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GUY TO GROUPIE

Chuck can’t wait to meet his favourite band: one of the biggest acts on the planet. He’s so eager that he waited for half an hour behind the stadium, missing the last half of the show just for a shot at shaking his favourite musicians’ hands. But he doesn’t make it in. Only the skimpy girls make it through that back door.

But Chuck is determined. He’ll do anything to meet his idols, even if it means dolling himself up as a groupie the next night, just to make it inside. And his disguise is only supposed to get him through that door—he doesn’t actually think that everyone, his favourite band members included, will think he’s really a hot groupie.


CHAPTER I

It was during intermission when I overheard a man in a suit talking to a group of girls standing behind me. “Would the three of you possibly be interested in meeting the band after the show?” the man asked.

The girls all giggled. “Really? They want to meet us?” they said.

The man in the suit laughed. “I said possibly. After each show, we like to bring a dozen fans or so back to meet the members of the band. I can’t guarantee they’ll pick you, but I just thought I would pass along the opportunity.” The man was older—maybe in his late forties. He had a short grey-speckled beard and short grey-speckled hair. His suit was neat—maybe brand new—and his shoes were unmistakably expensive. I could only assume that he was the band manager. He leaned forward and continued talking to the girls, but now I couldn’t make out what he was saying as the crowd around me was too loud. I tried to lean in closer and I tried to strain to hear—but I just couldn’t figure out what he was telling them.

He turned and started to walk away, but I wasn’t going to miss my opportunity. “Hey! Wait!” I said running after him.

He turned to me slowly with a cool smile on his face. “Can I help you?” he asked.

“Where do we go to meet the band after the show? I just overheard you talking to those girls. Is that open to anyone?” I liked Over Oleander. They’d been one of my favourite bands since their first album dropped five years earlier. They’d been a lot of people’s favourite band since their first album. After three albums, they had nearly a dozen number-one hits and they were already filling out stadiums.

“Behind the stadium, service entrance number twenty-two,” he said to me. “You’ll have to be there before the end of the show though—which means missing the last couple of songs.” He looked me up and down and then made an awkward smile. “But I really can’t guarantee that they will bring you back.”

“I’m a huge fan,” I said. “I’ll take my chances.”

Though I didn’t really care too much for meeting the members of the band. I’d seen their Instagram videos and I’d read the controversial news articles. To be honest: they seemed like a bunch of assholes to me. Sure, they made good music, but their popularity had obviously gotten to their heads. That being said, I wasn’t an idiot. I’d seen how much a signed Over Oleander poster sold for on eBay. If I could get the whole band to sign a poster—or even just a tour book—I could bank enough money to live for four months. Maybe I could get them to sign one for an imaginary girlfriend as well, and make it eight months.

I still had a few minutes left in intermission, so I went to the merch table and bought a couple of tour books. I groaned when the merch table lady asked me for fifty bucks, but I knew it was a worthwhile investment. I was careful not to fold or bend the tour books. I held them carefully throughout the next five songs, and then I decided to trek down to that back service entrance early, hoping to get to the front of the line before whoever else had been invited down to meet the band.

When I arrived around back, there was already a group of women standing there, and a couple of men. One of the men had a pair of tour books just like me. The other man was holding a big stack of posters. The women looked at me, up and down, just like the band manager, and then they went back to chatting amongst themselves. None of them had any merch to be signed. They were all probably there hoping get fucked by the band, so they could go and tell their friends that they’d fucked famous people. They were groupies. They probably did the same thing for every show that came through town. They probably didn’t even know anything about Over Oleander. Only one of them was wearing an Over Oleander shirt, which she’d modified into a slutty tank top.

“Excuse me,” I said, nudging my way to the gate next to the door. There was a security guard standing in front of the door. He gave me that same look up and down before saying, “What’s up, buddy?”

“I’m just going to get a couple of things signed. I’m a big fan. Do you work with the band or do you work for the stadium?”

He stared at me with a blank look, but he didn’t answer my question. Instead, he said, “I don’t know that you’re really their type. Why don’t you go back inside and catch the encore? People say it’s the best part of the show.”

“I don’t want to miss this opportunity,” I said. “I’m sure they’ll be happy to meet a big fan. I mean look—I’m really the only fan here. These other people aren’t fans. Look at that guy—he’s clearly just trying to get posters signed so he can sell them. And then that girl—do you really think she listens to rock?” I laughed, but the security guard didn’t laugh back. He just continued to stare at me with that unfortunately judging gaze.

“You really should just go and try to catch the encore. You still have your ticket to get back in, right?” He didn’t believe in me—but I believed in me. It’s not like I wanted to spend the night hanging out with the band. I just wanted to spend a minute making them think that I really wanted to meet them, then I wanted two signatures. It would take a grand total of two minutes at the very most. What was the big deal?

A few more ditsy girls showed up. It was a minute before the end of the show when the girls who had been sitting behind me showed up. They were still tense and giggling, excited to meet the band. I kept my spot right next to the security guard. I figured my chances were better if I was the first face the band saw when they opened that door. I was a good talker. I could talk my way into that stadium. I just needed a few signatures—I would even settle for one from each band member.

Then the music stopped booming inside the stadium. The sound of the roaring crowd pierced the thick cement walls. All of the women around me suddenly moved towards the door, crowding around me. The woman directly to my left reached down and unbuttoned an additional button before lifting her tits up, which were already stuffed into a tight push up bra. The woman to my right pulled up her tiny shorts so that they were hardly more than a denim thong. The amalgamation of perfumes around me was making my nostrils tingle.

The door suddenly opened. The light inside was bright and blinding. We all winced away, as if God himself was coming through that door. But it wasn’t God—it was just the grey-speckled band manager. He scanned the faces in the small crowd. Then he started pointing at girls. “You, you, you, you, and you,” he said. All of the chosen girls sprung forward with excitement. One girl nearly screamed.

The girls who weren’t chosen all sighed and turned away, even before that door was closed. Why were they giving up hope so fast?

“Excuse me!” I said, stepping forward. The security guard suddenly grabbed me, even though I’d only taken a single step. I was holding out my tour books. “I just want to get my tour books signed!” I said. I tried to wriggle out from the grasp of the guard, but he was holding me too tightly.

“Don’t make me use the taser, man!” he said. Then he threw me to the ground. The tour books flew out from my hand and landed in a filthy puddle next to a nearby dumpster. They were ruined.

Then, from the cold hard ground, I watched as that back door closed. I never had a chance. They were never looking to bring fans back. They only wanted slutty groupies.


CHAPTER II

Not only did I miss the last quarter of the show, but also I spent fifty bucks on tour books that were now ruined and useless. It was a long bus ride home, listening to all of the Over Oleander fans reminisce about their favourite songs. Apparently those last few songs were by far the best. I should have just remained in my seat.

A young woman on the bus looked at me. She didn’t look away when I looked at her. “What happened to you?” she asked.

“I slipped,” I said.

She continued to stare at me. I must have looked pretty rough. I felt like crap. I was already nearly broke and now I was out an extra fifty bucks. I got off a bus stop earlier than usual and walked the extra distance, just so I could get away from the judgemental looks that I was getting on that bus.

When I got home, I made the mistake of looking at signed Over Oleander tour books on eBay. I saw one going for three thousand bucks, and it still had four days of bidding left to rack up a bigger bill. I looked at the sellers and was surprised to see that they were men. How were they getting to the band for autographs? Were they stalking the members at their hotels? Was there some sort of address tour books could be sent to in order to be signed? Or were these guys dressing up like chicks and waiting behind stadiums each night?

I chuckled at the thought of a grown man dressed like a woman, holding a stack of tour books. But maybe the idea wasn’t so ridiculous. That grey-speckled band manager hardly looked at those girls before ushering them in. I’m not even sure he looked at their faces. He just looked down to see who was wearing the least amount of clothing, probably to determine who was the most likely to put out. So what was honestly stopping a man from putting on a wig and a bit of makeup?

I laughed again. No—I was right originally. The idea was ridiculous.

I tried to purge the memory of that Over Oleander concert from my mind. I tried to accept that the money was gone. I tried to forget that musicians were just a bunch of horny, self-obsessed losers who had no actual appreciation for their fans—and yes, I was considering myself a fan, even though I wasn’t one. Because as far as they were concerned, I was. I stood out in the cold for half an hour, missing the last quarter of their concert. They could have, at the very least, signed a couple of tour books for me.

It didn’t matter. I was determined to forget all about it. I’d learned my lesson and now I was moving on.

