliding glass door from my apartment to my balcony. 

I could have changed it while walking up Shore Road; I didn’t. 

I could have changed it when I cut over the river on the footbridge, and passed the two giggling girls in orange bikinis. 

In fact, the whole walk I saw nothing but girls. Very few guys, but there were girls everywhere. Girls who had partied on the beach all day and were headed back to wherever they were staying to change and go out, get drunk, get laid. 

Maybe they’d be going to Mouth. Maybe they’d be going to a different club. But most of these girls were in town for one reason: to party. To let it all go. To dance, to drink too much, to fuck strange men, and to go back to college like nothing happened. 

They’d kiss their mothers with those mouths, but they wouldn’t kiss me. I was in town all the time, was in a place where people go to Spring Break on purpose, and nothing happened to me almost every weekend. 

All around me, people were having experiences and having fun, and I was having to psych myself up for a night of pretending to be something I’m not. All for $400. 

By the time I passed my thousandth full-breasted, hot, tanned girl in a bikini, I was overwhelmed by the urge to run my hand across someone’s flat stomach, to feel taut muscles and a hard, eager body.

The only stomach around was mine, and so the last quarter mile was spent with me absent-mindedly rubbing my own hand on my stomach beneath my shirt.

It wasn’t the same, but it wasn’t nothing. Some day, someone would touch me like that, on purpose. It wasn’t Phoebe. It certainly wasn’t going to be Ariel. But someone. 

Mouth’s front entrance was a pair of double doors, surrounded by a cartoonish pair of full, red lips. You’d literally walk into a sexy mouth when you walked in that way.

I did not walk in that way. I instead went around the back to the rear entrance. I expected Therese or Scottie to open it, but instead it was a big, burly black guy in a tight-fitting black t-shirt that showed off his muscles. He was wearing sunglasses even though it was dark behind him. He looked a little older than an Acosta College student. 

“Uh, hi,” I said. “I’m here to get ready.” 

“Ready for what?” he said, looking at me suspiciously. 

“Ready for tonight,” I said. I was not about to tell him that I needed to put on a skirt. 

“You’re not on the list,” he said.

“I haven’t given you my name.” 

“Yes, but it doesn’t matter what you tell me, because there’s no list.” 

“Tyrell, it’s OK,” I heard Dan’s voice from inside. “Stef’s good.”

“Sorry, man,” Tyrell said as he opened the door to let me into the darkness. “I’m a bouncer. I bounce.” 

He held his fist out for me to bump it, and my God, this guy was huge. I suddenly felt ridiculous in my t-shirt and jeans. He wore his t-shirt and athletic shorts better than I would. Each of his thighs looked as big around as my waist. What would I have been able to do if Dan wasn’t in his office? I wasn’t imposing or threatening at all. 

Hi, I’m Stef. I’m here to wear a skirt. Please step aside and let me in.

That would have gone over well. 

Tyrell walked me down the dark hallway that was the backstage and office area of Mouth. I felt eclipsed. He blocked the whole hallway and I was in shadow. 

When we got to Dan’s little office, he stood up from his desk and shook my hand. 

“You didn’t happen to find a girl in the last few hours who’s not afraid of heights, did you?” I said.

“No such luck,” he laughed. “Tyrell, Stef’s in the cage tonight. We’re being a little creative since we’re short-handed. Check in every once in a while, will you?”

“Sure thing,” Tyrell said, and he slid his sunglasses so they sat on top of his shaved head. With them on, he looked menacing, but his eyes actually looked quite kind once you could see them. “Life is full of all kinds of shit, huh?”

I flopped into the easy chair along the wall in Dan’s office, but he shook his head almost as soon as I hit the cushion. “Doors open at nine,” he said, “and I’m not sure how long this will take. Therese and Scottie are already here, let’s get this moving along,” he said. Tyrell reached his hand down and yanked me off the chair in one motion. 

Two doors down from Dan’s office was a changing room. It was small, with a few metal chairs, a few card tables used for makeup, and racks of clothing just sitting in the middle of the room. Therese and Scottie were already in there, and looked back at us as Tyrell opened the door. It looked like Scottie dyed her hair blonde, or blonde-ish. At least now I could tell them apart, since Therese was a brunette. 

“What’s up, girlfriend?” Therese beamed from her desk. “I heard we have a project.”

Scottie just glared at me. Did she know I was getting paid more than her? 

“This is important, ladies,” Dan said. Tyrell had flipped his shades down again and looked like Dan’s bodyguard. “Stef needs to be in the cage tonight, and he needs to look good. Make him look like the two of you, please, and that’s all we ask.” 

Dan shook my hand. He didn’t say “good luck,” but the little nod he gave me sort of implied it.

Did he not think we could pull this off? Did he not have confidence in Therese and Scottie, or did he not have faith in me? 

“I’ll need a few minutes here,” Therese said, “but you can get started by shaving.”

“Shaving?”

This was more real than I had thought. 

Therese handed me a little pink plastic razor and a bottle of shaving cream. 

“But I’m going to be way above everyone,” I said. “Do I really have to look the part if people can’t see me?”

“It’ll be pretty bad if someone notices that you’re a dude in a dress,” she said.

“Assuming we even have a dress that fits,” Scottie said through applying lipstick. 

“You’re telling me. But it’ll be dark. No one will be looking at me,” I said.

“Exactly. We want them to not look at you. If I had hair, would you stare?”

“I guess so.”

She put them into my hands. 

“This is Florida, and it’s going to be beach season in like two weeks,” I said.

“It’ll grow back,” Scottie said flatly from her chair. I heard her put something down on the table. “We shave all the time. You’ll do it once. You’ll survive.”

She was not amused. Did she know how much I was being paid? Why was she so sulky?

I took the razor and went into the staff bathroom. I dropped my pants and went to work on the area between my knees and where I thought the skirt would end.

Or was it going to be shorter? Should I assume it’ll be shorter? I hadn’t actually seen the skirt I was supposed to wear, assuming it would fit. 

And what if it didn’t fit? What did the dancers normally wear here, anyway? I remember one night, one of the girls wore a bikini and thigh-high boots. Another night it was a strappy outfit that was just that: straps. There was almost no coverage. Would I have to wear something like that? I knew I wasn’t big, nothing like Tyrell, but they had to have some kind of stripper outfit in that changing room that would work for someone my size without resorting to nothing but straps, right?

In the end, I shaved all the way up my legs, which was easier than I thought since I didn’t have a ton of hair to begin with. I certainly didn’t need to shave my chest; there was already nothing there. 

And Lord help me, but I did my bikini line. The whole thing, actually. Leaving me with a perfectly shaved bump, where before I had…

…well, I had a bump with hair. 

The little backstage staff bathroom was filled with the scent of cherries from the shaving cream, and as I wiped off my legs with wet paper towels and felt around for stray hairs, I had to admit, it looked pretty smooth and felt kind of amazing. 

I felt…delicate? But then I pulled my jeans back up and the feeling went away. 