But forgetting all about it wasn’t so easy. When I showed up for work the next morning, three of my co-workers were wearing Over Oleander t-shirts. All morning, they wouldn’t stop talking about the concert. “That encore was incredible!” one of them said a number of times. “I just can’t get over that encore.”

I rolled my eyes. I felt left out, even though I was at the concert as well. I didn’t want to tell them that I was there, because I didn’t want to have to come up with a lie as to why I missed the apparently amazing encore. So I just kept my mouth shut and tried to walk away whenever they started talking about the very popular band.

I could have taken a few weeks off of this crumby job had I gotten the band to sign those books…

It was the middle of the afternoon when a customer came into the store and saw one of my co-workers wearing her Over Oleander shirt. “Hey—cool shirt!” the customer said.

“Thanks! Were you at the show?” I tried to back as far away as I could, so I could pretend like I wasn’t hearing the conversation.

“I was—and obviously you were too. Pretty great encore, huh?”

“The best!”

I rolled my eyes again. Their conversation continued.

“You know my sister got invited back stage. She met the band and everything. Check out this picture she sent me.” The customer held his phone out to my co-worker. And I just had to see who his sister was. I ran forward and slipped up next to my co-worker.

“Let me see,” I said. Both the customer and my colleague stared at me strangely.

“Do you like Over Oleander, Chuck?” my co-worker asked.

I recognized the girl in the photo. She was the one with the push-up bra, who was unbuttoning her shirt the moment before that door was thrown open. I could even remember her perfume: a childish scent of candy and daisies. In the photo, she was standing between the singer and the guitar player. They had their arms around her. One of them even had their fingers on the side of her right breast—though it was hard to tell whose hand it was as the rest of the band was standing behind her. I couldn’t help but wonder if she put out for them, or if she just got her precious Instagram picture and then left.

“Did she get anything signed?” I asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t think so,” the customer said.

I scoffed. It would have taken her five seconds and she could have had a few thousand extra dollars in her bank account. What a fool…

The customer bought himself a cheap adapter cable and left. Then my co-worker turned to me and said, “What was that all about?”

“Nothing,” I said. “I just wanted to see the picture.”

“You got all weird and crazy,” she said. “Were you at the show?”

I bit down on my tongue. “Yeah, I was there.”

“Why didn’t you say anything? We’ve been talking about the show all day.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I didn’t think it was that great,” I said.

“Even the encore?” she asked, narrowing her eyes.

I don’t know what came over me. My frustration suddenly reached its climax and I just had to say something. “I didn’t see the damn encore. I don’t even know why anyone likes that stupid band. They’re a bunch of spoiled brats!”

My co-worker was silent for a moment before asking, “Are you okay?

“No, I’m not okay. Because I paid a lot of money last night to a bunch of guys who couldn’t care less about their fans. Their music isn’t even that good. Half of their songs are just glorified Led Zeppelin rip offs.”

“So why did you go to the show then?” my co-worker asked with narrowed eyes.

“Good question. I’m certainly never going back. They aren’t getting any more of my money.”

My co-worker nodded her head and then walked away slowly, as if she was walking away from a dangerous mental patient. And maybe that’s how I was coming across. Maybe I needed to take a breather.

It’s not like Over Oleander owed me anything. I gave them my money voluntarily. I chose to go to that show. And the band manager did warn me that there was no guarantee that I would be chosen to go back stage with the band. If I was in a band, I would probably prefer to meet fans with big tits and damp pussies over men with stacks of tour books who just wanted to turn a profit. I suppose I couldn’t blame them.

But my God, did I still hate them. An Over Oleander song came on the radio and I tried not to cringe. I could feel my face turning red. They could have at least signed my tour books. The manager could have taken them back quickly, just to appease me.

Over Oleander had another sold out show in town that night. Some of my friends posted pictures on Facebook before the start of the show, posing in front of the stage. “Is Over Oleander the best band on the planet right now?” one of them wrote as their ‘status’. I rolled my eyes and resisted the urge to post ‘far from it’.

My frustration was still growing, even though I knew the whole situation was silly and out of my control. It wouldn’t have been so bad had a girl I went to high school with not posted the picture of her with the band just a few hours later.

She looked just like the store customer’s sister: platinum blonde hair, large breasts, thin waist, and a skimpy outfit. The girl’s face wasn’t anything special. The guys used to call her ‘Plain Jane’—though I don’t think she would have been called that had she shown off her big tits at school like she was doing in the photo.

I stared at the picture and found myself with that same strange thought in my head: Would I get in if I put on a wig, some makeup, and a tight dress? Could I fool the band manager into letting me back stage so I could get some merch signed?

I laughed, and then my heart began to throb. I only had to fool him for a moment. Once I was through those doors, I was through the doors. He couldn’t turn me around if he realized I wasn’t actually a girl once he gave me the original thumbs up, or I could threaten to tell the media that he was transphobic. I just had to pass his initial little test—and I could probably pass. I had a small, slender frame. I could fit into some female clothing. I could shave my legs and put on some heels. I only needed to be convincing for ten seconds at the very most.

I found myself on my computer, doing a bit of research, trying to see if my idea was really so crazy. I looked up transformation before and after pictures. I even found a tutorial by a guy who looked very similar to me; he managed to turn himself into a surprisingly hot chick. His jawline was a bit of a giveaway—but would it stop him from being chosen from a crowd behind a stadium? My jawline was softer and narrower than his. Could I possibly look even more feminine than him?

I laugh again, and then my gut turned. Was I really considering this absurd idea? What if someone recognized me? No—no one would recognize me because I would be three hours away, in a city where I was a complete stranger (not that I wasn’t already a complete stranger in my own town). This crazy plan would require a road trip as well as a transformation. And then what if I still didn’t make it into the stadium? Would I be even more furious and frustrated?

My online research brought me to a website selling ‘cross dresser breast forms’. They were made from silicone and they looked remarkably realistic on the models’ bodies. In one picture, a man was wearing his in a push-up bra, and the fake tits squished upwards just like real tits. The things were on sale.

I laughed once again, but this time my laugh was very nervous. Was it not worth a try? If this absurd plan worked, then I could be a few thousand dollars richer. And maybe I could snag something from backstage—as a little form of revenge: a guitar pick or a guitar pedal—or maybe even a guitar if nobody was looking. I could only imagine that everyone was consuming tons of booze and snorting tons of drugs behind the scenes—so how hard would it really be to steal something? What would an Over Oleander guitar sell for? Thirty thousand dollars? Fifty thousand dollars?

The fake tits were only sixty bucks. A platinum blonde wig was eighty. A push-up bra, a red dress, a pair of panties, and a pair of black heels brought the total up to three hundred and twenty dollars. It was all the money my credit card would allow me to spend—but it was an investment. If it ended up getting me a couple of signed tour books, then it was money well spent. And then maybe I could doll myself up again for the next act that came through town. Maybe I could fool the manager of many big bands into letting me backstage. Was the idea really so crazy?

My stomach turned when I realized I really had spent all of that money on a female disguise. I no longer had enough money to pay for my rent, which was due in two weeks. I was risking everything on the dumb idea that I could trick a band into signing tour books that I didn’t even own.

I didn’t even have enough money in my account to buy tour books! “Shit,” I muttered. I started exploring my apartment, looking for change. I needed to scrounge fifty bucks together so that I actually had something for the band to sign—something that would actually be worth money—not just a napkin or a dirty old t-shirt.

I managed to find about eight bucks worth of change—not even enough to buy an Over Oleander coaster at the merch table.


CHAPTER III

My cross dressing haul arrived the next afternoon, thanks to the fifty dollars I paid for rush delivery. I quickly took everything to my room and got myself dolled up. Then I stared in the mirror as my heart fluttered down into my stomach. I’d made a big mistake. I looked absurd, like a man in a dress. The stubble on my face wasn’t helping, and neither was the hair on my legs—but that was all irrelevant. Because even after I blocked out the view of my legs and covered the bottom half of my face, I still looked like a dude in a dress.

“Goddamnit,” I groaned. I looked at the boxes my shipment came in. They were all very clearly marked ‘NO RETURNS – FINAL SALE!’ “Motherfucker,” I said, shaking my head.

I wasn’t getting the money back, so I had to try to make the silly outfit work. I went to the bathroom and shaved my face, running my razor under hot water to make the blade as hot as possible, so I could get the closest shave possible. Then I looked down at my legs and groaned. It was still shorts weather outside. Once the hair was gone from my legs, it was all jeans for me… But I suppose it was a small sacrifice to make in the small chance that this silly plan actually worked.