Back in the changing room, the girls were done with their makeup and they sat me in front of a mirror. Facing me was a mannequin head wearing a dark brown wig. I didn’t have to ask; I knew I’d be wearing it later. 

“You’re lucky we can call you Stef after I’m done with you,” Therese said. “You’re not going to recognize yourself!”
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I had to close my eyes for much of the next twenty minutes or so. Therese was concentrating on me, and Scottie would occasionally chime in, but not in a friendly way, and not in a supportive way. 

“You take to this really well,” Therese said as she brushed out my eyelashes. 

“Thanks?” I said, and Scottie snickered. 

Ariel wasn’t there yet. Not that it mattered anymore. She could see me like this. I risked nothing but my manhood. And who knew if I even had that. 

Although maybe she’d only notice me if I were dressed like this? If I were dressed in a…what was I going to be wearing? Nothing was laid out. I turned to look to see if something was behind me.

“Hold still!” Therese hissed. “Do you want cheekbones, or not?”

“I…don't know,” I said. “You tell me.” 

“You do,” Scottie said, without looking over. 

“If you say so,” I said. “I don’t know how to be a girl. I’ve never paid attention to this stuff.”

“I’m so glad we go through all the effort,” Scottie said. “You know, for men. Not for you, but for men.” 

“Scottie, come on,” Therese said. “Be nice.” She squeezed my arm and whispered “you’re doing great” into my ear. 

Well, wonderful. I was getting pity encouragement from Therese about how great of a girl I was.

“Doesn’t she look great, Scottie?” Therese stepped back.

She?

Scottie looked over at me. “Shake your money maker, baby,” she said without expression. 

Therese shrugged. “Well I think you look great. You tell me.”

I looked like a clown. Well, a feminine clown. My eyes were big and dark, my lips were full and painted, I had much higher cheekbones than normal, but that was my haircut on top of my head, and my t-shirt and jeans. I looked–and felt–incomplete. 

“Try this,” she said, lowering the wig onto my head. 

Suddenly, I didn’t look like a dude with makeup on. I looked completely different. I didn’t recognize myself at all, and had a tiny part of me, maybe the tiniest part that remained, think that maybe, possibly, potentially…this might actually work. . 

“We have to start your outfit with the shoes,” she said. “You’re not big, but you still have much bigger feet than the rest of us. We only have a few options that might fit you.”

By “only a few options,” she really meant “only one option.” Because nothing fit. Nothing…

...except for the go-go boots. The tall, silvery-white, high-heeled, chunky, knee-high, go-go boots. 

“That makes things complicated,” Scottie said. 

“Why?” 

Did I want to know? 

“They don’t match anything here,” Therese said. “You’ll probably have to wear…oh, no.”

“What?”

“The skirt is ripped.” 

“Luisa was the last person to wear it,” Scottie said.

“Which means she probably stretched out the beach cover-up, too.” Therese held it up to my body. “Yeah, you’d swim in this. It wouldn’t look right.”

We heard the club music start to play. 

“I wish I had better news, Stef.”

“I’m not doing this naked.”

“No,” she said. “This might be your only option.” She held up a hanger with a silver metallic skirt on it, and in her other hand was a hanger that only had straps.

“I can’t help but notice there’s no shirt,” I said.

She shook the straps. “This is a sling bikini. It’ll stretch. It has more coverage than you think. It’s more of a strappy one-piece bathing suit. With the skirt, it’ll be fine.”

“What is a sling bikini?” I asked.

“Covers up the naughty bits, leaves little to the imagination.” 

“There’s no way I can wear this.”

“You will if you want to get paid, and you will if you want to dance for four hours without sweating your ass off.” 

Scottie was in go-go boots as well, and her skirt was longer than mine. But she had a tube top on, made easier because of the cleavage that she had and I didn’t. So tube tops were out. 

Therese had on a dress with no back. It also had a long slit up the side that showed off her whole thigh, waist, and even a little of her side. There’s no way she had on underwear, and while I wanted to ask if she did, I didn’t. I couldn’t wear something like that, either. 

None of us would be wearing much. Which I knew, deep down, as I had been here before, had checked out Ariel numerous times when she danced, and was well aware of what the other girls wore.

It was an attraction.

Now I was an attraction. 

I held the strappy sling bikini in my hand and tried to figure out how it worked. There was simultaneously not much here, but also too many places for arms and legs to go. But eventually, we had it sorted out. 

Which left me to try and squeeze into it. 

The staff bathroom was locked and someone was in it (Ariel? Hadn’t seen her yet) and the girls left me in the changing room by myself. We could hear the club speakers pretty clearly from back here, and that at least got me into the headspace I needed to be in: once I got into this strappy outfit, I had to actually dance in it. 

I looked at myself in the mirror. The girl who looked back at me looked pretty hot in it, until I thought about what was tucked between her legs. My legs. Because a guy shouldn’t be able to wear a little revealing bathing suit and get away with it. Except here I was, getting away with it. 

There was no evidence I had a secret. None. I looked like every girl I had passed on the way to the club. All of them with smooth legs, tight asses, no massive schlongs between their legs.

And no massive schlong between mine. 

The strappy thing was pretty high-cut on the hips, and even though the skirt was short, it at least made me feel more covered from the waist down.

Well, not all the way down. From the waist to about six inches below the waist. So it meant that people wouldn’t be staring at the fine details of my ass, but would be staring at the general roundness of it in the skirt. 

Perfect? 

$400, $400, I told myself as I opened the door. 

“You look hot,” Therese said after I let her in the room. Scottie just nodded. 

I may have looked hot, but I also needed to go to the bathroom, and the staff bathroom was still locked. Which meant I needed to use the general club bathrooms.

Which meant my first time in a girls’ room, because even I knew not to go to the men’s room. 

While I tried tiptoeing to the bathroom, my boots did not comply. I tip-clomped. 

Luckily, no one was in there, and I picked the stall all the way at the end of the row. It was a much cleaner bathroom than the men’s room was, maybe because no one sprayed drunken piss everywhere yet. 

How would girls do that? 

Oh, shit, I thought. I was in the last stall in the bathroom, standing in my go-go boots. As in, anyone in the bathroom would wonder who the hell was peeing standing up in the ladies’ room. 

I sat. I dropped my skirt, I untucked myself from my confining stretchy outfit, and I sat. 

I was almost all the way through when I heard the door open, and two loud girls came in. I think it was two. They were definitely loud. I could see their feet. They went straight for the mirror. 

“This week was the bomb,” one said. “I am really hoping to go out with a bang tonight.”

“You want to get banged, huh?”

“For real. I want to do nothing, baby. Not like Tuesday. I did all the work Tuesday. That guy was a dud.”

“You don’t want to do the work? I get off better that way.” 

“Girl, sometimes you need to lie there and get fucked. Like, pumped into another dimension.” 

“Ooooh, I do like that. Like, take control, and make me forget my own body.”

“Like with…Raul, maybe?”

“Girl, Raul is hung like an ant.”

“Oh no!” 

“He couldn’t even hit my g-spot. I was lucky I had fingers that night.” 

The sink ran. Someone got a paper towel out, then crinkled it up. 

“Well then maybe Tyrell? He looks like he keeps a fucking telephone pole in his pants!”

They laughed, the door opened, and they were gone. 

I sat there with my skirt at my ankles, my sling bikini pulled to the side, and my little useless nub between my legs. 

I didn’t often get to hear girls talk. Therese and Scottie weren’t really talking back where we were getting changed. They seemed guarded around me, or Scottie did. 

But in here, I got unfiltered, raw, truth. Or it felt like it. 

Did all girls want that? Did they want to let go and be fucked to another dimension? That wasn’t really my style. Did I give off that vibe? Is that why I wasn’t going to any dimensions other than my own? 

I looked down between my legs and tucked my little dicklet between my legs, then squeezed my thighs together. 

This. This is what it looked like. I was in approximately twelve threads’ worth of clothing, wearing boots that made me clench my ass tight, I was made up to look like a hot doll, I was peeing like a girl, and about to go earn $400 by exuding as much sex appeal as I could muster, all because I met some ridiculous set of qualities that let Dan staff his company for less money.

And I was doing it. 

I had no boundaries, I had no standards, I was attracted to a lesbian, and I was imagining myself without a dick, which was surprisingly easy to do. 

I flushed, stood up, tucked myself back into the tight crotch of the outfit, and smoothed my skirt down. 

At that moment, I felt less like a man than I ever did.

It was time to go earn money like a girl.
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I stepped out of the bathroom to see a hallway full of people. They were waiting for the club room to open. I stood, frozen, instantly feeling examined. 

“There you are, baby,” I heard a deep voice say. It was Tyrell. He held out his hand, and I took it. “Time for you to get in the cage.”

All the girls in the hallway went “woooo!” all at once. Were any of those girls the ones I heard talking about sex in the bathroom?

He helped me past everyone with his hand held to the small of my back. He was a bouncer. He bounced. He cleared the way. 

I felt his eyes on my ass. Behind his sunglasses, no one would ever know. Somehow, I knew. 

And somehow, I knew he wasn’t going to be the only one. He led me down the hallway, past girls who looked at me funny, and past guys who were clearly trying not to stare at me as I walked past because they didn’t want their girlfriends to see them. 

A few didn’t care. 

“Let her through, hands off,” I heard Tyrell say to someone, and then I was in the club room and he was holding my hand as I ducked into the cage.

Hands off? What was happening behind me that I couldn’t see? Why was someone touching me, or trying to? 

DJ Grok got on stage, a young man in giant red sunglasses and a top hat with a long coat, like a circus ringleader. He raised his arms, spoke indistinctly into the microphone, and got the crowd moving. 

Seriously, what the hell did he just say? Everyone cheered, so it must have made sense. With a jolt, my cage began its slow journey up the wall, over the crowd, and down the other wall. It would take me four hours. 

For $100 per hour, I could put up with this. 

The music was all the same, but that was kind of the point. At a wedding, there were fast songs, there were slow songs, there were country songs, there were dance songs. But here there was one goal: keep the energy up the whole night. Keep people moving, keep me moving.

At least I didn’t need to know too many dance moves, and it took a few songs before I remembered to use the bars the way some of the girls did. I watched Ariel and Scottie and Therese up front, and sort of used them for permission. They’d grab a bar and slowly lower themselves, they’d shake their skirt, they’d twerk with one hand on a bar.

I was twerking?

I was twerking. 

It took 30 minutes to get up the wall. This meant it would probably take 30 minutes to go down the opposite wall, which meant I had three hours up above the room.

It was an easy view to get used to, but almost right away I had to get used to the idea that I was the view. For a big part of the room, suddenly they now had a clear-bottomed cage above them with a slutty-looking dancer in it. Oh, and they could see up her skirt.

And they looked. Even when I was looking below me at some people, they had no shame. They looked right up my legs. 

I saw people shift their position so they could get a better view. As I moved from the wall towards the center of the room, I could see them moving around, pointing, craning their necks.

It was obvious. It was obvious when I was a guest and would see people doing it, but this was different; I knew what was between my legs, and they didn’t. Or they thought they did.

If my bikini disappeared at that moment, they would have gotten a surprise. 

Part of the problem was that I was a bit surprised at what I was feeling. Because as much as I knew that I was squeezed into the crotch of the outfit, and as much as I knew I wasn’t bulging out visibly, I knew that I wasn’t nearly as soft or as small as I was earlier.

Something about this was turning me on. 

Something about this was making me strain against what little clothing I had down there. 

Was it the smoothness of my body?

Was it the smoothness of the outfit?

Was it the way I was on display for everyone to see?

Because loads of people were looking, still. I reached the midpoint of the ceiling and locked eyes with DJ Grok. He pointed at me as he worked, getting the attention of the crowd. I turned to face him and shook my ass, which got a good roar from everyone, more “woooo!” from a lot of the girls below me. He made some spanking motions with his hands, and Therese and Scottie began laughing in their cages. 

Then he moved on, but quite a few people beneath me did not. 

Guys and girls. I didn’t know any of them, as they were all Spring Breakers from other schools. But they were definitely looking up at me.

I could assume why. I had seen the videos online. Club girls in short skirts–club girls like I was at that moment–who weren’t wearing any panties, and as they danced, they’d flash anyone who was looking at that moment. 

I felt exposed, yes, but I also felt like I could see everything. I could see the whole dance floor, and could watch people staring at Therese and Scottie and Ariel. I could see the girls up front in their short skirts, trying to get the DJ’s attention. I could see a girl off to my left, grinding her ass into the front of a guy who had his phone out, recording it all.

And I saw a little brunette off to the right, standing in the crowd with her skirt hiked up…and the guy behind her was definitely fucking her.

There was no mistaking this. The way they were standing, right by a column, hid them from one side. On the other side, toward the wall, they were shielded by other dancers. But as I slowly made my way in the cage over the dance floor, I was in prime viewing area to see him pumping her from behind, in time with the music. Her skirt was hiked up over her hips. 

I strained even harder against the crotch of my outfit. 

Tyrell was right by the bar, looking up at me. He was not looking away.

He pointed at me and gave me a thumb’s up.

Do I let him know about the couple fucking by the wall? Does he kick people out over that? The whole room was charged with sex; who cares if someone lets themselves go? Hell, I was feeling closer to letting myself go. I was full of energy, my crotch was sweaty, pulsing with my heartbeat, which was almost in time with the bass of the music. I felt a pounding all through my body as I swayed in the cage.

Tyrell still had his thumb up, looking like he wanted a reply.

Let them fuck.

I gave him a thumb’s up back, and turned back around to watch the show. 

That couple fucked for another few minutes. I saw a girl clearly giving someone a handjob beneath me, and I stared into the eyes of the guy when he looked up at me. 

Oops. Did he think I was interested? Did he think I wanted to watch? I was morbidly curious what she had her hand on, sure, but I wasn’t so interested I needed to stare. 