So I shaved my legs. I watched as my little dark hairs swirled down the drain. But I didn’t know where to stop shaving my legs, as the hair just continued all the way up to my crotch. I ended up shaving everything. It’s not like I was going to be able to expose myself to a woman for a few months anyway.

On the bright side, my cock looked much bigger without pubic hair all around it. I reached around my package and felt myself. It was a strange feeling, like touching someone else’s junk.

Now, without body hair or facial hair to impede my disguise, I got dolled up again. Now, when I blocked out my face, I could potentially believe that I was looking at a girl—at least when I was standing up straight with my shoulders relaxed. When I was slouched, I looked like a dude in a dress… I thought that was strange. I wondered if that was a problem for all girls. Do they have to think about their posture constantly?

Now, the problem really was my face. I stared at myself for a long time. Maybe I could pass for a girl—maybe not a pretty girl—but would it be so hard to believe? My eyebrows were maybe a little bit thick, but I could probably pluck them to look more feminine. But then what would I tell the girls at work? Would they notice my slimmed eyebrows? Would they suspect that I was cross-dressing in my spare time? I could always get another job selling cheap electronics… Or if this disguise really did end up working, then maybe sneaking into concerts to get autographs could be my new job.

I went back to those online tutorials to see what I was doing wrong. And the problem suddenly seemed obvious: I needed makeup. But I didn’t have any money to buy makeup. My credit cards were maxed out and my bank account was locked. I couldn’t even find enough change to buy a tour book—I still had no idea what I was going to do about that.

So I called up my sister and asked if I could come over. “You want to come over? Now?” she asked. I hadn’t talked to my sister in months. We’d never been very close, seeing as she was born ten years after me and she was raised in a different house after our parents split up.

“Yeah. Is that okay?” I asked.

“Sure. I guess so. Is everything alright?”

I showed up at her house within the hour. She let me in and then she asked again, “Is everything alright?”

“Yeah—totally. I’m fine. I was just—uh—wondering how things were going. We never talk. We really should talk more.” I forced a big smile as I scanned around her house. I’d only been there a couple of times before. I wasn’t even sure where the bathroom was—or if she even kept her makeup in the bathroom.

“Are you okay? You’re acting funny. You’re not doing drugs, are you?”

“Drugs?” I said with a big laugh. “You think I’m doing drugs? No way. I was just thinking about you. Don’t you think we should hang out more?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so. Do you want a tea or a coffee or something?”

“Sure. Whatever’s faster,” I said.

“I can just make a coffee with the Keurig. It will only take a few seconds.”

“Actually—I really want a tea. You don’t mind boiling a pot, do you?”

She stared at me in silence for a moment. Then she shook her head. “I guess that’s fine, if that’s what you want.” She turned slowly and went to the kitchen. She looked over her shoulder at me before she slipped through the doorway.

“Say—where’s your bathroom? I’ve been holding it since I left the house,” I said.

“It’s just down the hallway and to your left,” she called out.

So I went down the hallway and into the bathroom. But it was just a little powder room with no makeup to be found. I quietly slipped out and went further down the hall. I snuck into her bedroom. There was an en-suite bathroom. I figured the makeup was probably in there. I didn’t need a lot: just some eyeliner, some eye shadow, some concealer, and maybe a touch of lip-gloss. I quickly moved in and started opening drawers. It was in the bottom drawer where I found a whole bunch of makeup products. But nothing was labelled with what it was. The tubes and sticks and jars and brushes were only labelled with the brand name, which didn’t help me because I knew nothing about brands. So I just grabbed a few handfuls and stuffed my pockets.

“Chuck?” I heard my sister calling out.

I slipped out from her master bedroom and saw her standing at the end of the hallway. “What are you doing in my room?” she asked.

“I couldn’t get the light to work in your hallway bathroom,” I said.

She stared at me strangely for a moment before walking over to the bathroom and flicking on the light. “It works fine,” she said.

“Oh—weird. Maybe I was flicking the wrong switch—maybe the switch for the fan.”

“It’s the same switch,” she said. “There’s only the one switch.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess it’s an unexplained mystery then. Is that tea ready?”

She nodded her head. “Are you really sure you’re okay?”

“I’m fine—great even. I’m going on this business trip tomorrow—up to Edmonton. It could be very good for my career. I’ve got high hopes. It’s been on my mind for days now. I haven’t been getting tons of sleep—maybe that’s why you think I’m acting so weird—because I’m tired. Do I look tired to you?”

“You look like you’re tweaking on something. If you’re struggling with addiction, my friend is an addiction counsellor. She’s apparently very good.”

I laughed. “You’re hilarious. Let’s sit and talk. I need to go in ten minutes, so I don’t have long. How has life been? Still seeing that guy? Chris—Kevin—Cory—What was his name again?”

“Bradley?” she said.

“Right! Bradley! Is he still around?”

She nodded her head. “Yeah. We’re still married. He’s at work now. He should be home soon.”

“That’s great. It’s so great that you guys got married so young. You know they say that couples that marry young are more likely to stay together. Did you know that? What time is it? Is it already six? I should be going. It was great catching up. Thanks for the tea. Sorry I didn’t have a chance to drink any.” I stood up and went to the door. My heart was pounding. Maybe I was on drugs. Maybe someone slipped something to me. Maybe I inhaled too much pot smoke at that concert and it was finally starting to seep into my brain. “We should do this again sometime. Maybe you can come to my place. I don’t think you’ve ever seen my place. Anyway—I’ve got to get going. Big trip tomorrow! See you later, sis!”

She didn’t say anything as I left. It wasn’t until I was a few blocks away when I dug into my pockets to try to figure out what I nabbed. I was sure that I at least had eyeliner and a pink lip-gloss. I had no idea what the other tubes and pencils and brushes were—but I was sure that I could make them work.

When I got home, I went straight to my bathroom to start experimenting. I used my phone to look up the different brands. I didn’t end up nabbing a concealer, but I got everything else on my list. Thankfully, my skin was naturally clear so the missing concealer wasn’t the end of the world.

I spent a good hour trying to draw straight lines on my eyelids, then I spent another hour trying to figure out how to brush the eye shadow onto my eyes properly. It was close to midnight when I was finally too tired to carry on. I stepped back and looked at myself for the first time: in makeup and my wig and my fake tits and my dress.

I didn’t look so bad. I actually kind of looked like a chick. I could have gone a bit darker with my contouring, and I still needed to pluck my eyebrows—but now I was sure that I could at least be in the running with the other girls behind the stadium up in Edmonton, where Over Oleander’s next show was.


CHAPTER IV

My eyes were heavy as I stood out in the cold autumn air behind Rexall Place in Edmonton, Alberta. I kept my arms wrapped around my barely-clad body and wished that I had the balls to be standing under the big flickering light that hung over that back stage door. The girls standing under it now looked warm, even though they were hardly wearing anything at all either. Or maybe they were just used to it—maybe that’s something groupies get used to.

I shouldn’t have bought the open-toed heels. My toes felt like they were on the verge of falling off of my feet. I kept looking down to make sure they weren’t turning purple. It was hard to tell in that dark shadow, twenty feet away from the other girls, but I was too afraid to get any closer. I didn’t want them to look at me and realize I wasn’t really one of them. At least from a distance they couldn’t tell that I was actually a guy in disguise—and from a distance, they couldn’t hear my heart pounding with terror.

I felt so stupid and so vulnerable. I had to keep reminding myself that the risk was worth the reward, even though I was starting to doubt that thought. It seemed like there were more girls than the concert back home. The show still wasn’t over and I could count fifteen girls hoping to be brought backstage to meet the band. How many did the manager let in before? Four or five? So I had about a thirty-percent chance?

I didn’t have a tour book. Instead, I brought an Over Oleander CD that I had in the back of my closet. It wouldn’t fetch the same value as a tour book, but at least it was something I could sell to profit on my feminine investment.

The security guard kept looking over at me. It was the same guard that tackled me to the ground at the last show, so whenever he looked my way, I would look down at the ground to hide my face. I was hardly recognizable with my makeup and blonde wig—but I wasn’t going to take any chances.

The dress I bought was too small. The skirt hardly covered my bum. I had to keep tugging to down so that no one would see the bulge in my panties. But I had to be careful pulling it down because it was only being held up by a pair of dainty straps that seemed so close to snapping. If those straps snapped, then I was really screwed. I wasn’t sure my fake tits would be enough to hold that dress up.