It was getting late in the night. The cage hit the wall with another jolt, and then it started its descent. I looked back over the room, and saw people leaving already, too drunk to stand on their own. I couldn’t see Tyrell anymore, but this was about the time of night bouncers would have to remove people, so I figured that’s where he was. 

A girl in the third row was giving a blowjob. That guy’s dick was thick.

A girl with braids and tattoos looked like someone was going down on her, but I couldn’t see who. 

So. Much. Sex. 

So much grinding, so many people getting felt up, so many people making out. 

And that never happened to me, in any form, however many times I had been here.

Less than 30 minutes. 

My thighs were starting to burn. I’d often rock climb for a few hours, but not continuously; this was a lot of work, and I needed to be in good shape for it. I had no clue that the girls in the cages worked this hard. I thought it was going to be an easy $400, but I had to earn every cent of it. 

My feet were at eye level with some of the dancers on the far wall, so I had about 5 feet of descent left. 

From this spot I could no longer see the whole floor, and a few of the sexually adventurous couples couldn’t be seen any more, but I had a great view of a girl in a green skirt shoved up against the wall so she couldn’t move, arms spread out, hips gyrating as a girl in a black bodystocking was fingering her.

Part of me wanted…that? Something like that? I heard that girl’s voice from the bathroom at the moment, about wanting to do nothing, to get pumped to another dimension. 

That girl in the green skirt had her eyes closed and was being taken to another dimension. 

I felt tingly all throughout my body. I saw more sex in the room than I had seen in my entire life. I was contained, but barely. 

And when the cage hit the landing with one final jolt, I felt something squeeze out of me. A single, lone drop of something. 

Good God, I was turned on.

By some of this, or all of this. My journey for the night was over, and it was a journey of discovery, and what I discovered was that something about this got me going, and I’d have a long walk home to try to figure out what, and I was afraid to know. 

Tyrell was there to grab my hand and help me as I ducked out the door on the side of the cage and stood on solid ground again. It had been a few hours, and it felt a little like it did when I went on my Uncle’s boat as a kid; my feet were stable, but my body felt like it was swaying. With one hand in Tyrell’s, I felt myself start to go; the heels didn’t help, but he grabbed me and held me up. 

“Thanks,” I said. “I’ll be alright.” 

“Rosie does the same thing,” he said, grinning. “I knew what to look for.” 

I walked backstage and high-fived Therese. Ariel gave me a once-over and shook her head with a smile. 

“If you’re not careful, DJ Grok is going to track you down,” laughed Scottie. She laughed. That was the most I saw out of her the whole night.

“That got away from me,” I said. 

“I’ll say,” Ariel grinned, and swatted me on the ass.

Is this what it took? Dress up like a girl and get more action in 30 seconds than I have in my entire life? 

I mean, Ariel touched me. And the vibrations on my ass traveled through my body, and I felt her hand the whole walk down the hallway, and felt the tremors in my skirt. 

I may not have wanted the night to start, but I’m not sure that I wanted it to end. Not if stuff like this could happen. 

We opened the door to the changing room and I went inside to grab my clothes so I could get home.

I looked at the chair where I left my stuff.

Everything was gone.
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“Shirt, pants, wallet, shoes, everything,” I said. 

Dan stood in the doorway as the girls and I tore through the room one last time. 

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s all gone.” 

“I can check with everyone,” Dan said. “I don’t remember anyone back here who shouldn’t have been here.”

“Nothing in the dumpster,” Tyrell said, appearing behind him. “Not here, or the one next door. I can go look at a few other places if we want.”

“Anyone else missing anything?” Dan asked the girls. 

“My wallet’s here, but there’s no cash in it,” said Ariel. 

“Same,” said Therese. 

“My whole bag is gone,” Scottie said. 

“But my clothes are the only ones missing?” I said. 

“My panties are gone,” Ariel said. 

“Same,” said Therese again. 

“OK,” said Dan. “Something fucked up happened. We’ll get to the bottom of this, and you all know I’ll take care of you. We can’t get the police involved, because they’re looking for any excuse on the planet to go after these clubs. But I will take care of you, got it? All of you. We’ll figure this out, and it won’t happen again. Stef, we’ll start with you.” 

He turned and walked down the hall.

Was I supposed to follow him? 

Tyrell nodded. 

I walked, still in my Club Slut outfit, and followed Dan. I could still feel Tyrell’s eyes on me, but at that point, did it matter? Everyone else's eyes were on me, so what’s another pair? 

“I couldn’t do this in there,” he said, as he reached into his desk and pulled out some money. “I didn’t want them to see you get more. Though it also looked like you earned it.” 

“My thighs are burning and I need to go do nothing for the rest of the weekend,” I said. 

He laughed. “What are you missing?”

“Everything,” I said. “Phone, wallet, license, debit card. All of it.” 

“If you come back tomorrow, I can give you more cash. Put a price on everything you lost, and I’ll send someone to the bank in the morning. But in the meantime, you’re in the only clothes you own, and I’m going to ask Tyrell to walk you home.”

“I’ll be fine,” I said.”

“You’re fine when you walk home at night as yourself. Dressed like that? You’re about to discover who’s out this late at night. He’ll walk you home. Take the money, come back tomorrow after ten, we’ll figure the rest out then. OK?”

I took the four hundred dollars and realized I had no pockets. 

“Thanks, Dan.” 

“Let’s roll,” Tyrell said from behind me. 

He and I walked side by side out the back door until he got to the door, which he held for me. 

It was much cooler outside than it was inside, where the rooms were heated by a few hundred heaving bodies. 

The cool air, combined with how little I was wearing, made my nipples stick out. I looked down at my chest. He still had his sunglasses on, but I had to think he saw what I was doing.

“I’m sure you’ve gone home with girls wearing less appropriate outfits than this,” I said. 

“Maybe,” he said. He held his arm out to stop me from moving as a guy in the next building came out to smoke a cigarette. 

When it looked like he would mind his business, we kept going. 

People were filing out of Mouth, along with all the other clubs on this part of the street. There was a lot of laughter, a lot of yelling, and more than a few girls had their shoes off and were staggering around barefoot.

“I had no idea this is how people looked after clubbing,” I said.

“It’s why I don’t drink,” he said. “I’ve seen too much.” 

“Hey baby!” we heard from the other side of the street. “Looking for a good time?” 

Whoever it was sounded like they were slurring their words. 

“People think that shit works,” Tyrell said. “It doesn't work.” 

“Correct,” I said. “I am not looking for a good time with him.” 

By the end of the block, we had another heckler. “Go ride the soul pole, sister!” we heard.

“Soul pole?” I asked.

“He means my dick,” Tyrell deadpanned. We got a crossing signal, so we crossed. A couple of drunk girls were walking towards us, one in a skirt shorter than mine, the other in a white string bikini.

“That’s right, girlfriend,” Short Skirt said. “You have a great night.” 