The concert ended and the crowd inside roared. The girls started migrating over to the door. My heart bounced. If I was going to have any chance of getting inside, I needed to work my way to the front of that crowd, which meant stepping into that light and opening myself up to the scrutiny of the slutty groupies outside. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath.

I still hadn’t mastered walking in heels. I wobbled slightly with each step, but I managed to stay on my feet. The girls closed in quickly, leaving no room for me. But I wasn’t about to let this whole night become a waste because I was too timid to push my way past a few sluts. So I dug my hands between too scantily clad girls and I pried them apart. “Hey!” one of them said as she nearly toppled over on her tall heels. I squeezed in so that I was visible from the door. I felt a tug on my dress as a girl tried to pull me back, but I didn’t budge. I grabbed the metal barrier and took a deep breath.

“This slut just stole my spot!” the girl behind me yelled, presumably referring to me. I bit down on my tongue and pretended not to notice.

The back door opened a moment later. That blinding light made everyone wince, but I was ready for it, only squinting slightly. I had to give myself every possible chance of getting in. I forced a smile at the familiar band manager, standing myself out straight and pushing my fake tits out prominently.

“You, you, you, and you…” His gaze scanned the crowd as the security guard ushered the few chosen girls in. Then his gaze landed on me. He stared at me for a moment, looking down at my mostly-exposed body. “And you too,” he said, pointing his middle-aged finger right at me.

“No fair—she took my spot!” the girl behind me said, still trying to pry her way back to the front. The security guard took the metal barrier and moved it aside for me. My heart stammered and my lips parted. Was I really chosen? Was all that work for nothing? Did he not care that I looked like I was about to pass out from exhaustion—or did he even look at my face?

I stepped forward, entering the stadium from the back door with the other chosen girls. They were all blonde, all slutty, and all hot. Was I hot too? Was my disguise really that good?

I was standing in light now, inside the warm stadium. The girls stopped just in front of me with the band manager, who was now checking his phone. The girls looked back at me, and I was ready for them to realize I wasn’t a woman. I was ready for them to yell, ‘Hey! That’s an imposter!’ But instead, they smiled at me and then looked back ahead, too excited about meeting the band to even notice that I wasn’t one of them.

Then the band manager looked back at me. “Are you coming?” he said, as I was standing a few paces back.

I nodded my head. He was looking right into my eyes now but he still couldn’t seem to tell that I wasn’t actually a girl. My head was spinning with disbelief. Was I really pulling the disguise off this well? This was the part of my plan where I threatened to sue because of discrimination—but I wasn’t being given my cue. They were treating me like a chick because they thought that I was a chick, even in bright lighting.

I tugged down the skirt of my dress as a roadie checked out my butt. He smiled at me and winked, making my heart stammer and stutter. I felt like I was dreaming. I had to pinch my arm, unable to believe that my plan really was working so well.

I followed the band manager and the other girls down a series of hallways. We reached a closed steel door and the manager said, “Just wait in here. The band will come see you all shortly.”

We slipped into the room. It was a big space, filled with food. On one table was a stack of CDs, t-shirts, and tour books. I walked over and picked up two tour books. The other girls didn’t even care to notice the free merch. They weren’t there for autographs. They were there to put out, so they could tell all of their friends that they fucked celebrities. I grabbed a third tour book—because why not?

Then I awkwardly backed myself into the corner of the room, far from the other girls. I looked around to see if there was anything else worth taking. On one table were a number of unopened gift baskets, obviously for the band. On another table was a mountain of booze. The other girls were already helping themselves. So I walked over and grabbed a bottle of whiskey. I poured three fingers into a glass and I took a big sip.

“Nervous?” one of the girls asked me. She was staring right into my eyes.

I froze for a moment, and then I managed to shake my head. “I’m okay,” I said quietly, trying to raise the pitch of my voice enough to sound feminine. I had no idea if I sounded even a little bit like a girl. But she didn’t react strangely. She just smiled and nodded her head. “I was nervous on my first time too. At least these guys are cute and young. U2 was my first band.”

The girl couldn’t have been older than twenty-two—and I couldn’t help but imagine her with the old geezers from U2, being bent over and fucked in her tight pussy. It was an off-putting thought. Or maybe she wasn’t talking about sex. Maybe she was just talking about a friendly meeting. Though her outfit suggested otherwise. She was wearing a tight black tube top that hardly covered her nipples and over that she wore a pink fishnet top. For bottoms, she had a tiny skirt that she probably bought from a sex store. I’d seen prostitutes wearing longer skirts on the streets.

She looked down at my handful of tour books. “Are you a fan?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“Then you’ll probably really enjoy tonight,” she said with a big smile. She was strangely friendly considering how skanky she was. Her breasts were nearly exploding out of that tube top.

I heard the door behind me swing open, and then I heard the collective gasps of the girls in the room. They were all looking at the door. I turned slowly to see the members of Over Oleander, in the flesh, walking into the room.

Up front was the singer, Jason Kinley. He had his long dark hair tied into a man-bun. He was wearing the same tank top he wore on stage at the concert I was at. It was stained dark with sweat from the hot stage lights.

Behind him was the drummer, Mickey Talon. Mickey’s eyes were amazingly blue and large—almost appearing fake. I’d seen those blue eyes in videos before, but they didn’t look nearly as vibrant in the videos. He looked right at me with a small smirk on his face. I found myself looking away quickly. I could feel my face turning red. I wished that I would have nabbed some concealer from my sister.

“Oh my God! It’s really you!” one of the girls said to Jason.

“At your service,” Jason said, nodding his head with a confident smile. The girls flocked over to the band. The hotter girls went right for Jason. The other girls saw that they probably had no chance with the famous frontman, so they dispersed to the other members. The girl with the tight tube top went to Mickey, but Mickey kept his gaze on me. Every time I looked over, he was looking at me over her shoulder, smiling as if he wanted me to come over. My heart was pounding ferociously. I tried to return the smile, but my face felt frozen. I took a long sip from my drink, feeling the alcohol burning down my throat.

I just needed to get those tour books signed. Then I could slip out and leave.

I started with the bass player, who was filling a plate with food. “Excuse me,” I said softly. “I was wondering if you could sign this tour book for me? And then maybe this one for my mother and this one for my best friend?” I held the books out. He looked over at me with a mouthful of food. Then he looked down at the books. He quickly pulled a Sharpie out from his pocket and scribbled signatures on each before turning back to his food.

“Thank you,” I said. Next was the guitar player. He had two girls glued to his side, but I was determined to leave that stadium with what I came for. I gently shoved my way past the girls. I held out the books. “Could you sign these quickly? Sorry to interrupt,” I said carefully. The girls gave me dirty looks, but the guitarist didn’t seem to mind. He looked into my eyes and then he looked down at my silicone tits, which actually looked amazingly real. He gently bit hit bottom lip and then he signed my books.

“Want me to sign your tits as well?” he asked with a big grin.

“That’s okay. Thank you.” I zipped away before the moment got any more awkward.

Next, I pushed through the girls to get to Jason. He immediately reached out and grabbed my hand, shaking it firmly. “Jason Kinley. So nice to meet you. May I say that you look absolutely stunning in that dress.” The girls looked at me with dagger stares. I just forced a smile and held out my books.

“Can you sign these?” I asked.

He laughed. “For a beautiful girl like you—I’ll sign anything,” he said. He signed my books, taking his time with each one. And I couldn’t help but wonder if he was screwing with me or if he really did think that I was beautiful. I looked over at a mirror across the room, looking at my own reflection. From far away I looked pretty good. But what about up close? Was it not obvious that I was a man? Did I not look a little bit ridiculous?

I started to look back at Jason when I caught Mickey looking at me again, still with that smirk. He winked as our gazes met. I looked away quickly. I was dreading getting his signature.

“Here you are—three signed tour books,” Jason said, handing the books back to me.

“Thank you. This really means a lot.” I back away from Jason and the jealous girls. Now there was just Mickey left. He was already looking at me, holding a Sharpie, ready to sign my swag. I approached slowly, putting on a fake smile and keeping my posture straight. I held out the books as I stepped up. I didn’t even ask using words. He just took the books and started signing them.

“Should I make them out to anyone in particular?” he asked. His voice was a lot deeper than I was expecting.

I shook my head. “Just the signature is fine,” I said.

He laughed. “You aren’t going to go out and sell them, are you?” He looked into my eyes. I looked away quickly and shook my head.

“No—of course not.”