“Whoa,” White Bikini said as she looked Tyrell up and down. “Damn, girl,” she muttered as she walked past me. 

We walked over the river on the footbridge.

It was chilly over the water. He unzipped his sweatshirt and wrapped it around me. I felt his warmth.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Here,” he said, and we stopped in the middle of the bridge. “Make a wish.”

He handed me the $400. 

“Wait, what? Are you throwing that–”

He laughed. “I’m just kidding.” He reached in his pockets and came out with a couple coins. “I’ll go first,” and he tossed his coin into the river. Then he parked his sunglasses on top of his head and looked at me. 

Then he was looking behind me. “Here, hold up,” he said.

A couple was walking over the footbridge, and he got between me and the couple. 

“‘Sup,” he said to the guy.”

I heard the girl say “Mmmmhhhmmm,” under her breath. 

“OK, now make a wish,” he said. 

This man was protecting me. He was between me and strange men. He was taking his job very seriously. 

Too seriously? Well, I took my job seriously that night. Pride in work? 

“I’m not sure what to wish for,” I said.

“Plenty of bridge left,” he said. “You’ll think of something.” 

“I bet I know what a few of these girls would wish for,” I said. “You’re getting a lot of looks.”

“You think people are looking at me?” he said. “They’re looking at the cute girl in a short skirt.” 

I shook my head. “They’re after you,” I said. “They want–”

“And just what do you think they want?” he laughed. 

“Well, I was in the bathroom and overheard a girl talking about you,” I said.

“I bet I can guess what she said.”

“Yeah. She said she bet you had a–”

He held his hand up. “I get it a lot. People think I’m some kind of thrill for them. They think I have a tree trunk in my pants and they want to climb on.”

“Telephone pole.”

“‘Scuse me?”

“She said telephone pole, not tree trunk. But yeah, she seemed to think she had a chance.” 

“I just moved here from California. Tree trunks are way bigger than telephone poles there. I’ll stick with the tree trunk.” 

We walked towards the shore.

“Which girl?” he said.

“I never saw,” I said. “Sorry.” 

“It’s OK,” he said. 

“If it helps, one of the girls said she slept with someone named Raul, and he was hung like an ant.” 

I thought of how easily I could tuck myself between my legs as I sat on the girls’ toilet. I thought of how it seemed like all girls wanted huge cocks. About how all the girls who walked past us tonight seemed to imply that, right? 

That’s not what I had. 

We got to the end of the bridge. 

I thought of a wish, and threw my coin.

“I was with someone who was hung like an ant,” he said. “It was still fun.” 

What. The. Fuck. 

“I dated a femboy back in California,” he said. “Two, actually. Only one was hung like an ant, though. The other…what was it that girl said? A telephone pole?”  

“Yeah.”

“Yeah, I dated someone who carried that in her pants.” 

“That had to have been weird.”

“For her it was.”

“For her?”

“Well, she wanted one smaller.”

“What?” I snapped. “Why?” 

“One reason she was happy with me was that I made her feel small. It happens. She was petite and dainty every way but that way.”  

“I would kill for that.”

“People always want something other than what they’ve got.” 

We got to my building. I stopped right where I was.

“Fuck,” I said.

He looked at me by the light of the parking lot lamp and lowered his shades. 

“My keys were taken too.” How did I make it the whole way home and never thought about my keys? 

“At the club?”

“Yeah. The thief took everything, even my keys.” 

How the hell was I going to get into my apartment? How the hell was I going to get in and move on with my life? To get out of this outfit, to not look back, to not go back to Mouth, and to masturbate furiously until the poisons were gone? 

“Can you buzz for someone?”

“It’s after two in the morning.”

“You got a landlord?”

“Phone number’s in my apartment. Also I have no phone to call him on.” 

The building was dark. 

“You sure you can get in?” he asked.

“I think I can,” I said. “Let’s go around to the front.” 

“This isn’t the front?” he said behind me as I speed-walked away. Front? Back? Whatever it was, it faced the river and had all the balconies on it. I stood below, hearing the ocean breeze, feeling it tussle my hair. Tyrell stood next to me and looked at the wall of balconies. 

“Which one’s yours?” he said.

“That one,” I said, pointing to the one with a red towel hanging over the railing. “422.” 

There was an immediate problem, though, which is that all of the apartment lights were off, except for 322, the one directly below mine. I did not know whoever was in 322. Never met them. Even if I looked like myself, there’s no way they’d know I was telling the truth and no reason for them to let me in. 

“Don’t,” he said. “I know what you’re thinking.”

“I’m a rock climber,” I said. “It’s why Dan hired me. Not afraid of heights and all that. I can’t climb like this, though.” 

I shimmied out of my skirt, gave him back his sweatshirt, and stood there in my slinky one-piece. I felt his eyes on my bulge, which had been larger than normal ever since I was up in the cage and perved on the club sex everyone else seemed to be having but me. 

Now that I knew he was maybe into little bulges, I was slightly self-conscious about it. 

“I was with someone who was hung like an ant. It was fun.”

I handed him the skirt. 

“Can you boost me up to the railing, right over there?” I pointed. 

“Sure can,” he said. 

“Be a gentleman,” I said. 

He cradled his hands and I stepped my booted foot into it. Then I heard him grunt as he lifted me up like a cheerleader. It was almost effortless, and at full extension I could just grab the balcony. I hung there, feeling almost naked, in a pair of giant boots. 

“You good?” he called from below.

“I think so,” I said. I saw a flash.

“Did…you just take a photo of me?” I called down. 

“It’ll be funny,” he said. “You’ll see.” 

I saw another. 

Time to move. 

I pulled myself up, and was able to swing my leg onto the concrete. 

My leg burned. I worked them pretty hard in the cage, and now I had to use them some more. I barely had the energy. 

That was the second floor. I inched my way around some strange person’s balcony. God, I hoped no one was awake and saw a strange young man looking like he was trying to break into their apartment.

I mean, a strange young woman. I looked like a girl. 

I edged myself over as far as I could go, and stood on top of the railing. It was metal, and was very thin, but I could wedge it where my heel started and it was surprisingly stable. I looked down at Tyrell. 

All I could do was wave. 

I could just reach the balcony above me, and I pulled myself up. My arms were starting to burn as badly as my legs. I had to go one more floor since the balcony next to me was 322, and had its lights on and I needed to go around them. 

Again, I wedged my heels on the railing, then pulled myself up. It was the middle of the night, I was tired, and I needed to keep doing this just a little longer. I walked to the edge of the balcony, then positioned myself so I could stretch from one to the other. 

I needed to do something like a split. 

With someone below me. 

And I was wearing something that left absolutely nothing to the imagination.

With a push, I had one foot on one balcony and the other on mine. I made it. Again, Tyrell was below me. There was enough light on this side of the building where I was sure I was giving him a show. For the second time that night, someone was below me, looking up at me, seeing right up my legs. 

Everyone at the club thought they were seeing a girl’s underwear, though. Tyrell, on the other hand, knew exactly what he was seeing. 