He handed the books back to me. I had everything I needed. I could rip off my wig and tell all of those band members to go and screw themselves—but I figured it was probably a better bet to remain cool. I smiled at Mickey and then I started backing away.

“That’s it? You don’t want to stay and hang out?” he asked.

“I really should be going. I’ve got friends waiting for me outside,” I said.

“Text them and say you’ll meet up with them later. I can pay for a limo to take you wherever they are,” he said.

“I don’t want to be a burden,” I said, taking another step back.

“It’s no burden,” he said. “You should stay and hang out. Are you from here?”

I shook my head. “I’m from out of town,” I said.

“Where are you from?”

I bit down on my tongue. I wanted to lie, but my brain was fogged and I couldn’t think of any city besides the one I really lived in. “Calgary,” I said.

“We were just in Calgary. Were you at the show?”

I shook my head. “I couldn’t make it out,” I said.

“That’s too bad. But I’m glad you made it out tonight.” He smiled. My heart stammered. I took another step back. “Wait—don’t go now,” he said. “Don’t you want to see my setup? I can show you the stage. I’ll even let you sit at my kit if you want to.”

“That’s really okay.”

“C’mon—it’ll be fun. How many girls can say they’ve sat at Mickey Talon’s drum kit?” I forced a smile. I had a feeling lots of girls could say the same thing.

“I think I’m okay,” I said.

Then he walked past me. “C’mon—follow me.” He walked out of the room, leaving me standing alone, away from the other girls who were crowding the other three members of the band: taking selfies and flirting, hoping to get laid by some of the biggest musicians on the circuit.

Holding my tour books, I slipped out into the hallway. Mickey was already thirty feet away. He waved at me. “This way! Follow me!” He started heading down the hall, in the opposite direction from the door. I could have easily made my escape. I already had what I came for. But what if I could nab a set of signed drumsticks—actually used in concert? Those would be worth more than all three tour books combined! Or maybe a drum head—I’d seen signed drum heads in rock museums and major music stores. Surely they were worth more than a book that could be bought easily on eBay. So I followed Mickey down another set of hallways, to a door labelled ‘STAGE’. He pushed it open, revealing the large stage where the band played.

The stage looked so much bigger from here. Roadies were buzzing all around, wrapping cables and putting guitars in cases. “All these guys should be gone in fifteen minutes or so. We’re playing here tomorrow night again, so there isn’t much for them to do,” Mickey explained. Then he led me past the guitar player’s station, which was covered in pedals and printed song lyrics. The middle of the stage, where Jason stood, was barren. There was a pair of stage monitors and a microphone and nothing else. Apparently he didn’t need to have lyrics written down to remember. The bass player’s station was small but crowded with cables, pedals, racks, and even a couple of keyboards, which he used for various songs. Finally, at the back of the stage, was Mickey’s massive drum kit.

“Well? Go ahead! Take a seat,” he said.

I walked over to the kit. I could smell the sweat—and I could see the drops on the ground around the drum throne. “Go ahead—sit down,” he said.

I awkwardly took a seat. I looked up towards where the crowd would be had the curtain not been down. “Wow,” I said. I felt overwhelmed and strangely impressed, even though I wasn’t a drummer and I wasn’t even that into Over Oleander. But I knew that drum kit belonged to one of the most famous active drummers—and I was sitting on it.

Mickey held out a pair of sticks. “Go ahead and try playing something—just for fun.”

“I don’t know how to play,” I said, looking down at my feet where a series of pedals sat. It wasn’t until that moment that I realized my short dress really was terrifyingly short. Had Mickey been standing in front of me, he would have been able to see the bulge being tediously held by my tiny panties. I closed my legs together and tried to tug down my skirt to hide more of my thighs.

“Just for fun—just hit a few drums and get the full experience.”

I took the sticks and I held one in each hand. Then I gently tapped the sticks on the drumheads. I was shocked by how loud my gentle tapping was. I stopped myself quickly. My heart was pounding.

“Pretty neat, huh?” he said.

I looked around. The stage was already starting to clear out. Cables were already wrapped and guitars were put away. The roadies worked quickly and efficiently—probably because they wanted to get home to sleep. It was only a moment later when we had the whole stage to ourselves.

“Very neat,” I said, standing up. I went to hand the sticks back.

“Keep them,” he said.

I looked down at them. “Can you sign them?” I asked.

He laughed. “Sure,” he said, pulling that Sharpie back out. He signed the sticks, increasing the value of my haul three-fold.

“Thank you. Now I should really be going.” I turned towards the exit and then he jumped in front of me.

“Whoa—wait. You’re just going to leave?”

I stood silently and awkwardly, keeping my back straight. I wavered slightly in my heels but remained upright. I had more than enough. Now I just needed to leave. So why was I entertaining him? Did I think that I could get more out of him? Could I increase my haul somehow while I was still in that stadium? I looked around.

“You’re very beautiful,” he said.

“Thank you. I should be—”

“—Enough of that. You don’t need to be anywhere. I can tell by your face. You’re just nervous. It’s okay. We’re kind of famous—I get it. Don’t be nervous though. I’m just a guy who happens to think that you’re very beautiful. Do you want to see my changing room?”

“No thank you,” I said. I took a step to the side, trying to get past him. But he stepped with me, continued to block my way.

He laughed. “Look. I like you. I don’t want you to go. I want to hang out with you. If you want to hang out here on the stage—that’s fine too. No one will be here until sound check tomorrow. Want to sit at my kit again? Want to hit the drums? I can turn on Jason’s mic and you can sing something—it’ll be fun.”

“That’s not really my idea of fun—but thank you.” I tried again to get by him, but he continued to block my path. This time he put his hands on my sides and looked deep into my eyes.

“Don’t play hard to get.”

“You aren’t used to being rejected, are you?” I said. I just wanted to get out. I didn’t care if I offended him. I didn’t care if he realized I was a man. I just wanted to leave with my goodies so I could get them up on eBay and have enough money to pay my rent before it was due.

“I’m not being rejected. I’ve never been rejected,” he said.

I laughed. “You can’t have me,” I said.

“I could have you if I really wanted you,” he said. “But I don’t want to have to resort to those measures.”

“What measures?” I asked.

“Look—every girl has her price. And that price isn’t usually so high with famous guys like me—let’s face it. If I were to hand you a thousand bucks, I bet you would drop to your knees and suck my cock right here.”

“I definitely wouldn’t,” I said. “But that’s very romantic of you to say.”

“Two thousand,” he said.

“It’s not happening.”

“Ten thousand—suck me until I come and I’ll pay you in cash. I’ve got the cash in my changing room right now. They give us a stack of money wherever we go so we can buy drugs and girls and whatever else we want off the books.”

My heart stammered. Ten thousand dollars was a lot of money—probably more than I would make from selling those tour books and drumsticks. With the money and the swag combined, I could live out the rest of the year, living frugally. And all I had to do was suck a cock.

But could I do it? What if he pulled off my wig while I was sucking him? Would he beat me to death? Would he have me killed? He could probably get away with murder, seeing as he was one of the most famous musicians currently living.

He laughed and nodded his head. “I told you: every girl has a price. Apparently your price is ten thousand.”

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “No—I won’t do it,” I said defiantly. My hands and legs trembled.

“Fine. Twenty grand. Final offer. It’s hardly anything for me. I made two hundred grand just from the show tonight. But I will tell you—it will be the most expensive blow job I’ve ever gotten.”

“Twenty thousand dollars?” I said, in a state of shock.

“Sure—but for that kind of money, I expect you to swallow. And I want to see the cum on your tongue before it goes down. If I make it twenty-five, would you let me fuck your pussy for a few minutes first?” He had a big grin on his face—but his cheeks were red as if he was actually flustered.

I opened my mouth but I wasn’t able to produce any words. I looked into his eyes and then I looked down at the floor. “Just the blowjob,” I said. “I’ll do it for twenty grand—no less.”

He smiled, and then he reached down and started to unbuckle his belt. My heart flew up into my throat. Were we just going to do it there on the stage? What if someone walked in? Was he really going to come in my mouth? Was he really expecting me to swallow it? If I ended up spitting it out in disgust, would he still pay me the money?

“On your knees, beautiful,” he said, pointing at the ground.

I actually sunk down to my knees. As I looked up at him, his pants came down. “I’ll let you take off my boxers,” he said. I was frozen. I could hardly even breathe. How did this happen? I just came in to get some signed merch, and now I was on my knees, about to suck a cock.

My spine tingled. I felt sick.

“Well? You want the money or no?” he said.