And he was looking. I threw myself from one balcony to the next, and with both arms, held on to my railing. I threw one leg over the railing, then the other, and stood in a very revealing outfit, displayed for anyone to see. 

Except it was just Tyrell. He was the only one who could see. And he was clapping. 

I blanked. I wasn’t sure what to do.

So I curtsied. 

“Damn, girl,” he called up. “That was impressive. OK, be right up.” 

Wait. He was coming up?

I didn’t need that. 

Oh, he still had my money. 

That I needed.
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I slid my sliding door open and walked through my dark apartment, turning lights on as I went. I felt like I was trespassing. I didn’t feel like me. I felt like a visitor. It all looked different. 

My buzzer sounded, and I pressed it to let Tyrell in. 

My legs ached. I had walked to Mouth from here, danced for four hours, walked home, and then climbed four floors of balconies to get home. My thighs were burning. Part of me understood exactly why those girls were talking about how they just wanted to lay back and get fucked, not wanting to do any work. 

I didn’t want to think too much about which part of me understood. But I got it. If I were a real girl and spent a night like that? Dancing, working it? And then someone picked me up and wanted me to do all the work? 

Yeah, I got it. 

I opened my front door a crack, and collapsed on my couch. 

I got it. 

I couldn’t move. I was done. I was ready to…wait, did he say “damn girl”?

Girl? 

He should know better than–

He walked into my apartment, and gently shut the door behind him. He looked over at me, sprawled on the couch in my revealing, strappy, barely-there outfit. 

My arms were over my head. 

My legs were spread. 

I looked down at my crotch. There was a wet spot, right in the middle of my very noticeable bulge.

I snapped my legs closed. There’s no way he missed that. 

“Well, here’s your skirt,” he set it down on my kitchen counter, right by the door. “And here’s your $400.” He set that down on top of the skirt. 

I was spent. The day was rough, the night was rough, and even though Dan was going to give me money for what was stolen, I’d still need to figure out how to get a new phone, driver’s license, and debit card. 

“See you around, Stef,” he said. 

“Hey, wait,” I said, as Tyrell opened my door to leave. “Didn’t you take photos of me? Hanging on the balcony?”

“Oh yeah!” he said, grinning. He shut the door and came over to the couch. 

He showed the two pics. Both were of me, hanging from a balcony with extended arms. 

Wearing practically nothing. 

With a very firm ass. 

“You got a cute butt, right? Did you see yourself at all tonight?”

“A little,” I said. “When they got me ready.” 

“You got a butt better than most girls,” he said. 

“Are you going to…keep those?” 

“I don’t have to,” he said. “I thought it would be funny.” 

“Ha ha,” I said. “More people checked me out tonight than in my whole life.”

“There’s a reason for that,” he said. 

Then it sounded like the middle of the night. No sounds in the building. No sounds outside. Complete, awkward silence. Nothing to hear. I slept through that sound most nights, but not tonight. 

“Tell me about California.”

Why did I want to know about California?

“What about?”

“...How you met femboys.”

“I bounced for a club called Sir,” he said, sitting back on the couch and putting his feet up. “It was fun. Brought all kinds of people in. People into everything. Met a lot of really cool people there.”

“Including two people you dated.”

“Including them.” 

“And you were into them.”

“I was.” 

“I would not have guessed that about you.” 

“Like I said, I saw lots of things.”

More silence. 

“And what are you seeing now?”

“Lots of things.”  

He slowly reached between my legs, and I let him. With only his thumb, he pressed into me, and I felt like he pushed some button that I had always carried around with me and never thought to push. 

Why was I letting him do that?

Because it felt wrong. It felt naughty, deranged. It felt…good.

I could only think of the girl in the club, pinned to the wall, gyrating her hips as she was fingered. She was oblivious to her surroundings and had nothing close to a huge cock even near her. It was some other girl’s fingers, and that was more than enough. 

I felt myself swell. 

Which I was oddly OK with. Why wouldn’t it be OK? Somehow knowing that people were into all kinds of things made it somehow…invisible. Normal. 

This was normal, despite it not being normal twelve hours earlier. 

But it was normal now. 

That girl in the club had dainty girl fingers pressed into her. I had a giant thumb, slowly working in circles around the soft mound between my legs.

A soft mound that wanted to be hard.  

I pressed against his thumb, and felt another drop come out of me. The wet spot got bigger. 

“That’s not exactly a telephone pole in there,” I breathed. 

“No one needs a telephone pole,” he said. “I can prove it.”

More silence. A slight breeze. 

“Then prove it,” I whispered. 

He made eye contact with me, and slowly tugged the crotch of my outfit to the side, letting my little cock breathe for the first time all night. He grabbed it with his thumb and two fingers, and gave it a squeeze. I watched a thick, clear drop form at the tip, and he gathered it with a finger. 

He reached between my legs and I jumped when I felt what he was doing: he flicked his fingertip, slick with my own lube, right up against my opening. 

I steadied myself with both arms as he worked his finger tip inside of me, and I felt him hit my button from the other side.

He worked it in, slowly, and then started to curl his finger, and my legs, already burning, went slack.  

This was one finger, but it was everything. This was what that girl against the wall felt? She could go to another dimension, but the girl in the bathroom couldn’t? What was wrong with people?

Nothing was wrong with this, and I felt his pace quicken. I felt a pressure starting to build, right where he was touching, like I needed to empty myself, but like I never knew it was full before. I braced myself with both arms and realized my breath was getting quicker, which only made him go faster. In and out, up and down, up and down. 

It felt like he was telling me to “come here,” and I was, and I wanted to, and I’d go anywhere if this was there, and then there was more “come here,” and it got more urgent, and I felt myself start to lose it.

And then I lost it. It was gone. I couldn’t hold it in any more, and I sprayed a thick rope, all in one blast, straight up in the air. It hung as if in slow motion, and I watched it fall to my belly. Then another, straight back onto my chest, and another that didn’t go nearly as far. 

Then I began to get soft, still unloading right into my belly button. 

My eyes were closed for the last few pulses as my orgasm ended. I couldn’t move. 

“Told you I could prove it,” he said.

“What else can you prove?” I whispered. “That was…unbelievable.” 

He sat up on the couch and dropped the waistband of his shorts. 

A giant, jet-black shaft came out. He was already hard. Rock hard, and he leaned over me. 

I looked tiny by comparison. I had nothing there. What I did have just gave me the most indescribable pleasure I had ever felt, and it was still pulsing between my legs, but he really did have a tree trunk. 

And he slapped me with it. 

He smacked me, right on the cock, with what he was carrying. 

And I immediately stopped getting soft, and started getting hard again. I was still oozing cum onto myself, and he grabbed his thick shaft with one hand and thwacked me with it, where it landed on me with a wet, hard, thud. 

He smacked me on the shaft, and I got harder. 

He smacked me on the balls, and I jumped, getting harder still. I was swollen, I was sore, and I wasn’t done. Not even close. He did it again, and again, and I was unable to think anymore. He was beating me with it, and I was losing my mind. There was nothing for me to grab, so I was still, suspended with my mouth open, gasping for air that wasn’t there. 

Slap.

Slap. 

Slap.

I was instantly on the verge of cumming again. How many ways could you get to another dimension? At least two.

And he had a third way in mind. He reached down and picked up my cum, letting it dangle and drip off his fingers, spreading it all over his cock. He rubbed himself in the pool of cum that was collected in my belly button, and I felt his warm manhood dragged across my body. 

And when his cock was covered in my cum, covered in every squirt that he had coaxed out of me, he pressed the tip of his dick to my hole, and I spread my legs wider, and it went in.

Oh God, it went in. The gasp from my lips could have woken my whole building, and I couldn’t move, and I needed to move around. I flailed my arms to catch my balance, but I wasn’t falling; there was nothing to balance. 

I tried breathing but couldn’t.

I tried moving but was held in place. 

And his strokes were firm, and slow, and long, and deep, and I had no power over a single thing in the world. I was powerless, pinned to the couch, aching deep inside as I felt my body stop being mine. 

And with each stroke, he came almost all the way out before going back in, and my body was unable to resist. 

My erection was sticking straight up towards the ceiling, the biggest it had ever been, the most needy it had ever been, and he wouldn’t touch it. He dragged his rough, massive hands up and down my inner thighs, what everyone in the club was trying to see all night, and my little hard dick bounced back and forth and I squeezed to get it harder. I had to make it harder, but couldn’t, and I was trying desperately to fuck the air above me, and somehow he was stroking the same button inside of me that he was stroking earlier, and then it was too much.

And I came, again. I burst. I felt my whole stomach rise up, and then I was spraying as he stroked, and it wouldn’t stop.

It went, and went some more. I filled the crater of my belly button, and there were lines of cum up my chest, and one hit me in the bare neck, and that whimper I heard was me. 

And then he went faster, and everything left me. I flopped around helplessly, and he raised my feet over his shoulders, and I was just a thing. For stroke after stroke after stroke, I was just a thing, and when he groaned I knew what was coming.

He pulled out and hit me on the chest with a percussive splat. And his next shot hit me in the face, and then he aimed onto my belly, and before long I was covered in cum. 

Completely covered. 

The room was silent again. His hands were on my knees, and I was seeing stars. I brought my fingers to my face to wipe away his cum, and he laughed. 

“I ruined your makeup,” he said. 

Somehow I knew there would be other chances. 

Other outfits, other dances, other clubs. 

Other nights, other days, other dimensions. 

By the way, back on the bridge? When Tyrell and I walked back from Mouth and I made my wish? 

My wish was for a huge cock. 

I got it.
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“I’m coming!” I yelled as I made my way down the stairs. Whoever was at my front door was knocking hard, and they weren’t giving up. After it was clear they weren’t going away, I had to cut my shower short, and I had quickly thrown my clothes back on. As I ran down the stairs, I could feel that I was not wearing underwear. 

I don’t know who I expected to see when I opened my front door.

The police?

My sister Shelby, or my parents? Maybe because they locked themselves out of the house?

The fire department?

No. It was Tyler, my sister’s boyfriend.

“Scott,” he said. “Oh, man, am I glad to see you.”

“Shelby’s not here,” I said to him. 

“I know that,” he said. “I just left her at Cassie’s party. This is super important. Can I come in?”

Apparently my shower would wait. 

I motioned for him to come in, and shut the door.

Tyler and Shelby and I all went to Rockland Community College, but that’s where the similarities ended. I just got there, Shelby changed her major four times in two years and wasn’t going to graduate for a long time, and Tyler was somewhere in between. He did something with cryptocurrency that no one understood, but drove a nice BMW and didn’t seem to be in a hurry to graduate. As our father said when I asked if he liked Tyler, “at least he has a direction.”

“Parents out?” 

I nodded.

“So, this isn’t easy,” he said. “But I need you. For real. Please do me this favor.”

“Depends what it is.”

“This is serious,” he said, and he pulled a phone out of his pocket. “Do you know what this is?”

I nodded. 

It was Shelby’s phone. Same light purple case, same unicorn sticker, and I could smell it. It was like whatever lotion she used was permanently a part of the case. “I don’t know how to say this, but I have reason to believe your sister is seeing someone else. She will not tell me her PIN, she is evasive every time we talk about it, and I really need to know this. I know she’s your sister, but I’m hoping as one guy to another, you get where I’m coming from here.”

Ooh, this was bad. 

“Tyler, man, I don’t know about this.”

“Please, Scott. I’m desperate.”

“I don’t understand what this has to do with me,” I said. “She hasn’t told you her PIN, but I don’t know it either.”

“You don’t need to know it,” he said. “You have something of hers that will get you into the phone.”

“I do?”

He nodded. “You have her face.”

What?

What on earth was he talking about? I felt a drip of my now-cold shower water run down the back of my neck. 

“I have her face?”

He nodded again. “You two look a lot alike. Same size, same face, same hair. She uses her face to unlock her phone. I am willing to bet that we can use your face to unlock it. Then I can check her texts, and know for sure. Please, Scott. Please.” 

It’s not that I didn’t like Tyler. I did. It’s not that I didn’t trust him, or that I didn’t trust Shelby. 

Actually, that wasn’t true: I didn’t trust Shelby. 

I knew as soon as Tyler said “seeing someone else” that Shelby was probably cheating. Her room was across the hall from mine, but some nights when my parents were out, she’d have Tyler over, and I could hear them in there. A few nights, the guy’s voice sounded deeper, though, and something about the way the hallway smelled felt off. I shouldn’t know what Tyler smells like, but I do, because sometimes we drive to or from class together. 

Tyler didn’t always smell like Tyler. 

Meaning, who I thought was Tyler was not always Tyler.

I’d keep my suspicions to myself, but I decided to help him. 

“Fine,” I said. “Just hold it in front of my face.”

He held the phone and I could hear it vibrate, letting him know it didn’t work. 

“Try again.”

It vibrated again, staying locked. 

“If we do it a third time, does it lock up for five minutes or something? Or forever?”

“I have no idea,” I said.

“I can’t risk this not working,” he said. 

“We have to,” I said.

“No we don’t,” he said, shaking his head. 

“What do you mean?”

“Can we make you look more like Shelby? Like, with some of her makeup?”

“No!”

“I can’t get this far and then not get into her phone,” he said. “I can’t. If she’s the kind of person to cheat on me, I need to know now.”

“Just assume she is!” I said. 

I was about to tell him about the cologne smell in the hallway, the deeper voice I sometimes hear, but before I could, he said “I’ll give you $100.” 

“Oh my God, Tyler, no, I don’t need your Bitcoin.”

“Not Bitcoin,” he said, and pulled out his wallet. “Here,” he said, holding a few twenties at me. 

“Tyler, no, I am not wearing makeup for a hundred bucks.”

“$200,” he said. 

“Come on, dude.”