Did I want the money? Was I really that desperate? Would the money really last me that long?

I found myself reaching up for the waistband of his boxers. I took them carefully, feeling his skin with my fingers. He had no idea that he was with a man. I had no idea how he would react if he found out. Now I had to be careful—I couldn’t just scream discrimination if he got angry.

My gut turned. I tugged down his boxers, revealing his long, smooth cock. It was already throbbing and half-erect. There was a big blue vein running down the side of it.

He laughed. “You love it,” he said. He reached his fingers around it and held it up. Then, with his free hand, he grabbed my head and pulled me forward towards his crotch. I tried to resist but he was too strong. He pulled my face up to his pelvis and then he mashed his shaft against my lips, rubbing it on my cheek and up my nose. “Lick it, baby,” he said.

I closed my eyes and tried to wake myself up from the nightmare. I had a man rubbing his cock on my face. I could feel it getting harder—and he wanted me to suck it! Hesitantly, I stuck out my tongue. I felt the base of his cock rubbing on my tongue, getting it wet, rubbing my own saliva up the length of my face. I groaned and squirmed. “That’s a girl,” he said.

I tried to control my breathing. I knew it would all be over soon—as soon as he came. I just had to make him come quickly and I could escape this torture. He kept mashing that cock up and down my face until he was completely hard, then he brought his tip down to my lips and forced his cock into my mouth. I wanted to shut him out, but I wanted this to be over with more, so I kept my mouth open and allowed him inside.

He wasn’t gentle. He pushed his shaft deep, pressing his tip against my throat and making me gag. I closed my lips around his shaft. I held onto his bare thighs for support. He still had a hand on the back of my head, holding me close to his crotch. My nose was pressed deep into his pubic hair, and he was one sudden move away from pulling my wig off of my head.

I was frozen with terror, but he didn’t seem to mind. He was happy to do the work himself, holding my head in place and thrusting himself in and out of my mouth, using me like a cheap sex toy. He groaned and muttered dirty talk under his breath. “Your lips feel so fucking good,” he said.

Strangely, it wasn’t so bad. It wasn’t nearly as bad as I was expecting. It didn’t taste gross, and in a weird way, it didn’t seem that uncomfortable. His tongue seemed to nestle perfectly on my tongue, and he wasn’t quite going deep enough to make me vomit. It was kind of flattering to think that his cock was rock hard and approaching an orgasm because of me. He really did think that I was sexy. But that shouldn’t have been flattering—if anything, it should have been insulting. Yet the thought alone made my face tingle with a peculiar excitement.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “You’re going to make me come. I want to come all over your pretty face. I want to make you lick it up and swallow all of it.”

He was thrusting faster now. I pressed my lips firmly around his girth and used the tip of my tongue to stimulate his cock even more. I could feel it twitching and bloating in my mouth. He really was going to come. I really was going to have to taste and swallow his load.

I closed my eyes as he began to groan louder. I knew it was coming. Oh God—I wasn’t ready for it! He was holding my head with both hands now, thrusting while pumping my head as if it was a Fleshlight. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” he groaned deeply.

And then he pulled out suddenly. He held his cock with a tightly clenched fist and began to spray my face. I closed my eyes just in time, making sure that first blast didn’t end up on my bare eyeball. I felt the hot goo hitting my eyelid, and then I felt it hitting my forehead and my cheek and my lips and my chin. “Fuck yes,” he said through clenched teeth.

Then he reached down and scraped up his cum with his fingers. He pushed it all to my lips and said, “Open up.” I followed the command. He pushed his cum into my mouth in a rather aggressive sort of way. Then he commanded me to swallow. I squirmed and fought the urge to gag—and then I managed to swallow his sweet tasting cum.

I slowly opened my eyes. He was stuffing his cock back into his boxers and he was breathing deeply. “I guess I owe you some money then,” he said awkwardly. His aggression seemed to be gone now that he got the cum out of his system.

“Okay,” I said. I was about to stand up, and then I noticed that my cock had freed itself from my panties. I was erect and my shaft was holding the skirt of my dress out like a rogue tent pole. I quickly reached down and stuffed my cock back into my panties before Mickey noticed.

“Follow me,” he said. I stood up carefully and then I stepped carefully, making sure not to make any sudden moves that would rattle my cock loose. Why was I erect? Did I actually like sucking him off? Did I like the way his cum tasted? Did I like the way it felt splashing against my face? Was I gay?

I pushed the thoughts out from my mind and shook my head. I was just there for the money. I was there for the free swag so I could make some money on eBay. The erection was just a coincidence. Every guy gets a random erection from time to time—I just happened to get one at a very inopportune time. It was nothing to be concerned about—nothing to lose any sleep over. I was now twenty thousand dollars richer; that’s all that mattered.

Mickey really did have the cash. He pulled it out from a duffle bag that was lying in the corner of the room. I couldn’t help but wonder how much cash was in the bag. “That’s twenty grand. You can count it if you don’t believe me,” he said.

“I believe you,” I said. “Can I use your bathroom before I leave—to wash the cum off of my face?”

“Sure—go for it,” he said.

I slipped into the bathroom and I closed the door behind me. Then I went to the mirror and looked at myself. Big globs of jizz were starting to dry to my face. Apparently he hadn’t gotten everything into my mouth. I ran the water until it was hot and then I used a cloth to wipe around my makeup. The cum on my eyelid was going to have to wait until I was home, as I didn’t want to wipe off my eye makeup and compromise my identity.

I couldn’t believe the night I’d had. Not only was I twenty grand richer (with a few grand worth of swag to sell on eBay), but also I’d had a sexual experience with a celebrity. And in a weird way, that seemed cool. I could understand why the slutty groupies were all so excited to be picked from the crowd. I now had an incredible story… that I could never tell anyone about. I’d sucked off the drummer of Over Oleander—and I did it without him realizing that I wasn’t actually a girl.


CHAPTER V

I laughed while looking at myself in the mirror.

I looked down and saw that I was still erect. I couldn’t seem to make that boner go away. Maybe it was just because my blood was pumping so hard. It’s not like I was actually aroused… Was I? I tried squeezing it to make it go limp, and then I tried pinching my arm.

Then I looked in the mirror and saw a ridiculous sight: a beautiful blonde with a big, throbbing erection sticking out from under her dress. I grabbed my cock and gave it a couple of strokes, just to amuse my reflection. I shook my head, and then the door opened behind me.

My reaction was slow. I was frozen for a moment, and then I grabbed my erection and flipped it back under my skirt. I couldn’t get it into my panties in time, so I just held my hand down, holding it from springing back up. I looked up at Mickey’s reflection, and he was standing with wide eyes and parted lips.

“What the hell was that?” he finally said after a long silence.

“Why are you in here? Can I get some privacy?” I asked.

“Y—You have a cock?” he asked.

“No. What? What are you talking about? I was just—I was just cleaning up.” I could see my skin turning white in the mirror.

“You have a cock,” he said with a monotonous tone. He wasn’t buying my lie. He saw everything. But why was he even in the bathroom? Why didn’t he knock? What kind of rude asshole just lets himself into an occupied bathroom?

“I should get going,” I said. I grabbed the money off the vanity and turned to the door. But he didn’t move from the doorway. “Excuse me.”

He still wouldn’t budge. “You’re a trap… Oh my God—you’re a trap.”

“Please don’t hurt me,” I said. “I didn’t want to fool around with you, but you insisted.” I was still using my girl voice, even though I’d been caught. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop using it. It had become natural after the past hour of use.

“Let me see it,” he said.

“See it?” I asked nervously.

“Your cock—take it out. I want to see it. Is it real?”

I remained frozen. He was blocking my only exit. All I could do was appease him and hope that he let me go. So I reached down and lifted up the skirt of my dress, exposing my erection, which refused to stay in my panties.

“Oh my God,” he said slowly. “It’s actually real. You actually have a cock.”

“I’m sorry,” I said softly. “Can I go now? I won’t tell anyone about this—I promise.” I was terrified. I was waiting for him to slam that door shut before pummelling the life out of me. I’d heard stories of men beating transgender to death for fooling them. Was I about to be one of those stories? Would my parents read about me in the newspaper in the morning? ‘Cross dresser dies in humiliating beating!’ I took a step back from Mickey, dropping my skirt back down. I hated that my cock was still half erect. Why wasn’t it going down? Was it trying to get me killed?

“But you look just like a woman,” he said.

I nodded my head slowly, even though I still hadn’t decided whether or not I agreed.

“But you’re not a woman. You’re a trap. Are your tits real?”

I shook my head. “No,” I said.

The room became silent, save for the sound of my throbbing heart. I felt faint—on the verge of fainting. I had a bad feeling that I was living out the final moments of my life. “Please don’t hurt me,” I said again.

“Y—You should probably get going,” he said.

I nodded my head quickly, and then I ran past him, running down the hallways as quickly as I could in my heels. I got a few weird looks from roadies and security people. No one tried to stop me—they just stared at me strangely. I got out of that stadium, and then I started my long journey home. It was a horrifying moment of terror, not knowing what was going to happen to me, but it was still worth it. I had money now. I could survive while I straightened my life out. I could get back on my feet and pretend like none of this ever happened.


CHAPTER VI

For the next two weeks, I did a pretty good job of pretending like nothing ever happened. I would change the radio station every time Over Oleander came on—or whenever any radio host so much as mentioned the band. I cleared all of my playlists of their songs. And then I went on with my life, trying my best not to think of them—which was hard, especially when I had to spend money on something. I always knew where that money came from. I never forgot the feeling of that cock in my mouth.

But sometimes there were situations I couldn’t get away from, like when my co-workers started talking about Over Oleander—which was unfortunately often. I wanted to tell them to never mention the band, so I could get that cum flavour out from my mouth: a flavour that had been lingering for weeks. But I didn’t know how to tell them to shut up about the band without hinting at what I’d gone through.

It was a Friday afternoon when one of them said, “You think Mickey Talon ever found that girl?”

“I’m sure he found her in five minutes,” he said. “No one can say no to money like that.”

I was curious to know what they were talking about, but a part of me wanted to walk away and pretend like I’d heard nothing. Though the comment was nagging at me. It was rare that anyone talked about Mickey Talon when they talked about Over Oleander. I hadn’t even heard the name since that night back stage. My body buzzed when his face came into my mind—and then that taste came back onto my lips. “What girl?” I asked, trying my best to act casual.

“The Calgary girl,” he said. “Wait. You didn’t hear about that?”

I shook my head. They started laughing. “Do you live under a rock? It’s been on the news for the past three days.”

I had noticed an uptick in Over Oleander mentions on the radio, but I was used to changing the radio as soon as I heard the name. “Apparently I live under a rock. What Calgary girl?”

“The drummer put out thing on Twitter. I guess he wants to reconnect with some girl from Calgary that he met at their show in Edmonton. He’s willing to pay her fifty grand if she reaches out to him.”

My heart stammered. Was he talking about me? Was I the Calgary girl he met at the Edmonton show? I was certainly a Calgary girl he met at the show, but was I the girl? “That’s it?” I asked.

“You don’t think that’s crazy? Fifty grand, just to talk to the chick? She must have really been something. It’s amazing to think that we have girls like that in this city: girls celebrities are willing to pay fifty grand to talk to. No offense Janine.” Janine, across the shop, lifted up her arm with her middle finger pointed straight up. The guys laughed.

“Yeah. I guess that is crazy,” I said. “But those guys have so much money. Fifty grand is probably nothing to them.”

“That’s true enough,” he said.

And the thought of Mickey buzzed through my head for the next hour, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I took my break early and then I took my phone outside to look into the story. Apparently it was true: Mickey had been posting on Twitter, trying to track down this mysterious blonde who left him back stage after the Edmonton show. He must have been looking for me—but why? Did he want to apologize for reacting the way he did? Did he think he’d offended me? Or was he looking to exact some revenge? Was he trying to bait me to come forward so he could humiliate me? But why would he do that? Why would he risk the world finding out that a man sucked him off?

My heart was pounding. I went back to work but couldn’t focus. I kept thinking about Mickey, trying to figure out what he wanted. It wasn’t until later that night that it even occurred to me that fifty grand was being offered. For some reason, my brain never fully processed the money—I’d been too distracted by the celebrity and the mystery shrouding the whole thing.

Online, everyone was speculating that Mickey was in love and trying to find his lost love interest. None of them knew that the ‘girl’ he was looking for was actually a man. But what if they were right? What if Mickey did have feelings for me, despite what was between my legs?

I spent the night casually trying to find his phone number. I managed to find his agent’s number. But what was I going to do with it? Did I really want to embarrass myself by calling? Was I just being set up for a grand humiliation?

I found myself practising my girl voice, which I hadn’t used in weeks. “I’m trying to reach Mickey,” I kept saying, trying out different inflections. My head was spinning. I wanted that money—but more than anything, I wanted to know why he wanted to hear from me.

I dialled the agent’s number. My heart was pounding. Suddenly, he picked up. “This is Terrance Richter,” he said. “Who am I talking to?”

I cleared my throat. Did I have a name? Did I give Mickey a fake name? I couldn’t remember. The entire night in Edmonton was a complete blur in my mind: a blur that I’d worked so hard to rid my mind of. Some details were clear, but most weren’t. So instead of giving my name, I just said, “I’m the girl from Calgary.”

He scoffed. “You and the last two hundred girls who called,” he said. “What’s your name?”

My tried hard to remember the name I used—if there even was one. “I’m not lying. I was back stage with him in Edmonton. He gave me his drum sticks.”

“I’m busy, lady. Call back when you’ve got some proof.” He hung up. My heart continued to pound. I cleared my throat again. Maybe it was best that we didn’t get in touch. Maybe it was best to stick to the pile of cash he gave me originally and I could continue to pretend like nothing ever happened.

But I wasn’t able to leave it alone. I pulled the old disguise out from the back of my closet: wig, clothes, and makeup. I spent the next hour dolling myself up, just to take a selfie. I forgot what it felt like, brushing makeup onto my face. I forgot how nice the women’s clothing felt on my skin. And I forgot how pretty I looked—though I wasn’t sure that was such a good thing. But I found it hard to look away from myself in the mirror. I even caught myself smiling and doing a few poses. Who could blame me? I’d managed to seduce a world famous musician with my looks, after all. At least I knew I wasn’t completely crazy in thinking that I was kind of hot.

I found the drumsticks Mickey gave me and then I texted a picture to the agent: a selfie with me holding the sticks. “Show this picture to Mickey,” I wrote. But I didn’t get a reply. My phone didn’t buzz. It just remained still on my nightstand, and I found myself feeling awfully stupid as I sat in my girly attire.


CHAPTER VII

I was at work the next day when my phone rang. It was an unknown number. I didn’t answer it, but I called the number back ten minutes later, when I was on my break. “I missed a call from this number,” I said.

The person on the other end was silent. “Hello?” I said.

“I’m looking for a girl,” said a shockingly familiar voice. It was Mickey. My heart pounced and my stomach churned. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs and then I cleared my throat.

“Just a minute,” I said. I took my phone outside and walked far down the alley, away from anyone who could potentially hear me. Then I cleared my throat again. Using my girly voice, I said, “Is this Mickey?”

“This is Mickey. Is this really you?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Can you prove it somehow?”

My body trembled and a cold chill crept down my spine. “You caught me in the bathroom with my pants down,” I said quietly.

He was silent for a moment before saying, “So it really is you.”

“Yeah.” I forced a laugh. “So how do I get that money?”

“I can mail it to you,” he said. “But I’ll need your address.”

I shook my head. “Why do you want to hear from me so badly?” I asked.

“Why did you run away?”

Now I was silent as I tried to think of an answer. “I was embarrassed,” I said.

“Why?”

“You know why.”

Now we were both silent. I had to clear my throat again. Then I looked around to make sure nobody was within earshot. I felt so silly using my girly voice out in public. “I want to see you again,” he said.

“Why?” I asked.

“Because I like you. I’ve got the week off. I can be at the airport in an hour—in Calgary in four hours.”

“Why do you like me? You don’t even know me. Plus I’m not really a girl. You saw what I had.”

He became silent. “Send me your address. I’ll bring the money in person. We can talk—that’s all I want.”

I hesitated, not sure if I was being pranked. But how could I say no to fifty thousand dollars? All I had to do was answer the door while dolled up—it was the easiest money anyone had ever made. “Okay. I’ll text my address.”

“Good. Then I’ll see you tonight. I’ll head to the airport now.”

“Okay. Bye.” I hung up the phone. And then I noticed my hand was trembling. Was I insane? Did I really just invite a world famous celebrity to my house? What if the paparazzi saw him? What if they followed him to my place? What if everyone in the world knew that I liked to get dressed up like a girl?