“Two hundred and…” he flipped through his wallet. “Two hundred and forty six. Right now, on the spot. We’ve got one more shot at the facial recognition, your parents aren’t home, Shelby’s still at Cassie’s and won’t leave until she tears the place apart looking for her phone. No one will ever know.” 

I could use the money, for sure. I had no job, no real goals, and I was an 18 year old General Studies major at a Community College. I was reliant on my parents and was years away from having prospects. $246 was life-changing money when you had no money. 

And no life. 

Would this be enough to get me a life? I could find out. 

“Fine,” I sighed. “This does not get out to anyone.” 

He handed me the money. “If I’m right, buddy, you’ll never see me again.” 

That actually kind of stung. Did I want to make this trade? 

We went upstairs and hung a right into Shelby’s room. He was much more comfortable in her room than I was, even though I was the one who lived with her. He walked straight to her dresser and started looking at labels.

“This might take a second,” he said.

“Take your time,” I said. “No refunds.” 

He laughed, and said “I’m assuming we can do some eye stuff and lipstick. She doesn’t go anywhere without makeup, so her phone probably thinks that’s what she looks like all the time. I guess we do this until it looks right.” 

He handed me a bottle of something.

“You want me to do it for you?” he asked when I didn’t take it from him. 

“Absolutely not,” I said. 

I stood in front of her mirror and Tyler watched as I drew on some shading with eyeliner, which was the bottle he had handed me. Her eyeshadow made my eyes deeper, darker, and more mysterious. Then it was mascara, and I brushed on a few strokes. How much was enough? How much was too much? I had no idea. 

“Here,” he said at one point. “I do need to do this for you.”

He got up and helped fluff out my eyelashes with the mascara brush. 

“Get closer to the base. Like this,” he said. “I’m not going to hurt you.” 

I closed my eyes and let him work. It took a certain amount of trust to let someone near your eyes with a pointy tool, but he and I had that kind of a relationship, I suppose. We’d have lunch on campus if our schedules allowed, or he took me to the movies when Shelby had to cancel one night and he already had the tickets. He even let me borrow his car one day when I forgot something on campus and had to go all the way back. 

A BMW? It was the slowest I had ever driven. 

And now he was dolling me up to look like his girlfriend. 

“OK, check it,” he said, putting the cap back on the brush. 

Even in a dimly-lit bedroom, my eyes popped.

Tyler sat back on Shelby’s bed and watched me work. If he was attracted to her, and I looked like her, what would it mean if…

“You’re getting close,” he said, interrupting my thought. “Any shade of red lipstick and you should be good. Actually, put your hair in a ponytail, maybe. That should help.”

I grabbed a tube of lipstick and twisted the bottom until it poked out, then applied it to my lips like it was lip balm. That I had done before. That wasn’t girly at all. That was normal…

I looked at myself and smacked my lips the way I had seen women do it. Then I looked at him. He looked startled.

“Uh, yeah,” he said. “This should work. My God, do you look like her,” he muttered. Then he handed me the phone. 

“Here goes nothing,” I said, holding the phone in front of me. 

I smiled and it vibrated in my hand, except this time, it unlocked. 

“You’re in,” I said, handing it back to him. 

He grabbed it and started scrolling through her messages app, and started reading down the names to me.

“Do you have an Aunt Jane?” he asked. 

“Yes, that’s real.” 

“What about Gloria?”

“She has a friend named Gloria, yes.”

“Who the fuck is Jacob?” 

“A guy at her old job. He’s gay though.”

He paused as he read something on her phone.

“Yeah, this doesn’t look flirty. OK, not Jacob. How about Wanda?”

“No clue.”

He looked at me. “No?”

“No, I don’t know a Wanda.”

He looked back down at the phone and read. 

Then he scrolled and read some more. 

Then he looked at me with what looked like sadness in his eyes, and slowly sat on Shelby’s bed. 

“That’s it,” he said. “Wanda. This ain’t no Wanda writing her back, though.” 

“Tyler, man, I’m sorry.”

“It’s OK. You didn’t do anything.” 

I thought back to the first time I smelled that new cologne. Should I have said anything? If I was honest with myself, I did probably wonder if that was Tyler behind Shelby’s door. 

Yet I said nothing. And as things stood, I was standing in her bedroom with the body of a boy and the face of a girl. It was not the time to address any guilt I had. 

“I’m going to screenshot all of this,” he said, sniffing. 

“You are oddly calm about this,” I said. “Are you OK?”

It took him a while to look up at me. “I’m…fine. I think. I mean, I’m not fine, but I am.” 

“That makes no sense,” I said.

“Have you ever been cheated on?” he said. 

“Well, no,” I said. I hadn’t been cheated on. You need to be with someone for them to cheat on you. I was missing a crucial piece of the puzzle and could never be cheated on. 

“I hope you never are,” he said. “This feels weird. But I thought something was off. I think…” he trailed off and looked at the wall. “I think I made peace with this a while ago.” 

I didn’t know what to say. I said nothing.

He said nothing. 

I caught my reflection in the mirror and couldn’t believe how much like a girl I looked. I heard his phone buzz as he screenshotted the whole conversation with Wanda on Shelby’s phone, then texted each screenshot to his phone. 

It took about five minutes. I stopped counting the buzzes. 

But something strange happened as he sent himself the photos. I felt each buzz of his phone in my body. Was I bored? Was I simply in tune with my surroundings? Like, I was on heightened alert because I was in someone else’s bedroom and I was not exactly myself? 

Each buzz traveled straight through me. I felt the tingling in my fingers, in my toes, and in my belly. I felt the buzzing between my legs.

I was not wearing underwear. My shower was interrupted and I had thrown my sweatpants back on without getting fully dressed. And Tyler’s buzzing phone was creating a very noticeable problem in my pants, even though I was not particularly well-endowed there. I shifted my weight a few times, tried thinking about the unsexiest things I could (Vegetables! Penguins! Math! Baseball!), and was relieved when the buzzing stopped.

He stood up and ran his hands through his hair.

“Thanks, man,” he said. “I owe you one.”

There was more than two hundred bucks in my pocket. “You do not owe me anything,” I said, “and I feel weird even having this–” I reached in my pocket for the money and my fingers brushed against my semi-hardness.

He shook his head. “It’s yours, and I mean that. I needed answers. Those were worth more than two hundred bucks.”

I kept my hand in my pocket to shield my semi from him. 

It was awkward. 

“I’ll see you around, man,” he said, and we shook hands. He stopped in the doorway and turned to look back at me. “That was the strangest handshake ever. It really feels like I just shook hands with the girl who cheated on me, so that I can leave and go break up with the girl who cheated on me.”

I didn’t know what he felt like, but it didn’t look good. 

I didn’t know what I felt like, but I knew I didn’t feel like a boy. It wasn't a girl either, but by the time I had control of my thoughts, he was gone, and I was left in a girly bedroom with my hands in my pants, holding back an erection I shouldn’t have had, but did.

***

Want to see where it goes next?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.
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