I had a secret: a secret that had formed over just a couple of weeks, a secret that I was so ashamed of, I even kept it from myself. After returning home from Edmonton, I started dressing up when I got home from work. I used some of the money Mickey gave me to order skirts and blouses and dresses and heels online. I hated myself for doing it, and I always told myself that I wouldn’t do it again after I got washed up—but then I kept doing it. In two weeks, I’d accumulated ten different outfits. I would take photos with my phone and then I would delete the photos a few hours later, when my sanity returned to me.

Never before in my life had I ever thought about cross-dressing. In fact, the term ‘cross-dresser’ made me squirm. But suddenly, after a single night out in Edmonton, that’s what I’d become. It was like a virus that had worked its way into my head. I’d gotten pretty good at it. I was quickly figuring out the makeup styles that suited me best, and I was starting to love the feeling of lace and satin against my skin. I’d even gone to work wearing panties under my clothes a few times.

I was deeply ashamed of my new ‘hobby’, though now it was likely about to come in handy. A rich celebrity was on his way to my house with fifty thousand dollars. So I took off early from work, lying about a headache, and then I started dolling myself up the moment I was through my front door. I carefully applied my makeup, taking extra long to get each eyeliner stroke correct. I carefully curled the hair of my wig and then I shaved the stubble off of my legs, applying a coat of moisturizer to give my legs a pretty shine.

I spent an hour in front of the mirror, posing like some sort of Instagram model. I wanted to get everything right: every little mannerism and every little inflection. I spent four hours acting like a sissy, even watching long YouTube tutorials on how to be more feminine, before realizing I was putting all the work in to impress a boy.

My heart stammered. Why did I care what he thought? I just wanted his money—and surely I’d already earned it for reaching out to him. So why was I wasting my time? Why did I care what he thought?

My doorbell rang. I knew it was him. I took a deep breath. My legs trembled. I approached the door slowly and carefully. Then I looked through the peephole and saw his face. “Oh God,” I whispered to myself.

I closed my eyes and pulled the door open. When I opened my eyes, he was smiling. “Hey,” he said.

I nodded my head and looked around. “Come in quickly,” I said. I didn’t want the neighbours to see him or me. He stepped in and I closed the door firmly behind him. “I can’t believe you flew here to see me. You’re crazy.”

“Maybe,” he said with a smirk. “But a night hasn’t gone by that I haven’t thought about you.”

I looked down and saw that he was holding a small bag. Was the money in the bag? “Why?” I asked. “You don’t even know me. Maybe I gave you a good blowjob—so what? Did you come here thinking you’d get another one?”

He laughed. His cheeks turned red. “No. It has nothing to do with that.”

“Then what? We talked for five minutes. What do you think you know about me? Or do you just have some sort of weird tranny fetish?”

He laughed again, sounding nervous. “No. I mean—I don’t think so. You were the first… trans girl I’ve ever been with.”

“I’m not even trans,” I said. And then I wavered. “I mean—I don’t think I am.”

“So what are you?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t really know—okay? I’m just… trying something out. It might not stick. I don’t want people knowing about it.”

He looked down my body. “Well you look really good—beautiful, even. You would be smart to let it stick.”

Now I was blushing, completely flustered. I stuttered before saying, “It’s not so simple. And I told you: you’re not getting another blowjob, even if you offer me all the money in that bag—which I think you already owe me.”

He laughed and then put the bag down on a nearby table. “It’s yours. I just wanted to see you.”

“Well here I am. Now you’ve seen me. Happy?”

He nodded his head. “Actually, yeah, I am.” He smiled and I blushed. Why was I blushing? Why did he have any power to affect my emotions? Did I like him? Was I gay? Or was I just starstruck and excited to be lusted after by a celebrity?

“So what do you want?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I really don’t know. Let’s get dinner. What’s good around here?”

I shook my head. “I can’t go out like this,” I said.

“Why not?” he asked, narrowing his eyes. “You’re beautiful. You should go out and show off.”

“People know me. And if they know me, then you’re really screwed. Imagine those headlines: Mickey Talon spotted eating dinner with tranny.”

He shrugged his shoulders. “So what?”

I opened my mouth to reply, but the question was a good one: so what? What difference did it make? Why did anyone care who he ate dinner with, or who he kissed, or who he got into a relationship with? “There was an article last week claiming that I was a Satan worshipper. People are going to say stuff. Some of it will be true, and some of it will be a lie. At the end of the day, it’s nobody’s business. And in my experience, at the end of the day, nobody really cares. They pretend to care, but most people are too consumed with their own lives to really care about what other people are doing.”

My heart stammered. What if he was right? What if nobody did care? What if it didn’t matter if someone recognized me if I was out as a girl? If anything, they would probably be impressed that I was out with a celebrity. Or they would be impressed by how convincing I was. And even if they weren’t impressed—and they thought it was pathetic and embarrassing—what difference did it make? Would I lose my job? No. Would my friends disown me? No. If anything, they would want me to hang out more, so they could say they know the girl dating Mickey Talon.

“So? Dinner?” he said.

“That depends,” I said. “Do you really worship Satan? Because I can’t be seen out at a restaurant with a Satan worshipper.”

He laughed, and then I cracked too.

“I don’t,” he said with a surprisingly charming grin. My heart melted, but now I wasn’t resisting.

“You aren’t getting a blowjob,” I said again.

He laughed and shook his head. “I know. I told you, I’m not here for that.”

“But if you want to fuck me before we go out—maybe I’m okay with that.”

His eyes lit up. His lips curled into a big smile. Then his cheeks turned dark red.

I turned around and pressed my hands against the wall. “Just be gentle. I’m a virgin back there.” He stepped up behind me, putting his hands on my sides. He stroked them up and down, until he was holding the skirt of my dress. He pulled it up, exposing my bum. Then he squeezed my butt cheeks. “You’re so beautiful,” he said.

“Thanks,” I said. I was still processing what we’d talking about: still coming to terms with the fact that he was correct, that it didn’t matter what we did, as long as it’s what we wanted to do. It was a surprisingly hard concept to swallow, but it made sense—of course it made sense. I had no idea if things would work out between us. I had no idea if being a famous drummer’s girlfriend was really what I wanted, but I was willing to give it a shot. Maybe it would end up being exactly what I wanted. Maybe this was life pulling me in the direction I was meant to be pulled.

He pulled my panties to the side and ran his fingertips up my crack, over my asshole. He took a deep breath in and then let his warm breath tickle my shoulders. Suddenly, I felt something big and warm press up between my butt cheeks. I could feel him throbbing: growing bigger and harder. “Oh God,” I said, almost regretting my offer to let him fuck me. I forgot how big he was. I’d never been penetrated before. Maybe I should tell him to stop and then start with something smaller. Maybe I could work my way up to his giant cock. Maybe I could start with a pen or a Sharpie, and then move onto a small cucumber… It was too late. He was already jamming his tip into my hole—already rock hard and ready to fuck me. Maybe I was really hot. If I could get him hard that fast, I must have been something special.

He pushed into me. I felt my hole stretching wide, but it didn’t hurt. He pushed deeper and deeper, stretching me wider and wider—but still, it didn’t hurt. “Fuck me,” I groaned, looking over my shoulder at him. He kissed me on the lips: a strange sensation, but one I could get used to.

“My pleasure,” he said, and then he started pumping me with his big, hard cock. As his veiny rod massaged my anal walls, I realized this girlfriend thing really was something I could get into—maybe I was already into it. Maybe this was my calling. I leaned my bum back and let his pelvis slap my cheeks. “You’re so fucking tight,” he groaned.

“Fill my little ass with your hot cum,” I said. I couldn’t even believe I’d said it. I felt like my true personality was starting to come out: a personality I’d kept bottled up for so long, so deep inside of me that even I didn’t know it was there.

Images of skirts and dresses flashed through my mind. There were so many makeup styles I wanted to try out—and so many sex positions I couldn’t wait to try with Mickey, in hotel rooms all over the world. And to think, none of this would have ever happened had I not had the idea of getting some tour books signed.

“Fuck,” he groaned deeply. He thrusted into me hard, making euphoria surge through my whole body. My limbs tingled and I moaned loudly, and then I felt his warm load filling me up. He didn’t last long, but I took that as a sign that I was doing something right.

“Let’s get dinner, then let’s head to London. We’ve got a show there in five days.”

“I’ve never been to London,” I said.

“You’ll love it there. And then you’ll love Paris and Moscow and Tokyo. Though I can’t see you loving Kiev, but I could be wrong.” He laughed, and I couldn’t help but laugh with him.

“I guess I can do is give it a shot,” I said.

THE END
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